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A LETTER FROM FPARIS.

ver dreamed of travellng
miou%%'iu?eﬁance under” such condi-
tions, and in the future I wlll reflect
twice before 'starting thus for a long
journey. First of all, it Is exceed-
ingly dlsagreeable to be boxed up as
cattle in small, stifling cars, where you
can hardly get an occasional breath of
air, unless the old cranky lady or the
old. played-out gentlemen sitting near
the windows allow the other passen-
gers to open these ‘''portieres.’” And
then, in travellng in France there 13
another |nconvenlence, a regular nul-
wance: 1t Is caused Dy those people
who, wishing to travel as economlically
as ;Sossible. carry their lunches with
them, and what tunchea! Cheese that
emells worse than Hmburger; at least
jt seemed s0 to me In the cars, "and

such things.

Otll;:gm Paris to Liyons, I had the good
gortune of belng geated opposite a
biand looking old lady who surely must
have felt quiie an interest in me by the
kind way in which she kept looking at
me, but when a moment ago I said
*taood fortune” it was only by gal-
lantry, for I have never felt so 1l at
ease as I was In that car, in the close
wicinity of that lady who to my utter
disgust began eatinm a lunch which
she drew from her basket, and whose
description 1 shall not attempt. As I
wag looking at her she mistook my ex-
pression and kindly invited me to par-
take with her. She extended me a
huge cheese sandwich that I still more
eacerly refused, but the old lady was
tenacious and in spite of my negations
she thrust it in my hands and as 1
could not get out of it I was compelled
to swallow It. Then a conversation
ensued and my poor French pronunci-
ation was plainily demonsirated to me.
You see 1 had committed a blunder
while I was in the states, I had allowed
myself to join & so-called French class
directed by an American lady who
iived on her “fine pronunciation!”
Well, thls fine pronuncla_tion, I have
ust found out, dld hot exist; and that
the lady in question was absolutely un-
able to speak the Parlsian language
with its proper gecent; and on account
of my having taken TFreoch ln America
for two years with an American
teacher, I am aimost unable to make
xpyaelf understood.

The plains of France and the general
aspect of the country I3 not at all llke
that of the Unlted BStates. The
scenery is beautiful and the popula-
tion i more numeous. A traveler
must not come here to enjoy the sav-
age beauty of nature; the lmmense
praliries and desert flelds are unknown
and the Imposing mountain landscape
cannot be seen. Here the whole land
resembles rather a garden, well cared
for, well planted, picturesque and
atudded with rare flowers. The rivers
and streams, very numerous, roll
softly and gently thelr waters to-
wards the sea and the “Rhone” and
the “Saope;” these two great and
awift rivers of historic fame bathe very
many large cities, strung along their
deep beds. All along
track, muititudinous houses can be
geen: some are large and aristoeratic
in appearance and slze, but the major-
ity are smail and are inhabited by the
vpaysans”’-—peasants as they are
called here. Each man, in France, no
matter what hls station, has a house,
large or small, acordlng to his posi-
tion and a piece of land. There Is no
country In the world where equallty
seems to prevail as much as here and
just &8 the noble count in  his
“chateau’” and his many forests and
farms; the poo peasant has hils hut
also, his . crop, and he lives happy,
bringing up his fam!ly and caring for
no one e&ise. A peasant never sells his
house or his Aeld; he always trles to

the rafiroad:

uy some mote property and increase
Eyyconstant labor his inberitance, but
1f would seem a profanation for him
to part with the home that has des-
cended to him through generations.
The peasant familles are united and
the best accord reigns in the household,
The people and the animals are on the
same footing and the boys of the
house generally sleep in the stable,
with the cows, belleving that the odor
of manure helps the lungs and that
by that proceeding they are free from
consumption. The hogs pace to and fro
fn and out of the house just as they
choose jn company with the ct_uckens
and the small children; and it is con-
sidered by them great fun to roll them-
selves in the manure. A funny thing
to note is that if a peasant has his
wife i1l he will never send for a doe-
tor or at least very seldom; but If the
cow or the ass or the plg Is sick. he
would go immediately to town
in order to bring back
the veterinary surgeon. The farming
girls or “paysannes” cannot be termed

pretty but their costume I3 so original
that it attracts attention. They wear
mostly short callco dresses with no-;

underwear at all. not even stoekings,' good

and nothing over their heads. The,
corset is unknown to them and thelr
shirtwaist js simply a ‘“chemlse.”
Moreover, they always wear the
modern

truly happy that I have ever seen.

shoes or “sabots” eXcept on Vaucluse:"
Sunday. These girls are the only girls| fornia.

