A WESTERN SAHARA.

The Thrilling Adventures of a
French Explorer in the
Great Desert.

How He Spent Months in Dis-
guise Among the Wander-
ing Arabs.

He Escaped Being Murdered
by Assuming to Be a
Mussuiman.

A Leaf From Life Surpassing
the Marvelous Tales of
Fairyland.

HE great tract of
country known as
the Western Sa-
hara, “lying Dbe-
tween Moroceo and
Senegal, is inhab-
ited by Moors,
partly nomadicand
partly settled,

~ wWhose reputation
s

- gt
w_ for barbarity and
@ = -

fanaticism is per-
petuated until the
present day. The coast line on the
Atlantic presents to the eye a long
suecession of cliffs,barrenrock and sand
hills, throughout all of which rums a
dark red tint. The few Europeans who
have scaled this sea wall, for the most
part shipwrecked seamen, beheld
stretched out on the other side a huge
landscape of miserable sandy desert,
with an unbroken horizon, a burning
plain, void of all vegetation, and with-
out the least vestige of natural resources
to prolong the existence of any poor hu-
man creature cast on this miserable and
forsaken spot.™
In these words M. Camille Douls, a
French traveler, describes his experi-
ence during an exploration of the coast
of the Sahara desert from Morocco to
Senegal in a recent issue of the London
Times: It wason this inhospitable and
bare spot that I landed alone in the
early days of last January, without es-
cort, like a poor shipwrecked mariner,
and disguised as a Mussulman. quite at
the mercy of the Moors, among whom [
wished to traverse the unexplored
steppes of the Western Sahara and
reach the southern boundary of Mo-
roceo. This introduetion to the Sahara
ali but cost me my life, the preservation
of which I owe solely to my youth and
the disguise of a Mussulman in which
1 traveled. It had been my intention to
land on the shores of the Sahara at the
English trading factory at Cape Juby,
territory which has been in the posses-
sion of the English since 15875. From
conversation with the manager whom I
found at Las Palmas, 1 learned the im-
possibility of such a course. He in-
formed me that great jealousy existed
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among the natives regarding any
stranger, more especially since the

Moorish government had endeavored to
prevent any one claiming to be a Ma-
homedan. even though not a subjeet,
holding any communication with
Christians on
PAIN OF EXCOMMUNICATION

and imprisonment. 1 consequently
changed my route, and arrived at Ar-

recife de Lanzarote, where 1 engaged a |

fishing vessel to carry me further south.
After a voyage of two days and a half
we arrived at a large bay. where the
fallen rocks enabled the boat toap-
proach close to the shore and rendered
a landing possible. This place is known
as Garnet Bay. and is situated between
Rio de Oro in the south and Cape Boja-
dor in the north. Having carefully ex-

amined the neighborhood without dis- |

covering any Moors,we dropped anchor,
and I bade adieu to my honest fisher

friends, who wished me Dbon voyage.
Three of them landed, and. having

scaled the rock,pulled up first my boxes
and provision basket,and finally myseli,

and then, after receiving a parting |

backsbheesh,left me aloneon the Sahara.

I must confess that 1did not at once
realize my position,and my first feeliags
were not of fear. 1 had longed for the
time to come and had abundance of cen-
fidence in my courage, but I experi-
enced a sensation of utter loneliness,not
decreased by the knowledge that I was
among a savage people and quite un-
known. Seated on the edge of the cliff,
which arose perpendieularly from the
water, [ gazed on these two immensities
of nature—the desert and the sea. both
unbroken by any sign of life save the

fast disappearing vessel which had
brought me hither. It was one of the

solemn moments in a man’s life which |
-
The !

remain for ever in his memory.
desert lay before me, a sandy, silicious
soil. covered with stones, and losing
itself toward the east in a suecession of
endless undulations. Northward I saw
approaching a troop of camels or drome-
daries. These I resolved to meet, pre-
ferring to take my chances with their

drivers, whoever they might be, than to |

remain in
UTTER LONELINESS

on this barren shore. I placed my be-
longings behind a large stone, freed my-
self of my turban, and, putting my
dagger in my belt and my revolver in
the hood of ny Moorish cloak. 1 set out
toward the appreaching earavan. I lost

no time in intercepting this troop. A |
little slave guarded them. Approach-

ing the young negro, I made signs that
I wanted to speak to him, but at the
sight of my face and white costume (the
desert Arabs usually dress in blue cot-
ton, having no water to wash white
clothing) he fled sereaming. Proceed-

ing further. I met two new troops of |

camels under care of slaves, but with

these I was not more fortunate, and my |

advances only made them run off.
Finally. after a long mareh, roasted by
the sun. suffering greatly from thirst
and fatigue, 1 saw in the distance four
Moors. The sight restored me. and 1
made haste to meet them. Tw
were young, the others were older.
Dressed in the skins of animals and
half-naked. with long and thin hair
falling on their shoulders, dagger at
their hips and gun in band, they ad-
vanced, talking with a superabund-
ance of animation. I approached the
eldest, and in the manner of a Mahome-
dan wished him ““the peace of God.™ ex-
tending my hand to him. He refused
the salutation and drew back., and re-
garding me with a fierce expression, he
grasped his comia, or dagger. Without
taking any notice of this, 1 repeated my

salutation. and asked him if he knew a |

certain D’Aghmed, who lived on the
coast in this neighborhood. “Who art
thou?” he demanded brusquely. “My
brother,” 1 replied calmly, “I am aslave
of God, an Algerian merchant, who, un-
der the will of the Almighty.am thrown
on. this coast.” At this
youngest of the group, who was watch-

ing me from the corner of his eye, saw |

the Moorish rosary which I had round
my neck. and coming up to me he took
it between his hands, closely examined
it and said. *“Oh! how beautiful are
your beads, show them to me,” and be-
fore 1 could reply it was off. This ac-
tion disclosed my revolver in the hood
of my cloak. He seized it and asked
several questions regarding it.
does it matter to you?” I replied.
swer me first in the name of God my
first query.” My reply came quickly.
Seized from behind, I wasthrown to the
ground,the eldest, Mohammed El Mahdi,
put his

HEEL ON MY THROAT

while the others bound -y hands.

