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MTMNGH ABOUT TURKIsH

Rl e &y OB ISH, |
R A R W =% ) i 248
prof. Felton, in his *‘familiar letters
from Burope,” gives the following pic-
fure of Turkish life and manners:
1t is’a common notion thatthe woinen
 Jend & very retired lite, in the seclusion
' of the batenmi.  Nothing can Le more
' erroneous.  In ing up and down

the Bosphorus, nearly Lalt the passen-
were Turkish wothen. Three times
s whole barem, consisting of fiiteen or
wenly women—partly wives, partly
glaves—came on board, from the palace
. of same rici old ‘T'urk, under the care of

s black guard, with a terrific sword by
pisside, to go down to Counstantinople
| ena frolie; or, perhaps, te go shopping
ey were dressed in various colors—
green, blue, mouse-colored, pink. “The
il, or yashmah, was drawun over tne
sehead, and the lower part of the face,
gpto the middle of the uose, leaving
aspace for a pairof very black eyes
o pash out. I never could help laugh-
ing at the figure the negresses made un-
fer this disguise. 1 ook some puins o
watch these people, and twice | nappen-
gdto be in the same part ol the voat
where they sat. 'Lhey laughed and

) with one anouner, and sowme-
fimes with the men standiug around

as merrily as so many Christains,
| Now, and then, it the face waus picny
'-'ln& liere were many prﬂl-l-j" laces
~the yasfunali would be graaually with-
dawn, and I had the opportuunity of
.-M."l]ug quite at my leisure.

In eachh harem there were two or
| three Circassian ladies of the most ex-
qisite beauty. These were probably
Ll;l_l’irty thousand piaster wives. but
there wus no variety in there expression.
fome of the women are immensely tat,
and they roll along, bundled up iu their
wbes, in the most ludicrous mauner.
One of the most laughable sights I ever
taw was an old Turkish lady, with apair
of spectacles on her nose, and exactiy
filling tke aperture of the yastanul,
while she was eagerly cheapening a
plece of silk. "The common women run
wbout, looking like bundles of dirty
linen going to the wash of their own ae-
end; others, alittle higher up the soc.ul
| gaale, luok ke bundies of hinen coming
bome fiom the wash. 1tis very amus-
fg to see the litule girls of ten ortwelve
ye How any ol themr Keep thelr
doths ot 1 canuot lmagine,

“When the sultan wond 1o the mesque,
the windows ot the houses along e
freets, though pilotecled LY juaisios,
were filled wich Discek eyes peeping curi-
gisly out and a very ut ‘lurkish lady,
with about o thousuna yarus of Brou a
8k wound mround hggy stoppad her
| erriage just whete we were standing,
ad waited to see His Highuess | ass,
Nearly opposite the jaiace 18 &4 0w,
road wall, the top of w hichi was coverea
Bith green, plies, yeillow, auid wous: -
mlged Lundies. cotiuinng  woluel,
| P BUglesses i atich aliv e,
dp the aflernosn ol wwe same day
riduy, the Turkish subiaily) we toor
3 calque, end towed o the “cweet
aters’’ on the Asiatie side of the Los-
wius., 1'Lis is a favorie rese1t, being
little valley, with a stieani, and brees
Weishudowiug it. Hele we tound a
pe numser of Turkizh ladies, with
i atrendants, recidfiliz on calpels,
istered up with luxaficus cushions,
' md sippiug thelr coliee or sherbet,
‘while their lords were awnusing thew-
w8 in avothier part of the ground,
. of these again were Leautniul, but
of the same order with those 1 have al-
- mdy mentioned, and scarcely to bLe
distinguished from one another. We
 metthere a comfiny of Gypsies—very
- derry and very saucy. .
~ loyou know what an arala is? 1
Wllexplain. Au arulais the highest
o fashion and lux: ry, aud employed in
e very best of rociety. Itisa ciumsy
Grriage, like a vur) old-fashioned futi-
My coaely, drawn by & yuke o1 the white
ten of Asia. The inside is covered
‘With a thich bed, and the sides lined
With eushions., Here lies buried the
Turkish bLeauty, on her way to sip her
 toflve at the “‘oweet Wale 8. Certain-
Iy nothing is mere redofent of lazy en-

Joyment than a Circaes an dame rolling
i An the araba as her oxen, diiven

acouple of turbaned Turks, or au
thiopian slave, slowly drag the an-
cient machine along the road,
WIVES AND THEIR COST. |
Polygumy is approved Ly the Korun,
and hll‘ ﬂli\{mllﬁmrng thz rich clas-es.
The best men in Turkey—the men who
have European reputation, like Reschid
Pacha, the Minister of Foreign Afluirs
~ —have harems of wives and slaves, no
one can il how mmuy. The Sultun

him on every occasion of the great festi-
vals, a present of a handsome young
woman, whom they have bought of
their parents for this purpose; and there
is nothing-disreputable to them, or to
the girl in this; on the contrary it is a
high and enviable honor to her.

