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FIRESIDE BEADING. 
I*n«l a H«ipieg BUmd, My Bro t i ter . 

BTMRg. EMILY TH0BNT0X. 
nd a helping hand, my brother, 
nster, cheer the saddened one. 
rth is full of sorrow's children, 

*>d has plenty to be done, 
as placed thee here for something, 

<•"*• »jotne great purpose to be wrought; 
« thou do6t not lose thy crowning 
When rewaids cannot be bought. 

d acts hurt thee very little, 
md words cost thee even less; 
•*3 of water gladly given, 

d will surely mark and bless, 
d is strewn with rough, dark places, 

itfalls for the young and wild; 
j |„ n , ye to rescue them from danger, 

aide them ae a wayward child. 
iding daily life's stern pathway, 
me discouraged ones we meet, 

•Jtii-g -work to keep off famine' 
p and down the crowded street, 
not spurn these weary plodders, 
urn not from them in disdain; 
d a helping hand, good brother, 
id their thanks most gladly claim. 

*•*»***.* ones, too, we find around us, 
^e^er.&tricken, hollow-eyed; 
•ter, woman's hand can comfort, 
Let thy place be by their side, 
en when death has snatched some neighbor 
eaving vacancy and grief, 

t̂he mourners prove a solace, 
o|the stricken a relief. 
1 ones need arms to bear them; 

iliL d ones need kind hands to guide; 
•me and palsied seek assistance; 
Work is ever at our side. 
<en, lend helping hands, good people, 
"ever shirk work God has given; 
idry not, keep on well doing; 
"by reward shall be in Heaven. 

L,ovr. 

-useliold darling, but four years old, 
y the night is falling dark and cold. 

st!" is the anguished mother's cry, 
h a6hen lip, but tearleES eye. 

er i is gathering now from cot and hall, 
e hill3 iesound with halloo and call, 
eking, for tender Mercy's sake, 
e lost, through wood, and sw amp, and brake. 

*hot rings out on the wintry air— 
•nd that answeis the mother's prayer; 
fer! another! in salvos ring, 
>me in triumph the lost they brinsr. 

j&e-clasped in her father's arms she lies, 
lint and weary, with half-closed eyes. 
Papa! r s e tired!" Now closer pressed, 
e hath fallen asleep on her father's breast. 

"•t! A woman yet young in years, 
>oid in sorrow, and pain, and tears; 

through her trust, and truth, and love; 
<-x! that these should devils prove, 

aSS i ng her down to sin and shame, 
" a blighted life and tainted name, 
oud woman's scorn, man's ribald jest, 
>ck the breaking heart and the aching 

brehdt. 

I" 

ere are none who dck the lost one now, 
hand to soothe the throbbing brow; 
' cold stone step, in the chill right-air 

es half-hid by her golden hair. 
Kile lips mutter—blue eyes are dazed, 

^ o n a brighter world they gazed— 
r Lord, I'm weary—give me thy restli' 
nth fallen asleep on Vie Father1'* heas,l. 

e, Madam, gather your dainty skirt, 
ucontaminate by this human dirt: 
rs was a crimo may no pardon win; 
was love—and love like hers is sin. 
mile and a blush for the profligate— 
thy sibter-woman, scorn and hate: 

,_rai for her as beagles hunt their prey, 
"~1 UL" grave hath hid her shame away. 

"humble shepherd" in silken gowi', 
icok," with supercilious frown, 
e charge the Master bade thee keep 
as. "If thou lovest Me, feed My sheep." 
Magdalen hath perished here, 
h clay-cold cheek and frozen tear, 
le shepard's gate a dead lamb lies, 
ing a Pagan sacrifice. 

~" A. IT. Hone, m Chicago Tribune. 
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Ben. 
Three well dressed men; two about 
d^-le ag/> one close on to three score 
I ten. They were all excited, and as 
meed more closely, it was plain that 

were under the influence of liquor, 
he white-haired old man more un-

—"-ikabiy so than the rest. 
ust let them try it again,'" he roared; 
, et them, i t ' they dare. Coming into 
on's store, and demanding that he 

• up his businesa*-sacrifice the means 
laintainiug for his family. If he 'd 
i there, they'd have gone out consid-
'7 quicker than they did, I 'll wai rent 

or Ben ain't a fellow to be trifled 
I. Nice business now, isn't it? Women 

ind making fools of themselves, pray
er and shouting!" 
••It's a, disgrace to this nation," said his 
ht-hand companion. "The idea that 
I has no redress when his legitimate 
iness is interferred with by a lot ot 

