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VISITING THE

PATAGONIANS.

The Strange People Who Live in the Southernmost

Town of the World.

Wishing to see something of the people | be found anywhere, for, though English is

whom history and tradition have reported
as giants we sailed from Buenos Ayres
down into the Straits ot Magalhaens (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
bome of the sea lion, the penguin and the
guapaco, where cold and storm and snow
prevail the long yeais through? Well,
there is a sandy beach, and behind it some
Jow hills blackened with charred timbers,
backed by a mountain range which, though

bardly 1000 feet high, is buried in parpet- |
ual anow. Thres 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 80 as to form something like streets

and a miserable attempt at a plaza. Among |

the buildings is a Custom-house, a fort, a

wost generally spoken, every language
known to man is heard here. There are
Poles, Irish, GGermauns, Canadians, Swedes,
Italinns, Russian Jews, French, negroes,
Chinese, Spaniards, Yankees, Portuguese,
aboriginal Indians— human flotsam and
jetsam representing all sorts and condi-
tions of men: deserters from all navies,
shipwrecked mariners and fugitives from
justica from everv clime—many of whom
would not be willing to tell you where thev
came from or what their true names were
in some other part of the world, and most
of whom would notremain another minute

if they coula help it. There are a few
good women in the settiement—perhaps
enough to have saved Sodom; but as for
the majority of female residents—drink-
ing, fighting, swearing creatures of every

poor things the better. The *“first society”
is composed of a Consul or twoe, the ship
agents, traders and half » dozen doctors
and notaries. Tne district Governor re-
| sidas in swell style in what was once the
| conviet barracks, and horses are corralled

THE SOUTHERNMOST TOWN OF THE WORLD.

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

The sita of Punta Arenas (Spanish for
*Sandy Point"’) was certainly not chosen
for its veauty. Looking at a map of the
world you will see that the lonz sand spit
it occupies is farther south than the Cape
of Good Hope or any other inhabited laund,
aond consulting the captain’s logbovk vou
will read that **squalls off the land known
by the Patagonian name of wiiliwanas are
s0 very strong as sometimes to lay shipson
their beam enas.”

How did it happen that a town ever
grew in this distant and dismal spot? In
this way: Just half a century agzo (in 1843)
the Chilean Governmeant, looking arcund
for the most cheerless place of nunishment
to which it might banish certain political
offenders whom itdared not Kill outrignt,
Lit upen this tip end of Patagonia, because
from here there seemed no way of escape
but in speedy death.

Aboat this time Port Famine, on the
sile of Sarmienta’s celebrated colony, in
Northern Chile, began to prove itself too
habitable for a penal eolony, and its pris-
&énsrs were transferred to Sandy Poiat.
Other conviets were added trom time to
time; and, alihough the new arrivals did
not always prove agreeable companions or

valped citizens, there is strengib in num- |

8.

But Chile suddenly took a new interest
in her now prosperous colony, and paia it
so much unnecessary attention that the

privileges of the industrious exiles whom |

she had left to siarve were more and more
restricted. The Government sent down
an adaitional force of soldiers, osten-
sibly to keep the alwavs friendly
Indians in eheck, but really tv coon-
trol the profitable gold and coal and cat-
tle trade. The convicts felt that since
they had succeeded in making homes for
themselves in the wilderness against such
fearful odds they had earned the right to
enjoy them, andio 1877 the injudicious
severity of the Federal Governor precipi-
tated a revolt. So many re-enforcements
had been added to the original number of
educatel politicians, the worst classes of
criminals from all the prisons of Chile,
that the respectable picneeers, to whom
belonged all the credit of prosperity, had
no longer a contrulling influence. Fora
time randemonium reigned. The desper-
ate revoliers overcame the guards, st fire
to the houses, and forced the officials and
all peaceabie citizens to fly to the forest.
It happened, fortunately, that a Brazilian
war vessel came along aboutthistime, and
the insurgents were overpowered and
order restored.