And the Sultan can pay no greater
compliment to the proudest dignitary
of his empire than to make him a pre-
sent of one of his wives. I was assured
by a Greek physician, who had a large

practise among all the nationalities of |

Constantinople, that infanticide is fear-

fully prevalent. Female children argy)

articles of commerce. They are pur-
chased bg dealers, when young, and
carefully brought up, for sale, These,

‘however, are not slaves, but wives,

They arve taught to danece, and play on
some musical instrument, but nothing
more, and their health is carefully at-
tended to, The price of a wife—say
from eighteen to twenty-two years of
age—varies from fifteen to twenty thou-
sand piastres, that is, from a thousand
to twenty-five hundred dollars, accord-
ing to her personal attractions and the
supply of the market,

——ﬁ.‘_

Miscellancons.,

Gun CorToN.—Trials arestill going on
with gun eotton, and if its deterioration
can be prevented there can be but little
doubt that it will prove a most valoable
addition to, if not a substitute for, gun-
powder. We have already recorded its
power in the destruetion of an Arm-
strong 110-pounder, when used in_a
shell, and we may hence judge that the
armor plates, which are little affected

by the explosion of powder shells, will |

be cut in two by shells filled with gun
cotton. Itis true gunpowder deterio-
rates both from damp and motion, but
not in so great a degree from exposure
to the atmosphere as gun cotton. On
the other hand, gun cotton may be
earried wet in tanks with perfect secur-
ity, and possesses, both in power and
extreme lightness and cost, and in not
fouling the guns, very great advantages
over Tuwder,—[.&n:n}' and Navy Gazette
(England.)

CONGRESSIONAL TASTE.—A gtriking
and lamentable proof of the intelleetual
and moral status of the members of the
present Congress is to be fouud in the
choice thev make of places of amuse-
ment, in whiech to spend their winter
evenings. Vandenloll] the elocution-
ist, has been here for morethan a week,
giving nightly entertainments, whiceh,
in every other city, havebeen regarded,
by refined and cultivated people, a8 a
great attraction, and havealwaysdrawn
crowded bhouses. He ecame liere im-
pressed with the belief that the honom-
lle gentlemen. assembled for legislative
purposes, would patronize his readings
from Hamlet, Macbheth and OUthello,and
engaged one of the finest halls in the
eity, thinking it would overflow night-
l'y. But, unfortunately for him, he has
a rival for fame and lmtrnnn;.:{-, in the
amusement line, in the person of Vest-
vali, the Magnifieent, the reigning star
inthe theatrical firmament of the na-
tional metropolis at the present time,
And while Vandenhofl recites the dapg-
per seenes ‘o e npty benches, and gives
“Ta be, ori o, to be' tounremunerative
audiences, yestvali, the Magniflicent,
does the “sensational,”” under thin mnus-
lin rauze, to both Houvses of Congress,
distributed throughout the boxes, pit
and parguette off'Grover’s. Those who
don’t ro to sce Vestvali are to be found,
n= a general thing, at cork operas, and
places where the performers are young
ladies, with extraordinary brevity of
dress. Chaven azengore, asthe French-
man says, and I am very far from af-
tempting to divert the vitiated Con-
gressional taste into a purer and better
chanml, T ean not help regretting,
however, that it exists, and T state it as
on¢e of demoralization, which must be
deplored by all goad citizens.—[Corres-
pondent of Cincinnati Commerecial,

«—A scene lately took place at the
houge of Col. and Lady ; in the
North. The daughter, a very lovely
ﬁirl, fell in love with the tutor, a Pres-
yvterian elergyman, and so far forgot
herself asto make known to him her
attachment. In honor bound, and to
the: eredit of the Seoteh clergy be it
spoken, he reasoned with her, and then
finding the argnment of no avail, went
to her father and begged for his imme-
diate dismissal. The Colonel was as-
tounded, but when upon. inquiry the
truth transpired, he was so struck with
the young man's deep sense of honor,
that he told him he would give him an
opportunity of goinz to Oxford, and

‘inuumerable wives and increases
their nuw ber every year,

Itis a com-
mon prictise of the great Pachas to send

taking orders, and that vpon entering
the English Church he would not only
 give him a living but his daughter also,

We understand both parties are very
happy under so kind and sensible an ar-
rangement.—[Court Journal.