-headed women." 
-Infernal shame," growled No. 3, his 
>od-shot eyes almost refusing to re-
lin open. 
'Next timp, if I 'm round, they won't 
-e the least quarter," continued the 
uken patriarch, " I was a little con-
d, you see, the first t ime; bu t if Ben 

d been there we should have had some 
I don't see where the boy is. He 

't been down all day." 
'e minutes more and the trio weie 

imng, everything unpleasant forgotten, 
en to the meddling crusaders. I t was 
eait aching sight. Three men intox-
•*d—two in the prime of life, probab-
•ithers of families; but the saddest of 
as this old man, whose feet already 

ftd on the boundaries of the other 
>ria. 
" Isn't it dieadful? ' I whispered to a 
eet faced woman who had taken a seat 
my side. 
Yes," she answered, with a sigh. 
-at old man has been in the liquor 

less forty years. His so? succeeded 
.i a short time ago. At the request of 

*e of his children, a beautiful young 
•1, I went with some ladies to his 
>ce this morning. T h e , oaths with 
ich that old man drove us from the 
blishment ring in my ears yet. I t 

3 to me that nothing but demons 
ilu. use the language they did." 
w moment more and the car had stopped 
the midst of a crowd of men and boys 
"way blocked on all sides. The men 

site roused from their maudlin slum-
and looked stupidly about them. 
is always just so on this line,' ' 
ed the oldest of the group. ' 'I 've 

•led on this road fifteen years and I 
went a trip yet that we dida t get 

^ e d . " 

"O, they were both drunk," answered 
the policeman. Got to quarreling, and 
this poor fellow has got the worst of it ." 

Jus t here the dying n n n ' s face was 
lifted, and the blood almost froze in my 
veins as a shriek from the old man rang 
out sharp and clear. 

" Oh, my God, i t is Ben !•" 
The scene which followed passes de

scription. Before the car stopped with 
its burden, the spirit had fluttered quite 
away. 

" Five'cbildren left orphans,"\whispered 
my companion, tears running down her 
face. "F ive children." 

—%^m- — 

Famous Wetlditiga an Brides. 

History and tradition have handed 
down to us wonderful accounts of the 
magnificent ceremonials and gorgeous 
raiment which have singalized the wed
dings of bygone days, though some of the 
high-born dames of old have stood at 
the alar simply apparelled. When Louis 
XI I I . married Annie of Au«tria, her robe 
was white satin and her hair was simply 
dressed, without crown or wrreath. Isa
bella of Portugal, as the bride of the 
Duke of Burgundy, wore a dress of splen
did embroidery, a stomacher of ermine, 
t ight sleeves, a cloak broidered with 
ermine falling from her shoulders to the 
ground: but she had no ornaments and 
her head-dress was white muslin. When 
Ann of France, finding the Archduke 
Maximilian tarry in his wooing, gave her
self and her dominions to Charles VII I . , 
she appeared at the imposing ceremonial 
of her marriaee in a robe uf cloth of gold, 
with designs in raised embroidery upon 
it and embroidered with priceless sable. 

James I . nearly mined himself in order 
to celebrate the marriage of his daught
er, the Princess Elizabeth; great and de
termined was the opposition shown by his 
subjects to the marriage tax he raised to 
detray the £ . J 3 , 9 2 4 it cost. The ceremony 
took place at Whitehall with so much 
pomp that it has formed the precedent 
for all other royal weddings in England 
which have followed. The train of the 
bride's dress, which was silver cloth, cost 
£130. Her hair floated on ber shoulders, 
intermixed with pearls and diamonds, 
and a crown of gold was on her head, 
Perhaps, however, the marriage of Henry 
I . with Matilda of Scotland carries off the 
palm so far as outward splendor is con
cerned. Bishop Anselm performed the 
ceremony in the presence of all the beau
ty and chivalry of the realm. The mar
riage of Henry I , in Canterbury Cathe
dral, was little less magnificent. 

Margaret Tudor,when married*to[James 
of Scotland, stood proudly at the altar as 
her noble lineage warranted, a crown on 
her head, her hair hanging bepeath it cov 
ered only by a ca^ of gold, and with pearl 
about her neck. The ill-fated union ot 
Philip and Mary was solemnized at Win
chester Cathedral, as befitted the sover
eigns of two great countries. Charles I . 
was married by proxy at Notre Dame. 
George I I I . signalized his marriage with 
Queen Chailotte, which took place at St. 
James Chapel Royal, by abolishing many 
of the practices which then held good, 
but which weie opposed to modern taste 
and feeling. St. James Chapel Royal has 
been the scene of more royal marriages 
in modern days than peihaps any other 
modern edifice, though it is cramped and 
small. Queen Anne and William IV. 
were wedded here, and here, George IV. 
was married at ten o'clock at night. 
Queen Victoria was married at the Fame 
place on the 10th of February, 1840.—N. 
Y. Graphic. 

keeps his "accounts with God and man 
duly squared up ," is sure, barring acci
dents , to spin out his life to the ' longes t 
l imit which i t is possible to attain; while 
he who lives intensely, who feeds on high 
seasoned food, whether material or men
tal, fatigues his body or brain by too 
hard labor, seeks continual excitement, 
gives loose rein to his passions, frets at 
every trouble, and enjoys little repose, is 
burning, the candle at both endt,, and is 
sure to shorten his days. 