Secarcely able to breathe,i made great ef- |

forts to free myself, while another of
my assailants drew his dagger, and,
with the flat blade, violently struek me
on the mouth, the shock breaking two
of my teeth and drawing blood, while
the pain brought on unconsciousness.
After this [ was stripped, my dress
being torn almost to threads:; a sum of
meney in my belt was taken frem me,
and the dagger at my side was broken
in the attempt to remove it from my
erson. A woman passing with two
ittle children heard the noise and came
to assist the party. They were shortly
joined by .the woman’s husband, Ibra-
aim QOuld Mahommed, who, when I

lay on the sand after the first struggle,
revented my first assailants from cast-
ng me into the sea, and by the power of
his authority, took me into his care and
introduced me to his tent. I was dying
with thirst,-and asked for water. It was
brought in a wooden bowl by a girl
completely naked. I drank with avidity.

When the news of my capture spread
the Moors arrived from all parts to look
at me. They were dressed in the same
manner as the first, with long hair and
faces veiled, and were fully armed, each
having a gun beside daggers at his side.
They embraced my host, and, seating
themselves in a circle, interrogated me
at length, asking all sorts of questions,
but 1 was very reticent. desiring to play
faithfully my part as a Mussulman.
When 4 insisted on my believing in
their creed, they replied, exasperated:
“But a Mussulman does not arrive by
the sea.” “lam a slave of God. He
is most wise,” 1 replied, with the am-
biguity characteristie of Arab dialogue.
My answer did not dispel their sus-
picions, and they went to fetch irons,
which they riveted on my legs round
the ankles. When 1 was secured
four or five young men invaded
the tent, demanding a share of the
booty, and as my captors did not wish
to part, they exclaimed, *“‘Ah, well, we
will strangle the Christian,” violently
seizing me. I just had time to crawl to
a stake of the tent, to which I clung
with all my might,while Ibraham seized
his gnn and turned out the assailants
very quickly, declaring he would shoot
the first who violated the hospitality of
his tent. The other Moors continued
the disturbance until he drove them
away to avoid a quarrel. The noise in-
creased and I heard a gunshot. Dur-
| ing this disturbance outside, the women
profited by the absence of the men to
| come and examine me, questioning e
on all sorts of subjects, and in spite of
the custom of the Arabs, which inter-
dicts to the women econtact even with
the clothes of men, they touched my
skin to assure themselves that my phys-

of them |

moment the |

“What |
“An- |

ical constitution did not differ from that
of the Moors. “Do not go out,” they
cried, “*or

THEY WILL KILL YOU,”
pointing significantly to their throats.

Toward evening Ibrahaim entered
and informed me [ must consider my-
self his prisoner until 1 proved myself
to be really a Mussulman. The night
came on quickly. The flocks entered
the encampment. The camels were
ranged and knelt in front of each tent,
while the sheep and goats took their
place behind. Every reghaim (tent) had
a blazing fire of brushwood to itself,
round which were squatted, waiting the
hour of retirement, all the members of
the family, with faces and heads cov-
ered, and with bare legs. The children
were absolutely nude. At S o'clock the
slaves and dependents began to milk
the camels. To each was handed a dish
of milk, and, after making their evening
praver, they laid themselves down on
their mats alongside of each other and
sought rest in sleep. For myself,
broken down by emotion and pain, 1
closed my eyes and fell into a heavy and
! troubled sleep, and thus I spent my first
night in the desert.

The morning after my capture, I was
eariy awakened by Ibrahaim,who called
us to praver. 1 dragged myself wearily
along, and, placing myself at the side
of my host, prayed the prayer of sun-
rise. This finished, he turned to me
and said: “1 am content with you;
would to God you were a Mussulman.”™
| During the morning 1 was worried
I about my boxes which I had hid, for I
| knew if they fell into the hands of my
first assailants, they were gone forever,
while if I communicated my secret to
Ibrahaim, he might have more respect
for my condition. Some time after I
had told him the story, he appeared at

the tent with a saddied camel for
my  use, in  order that A
might aceompany  him on  his

|

i search for them. I mounted this
| animal and proceeded in the direction
whenee I had first come, the Moors fully
armed, going with us, while behind fol-
lowed a whole troop of women and
children in hopes of getting something
out of the journey. We followed the
coast, but as we could not find the beoty
they got impatient and called out, “He
deceives us, this Christian dog, and
wishes to take us to a place where his
friends are in ambush to kill us,” and
menacingly shook their daggers in my
face. After half an hour their doubts
increased, and Ibrahaim began to share
the sentiments of his companions, in-
forming me that unless the ecases were
found T should be Killed. One of the
more energetic of the Arabs stopped
my camel, and, climbing up. placed
s