[CONCLUDED |
CURED OF MATRIMONY,

And Mr, Elijah Pellet took the ex-
press train for the station whence a
daily stage crawled over the hills to
Steele’s Mills, with this rather uncom-
plimentary note lurking in one of the
toes of Uncle Amaziah Corney’s new

slippers. |
A splendid old farmhouse, with its
sloping eaves all hidden in SNOWY

clouds of cherry blossoms, and odorous
branches of southern-wood on each side
of the garden gate—velvet fieldsstreteh-
ing away to a blue, tranquil stream,and
narled apple orchard whose® Knotty
ughs were just beginning to blush
with pink eclustering buds—Mr. Pellet
came suddenly upon its rural beauty as
he turned the sweep in the road, and he
almost envied the quiet life of Amaziah
Corney. ,

“Walk in, Bquire; walk in,”’ said Un-
c¢le Amaziah, beaming all over with
hearty hospitality. My wife’ll be
powerful glad t' see ye. Dolly! here’s a

entleman that knows your brotherr
iram’s folks in York, and he’s brought
me a pair o’ slippers that our little Vio-
let worked for her old uncle,—Dolly I
say—Dolly!"?

And Mrs. Corney came tripping in,—
a rosy matron of about forty-tive, with
sunny brown hair under the neatest of
lace caps, and a complexion like her
own apple-blossoms. She held out her
plump palm with a welcome no whit
less cordial than her husband’s,

“Well!” ejaculated Unele Amaziah,
lost in admiration of the slippers he
was turning round and round on his
ponderous hand, *“if these ere lalocks
and pinks aint jest as nateral as life, 1
aint no—— Hallo!”’

The little purple note dropped to the
floor. Uncle Amaziah stared as if afull
grown fairy had fluttered out of hisslip-
pers.

“It’s for you, Dolly,” he said to his
wife, carefully picking it up. “A let-
ter from Violet, I calculate, Sit down,
Squire, sit down—tea’'ll be ready pre-
ently, and you must be clean beuat out,
traveilin’ all the way from York.”

Meanwhile Aunt Dolly, leaning
aguinst the kitchen dresser, read Vio-
let's note twice over! Slowly and
thoughtiully the second time. Then
she set her lips close togetherand wink-
ed her bazel eyes very hard,

“I have it,”” said Aunt Dolly,

Aunt Dolly knew what she wasabout
too, when she uttered those three mag-
ic monosyllables, -She was a woman,
from the erown of her head to the soles
ot her trim feet—a real, genuine, con-
iriving, manceuvering, warm-heaited
woman—and Aunt Dolly was mistress
of her situution,

“So you're thinking of matrimony, |
Mr., Pellet?' said Aunt Dolly, as she
extended a fragrant eup of tea to the
smiling bachelor,

“Dear me! How did yeu become |
aware of it simpered Mr, Pellet.

“My dear sir!” smiled Aunt Dolly,
‘we womenkind know sueh things by
intuition. Well, Violet is a charming
girl—we all know that—and she’ll malke
thie sweetest little wile in the world.”

Mr. Pellet blushed to the bald spot en
the top of his head.

“Of coursé—of course—ihat is,” he
stuttered, “if she wiH bave me.”

“@h, she’ll bave you, certainly,’ said
Mrs. Corney graciously; there’s no sort
of doubt on that subject.”

Mr. Pellet illuminated all of a sudden
into a radient, self-complacent smile.

“‘Ihavealwaysthought, Mrs. Corney,”’
he said, butterin is toast, “that
housekeeping wua%nﬁnitﬂly preferable
to hoarding.”

“To be sure,” said Aunt Dolly, “Vio-
let is a splendid housekeeper. I have
trained her myself, Mr. Pellet; she is
my double in all respects. Whatever I
de, Violet does, toa degreeof still great-

r perfection.”

“By the way,” said Aunt Dolly, low-
ering her voice to a mysterious whisper,
as she urged on his acceptance a plate
of limpid peach preserves, “have you

| cleaning’” under way.

his tea, and stared again in a silent spe-
cles of amazement. ;

“The next morning it “rained pitch-
forks."” Aunt Dolly was up with the
dawn; and by the time Mr. Pellet made
his appearance, with a kKeen appetite
for breakfast, she had a grand ‘‘house-
here was no
comfort anywhere about the house;
there was no breakfast—only a “‘eold
snack;"” and finally the men folks had
to take refuge in the barn, the rain con-
tinuing to pour down so violently that
there was no living without a shelter of
some kind. |

“This ishousekeeping is it?"’ exelaim-
ed Mr. Pellet, as he sat down on a pa-
tent hay-cutter beside the plutosophical
Amaziah, | B

“Wal, my wife's allowed to be a first-
rate housekeeper,’” remaeked the latter,
chewing vigorously at a bit of shining
yellow straw,

““And Violethasbeen trained by her!’’
thought Mr. Pellet with a sudden pang
of irresolution.