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

1

in the old stockade. There is a curio-store
worth comwming far to see, kept by a New
Englander, whom Patagonian winds have
dried and shrivelea till he may be said to
be regularly *‘jerked,” and who is the
greatest curio in the collection,

There is a news stand, too, where you
can purchase New York and London
papers not mores than three months old,
»nd shops where French confectionery and
other inxuries are retailed at Patagonian
prices. Occasionally some joily vachting
party stops here on its tour around the
world, or a man-of-wer cruising from
ocean to ocean, while European steamers
come every day. So these people in the
antipodes, where thesun rises in the north
and the Fourth of .inly cowes in midwin-
ter, can easily keep up communication

THE

brogue ana eolor—the least said abont the |

DUCKFEET MEN AT HOME.

below the knee, and the fur, passing over
the top of the foot and around the heel,
leaves the toes sticking out. The “‘up-
pers,” extendiug loose!y across the top of
the.foot, are exaggerated in breadth by the
long hair on the edges of the fur, and give
the wearer the appearance of having paws,
or “pates,” as the Spaniards say. When
Magellan’s men first saw these Indians
they were unable to account for ihe ap-
pearance of their feet, and so dubbed
them “duck-footed.”

They were never cannibals in their wild-
estdays, and were probablv never of ex-
traordinary height. Their fashion of
wrapping themselves up in a long, straight
robe of guanaco fur, hanging in undroken
lines from shoulder to heel, increases their
apparent heignt, &as the Caffre in his
“kaross,” and the Pawnee Indian in his

A Patagonian Belle.

| robe of shaggy buffalo hide, looms upon
| karoo or prairie much largerin appearance

than he really is. And the once-sturdy

Patagonian, like bis far-away cousin, the

North American, seemed to have acquired

all the vices of ecivilization, but none of its
| virtues, his highest ambition nowadays be-
Ing to get enough to ea’, drink and smoke
with the least possible labor. He hangs
around the ranches to pick up the refuse
seraps that are thrown to thedogs and him-
self, and depends upon stealing and Deg-
ging for whisky and tobacco.
story, pitifully true, wherever the red man

1t is theold |

has adopted the white on peaceable terms |
| overpowering at the first glance — that
| seems to a man »s if he had suddenly met

us a near neighbor.
I'he above description of aland and peo-

| ple strange to manv is from a letter writ- |

ten by Fannie B. Ward to the St Louis
Giobe-Democrat, ana she adds:

The demands of fashion are as impera-
tive with the Patagonian a« with the New
York belle, and 10 his costuwe there 1s
never the slightest variation. A large
square rugz of guanaco hides is fastened,

| fur side outwaid, around the body under
the armpits and hangs to the top of the
fur boots. Another fur rug with a slit in
the middle, throuzh which
head, fulls over the shoulders, The long,
stiff, black hair is variialiy held in place
by strips of cloth, which are sometimes
not wider than a Koman fillet, and again
form a sort of eap or turban.

Among his redeeming features is an nn-
shaken belief in the i1mmortality of the
soul. Ttke name of nis god is Coche,

|

! seribable felicity at once.

to pass the |

wirose distinguishing attribute is a very |

tender and loving disposition. Perbaps
you have noticed that the character of a
man, whether his skin be white, black, red

| with the rest of the world. Butoh! the
loneliness of 1t! It is 4000 wiles between
the southernmost town on the west coast
| of South America and the southernmost
| town on the eastern, and Punta Arenss
lies midway between thew. Only on
|the Austrailan coast could one find
a settlement so eompletely isolated. The
nearest civilized neighbors are the British
colopies on the Falkliand Islands, where
| in spite of the inhospitable soil and eli-
| mate, numbers of our thrifty cousins are
| doing well at sheep farming; but as 700
! miles of the storiniest water on the face of
;the earth intervenes,
! not f[requent. The emotions that come to
| vou here, with the eontemplation that vou
| are as far from anywhere as it is possible

v PATAGONIA.

were constructed above the ruins of the
old, and the Government invited immigra-
tion to the place by making liberal grants
of land. Thres hundred settlers came in
one “batch,” bringing building timber,
tools and plenty of supplies. and the traffic
of the straits grew apace. Duripg the war
with Peru (1883), when Chile found herself
in peed of all the soldiers she could mus-
ter, the guard was withdrawn from this
old eonvict station, and every prisoner who
would consent to fight the Peruvians got
2n honorable discharge and ticket-of-
Jeave and marched proudly awav with his
iate Kkeepers to cut the throats of his
neighbors. ALl present it is no diggrace to
be a Punta Arenian, though there may not
be much pleasnre in it. T'he population of
the port is about 2000, and it is the capital
of the Nineteenth Disirict of Chile.