. - « • 
SEPARATION. ., ' ^ 

A wall grew up between the two, 
A strong, thick wall, through all unseen; 

None knew when the first stones were laid. 
Nor how the wall was built, I ween-

And so there lives were quite apart, 
Although I hey shared one hoard, one bed; 

A careless eye saw nought amiss, 
Yet each was to the other dead. 

He, much absorbed in work and gain, 
Grew soon unmindful of his loss, , 

A hard indifference worse than hate 
Changed love's fine gold to worthless dross. 

She suffered tortures all untold; 
Too proud to mourn, too strong to die; 

The wall pressed heavy on her heart, 
Her white face showed her misery. 

Such walls are growing day by day, 
'Twixt man and wife, twixt friend and friend; 

Would they could know, who lightly build, 
How sad and bitter is the end. j 

A careless word an unkind thought, 
A slight neglect, a taunting tone, 

Such things as these, before we know, 
Have laid the wall's foundation stone. 

—Frances L. Gardner, in Sprinqfiel(t(Mas8.) Re
publican. 

A DANGEROUS EXPERIMENT. 

'Nor nobody else, I guess,'* responded 
e of his campanions. 
lA man shot," said tho conductor, in 
lanation. 
They are bringing him in here," said 

neighbor, with a shudder. "The 
->ts of a drunken brawl, I suppose," 

rake room for him on this side, if 
-*~oible," commanded a policeman, sup-
t t ing, almost carrying, the senseless 
m of a man. 

low in thunder did it happen?" in-
id one of the tliree opposite, ns ing to 
-> room. 

A New " Whisky-Punch." 
[Philadelphia Times.J 

The compounders of cocktails at the Con
tinental have been kept busy during the past 
week explaining the use of a neat-looking 
black-walnut case in the centre of the bar, 
with little silver circles containing the fig
ures 10, 15, 20, 25, 30, 40, 50, 75, 100, and 
200, below each of which is a small drawer. 
This drawer contains pasteboard cards, with 
a number corresponding to the circle above. 
When a customer calls for a glass of ale the 
ten-cent drawer is pulled out and a card with 
that amount is handed to the imbiber, who 
passes over the cash and the ticket, both of 
which are deposited in the cash drawer. 
Meanwhila the action of opening the 
drawer causes a similar caid to drop into a 
locked receptacle below, the key of which is 
in the possession of the proprietors of the 
hotel. When the cash account is made up 
in the morning, the amount bf money in the 
cash drawer must equal the total amount of 
tickets in the "punch" receptacle. The ma
chine is very ingenious in its workings, and 
is an effectual preventive against bartenders 
"knocking down." One of the genial man
ipulators of glasses remarked, yesterday: 
"This thing beats the Virginia and street-car 
bell punches, and," laughingly, "it also 
'beats' the bartender, as there is no 'knock
ing down' with this new-fangled thing. One 
thing, it stops the professionals who come in 
for their morning cocktail and take us to one 
side to mysteriously whisper, 'Put it down 
on the slate; I'll pay another time.' Ail 
we have to do is to point to the machine. 
That stops that business, you know. A 
number of amusing instances have occurred 
since the register has been in use. A travel
er called a few nights ago, and while par
taking of his drink I pulled the 15-cent 
drawer, when he shouted, 'Don't ring for a 
porter; I don't want to go to bed yet." An
other asked where the cashier's desk was af
ter receiving his bit of pasteboard. It also 
saves us a vast amount of trouble with im
pecunious young men about town, who 
have been in the habit of requesting 
credit. They know that if the cash is not 
forthcoming after receiving a drink we are 
held responsible for the amount. It will regis 
ter as high as you wish, from 10 cents up, 
nothing below that figure, as there are no 
five-cent drinks sold here." The invention 
was manufactured by the New York register
ing company, and is the first introduced in
to that city. One old bartender said that 
"the boys will have to give up wearing fine 
clothes, gold watches and chains, etc., as 
this infernal new-fangled machine will break 
up all 'funny' business with the drawer. No 
more carriage rides to the park on Sunday 
and summer visits to the water places. Oh! 
for the good old times! They will soon be 
gone, but the boys will 'get in their work' 
before the call of the turn. What will you 
have, sir?" said he, as the reporter went out 
of the door, in a quandry as to the meaning 
of all his remarks. 

