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Editor of The Morning Cail: 1 have written
only the troth, althbough I have not wriltten all
the truth. I have tomed down ratber than
heightened my colors. No toueh has been placed
on the canvas for mere effect, II the reader
shall shed one tear in sympatby for the suffering
of little Ruby, or smile with grateful thouehts
for the kindness of Vie, learn a lasting hatred
for the brutality of such as Siguor Eurico, then I
siball have created an interest in the cause of the
oppressed and unprotecied—an Interest which
may ultimately crush out forever the ng()ny. and
degradation suffered in the preparation of pleas
ure for the people. A. R.

CHAPIER L

THE CHOICE WHICH JOHN HAYWARD MADE.

Cynthia Dawson, the farmer’s caly daughter,
was struck by the beauty of the early aulumn
day, and as she sat by ber fatber’s side 1n the
old clumsy wagon, drawn by the plodding gray
mare, she had pienty of tiwme 1o admire 1he glor-
panorama before her. 1t was two longz
vears since she had gazed ai the famillar fields
p which she had always

ious

and the old homestead

kpown as home. Those two years had been
spent in a hionable scbool, for Farmer Daw-
son was very proud of lis gurl, the chila of hLis
dead wile, and n ng was spared iu order that
she should be educated like a lady. She break-
fasted in the oid Kitchen. She Ilvllowed Auant
FYamela 10 well-kept datry, and histened 10
that g 1 tion wuy omne pau of
Cr was iy anolhier was
wliite and tl arsell Lo seew 1o
terested in t vhileh were lay-

aud the pric
t Cynthia was chat

ch allie Lher absence
e, and now there were no compan-
and so the days hung very heavily.
i there once, aud learped that there
puuvil, John Hayward, and a
yung fellow he was, Lo judge
the minister’s wife gave of him.
1ia came across one who, as il
, aroused her jnterest la this young man
whotn she had not yet seen.
finer gitl than Cynthia physleally, if not
y, was Mary Armstroug, d: nier of a
ypeeder whose farm was Io 1 neighbor-
he two glrls were of al same
} vears; and they had known each other
e Cynthia’s departure to
they bad met again on the
nthat weli-educated youug
ave scorned opeunly the halt-
1 ity unconventional Mary; out
r the lapse of a week, Cynthia was {one-
r with anybody
said, after they bad talked
our father’s horses as

u mean astride like a
ity. I use a side-sad-
bound to

J' was the
ow and wear a habir, though 1'm

that they’re a nuisance.”

Then likely it was you 1 saw galloping over

il yesterday. There was a gentleman with

o

** Yes, Joun Hayward.”
ly Cyntiiin was alert. She saw by the
hteuing of color in Mary’s always
plexion and Lhe m ntary droop of
tlie beavy iashes over her big brown eyes that
Jobhn Haywaird was something sentimental to
Ler; so stie adopted the metbod of sudden attack
t the truth.
* she sald, smiling, *‘ycu and this Mr,
ird are sweethearts, eh 2"
nethod pro successful, for Mary re-
“After a I ion, yes. I'm i love with
h me. That'sa
een you aod me

} ied:
him, and I think le is 11

secrel, Cynthia, 1o be k
uutil he makes a propo wuich I count on his
doing very sooun., O Cynu he is a glow.ous fel-
low, and I do Indeed love him.”
Jcha Hayward proved to be, as Cyntula esli-
miaied bhiw on acqualutauee, a “ glorious fellow
t vme, dashipg and rich, Sbe resoived at
he should marry her. Resolute and

v
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lieartless, she bewliched him in a month, and by
Ler refinement made bim wonder that be bad
ever loved the frank aond coarser Mary. One,
day they walked together and came 1o a bank
where ihey sat secluded,

“ Listen to me, my dear,” said he. I am 21
ears of age next month. On that day 1 shall
e fn for a fortune from an aunt of mine who
lied years ago. She willed it so that I could not
y it till 1 was of age. In three weeks and
rs 1t Is mine, and I have been woudsring

uld live, Cyntina, on it. What do you

1
v
say?
“ But are you sure of it?” the girl replied.
“ T have heard that lawyers are so funny. Father
says they tve by swin g and frand. Did they
say positively tbat they would get it for you? ”
Jack in his love thouglit tbat Cynthia was only
for bis welfare. He did pot as yet!
nd that it was selfishuess pure and
yed.
Here you are,” and be drew a long blue en-
velope from his pocket containmg & letter from
the family solicitor, informiug Lilm of the amount
10 be p id over to Lis account on a certain day
ier the compistion of his tweonty-first blithday.
read the coutents and mmused over them
Yes, tuere was plainly no mis-

anxious
underst

r that.
il, darling, what do you say to that plece
d fortune ?”

. is very folly, Jack, dear.
quiie rich.”

Yes, Cynthia.” He drew closer to the girl
and pat ber band to his lips, lovingly. * And
will you share those riches with me? Do say
yes, iy darling, my pet. Will you be my wife 2"’

The aim future, the wearioess of her life, the
miseries of her position flasued like a meteor
tbrough her mind and helped to frame the words
whieh made her his. * Yes, Jack, but how ean
we mavage it? 1amonly 16 and father would
never consent.”

So an elopement was planned. Hayward had
been ouly tacitly a wooer of Mary Armstrong,
Liis jolly vquestrian companion, yet e kuew that
he was dolng her a wrong by abandounlng her
nonest, heariy love. Tbis made him ready to
qait the place secretly with Cynthia. The pro-
ject was decided then and there,

“Cyntbia, my own Cyntbia,” he cried. “Klss
me, kiss me, tweniy times.”