COLD GLISTENING BLADE
against my throat. Justas 1 gave my-
self up as lost the most forward of the
group discovered the missing cases.
was immediately left alone: all, cluteh-
ing their bare daggers, threw them-
selves on the booty, which they divided
among them. When they had appro-
| priated my all. we retraced our steps to
| the camp. Now was my greatest danger.
| 1 was worth no more to them alive, but
was rather a charge on Ibrahaim. Dead
I should cost them nothing. All now
seemed against me, Ibrahaim included,
| but he resolved to take me with him.
! On entering the camp we were passed
| by two men mounted on white camels
| and so veiled as to hide their features:
| their appearance, however, indicated
| that they were men of position. They
demanded an explanation of the whole
affair. On hearing the truth Sid Ahmed-
el-Batei (for it was the prinece himself)
| and his secretary dismounted and en-
| tered the tent. He was still young and
| his physiognomy very pleasing. Shak-
i ing hands he gave me the “*Salamu Ali-
| kom™ (the peace of God be on you) for
the first time, and asked me who I was,
my nuame, position and eountry. When
i 1 replied, he said: *“My brother, as
thou sayest thou art Mussulman, glory
be to God: but if thou art deceiving us
may the merey of God pardon you and
lead you into the way of truth:” and.
turning to the Moors, he said: “You
have been too hasty in despoiling and
putting in irons this man. Would to
God that his troubles do not accuse you
in the day of judgment. Do you
fear to cause such suffering to one of
vour brothers?” When he had spoken
he remounted and rode off, leaving me
with a painful impression. 1 felt I had
lost my first friend among the Arabs.
Next day I received a visit from a
shirif. or holy man. named Sid Mam-
mut, who questioned me minutely. and
evidentiy did not think mueh of my or-
thodoxy, though in face of my affirma-
tions he could not pronounce what I
| was, and declared only one man could

| built up with pretty houses.

not |

half convinced. Never had they seen a
Mussulman of my appearance, and they
were, wavering between the verdict of
Mulainin and their own conviction that
I was a Christain. In the country was
a Moor who enjoyed the esteem of all.
He was Hadj (pilgrim to Mecca) Ibra-
haim, who had traveled much, and
could set their doubts at rest. Thus
the Moors reasonod, and resolved from
that moment to conduct me to him. We
made a day’s journey to the tent of the
hadj, who was an old man with a vener-
able air and placid features.He examined
me with attention, and immediately ex-
claimed: “Ah!
BUT HE IS A TURK.”

This for me was the acme of good
luck, and I declared that he had cer-
tainly divined aright. This drew from
the hadj a tale of his travels,
and he related how in Egypt
he had seen Turks like me who
were nevertheless Mussulmans. The
nomads, who nheard about these
Turks for the first time asked endless
questions about the droll Mussulmans,
so unlike those of the Sahara. After
this all was finished. Before returning
to the camp of my robbers they never-
theless assembled a conference of the
college tolbah (Filuli), learned men, who
act as schoolmasters throughout the
desert, and when they had made a nec-
essary examination of my person, they
released me from my irons, and gave
me a goatskin as my covering. After
asking them for my compass, which I
declared needful at prayer time, they
trealted me henceforth as an Arab no-
mad.

With these people he remained for
five months, then he says:

“The following ecircumstances ena-
bled me to quit the tents of the nomads.
My host, Ibrahaim, who since he con-
sidered me a Mussulman, showed me
much esteem, resolved to attach himself
permanently to me by giving me his
daughter in marriage. Beautiful name!
Eliazize! We negotiated the terms
of the marriage bonds. Her price was
fixed at seven camels. AsI had been
stripped of my possessions and could
not pay on the spot, it was arranged
that he should accompany me to the
limits of Moroeco, at Ouad Nun,whence
I should proceed to my country and re-
turn with the necessary means to en-
able me to marry. These arrangements
were made on the borders of the Saklat-
el-Hamrah, on the way to Tenduf,
where Ibrahaim and I had gone to trade
off our skins for dates. It was distant
from Tarfaya twelve days, and each
evening we begged the P)ospitality of
the Moors, when we were so lucky as to
be in the neighborhood of an eneamp-
ment: at other times we had to content
ourselves with grains of baked barley.
Tenduf, though only a small place, be-
ing the only town in the desest, ranks
among the Arabs as a capital. This
town, founded in 1857, has made great
progress, and to-day possesses from 200
to 300 houses, made of clay or mud, like
all in Southern Morocco. The mosque,
of which the minaret is very lofty, is
seen far over the desert, Lost in a des-
ert of sand, Tenduf is

A DELICIOUS OASIS.

Its walls, pierced by four gates, are
surrounded by gardens watered by nu-
merous wells, and palms environ the
town like a verdant erown. This beau-
tiful spot is renowned above everything
for its splendia slave market. The
caravans which cross the desert from
the south leave here three-fourths of
their negroes, who are thence dis-
tributed over northern Africa. The re-
mainder pass to Moroceco. Dr. Lenz, in
his famous journey, had, in 1880, vis-
ited Tenduf before me.

“When we had completed our busi-
ness here Ibrahaim and I retraced our
steps to Tarfava (Cape Juby), where we
had left our camp. The return journey
was very disagreeable, for during ten
days we did not meet one caravan,
and only once or twice enjoyed the hos-
pitality of a rghaim, all the rest of the
time subsisting on dates—meager fare
after a loug day’s journey under a broil-
ing sun, especially for a European. But
the nights were most trying. Nearly
naked. stretched on the dewy ground, I
shivered with the intense cold, and
found sleep almost impossible. Since
the first day of our return I continually
asked Ibrahaim to make the journey to
the north to permit me to obtain the
needed means for my marriage. He did
not care at all for the job. It meanta
absence of at least a month from his
tents, and he did not care to leave those
in charge of his wife and children so
long. My repeated requests caused him
to fix our departure at an early day. It
was during this interval that the for-

mal engagement was  celebrated
with my fiancee, Eliazize, a young
creature  hardly twelve years old,

of slender figure (which, by the by,
is no recommendation among the
Arabs). dark bronze complexion, large
black eyes and very white teeth. On
the occasion of this feast all the mem-
bers of the tribe assembled who were
journeying in the surrounding country,
and they slaughtered two sheep (these
weigh ten pounds each), a memorable
repast, and, I am sure, still spoken of
in this part of the Sahara. They wished
us all sorts of prosperity, to have, above
all, only male children and female ani-
mals, the best wish that one ean receive
among these people. After 1 had em-
braced all the Arabs in the orthodox
fashion—that is, pressing forehead
against forehead, they wished me an
early return among them. A Taleb
present made a long speech, in which
he showed how God had his eyeson
me, for after having saved me from
death he called me as a recompense to
pass my remaining days in the Dblissful
company of the charming Ellazize and
among hosts of dromedaries. So we
started northward.

