
VISITING THE PATAGONIANS.

The Strange People Who Live in the Southernmost
Town of the World.

Wishing to see something of the peopie
whom history and tradition have reported
a< giants we sailed from Buenos Ayres
down into the Straits ot Magaihaens (Ang-
licized Magellan) to Punta Arenas, the
southernmost city on the face of the earth,
the only town within the region that once
was Patagonia. How does it look, this
nome of the sea lion, the penguin and the
guanaco, where cold and storm and snow
prevail the long yeais through? Well,
there is a sandy beach, and behind itsome
low bills blackened with charred timbers,
backed by a mountain range which, though
hardly 1000 feet high, is buried in perpet-
ual jnow. Three or four hundred houses
are set in the mud and slush along the
beach, and on the rising ground beyond
it wooden structures, one-storied and
mostly unpainted, arranged in irregular
rows so as to form something like gtreets

and a miserable attempt at a plaza. Among
the buildings is a Custom-house, a fort, a

church and a postoffice, and at tbe latter
ail travelers who come this way drop let-
ters to far-away friends because they will
bear the postmark nearest to the south pole.

Tne site of Punta Arenas (Spanish for
•'fc>andy Point") was certainly not chosen
for its Deauty. Looking at a map of the
world you willsee that the long Mad spit
it occupies is farther south tnan the Cape
of Good Hope or any other inhabited :«,.<],
and cousu ting the captain's lt»gDO"k you

willread that "squalls off the lanu known
by the Patagonian name of wiiliwanaa are
to very strong as sometimes to lay ships on
their beam ends."

How did ithappen that a town ever
grew in this distant and dismal spot? In
this way: Just half a century asm (in 1843)
the Chilean Government, tonkins around
for the most cheerier place of punishment

to which it mightbanish certain political
offenders whom itdared not kill outright,
hit upon this tip end of Patagonia, becausu
fr^m here there seemed no way of escape
but In speedy death.

About this time Port Famine, on the
tile of Sarmienta's celebrated colony, in
Northern Chile, begm to prove itself too
habitable lor a penal colony, and its pris-

fcn«9 were transferred to Bandy Point.
Other convicts were added iron time to
time; and, hough the new arrivals did
not always prove agreeable companions or
valued citizens, there is strength in num-
bers.

But Chile suddenly took a new interest
in her now prosperous coionv, and paid it
so much unnecessary attention that the
privileges of the industrious exiles whom
she had left to starve were more and mire

restricted. The Government sent down
an adaitional force of «oldier-. osten-
sibly to keep the alwav* friendly-
Indians in check, but really to con-
trol the profitable gold and coal aud rat-
tle trade. The convicts felt that ainco
they had succeeded in making homes for
themselves in the wilderness against, such
fearful odds they had famed me right to
enjoy them, and in 1877 the. injudicious
severity of the Federal u.ivernor preciDi-

tated a revolt, many re-enforcements
had beeci added to the original number of
educate! politicians, the worst clashes of
criminals from all the pri«ons of Chile,
that the respectable pioneeers, to whom
belonged all the credit of prosperity, had
no louger a controlling influence. For a
time landemonium reigned. The desper-
ate revoliers overcame the guards st*t tire
to the house", and forced the officials and
nil peaceable citizens to flyto the forest.
Ithappened, fortunately, tnat a Brazilian
war vessel came along about this time, and
the insurgents were overpowered and
order restored.

After this no more convicts were sent to
Punta Arenas. New aud better houses

were constructed above the ruins of th«
old, and the Government invited immigra-
lion to the place by making liberal Krauts
Of land. Three hundred settlers came in
one "batch." bringing building timber,
tools and plenty of supplies, and the traffic
of the straits grew apace. During the war
with Peru (1883), when Chile- found herself
in Deed of all the soldiers she could mus-
ter, the guard wan withdrawn from this
old convict station, and every prisoner who
would consent to light the Peruvians got
an honorable discharge and ticket-of-
]e*ve and marched proudly away with his
late keepers to cut the throat* of his
neighbors. At present it is no disgrace to
be a Punta Arenian, though there may not
be much pleasure in it. The population of
the port Is about 2000, and it Is the capital
of the Nineteenth District of Chile.