Cynibia put up her pretty roddy lips, and he

Klssed them untii he was tired,
. A shoil wooth later they were settied In the
bLig city. Cyuothia was delighted with ber home.
Hayward eujoved ber deligut. Every day he
Lrouglit ber some little treasure—a few flowers,
a wreily vase or a yellow-backed canary. All
came to brighten the home of his darling, All
day long Hayward amused his girl-brice, He
taiked te ber, laughed with Ler, and induleed
Lier every whim or faney., Nothlug was too good
for the woman of bis choice. 1f she tired he
read to her. If sbe wanted to walk he was
there to atiend upon her. He haa no thought
for Marv Armstrong. All this was very pleasant
indeed. What could be pileasaunter than this
basking in the sunshine of home, with a loveiy
young bride always by Ins side. To tbe outside
worid this would seem the height of earthly hap-
plees. Money and love ! What else could be
veeded 10 make the days fly by without a thoughbt
or acare?

A year passed and a child was born to them.
Jack Hayward was liberal to a fault where his
home aud Lils baby girl were concerued. He was
quite coutent to enjoy the sunny paib of life and
to 1evel lu the luxury which be dispensed with a
lavish band. He forgot that the golden stream
whicl gilds life may not always trill on so mer-
rily, that the source mnay beeome dry and the
current cease to flow. Yet those who forget are
sometimes forced to walch the streamn growing
slower and still more slow., Hayward became
oune of those who are obliged 1o stand Dy the
brisk and Lo consider how to urge the stream of
gold to How anew.

Cyuothia’s last bit of love for her husband yvan-
isbed with his meauns, and she was heedless now
as o what e might thiuk of her. Turough all
his losses Cvuthia and their chlid were the chief
throughts which cceupled bis mind. For Lis own
comfort he never once expressed any uveasiness.
If he could provide comfort and luxury for those
Le lovea Oetter than bis life, he would be content
10 ~i»® up every pleasure, every sliupie induigence

,which became bis by birth and training. His

© disappoluiment was greater thau he could bear.
He lad 2xpecied so much iove and Kinduess
from the motber of his child, and evea that was
d-pled bhim. The ray which should have helped
Lim to bear the trouble of his losses never lit up
liis iife for oue moment; the darkness grew stiil
more dark. Oons day his littie glrl Ruby rushed
up 1o bimw, exclaiming: *“Daddie, dou’t oo fordet
IU's my bustday to-morrow, and I's [ree years
old. Ull soou be growd up, and then mover
woul say what a bover 1 s, will she, daddie,
dear 2

The cniid sauntered into the drawing-room
wlere ber molher was sitting, busily thinking
aflairs over. She was augry with the man she
called husband, jufuriated” at his losses and
weary ol love and poverty. She hated the man
who would bave sacrificea his life if by dolug so
he could have saved her one pain or care. She
louked up as the child entered; the very sight of
that laugbing, innocent face made ber mad with
anger. But Ruby was too youug lo understand
such things for Hayward had so carefully
guarded bis girl that family disputes never fell
upon ber ears, Tue child cried out gleefully:
‘“ Mover, mover, p'waps daddie is going to take
meto the circus ro-morrow, *cause it's my burf-
day. Won't you come, too?”

“ Dou’t come bothe:Ing me, Ruby, about such
rubbish, Your father oughbt to bave more sense
than (o promise ycu such things.”

* He dido’t promise,” said 4he child with can-
dor. ** He only said he would if he could. That
1=0°t promising.”

* Dou’t answer me like that, Ruby, or I'll
smmack you. Wbhat a rude child you are! I do
wish your father wouldu't spoll you. Go

aw.y, do.,”
Whilst Hayward grieved oyver bLis chlid,

Why, you are

Cynthia was making up her mind as to what she
should do to improve her position. At last she
came to a determination. She would cali upon
Dot Ven, a concert-hall actress to whom she was
introduced at a party, and sce if it were pos-
sible for her to go on the stage. When Hayward,
two evenings later, told her how Lhey stood
financially, she was, ou uer part, quite prepared
to tight for the plan upou which she had de-
cided.

« Have you anythlng to propose, dear,” he
asked.

“ Yes, a great deal,” answered Cynthia, short-
ly. **Whbat I have to say is that 1 am golng on
the stagze. Yesterday 1 called at the theater
where Dot Venuo Is playing. You’re as poor as
a beggar and as proud as a king. But pride and
starvation wont suit me and I'll go where I can
earn for mysell, whether you like it or not. If
Dot can show me (he way Lo gel a handsomse In-
come I skall go in for It at ouce. Aud remember,
your permission is not asked.”

*“Then listen to me,” Hayward sald. *“1I
do not mean to turn you out of house
and bhome Dbefore you bave decided most
carefully what steps you intend to take
w future. 1 fear you may have been hasly
iu yvour decision and that before long you wiil re-
pent, 1 have heatd your proposal and it 1s only
fair that you shou!d hear mine. We have a few
thousands remaining. \ith that we eould begin
Iife afresh and be as happy as we were when first
we met, I bave been making inquiries and find
that there wou'd be sufiicient mouey for us to go
to Arizona. I could take a share 1n a ranch and
we should soon be rich again. We might be very
bappy ain if you would risk tue life with me.”

Perhaps even Cynthia’s hard heart would have
softened had she known how poor Hayward had
boped for a favorable reply trom bt lips. To
bun it seewed as if all his iife, all bis hopes, all
bis hppiuess depended upon her answer,

“You're golng lo turn cowboy, are you? And
do you think I’m sueh a fool as to go out there
to som= God-forsaken place? Not if 1 know it!”

A look of intense agony came over bis face.

“0l ynthia! I thought you would come with
e, iever guessed you would leave me (o face
life alone, and so far from home. Itistoo cruel!”

His voice quivered with suppressed emotion;
the disappolntment was more than he could
bear. 71he blow had falien with crushing force.

The next day she soid ber home aad ner hap-
piuess to become a member of a world of which
stie Knew nothing.

Even 1o the iast Hayward hoped she would re-
pent and come back to bim.

“1 told you before that I had chosen,” she
said. ‘*sMy determivation has remained un-
altered.”

“Very well, madam; then lhe next course will
be to seitle up the bLusiness arrangemeunts Lo
your satisfaction, and the future comfort of my
daughter. She at least demands my Kindness
and consideration.’”

“Whatever suits you with regard to the child
will be agreeable 1o me,” replied Cynthia coldly.