—————
ALIVE,YET DEAD TO MANKIND.

The Lepers of Louisiana and How
They Live--An Incurable Dis-
ease.

What was once known as “Lepers’
Land.” on St. John’s bayou, is now
It gained
its name from the fact that when Spain
ruled the Jand Governor  Miro
founded a hospital on thisspot. Rebececa
Harding Davis, who is now travel-

| ling in the Aecadian country, writes on

I ago

settie the question—Shirif Sheikh Mu- |

lainin. the grand prince and chief of the
nomadie Arab tribes, to whose
situated a few days’ mareh eastward,
| we set out the same evening.

camp. |
| til
This im- |

portant personage exercises great moral |

mfluence, and is even credited with the
power of
PERFORMING MIRACLES,

| 1 was much perplexed as to the out-

come of this interview, as it is reported
| that he had sent two emissaries to as-
| sassinate the Senores Quiroja y Cervera
during their journey in Advar, these
explorers only escaping by a timely
warning and rapid march to the coast.
On the third day of the march we
came to the camp of the

sheikh, |

where a multitude of tents were pitched |

in the muddle of a vast plain round a

bell tent of European manufacture,

which towered over all the others. I

was conducted into the august presence.

The great shirif was reclining on the
! floor of the tent surrounded by his tol-
bah (learned men or secretaries), who
presided at the ceremony of Kissing the
holy hand. His head entirely veiled,
and surmounted by a voluminous tur-
| ban, his body enveloped in a “haik of
| sky-blue silk. Mulainin distinguished
| himself among all his courtiers by his
| pious attitude. During many minutes
| he looked at me in silence without utter-
| ing a word. the noinads crowding for-
ward in turn to Kiss his hand in sign of
| submission, while they asked him for
| remedies for their sick, consisting only
! of agrain or two of desert sand, upon

which he breathed his holy breath. Not
i till after this most interesting ceremony
did Mulainin address me, and his inter-
rogation was very brief. He caused me
to proclaim myself formally as a Mus-
sulman, and made wme recite the first
chapter of the Koran. After a few more
questions, which 1 answered fairly well,
he took my hand and shook it, deelaring
| me a Mussulman. He advised my
host to strike off my irons and take me
for a brother. After salutations we re-
tired. The Moors were, however, but

the subject of the Louisiana lepers in
her Southern artiele in the November
Harper. information gained from
the pari t. The dreadful disease
first made its appearance twenty years
in Abbeville. The  first
to be attacked was an old creole lady,
her father having probably brought the
tainted blood from France. When the
white scales appeared upon her face
her family all fled away from her
in terror, even her husband. A young
woman nursed her for three years, un-
the old woman died at last. A
few years afterward she married
a young farmer and lived bhap-
pily with him in a little ecabin
on the edge of the swamp. One
day a shining white spot appeared on
her forehead. In four years she was
dead. There isnoeure. The tainted
families can only go off to some secluded
spot in the wilderness and wait their
swimmons. The real “Land of the Lep-
ers,” as it is ealled in French.is situated
on the lower Lafourche, below Harang's
canal. The bayou there is turbid and
foul: it flows through malarious swamps
lower than itself. The creole hunters
there are honest and temperate folks,
but they are wretehedly poor. They
raise only rice, and live on it and fish.

The wet rice fields come up to
the very doors of their eabins. The lep-
rosy which certain families among

them have inherited is developed by
these conditions. Five years ago Prof.
Joseph Jones. president of the state
board of health, went himself with his
son to explore the eypress swamps and
lagoons of the lower Lafourche. It is
the region of the shadow of death. He
tound many poor lepers hiding there.
They were as dead men who walk and
talk. They could handle burning coals:
they felt no longer cold, nor heat, nor
pain. Their bodies were as corpses.
One man lived alone in a hut thatched
with palmettoes, which he had built for
himself, eating only the rice which he
had planted. No man nor woman had
come near him for years.

e
Still in Limbo.
Special to the Globe.

Cepar Rarips, Io., Nov.
Beasley, of minstrel fame,was
to-day of the charge of burglary.
was immediately arrested on the charge
of lareeny. His young and pretty wife
is here with him. -

TURKISH BATH STUDIES.

A Close Analysis of the Peminine Char-
acter by One of the Sex Who
Is Posted. :

An Observant Woman'’s Views Regarding
the Feet of Her Fellow-Women
in the Naked State.

The Bath Room As a Place for Fun and
to Cogitate About Pedal Ex-
tremities.

‘el

TURKISH bath is
a place in which one
may well expect to
derive many bene-

t is also a finer

norning in one of:
thel many luixlzgi‘

o ously appoin
—-—  baths of the city
—  can either bring her
NS own amusement

2 with her or find it
: g = there. By “bring-
ing it with her™ the idea is not of books
or reading matter, for it is a sort of
eleventh im ibility to read while in
a bath of this kind. One may be able
to lie luxuriously in one’s bed-time tub
and skim through the story of the hour;
one may read in a train on a car; while
driving in the country; or, like a mes-
senger boy, while walking down the
street; but in the Turkish bath it is an
impossibility. The amusement of books
being cut off, it follows that one must
either be an amusement to one’s self or
employ those about for that same pur-

se, says Fannie B. Merrill in the New

‘ork Star.