Excitement gad Short life. 
The deadliest foe to a man's longevity 

is an unnatural excitement. Everv man 
is born with a certain stock of vitality, 
which cannot be increased, but which 
may be husbanded or expended rapidly, 
as he deems best. He who avoids stimu
lants, takes light exercise, never overtasks 
himself, feeds'his mind and heart on no 
exciting material, has no debilitating 
pleasures, lets nothing ruffle his temper, 

They rode through the town in fine 
style, with prancing horses, bright trap
pings and jingling harness; the chariots 
were one blaze of gilt and gorgeous pain
tings, the band discoursed melodious 
strains, and the three elephants marched 
stately strides midway of the procession. 
First and foremost, Mr. Midriff himself, 
blear-eyed, reund shouldered and well 
dressed' rode in a Roman chariot driven 
by a bare-legged youth m a blue tunic 
and dilapidated sandals, and distributed 
bills among the gasping crowed. Mr. 
Midriff, without seeming to notice any
thing in particular, took very keen and 
especial note of all things; and par
ticularly of the first two couple imme-
daitely following him; who led the long 
t iain of equestrains. These two were 
Mile. Zerlina and Mile. Leo, with their 
respective escorts. 

Mile. Zerlina came first upon her black 
horse; a coarse-featured woman, possess
ing nevertheless a sort of flesh and blood 
beauty quite popular with her audiences: 
red cheeks, black eyes and hair, well set 
off by her picturesque Moorish habit. A 
woman of coarse nature, that showed itself 
through the thin varnish of superficial* 
courtesy. By her side, Midriff's partner, 
the ring-master, made a good figure; he 
was a splendid horseman—and that was 
the sum total of his accomplishments. 
Mile. Leo, who followed upon a large gray 
horse, was slender and willowy oi form, 
with large hazel eyes, and hair the color 
of the chesnut-down. She was rather pale 
and wore just now an expression at once 
listless and discontented; she rode with 
downcast eyes, hardly glancing at the 
crowded streets; answering in monosylla
bles the occasional remaiks of her com 
panion. This was a rather thick-set young 
man, with short, sandy hair, who watched 
her furtively. 

There came, of a sudden, a child's cry; 
a woman's shriek. A three years old boy 
escaped fioni his mother and ran laugh
ing before the horses. Mile Zerlina's 
black laid the poor thing flat with one 
piancing hoof; and was reined up by his 
frightened rider, seized by the ring-mast
er, sworn at by Mr. Midriff who jumped 
from his chariot and was in time to catch 
up the child. The mother fainted, the 
boy—bruised a trifle—screamed lustily; 
a sudden confused stop took place among 
the equestrians. Mile. Leo raised her 
large eyes with a sort of languid impa
tience, dropped them again, and brushed 
a fly from he horses mane. 

" Can't you look brighter?" said Mr. 
Midriff in an angry tone to her, as he 
made it in his way to pause beside her. 
" A body would think you was dead and 
goin' to be buried." 

"I wish I was," answered the girl, with 
a glance of cool contempt. Looking up 
a moment after, to meet his angry eyes 
as he got into his chariot, she recollected 
the threat of horsewhipping that Mr. 
Midriff was fond of hanging over the 
heads of unruly girls—no idle threat, 
either. She turned, therefore, to her 
companion, and made an effort to become 
interested in his remarks; but not suc
ceeding—for the young man was rather 
coarse and very illiterate—gave wav again 
to the old listless abstraction. 

Mile. Leo, whose real name was Leo-
nie Mitchell, was grown, in fact, heartily 
tired of the whole business. Trained to 
it from a child, a skillful horsewoman 
and, danseuse, she had, nevertheless, a 
kind of hatred tor the ring. She hated 
the riders, the other girls, the loose mor
ality, the questionable associations; the 
very applause that the people showered 
so lavishly upon her. She had not much 
education; but was by nature refined; she 
had quick perceptions, keen intentions. 

She was generally supposed to be Mr. 
Midriffs niece; but of late years, she had 
come to know better. Father or another 
she had never known; but she surely 
came of a stock that had no sympathy 
with the low and vile. Some of the girls 
were well enough. Others—notably Mile. 
Zerlina—embittered her life by their 
loose morality, openly promulgated, con
stant sneers and covertj envy. And now 
Mr. Midriff wanted her to marry Tom 
Alden. This was the sandy-haired young 
man, her escort. She rebelled here: she 
had formerly yielded mechanical obedi
ence to the tyrant of the circus; but al
ways with a secret, strong presentment of 
final release, some day, from the life, and 
from him. Now to riVet stronger her fet
ters, to marry into a hopeless survitude, 
to bargain herself, body* and soul, to a 
life of dancing, leaping through crowded 
arenas on horses' backs—this was w r a t 
Mr. Midriff wanted. Oh, he was a keen 
man. 