*1 must proviae for ber for the present, at any

| rate, aud if I am lucky out in the new country I

shall eontiuue to look after and support her,””
said Hayward.

“What do you propose to do with her? I
can’t keep her; 1t woumid pot suit my plans to
bave a culld about me,” inquired Cyotbia.

“] do not clivose to drag a delicate, tender
child into a countey of whieh as vet I know
nothing,"” repliea Hayward. *I bave arranged
to place her with a clergyman’s family, and
shall leave a deposit of mouney to provide for
her during three years. She will then be six,
and 1 wiil act at that time as seems best,”

Thus it bappened that Ruby Hayward was
plae away liom a heartless mothser, and away
[rom a loviug but necessarily distant father,

CHAPTER IL
RUBY UNDER TORTURE.

Signor Eaorico, trainer of circus horses and
their riders, was a bandsome man of 40 years,
tall, dark and powerful. The large, bright, dark
eyes zieamed like polished bronze, and seemed
as if they were capable of piercing the inmost
recesses of the deasest minds. ‘Ihe mouth, ever
ready tooreak into bland smiles, which soowed
10 perfection the ciear, white teeth, had lines
around it which were hard and cruel, and the
thin, erimson lips, almost biaden by the heavy
black mustache, were set and tirm.  In his busi-
ness be was a moovarch and wielded 1he power
usurped by him with aa iron rod. It was his
pride to turn out the best lady riders in the

world, aod those of his pupils who outiived

his tratuing were as sure of success as

the earih Is sure of sunlight. He fed
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them well, but be forgot they were women, and
consequently, considering them simply as “part
of the business,” he trrated them as he did the
borse:. Folh had duties to perform, and either
received the same praise from his lps, or an ad-
eqnate amonnt of hi< whip. If a borse aefused
to obey, or a pupil failed In her *‘tricks,”” he used
the same brute toice to both. He neither saw
nor felt any material difference between horse-
fiesh and women. Clreus proprietors were proud
of securing his services as manager and traluer,
because they believea in bis Integrity and high
principle. They kuew perfectly well that what
he undertook he was capable ol carrylug ont
thoroughiy; to what measures he had recourse
in o der 1o gain such success they never troubled
their heads to inguire. If by chance they Leard
of some act of seveilly or even crueliy, they
smiled, and owned that it was always doune in
the business, and thought no more of the matter.

As we istroduce Eurico into this story, he had
just fluished the whipping of a youngz woman
whose term ol apprenticeship 0 him bad wnot
expired, and who was therefore his slave. She
lay prostrate aud hall-senseless, and Le stood by
with whip stitl in hand. True? Yes, and the
reader shall know more of that barbarous sort
of life.

On this same day, which was seveun yvears later
than the separation of John Hayward and his
wife, as i0ld in the last chapter, Kuby was de-
livered into just such bondage. Tbue ¢bild’'s mis-
guided mother, after a career of several seasons
in variety thealers, had died. The custodlaus of
tne little girl, afier the expiration of the three
vears for whneh they had been paid, had placed
ber in a private Institution apd disappeared.
When the father bad returned from the West
and sought his offspring, no trace of bher bad
been obtainable. At length Enrico, in quest of
a prelty aua friendless cuild for his business,
saw and obtained Ruby, then 10 years old. He
left the one siave, whom he had chastised for
insubordtnation, and went to anotber room,
where Iy - received, as a legally bounden appren-
tice, another in the person of Ruby.

As Lhey closed the door the chlld gave one
maddened scream and then another, and fought
like a youog lioness for her liberty. Enrico held
the child stul until she was tboroughly ex-
hauswd, and then piaced her on an easy-chair.
Sti» turned her bead from him and hid it in the
cushion, sobbing bitterly and muttering ouly
just audibly: “I want to go home! Obh, do
take me home !

He opened tue door and called: “Vie, Vie! I
waunt yon now, this moment !

The gl who responded was handsome, with a
bold, merry manuer, which sauk a little in the
presence  of the tralper. *The reader would
recogaize in Vie, now a circus rider, the Mary
Armstrong of the firat chapter. After being sup-
planted in Johu Hayward’s heart by Cynthia
Dawson, she had [elt upable to endure lile
amonyg those who kuew of it; ana, utilizing
her skiil as a horsewoman, she had speedily be-
come a proficient clrcus rider. The lapse of
years had not softened her natural bluntness of
mauner, nor had expericuce ina cireus polished
her speech. As the wife of Jack she migtt have
become ladylike, but as a performer in a cireus
she had acquired the roughness of her calling,
She had wvo idea, of course, that it was Joho
Hayward’s ehild whom she saw begin to trem-
ble; and whose lips blanched as she grew death-
Iy white,

“Signor, look | ihe girl has fainted !”

“\Well, zet some water, and hurry up.”

They bathed tne gitl’s head with Lhe cool wa-
ter. She opened her eyes, and the pretty pink
tinge came back to her cheeks.

“Am I at bome?” she faintly asked,

*“Yes, dear,” replied Vie. **You are at home.”

“What do you tell that falsehood for, eh? No;
you are noi at bhome; so you had better make the
best of it. Look bhere, Vie, you take her un to
her room, and see if you can’t make [riends.
Curse it all ! one ghl ovughit to be a deuced com-
fort to another,”

Vie drew Ruby toward per, and led her out
of the room, saying: *“Dou’t cry; there’s a dear.
We are a jolly lol, here—a bit rough at times;
but never you mind; I'll stick your [rend.
Taint half a bad hang out afier ail. You wont
like it to-day, nor yet to-morrow, nor yet the day
after that. ‘Tawt likely you should. You get
used to things after a time, and becoms quite
foud of what you hated before., And you will
like the ring. *Tis great fun.”

*“The ring? What does that mean? I don’t
understand yon,” gasped Ruvy.

The truth of the matter was thereupon learned
by Ruby, but not the whole truth in all its hor-
rors. Poor child! Tue agony of Lhat bour was
such that she called on death 0 come, and 10
come to ber at once, Fortunately, sleep at
length came, and for the time being drowned
her sorrows.

