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He went on. carrying Meuse e’o.e to h«s an* ««*7**»*“ jj**0?1/* ‘‘mJkT- 

bre.„t, to nn-.U .compartment on the le% Oh.^ »d

AX ACOEDEXT.
Mouse had, in faot, met with an accident. 

Alter tie angry colloquy with the manager, 
she and Gen leman Joe had hastened into 
the ring, which was unoccnpitd at the mo 
ment by any of the performers—hence the 
impatience of the andienee It was a fixed 
habit with o’d Gentleman Joe to thns set 
as the child’s escort He was very much 
devoted to her. and saw that the sight o£ 
the great sea of Iftads and eyes generally 
frightened her a little ; so he always 
“ went on” with her, and thus diverted to 
himself a part of the publ c attent on. This 
was proof of Gentleman Joe’s delicacy of 
sentiment, as well as of his affect on for 
Mouse. This thin-faced old clown was 
not a mira merry andrew ; you con’d s?e 
that. He had about him the indescribable 
something wh ch indicates elevstion of 
character ; and h s manner, and the tones 
of his voice, when he was sieakirg to the 
child, hsd that suavity which marks high 
bred pe sons.

As they entered the ring, GenMeman 
Joe’s eipreision changed at ones. He 
executed agr mace, and, binding tvs body 
forward at a light angle, extended hie left 
elbow horizontally toward Mous1, who 
took the arm offered. He then stepped 
out with his right foot, putting it down 
cautiously, as if he were walking upon eggs, 
mid escorted Mouse to the spot where a 
tight-rope waa stretched over forks about 
ten f et from ’he ground

“ Lad es and gen tie nvn,” said Gentle
man Joe, *• I have the honour to introduce 
to you my young fntnd, Mademoiselle 
Celeat ne Delà van, who will perform for 
your amusement upon what is called, by 
She common people, the tight rope.”

Is the m dst of applause, Gentl man Joe 
then reLased his arm irom Moure’s era p, 
knelt on one knee, and held out hie hand. 
The child placed her small foot In it, and 
Gentleman Joe tossed her up to the

E, sod hsndeaPher the long ball 
; he then smiled, retired back’ 
ing at her admiringly as he did do so, 
fell over s wooden block behind him, 

turned s somerset, and lit upon hie feet, 
gimacing. The performance then began.

It was evident that the child was ill at 
ease, end » little afraid to begin her per
formance. This was so frlain that Mias 
Joliet Armstrong, who seemed to be much 
Interested in her, said to Mr. Lasoellee,

“ It Is very wrong to make such » poor 
little thing perform in public She is 
afraid of filling ; I hope she will not fall.”

“ There is probably no danger,” Mr. Las- 
oellee replied ; " these people are always 
well trained ”
“But she la such a wee body,"said the sym

pathetic Juliet, very earnestly for so calm 
a person, “ and quite a little beauty too.” 

“ Do you think so ?”
“ Don’t you ?”
“ Well,” said Mr. LasceUes, rather in

differently, “ I really had not looked at 
her. Yes, she is tolerably good-looking, 
and a mera child, as,you aay, Mias Juliet.”

“ She is too young. Look, she certainly 
is frightened — the is clinging to the rope 
with her feet like a bird. ”

This was true. Mouse’s boots were not 
sufficiently chalked, which is essential in 
performances on the tightrope. Alarms! 
by the angry expression and rough address 
of the manager, the child had hastened in 
to go through her performance before she 
waa ready to do so. The smooth sales of 
her boots made her foothold Insecure, and 
her feet were wrapped around the tight-

di In the msnner noticed by the young 
y - aa a bird grasps the bough of a tree. 

Nevertheless, Mouse attempted to exe
cute her psrt. She advanc’d nervously, 
moving her long balancing pole up and 
down—her foothold evidently was uncer
tain, and once or twice her loot slipped, 
but she regained her equilibrium

The poor little thing 1 look at her 
face," exclaim’d Juliet : “ she ia frightened, 
and ia going to fall 1”

Mouse fell—her foot had slipped, aid 
•he was precipitated from the tight rope 
‘As ahe fell she endeavoured to grasp the 
rope, but only bruised her erm, causing the 
blood to flow. She struck the sawdust 
heavily, and lay still, moaning.

Gen’leman Joe had rushed forward to 
catch her in his arm as she fell, but he was 
too late. The child was lying with one of 
her tiny limbe doubled beneath her, and 
her blet dir g aim store her head, as if to 
ward off a blow. Some of the blood from 
itltad fsllen on hra 1 ght curls. Ate’ght cf 
this Gentleman Joe had uttered the cry, 
and the audierce had risen to their feet 
with eiclamatioas cf sympathy. It was 
an afficting sight to see Gentleman Joe, 
with a sudden rush of tears washing tbe 
paint from his cheeks, kneel by Monte’s 
e de, calling tb her. But he was all at once 
threat aside, and the Lefthander caught 
tiie ch id in his arms.

“ What’s the matter, Mignon ?” he ex
claimed. “ Are you hurt ? Your arm is 
broken. You fell !”

“ Yes, I fell, poppa. My shorn were 
not chalked,” faltered Mouse, trying to

“ Your arm is broken 1 It was hie fault 
—I’ll kill him 1”

The tone of these arorls frightened the 
audience, who distinctly heard them. The 
Lefthander’s voice end face were. In fact, 
nminona. His black brows had made the 
straight l:ne Another person probebly 
heard him, and taw the eyebrows, through 
the ope iiog of the tent—Manager Brown 
•on, who was observed to retire hastily to 
hie private apartment, away from the gen
eral ci nfus’on

The Lefthander raised Mouse in h’s arms, 
grosllrg as he d’d so like.one of the wild 
animals. He was evidantly, indeed, a 
very danger ma animal at the mom-nt, snd 
it was probably jest as well that Mr. 
Browi son had business which occupied him 
elsewhere. Mouse was quite pale, and her 
white skirt was stained with the blood 
flowing from the wound upon her arm. 
The Lefthander had claspel her c’oee to 
his breas., as a mother holds a baby, and 
was talking to h«r. He then rose, with 
Mouse in his arms, and went ont of the 
tent, muttering, “If he gets in my way 
I’D kill him !”

The audience did not hear these word», 
but they looked after the b g athlete car
rying thetinv being in his arms, and could 
seethe yearning expiession of his face as he 
ieined over the child and repeat dly kieeed 
her. A murmur rose at this eight—it was 
the “ touch of nature wh;ch makes the 
whole world kin.” Mis* Joliet Armstrong 
qu eily pasted a sir all white handkerchief 
ovtr her eyes, and then restored it to her 
outside pocket, where it was conveniens to 
pick-pockets

“He mast love her very much," she 
•aid. half aloud.

“ Yea,” «aid Mr Li scelles, ‘1 or pretends 
bo. There Is never any certainty with these 
people that what they do is not a part of 
She performance.”

divided from the main tent by 
a breadth of canvas. This he pushed 
aside and west in. In the room was a 
mettra*s, coveted with an old eountepene, 
a small pine table, two chain, and » 
cracked looking-glass hanging by a string 
tied through two holes In the cutvas. Os 
one of the chairs was s pile of feira'e cloth
ing, evidently diacirded recently by its 
o vner or owners for the scantier costume of 
the ring. The place was evidently a 
dressing room for tbe female perform ra, 
and if ihgye h*d hr en any doubt of this the 
pretence of Clare de Lune and the Zephyr 
would have cetablahtd the ft ok. Tbe 
Zephyr was engaged at the moment in tying 
the ribbon of her tlipper, snd Clare de 
Lune waa atandiog in Iront of the c ached 
looking-glaia rouging her cheats with one 
hand, while thi other hand held a powder- 
puff with which she hsd just been powder
ing her shoulders. Both were in full rlni

rope I 
lady

XL
THE DRESSING- ZOOM.