A more polyglot community could hardly

Ibe found anywhere, for, though English is
j
most generally spoken, every language

!known 10 man is heard here. There art)

Poles, Irish, Germans, Canadians, Swedes,
Italians, Russian Jews, French, negroes,

;Chinese, Spaniards, YanKees, Portuguese.
!aboriginal Indians

—
human flotsam and

j«tsam representing all sorts and condi-
tions of men; deserters from all navies,
shipwrecked mariners and fugitive* from
justice, from every clime

—
many of whom

would not be willingto tell you where they
,came from or what their true names were
IIn som« other part of the world, nn<} must
|of whom would not remain another minuto
!if they could help il. There are a few
good women in the settlement

—
perhaps

enough to have ?a veil Sodom; but as for
the majority of female residents—drink-
ing, fighting* swearing dentures of every
brogue ana color— the least said about tb«
poor things the better. The "first society"
is composed of a Consul or two, the Bhip
agents, traiers and half a d^zen doctors
and notaries. Tne district Governor re-
s.des in swell style in what was once the

iconvict barracks, and horses are corralled

in the old stockade. There Is a curio-store
worth coining far to see, kept t>y a New
Englander, whom Patagonian winds have
dried and shriveled tillhe may be. said to
he regularly "jerked," a>:d who is tbe
greatest curio in the collection.

There is a new- stand, too, where you
can purchase New York and London
papers not morn than three months old,

iid shops where French confectionery nnd
other iuxnries art* retailed at Patauonian
prices. O casionally some jolly jrsen tint!
party stops ht-re on its tour arour d the
world, or a man-of-\v:-r ciu;sing from
ocean to oce:in, while Enropeau steamers
oorre every a"»y. So these people, in the
antipodes, where the sun rises in the north
»nd the Furthof July cotnes in midwin-
ter, can easily ke<p up eoninianieailon

with the rest of the world. But oh! the'
loneliness of it! It is 4000 miles between
the southernmost town on the west coast
of fcoutn America and the southernmost
town on the eastern, and Punta Arenas

i lies midway between them. Only on i
i tbe Australian coast could one Cud \
a settlement so completely isolated. The
nearest civilized neighbors are the British
colonies on ttie Falkland Islands, where, j

Iin spite of the inhospitable soil and cli- i
Imate, numbers of our thrifty cousins are.
;doing well at sheep farming; but as 700
!miles of the stormiest water on the face of

the earth intervenes, communication .in ;

not frequent. The emotions that come to'you here, with the contemplation that you j
i are as far from anywhere as it is possible

to get, cannot be bought for money
—

nor
can they be gotten rid of at any price.

As you may imagine, the objects ofmost
interest to us in Punta Arenas are the
uarties of Indians which druggie Indaily
at this time of year to exchange their furs
and ostrich feathers for provisions and theglass beads and other worthless trinkets
their souls delight in. Judging from them
the "gtauts" we used to read about are at!
dead and the race far gone in its decadence.

The term "Patagoni»n" Is entirely un-
known among these Indiana. Their truename, collpctiveiy and individually, and
by which all the tribes call themselves. Is
Tsonecas. The word Pata-zoues (meaning
"duck-footed" men) refears to their pe.
culiar footgear. The lower limbs are id-
eated in boots without soles, made of guao-
aco skin, with the beautiful yellowish fu*
turued outward. The leg 16 covered frotfc

below the knee, and the fur, passiGg over
the topof the foot aril around the heel,
leaves the toes sticking out. The "up-
pers," extending loosely across the top of
the foot, are exaggerated in breadth by the
long hair on the edges of the fur, and give
the wearer ihe ai>( earan«e of hnvinn raws,
or "pates," as tlie Spaniards say. When
Magellan's men first saw these Indiana
they were unable to account for ihe ap-
pearance of their feet, and so dubbed
them "duck- footed."

They were never cannibal? in tneir wild-
est d«ys, and were probahlv never ot ex-
traordinary height. Their fashion of
wrapping themselves up in a long, straight
robe of guanaco fur, hanging in uiToroken
lines from shoulder to heel, increases their
apparent heißtit, as the Caffra in his
"kaross." and the Pawnee Indian in his

robe of shnggy buffalo hide, looms upon
, karoo orprairie much larger inappearance

than he really is. And the once-sturdy
Pataaonian, like his far-away cousin, the
North American, seemed to have acquired
all the vices of civilization, bat none of its

;virtue.*, his highest ambition nowadays be-
< ing to get enough to <-a*, drink and smoke
with the least possible labor. IJe hangs
around the ranches to pick up the refuse
scraps that am thrown to the docs and him-
self, and depends upon stealing ami beg-
ging for whisky and tobacco. Itis the old

Istory, pitifully true, wherever the red man
baa adopted the white on peaceable terms
as a near neighbor.