Dinner time came—but no roast lamb
and dainty vegetables,

“We mostly put up with cold snacks,
cleanin’-house times,” said Amaziah, as
he presented a plate of indeauribai)ly
fossilized viands to his visitor., “My
wife don’t like to be bothered cookin’
hot things.”

“How long doeshouse-cleaning last?”
asked Mr. Pellet,™grating his teeth
against & bony sandwich.

“*Oh, two or three weeks."”

“Six times three,”” mentally comput-
ed Mr. Pellet. “Eighteen weeksoutoithe
fifiy-two, spent in this dreary ceremon-
ial! 1'mglad I'm not a married man!”

Cold and dim, through falling raim
and driving wind, the night-gathered
over the old farmhouse.

“Good!"" thought Mr. Pellet.
at least go to bed!

“I haven’t done things as thoroughly
as I expected,” said Mrs. Corney, as she
smilingly handed Mr. Pellet a bedroom
candle. ‘‘“When Violet is hiere, wehave
what I call a real house-cleaning, Vio-
let is so fond of cleanliness,’’

“Ahem!” coughed Mr. Pellet.

As he opened his door the sepulchral
dam puess of the floor struck lum with
a shuddering chill.

“1 shall cateh my death of cold,” he
thought. Welll it setves me right for
ever thinking of getting married?!’

The next day he took the cius for New
York, having previously ‘‘tuken’” a
heavy cold in his head, tn a rain that
penetrated to his very skin., What did
Le care for rain? “The deluge itself
wouldn't have Repthim a day lopger in
Amuziah Corney's house!

“I'm glad I went there, bowever,”
he museud, as he sat sneczingand « Dugh-
ing in-front of the bright sea-coudl tro

“1 can

spoken the momentous question yet?"
“Not yet,” said Mr. Pellet, sheepish-
ly; “but I shall certainly ask it imme-
diately on my return to town.”
“You’ll find her a very superior
housekeeper,’”” said aunt Dolly. ‘*‘Her
notions of domestie cleanlinessare form-
ed ufter my own model. How often I
have heard the dear child declare her
unalterable resolution to ¢lean housesix
times a year when she was a liouse-
keeper. Ah me—theenterprising little
thing!” vy 2
“Cleanliness is next to godliness,”
said Mr. Pellet, trying to%ank wise,

while unecle Amaziah stared and drank

in the warm parlor of his Lotel. 1'm
ghad 1 got a peep bLehind the domestic
curtain bLelore 1 was irrevocably com-
mitted. Buppose—just ior an nstant,
suppese that 1 was manrtied to a woman
who eleaned house siX tipes a y eund??

The cold diops vozed vut upon his
forehiead, and Le drew a sigh or blessed
relief, such as & man experiences who
wakes trown a frightiul dream and cays
to himgels:

“*After all, it ig only a dream!”

He had intended to devote the firsg
evening of his return to Miss Violet
Power's soelety. lustead of this, how-
ever, he went 1o the ¢lub and put his
name down on the lists of an uncom-
promising society known as the “Alli-
ance of Yerpetuul Bacheloys!”

And Mr. and Mrs. Yower vainly mar-
velled why the little parlor with the
rose geraniums Kuew LElijah Pellet’s
presence no wore. Marvelled, and then
resented it, and finally came to thecons
Clusion that it was just as well as it was,
and that they wouldn’t have Elijah
Pellet for a son-in-law under auy ecirs
cumstances whatever,

When the wild grapes were touched
with the purple glow of Indian summer
sunshine, and the hazy mists drooped
softly over the valleys around Amaziah
Corney's house, Violet came there toine
troduce a tall, straight young Lieuten-
ant of Artillery whom she called her
“husband,”” with blushes and shy pride.

“I thought Mr, Pellet wouldn’t pro-
pose,’” said Aunt Dolly, looking very
wise at her pretty niece.

“Darling aunty!” exclaimed Violet

throwing her arms round the élder

matron’s neck, **Tell me how you man-
MY denc g hteoorelt Meat’ (ot
“My dear,” whispered Mrs. Corne
while unutterable things sparkled 'ugl.
of her hazel eyes, “my dear, I had a
house-cleaning while he was here!”?
Aunt Dolly looked at Violet, Violet
looked at Aunt Dolly, and both  the la-
dics burst into the merriest peals of
laughter in the world. o %
- The Lieutenant of Artillery conldn’t
understand what amused themso mach,
But then he was an unphistocatel man,