If it was a part of the performance the 
Lefthander performed h’s part to the life, 
and continued to de so when out of sight 
of the audience. Gentleman Joe had 
listened after him with a piteous exprès- 
ad on. The fact that no one was left in the 
rlgg seemed a subject at profound indiffer
ence to the p-or clowe. Manager Brown- 

- eon might rage if he chose. There was 
-Mouse to think at.

The drees men, standing by their her se», 
ready to go on, floektd about the Left
hander Inquiring' what had happineaL The 
rough fellows In their gl ttiring coutumes 
wire not the sort of persons to look fur 
womanish sympathy from, one would have 
supposed ; but there was the sympathy, 
and it was plainly strong' and rail.

“What’s the matter with Mouse, Left- 
htnd-rî.’

*• Poor girl I ’
“ Broke h«r arm !'*
These evidences of feei ng came from the 

crowd, but the Lefthander did not stop. He 
only said, as he passed, " If he only gets
ifi my way I'll finish him 1”

there’d be no mere tight-rope 
falling down and getting hurt—we d not In 
the daytime—and the sun would shins so 
and the grass, and flowers—just th..^ 
of It all 1 You'd be happier thar, 

ike sue» gcoi

Harry and*busy with thoughts of AMERICAN NOTES.

cars of

mg
coetome, snd thiir appearance was airy am 
sylpb-likq.

The Lefthander entered without cere
mony. As the Zephyr went on with her 
occupation, and Clare ds Lune at first did 
not turn her heed, it was obvie us that the 
intrus on was not stall reientid—the new
comer was probably only “ one of the 
family.” As Clare de Lune flashed 
ranging her cheeks, however, at the mo
ment, aid hsd secur’d the smila which ahe 
hsd been practising for some moments in 
front of her mirror, she turned her head 
with mild curiosity, and looked at the in
truders. Then she suddenly cried,

“ What hat happened ?”
“ Well, I’ll tell you what has happened,” 

said the' Lefthander, in his basa voice; 
“ Mouse was made to go on, before her 
shoes were chalked, by that beast Brown- 
eon, and she's broke he»arm, I think ; she’s 
slipped and fell.”

He laid Moose on t\e old mattraes, and 
paused his large hand over her arm.

“ Only bruised,” he said. “ Where are 
you huit, little one ?”

“la’s only my foot. I think It’s sprained, 
poppa,” laud Mouse, in ratiur a faint 
voice ; “but I don’t th’nk it’s run oh, and 
it’s not worth making a fuse about—it only 
hurts a 1 tile.”

Mouse tried to a-.y this in a matter of
fset tone, but ahe uttered a slight moan, 
whloh indicated very plainly that ahe was 
in pain.

The sound seemed to net upon the ballet 
girls like magic. Clare de Lune forgot her 
rouge and the Zephyr her slipper, and rao 
to Mouse, throwing their aims areuod her 
and crying. One laid her head easily on 
ao old p l'ow and drew the tattered coun
terpane over her. The other ran for » 
stone pitcher with a broken spent, snd 
began to bathe the sprained ankle in cold 
water. Moose looked up, emilirg—the 
Lefthander’s arm was aroued her neck. 
The group, with the c'rous giils on their 
knees in the uawdoat, and covering the 
child with csrenet, made quite a picture. 

They were not wrong, perhaps, these 
worthy billet girls, injroppoe ing that caraa see 
and petting were good for people in Mouse's 
condition. Kisses soothe, and tones of 
love and sympathy heal tbe wounds of the 
body as well as the mind. They are whole
some. So Mouse smiled as she received 
the caresses of those young Amazons of 
the ring, whom their hard life had not 
hardened,

“There, girls, that will do 1” said the 
Lefthander ; “ let the young one be quiet 
now aid rest a little.”

He looked at them from under hi a shaggy 
eyebrows and muttered, “ Good girls !”

A boy appeared at the opening of tbe 
dressing-room is he wss apes king, and 
called out, “ Lefthander 1“

“ Well?”he growled.
“ It’s year turn, Lefthander. The bare- 

backers are off.”
“Go to the devil !” said the Lefthander. 
The boy’s face filled with delight, and he 

chuckled,
“ Must I tell old Brownson that ?’
“ Yes, -tell him I I’ll probobly send Mm 

there before the night’s over.”
The boy disappeared, apparently over, 

whelmed with delight at these words. He 
was a call boy, of a humorous turn, aid 
probably did not like " old Brownson.” 
As he let the flap fall, the faces of Gentle
man Joe ard Harry were soen watch ng 
and waiting anxiously to hear if Monte 
wa s really hart. There wee no tin e to tell 
them at the moment. . They and Clare de 
Lons snd the Zephyr were successively 
“ called.” The two girls, obeyirg the in
exorable summons, went out of the dress
ing-room ; and the Lefthander was left 
alone with Mouse.

She was lying quite easily, and did not 
seem to be suffering. Her palenets had 
disappeared, snd the delicate Ups were 
smiling. She had closed her eyes, appar
ently to ehield' them from the light of a 
cluster of lanrps high up upon the large 
Dole supporting the tent ; and the Lift- 
hander, half slr.tched upon the old mat- 
trass beside her, looked at her quietly. It 
was a great contrast, the huge athlete with 
the ponderous oheet, and limbs rugged with 
muscle, leaning on hla elbow near the 
child, who Hamad, as he had sad, light 
enough to be blown away by the first wind. 
Welle he was looking at her with a ten. 
darnes» whloh made the rough features 
wonderfully soft, Mouse opened her _

" Well, old lady,” raid the Lefthander, 
quietly, “ how ia the foot ?’’

“ It’s easy,” said Meuse, “andIt really 
don’t amount to muoh, I do assure you, 
poppa”

'■ How about the arm!"
“ Well, it’s the least bit bruised ; 1 

wonder it bled so, and It doesn’t hurt now. 
Here's srumpus,” addid Mouse, all about 
a small body that could be put in 
tUmbls.’’

“ Yon may bs a small body in the eyes 
of other people, but you are a big body in 
mine. Mignon,” the Lefthander said. “I’d 
rather see the whole Unrivalled Combina
tion sunk to the depths than have year 
little finger hurt.” '

“ The Combination sunk?" Mouse 
joined ; that would be a bad thing to hap
pen ; for yon know, then, Clare de Lune 
and the Zephyr would be sunk too.”

“ Well, that would be bad,” the Left
hander acknowledged 

“And there a Gentleman Joe and Harry. 
They oughtn’t to bo sunk Instead of playing 
away yonder- joet listen to that irueio and 
the applause. I think Long Tom must be 
turning his hack semeraet."

Long Tom was Mr. Donald Melville, 
ofaief of the btre baok riders, and n friend 
of Mr use.

“ No, It wouldn’t do to sink Gentleman 
Joe and Harry,” ahe said, shaking her 
head. “ I don't think I could get along 
without them ; and then you know we 
couldn’t go off and make up that troupe I 
was telling you about.”

“ The travellirg company ? So It's all 
arrang'd?”

“ Of course ft’s all arranged. I am now 
considering »b ut the monkey,” said 
Monte: “he Is to have a red jacket 
trimmed with gold braid, and a blue velvet 
oap, I will train him to play the tam
bourine and carry rou . d the hat. ”

" And you’ll look after the flowers and 
the sunshine?”

“Io my moments of leisure, when I’ve 
dotting dee to do.”

Mouse spoke with » matter-of-fact air, 
but her eyes sparkled at the thought of the 
flowers and sunshine. The Lefthander 
evidently saw the expression and said,

“ Well, I think I’ve about made up my 
mind, Mignon ; and we’ll go off and get np 
the company.”