A more polyglot community could hardly

to get, cannot be bought for money—nor
can they be gotten rid of at any price.

As you may imagine, the objects of most
interest to us in Punta Arenas are the
varties of Indians which straggie In daily

‘at this time of year to exchange their furs
and ostrich feathers for provisicns and the
2lass beads and other worthless trinkets
tholr.-ouls delight in. Judging from them
the “glants’” we used to read about are al!
de,n‘d and the race far gone in its decadence.

The term *Patagonian’ is entirely un-
known among these Indians. Their true
name, collectiveiy and individualiy, and
by which all the tribes eall themselves, is
Tsoneecas. T’ho word Pata-zones (meaniniz
“duck-footed” men) refears to their pe
culiar footgear. The lower limbs are 1
cased in boots without soles, inade of gua

aco skin, with the beautiful yellowish f
turued outward. ‘I'he leg #& covered fro

communiecation _is |

ﬂ or yellow, may be pretty accurately deter-

own imagination invests a supreme being,

| life
| noticed,
| siowly, vet swiftly,
| at an end,
| idly, they

FAREWELL, DEAR.

Seaside Romance
By de Maupassant.

The two friends had finished their dln-
ner. From the windows of the cafe they
overlooked the boulevard, whieh at this
hour was crowded with people. The soft
breezes that sweep through the streets of
Paris on warm summer nights fanned
their cheeks, inviting them to go down
among the trees, somewhere, anywhere, to
dream of moonht sireams, inspued poems
and chanting nightingales,

One of them, Henri Simon, said to his
companion with a profound sigh:

*1 have often been in love, like all men,
but once in my life I was gquite hard hit.

*I met her at the scashore—Etretat—
about twelve years ago, not long after the
war. There is nothing more delightful
than that beach in early morniug at the
bathing hour. It is not very extensive, is
eurved 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
isround and flat. I'he women swarm over
this narrow strip, with its pebbled walks,
and transform it into a brilliant garden of
summer toilets within walls of rock. The
sun shines full upon the coast, over para-
sols of every imaginable color, and over
the sex of topaz blue, It 18 a joily picture,
enchanting to the eye. Close by the water’s
edge the peop'e lounge in the sand, watch-
ing the bathersas they come tripping down
in their flanne! bath robes, wihich they dis-
card wilh a pretly movement as soon as
the white fringed waves play around thair
feet. Then they run in with swift little
steps, while the water sends thrillsofa
delicious chill through their veins.

“The first time I saw the young woman
of whom 1 have spoken I was carried
away by her charms. Few women possess
the beauty of form that is startling and

the eroature he was born to love, 1 expe-
rienesd that sensation and that shock.

*] was iniroduced to her, and was more
deeply <mitten than ever in my life. She
mede me ber slave, and it was both terri-
ble and del'cious to submit thus to the
reign of a womaunp. It is torture and inde-
Her look, ber
smile, the little tendrils of hair arcund her
neck, rufflad by the breeze:; every line in
her face., her shightest movement, capti-
vated my scuses aud evsnared and drove
me to disiraciion,

“Abh! how Iloved her—she who was so
gay, so pretty and so graceful. She was
vouth, elegance and freshness personified.
I never felt more keenlv than Idid then
that & woman isa sweet, lovelv and deli-
cate being, made of charms and graces.
Never vefore had I discovered the bLeauty
that lxy in the rounded contour of a cheek,
the movemment of a lip, the curves and
ecreases of n little ear, the shape even of
that ~<tup'd feature the nose.

“This lusted three monthe, when [ was
called to Awerica, whither I went with a
crushed and broken heart. Even away
from her 1 was her slave still. Years went
bv. I could not forget her. Her charms

| were constantly before my eyes and in my

heart. | cherished her memoury with a
tenderness that bad grown ealm, and 1
loved her as one Joves a dream of a most
beautiful and eueh?u!ing thing.