On the next alternocon Ruby was taken to the
circus tents.

“ Look here, Vie,” sald Enrico, % take Ruby,
whilst you dress, and tell Jeukins to put her
into one of the front seals while the show is on.
Afterward you can let Ler see the horses, and
put her up lo a thing or two. Do you under-
stand me?”

Ruby sat down in the dressing-tent and gazed
wonderingly at ver surrgundings, whirst Vie be-
gan without any ceremony 1o remov - her things,

* Ever been In a place like this, Ruby ?” Vie
asked. “At eve?' circus you don’t get a dressing-
room to yourself, Dowo ai Gariol’s two or thiee
hang out in one room. Of course, if you are a
tptop rider like Mademviselle Veanda, course
you getl a room all to yourseif.”

Ruby bad sat_perfectly silent, unti! now she
exclaimed: *“ Youdon’t call that a dress, Vie !
Surely you are going to put sometting else on !
That is shorter thau my petticoats ! And she
stared i utter astonishment at the shori, stiff
muslin sKirl, whose length could be counteda
ou‘l’v by a few inches. :

ic polsed upou oue Ioot and spun around

“Why, Ruby, i'salovely dress. Look at the roses
and the ribbon ! IU's the very best 1've yvet bad;
and as to being short—well, perhaps it is a little,
now I come to think of it; but for my business
it is nouse too short. Going through hoops and all
that work can’t be done unless you've hardly
auything on. The lighter you are the better.”’

Ruby subsequent!y sat turoughout the per-
forinance. She scarcely spoke and bardiy tock
her eyes from the ring. Soon alter It was over
Vic and the little novice were again together,
Tom Darrow, a clown, approached the two girls.
He was a thin, pale frllow, but there was a
kindly look on his face, and an earnestness
which drew Ruby to like him at once, He glanced
at the beautiful refined face and then at her neat
attlre., When he did speak, it was to address
Ruby. “Soyouare Ruby? Vie has been telling
me all about you. Wont you shake bhauds and
be friends, little lady 2"

“Little lady!” The courteous tones, the first
the poor child bad heard since her arrival, struck
her forcibly and almost made the tears start
again. Butshe put out her baud as a token of
her willingness to be friends.

“Thav's it, my dear;” and he gave ber hand a
warm grasp. **Now we're friends, firin and 1ast;
il you cinm with Vie it will be jolly.”

They took Ruby over the stables; but she

oniy answered in mouvosyllables to the Kindly
meaul observations of her companions. The
homesickness had overcome her again—over-

powered her and crushed the very iife within
ber.

Tuat night when the signor inquired kindly
whether she bad made up ber mind to be a great
rider, she answered him almost rudely:

“No. I@don’tcareabout the horses. They're
hoirid spoited looking things; not half so nice
ae my pony was. 1 only want to go hiome again.
I hate this wicked place and I hate you because
you Keep me bera—that I do !”

The siguor was disavpoinied. He had meant
to be kind, but apparently it was useless to try
aud win ber by geutleness, so he substituted se-
verity.

“Look here, my lady, if you use that tone with
me I'll make you smart for it. Do yon under-
staud ?” He shook the girl angrily. “Onece for
all, this 18 your home., 1 can’t hLelp your cursed
ielatious pulting vou bere; but here you are aud
here you are going to remain. The best thing
you can do is to hold your tongue or it will be
the worse for you,”

Vic, with bitter experience of her own, was
afraid Ruby would exasperate her trainer to the
last degiee. The thought that it would never do
for him to thrash bper the first night fashed
through her mind, and she rose from her seat

and pleaded for the stranger. “Don’t be angry,
sir; I'm sura she does nol mean to be rude.

We're all strangers Lo her,
please don’t.”

“Look here; go to your room, both of you; and
if I hear another word to-night I'il thrash the
pair of you. Be off, now, this mioute.”

Yic took bold of Ruby, who was now crying,
and led her hastily from the room.

Dou’t touch her, sir;

A few days Iater Enrico started with his pupils
for a protracted tour, aud then the misary of
Ruby’s nife began n earnest. They joiued a
cireus aud for weeks together traveled from one
town to another. Hour after hour he kept her
at work. At 6 every morning he begau ber in-
struciions; at 11 there was a sbort ten minutes
for lnneh and rest, and then commenced again.
After three months he considered Ler sufticiently
accomplished to commence riding in the ring,
and he appointed a night for her appearance.

“['m to wear that skirt before the people!”
she sald to Enrico. “Then I wont. IU's shorter
even than Vie’s. It's a horrid thing.”

He took up the stort skurt, which counted Its
length by inches, and Jace, flowers and iibbons
fell lightly and gracefully over his arm as he
held it. “* Now, then, are you going to put this
on or not?”

Thue chiid hesitated. Tears were slowly cours-
ing down her cheeks. She was tired and weary
and very [rightened, bnt she cound not asseunt.
* ] cannot put it on,” she answered quietly.

In a moment he Leld her tivmly, so firmly that
she could not move. She almost screamead with
the paln., With one bLand he held bers, while
with the other lie r1emoved lher garments, oune
after another. She screawmed, she fought, she
Kicked, she pleaded; but It availed her nothing.
Whoen be had removed ail her clothes he tied ber
hands with his handkerchiel. Then Le fetched
4 cave. She Kuew In a moment whal was in
store for her, and a great terror took possession
of her ehildish mind. Slhe lried to speak, to beg
for merey, but she could wvot frame the words.
Sue could only bang her head for deep shame.
She closed ber eyes so that she should not see
him. He gave ner a sharp cut which raised a
wale, th n another and anotber, theo a shower
of them In quick succession. The agony caused
Lier to moan and cry; but it became so Intense at
last that she became stupefied. She forgot even
ber shame; she wasg only semi-conseious—sick
and falnt,

* Will you disobey me again? WIl you do as
Itell you?” No answer. *‘Speak.”’ SLill no ane
swer from the fainting ehlid. Aunother lash on
the now bieeding body. * Willyou do as I tell
you?”

* Yes,” she mnurmured faintly.

