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Barga4ning in the bazaars was ,perpetual vexation. I could
neot endure to baggle and chaffer after the Eastern wvont. 1 asked
the price of a chýld's embroidered jacket. "lTen francs," said the
vendor. siI Éi11 give you five," 1 offered. "cTake it," IÈe said,
and then I was disgusted to find 1 had paid twice its value.

A seller of ancient armour, or, perhaps, of Brunimagem
imitations, demanded sucli a preposteroas price for his old swords

A LATI!ICED URAMBER.

and weapons, that I asked if the bright and beautiful boy he
was caressing was tbrown Into the bargain. ccThere is not
money enougli in ail Damascus,"1 was his reply. Ilto buy this boy,"
^which touch of nature made me think a good deal better of the
conscienceless extortioiist. They have uniformly a «i first-a
price" and a Illast-a price," but one bas to go through. a lot of
ebaffer to arrive at the latter. Often a score of bystanders wiIl
take Part in the discussion and seem. to, wqrk themselves into a
violent passion over a trifiing few piastrcý. lu *tbe midst of a à
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