He read perfectly her growing distaste 
for the circus, that was certa'n sooner or 
later to break out into open rebellion. 
He was not at all sure in his own mind of 
his ultimate triumph in a contest with her. 
And he wanted to be sure. Mille. Leo, 
with her rather attractive face, her ease 
and grace, was certain to out-shine a score 
of Zerlinas. Tom Alden was a blind and 
faithful ally of his: he would never rise 

above a circus: he wanted, therefore, to 
attach her to Tom Alden, who was head 
and ears in love, and never had any scru
ples of conscience. 

I n the street, and jus t in hearing of Mr. 
Midriff's remark, stood a tall, broad-
shouldred young fellow with black hair, 
bronzed frank face, and the general air— 
albeit well-dressed—of a countryman. 
Unlearned though he might be in the 
ways of the world, he seemed yet a strong-
hearted,* honest, reliable man, and elanced 
with interested sympathy at Mille. Leo 
as she flung those few desolate words at 
Mr. Mi lnff. Afterward he walked rapid
ly forward with the procession, keeping 
near the danseuse and watching her with 
attention. 

When the route was gone over, and the 
procession entered the long stretch of the 
East Common, and were swallowed up by 
the mammoth tent, he followed and stood 
loitering about. 

The girls were down and in the apart
ment screened off by a curtain from the 
men and horses. I t was a hot day; fans 
were plied; the weather was anathemat
ized, neither mildly nor in refined terms. 

" I declare, I 'm just dead and gone," 
said Mile. Zerlina, sitting on a camp 
chair and sweating vigorously. "The 
water's just a pourin" off of me, it is. My, 
how anybody can jump round this after
noon—Leo Mitchell, you're white as a 
sheet, are you faint, or what? You'll have 
to lay on the paint, let me tell you." 

This because Mile. Leo despised paint
ing and never did it of her own accord. 

•'My head aches," said the girl, wearily 
and she turned away from them all, and 
flung herself on the grass beside the flap 
which served as an air hole. 

"You needn't feel so big you can't talk 
to a body," said Zerlina, whose real name 
was Sarah Hodgkins; and proceeded to 
indulge in further remarks concerning 
"shoddy aristocracy," and "lords and 
ladies," whereof Mille. Leo took no no
tice. As she listlessly leaned her 
head against ihe canvas, Mr. Midriff came 
up on the outside. 

"Now, why can't you be reasonable?" 
he inquired, in tones the very acme of 
condensed reasonableness. "Why will you 
look so eternal sour? What are you 
a hankerin' after that you hain't got? 
What's the matter with you, anyway?" 

"What's the matter with you, I should 
ask, Mr. Midriff," answered Mille. Leo, 
with a little thrill of fear and annoyance; 
for the man's nature was a fierce one. 

"Never you mind «ie," retorted the pro
prietor, "but just smooth out that face of 
yourn and say a pleasant word to Tom 
Alden. He's all in the dumps. I 'll let 
you know if things go on this way much 
longer." 

What he was to let her know he didn't 
specify; but the threat was very obvious. 
" What is Alden or any other man, to 
m e ? ' s h e said, sharply; and shook a little 
as Midriff reached one powerful hand 
through the flap and gripped her shoul
der so that she screamed. 

" I don't care what any other man may 
be, but Tom Alden's a good fellow, and 
he shan't be shelved for your cussed 
freaks. I calc'late you'll marry him 
when the season's over, recollect that. 
And now go and paint up—unless you 
can keep that color''—for she was red as 
a blaze with humiliation and aDger 
With a parting shake, he withdrew his-
hand and passed round the the tent. The 
colloquy had been in a subdued tone, and 
no one but Sue Willows had noticed: and 
Sue was a good-natured girl. 

" There, now, don't you go and cry." 
said Sue, getting rapidly between Mile. 
Leo and the rest of the noisy, chattering 
throng. " I f you do the old man'll lay 
on to you with the horsewhip, like as not. 
He's got a trifle too much down; and he 
always wants you to look nice, you know. 
Here's dinner, now, and only just time to 
eat it, it's so JaAe." 

" I don't want any. Give me a cup of 
tea, that 's all," said the girl, choking 
down her emotion and turning her face to 
the wind from the flap. A pair of black 
eyes looked pityinglyjinto hers, and their 
owner, a tall, young man with black hair 
and bronzed, pleasant face, paused and 
drew near. 

" It 's a burning shame, miss. I heard 
the whole of it, and I'm right down sor
ry-

"Thank you," said Leo, looking in a 
startled, abashed way at her cup of tea. 

" I wish I could help you," pursed the 
strange young man, in a low voice. 