Mouse started with joy,
“ Are you really In earnest, poppa !” 

she exclaimed.
“I really am.” r
“ And Gentleman Joe I and Harry I Do 

you think they will go with us ?”
“I think I can talk both into it—I 

don’t know ; I think I can. Harry’s ready, 
and old brute Browneon’e getting Gentle
man Joe in sbsd humour with him,1'

Mouse forgot her foot, and clasped her 
sma ll hands with delight.

“ jt’s too goed to m true ! it is not go
ing to happen !,’ she exclaimed. “ There’s 
no such luck to be expected, and I’Ll never 
see that n’onkey—no, never 1"

“ You would like to ?”

ever wore, and I’d take
you !”

111 really believe I would be happier, 
Mignon—and I’d keep away fro/M the bar- 
ro ,mi, And there’s another thing ; if I 
stay here I’ll put an end to Brownson 
some day.”

» Oh, no 1 that wou' j he sinful. You 
know what I read you in my Bible, 
poppa ?” x .

“ Yea, I know, and that’s why I want 
to get sway b’.fore I do him any damage. 
I’m not a bai sort of a fallow if people let 
me alone ; but I’m rather hard to manage 
when I’m trifled with, I begin to see red I 
Someday or otter old Brownson will provoke 
me ; then I’ll give him one of my left
handers that will do for him. What noise 
Is that ?"

•' Somebody’s quarrelling,” Mouse said, 
listening.

A loud hubbub was hoard without, and 
the eound of voices in angry discussion. 
Curious to know what oMissioned it, the 
Lefthander got up, raised the canvas flap, 
and telling Mouse that he wouia return 
in a moment, went out of the dressing- 
room.

XIL
or THE HEAVY BLOW INFLICTED ON THE

UNRIVALLED COMBINATION AND ITS MAN
AGER.
The accident to the child bad been for

gotten by the audienesa few niantes after 
Its occurrence. The general enjoyment in
tercepted for a moment recovered its full 
force. This wss natural ; human life and 
the world of the stage, or the ring,, are 
muoh the aams—has not Shakspoare told 
ua that ?

So the gay performances went on ; and 
the jugglers tossed their plates sod balls ; 
Clare da Luna and Zephyr pirouetted on 
their velvet saddles ; and Mr. Donald Mel
ville, abas “ Long Tom,” executed splen
did back somersets ; and Harry and his 
comrades bounded lightly over a dozen 
horses abreast ; and Gentleman Joe, with 
a heavy heart, grimaced In a manner Indi
cating the very height of human enjoy
ment.

He was vers heavy-hearted, indeed, this 
poor old Gentleman Joe, In hie striped cos
tume, exploding with jsste, and doubling 
himself np in the ecstasies of hia mirth. 
He was thinking of Mouse the whole time. 
The child was very dear to him, aa he had 
no one of hie own—only Harry, who was 
grown now—and he oould not bear the 
thought that she was lying there in pain, 
a few feet from him. This thought made 
Gentleman Joe extremely unhappy ; and aa 
he had an opportunity at length cf tem
porarily absenting himself from the ring, 
he went out, and directed hia steps to
ward the corner where the collequy hsd 
taken plaoe between himself and his friends 
just before the child’s accident. Perhaps 
the plaoe recoiled her, and he thought that 
he would go there fora moment before pro
ceeding to inquire into her condition. He 
wss wiping his fees on his arm, and nncon- 
eoicuoly removing some of the paint, when 
a voice behind him laid,

“ What is the matter, father ? Some
thing troubles you.”

It was the voioo of Harry. He had just 
finished hia leaping performance, and see
ing the figure of bis father disappear in the 
direction of this corner, had followed him.

" What makes you look sc sorrowful ?” 
he added.

“ Mouse,” said Gentleman Joe, sighing 
deeply.

“ She is not muoh hurt," replied the 
young men. “ Clare de Lune said so. Only 
a sprain and a alight bruise.”

Gentleman Joe shook bis head despond
ently, and put hia hand to bis forehead— 
a common gesture with him—aa if some
thing was wrong there.

“I can’t bear it, I can’t bear it !” he 
said, in a piteous tone, “ She onght not 
to bs here. It is not suitable for a little 
slip of a thing like Mouse to live in such 
a rough world as this—I mean, to bs a 
droes girL She lea bud with a dew on it. 
The dust and heat will dry up the dew. I 
can’t bear it !”

It was really a piteous sound that Issued 
from the lipe of Gentleman Joe, The sigh 
which he uttered seemed to be sufficient to 
“ shatter all hie bulk.” The young man 
looked troubled at hia father’s trouble, and 
seemed to be thinking of Mouse too, for he 
said,

"Like t#?" I’d take him on my back lit wees sorrowful,

1 You are right, father. I wish she was 
off somewhere, living easily and In quiet, aa 
a child should, aa muoh as yen do. It is 
strange how much Mouse makes everybody 
love her. I don’t know bow I would get 
along unless I heard her laugh and tease 
me - and it la all pretence ; she is devoted 
to all of ua.”

“She has a warm heart—too warm for 
this hard business,” signed Gentleman Joe.

His eye* grew dreamy aa he said this, 
and he added, in a thoughtful tone,

“ A hard buelneoa, a very hard burinera. 
I have been at It now for— let me see—for 
will, for nearly three yean, and I know all 
about It."

“For three years, father 1”
“At least that, my boy. Maybe for 

twenty or more. You see my memory fails 
me a little, sometimes. I oan’t fix the exact 
time ; ont it has been a vary long time In 
déed, and I have seen a great many things 
a» I travelled about’ ’

Harry looked a little sorrosrfnl at this 
aberration of hla father’s memory, although 
he waa used to it

“ Some things are very sad,” Gentleman 
Joe said, with sudden tears In eyes. 
“There was little Charley, Long Tom’s 
nephew. They were training the child. You 
know they hold them by a cord through 
a ring rathe hone gallops. One day the 
oord broke, and little Charley fell under 
the horse’s feet end was trampled to death. 
He waa bleeding from a wound on hia fore
head made by the hoof of the hone. When 
they took him up he waa dead.”

Gentleman Joe uttered a sob.
“ That was enough to make people cry 

—poor little Charley I he was very lend of 
me.”

“ Well, father,” arid the young 
“ I would’nt think of these sorrowful 
things. There is enough of trouble In this 
wcrlf without looking it up.”

“That is very true,” raid 
Joe, resuming hia equanimity.

“ There are bright things and eoenee as 
well as sad one. You must think of the 
bright ones ”
“Ido, Harry, I do," said Gentleman 

Joe, cheerfully. “ I remember n great 
many of that sort, too. I could make you 
split your rides laughing U I told you atorat 
some things I have seen. There waa the 
old farmer in Ohio, who waddled into the 
ring and squared off to fight me for point, 
ing nt him, and asking him if he * wanted 
to be n Granger, end with the Grangers 
■tend?”

Gentleman Joe smiled with sudden de
light et hs reetUeotion.

“ He waa angry, I suppose, "laid Harry, 
humouring hie father.

“ Angry ? He was wild 1” exclaimed 
Gentleman Joe, In immense enjoyment. 
“ He doubled up his fist and struok et me ; 
but I stooped down end ran between hla 
legs, end sent him sprawling in the saw
dust—ha, ha 1”

The speaker shook from head to foot In 
ecstasies of mirth, after whloh he executed 
a aeries of grimaces from the fdroe of habit 

"That was amusing enough,” he raid, 
at length, assuming an air of dignity, as 
though ashamed of hia outburst ; “ but 
everything I have seen was not ao comic aa 
this. We can’t always laugh.”