The above description of a land and peo-
ple strange to man? is from a letter writ-
ten by Fannie 13. Ward to the St. Louh
Globe-Dem and she adds:

The demands of fashion are as impera-
tive with the Patagonian ,i« with th* New
York belle, and iv hi* costume there is
never th« slightest variation. A largo
square rug of gunnaco hides is fastened,. fur side outwatd, around the body under
the armpits and linncs to the tup of the
fur boot*. Another fur rug with a slit in
the middle, through winch to pass the
head, fills over the shoulders. The lone,
still, black hair is intiinliy held in place
tiy strips of cloth, which are sometimes
not wider than a Unman fillet, and again
form a sort o! cap or turban.

Among his redeeming feature* is an un-
shaken belief in the immortalityof the
soul. The name of his god is Cochp,
wlrn'-e distinguishing attribute is a very
tender and loving disposition." Perhaps
yon have noticed that the character of a
man, whether his skin be white, black, red

or yellow, may be pretty accurately deter-
mined by the attributes with which Ms
own imagination Invests a supreme being.
The Tehuelche. dettjr I* Dot "an eternal
spider, weaving webs to catch the

'
ootils

of men,'* nor a revengeful being who iu-
tc'inls to torment any of his creatures. He
U wailing for his children In happy built-
inE grounds beyond lie farthest rim of
hills, wiere lie has orepared all good
ihincs necessary to endless felicity.

INDIANS OF PATAGONIA.

THE SOUTHERNMOST TOWN OF THE WORLD.

THE DUCKFEET MEN AT HOME.

A Patagonian Belle.

THE HANDPRESS IN THE RAIN.
The old bandprcss In the rain—

Hutting there by trio road. ..' ,''.'-,
In the dank, rank crass v. tit-re the teams pass—

A strange and a«ad abode!
lintdaisies whiten Itsrast and stain
And bloom o'er the haudpresi in the rain!
Little the teamsters know

As their whips crack loud In the air.
The story linked to the lons ago,

'1 liat speaks from the hnndptp** tlirr.•
And to tell that story were only vain
As the handpress rots Inthe woodland rain

•

And yet, 'tis aRtury fraught
With life ;in<lIts joymid woe.

And one that rings in the fioune of Thought
Where the tides of Memory fluw;

A story of labor and love and pain

That leads to the bandprces Inthe rain.

So itrants and rots by the road, j
Where the woodland dews are Chill:

The owl t.<>ots over its wild abode,
And sweet sings the witippoorwill;

O, the story of labor, and loss and gala.
'

sV^fe
With the bandpress there In the woodland rain!

Frank L.stanton.

A Woman Who Dared.
A story is going the rounds about a little

woman who the other night wag seated at
the theater behind a gorgeously dressed
beau'y whose balloon sleeves completely
hid the since from the victim in the rear.

•She sat first on one foot and then the
other, but all in vain

—
nut a glimpse of the

play could she get.
After a whispered conversation with her

hii*t>aud came the tragedy.
Without a word o( warning that wee bit

Of woman quietly ro»e, gently but firmly
laid her hands upon the winged shoulders
of her obtrusive neighbor and pressed her
green and violet ruffl-s as lar down as they
would go. People who saw the operation
gusped at the transformation. The victim
easily accepted the situation and remained
in subjugation uutil the end of the play.

—
Boston Hrrald.

He Was Too Careless.
'Til never forg»t Bill Tnnmlns," said

the man whn u<rd to live in the far North-
west, to a Washington Star reporter. "Bill
was as same a man as ever lived, and too
generous to t«ke advantage." >*sv*

"Isn't he living now?" asked the lis-
tener, who had been a good deal impressed
by the sadness of the narrator's tone.

"No. Iwas on the Coroner's jury that
looked r.fter Bill."

••What— er— what was the verdict?"
"Died or carelessness!" .1;.:>."1 r^,
"Carelessness ! How?" . "

-"''^'l"Got Into a tight without a grin on him."

Too Cruel.
"Men are not to b« trusted," she re-

marked to her younger and more success-
ful friend. "Oh, my dear, said her friend,
sweetly, "ban it lak«n all these years to
teach you that?" The silence that fol-
lowed couldn't be broken with a sledge-
hammer.—Detroit Free Press.

FAREWELL, DEAR.

Seaside Romance
By de Maupassant.

The two friends had finished their din-
ner. From the windows of the cafe they
overlooked thn boulevard, which at this
hour was crowded with people. The soft
breezes that sweep through the streets of
Pans on warm summer nights fanned
their cheeks, invitins them to go down
among the trees, somewhere, anywhere, to
dream of moonlit streams, iuspned poems
and chanting nightingales.