Mile. Leo lifted her eyes and scanned 
him in one rapid glauce from head to 
foot. She saw that he was honest and in 
earnest. 

" I don't see how you can," she answer
ed, hopelessly. " I "did hope to ge taway 
from this sometime, but I don't see as I 
ever shall. I have no pLace to go to." 

"No friends nor relatives?" asked the 
young man. 

She shook her head. 
"And you don't like the business?" 
" I nate i t !" she said with energy. 
"What is your name?" 
"Lee Mitchell. I must go now; I have 

to dress." v 

She rose languidly. 
"Wait—where can I see you again?" 

asked the young man, with eagerness. 
"What good will it do you to see me 

again?" she answered, a trifle fretfed. " I 
don't know. Yes, to-night, it you care to 
be out by that fence corner as late as 
eleven, I will come out for a minute." 
Then the young man chewed a straw, re
flectively, and walked away. 

She saw him three-quarters of an hour 
later, as he sat by the door in fhfccrowd-
ed tent. She did her best—she£ always 
did—and the young man had eyes for 
none but her. The great gray herse 
seemed to know and love her, and his in
telligence and sagacity won many plaud
its. She gave him a lump of sugar, a 
bon-bon or two, after she "came out and 
stood, panting and breathless from exer
tion, in the other apartment. He was her 
only friend, she thought, and she caress
ed him and left some bright tear-drops 
among his thickmane. * 

At last it was all over; the long after
noon, the supper, the lighted, crowded 
tent of the evening: and the wearied girls 
were left in peace for the night. I t was 
only as Mlie. Leo was on the point of 
sinking to sleep that she remem
bered her promise to the strange young 
man. She threw on a few clothes, a long 
cloak, made some hasty excuse in a care
less way, and slipped nut. 

The heavens were dark purple and star
lit ; the grass was dewy, the crickets 
chirped from the marsh, the woods at the 
fence-corner were all in shadow. She felt 
strange, uncanny, as she trod swiftly 
aross the field. She saw no one as she 

slipped under the fence, among the tress. 
"Gone, of course; I might have known," 
said she, and then suppressed a shriek a 
a hand came on her arm. 

"What, did I frighten yon?" "-***•* \ 
"A little," said she, panting. "Well, 

what is i t you wished to say? For I shall 
be missed." 

"Why, I—that is—I thought—perhaps 
ve might contrive some way to better 
your affairs you know," said the young 
man, stammering awkwardly. Again 
Mile. Leo's eyes ran h im over keenly, in
quiringly, somewhat at fault. 

"There's no prospect of doing that," 
she answered, slowly picking the green 
moss from the top rail. " I suppose my 
fate is settled. Unless I"—She stopped. 

"Unless you leave," supplemented the 
young man. "Well, Mhy don't you? 
Couldn't you get some place somewhere?" 

"How could I? Where's my recom
mend? And who would take in a circus 
rider?'", said the girl, scornfully. 

"A good many," said the young man, 
leaning on the rail and looking her full 
in the face. She turned half away, f c 1-
ing an embarrassment quite new to her, 
for Mile. Leo, though not oyer-bold, was 
usually self-possessed enough. 

"What is your name?" said she at 
length. 

" Lonsdale Henderson. And I am a 
farmer's son from down in Maine. I 
have a nice farm of fifty acres, and some 
other property left me by my parents,who 
are dead. I have a good wooman to keep 
house and do the hardest work. I t is a 
pleasant home, and I think if anbody 
loved the country, they'd be happy there. 
Do you love the country ?'' 

" I think I should," said Mile. Leo, in a 
low tone. 

"Then will you go down in Maine 
with me? Will you marry me. I mean? 
That's what I wanted to ask you," blurt
ed out the young man, with a very red 
face. 

For once the danseuse was dumbfound
ed. She had not a word to say. By and 
by she found voice to answer: " I think 
you are bewitched. A great many are. 
With the circus and things, and dancing, 
I mean. And I don't know the least 
thing about the work a farmers wife 
would have to do." 

"Dc you think you could like me?" 
asked Mr. Henderson 

" I think so," she answerd shyly. 
" Then will you {come? As for the 

work, I mean to keep the woman, and 
you can learn w hatever you want to. I 
kind o'—well—took a notion to you on 
the street this morning. I thihk we'd get 
along together. I 'm not a hard fellow to 
live with, aud people up my way say I'd 
make a good husband. f\i do my best, 
any way. Come, say you'll try me." 

" Seems to me you're not very wise. 
YoU don't know a thing about me:" said 
Mile. Leo, after a long pause of bewil
dered considertion. 

"No. Well, I ' l l run the risk. A body 
wouldn't think, to look at you but, what 
you were everything you ought to be. 
As for the wisdom—1 think we shall suit 
each other." 