“Twelve vears do not mean much in the
of a man., They pass almost un-
One follows upon the other,
Eu«eh is long, yvet soon
Although they muitiply rap-
lenve few traces behind, and
vanish so completely that when one looks
back upon them there is nathing left to re-

{mind us of their flight, and age creeps on

mined by the attributes with which his |

| The Tehuelche detty is not **an eternal |

| spider,
| of men,” nor a revengeful Leing wbo in-
| tends to torment anv of his creatures. He
| is waiting for his children in_ bappy buut-
ing grounds beyond the farthest rim of
hills, wiere he has prepared all goéd
things necessary to endless felieity,

i THE HANOUPRESS IN THE RAIN.
| The old handpress in the rain—
{ Rutting there by the road,
| In the dank, rank grass where the ox-teams pass—
A strange and asad abode!
But daisies whiten its rust and stain
Aud bloom o'er the handpress in the rain!
Littie the teamsiersknow
As their whips crack joud in the alr,
The story linked to the loug ago,
That speaks from the handpress ther_ *
And to tell that story were only vain
As the handpress rots in the woodland rain ¢

And yet, "tis a story fraught
‘With lite and {13 Joy and woe,
And one that rings in the House of Thought
Where the tides of Memory fluw;
A story of labor and love and pain
That ieads tothe bandpress in the rain.

8o itrusts and rots by the road,
Where the woodland dews are chill;
The owl Loots over its wild abode,
And sweet sings the wnippoerwill;
O, the story of labor.and joss and galn,
With the bandpress there in the woodland raln!
FRANK L. STANTON,

A Woman Who Dared.

A story is going the rounds about a little
woman who the other night was seated at
the theater bekind a gorgeously dressed
beau'y whose balloon sleeves completely
hid the stage from the vietim in the rear.

She sat first op one foot and then the
other, but all in vain—not a glimpse of the
play could she get.

After a whispered conversation with her
husband came the trageay.

Without a word of warning that wee bit
of woman quietly rose, gently but firmly
laid her hands upon the winged shoulders
of her obtrusive uerighbor and pressed ber
green and violet ruffles as far down as they
would go. People who saw the operation
gnsped at the transformation. “I'be vietim
easily accepted the situation and remained
in subjugation until the end of the play.—

Bostou Herald.

He Was T;o Careless.

‘'l never forget Bill Timmins,” said
the man who used to Jive in the far North-
west, to a Washington Star reporter. *Bill
was as game a man as ever lived, and too
generous to take advantage.” ey

“Isu’t he living now?” askea the lis-
tener, who had been a good deal impressed
by the sadness of the narrator’s tone,

“No. I wasonthe Coroner’s jury that
looked sfter Bill.”

*What—er—what was the verdict?”

“Died of carelessness!”

“Carelessness! How?” ’ !

“Got into a fight without a gnn on him.”

Too Cruel. ’

“Men are not to be trusted,” she re-
marked to her younger and more success-
ful friend. *'Ob, my dear, said her friend,
sweetly, “*has it taken all these years to
teach you that?” The silence that fol-
lowed couldn’t be broken with asledge-
hammer.—Detroit Free Press.

paving webs to eateli the sonis |

without warning.

“It seemed 1o me thatonly a few vears
geparated me from that delighiful season
ou the beach at Etretat,

*Oneday last spring 1 went to dine with
friends at Maissons-Lafitte, Just as the
train was about to start a portly matron
entered the coach I occupied. aecompanied
oy foar iittle girls, 1 eouid not help look-
ingeuriously at thislarge, rotuna, motherly
creature, whose face was like a full moon
under a beribboned hat. She puffed ana
panted from the exertion of her hurried
walk. The childien began to babbie, and
I unfolded my newspaper and ecmmenced
10 read. As we passed Asnieres my neigh-
bor sudden!y accosted me:

***l beg vour pardon, sir; are vou not
M. Cninier?’

* *Yes, madame,’

“She langhed with the contented
of a cheerful woman, but there was
tinge of sadness in her voice,

***I)o you not recogn ze me 2’

] hesitated. Itseemed to e that I had
seen her face before, but 1 could not tell
when and where, I answered:

**Yes—and, no—I certainly know you,
bt I eannot recollect your name.’

*She blushed a little,

*‘Mme. Julie Lefevre.”