“ * It la better to laugh than be sighing’ 
—you know what the song rays, father ?”

Well, I’m not so certain of that, " waa 
the thoughtful reply. "A man who ia al
ways laughing ia like .an empty gourd with 
pebbles fl It. You grow tired affair awhile 
of the empty rattle, and long for qnlet and 
an opportunity to think. Bat then think- 
lag hurts the heed. You remember things, 
too, when you think, end that hurts the 
heart."

He looked at the

Gentleman

i young man dreamily, i 
absorbed look, and his |

other pe-
T- eflttn think* of Ellen when I look at 

y A toy boy,” he raid.
* My mother ?” Harry arid, In a low 

tens.
"Yea. She la dead new—It has beet a

long time. I wish I was dead, too I"
" Don’t talk so, father."
" Why not ? It la true," Gentleman 

Joe raid, with a sad dignity in hie face 
and voice whloh was wonderfully in cen
trist with hie clown’s dress. “ Do you 
think it so very strange that a men should 
wish to die when he lus lost hla wife ?”

“ But what would have become of me ?” 
raid the youeg man. . .

" True ; I ought to think of that, to 
fact, I did think of It,” said Gentlemau 
Joe, calmly. “ You were a Utile one then, 
and pat your arms around my nook and 
kissed me, sud I saw what was to be done. 
My place waa to Uve end take cere of 
you.”

A Gentleman Joe epoke, he looked at 
Harry with such tenderness that the young 
man’s laoe flashed and hia lip trembled » 
Utile.

“ When did mother die, end where was 
it, father ?” he raid.

“ Hash !" said Gentleman Joe in a lew 
voloe, with his eyes swimming suddenly in 
tears ; “It was a long time ago—I don’t re
member the plaoe, but I remember how she 
looked,” he added, piteously.

The yonng man did not speak again for 
some moments ; he was plainly endeavour
ing to regain command of his voioo. At 
length he said,

“ Well, well, father, as it distresses you 
eo I will not ask any more questions. You 
will ten me some of these days, when we 
are quietly settled down aomewhere. I 
wish that waa now. Yon onght to give up 
this business.”

“ I’m afraid that wiU never be, my boy,-" 
Gentleman Joe raid, shaking his head. 
“ You oan’t teach an old dog new trloks.”

“ Bat It la wearing yon out, father ! 
And such a Ufa dora not salt your charac
ter in the least. You era entirely different 
from these people—it may surprise yon to 
hear me talk so, when I have never known 
any other sort—and they are good friendly 
fellows too. Bat they ere different from 
you. You have no idee how I feel when I 
see yon in this down’s drees, making fan 
for negroes end common people I—I hate 
it 1 And I hate my own trade of a drone- 
man. I’d rather Uve by digging ditohee 1” 

" But what are we to do—we are eo 
poor, Harry !”

“ I will work for you, father. It. is my 
duty—you have worked for me. It is a 
very small return for aU your love and 
care since I waa a child.”

“ No, no—the fathers must do their 
pert. When they are old and week, the 
children can take take of them then.”

“ Yon are getting to be both, father, and 
I mean to take care of you," arid Hi ray. 
“ You may think I am a thoughtless boy, 
and I am thoughtless enough, but I am not 
bad-hearted. It la my place to watch 
over you, and keep you from wanting any
thing. I never had a want that yon did 
not supply when you oould, and yon have 
never been anything to me but the very 
best father that a boy ever had. Now I 
am a man, and I intend to try end make 
you some return for aU you’ve done for me. 
Only ray the word, and we’ll leave tbe 
company and rattle down quietly, and I’ll 
do the working for both of ua—you 
oouldn’t please me better.”
“Leave the company, Harry? Leave 

the Lefthinder, and Long Tom, and Clare 
de Lune—ahe’a a good girl—and Mouse, 
worst of aU? I don’t thick I oould do 
that, my boy. No, I never oonld leave 
Mouse.”

“ We might talk the Lefthander Into the 
Idea of going off with ne. I don’t think 
he’s very much pleased of late with the 
business and Manager Brownson. He wee 
drinking at the tavern this morning, and a 
man trod cn his foot, which mode him 
angry, end Brownson spoke roughly to him. 
He wouldn’t have liked the Lefthander’s 
look if he had seen it as he turned hla 
baok.”

“ Well, he ia getting more ill-tempered 
—I mean Mr. Brownson. 8till he is not
discourteous to you or mo, Harry, and—” 

“ What the devil are you doing Idling 
when y op onght to be on ?” cried a voice 
near them. They looked np—there was 
the gentleman of whom they had jast been 
•peaking.

Manager Brownson was not in a good 
humour, that waa very plain from hia face. 
Indeed, several circumstances had com
bined to mar the worthy man’s serenity on 
this dsy, and during the performance. In 
the morning the Lefthander, while engaged 
in the discreditable proceeding of drinking 
at the vjlige tavern, had nearly gotten in
to an altercation with a citizen, which was 
prejudicial to receipts, and had ocst him, 
Manager Brownson, an admission ticket, 
by way of salve to the ohixen’a feelings. 
Then, since nightfall other things had 
irritated the good man. The performers 
hsd not been at prompt as he expected. 
Things had gone wrong generally. The 
Lefthander had in mere wantonnera, and 
esidentiy from penonal malice, strangled 
the African leopard, one of the finest ani
male In the menagerie, whloh waa a dead 
Ion of, more than two thousand 
dollars. And even that waa not all ; this
big bully had dared to tell him, Manager 
Brownson, to hie very face, that what he 
said was a lie/ and when he was “ called” 
to hie. performance, subsequently, had 
rant him word that ho, Manager Brown- 
•on, might go to the devil I Waa this the 
manner In which the manager and pro
prietor of the Unrivalled Combination of 
Attractions waa to be treated by one of 
hie subordinates ? What he said was o 
tie / / and he might goto the devil! II 

Instead of going to the devil, Manager 
Brownson went to his private retreat in the 
rear and eolaoed himself with brandy. He 
had solaced himself repeatedly /Before, and 
hie few became redder, and hie temper 
more irascible. He was ready to confront 
all the Lefthander» on earth by this time ; 
and, going towards the ring, hia heavy cane 
striking the ground as he walked, he 
ohanwd to see Gentleman Jw talking 
with Harry. At the phrase “ go to' the 
devil” was rankling In hla mind, ht natu
rally uttered the words “ what the devil,” 
•to., aa above. He then grasped hie large 
walking-stick about a foot from the heed 
in a threatening manner, end scowling at 
Gentleman Joe, who was nearest to nim, 
raid. ,

“ Whet do yon mean, I ray. by this fool
ing here ? Look yonder I Not e soul In 
the ring— and hear the audience growling 
and howling like a whole menagerie !”

Gentleman Jw’e frame stiffened, end hie 
few assumed an expression of wounded 
pride whloh was very striking.

“ I was only conversing with my eon for 
a few momenta, air,” he raid, formally. 
“I am not aware that I am your servant, 
to be addressed In a manner so very un
pleasant.”

But the dignity In the tone of the speaker 
was quite thrown away on Manager Brown- 
eon. If he noticed It he paid no attention 
to It.

" Don’t try to be palming off your ex- 
cusre on me 1” he exclaimed, wrathfully. 
" Yon and that fellow, the Lefthander, 
and hla daughter, out down yonr business 
one-half, fit's robbing me I—no better 
than taking my parse I,T 

Gentleman Joe coloured with 
tion, and said,

“ It la not true that I negleot my part, 
sir."

“ Why do you mean ?" cried Mr. Brown
son, railing hie heavy stink,

“I mean I am an honest man, and not 
a worm for yen to treed upon, if I am a 
olown in your company, ” said Gentleman 
Jw.