To truly enjoy the physical delights
of a bath several things are requisite.
First, an absolute indifference as to the
figure ore cuts when waddling to and
fro: and second, a mind that will obedi-
ently think of nothing in particular, or,
at most, of suitably poetic and artistic
subjects. The mother of *‘Helen's
Babies” often says to her intimates that
never sinee Buage came to her has she
ever had a grief or a trouble so severe
but what she could take her baby on
her arm or her bed and forget it all.
This, in a different application, is the
sense of the feeling one may easily find
in these luxurious hothouses. It must,
indeed, be a great trouble which ecan
haunt one who is bent on enjoying these
delicious sensations of languor and of
laziness, and of cleanliness and coziness
which all true devotees know so well.

But if one, perchance, should desire
more tangible amusement, let her first

make a study of how her sister swans
don their white plumage and then a
study of their feet. t

An artist was not long since betrothed
to a very beautiful girl of a neighboring
city. To every eye but his her beauty
seemed unimpeachable, but he “at
once asserted his lover’s prerogative Ly
sending her to a surgeon dentist to hiave
a frent tooth straightened. and, as séon
as this was done, to a specialist to be
treated for a slightly rounded shoulder.
Her girl friends were naturally furious,
and one of them indignantly spoke the
thoughts of all when she said: *The
disagreeable old thing! How T just
wish that she eould grow seven toes to
SITOW HIM WHEN THEY ARE MARRIED!”

In this impatient speech was voiced
not only the thought of the moment but
the idea of most women of the time.
Women know their ugly features,
though they may not admit the fact save
by their zeal in disguising them, and
as, in the case of the feet, by hiding the
defeets.

But in the bath, as in the merry game
of poker, when the attendant demands
that you show your hand—in other
other ~ words your feet—you have it to
do. Once shown, they must stay in evi-
dence till the end.

Having thus *‘scotched your rabbit”
by going where these mauy pairs of feet
are coming and going continually, noth-
ing remains but to enjoy the scene to
the utmost. Let us suppose, to begin
with, that you are the best looking
young woman in the bath as you glide
toward the hot room.

We have all observed how cleverly
you have donned the non-disguising,
non-revealing linen sheet, and we have
applauded the fortitude you have shown
in not draping it a la Greeque, as you
will do later on your way to your couch.
With your long reund arms and that
ever lovely dimple in evidence upon
your shoulder, you would look vastly
more picturesque, but you would not
get as warm in the hot room, and that,
yvou well know, you witch, would be just
so much lost to your complexion. Go on.
wise girl, in your eclinging swaddling
clothes, and we will bide our time until
you shall come out later and dazzle us
with your snowy dimpled arms and your
clever Greek drapery.

Mo do you further justice let us sup-
pose, too, that the best looking feet in
the room are yours. They are rather
long, itis true, but then you are a tall
girl, and, besides, they are narrow, and
the second toe holds itself out a little
longer than the big toe. asin art, it
should. Moreover, they look medita-

tive. as vou certainly are. See how
straight to the front they go, flatfooted
and firm, and there to stay. Yes, my
dear girl, you have but one thing you
need fear. You have worn your shoes
long enough and not too narrow, and
vou have otherwise done as the laws of
straight feetdemand. The only thing
is, if vou do not look out, you will be an
old maid! There is something in the
way those feet of yours are made and
set before you that suggests the straight
up and down-old inaid so strongly that
not even vour present rosy loveliness
can dispel the vision. - -
Beware, dear girl! Remenmtber that
“now is your accepting time,” aud thinky

ever when tem; to be scornful what
-ol:{ow it w be to your friends tosec
¥

GOING ABOUT POWDERING YOUR NOSE,
shaving your e{’ebmws down- to the
decorative line that you like, wearing
girlish gowns to make you look inno-
cent, and coyly refusing to tell your age!
At present this is not your state at all,
but all the same, beware! You are not
of the stuff that is willing that the cruel
world shall laugh its fill.

Having given you all the time you de-
serve let us look at the occupant of the
next, chair. Poor ereature, she is one of
tl)e heavy-heeled, ‘philosophicnl kind.
You can tell it by the very way she is
lying there, eyes shut, back to every-
body, a martyr evidently to her own

- .mind, for she groans occasionally at the

“time it is taking her to get into proper
~state. Yet look well at those feet
‘like a Dbotanist in this garden
‘of womankind, and you know
“the species. She is given to flocking all
By herself in the corners and to stamp-
“ing abouton foolish missions. and to
saying cruel, bitter things about better
‘favored women. Her feet have not as-
‘sumed the ugly shape they are because
uf any weakness for tight boots. 1t has
been simply because she is alwaysa
stoman who can see but one side of a
~question, and she has only made sure to
5:1: boots that were ‘wide enough, re
rdless of the length. As for earing,
Bow that it is done, do you suppose she-
‘does? Not a bit! When those big joints
ache of a rainy day she thinks of
it only as a part of her
usual state of affliction. So, i
she is content, why should not we be?
There cannot be the slightest doubt
about their being large enough to carry
her about, for, do the best you can, you
cannot look at the thin support that
shape themselves beneath the clinging
sheet without thinking of that old prov-
erb: “Great roots ‘neath little sap-
lings grow.” Let us leave her. In any-
thi:ntg short of a landslide she is all
right.
vext to her comes the argumentative
woman. Ever since we have been think-
ing she has been chattering, and now
for the first time she has a willing list-
ener. The other women have rather
snubbed her, but this one has been so
clever that they have grown confiden-
tial. What is that they are talking
about? Kissing, as 1 live! She evi-
dently does not believe in it, for she is
denouncing the freedom of society most
roundly and arguing for a return to the
good old-fashioned blue law. The
others listen in silence, even when she
gets excited and sits up and twists her
feet together and declares that she
thinks “‘it is worse than indecent for a
man to kiss his wife continually. Once
a day, say as she meets him at break-
fast, is quite sufficient.”
EVERY WOMAN IN THE ROOM
is a little dashed at that, but not a word
is said until -that dear, little, quiet
woman over in the corner raises herself
up slowly and drawls out sweetly:

*‘1 beg your pardon, madam, but were
you ever married, may I ask?”