*1 was startled out of my wits. Fora
moment the earth seemed to reel around
me, and a veil was rudely torn from my
eyes which made me see things with ter-
rible, heart-rending clearness,

“It was she! " This stout, common
woman, the mother of these four giris !
I eyed the little creatures with as much
astonishment as I did their mother. They
had followed her; they had taken their
places in lile, already half women, and she
counted for nothing—she, who had once
been such a marvel of delicate and co-
quettish charms !

*It seemed to me that I had known her
but yesterday, and to find her thus again |
It was impossible ! A violent pang wrung
my heart. I rebelled against nature and
her brutal, infamous work of destruction.
I looked at her with frightened eyes.
When I took her hand in mine tears
daimmed my vision. I wept for her youth;
I wept for her death. This stout woman
was a stranger to me.

“She,too, was touched, and she faltered :
‘I am much cheangeaq, I know, but it is
only natural. Iam a mother now—noth-
ing buta motber, a good mother, Fare-
well to everything else that has passed. I
did net think that you would recognize
me, orthat we should ever meet agatp.
You yourself are not as you used 1o be.
1t took me some time to decide whether 1
was mistaken In my surmise. Your hair
has grown quite gray. Think of it—
twelve years 18 along time. My oldest
daughter is nearly 10 years old.”

*1 looked at the chiid and discover in her
some of the old charms of her mother, un-
definable as yet, anformed and in the bud,
and life seemed to me nothing wore than a
rapidly passing train. We arrived at Mais-
sons-Lafitte. 1 kissed my old friend’s
hand and parted from her with a few triv-
jal phrases. I was too deeply moved to
speak.

“In the evening when I was alone I ex-
amined my face a long time in the mirror,
and ended by recalling to my mind the
picturs of myself as I had been in bygone
days, with brown mustache and blaeﬂnir
and young fresh [ace. But now I was old.
Farewell!”

The White House Carpets.

If any ocular proof of the persistence nf
office-seekers is needed, 1t exists in the
White House carpets. They look as if
they could never be made to smile again,
80 says Kate Field. The ove on the stairs
leading to the office brst shows what the
impeatient feet of the 99,000 would-be Gov-
ernment employes have accomplished. It
is a heavy Axmiunster, held in place by

angh
ust a

long nails with big steel heads instead of
stair rails. The nail is fully three inches
long, but since the rush there is a decided
scarcity of the shining heaas, and 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
of giants had been executing a double
shuffle on the stairs for the last month.
Any extra demand for stair carpet at the
White House ought to be granted without
demur by the Congressmen who have
brought the office-seekers along and belped
ada to the wear and tear.

—_———————

SALVINL

His Impression of ¢ Hamlet '’ as Pre-
sented by Irving.

Hardly had I arrived in London, in the
spring, when I noticed the posting on the
bill-bpards of the city ¢f the announce-
ment of the seventy-second night of
“jiamlet” at the Lyceum Theater,, with
Henry Irving in the title role. I had con-
tracted with Mapleson to give only three
plays in my season, “*Othello,” the “Gladi-
ator’”” and *"Hamlet,” the latter having
been insisted upon by Mapleson himself,
who, as a speculator, well knew that curi-
osity as to a comparison would draw the
publie to Drury Laue.

1 was very anxious to see the illustrious
Euglisnh artist in that part, and I secured a
box and went to the Lyceum. Iwas re-
ognized by nobody., and remaining as it
were concealed in my box, I had a good
opportunity to satisfy my curiosity. I ar-
rived at the theater a little too late, so
that 1 missed the scene of “Hamlei” in
presence of the ghost of his father, the
scene which in my judgment contains the
ciew to that strange charaecter, and from
which all the synthetie ideas of “Hamlet”
are developed. 1 was in time to hear only
the last words of the oath of seerecy. 1
was struck by the perfection of the stage-
setting. There was a perfect imitation
of the effeet of moonlight, which
at the proper times tlooded the
stage with 1ts rays or left it in
darkness. Every detail was exceliently
and exactly reoroduced. The sceue was
shiited and Hamlet began his ailusions,
his sallies ol sarcasm, his sententlous say-
ings, his voints of satire with the courtiers,
who songht to study and to veneirate the
sentiments of the young pringe. In this
scene Irving was simply sublime! His
mobile face mirrored his thoughts. The
subtle penetration of his phrases, so per-
fect in shading and ificisiveness, showed
him to be a master of art. 1 donot believe
there is an actor who can stand beside him
in this respect, and 1 was so much im-
pressed by it that at the end of the second
act 1 said to my=elf: I will not play *Ham-
let!” Mapleson can say what he likes, but
I will not play 11,” and Isaid it with the