One of them, Henri Simon, said to bis
comtMniou with a profound sigh:

"1have of:en been in love, like all men,
but once in my life Iwas quite hanl hit.
"Imet her at the seashore— EtTetat—

about twelve years ago. not long after the
war. There is nothing more delightful

than that beach in early morniug at the
bathing hour. Itis not very extensive, is
curved like a horseshoe and encircled by
tall white cliffs, pierced with singular
holes called 'The Gates.' One of these
cliffs is enormous and stretches its gigan-
tic length to the water's edge. The other
Iflr mid and flat. The women swarm over
this narrow strip, with its rubbled walk?.
and transform it into a brilliant garden of
summer toilets within walls of ruck. The
sun shines full upon the coast, over para-
sols of every imaginable color, and over

\u25a0.lit- sc-.x of topaz blue. ItIs a jollypicture,
enchanting to the eye. Close by the water's
edge tho people lounge in the sand, watch-
ing the bathers as they come trlppingdown
in their flannel bath robes, which they dis-
card nit a pretty movement as soon as
the white fringed waves play around their
feet. Then tiny ran in with swift little
stops, while the water sends thrills of a
delicious chill through their veins.

"The first time 1 saw the young woman
of whom 1 have spoten Iwas carried
away by her charms. Few women possess
the beauty of form thai is startling and
overpowering at the first glance

—
that

seems to a man Mif he had suddenly met
the creature ho was born to love. 1 expe-
rienced that sensation and that .-hock.
"Iwas introduced to her, and was more

deeply smitten than ever Hi my life. She
mr.de me her slave, and it was both terri-
ble and del'cious to submit thus to the
reign of a woman. It is torture and inde-
scribable felicity at once. Her look,her
smile, the little tendrils of hair around her
neck, mlrl'il by lie breeze; every line in
her fur. her slightest movement, capti-
vated my senses and osnared ami drove
me to distraction.

"Ah!how Iloved her— she who was so
gay, so pretty nnd co graceful. She wns
youtli, elegance and freshness personified.
1 ever felt more keenly than I'lid then
that a woman w a sweet, lovely and deli-
cate, beinir, made of charms and graces.
NVver before bad Idi.-cuvered Urn beauty

.that l-.y in the rounded contour of a cheek,
the movement of a lip,the curves and
creases of a little ear. Use shape even of
that -tup (1 fen tut the ii"-c.
. "This lusted three month «, when Iwas

called to America, whither Iwent with a
crushed and bsoUen heart. Even away
froni her 1 was her slave still. Years went
by. Icould not forget h«r. Her charms
were cnn«tanlly lieforn my eyes and in my
heart. Icherished her memory with n
tenderness that had grown cairn, and 1
loved he' as one love* a dream of a most
beautiful and enchanting thing.

. "Twelve year« do not mean much in the
life (if a man. They pass almost tin*
do*lc*<l. One follow* upon the other,

owly, vet swiftly. ]£*eh is lon<r, yet mi d
at.an end. Although lh-y multiply rap-
Idly, they leave few trace* behind, find
ran tub s<> completely that when one looks
linrk upon them there is nothing left to re-
miud us of their flight, and age creeps on
without warning,

"Itseemed So sne that only a few years
SPparatPd me from that delightful season
on the t>< r«o:i at Etretat.

"Qoeday last .sprint Iwent to dine with
friend* at Mais.-ons-LafHtp. .Just as the
train \v:is almiu to start a nor tly matron
ent'-red the roach Ioccupied, accompanied
v.v four littlegirls. Icould not tie look-
inKcuriously At this large, rotund, other
erbium-, whose f»©e whs life**a full mono
tinner a beribboned Iit. biie pi.lied and
printed "in the exertion of her hurried
walk. Tin- c: ildn n began to babble, and
1unfolded my newspaper and ci<mniencp.d
to read. As we passed A-nieros my neigh-
bor suddenly accosted me:•"'Ibeg vnur p:»rdou, sir; are you not
If.

•
mnierf

• .*• 'Ye.-, lOMd.l'lip.'
: "She la:i«iit-J with the contented laugh
of a cheerful woman, but there was lust a
tinge of sadness in her voice.•'

'Do you not n-c pa me?'
; "1hesitated. Iiseemed to rue that Ihad
seen her fa- before, but 1 could not tell
when and where. Ianswered:
'"'Yes— and, no—lcertainly know you,

bin Icannot recollect your uaiue.'
"She blushed a little."

'Mnie. Julie Lefevre.'
\u2666i was startled out of my wits. For a

moment the earth seemed to reel around
me. and a veil was rudely torn from my
eyes which made me see things with ter-
rililp,heart-rending clearness.