Ob you will, will you? Tnat’s gooa business.
Now we understand one another,”

Wlhen she stood attfred he glavced at her.
*“Youwll do!” and he added an oath. ** Now, re-
nmeimber, next time you s=how oll your cursed
temper 1’1l give you another dose.”

He left the room and the cluild took off the
tuwdry, stiffened diress. Buat the pain she was
sufferinz hampered her movements, and it was
some time before she was able to get to her
rouvin.

“Oh, Ruby, dear Roby!” eried Vie, as she en-
tered; ** what has he doue to you?”

Ruby flushed crimmson at the recollection. She
could uot tell even Vie the degrading punishment
be had iuflicted upon her. But Viec was sharp
enough to guess, and sue grefralned for further
questioning.

‘* Never inind, my pet; Vicloves you the best
In the worlad,”

Tue words of horest, hearty love broke Ruby’s
reseive. She flung her arms around Vic and
burst into passionale weeping.

1 wish I were dead, indeed I do. Even God
bas deserted me. 1 love him so muel, aud yet he
has broughit me to this.”

“ Dou't ecry, dow’t ery; oh, don’t sob so,” sald
Yie. **Come and lie ou the bed.”

Ruby lay down, but she grew very faint, and
Vie was obliged to bathe her forebead with
water. Then she fell asleep from cxhaustion,
and Vic watched by ber until the dinoec-hour.

CHAPTER IIL
THE LITTLE MARTYR.

The days passed on. Ruby uever smiled; she
did ber work, but she seidom spoke. Tue vile
puuislunent bhad broken bher hearl. She made
her first appearance and scoied a great trinmph,
but she showed no pleasure; and some of the
people who sat in the frout seals with happy
chllaren by their sides wondered why the child
rider looked so grave.

Another mouth passed. Oone morning, weak-
euned aud ill, Ruby could not get out of bed. En-
rico was told, and he weat up to the bedside,

* Ruby.” He spoke in a stern, hard volce.
* Ruby, what alls you?”

The cblld nelther spoke nor moved. The volce
of ner trainer could not rouse ber from a dead
faint. Vic stood at the bottom of the bed, and
as Ruby siill lay so silent and so quiet she broke
out, * She’s dead; I know she’s dead. Ob, dear!
oh, dear!”

* Hold your cursed tongue,” said the signor,
angrily. ‘' 1Us laziness. There’s nothing the
matter with her. Bring her round aund send lLer
down to me. 1'll soon setile her.”

Vie forgot her trainer’s anger. She forgct all
save her love for her friend. Without one
thought, without one eare for hersell, she spoke
wildly: ** She shan’t ride to-night; She’s iil, dy-
ing. Noone bula brute would make her go ia
the ring. You've hilled ber, and every one shall
know you have thrashed her.«l’ll iell everybody,
everybody,” she screamed.

Lurico strode from the room, and Ruby soon
got oul of bea, put she could bardly stand.
“()1'1." Vie, dear, 1 cannot ride to-niglit—I can-
nott

Vic knew it was useless, and she was honest
enough not to encourage hope where hope was
i valu. ‘Do Ury your best, Ruby; perhaps you
will feel better when you get down to the tent.
Take hold of my arm and see if you can walk a
slep or two,”

Kuby did as she was asked, and then It was
that Vie found how beavily she bore upon her
arm for needed support. But further counversa-
tion was iurerrunted by the signor’s calling at
ile foot of ibe statrs: * Ruby! Cume down at
ouce, do vou hear?”

tuby faltered, and gave Vic one long imploring
look. * Goon, Ruby; in the name of God, av

g£o; dol”
The child went slowly down the stair, and loto
the sitting-room, but she paused in the doorway
aud leaned for Support aaiust the wood-work.
“ What do you stand there for 2 the trainer
“ Come 1;1. can’t you? Do you wanit me
you!

cried.

to fetch ri ek you I 1 do

come for you.” She turned pale and trembied;
but with a mighty effort she walked “? to where
he was standing. ** What made you faint? Lazi-
ness, eh 27

“ 1 was so tired,” replicd Ruby, wearily, “1
couldn’t situp. I don’t think 1 can ride to-
night, sir; I feel so il.”

* Tired—stnfl and rubbish! You listen to
me.” He pulied the child roughly toward him,
shook ler slightly, and eontinued, with profanity
not quotable : ** You can make up your mind
that you will ride to-night, and to-morrow at two
verformances and as often as I choose to put
you ia the ring. And mark my words: if you
make any fuss down at the eircus ihis evening
about being what you call ill, and what I call
laziness—when I get you home agaln, I'll give
you sueh a licking that you wont forgetiu a
burry. You fall In the ring or open your chattgr-
ing momh, and you know what 1s In store for
you.

Ruby went to the ecircus that night. She
douned the thip, fluttering skirt of gauze and

flowers that had been chosen for her. She stood
leaning heavily ugon a wooden table for support ;
her eyes were as bright as steel, and the crimson
spots en either cheek were not due toan over-
dose of rouge. If everybody had not been in
such a bustle, her quick heavy breathing might
hav= attracted attention; but, as It was, every-
body was too much enflged to give the lone
girl one thought, and Vie was altiring in another
room. But she found time to hurry into her
friend before her eall into the ring.

* Ruby are—"’ but she could not finish her sen-
tence; the words dled upon ber lips. In a mo-
ment she saw something was wrong with the
beautitul girl dressed with such care for the
pleasure of the gaping vublle who never care to
inquire the price pald for their amusement. She
paused in the doorway and then spoke again, but
wilh deep anxiety in her voice.

** Ruby, what is the matter??*

But tlie child only gasped out, ** Nothing, Vie;
I shall soon be all nghi.”

‘*Soon be all right!” repeated the girl, * Why,
you are much worse—much. I’ll go and fetch
some one.”

She was gone betore Ruby had time to utter
one plainiive ** Don’t.””