fullest resolution,

| In the monologue, **To be or not to be,”
| Ir7ing was adunarable; in the scene with
Ophelia he was deserving of the highest
| praise; in that of the plavers he was mov-
| ing, and in all this part of the play bhe ap-
! peared 1o my eyes o be the most perfect
| interpreter of that eccentric characrer.
| But turther on it was not so, and for the
| sake of art I regretted it. From the time
| when the passion assumes a deeper hue,
{nnd reasoning moderates impulses which
| are foreibly curbed, Irving seems to me to

| show maunerism, and to be lackiug in
| power and strained, aud it is not in him

alone that I find this fault, but in néariy
all foreign actors. There seems to be a
limit of passion within which they remain
true in their iendering of nature; but be-
vond that [imit they beec me transformeaq,
\and take on conventionality in their in-
tonations, exaggeratiou lo their gestures
and mannerism 1o their bearing. I left
my box, saving to myself: *I too can
do Hamlet, and I will try it!”—From Sal-
vini’s Autobiography, in the September
“Century.”

THE OLD MAN’S BOY.

in Sleepy Hollow graveyard. when the long day
was done,

I sadiy mused above the dust that once was Em.
erson:

And wh ere caressing zephyrs the clustered green-
ery wave

1 stood in chastened reverie at Hawthorne'’s quiet
grave.

On this green hill ‘'neath sun and stars will sleep
from ageto age

The dreamer, in his dreamless sleep. the mystic
and the sag-;

The best (the crown of all her years) our western
world can show,

; The tullest Howerage of our time, is burled here

below.

They sleep, nor heed the winter storm, nor feel
the snmmer breeze—

They sie=p, but the strong words they spake are
blown o'er all the seas

I turned away where bending grass o’er humbier
burial waves,

And then beheid a gray old man who walked
among the graves.

“Great men are huried here,” Isald. He wiped a
falling tear—

“Great inen,” he sighed.
boy is buried here,

God gave them strength and length of days till all
tueir work was done—

My boy—my boy we burled here before his work
begun 7

“I kno w—but then—my

'rho'dreamer and the mystio—I left them to thelr
am

e,
Ana silent left the poor boy’s grave—the grave
without a name,
Their bome is in the thought of men in nations
wide apart—
The boy finds love as warm as theirs in his old
Iatber’s heart. SaM WarLTER Foss,

‘A JEWELED TURTLE.

Its Shell Is Studded With Real Dia-
monds.

In my journeyings over this fair land 1
bhave run across some very strange fadsin-
dulged in by people who have plenty of
money and who have used it in the gratifi-
cation of fancies that have not benefited
the world in the least, writes a correspond-
ent from Buffalu to the St. Louis Globe-
Democrat. 1 have metstamp-collectors and
pugdog fanciers and men with a mania for
accumulating walking-canes. Ounce I knew
a man who had epent hundreds of dollars
in getting up a collection of historical hats
covering two centuries, but a jeweler at
Fort Lee told me about a millionaire of
that vicinity who would certainly have the
highest pointed-crown hat in my friend’s
collection. i

About a month ago this millionaire
walked into a jeweler’s place with a com-
mon land turtle or tortoise which: he hail
captured in the woods near by, laid it on
the counter and gave a most astounding
order, remarking, “I’ll give the people
something to talk avbout.,” And he cer-
tainly did, for he ordered the shell of the
turtle to be incrusted 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. At vari-
ous points in the gold he had inserted
small but pure dilamonds. A massive sil-
ver chain was attached to the shell. At
his magnificent country seat the erratic
milllonaire had constructed on his lawn a
reproduction in rocks, bushes and ferns of
the spot from which the tortoise hnd been
taken. In this place, whieh the rich man
calls a *‘turtlearmin,” the highly decorated
reptile is permitted to roam the length of
his silver chain. It looks as though the
financial stringency had not struck this
man of means, and his neighbors are now
wailing for bim to have the house of his
cattle gold plated, his horses shod with
silver, and diamond drops placed in the
ears of his fancy pigs.