“No, indeed, I never was,” is the tart
answer, and then isn’t there a scream
from all concerned! In high dudgeon
the spicy spinster takes herself off to
the steam room and we see her no more.
We regret that, though we have become
a little formal in our relations, but
couldn’t you have told it from those
thin, narrow-minded, dead-looking feet?
It makes one shudder just to think how
cold they must be of a winter's night,
doesn’t it?

Naturally enough after her retort
courteous the little woman over in the
corner is the most interesting study.
Her toes are as pink
as pink can be, and
there are erinkles in
the soles like those
ina “blooming ba-
by’s.” The only
trouble is that the
toes lap more than
is really pardona-
ble. All the same,
can you not see her
in them? You may

be sure that thisis
not far from her.
Two years ago she
was a flighty little
thing trotting about
in tooth-pick shoes,
towed by a berib-
boned pug, and tow-
Tng herself a de-
yoted-doveres Now,
le is a sensible lit-
le wife, who now
and then looks re-
gretfully at her
crumpled toes and
wishes she had had
more sense, but
whose mind is in
the main, so full of wisdom and eash
books, and “rainy day pennies” and
marketing and George's hose, and there
is little room for regrets. It was im-
}mlso and “little girlishness” that made
1er put up her pink toes in smaller par-
cels than were good for them, and the
impulse and the “girl” in her will see
her through.

The puss in the other corner is a ver-
itable old cat, who is evidently taking
her first bath, and is as muech afraid of
itas a sure enough pussy could be.
She won't lie down as the attendant
suggests, she won’t have a wet towel on
her head, and she will have none of
either hot or cold water to drink. In
short, she will do nothing but sit on the
edge of her chair, with her toes turned
in, staring at each one in turn. Very
possibly there is not mueh in reading
toes, but please tell me if you coulde x-
peet much besides unlovliness and bad
manners from two feet like that?

Leaving her we find but one more
promisinz subject, and she was the fat
girl, a little too fat, perhaps, to be
called a girl and not quite old enough to
deserve the term of fat woman.

Her feet were as fat as the rest of her,
and of a good length. but when she
caught a glance at them she doubled
herself up under her sheet and showed
them no more. Stiil that glimpse satis-
fied one that she matched her feet. The
feet were big enough to carry and not
big enough to be ugly. They were young
feet, too, and were so like her big,
clumsy, rosy body. Moreover, they
were well kept feet, the nails earefully
trimmed and even a suggestion of pol-
ishing was about them, and there was
no ugly stain from stockings to be seen.
No! taken all in all, the big girl was not
the prettiest creature in the room, it
must be admitted, but she knew one
thing by heart. And that was, that
much as most people dislike fat women.
no one can fail to forgive one who does
her best to look as much like a sweet,
cleau, overgrown healthy baby as possi-

ble.
—————
of every style and kind
HE/p In the list of “Wants” you find,
e
The Romance of a Convent.
Near Maestricht, in Belgium, is a

ladies’ boarding school conducted by
ist?rs of a holy order, with a superior

t its head. A few weeks ago a young
Fdy was intrusted to them with a
particular warning to take good care

her and not allow her any pri-
vate society. Last week an old lady of
distinguished look came to the place
and asked for the girl, saying she was
“Stnt by the parents to take her home.
The sister called the boarder and
said she would go for the lady superior
to talk to the stranger. When the
superior entered the room _she
found it empty. The visitor had assisted
ﬁw boarder to escape by climbing the
wall of the back garden and had fol-
lowed her. The marks left by the vis-
itor's boots roused the terrible suspicion
that the lady visitor had actually been a
man in disguise.

MISUNDERSTOOD.
He thought I said yes; but I'm sure I said
no.
My heart was a-beatinz. my checks were

aglow:

I looked ou the ground and I thought he
would go:

He thought 1 said yes. but I'm sure Isaid

no.
~Now what could I do? For he thought I said

es:

He sat close beside me, and—you'll-never
1€88 3

If yonﬂnok at me so, I canuot confess,

He—I'm sure I said no, but he thounght I

said yes,
3 %

Villas,

—From the Century.

e —————

farms and timber tracts,

Kead the “Wants™ and learn th
facts.

WITH THE CHILDREN.

Bright Fancies and Odd Speeches
of the Little Ones.

MAKING SURE OF HIS IDENTITY.
Philadelph'a Call.,

Not many weeks since a little girl re-
ceived a visit from an uncle she had
never before seen, but had heard much
about. He was known to her as “Uncle
Benny.” At the close of her customary
evening prayer she said: ‘“Dod bless
mamma, papa and Tommy and Uncle
Benny,” then, after a pause, she added:
“Dod, his other name is Hopkins!”"—
SPARKS FROM LITTLE ADELAIDE’S

BRAIN.
American Magazine.

An influx of “over-Sunday™ visltors
having filled eight seats at Adelaide’s
table with young men, she refused to
eat. Being questioned, the fourteen-
year-old mite replies: “I am not at all
pleased at such a crowd of men being
sent here. They take away my appe-
tite. (She seems likely to survive.)

Papa to Adelaide (whose mamma is
away for a few days): *“We miss
mamma awfully, don’t we, Adelaide?”
Adelaide (hesitatingly), *I don’t know,
papa; probably you do, but she fusses
so, 1 think it tries my nervous system.”

A g"oung lady to whom Adelaide was
much attached bore the name of Grace.
Hearing it for a few times, the young
creature commented: “Mamma, isn’t
Grace a serious name? It makes me
think of prayer.”

At another time a strange child was
introduced to the tiny hostess with in-

unctions as to his entertainment.

Vith a su‘:erb dignity the suggestions
were checked by: *“My dear, I have
played with children all my life.”

A YOUNG ANARCHIST.
Boston Transeript.