“ Give me another word and—go on, I 
say, or—”

"Yon have bwn drinking, sir. I will 
not go on. - I will leave yonr company 1" 
exclaimed Gentleman Jw, in a firm voiw.

These words excited Manager Brownson 
in the highest degree, and uttering a 
volley of oaths, he raised hia stick and 
struck at Gentleman Jw. As he did so, 
the young men, who had listened to this 
colloquy with • flashed fees, sprang 
straight at him.

There wee no personal collision, however,

indigna-

. „ , dftMlng-room, the Lefthander
h*d -coked tfe the direction of the sounds 

angry discussion whloh had attracted hia 
attention, and a glanw wee sufficient to ex- 
explain everything. Manager Brown- 
son had raised hie hasty walking-stick 
above the head of old Gentleman Jw, otter
ing a volley of oaths as he did eo. This 
made the situation of affair* quite plain, 
and the Lefthander acted promptly. It 
took him only » moment to reach the spot. 
Just as the manager’s cane descended, 
something resembling a falling aledge- 
hamme paraed through the air,and Manager 
Brownson staggered, reeled backward, end 
fell at full length on the sawdust. The 
Lefthander had delivered whet he celled 
his “ left-hander,” and the manager, 
struck between the eyes, had gone down 
under it like an ox under the axe of the. 
butcher.

A crowd of performers, leaving their 
horse* standing, hastened to the spot. The 
manager was lying on the sawdust, with 
hia lew bleeding, and growling ont curses.

“I have Intended to let him have that for 
some time," raid the Lefthander, “ It 
will bs good for him.”

Aa Manager Brewnson rose to hla feet 
without araietanw, it wee obvious that his 
injuries were not serious. He directed a 
•ingle look at the athlete, in which the 
venom of all the serpente in hie menagerie 
waa concentrated, and then retired with
out speaking, probably for the purpose of 
washing the blood from hla fees.

The Lefthander had stood by quietly, 
without saying anything more. He now 
took Gentleman Joe by the arm, and, 
pushing through the crowd, went to a re
tired corner, and talked with him for a 
few momenta. They then separated, and 
the Lefthander returned to the group of 
circus-men, who had resumed their plawe 
by the horses, and shook hands with them 
one after another. It was evident that he 
waa taking leave of them, and that the 
men regretted the fact—their faces 
showed that. The Lefthander then went 
baok to the drawing-room, where he 
found Mouse lying quietly on her old

“How’s the foot now, Mignon !" he 
sold.

*' Well, it’s nothing to give » body any 
anxiety,” sold Mouse. “ A sprain's not 
much. Waa there anybody quarrelling,
poppa?” .

“ A small difficulty—not muoh. I ray, 
Mignon, would yon like to go away with 
me to-night ?"

“ Go away—to-night 1"
“ We are going away— it will bs better. 

Pm getting in a bad humour with old 
Brownson, you see. I might do him some 
harm, and it la best to avoid that. Do yon 
think yon Would like to go and see if we 
oan’t try to find the flowers and the tun- 
ahine ?” \

“ Oh yea, poppa I Yes, yes 1 I can 
easily walk." •

“ You’ll not have to walk. WhaVi a big 
fellow like me worth if he can’t carry » 
young one like you ! It’a like carrying a 
leH, or à puff of smoke Mown on the 
wind.”

“ But Gentleman Jos, and Harry 1” 
Mouse exclaimed, suddenly.

“ That will be all right—I've seen abent 
It.”

“ WiU they go. poppa?”
“ Yes, they will go. Now, if Clare do 

Lune was her—you’U have todrara—”
“ Here I am, Lefthander I” cried a voice 

at theopenirg. “ What’s this badness of 
yours?—quarrelling with that dear old 
darling, Brownson ! You ought to be 
ashamed of yourself. I heard about it 1” 

Clare de Lune showed a fine set of teeth 
as she raid this, and laughed In a way which 
indicated enjoyment of the manner In 
which the old darling had been treated. 
Behind her appeared the Zephyr, still 
flashed with her «rations in the ring ; end 
the Lefthander proceeded to infoi m them 
that he and Mouse were “ going to take 
Frenoh leave.” At this announcement ex
clamation» and walling ensued. The pros
pect of seeing Mouse and the Lefthander 
leave them evidently upset these exoitable 
beings ; end one oonld tes from the tears 
io the eye» of Clare de Lone, and her 
heaving besom, that she was ready to 
•buret out crying.

“ Can't be helped,” the Lefthander 
raid, concisely. “ Engagement wound no, 
end receipts signed and dtlivercd. %We 
are going on our travels—get Monte ready, 
girls. I’ll scon get these aliens things off 
and comeback for her.”

“ Yes, indeed, she shall be ready 1— 
You’re not reaUy going !—She can’t walk ! 
—Tee idea of going!"

This oombintd wail arose from Clare de 
Lune and the Zephyr at the same moment. 
The Lefthander paid- no attention to it, 
and went out of the dressing-room. There
upon the girl* promptly set about getting 
Mouse ready for her expedition. Tula waa 
not difficult. The ohild was accustomed 
to sleep indifferently at public houses or 
nndra the olrcua tent with the young wo
men ; and a email travelling satohel con
taining her few clothes waa lying on 
the sawdust at the head of the old met
tra™. From this Clare do Lone now drew 
ont a neat child's dross, a pair of blaok 
morocco boots, a small felt hat, and other 
articles of Mouse’s wardrobe. She and 
Zephyr then removed the child'» dancing- 
dress and replaced it with that taken from 
the travelling-eitohsL tying her light 
ourle behind with a ribbon, and the strings 
of the hat under the ohln. They then re
treated a few steps end looked at her criti
cally as she leaned upon the old mattress. 
Mouse presented a very attractive appear
ance thus dressed, and resembled a ohild 
just ready to set out after breakfast for 
school—a resemblance which was assisted 
by the satohel lying beside her. After 
contemplating her with admiring eyes for 
a short while, Clare de Lune and the Zephyr 
rushed at her, buret into sobs, and covered 
her with kisses. In the midst of this the 
Lefthander re-appeared. He had dis
carded' his stockinet and velvet, and wore 
a plain brown oitlsen'a suit, in whloh it 
was difficult to reooguixe him. The ath
lete had vanished, and the citizen had 
taken hie plaoe.

“Come on, Mignon,” he said, "we 
are bnreing daylight. It’s time to go.”

Thereupon new walla arose, and new 
sobs and klraes,

“ Don’t take Moose away, Lefthander 1" 
“ How oan we do without yen and 

Mouse ?”
“Needs must, girls,” the Lefthander 

said ; “ who knows ? we might meet again 
some of these days. But nobody ever 
knows about that You are good girls—” 

He went up to them end put his arms 
around them and kissed them.

“ Good-bye !” he said. “ You don’t 
wear long frooki, and they’re out low in 
the neck, but there’s something under 
them that fine ladies don’t always have—a 
heart. ”

He took the satchel, end then lifted 
Moose in hla arma. Clare de Lone came 
and kissed her, crying, and then fixed her 
eyas on the Lefthander.

“ I thought you would not leave me," 
she raid in a lew voice, sobbing.

“It is hardest of âU^” said the Left
hander in the same tone ; “ but remember 
whet I said. You are a good girl now— 
be a good girl still. Then some day—that 
will arrange Itself.”

He touched the oheA of Clare de Lone 
with his lipe and went out of the tent, 
leaving the girl covering her face and sob
bing.

When Manager Brownson woke en the 
next morning me head felt exceedingly un
comfortable, but far greeter was hia mental 
depression at certain intelligence which 
wee promptly conveyed to him. The Left
hander, Gentlemen Joe, Harry, and Mouse 
had all vanished ; at one fell swoop he had 
been deprived of the pride end glory of 
the Unrivalled Combination—its athlete, 
its Mg, Merrymso, ils tight-rope attrac
tion, and one of it* best acrobat*. Manager 
Brownson groaned ; not even Hz morning 
bitten revived hia spirit».