_But help never came; for Vie encountered the
signor just outside the door. In a few hurrled
words she explained Ruby’s condition. But the
signor put up his band io a stern mauner, ‘‘Stay
where you are ! That girl and I understand one
another. There Is the bell—go |”

He followea her into the ring. Vie rode fear-
lessly and witbout fauit, as usual; but ber
thoughts were with Ruby and she hardly heard
the applause which greeted her daring and reck-
less performance. Sbe trembled with a sicken-
ing fear for her Glend. There were only the
acrobats to show, ana then came the call for
Ruby.

There was the crack of a heavy whip, the thud
of horses’ hoofs und a silens audience eagerly
watching the riding of Ruby. There was the
trainer who followed her around, and whose
cruel keen eyes were fixed upon both horse and
rider. It was beautitul, the people thought, to
see that graceful child, lier cheeks flushed aod
her golden cutls resting naturally on the classie
marble brow. ButJobhn Hayward was among
the lines gazing at the little rider. Surely he had
seen that face before. Or was it ounly a chance
resemblance to his child, for whom he had
sougut so long and so patiently? He had ple-
tured her as just such achild. He had been
disappointed so often that be dare not think he
bad found her at last.

Suddenly a ¢1y of suppressed ‘‘Obs” ross from
the crowded house; the chila bad swerved and
fallen. The grooms eutered the ring and
mounied her again. Crack went the whip. Her
checks grew Drighter; she made a desperate
effort to keep her balaunce. ‘Tlhe first scarl was
jumpedq, the avdience applanded; the second was
missed—she fell with a thud on the sawdust.
The ringmaster helped her up and svoke to her
in a whisper, but his face grew set and stern and
be glared at the trembiing child. He mounted
her again. The spectators were slient, they were
hall interested aud balf ashamed. But when
Lhey saw the light erimnson biood trickling down
ber face and falllng in hideous spots upon the
pure white gauze, they grew uocomfortable. But
theu it was nothing, she couldn’t Le much hurt,
for crack went the whip. She was going to ride

agalo.
Suddenly she fell, and a maniy voice called
out: **Shame! shame!” The house took up the

call, and **Shame!” came thuudering from all
parts of the teunt, followed by a volley ol hisses.
The child rider did not open her eyes. She lay
inthe ring, ball supported by bLer trainer, and
thien she was carrvied out.

Abed in ber lodging an hour later, poor little
Ruby had not opened her eyes. bSbe jay with her
head of curls resting upon one thin whits hand.
She did not Kuow that her beloved tather kept
watch by ber side. Jobu Hayward had forced
hll\'”\; ay to ber, and had ideutitied her as hLils lost
child.

Now and then she moaned as if in pain, and
one hand that rested on the coveriet moved con-
vulsively. Then her father would stoop and xiss
the fevered llps and stroke, ob, so gently, bLer
tumbled golden bair. After which she would lie
more peacetully.

During those moments of rest he would, with
:l_ll the passion of a griet-stricken sou!, eall upon
God for bLelp. A sllent prayer fled from the
fathei’s heart up to the great glistening throne
in Paradise, Iis c¢ry was exceedingly bitter; its
utterance was: “0 God! spare my child, my
only tieasure; be mercitui!”

The [ather waited. He could do no more, He
moaned in the bitterness of ils heart, “*She shail
vot die! I cannot give her up—I eannot!”

She moved acaio restlessly. He spoke to her.
* Ruby—dear Ruby, don’t you kuow me? You
will get well for iy sake. Ruby, look at me.”

Shie moaned and drew a heavy sigh, but she
uttered not ihe loving word, * Father.” To her
his presence was as nothing.

Suddenly a distressed voice broke the stillness
of the sick-room. **Vie! Vie! Whereis Vic?
Foteh Vie 1”

** Here 1 am, Ruby darling,” was the response.
* Don’t you koow me, my darliug? See, Vie
has brought you flowers.”

She took one or iwo of the blossoms and put
them into the ehild’s parched baud. Theu she
Kissed her gently.

Vie bad just come from the performance, and
with no aelay bhad sought the bedside of her pet.

Joha Hayward recognized her Instantly, A
moment later her eyes fell oun bim. Their Hands
clasped. But there was something more mo-
mentous to them on this occasion than greetings
—the ebild moved again uneasily anda moaned:
“Vie! Vie? Feteh me Vie; why doesn’t she
come? Ob, do bring her 1

*Yic is here, my pet!” But he could say no
moie; he put bis hands over bis eyes, and iears
trickled through bis slender fingers. Then he
murmured, “My God, my God! help me to
bear 1t 1”

There was a pause for one second; It seemed

like weeks to the anxious watchers. ‘Then
she moved uneasily; the flowers dropped
from her band, and lay withered by

the cruel beat of

fever., She grew

rest-

less; her cheeks flushea brilliantly; ana
she spoke in a strained, {rightened way,
that thritled through her lhearers and diove
them almost to despalr,

“Hark at the applause, Vic!
am falling! Do save me;
cannot see Vittere’s bead. Round again! I'm
off—1 couldn’t help; indeed, 1 couldn’t.” Her
voice sank almost to a whisper. The father
touk her hand in his, but she shrank from his
touch and moaned: *“Vie, save me! Don’t let
bim thrash me—aon’it! Mercy! not this time,
plea<e!™ Again she sat un fo bed and raised
her bands imploringly. Vie, with soft woras,
placed her gently back, and her head sank on
the pillow.

Oupe faint streak of the dawn; one trace of the
gilded morning breaking over the dusky houses,
makiug wute shadows here and there over the
fiithy streets and dingy couits—aund then little
Ruby sank to rest, Her death was 8o peacelul,
so tranquil, that they watched some time afier
the pure young soul had winged its flight to
where the flowers forever bloom, where there Is
neither change of calm nor storm, and where the
happy, holy morning unever dies, for there is no

h

night.

f)uring the month after Ruby’s death Vie Mel.
ton’s life sremed all dark to her. She forgot
that heavy clouds sometimes come before the
brilltance of the dawn. One day Jobhn Hayward
went to call on her. Instead of a glad look upon
Ler face there was only a glrl with her head
busied in the sofa-cushions, sobbing bitterly.
There was no one else in the room, and ouly sobs
aud a low moan broke the sllence.