"It was she !
•

This stout, . common
woman, the mother of these, four girls!
Ieyed the little creatures with a* much
astonishment as Idid their mother. They
had followed her; they had taken their
places in life,already half women, and she
counted for nothing— she, who had once
been such a marrel of delicate and co-
quettish charms !

"Itseemed to me that Ihad known her
but yesterday, and to hud her thus again !
Itwas impossible ! A violent pang wrung
my heart. Irebelled against nature and
her brutal, Infamous work of destruction.
I looked at her with frightened eyes.
When .I took her hand in mine tears
dimmed my vision. Iwept for her youth;
Iwept for her death. This stout woman
was a stranger to me.

"She.too, wa? touched, and she faltered:
'I am much changed, Iknow, but it is
onlynatural, lam a mother now—noth-
ing but a mother, a good mother. Fare-
well to everything else that has passed. I
did not think that you would recognize
me, or that we should ever meet agato.
You yourself are not as you used to be.
Ittook me some time to decide whether I
was mistaken in my surmise. Your hair
has grown quite gray. Think of it-
twelve years Is a long time. My oldest
daughter is nearly 10 years old.'
. "1looked at the child and discover in her
some of the old charms of her mother, un-
delinable. as yet, unformed and in the bud,
and life seemed to me nothing more than a
rapidly passing train. We arrived at Mail-
Snns-Lafitie. 1 kissed my old friend's
hand and parted from her witha few triv-
ial phrases. Iwas too deeply moved to
(peak.

"Inthe evening when Iwas alone Iex-
amined my face a long time in the mirror,
and ended by recalling to my mind the
picture of myself as Ihad been in bygone
days withbrown mustache and black hair
and young fresh face. But nowIwas old.
Farewell !"

' . .

SALVINI.
His Impression of MHamlet" as Pre-

sented by Irving.
Hardly had Iarrived in London, in the

Ispring, whenInoticed the posting on the
bill-boards of the city of the announce-
ment of the seventy-second night of
"Hamlet" at the Lyceum Theater,, with
Henry Irving in the title role. Ihad con-
tracted with JMapleson to give only three
plays in my season. •'Othello." the "Gladi-
ator" and "Hamlet." the latter having

Ibeen insisted upon by Mapleson himself,
l who, as a speculator, well knew that curi-
osity as to a comparison would draw the
public to Drury Lane.
1was very anxious to see the illustrious

English artist in that part, and 1 secured a
bos and went to the Lyceum. 1 was re-
oeuized by nobody, ami remaining as it
were concealed in my box, Ihad a good
opportunity to satisfy »ny curiosity. Iar-
rived at

'
the theater a little too late, so

that 1 missed the scene of "Hamlet." in
presence of the ghost of his father, the
scene which in my judgment contains the
clow to that strange character, and from
which all the synthetic ideas of "Hamlet"
are developed. Iwas in time to hear only
the last words of the' oath of secrecy. 1
was struck by the perfection of the stage-
setting. There was a perfect imitation
of the effect of moonlight, which
at the proper times Hooded the
stage with its rays or left it in
darkness. Every detail was excellently
and exactly reproduced. The sci'ue was
shifted and Hamlet began his allusion*,
his sallies of sarcasm, his sententious -ay-
IngS, his points of satire with the courtiers,
who sought to study and to I'enelrate the
sentiments of the young prirye. In this
scene Irving was simply sublime! His
mobile face mirrored his thoughts. The
sub. penetration of his phraser, -so per-
fect in shading .and itlcisiveness, showed

ihim to be a master of art. Idonot believe
:there is an actor who can stand beside him
in this respect, and 1 was so much im-

j pressed by itthat at the end of the second
act isaid to myself: "Iwillnot play •Ham-
let!' Mapleson can say what he likes, but
i1 willnot play it," and Isaid it with the
| fullest resolution.

In the monologue. "To be or not to be,"
IIrvine wa* admirable; in the scene with

Ophelia he was deserving' of the highest
praise; in that of the players he was mov-

\u25a0 IDC, and in all this part of the pl.iy he ap-
peared to my eye*' to be the most perfect
interpreter of that eccentric character.
Bat '.urtheron it was not so, and for the
sake of art Iregretted it. From the time

Iwhen the passion assumes a deeper hue.
:aud rra-oning moderates impulses which
1 are forcibly curbed, Irvingseems to me to; show mannerism, and to We lacking in

power an 1 strained, aud it is not in him
\u25a0lone th.it Ifind this fault, but in nearly
:all reign actors. There seems to be a
limitof passion within which they remain

i true in their tendering of nature; out be-
yond that limit they bee me transformed,

, 1 air.l tiuce on conventionality, in their in-
j tonation?, exaggeration In their gestures

, \u25a0 and mannerism in their bearing. Ileft. ruy box, savin* to myself: "I too can
do Hamlet, nu-1Iwilltry it!"—From Sal-

! viol's Autobiography, ir." the September
', "Century."