By sunrise the tente were struck, and 
the Unrivalled Combination of Attractions 
disappeared from Piedmont for parts un-

(To be Continued.)

The Vandalia (Ind.) Railroad Company 
Is sued for $10,000 damages fay a wo 
who, though she had bought » sleepin; 
ticket, oonld not got » berth. She cl 
that a night of travel in an ordinary pas
senger oar ruined her health.

A Georgia paper gives this description of 
a humming bird’s nest recently brought to 
it» office :—“ It was set upon a limb of a 
tree the seize of a man’s thumb, and coat
ed outside with the mow of an oak, so as 
perfectly to represent a knot. It was 
about the seize of a large hickory nnt, an 
inch high, and constructed of cotton and 
hair. It contained two little white egge 
about the size of a common snap-bean.”

The Bar. George B. Young, pastor of the 
Bay Methodist Episcopal church, Indian
apolis, wrote to Brother Patterson si fol
lows “If you still keep oomfng to 
church, and continue your quarrelling, you 
will have to experience a process—namely, 
tar and feathers.” Brother Patterson 
called a meeting to consider the matter, 
and before It waa over the two men had a 
violent fight with chairs,

Twenty years ago the steamer Arabian 
sank in the Missouri Hiver with 600 bar
rels of whiskey on board. The current of 
the river went on changing, and now the 
place where the steamer sank is dry land, 
and the forgotten wreck is buried forty 
feet deep in the ssni. The other day the 
maq who owns the place pqt down a pump, 
and the first liquid he found wss whiskey 
In one of the 600 buried barrels. For a 
while after he had tasted the vein his pipe 
had struck, land in the vicinity was held at 
$475,000 an serf ; but by and by some one 
remembered about the old wreck and the 
price fell. A trustworthy and constant 
vein of twenty-year-old whiskey on any 
Missouri farm has a tendency to increase 
the demand for it rapidly.

There is every reason to expect a greet 
yield "of fruit in the middle state* this 
season. On both sides of the Hudson river, 
for 30 miles above Cornwall, the crop will 
exceed that of any previous season by one- 
third. The yield of peaohes promises to 
be fully one-fourth larger than ever before. 
During the past three yean the culture of 
peaches along the valley of the Hudson, 
particularly in the southern portion of 
Ulster oounty, N.Y., has assumed vast 
proportions. Over 5,000,000 pesoh trees 
neve been planted in Marlboro, Highland, 
PlattekiU, Milton, Eeopns, Modena, Lat- 
tintown and'Cornwall within four years. 
The apple orchards of Dutchess, Ulster, 
Delaware, Green, Grange and Columbia 
oountiw will yield a full crop.

A very fashionable lady who fairly dotes 
on her children and ia very particular 
about their toilets, had a narrow escape last 
Sunday from losing one of her darlings. 
It was leaning ont of a third-story window 
when it lost its balance, and in a moment 
more It would have been dashed to pieces on 
the crowded pavement below. Fortunately 
the mother seized it just as it was disap
pearing over the window-sill. Clasping 
the saved cherub to her breathless breast, 
the fond mother exclaimed, as tears of gra
titude flowed from her uplifted eyes, “If that 
ohild had fallen Into the street with that 
dirty dress on, 1 would never, never have 
forgiven myself.” And she proceeded to 
dress it up, so that, come what might, the 
family would not be disgraced.

State street, lined on either aide by bar
rooms, dance halls, gambling deni, variety 
shows, and frequented by hardened sinners 
from every country, is tne most prominent 
thoroughfare in L»adville, Col. In the 
gambling dens, on each side of the room, 
stand tables devoted principally to faro, 
and at every turn of the cards are heard 
boisterous ourses and the vilest blasphe
mies. It is not an uncommon right to see 
men who have staked and lost their lut 
cent commit suicide by poison or pistol, 
end drop in their seats or tracks around 
the boards. In such casse the games con
tinue with their usual clockwork regu
larity, the dead bodies bring summarily 
bustled off the scenes by the well-armed 
staff of the establishment. Gambling ia 
the leading amusement of the town, which 
is increasing 150 settlers per day.

Peter Grub sold his share in an iron mine 
at Cornwall, Pa ,. reserving the right to 
enter upon the premises forever and take 
therefrom sufficient ore for the supply of 
one furnace. That was almost a hundred 
years ago, when iron ore was smelted in a 
somewhat crude fashion, and the average 
yield of a furnace was 1,600 tons a year. 
That was about the amount taken by Mr. 
Grub annually daring his lifetime. Bat 
the process has been vastly improved since 
then, and now a furnace turns out as muoh 
In a single month. The question arose, of 
course, whether the heirs of Grub were 
entitled to as muoh ore as would supply 
an eighteenth of a nineteenth century fur
nace. A lawsuit has been in the courts 
for twenty-four years, employing some of 
the ablest lawyers in the State. The 
Supreme Court has just decided, on appeal, 
that ore oan be taken In sufficient quantity 
to supply a furnace of the present time.

Tbe Gunnison Newt is responsible for 
the following story : “ Several years ego a 
man who had lost everything but his dog io 
stock speculations in New York, oame 
West, accompanied by the dog, of courte. 
After running around in this State for 
awhile, he finally pitched his tent near 
where Lead ville now stands. * Inexorable 
fete ’—and the dog still pursued him. 
Owing to the high altitude, perhaps, and 
the meagrenew of hie .fare, poor Tray had 
to snooumb, and the sorrowing owner con
signed the body of hia faithful friend to 
mother earth, marking the spot with 
■take driven deep into the sou. Yeai 
rolled by, bringing at leet the greet car
bonate excitement of Lead ville. The un
fortunate man bethought Mm of the lonely 
sepulchre of poor old Trav in the far away 
carbonate deposits of Colorado. He came 
back and found the ‘ stake,’ which pros
pectors had respected as marking a ‘claim,’ 
and now spends his time at first-elate 
hotels drinking mint-juleps.”

A writer in Chicago says “I meet the 
directory canvasser in my rounds, and 
occasionally pluck a few Interesting secrets 
ont of him, A weary, way-worn wan
derer he ia at best, bat this year he ia full 
of unspeakable trouble. ‘It’a tough work,’ 
he remarked, swabbing the perspiration 
from hia brow, ■ tough, tough work to get 
people to give up.’ ‘Give up what ? ’ I 
raid. ‘Give up anything,’ said he ; ‘why, 
do yon know there are whole rows of good 
families that try in every way to dodge 
away from ua, and when they oan’t dodge 
ns theyge to the company and almost go 
on their knees to have their addresses 
kept ont ’ * What’s the object?’ quoth I.
' Blest if I knew,’ said he, ‘ but I can tell 
you I have jnat been offered, right here on 
Ohio street, by a lady, a $10 bill to keep 
her husband’s address out of the directory. 
Maybe the husband’s in debt, or they’re 
afraid of their granger oouains swarming 
in upon them at the conventions. Don't 
know, of course, all the reasons, but I 
know it'a like drawing eye-teeth to get a 
name ont of ’em. They make me feel like 
a psreonal-tax man. I’ve got to fish np 
neighbour! all the time, and poke into 
family secrets like a detective.”

The Greatest Blessiez.
A simple, pure, harmless remedy, that 

cures every tune, end prevents disease by 
keeping the blood pure, stomach regular, 
kidneys and liver active, Is the greatest 
blessing ever conferred upon man. Hop 
hitters is that remedy, end its proprietors 
are being Mewed by thousands who have 
been raved and cured by it. WiU you try 
It ? See other oolumn.

humorous.