It sounds a little bit irreverent, but as
it was told by a highly esteemed clergy-
man, and in Sunday school, too. it is
presumably tellable in print. A httle
girl walking in the public garden on
Sunday with her mother. began to play
upon the grass and was instantly re-
stained, to her chagrin.

“Why ecan’t I run on the grass,
mamma?”’ she exclaimed.

“Because the policeman will make
you go off if you do. Don’t you see the
policeman over there? Besides, it is
b‘!und’t’l_v, and God doesn’t want you to
play.

“Oh, dear,” said the little girl, “if it
wasn’t for the policeman and God, what
nice times we could have.”
ANNOUNCED FROM HEADQUARTERS.
St. Louis Spectator.

A little girl of six, the daughter of a
friend of mine, did a precocious and
amusing thing the other day. She is
possessed of a fiery head of hair. Get-
ting into a street car with her mother,
she noticed the glances of the passen-
gers and their evident amusement as
the same thought occurred to them.
Climbing on the seat she looked up and
down the street, finally exclaiming as
her eye rested on the object it sought:
“Oh, mamma, there’s a white horse,”
the laugh that went around the car
showed that the passengers appreciated
the little one’s quick perception.

THE MAIN POINT VIVIDLY INDICATED.

Syracuse Herald.

A little Sunday school girl, whose les-
son had been about the story of the fiery
furnace, was telling her mother about
it. ‘*And, mamma,” she said, ‘that
naughty king heated an oven just as
hot as he eould get it. put three good
men in, and they wouldn’t cook a bit!”

GRAPHIC BUT UNTIMELY,
Cold Water (Mich.) Life.

A certain Sunday-school superintend-
ent goes to see little Clara’s big sister
quite often.

“Children,” said he to the school last
Sunday, “we are told in your leaflets to-
day to love the Lord. Do you know
what ‘love’ is?”

“It’s when you hug my sister in the
parlor, sir,” spoke up Clara from the
front row.

RUTH INVITES THE LIBERAL HAND.
Detroit Free Press.

Little Ruth satat table and heard each
remark made as the plates were passed.
One wanted a **small piece.”” Another,
“a very little,”” etc. When it came to
her turn, she reached her plate out
eagerly towards the coveted food.

“I'll take too much, if ’oo pease, pa-
pa,” she said with naive sincerity.

NO PARTNER WANTED.
Philadelphia News.

Litcdle Cora was walking with her
auntie and finishing a huge banana,
when they encountered a peanut stand.
Of course she wanted some. *“No, you
can’t have any peanuts,” said her
auntie, *‘for you've just had a banana.”
“Yes, but 1 do want some,” insisted
Miss Cora. “Well, Cora,” said her
aunt, “we can’t always have everything
we want.”” *Well, I’m not ‘we.””

THE SHADOW OF COMING CARE.
Boston Herald.

Mary to Alice—Your doll looks very
poorly. What ails it?

Alice—It frets a good deal. Alfred
knocked out one of its eyes last week,
and it lost a great deal of sawdust, and
hasn’t bein the same doll since.

RULERS OF KINGS.
St. Petersburg Letter.

An amusing anecdote comes from Fre-
densborg.in Denmark.the temporary res-
idence of the Russian imperial famiiy.
Two of the czar’s children, who are laid
up with measles, refused to take the
physic preseribed for them. -The at-
tendants insisted in vain. The young
{l?()]ble were not to be persuaded. At
ast the ezar was sent for, and finding
that kind words were of no avail, he
began to scold. Even that did not sue-
ceed, so turning to the nurse, the czar
said: *“I ean do no more, and yet just
think that millions of subjects obey me,
while these striplings set me at de-
fiance.”

AN AMENDMENT.
Hartford Post.

The pastor of one of the churches told
a good story from his own family yes-
terday. One of his little ones was very
much interested in the story of Elisha,
the bad small boy and the she bear, as
read by his mother. After a moment’s
thought, he said: *“I wouldn’t have
said so to Elisha. would I, mamma? I
would have said: ‘Please go up, 1%0u
bald head.””

BLOOD WILL TELL.

Portfolio.

Charlie, age eight, brought home a
slinking yellow pup, bow-legged.droop-
ing-tailed and shamefaced. He cared
for it tenderly, fixed a dry-goods box in
the back yard for a kennel,and on every
possible occasion exhibited the animal
proudly. His sister Ella, age eighteen,
asked him facetiously:

“Where did ?'ou get that dog?”

“I bought him from a man for 25
cents,” with the pride of ownership.

“Merc{! The idea of paying 25 cents
for that horrible beast!"

Charlie’s eyes flashed indignantly.
“He isn’t horrid. That shows how much
a girl knows. The man told me heisa
full-blooded cur.””

———
LOVE MOCKS US ALL.

Love mocks us all. Then cast aside

These tuneful plaints, my Albinstried,
For heartless Glycera, from thee
Fled to ﬁou uger lover. See—

Low-browed Lycoris burns denied

For Cyrus; he (though goats shall bide

With wolves ere she in him contide)
Turns with base suit to Pholoe—

Love mocks us all!

S0 Venus wills and joys to guide,
‘Neath brazen yoke pairs ill-allied
In form and mind. So linked she me
(Who worthier wooed) to Myrtale.
Fair, but less kind than Hadria's tide—
Love mocks us all!
—Austin Dobson.

GLOBE, Nov. 12, 1837,

NOTAB

“My boy,"” said a clergyman, “don’t you know that
it is wicked to catch fish on Sunday?” “Well,lain’'t
sinned much yet,” said the boy, without takinz his
eye from the cork; “ain’t had a bhite.” What is the
reason, good friend, youdon't nibble? We have been
fishing for you a long time. We haven’t sinned any
yet with you. You never got cheated in our store.
Did you ever stop to think that it isnot the man who
already trades with us that we advertise for. Heis
committed. It's yourself we are after.
you advantages not to be found elsewhers. We
make our own clothing and make it upon honor—just
as we want it, just as you want it, and mean to sell
it to you so that you can save a nice margin over

where you are now trading. Comse in, anyway, and
try the U T K, Minneapolis.