THE OLD MAN'S BOY.
InSleepy Hollow graveyard, when the long day

wjidune.
Isadly mused above the dust that once was Km-erson:
And whem caressing zephyrs the clustered green-

ery wave
1 stood inchastened reverie at Hawthorne's quiet

grave.

On this green hill neattisun and stars willsleep
from ;i»c to ace

The (irramer, in bis 'dreamless sleep, the mystic
and 111.- sajr-;—

'
The best itliecrown of all her years* our western

v.0r1.1 can show,
The iuili-siflowerage of our time. is burled here. below.
They sleep, nor heed the winter storm, nor feelHi- summer breeze

—
They s!e-p. but the strong words they spake areI.lon n o'er all the seas
Iturned ..nay w litrelietiding grass o'er humbler

burial waves.
And then beheld a gray old man who walked

among the graves.

"Great men are buried here,"Isaid. He wiped m
failingtear—

"Great men," he stsbed. "Iknow— but then—
buy Is burled here.

Uod ;-avr them strength and length of days tillall
toeir work was done—

My boy— my buy we burled here before his work
begun?"

The dreamer and the mystic -1left them to thetr
fame.

And silent left the poor boy't grave— the frrare
without a name.

Their borne in itithe thought of men In nations
wide apart—

The boy linds love as warm as tbeirs In bis old
father's heart. Sam Waltkk Koss.

A JEWELED TURTLE.
Its Shell Is Studded With Real Dia-

monds.
Inmy j<mrneyings over this fair land I

have run across some very strange fads in-
dulged in by people who have plenty of
money and who have used itin the Gratifi-
cation of fancies that have not benefited
the world In the least, writes a correspond-

ent frum Buffalo to the St. Louis Globe-
Democrat. Ihave met stamp-collectors and
pugdog fanciers and men witha mania for
accumulating walking-canes. Once Iknew
a man who had «pent hundreds of dollars
in getting up a collection of historical hats
entering two centuries, but a jeweler at
Fort l.cc told me about a millionaire of
that vicinitywho would certainly have the
highest pointed-crown hat in my friend's
collection.

About a month ago this millionaire
walked into a jeweler's place with a com-
mon laud turtle or tortoise whic!; he hal
captured in the woods near by, laid it on
the counter and gave a must astounding
order, remarking, "I'll give the people
something to talk about." And he cer-
taiuly div, fur he ordered the shell of the
turtle to be inrrusted on its outer edge
with a heavy layer of gold on Etruscan
finish. In the center of its horny back he
ordered an emerald to be placed. Atvari-
ous points in the gold he had inserted
small but pure diamonds. A massive sil-
ver chain was attached to Hie shell. At
his magnificent country seat the erratic-
millionaire had constructed on his lawn a
reproduction in rocks, bushes and form of
the spot from which the tortoise h ul been
taken. In this place, which the rich man
calls a "turtiearmin," the highly decorated
reptile is permitted to roam the length of
his «iiver chain. It looks as though the
financial stringency had not struck this
man of means, and his neighbors are non-
wailing for him to have the house of his
cattle gold plated, his horses shod with
silver, and diamond drops placed iv the
ears of his fancy pigs.

The White House Carpets.
Ifany ocular proof of the persistence nf

office-seekers is needed, it exists In the
White Iliui-e carpets. They l<>olc an if
they oonilnever be made to smile apain,
no *ays Kate Field. The one on ths stairs
leadiDß to the office bfst shows what the
impatient feet of the 99,000 would-be Gov-
ernment employes have accomplished. It
is a heavy Axuiineter, held in place by

longnails with big steel heads instead of
stair rails. The nail is fullythree inches
long, but since the rush there is a decided
scarcity of the shilling heads, aud the tread
of the office-seeker has pulled out even
these great spikes, and a couple of dozen
of them have been picked up and put
away. The carpets look as if a regiment
ot giants had been executing a double
shuffle on the stairs for the last month.
Auyextra demand for stair carpet at the
White House ought to be granted without
demur by the Congressmen who have
brought the office-seekers along aud helped

add to the wear and tear.

Gave Herself Away.
"What nonsense this all is about men

getting on their knees when they pro-
Dose," • sal'l Mr«. Parslow to her dear
friend. "My husband didn't do any such
absurd thing 'when he asked me to marry
him." "He did when he proposed to me,
said the dear friend, without thinking.—
Harper's Buzai

ONE EPOCH INWOMAN'S DRESS.
The Fashions of 1893 and the Fashions of the Year

1830— Styles of the Past.