Mile. Lee thought to herself that this 
remark, on so short an acquaintance, sa
vored nothing of wisdom. In the world's 
ways the girl was wiser than the man. 
Still, she would prefer him to any of the 
men she knew. In the quiet of his far 
away Maine village, he had kept his pu
rity of heart. She looked him frankly 
in the eye. 

"I have always been a good girl—I'll 
take my Bible oath to that, if you wish 
—but Lord knows how much longer I 
shall be one ii I stay in this business. 
Well, I will go with you. But we'll be 
married before we start, or I 'll not stir an 
inch." 

She did the best and only thing that 
she could. If—as she believed—the 
young man meant honestly, she would 
never have another such chance. If he 
didn't, she would leave him aud do the 
next best way. 

"Of course we will," said Lonsdale 
Henderson. " I will get the license to
morrow, and tq-morrow night" 

"Let me contrive that," said MlleTLeo. 
"If I only knew I was of age - b u t I don't. 
I must be either seventeen or eighteen. 
Any how we must not go by public con
veyance. Can you find the way to Maine 
byroad? And ride bareback C 

"Did you ever see a farmes's boy that 
couldn't ride any way ? And I guess I 
can get my bearings," said Mr. Hender
son. "But yon havn.t Iny horse " 

'Yes , I have. Or it ought to be mine. 
The old man received seven or eight hun
dred dollars with me—I don't know from 
whom—I never bad a penny of it, and 
have earned for him all my life. Never 
mind; you come here to-morrow night, 
about this time, and we'll go to the min
ister's. We'll be miles away before morn-
ing.". 

The young man assented. But he had 
been brought up with very strict notions 
of honesty, and he declared that Mr. Mid
riff should be recompensed for his aninal 
as soon as he had got his bride safely in 
the old Maine homestead. Just now 
there seemed no alternative. But the 
next night, after the final performance. 
Mile. Leo was horrified to find that Mr. 
Midriffs, disappointed in his recepts at 
Melrose had made arrangements for 
immediate departure for Haverhill. 

' ' Why, I thought we were doing pretty 
well," she said, by way of remonstrance, 
when he ordered her to get on her 
" t n ings" and be ready for the train. 
The circus was a large one and traveled 
by rail. 

" Y o u don't know notin' about i t ; so 
mind your own business," retorted Mr. 
Midriff, who had been indulging in sun
dry potations at the hotel. " Come—step 
'round!" 

She did" step round—seeing no other 
way. I t was after nine; the animals were 
all gone to the depot saving gray "Em
peror," oae or two other horses, and the 
elephants, who had participated in the 
last act. 

" I 'm tired to death. I can't be cooped 
up in that van," said Mile. Leo, pettishly, 
as the girls got in, i t was their usual 
method of transit to the cars. "Here, 
Tom, let me ride Emp. down—there's a 
good fellow." 

I t seemed her last chaece. Tom Alden 
glad of a kind word, would have yielded 
and rode alongside himself—he had 
charge of the horses—but Mr. Midriff 
surlily interposed. 

"What 'n thunder'll you want next? Get 
in where you belong, and have done with 
your nonsense. Get„in, I say." 

She obeyed, accelerated by his rough 
assistance, and cried in the corner all the 
way down. If she died she would get 

out of this. Oh. dear, oh dpar; she should 
miss Mr. Henderson, and then 

After they had disposed of themselves 
in the car allotted to them, she made an 
errand to slip softly out and down the 
opposite side of the platform. Mr. Mid
riff was nowhere to be seen; the engine at 
the head of the long train sent forth 
short, deep puffs; the opening of the fur
nace door lit luridly up the long trail of 
smoke that streamed athwart the black 
night. The din of loading up, the tramp 
of feet, thejar of baggage, the shouts of 
men went on a little way down the rail
road. Which was the horse car? 

By great good fortune Tom Alden had 
left the door open for a few minutes after 
tying the latest comers. By the dull 
platform lantern she discerned gray "Em
peror" nearest the door. How to get him 
down?" 

She stepped into the car. There was 
a door on the other side padlocked ann 
bolted. The key was in the lock and id 
a trice i t was soon open. She look the 
gray by the halter and turned him round. 
" Jump," she said in a sharp whisper. 

He hung back, knowing perfectly that 
this was a most unheard of proceeding. 
But a vigorous cut with a zattan enforced 
obedience, and he alignted noiselessly on 
the soft turf. " Stand;" she added sharp
ly; pulled the door nearly together be
hind her, and dropped lightly to his back. 
Her sole incumberance was a sachel; and 
with this on her arm she headed the 
brute straight through a long grass lane, * 
leaped a fence, crossed a dark, starlit 
field, made a wide circuit round the train, 
and headed back, at full gallop to the 
place where the tent was pitched. 