Gave Herself Away.

“What nonsense this all is about men
getting on their knees when they pro-
pose,” said Mre. Parslow to her dear
friend. **My husbaud 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, wihout thinking.—

Hurper’s Bazas

| the reign of Charles X, and the beginning

ONE EPOCH IN WOMAN'’S DRESS.

The Fashions of 1893 and the Fashions of the Year
1830—Styles of the Past.

By certain ¢haracteristics we recognize
an epoch of woman’s dress. Paniers be-
long to Louis XV, the erinoline to the sec-
ond empire, but manches a gigot, or mut-
tonleg sleeves, take us back to the end of

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 doorway. The material was
stiffened with whalebone and filled out
with down, so that the muttonleg sleeves
became monstrosities, With them were

i

Countess Werlin,

worn bell-shaped skirts, feather and fur
boas, ribbon belts, ornamented with dia-
mond buckles and cashmere or barege
scarfs. Corsages were cut low ia the
neck, and the shoulders were always visi-
ble. This fashion began during the reign
of Louis XVIII, tor it is said that thia

monarch was an admirer of beautiful
sheulders.
To-dav we ses the sleeves, berthas,

round skirts and boas all copied from the
fashions between 1820 and 1835, but bap-
tized by our modern fashion rulers—
“Modes of 1830." Every fashion pblate of

| that time has been bought by the great

dressmakers, and every woman whoaspires
tothe title of elegante has her gowns
modeled carefully af'er these plates. We
must acknowledge that our grandmothers
were more graceful than we are, but short
skirts, sandals without heels and white

(Gauze dress, trimmed with roses: heaadress of
flowers; Ferrouniere, 1830,

stockings would have been incompatible
with awkwardness. However, it is aston-
ishing that these ladies of the olden time
could have so much enjoyed dancing when
we reaiize what enormous structrres were
placed on their heads. Their coiffures
resembled those worn during the reign of
Louis XI, and false hair was used in
abundance. 1lf a woman counld not
afford two or three false braias she
coucealed her poverty bv wearing a
silk or gauze turban. The wonderful
construetions of hair were supported
by wire and covered with flowers,
feathers and jewels in profusien. During
the reign of Charles X the fashionable
women wore curls and frizzes on the side
of her head, and on tbe top threa or four
bows of hair with braids, skillfully ar-
ranged. The hairdressers made enormous
tortunes, but when Louis Philippe as-

Indis muslin dress. embroidered and trimmed
with lace, over pink silk: black tulle scarf, em-
broiderea with silk. Blue coat, pearl-gray
trousers, embroidered shirt; 1836.

cended the throne, there was a modifica-
tion in halrdressing, and a corresponding
modification in the pretensions of eoiffenrs.

Queen Marie Amelie frowned upon
bright-colored 2owns and choss hers of
veutral tints or pure white. Rich trim-
mings disappeared, and skirts were only
ornamented with two or three narrow
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
robe of the Duchess of Alencon, in point
Alencon, cost 30,000 franecs. At that time
women were melancholy in appearance,
because the carnation and gayety of health
weare considered suitable only for peas-
ants. Men assumed Byronian alrs and
tried to appéar as though they were on the
border of the grave.

The Duchess of Orleans tried to change
this state of the French temperament and

laughed in public as in private. Her

| lin, wite of General Couut Merlin.
| de Las
{ daughter of General Count de Jaruco of

gowns were always elegant In their sim-
plicity. At the opera her 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 nearlyv all the ladies were seen
at the opera with bonnets. These were
in rice or Italian straw, ornamented with
plumes and ribbon. The Bibi was of
watered ribbon and lace and replaced
strings. The erpes, placed one above the
other, so a la mode to-day, were worn then
and were often seen on satin redingotes,
The most beautiful costumes then, as to-
day, were seen at the races, theaters and
court balls. Each new play gave a name
to some foible of fashion, and each actress
of distinction was a model for the femmes
du monde.