By certain characteristics we recognize
an epoch of woman's dress. Pauiers be-
long to Louis XV, the crinoline fa the sec-
ond empire, but manches a gigot, or raut-
tonleg sleeves, take us back to the end of
the reign of Charles X, an-1 the beginning
of that of Louis Philippe. Full sleeves,

round skirts and berthas date from 1820;
the sleeves larger and larger until a fash-
ionable woman could hardly pass through
an ordinary doorwwy. The material was
stiffened with whalebone and filled out
withdown, so that the muttonleg sleeves
became monstrosities. With them were

worn bell-shaped skirts, feather and fur
boas, ribbon belts, ornamented with dia-
mond buckles and cashmere or barece
scarfs. Corsages were cut low in the
neck, and the shoulders were always visi-
ble. This fashion began during the reign
of Louis X\rIII.lor it is said that this
monarch was an admirer of beautiful
sli'-nlders.

To-day we sea the sleeves, berthas,

round skirts and boas ail copied from the
fashions between 1820 nnd 1835, but bap-
tiz-d liy our modern fashion rulers

—
"Modes of 1830." Every fashion Dlate of
that time has been bought by the great
<lre<*mnkors, and every woman who aspires
t> the title nf elegante has her gowns
modeled carefully afer these plaies. We
must acknowledge <hat our jzrandmothers
were more graceful th;»n we are, but short
skirts, sandals without heels and white

stockings would have been incompatible
with awkwardness. However, itis aston-
ishing that these ladies of the olden time
could have so mucti enjoyed dancing when
we reniizH what enormous structures were
placed on their heads. Their coiffures
resemnl*d those worn during the reign of
Louis XI, and false hair was used in
abundance. If ;t woman could not
afford two or three false braids she
concealed her poverty by wearing a
silk or gauze tinban. The wonderful
constructions of hair were, supported
by wire and covered with flowers,
feathers and jewels in profusion. During
the reign of Charles X the fashionable
women wore curls and frizzes on the side
of her head, and on tbe top three or four
bows of hair with braids, skillfully ar-
ranged. The hairdressers made enormous
fortunes, but when Louis Philippe as-

cended tbe throne, there was a modifica-
tion in halrdressing, and a corresponding :
modification in the pretensions of coiffeurs. !

Queen Marie Amelie frowned upon
bright-colored gowns and cho^e hers of
ueutral tints or pure white. Rich trim-
mings disappeared, and skirts were only
ornamented with two or three narrow i
flounces, or simple embroidery, materials
were organdie, muslins polka-spotted
gauze and the soft challie. Gowns were
also made of rich laces, and the bridal i
robe of the Duchms of A'encon, in point I
Alencon, cost 30,000 francs. At that time i
women were melancholy in appearance, |
because the carnation and gayety of health |
were considered suitable only for peas- i
ants. Men assumed Byronian atrs and I
tried to appear as though they were on the I
border of the grave.

Tbe Duchess of Orleans tried to change
this state of the French temperament nnd
laughed in public as iv private. Her I

gowns wero always elegant in their sim-
plicity. At the opera tier Royal Highness
wore white organdie, low in the neck, but
no ornaments, and a high tortoise-shell
comb completed a graceful coiffure. In
those days nearly all the ladies were seen
at the opera with bonnets. These wera
in rife or Italian straw, ornamented with
plumes and ribbon. The Bibi was of
watered ribbon aud luce and replaced
strings. The capes, placed one above the
other, so a la mid« to-day, were worn then
and wero often seen on satin redineotes.
The most beautiful cnstumes then, as to-
day, were seen at the races, theaters and
court ball?. Each new play gave a name
to some toible of fashion, and each actress
of distinction was a model for toe feimnes
dv mcnde.

Then, unlike to-day, society went to the
opera balls and Mnsard, called the "Pa»:a-
nini of the Dance," conducted an orchestra
of 2CO musicians. Never before nor since
has such eccentric music for the uance
been heard. At a given moment, and in
measure, chairs were broken or pistola
fired, and the dancers, rxcited by this
magical music, carried the conductor on
their shoulders around the room, while the
spectators exclaimed, "ViveMusard!"

Young dandies were made commissalres
of these balls, and their chief duty whs to
lead the ladies by the hand as they eutered
the ballroom. Men wore blue, brown or
black swallowtail coats, very tight fitting,
with full skirts and broad revers. The
velvet collars were very high, trousers
tight, and short enough to show the stock-
ings. Evening coats were blue, with gold
buttons, satin or silk revers; vest and
trousers of white or black casimir, em-
broidered white stockings, and shoes lined

with satin. When they left a soiree (ten-
tlemea threw over their shoulders black
capes witngold brandebourgs and fur col-
lar?.