“Miss Armstrong—>Mary,” he said, using her
name instinetively, “‘what 1s the matier?”

The sobs grew louder as the words of kindness
fell upon her ears.

“Mary, wont you speak tome? Come, sit up
and teil me your trouble. I wish to be your
ifriend—to atone for my perfidy to you. Would
you| lilvs’e to leave here and uvever come back
again?

“I can’t do that,” sald the girl sadly. “I have
no other place or way to live.”

The tears rushed to her eyes again, but Hay-
ward drew her toward him and said: ** Mary,
sup&nmlu: you could leave here; would you ?”

*“1 would go to-morrow if I could; but there 18
no hope for me.”

Tue tons of utter despair in which she spoke
touched him to the heart. It made him eome to a
point he had hardiy thought of, lie would In-
deed take her home.

“There is every hope for youn. 1am a young
man still; I think 1 could make you bLappy.
Would you trust your life 1o iny keeping? Wil
you forgive me and be my wife 2"

A new life begau tor Vie Melton as Mary Arm-
stiong. Three bappy mouths sped on and then a
quiet wedding took place. As the little party
left the church the bride placed Ler bouguet of
flowers on Ruby’s grave.

1t will seem as if she had been with us in
ehurch and taken part ln my happiness If I leave
her these,” she sald, looking up to Hayward
with a glad smile.

I am giddy! I
the place swims: I

THE END.
Copyright, 18W0. All rights reserved.
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She Blessed Him.

There were four or five men leaning
against the City Hall fence yesterday fore-
noon at a particuiar hour, talking politics
and progress, when & woman halted before
them and asked of one particular man:

** Could you let me have mcney to buy a
pair of shoes with?””

** Do you really need em?” he inquired
in turn.

* Very badly, sir; and I shall never for-
get your kindness if you aid me.”

* Well, here it is,”” he said, as he put a
bill in her hand.

** Thanks, kind sir, and may Leaven bless

When she had moved away one of the
group said:

'." %he w‘u mtlhgihtylcheeky."

rassiest thing I've seen in a year,”
T et
. ' Do you know her, ’ Inqui
third of the man who had opegedregl:
purse.

** Y-e-s, more or less. We'va been mar-
ried about twenty-five years, and when I
don’t come down she takes this way of
making me. I rather like it; I get the
credit of be!ng very charitable, and she
gets the cash,”—Detroit Free Psess.

THE CALL has the largest circulation
among families. Advertisers appreciate

this fact.

RAMBLES I
CORFU, GREECE,

A Passing Study of the Descend-
ants of the Hellenic
Race.

NO NEWSPAPERS PUBLISHED.

The Greek People of the Island.
Their Church and Their Lan-
guage—Characteristic Costumes
of the Natives— A Religious
Ceremony — The Army — The
Beauties of Nature and Art.

¥, PASSING study, such as the time
=+ at our disposal allows, of the pres-
AX ¥ ent havits ot life and language of
the descendants of the noble Hellenic race
has proved most interesting, writes Lieu-
tenant A. G. Winterhalter, U. S. N,, from
Corfu, Ionian 1slands, Greece, to the De-
troit Free Press.

There are no mnewspapers published in
Corfu, but from the specimens daily re-
ceived from Athens, from the school-books
we have examined and the conversation we
have had on the subject with educated
GGreeks, we have reached the conclusion
that the Greek of to-day is not very differ-
ent, indeed closely resembles, that of Xeno-
phon’s Anabasis, through whose pages we
were led not so many years ago in the days
of Professor Jacklin at the Detroit High
School, class of '73. Were it not for our
pronunelation, we might even use several

Greek National Costume.

hundred of the Greek words, which remain
in our vocabulary, in our intercourse with
the natives. The modern Greek pronun-
ciation is, however, a law unto itself and in
spite of what native scholars stoutly main-
tain, it seems almost indisputable that it
cannot be the old form.

But it is not necessary to use Greek in
Corfu. Italian is very generally spoken,
French almost as much, and of other lan-
guages, Eanglish, left from the time of the
British occupation, has not yet disappeared.
Then again, the educated Greeks, with
whom we have had intercourse, all speak a
language besides their own, wany fluent
English, so that we would be limited, prob-
ably, in our own stammering efforts to
speaking Greek to the peasanis and others
we meet in our rambles through the coun-
try. Their idiom bears no such resemblance
to classic Greek as does the modern Greek
of the scholar of to-day, being corrupted
by many dialects and foreign admix-
tures. But day by day, I am told, modern
Greek is becoming more like the ancient
Attic, a result due to the spread of educa-
tion amopg the people, their thirst for
knowledge and the national pride of ances-
try.

A traveler who sfays but a short time In
a country and visits only a small part of it
is apt to form hasty impressions and gener-
alize from insufficient evidence. DBut if the
Corfiotes may be taken as an example the
Greeks of to-day may be said to retain
many of the characteristics of the ancients,
They are fond of talking, easily moved by
praise and courteons in the extreme, Of
the natives of Corfu in particular it may be
added that they are moral, frugal, tem-
perate, and, although they bave the repu-
tation, I believe, of being idiers, after hav-
ing been over most of the island, 1 should
not hesitate in adding industrious. The
women are extremely fond of ornammenting
their persons, and the last lepton, it is said,
wili be spent for a trinket to wear Sundays
or holidays. The upper classes wear, of
course, the European dress, bat among the
middle and lower classes there are w.any
who wear the national costume, modified as
is habitual in each village by local usage.
Constant communieation with the neigh-
boring shores of Epirus brings many Al-
banians to Corfu, whose striking dress, to-
gether with that of a mixed population
thronging the streets on a hgliday, make up
a sight, as has once been said, as of a mo-
saic in bright colors.