The thrush In the thicket is Eerier 
Bn lark la abroad on the le^*’ 

tod O'* the garden-gate winging 
A maiden is welting 1er me.

®>s will well till she's Vcàrr Pm thfatr*.

And Sigh for the^l£ïïïh.t3."e bUnklet’

toe her father Is watchful and wary,
A very ill tempered old churl 

And Pm not the sort of canary 
To be kicked for the love of a girl.

The naked truth—A bear story. 
Handsome feathers make gay girls. 
What does the pupil of the eye stu ly ; 
Forced politeness—Bowing to necessity. 
The pnpfl of the eye has to be lashed. 

^To have the goat is to have the “ swell”

work? ***” b*rber h“ be8°n hle summer’s

The backers of Courtney had their wal.
lets sawed.

Some fiction is 
novelty of it.

written just for the

AU watering-places depend upon s float. 
Ing population.

Did yon ever see a pretty girl with s 
neat waist basque it ?

A serious step—Out of a second-story 
window to the ground below.

The man who exploded with laughter 
probably didn’t know it was loaded.

The true woman question—“ Why did 
you stay out tiU this unseemly hour ?”

Mr. Courtney’s new rowing apparatus 
has gone to meet Edison’s electric light.

Jones says he need to have red cheeks, 
but had a bad cold some years ago, when 
he blew all the colour into hia nose.

The Mule Puzzle.—Draw a circle fifteen 
feet in diameter, plaoe a mule in the centre 
and walk around him without getting ont 
of the circle.

“ The book to read,” says Dr. MoCosh. 
“ ia not the one which thinks for you, but 
the one which makes you think. ” A bank 
book, for instance.

The plump, nioe-looking spring chickens 
that are allowed to roam about the lawns 
in the vioinity of seaside hotels are merely 
walking advertisements. They are not in- 
tended for table nee.

Father (who ia always trying to teach his 
eon how to act while at the table)—Well, 
John, yon see that when I have finished 
eating I always leave the table. John— 
Yea, air, end that is about all you do leave.

The latest from the logic class :—Pro. 
f essor—“ Mira C., give me an example of a 
true çonclusion drawn from twe false 
premises.” Miss C.—“Logic is an easy 
study ; that’s false. I don't like easy 
studies ; that's false. I don’t like logic ; 
that’s true.” Class is dismissed.

A new and fascinating amusement has 
been introduced in Chicago by small chil
dren whose parents live at hotels. It con. 
lists in scattering the blocks mod in build, 
ing play-houses along the stairs leading 
from the upper floors of the hotel. The 
game ia for the boarders to get down stairs 
«dive.

Professor to classical student—“You ask 
if Atlas supported the world, what sup. 
ported Atlas ? The question, dear air, has 
often been asked, but never, so far as I am 
aware, satisfactorily anéwertd. I have 
always been of the opinion that Atlas must 
have married a rich wife) and got hit sup. 
port from her father.”

A yonng pastor who has recently had • 
son born to him notifies a brother pastor is 
follows :—“ Unto ns a child is bom ; unto 
us a child la given.—Is 9 ; 6.” It was 
written on a post card. The receiver 
showed the message to a sister in his church, 
“ Ah, yea,” said the woman after reading 
It, “ it weighed nine pounds six ounces, 
—How dear to my heart le the school I attended 

And how I remember eo distant and dim,
That red-beaded.Bill and the pin that I bended 

And carefully pet on the bench under him !
And how 1 recall the surprise ot the master,

When Bill gave a yell and sprang up with the 
pin

So high that his bullet-head busted the plaster 
Above, and the scholars all eet up a grin.

That active boy Billy, that high-leaping Billy ! 
That loud-shouting Billy that sit on a pin !

\ —American Qucen‘

Cut This II Ear Save Tear Life.
There is no person living but whet suffers 

more or lew with Long Disease, Coughs, 
Colds or Consumption, yet some would 
rather die than pay 76 cents for » bottle of 
medicine that would cure them. Dr. A. 
Boeohee’e German Syrup has lately been 
introduoed in this country from Germany, 
and it wondrous cures astonishes every 
one that try It If you doubt what we ray 
in print, out this out and take it to yonr 
Druggist and get » sample bottle for 10 
oents end try it, or » regular size for 75 

it*. 419 sow ■

THR NEW CENSUS.

Seme L'aed rial Inlermaften Regarding 
Next Year’s Count.

Under the new law the census man has 
a legal right to ask about five hundred 
questions, but there is such a thing aa a 
census man going too far. It is well 
enough for defenceless families to know 
where the line is drawn.

No census man has a right to dispute a 
woman when ahe gives her age. Under 
the law he can elevate hia eyebrows and 
exclaim :—"Did you ever?” when a 
female supposed to be 45 returns her age 
at 32, but he muet stop right there. He 
may wonder to himself where on earth all 
the grandmothers of this country have 
suddenly slipped to, bat he mustn’t won
der to yonr

No census man has a legal right to ask 
a woman if she ia living with her first, 
second or third husband, or whether the 
quarrels more with the third th»n with 
the first. The law supposes every family 
to be living in pesos and harmony, and the 
Government never takes any notice of a 
family row brought on by the hired girl 
being kieeed in the dark.

Under the law, no census-taker has any 
right to ask a wife how many evenings in 
a week her husband ia out after 11 o'clock, 
or what is the subject of her remarks when 
he slips In at the side door.

The law does not ejoecify that the census 
man shell ask a wife if she couldn’t have 
done better by waiting for a second offer. 
This information la supposed to be cheer
fully volunteered, end is marked with a 
Mg red “ X,” to signify the official’s be- 
lief that if she hadn't accepted the offer 
she did ahe would have died an old maid.

A baby with the measles counts just ss 
muoh in lew as one galloping around bare
footed in the front door-yard. The law 
requires the census-taker to remark that 
your baby la the handsomest one in the 
ward. If he neglects to do so, he should 
be called baok.

For tl|e benefit of wives who do their 
own housework and are ashamed to have 
it known, blanks are furnished with a 
heading which reads : “ Is generally in 
the habit of keeping four servants, but has 
just given her help a vacation."

Oxford is to have » professorship of 
erchæology.

Miss Wilson is a Delaware heiress and 
beauty. She fell in love with a Arm hand, 
because she deemed him hertvc ; bnt when 
they eloped, and he ran sway from her 
across the fields at the approach of her pur
suing father, she oonsluded that she had 
overrated him, and went baok home con
tentedly.

John and George Bond, brothers, fell in 
love with Mira Whitney, the daughter of 
their landlady, at Denver. She cared very 
little for either, bnt encouraged both, and 
they became jealous of one another. 
George lost his position as clerk In a store, 
and had time to stay in the house with the 
girL John Immediately abandoned work, 
so aa to keep even with hia rival. They 
courted Mira Whitney, she testified, about 
sixteen hours, a day. Then she jilted 
them, and engaged herself to marry Mr. 
Smith. The brothers promptly combined 
to whih Mr. Smith half to death, and that 
was what made the matter pablic In » 
police court.

The demand for the “ Myrtle Navy” 
tobaooe 1» still on the increase, and from 
every quarter the firm who make it ere re- 
reiving unsolicited testimony of its growth 
in public favour. A gentleman from one 
of thq mining Inlands of lake Huron 
writes, “ Yonr ‘Myrtle Navy’ ia an in
valuable solace to the loneliness of the 
miner’s life. I don’t know how our men 
oonld get along without It. II their stock 
ran out they would risk swimming to the 
mainland to replenish it, heedless of dan
ger, and I believe they would areas the ice 
In winter on the seme errand If It wss not 
more than A inch thick. No other tobacco 
will satisfy them?”