for many lasagues. This city, import-
ant only in history, 13 not very large,.
about 45,000 Inhabitants, and is consld-
ered one of the arlstocratic citles of
France. 1t contains many convents,
a beautiful pnblie garden that used to
be the garden of the popes. and the
houses are very old and ugly In ap-
pearance, but the aristocratic familles
nevertheless take pride !n preserving
them and living there. The castle is
s0 huge that if jt was pulled down,
they could build the whole clty of
Avignon with its stones, but the gov-
ernment keeps it as an old rellc of the
past and uses it as a barracks for sol-
diers. I must not forget to say just
now that this part of the country is so
rich in vegetables and fruits that there
are several factories for ‘‘candled
fruftg.”” The maln manufactory 1Is in
the little eity of Cavalllon. about 30
miles from Avignon. and it is from this
little place that our American confec-
tioners receive thelr preserved frults,
melons and other such things. The
Price of vegetabiles there is 8o low that
during some years, a bushel of toma-
toes can be had for two cents and
potatoes for almost nothing. So, itis a
thing, snd there can be no
starvation in such a land. The natives
of that bleszed provinece often say that
If God came down to the earth he
should select the “department of
Just as we say for C(Call-

Les Tellbres et les clgallers and their

They do mot llve In the poliuted at-|“Proveneal’” poetry stand high in this
mosphere of the citles where the dull- | part of France, their form of sent!ment
ness of the mind shall under the pres-|ls peeuliar and simply written on pas-

gure of vices, precede

of the body and atrophy both the physi- | of

eal and metaphyslcal parts of human
nature. The life of these girls—true
women of nature—is the one preached
of by Christ; and the children of God,
who betlieving in the Wordywould grow
thus, never should feel these pangs of
the gsoul and these dlseases of the'
body that civilization brings with its
unwholesome theorles.

When I arrlved at Lyons, the sec-
ond eity of France In size, I was
struck with the resemblance of this
ety to an American town. In all di-
rections, factories, smoke, and a truly
rustling population. It is In this clity of
Lyons that the most fine silk and ex-
tra expensive velvets are manufae-
tured in large quantitlies. The slik-
worm was at first imported in France
of Louls: XIV

under the refgn
from China and by hls orders the
country surrounding Lyons having

been considered the most propltious to
the growing of mulberry trees, many
planbations were begun, and succeeded
so gloriously that the manufacture of
sflks and velvets was started at once
and was crowned With the best results.
Today, as we all know, France stands,
not only high in the field of silk manu-
facturing, but highest; and its silks
and brocade velvets are 1mported the
world over, the United States import-
ing the most, and best quality. Some
patterns of brocade velvet are so elab-
orately designed that they require one
workman—an artist finlsher--to pre-
pare ready for sale not more than one-
half yard a day. Certalnly such velvet
is not bought by everybody and costs
at least 80 or 100 francs a meter, or $20
in American money. ‘The men em-
ployed In the 3ilk and velvelt factories
are pald gecording to their merit, ex-
perlence and abilityv. The designers
get from & to 10 francs each day, many
other finishers can earn the same price,

but the common working men, the dy-
ers, the washers, those who clean the
gilks to prepare them for use do not
have more than 3 francs or 60 cents
a day. Moreover. a great number of
women and girls are employed and
receive from 10 cents to 40 cents dally.

The next clty I had the time Lo visit

was Avignon, the "Clty of tha Popes,”™
wlith Its huge castle that can be seen

the flabbiness| toral subjects; these poems might be

the Bucolic style. The principal
poets In that language—for It 18 =&
specla] tongue, derived from the Latin,
econtaining also the Gaelic element are,
Mistral, the great Mistral, the Words-
worth of Provence, the lover of na-
ture, the adept who has penetrated all
secrcis; who sees the trees growing,
the budding flowers of the plain and
can [n poetry repeat thelr tunefui
song: who knows by heart the song at
the brook that flows swift and trans-
parent as a sunlight dream; who
palnts with melodic words the rustiing
of leaves on the paper; who sets to life
the peaks of the snow-crested Alps and
sings It romantic legend; who, In a
word, reveals to the human heart, that
secret of natwure—ocalled love I1n all
forms of life—written in golden words.
for the poet on the emerald-green tab-
iet of nature! Then comes ‘‘Cabanel,”
the Tennyson In miniature, the fol-
lower of his master “Mistral,’" the soli-
tary soul who shall slng its regrets to-
the helpless echo that repeats but can-
not grant the rellef to affifction, except
by its own words which die !n thelr
own repetition; he relates to us the
beautiful story of the “Poutou"—"the
Kls3z," and the simple language, made
from flowers multi-color and pure {38
the frame that witl enhance the Idy!
and eplc poem of that shepherd, hand-
some and loving, who leaves his flock
of sheep to hla ever faithful frend, the
dog '"Mlder,” to go in the nelghboring-
valiey and visit the object of his sin-
cere love, the shepherdess “Youranet-
ta,” who in spite of his burning heart,
refusés him the tender kilss he has:
come (o seek from afar, and says she
will grant [t only the next day when
they shall be wed. At that
very moment the rascally wolf who has
kitled the poor dog Medon, appears,
bloody through the bushes,tlie head of
his pear vietim In his teeth; and at the
heatrtrending slght, of hls dear frlend
Meador, all disfigured, hardly recogniz-
able; the sobbing shepherd seeks refuge-
in the tears of sorrow before the green
shrubs upon which poor Medor's head
hangs , and it is at this psychoioglcai
ingtant that the shepherdess, the beau-
tiful “Journetta,'” clasps with her lov-
ing soul to her bosom the sorrows