Nothing could have been more uncom-
fortable than the shirt collar, which was
so high that the threat was imprisoned.
A man displayed his wealth in the num-
ber of times his cravat was wound about
his neck. There, were professors em-
ployed for the purpose of teaching the
various ways of tyinga cravat, "a l'infi-
dele," "a la Cosaque," "a la Malibran"
and "a la Romantique." Hnir was ar-
ranged en coup de vent, and after 1830
every man wore a toupet. Following is
tne description of a fashionable mini's
dress: Chicory green coat, red easitnir
vest, black trousers, with three buttons at
the bottom and silk straps around the feer,
inside the shots, silk hat lined witti
white satin. The women of the reign
of Louis Philippe were not noted for re-markable taste hi dress, but the leader of
fashion was the beautiful Countess Mer-
lin, wite of General Count Merlin. Marie
de Las Mercedes de Jaruco was tlm
daughter of General Count de Jaruco of
Spain and Cuba. She was born in Havana,
and by her beauty, wit aud grace became
a star of first rank in Parisian salons. A
musician and savante, the C'un'.ess Mer-
lin «urroumlpd herself with illustrious
men. and Mario ann La Grisi found in her
>i devoted friend and patron. The memoirs
of Countess Merlin are very Interesting.

Babonxsb Ai.tiiea Salvador.
Paris, August 15, 1893*

bauze dress, trimmed with rosoc; headdress of
flowers; Ferrountere, 1830.

India muslin dress, embroidered and trimmed
withlace, over pink silk: black tulle scarf, em-
broidered with silk. Flue coat, pearl-gray
trousers, embroidered sblrt: 1836.

Countess Werlin.

Brocaded satin gown; headdress of wheat earti
1833.

SEA-BATHING A LA MODE.
The Interior of a Lady's Bathhouse

at Long Island.
As ye all know, dpcorous Britishers of

both sexes refuse to frolic in the big sea
informally and in jovial fellowship as do
the unconventional American "brethren
and sisteren." Mr. and Mrs. John Bull
or the Misses Bull have little movable
rooms, inside of which are the conven-
iences we enjoy inour seaside bathhouses,
says Demorest for September. The rooms
are on wheels. Enter Mrs. John Bull with
a bathh g-suit and :inumber of towels on
her arm;a littleponyi9hitched, by primi-

tive harness, to the room, and when Mrs.
J. B. gives a sign at the window of hrr
queer little house the pony Is driven down
to the beach, even out into the water as
far as he can go, is unhitched and trotted
back to the shore. Out then, by the back
door of her little room, comes Mrs. Juhu.
Bull, arrayed for the sea, into which sho
hops and, so long as she wishes, enjoys a
dip. The bath over she enters her wheeled
room, the pony is sent down and hitched
on, and the protean mermaid inside is
brought back to terra firma. When tha
public see her again she is clothed in the
common garb of civilization.

.Now thi-i whole, idea so pleased a friend
of the. Van Kortlandts, who went abroad
for the first time last summer, that on set-
tlingdown in Her Long Island home she
quite made up her mind to have a bathing-
machine like those at Brighton. She hart
a little gable-roofed box builr about 5 by 5
feet and at least 8 feet from floor to roof.
Outside itis painted a c ear sea green and
it is swuna on two big black wheel-*.
There is a window inthe rouf aud a door
and pair of steps at the back.

Inside, madam's imagination has worked
wonders that would make Mrs. John
Bull turn green with envy. The interior
ts ail done, la snow-white enamel pant,
and one-half of the floor is pierced with
many holes, to allow of free drainage from
wet flannels. The other half of the little
room is covered witha pretty green Japan-

ese rug. In one corner is a big-mouthed
silk bag lined with rubber. Into

this the wet bathing-togs are tossed <ut of
tbe way. There are large bevel-edged
mirrors let into either side of the room,
and below one juts out a toilet-shelf, on
which is every appliance. There a>e pegs
tor towels and the bathrobe, and fixed in
one corner is a little square seat that wheu
turned up revaals a locker where clean
towels, soar, perfumery, etc., are stowed.
Riiffles of white muslin trimmed with lace
ana narrow green ribbons decorate every
available space. When the mistress steus
out of this bathing machine her maid dries
and airs it. then 'tis securely locked and
wheeled high and dry behind the humble

.bathhouse of ye vulgar American.
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