Then, unlike to-day, sociely went to the
opera balls and Musard, cailed the “"Paga-
niniof the Dance,” conducted an orchestra
of 200 musicians. Never before nor since
has such eccentric music for the dance
been heard. At a given moment, and in
measure, chairs were broken or pistols
fired, and the dancers, excited by this
magical musie, carried the conductor on
theirshoulders around the room, while the
spectators exclaimed, **Vive Musard!”

Young dandies were made commissalres
of these balls, and their chief duty was to
lead the ladies by the hand asthey eutered
the baliroom. Men wore blue, brown or
black swailowtail coats, very tight fitting,
with full skirts and broad revers. Tha
velvet collars were very high, trousers
tight, and short enough to show the stock-
ings. Evening coats were blue, with gold
buttbns, satin or silk revers; vest and
trousers of white or black casimir, em-
broidered white steckings, and shoes lined

Brocaded satin gown: headdress of wheat earsy
1833.

with satin., When they left a soiree gen-
tlemen threw over their shoulders black
;zanes with gold brandebourgs and fur col-
ars,

Nothing could have been more uncom-
fortable than the shirt collar, which was
so high that the throat was imprisoned.
A man dispiayed his wealth in the num-
ber of times his ecravat was wound about
his neck. ‘Thers were professors em-
ployed for the purpose of teaching the
various ways of tying a cravat, “a I'infi-
dele,” ‘“‘a la_Cosaque,” *“a la Malibran™
and *“a la Romantique.” Hair was ar-
ranged en coup de vent, and after 1830
every man wore a toupet. Following is
tne description of a fashionable man’s
dress: Chicory green ccat, red easimir
vest, black trousers, with three buttons at
the bottom and silk straps around the feer,
inside the shoes, silk hat lined witn
white satin. The wowmen of the reign
of Louis Philippe were not noted for re-
markable taste in dress, but the leader of
fashion was the beauntiful Countess Mer-
Maria
Mercedes de Jaruco was tha
Spain and Cuba. She was born in Havana,
and by her beauty, wit and grace became
a star of first rank in Parisian salons. A
musician and savante, the Countess Mer-
lin <urrounded herse!f with illustrious
men, and Mario ana La Grisi found in her
a devoted friend and patron. The memoirs
of Countess Merlin are verv interesting.

BARONESS ALTHEA SALVADOR.

Paris, August 15, 1803,

SEA-BATHING A LA MODE.

The Interior of a Lady’s Bathhouse
at Long Island.

As we all know, decorous Britishers of
both sexes refuse to frolic in the big sea
informally and in jovial fellowship as do
the unconventional American *‘brethrea
and sisteren.” Mr. and Mrs. John Buil
or the Misses Bull have liitle movabla
rooms, inside of which are the conven-
iences we enjoy in our seaside bathhouses,
says Demorest for September. The rooms
are on wheels. Eater Mrs. John Bull with
a bathirg-suit and a number of towels on
her arm ; a little pony is hitched, by primi-
tive harness, to tie room, and when Mrs,
J. B. gives a sign at the window of her
queer little house the pony 18 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. John
Bull, arrayed for the sea, into which she
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 the
public see her again she is clothed in the
common garb of civilization.

Now this whole idea so pleased a friend
of the Van Kortlandts, who went abroad
for the first time last summer, that on set-
tling down in her Long Island home she
quite made up her mind to have a bathing-
machine like those at Brighton. She had
a little gable-roofed beox built about 5 by 5
feet and at least 8 feet from floor to roof.
Qutside it is painted a clear sea green and
it is swung on two big black wheels.
There is a window in the roof and 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
is ail done in snow-white enamel paint,
and one-half of the floor is pierced with
many holes, to allow of free drainage from
wet flanneis. The other half of the littie
room is covered with a pretty green Japan-

@ rug. Ip one corner is a big-mouthed

een silk bag lined with rubber. Into
this the wet bathing-togs are tossed out of
the 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 are pegs
for towels and the bathrobe, and fixed in
one corner s a little square seatthat when
turned up reveals a locker where clean
towels, soap, perfumery, ete., are stowed.
Roffles of white muslin trimmed with lace
ana narrow green ribbons decorate cvery
available space. When the mistress steus
out of this bathing machine her maid dries
and airs it, then ’tis secureiy locked and
wheeled high and dcy behind the humble
bathhouse of ye vulgar Awmerican.