==
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We can offer

Overcoats that the

Well, why not? We have

been too long in Minneapolis
not to have all of our goods
such as we can guarantee.

We have been here for twelve years, and intend to stay
twelve more, and always give the best for the least. You
ought to see the stock of jour. tailormade Suits and

BIG BOSTON!

MINNEAPOLIS,

Now has on its counters. Everything is new and of the
very latest styles and fabrics.
Men’s suits from $5 up to §40; Boys’ $1 to $25; Men’s
Overcoats, $3 to $60; Boys’, $1 to $25; Men’s Fur Lined
Coats, $45 to $150; Fur Coats, $10 to $300.
of Fur Coat made to order with any trimming desired.

SEAL CAPS

From $4 up to the finest Prince Albert at $18.

We have no old culls.

Any kind

MINNEAPOLIS PROVISION COMPANY !

Beef-and Pork

PACKERS, AND GENERAL PROVISION DEALERS,

WHOLESALE ANU RETAIL. S
Market Men, Wholesale and Retail Grocers, Hotel, Family and Lumber Camp Supplies.
24 and 26 South First Street. MINNEAPOLIS, MINN.

From the large cities, and want-
ing the best of everything, you
must send your laundry by mail
or express. Write us for terms.
Cascade Steam Laundry, Minneapolis.

DR. BRINLEY,

Hale Block, Hennepin Av., Cor.Fifth St,
Opposite West Hotel.

Regularly graduated and legally qualified,
long engaged in Chronie. Nervous and Skin
Diseases. A friendly talk costs nothing. If
Inconvenient to visit the city for treatment,
medicine sent by mail or express, free from
observation. Curable cases guaranteed. If
doubt exists we say so. Hours 10 to 12 a. m.,
2to4and 7to 8 . m.;SnndA{u, 2t03 p.m
If you cannot come state case by mail,
seases from Indiscretion, Excess or Ex-
posure Nervousness, Debility, Dimness of
ight, Perverted Vision, Defective Memory,
Face ples, Melaneholy, Restlessness,Loss
of Spirits, Pains in the Back, etc., are treated
with success. Safely, privately, speedily.

IT STANDS AT THE HEAD.

THE IMPROVED

—

i The Best Writing Machine on the mark
Call and examiue or send for circulnrﬁvﬁt‘l
samples of work. Agents wanted.
egents for Madden's Asding Machine.

No change of business.

Catarrh, Throat, Nose, Lung Di s,
Liver Complaints, It is self-evident that a
physician paying particular atiention to a
class of diseases atlains great skill. Every
known application is resorted to, and the
roved good remedies of all ages and coun-
ies are used. All are treated with skill ins
respectful manner. No experiments are
made. Medicines prepared my own la-
boratory. On account of the great number
of cases applring the charges are kept low;
often lower than others. Skill and perfect
cures are important. Call or write. ptom
lists and r.arv‘;imet free by mail. The doctor
has successfuliy treated hundreds of cases in
this city and vicinity,

BOWER’S

School of Shorthand.

ESTABLISHED 1881,

Shorthand and Typewriting School
EXCLUSIVELY.

All branches of shorthand work thor-
oughly taught, and instructions strictly
individual.  Success by mail lessons
guaranteed. Send for circular.

e G. B. BOWER,
522 Nicollet Av., Minneapolis, Minn.

MRS. FLORA 0*VUuGH,

Commission Merchant

STOCKS,
GRAIN AND PROVISIONS,

Direct Wire to Chicago and Eastern
Markets.

103-104 Bosfon Block, Minpeapolis, Mizn.

Out-of-town Orders Solicited.

BEST TEETH $8

SUTHERLAND & Rary,
F ainlessDentists. From
1 to 28 teeth extracted
in one mmute without
¥ any pain whatever. No
) chloroform. No ether.

No peisonous druga
Gold Fillings, $1.50.
Largest dental estab-

£4 lishment west of New
=) York city. 38 Washing-
ton avenue south, Min-

neapolis. Open even-
ings Sundays.

! poisonous diseases of the blood, throat, n

1.0CK HOSPITA

ESTABLISHED 486%Z

Dr. H. Nelson, surgeon in charge.
226 Washington av, south, corner Third av.
Guarantee to eradicate and permanently
cure without caustic or mercury, chronic or

Office,

skin, bladder and kindred organs. Gravel
and stricture cured without pain or cutting.
Acute or chronic urinary diseases cured in
three toeight days by a local remedy. Vie-
tims of indiscretion or excess with cough, in-
digestion, tiredfeeling, nervous, physical and
organic weakness, rendering marriage im-
proper or unhappy. should eall or write, as
they are often treated for consnmption, dys-
pepsia and liver eomplaint by inexpe-
riecnced men. who mistake the cause of the
evil and thus multiply both. Separate rooms
for ladies. No nauseous drugs used. Hours,
9am tol2m.:2to4and7to9p. m. Sun-
day, 2 to 4 p. m. Book. 50¢ by mail.

WEST HOTEL.

The Only Fire-Proof Hotel in
Minneapolis.

ABSOLUTE SAFETY FROM FIRE !

Elegantly furnished and perfect in all
appointments,
Table and general” attendance unsur-
sed. Rates as low as any strictly
t-class hotel.

C. W.SHEPHERD. General Manager

BOXING GLOVES, 300
INDIAN CLUBS, = 50
DUMB BELLS, - 10
STRIKING BAGS, - 200
FENCING FOILS, - 2 00
FLOBERT RIFLES, 2 50

HEATH & KIMBALL,
14.S. Fourth St.. Minneapolis.

the “Wants" each week,

Millions Relav‘viays finding what they
seek.