AGRICULTURE
TO KILL DANDELIONS.

Sir,—I* there *uy way by * 
may get rid of dandelions upon a 1 
where they are spreading r»]5dly r~
atroying tne grass ?

MORNINGTOJ
Millbenk, May 25, 18S9.
(If any of our su boon bers has been I 

oestful in eradicating these pests, we | 
Be happy to hear of his method. J

“ENSILAGE.”
ARTICLE NUMBER II.

For the first article, see Weekly Mali 
April 20th. “

About two months after my last lnl 
view with Sylvester Idlenot, when il 
vised him to try E railage, I saw him cf 
log np the walk to my house As he oJ 
zd the office door I said, “ Good mornj 
Sylvester. Take a chair. How are 
and the boys ?”

•‘ All well, God bless ’em, I thank ;
I proceeded to finish the advice I 
Sylvester last March. “ Sylvester,1 
•aid, “ yon are keeping yonr cows on i" 
All right; continue to feed the rye 
them until the first of June, and then I 
them into the pasture. By that time 1 
will be plenty of feed which will 
them till fall, with the help of a 
grain. In fact, keep them as you w<j 
If yon were not trying the ensilage ays 
Finish yonr silos. When yon have tl| 
filled with the corn ensilage, put a " 
sin the other side of the barn, and in alj 
a month buy thirteen more cows and 
them In the barn, turning them ont ed 
day an hour or two in the yard to exerd 
Feed the ensilage to them twice a <j 
about a bushel (25 or 30 lbs.) to a ff 
The two silos will hold about four ] 
died tens ; that with the rye ensilage 
be sufficient to keep fifty cows the 
through, if you give to each cow, in i 
tion to the ensilage, about four pound 

- bran or cotton seed meal daily while i "
In milk.”

- “ Bat, doctimr, won't the cows 
sheep get tired of the ensilage and neel 
change sometimes ?” asked Sylvester.

“ I don’t eee that there will be any i 
of a change. ” I replied. “ I have fed a 
upon it exclusively for several months, j 
they likq it better and eat it with grea 
avidity than ever. It is almost the aa 
as fresh pasture grass when bran or cotl 
seed meal is fed with it, and is certain!;] 
good as fresh pasture where the cattle 
eat their-fiil without labour. When the 
plenty of food in the pastures no 
dreams of offering a change to stock.
Will have bnt twenty-eight co ws, and 
is all I advise you keep ; but as you 1 
the feed for twenty-two more, you 
build a shed on the south side of the 
twenty-four feet wide and forty-seven i 
long ; fence in a yard of about oce-quai 
of an acre of that high, dry ridge east i 
south of yonr silos, and buy one bund 
breeding ewes, common merinos, such aJ 
bought last fall, only you need 
bother about their breeding. If they 
grades they will answer just as wl 
As I am advising you what to do,l 
will let you take two of my Cotew] 
bucks to pui with them. If they 
out well you can pay me for 
use of them whet you think | 
right. Now yon wfij want to 
six good brood sews (any large breed), i 
a pure Berkshire boar to nse on the 
You oan keep the twenty-eight cows, ’ 
one hundred sheep, snd the seven ho_ 
the ensilage which you will raise on thd 
acres. If the contractor tries to beat da 
the price of milk, yon can make butter! 
have the skimmed milk to feed to the pfl 
If yonr sows each give 2,000 quartsT 
milk per year, you can make two hand] 

. pounds at least of butter. The i kirn i 
the run of the five acre orchard (] 
mast ring the hogs when yon tarn 1 
out to pasture), and ensilage in 
winter, will make at least 500 
of pork to each cow. This will _ 
yon $20 for butter if you have” 
sell it at ten cents per pound. 5C0 lbs. ) 
at three cents per pound is $15. Yon * 
also raise a fine calf worth at least 
when one year old. This gives yon 
each cow $45, or $1,260 for the 28 he 
Your 100 sheep will shear you seven i 
of wool on an average (my merinoee ah] 
between 9 and 10 pounds), worth at ] 
30 cents per pound, $2.10 a head, or Sd 
on the whole flock. Then yon will rati 
by the nee of Cota weld books, 90 lambsl 
least, which will be worth when fo[ 
months old, »t least $4 per heed ; this! 
$360 more. Now let ns see—yonr lnoon 
will be aa jollows :—
For batter, 6,6"0 lbs, st 10.......... t 660 00
For pe*. 14,000 lbs, »t S----------- 420 C0
28 yearlings, at tio a piece.........  280 00
ÎOO lbs wool, at 30.......................... 210 00
90 lambs (Cotewoli Merinos) at il 360 00

Total___________________$1,830 00
“ Yon must in the future as in the 

make the sales of fruit, eggs, poultr 
vegetables pay the butcher's and gi 
Mils, so that there will be to come 
the $1,830 the following items of exp
Interest on farm, value.............85,000 00
Interest on stock and deprecia

tion on farming tools, value.. 1,600 00 
Interest on 13 additional cows, X

value............................... ......... 520 00 i
-Do onlOOebeep......................... 400 00 !
Do. on stock ot manure bought 325 03 f

-Do. on Silos, cash paid out___  — “
Do. on sheep shed............. .

300 00 |
160 ooy

Total investment.................-88,195 00
Wages an I board of one hired man 6

months, at 825................................... ...
Repairs on buildings and fences.................
Taxes and insurance ..................................
Bran and cotton seed meal, 4 lbs daily to

each cow when In milk ........................
Grain for sheep and horses ........................

Total expense ...._........................ 81
“ This leaves you and Mary $558 I
“ Fhat ! five hundred and fifty-eigl 

lan and thirty oints ! besides in thru 
•11 expiasse is it !' ” asked Sylvester, 
had been watching me closely, “a 
thanks to the conthractor—wid butt 
tin cinta a pound, and pork at three i 
pound, wool at thirty oints a poun 
Cots wold, Merrlny lambs at four < 
•piece ! Sure, that is too low fc 
lambs anyway. Your lambs, dootl 
the same kind weighed over 100 p 
•Mere when only five months old 
Aye moind, I helped ye to weigh 
myself."

“That’s so,” I replied, “they w 
worth from five to seven dollars esc 
will tile batter be worth more thi 
cent* a pound, and the pork be worth 
than three oents a pound. I have pi 
Prices low In order to show you whi 
be done by the system of Ensilage. 
Sylvester, you and Mary take hold o 
** you do of everything yon under 
and my word for it you will thin 
have found the real ‘ Philosopher’s ■ 
After you have tried it one year, sh< 
your account. If it is not better the 
year. I’ll pay the difference ont of m 
Pocket."

“ Ye’ll not be called upon to d( 
doothur," aaid Sylvester ; “ and ye a 
pind upon Mary and me and the 1 
thry."—John if. Bailey in the 1 
thusette Ploughman.

ENSILAGE AND SILOS.
A VISIT TO WINNING FARM.

The Editor of the New England Fai 
•ays: On no one subject have we reoeiv 
®° many letters of inquiry, during the ] 
tew weeks, from readers, as upon 
•omewhat new method of preserving ci 
food in tUos or pits, the material 
•a^ed being called enaiisgs.

Mr. Francis Morris, of “ 0» 
“•nor,” Howard Co., Maryland, on 
ffrewi corn fodder In silos. In the 
fo<6, and has continued the pn 
through subsequent yeais with much i 
laotien. The first fanner to make the i 
périment In New England, so far 
*n°w, was Dr. J. M. Bailey, of ‘ 

Billerica, Man., whose 
vers t° the press have caused such a i 
toobon in agricultural circles during i 

weeks. A few days since 
vuited the farm, prepared to make i 

a as circumstances would i"
- already read ao many i

statement! raede by