She did not miss her calculation this 
time. Mr. Henderson, albeit bewildered 
at this diappearacce of the troupe, stil 
waited at the fence corner. She slipped 
back a trifle, and he was up in front of 
her with a bound. 

Within half an hour, the twain were 
made one flesh, and five minutes after 
the ceremony, the flying leet of the ^ray 
horse struck sparks from the flinty stones 
all along the dark, lonesome country 
road. Mile. Leo's heart was glad, and, 
too, the least bit anxious. I t was a bold 
game, this, that she was playing for t l ib
erty, and she knew, also, that however at 
ease her conscience might be, in the ab
straction of the gray horse, the law would 
call it by a very hard name. 

They had laid their plans well. They 
travelled by night, and reposed during 
the day in woody and unfrequented 
places. Mr. Henderson's knapsack was 
amply provisioned; and by the"time that 
was gone, they were in a locality where it 
was safe for him to buy at country stores, 
or of the farmers. 

When Mr. Henderson announced that 
they were in Maine, Mile. Leo, whose 
knowledge ot geography was extremely 
limited, experienced a feeling of relief. 
But it was many a long nights journey 
after that, before they halted one niorn-
iug at the first faint flush of sunrise, on a 
hill, and looked dov.-n the fair, woody 
valley and across the blue calm lake, to 
a little village, not yet astir. "How beau
tiful this is," said Mile. Leo. Such scenes 
were ver^ new to her. The peace and 
calm,the thick, beadlike dew on ail things 
the indescribable freshness of early sum
mer dawn, were all a revelation to her. 

"Do you see this house down by the 
turn of the road* the one nearest the 
lake?" said Mr. Henderson. 

"Yes." 
"That is my home—and you-s." 

He turned around and kissed her for the 
first time. She blushed ro&y red with the 
mingled rush of a new, strung*1, sweet 
feeling. She began then to love him. 

They rode in silence down the hill—in 
silence by many a bend and curve of 
woody road; they entered at last the 
grassy lane, and the shaded circle of 
barn and farm yard. Mr. Henderson 
lifted her with a tender word, from the 
gallant gray—she was worn and tired in
deed, but had borne the long journey un
complainingly—and led her in. 

I t was a great, wide, cheerful kitchen; 
the fire for early breakfast was kindled 
in the stove, and the round table with its 
white cloth was scrupulously neat. N o 
one was there. Mr. Henderson led his 
bride through the cool, darkened sitting-
room with the scent of jassamine and 
honey-suckle stealing through the open 
windows, through the quiet, well furnish
ed parlor, to a pleasant room with white 
curtains, where he bade her lie down for 
a while. 

"Welcome home, dear," said he, with 
all his heart in his honest, earnest eyes: 
"God grant you may be happy here, and 
that no shadow of distrust may ever come 
between us. 

" Amen," she answered, her lips quiv
ering. And after he had gone out, Leo 
Mitchell knelt down and prayed, a thing 
which she had never done in all her sev
enteen years of life before. The very at
mosphere of the place seemed quiet and 
holy. 

Mr. Henderson met good Dame Har
mon coming in from the barn with an 
apronfuil of eggs. 

" Oh, the land!" she cried. " why, 
Mr. Henderson, how you startled met 
How on earth .came you here at this t ime 
o' mornin ? ' 

'• Mrs. Harmon," said he, quietly, " I 
have braught home a wife." 

The apronfuil of eggs dropped with a 
crash, and the good woman tell speech
less into a chair. "Lonsdale Henderson, 
you hain ' t!" she uttered, faintly, after a 
pause, with never a thought of the ruin 
at her feet. When she was made to un
derstand that it was a fact, and i t 
wouldn't affect in the least her own stay 
in the homestead she became more com
posed, though her contusion ot mind re- * 
suited in divers mistakes, such a3 salting 
the tea, peppering the griddlecakes, turn
ing the milk cans into water pails, etc., 
etc., all the rest of the morning. &jjfpfofo 

Mile Leo took kindly to her new life. 
No one ever knew her history, and, as 
she studied books in connection with 
housekeeping, her improvement was of 
mind and body. She was by nalure 
more intellectual than her husband, and 
wheh, in the sunshine of opportunity and 
congenial occupation, her mind expanded 
she out stripped and lifted him still high
er. 

So, you see, he did well after all. But 
for all that, it was a dangerous experi
ment. There are very few Leonie Mitch
ells in a sphere like hers, and ws should 
not advise any young man to follow his 
example. 

Edward Hanlon has arranged a match 
with Fred Plaistes, of New York, May 15th in 
Toronto bay, for «1,C0J a side, two.lmiles 
straight away. * 
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