Corfu Costume.d

The Greek calendar is, as well known,
twelve days behind ours. The fact;brought
Easter Sunday on April 13th. The 6th was,
therefore, Palm Sunday. For Corfu it was
still more. 1t was the day on which the
patron saint of the island, Saint Spiridion,
one of the early fathers of the church, is
exhibited in procession to the people; it
was, moreover, the anniversary of the
Greek independence. In honor of the lat-
ter event we, at 8 o’clock in the morning,
dressed the ship in a rainbow of ilags, the
Greek national ensign at the main truck,
and at noon ired twenty-one guus. By in-
vitation, ten officers of the fleet were pres-
ent at the exercises in the cathedral. Clad
in speeial full-dress uniform, we assembled
about 9:30 o’clock in the morning atthe
American Consul’s, a Covfiote by birth, an
Englishman by descent, occupying also the
position of British Viee-Consul and Consul
for Sweden and Norway and for Denmark.
We next proceeded to the Hotel St.
George’s, where the American Minister to
Greece, who had come from Athens to visit
the squadron, was stopping. Accompanied
by him we marched through two long
lines of soldiers to the saint’s church,
where we were conducted to &
place inside the railing near the altar. The
church is small, but as only standing room
is provided there is space for a large num-
ber of persons. On the wall of the ehureh
opposite the altar is built a gallery, behind
a section of which the women usually as-
semble. Last Sunday, however, mmany were
ou the floor of the church, and some ladies

of the diplomatic corps and belonging to
officlal circlas were inside the rails, but
separate -and out near the walls in what
might be termed standing pews.

In the body of the church were many
women in Greek costumes, striking rather
than pretty in appearance. The skirts,
usually blue In color, hang from the waist
in innumerable pleats; the jackets are
richly embroidered and fastened by huge
silver buckles of curious workmanship; the
bust is covered with fine lace or elaborate
embroidery; in the ears are long pendant
ear-rings; on the head heavy coils of bair
piled high, the masses made hizher still by
cloths wound turban-like about them, the
coils entwined with pearis or strings of
coins or medals. Rarely the owner of such
a costume possessed what we are accus-
tomed to regard as a classical faee, with a
clear-cut Greek profile.

The exercises opened with the Te Deum
conducted by the venerable Archbishop in
elaborate vestments and eight bishops, four
young-looking, dark and swarthy, and four
old ones with lowing white hair and beard,
as is the custom. ~All these wers in silver
and blue robes, highly embroidered and
covered with medallions. Their singing
was especially good, entirely without in-
strumental accompaniment. When, finally
mingling with the last joyful Kyrie Elei-
son, the band stationed at the church door
broke in with the beantiful Greek national
alr, the sound was inspiriting. We turned
instinctively to our Greek friends and
grasped their hands with words of congrat-
ulation on our lips.

But Jittle attempt at decoration of the
church had been wade. DPretty Greek
crosses constructed of spears from the palm
leaf, were almost all that was provided to
mark the day as a special one. Immense
candles were burning before the altar and
oil lamps in great silver chandeliers hung
from the ceiling. The latter is ricbly dec-
orated with golden arabesques and paint-
ings. Paintings cover the walls and even
the doors, and in their treatment of serip-
tural subjects appear to be unlike what i3
to be seen in other Christian churches.

After the Te Deum the services preced-
ing the procession of the saint began, Le-
ing led by a young member of the clergy,
the Archbishop being seated meanwhile re-
ceiving salutations and the kisses of the
local offieiuls. 'T'he services were short but
impressive, after which the mummy of
Saint Spiridion, or Spiro, as the local dia-
lect familiarly and affectionately calls bim,
in a gilt casket, through whose windows
the head and shoulders are visible, was
carried, preceded by incense-bearers, oul
of the church to make the pilzrimage
thirough the streets of the city. This pro-
cession lasted several hours, since many
stops were made. Returning to the Con-
suil’s we had from his windows a good view
of the passage of the sailnt. To him are
ascribed by the native Corfiote all the
blessings which befall the island. The
church, which is the property of a noble
Greek family, derives a considerable reve-
nue from the offerings made almost daily
at the shrine of the saint.

Priests are not forbidden to marry, al-
though since a Bishop must be unmarried
or a widower, marriage is a bar to advance-
ment and the priest who wishes to rise re-
mains single. To the Greek Church Greecs
owes much—the preservation of her lan-
guage, a substantial share in the achieve-
ment of her independence and the spread of
education among all classes. Hence it is
very close to the hearts of the people. The
Church of Greece, as distinguished from
wiiat we often call the Greek chureh, is in-
dependent of all other Greek churches and
governed by a synod in Athens.

The army, although small, seems to be
well officered and equipped. Volunteers
had been called in and were undergoing
constant drill during the time of cur stay.
They appeared to be intelligent, alert and
with the patriotism of which we can have
no doubt, must be efficient. It is related
that in the ’60’s the students of the Uni-
versity went to their classes with arms in
their hands ready for their country’s call.
The same spirit still prevails and Hellas’
sons will never again be enslaved.

In tbe King’s summer residence and gar-
dens, Mon Repos, natural beauties have
been carefully preserved, anc to the rustic
retirement of shady walks, skirting the
beautiful sea or mounting the hills, com-
mend me for peace and auiel. Here the
hoary olive trees, with their gnarled and
perforated trunks glistening in the bright
sunlight, remain as they were planted,
some 300, some 400 years ago. Or, for a
marvel of landscape gardening, where art
has put forth its best efforts to outdo na-
ture, lead me to the villa of the Austrian
Empress on the hills of Gasturi. Again, as
faney beckons, we may mount the way to
Canone, the *‘one-gun battery,” and survey
the Island of Ulysses, his ship turned into
stope as a mounument to future ages, But
on any and all of these walks or drives to
Santa Deka, Pelleka, Paleocastrizze or Sal-
vador, the chief charm of Corfiote scenery
lias in its flora. Of wild flowers I counted
over a hundred varieties which in endless
profusion decked hills and valleys and gave
to every view a many-colored beauty. Exo-
tics flourish abundantly in the genial cli-
mate, but the woodiand flowers, every-
body’s property, are a joy forever, and to
rich and poor alike,

BABY'S FPICTURE.

Written for THE SuUNDAY CALL.

O you've looked all through the album and
can’t find his picture there ?
Well, of course not—in that particular I
treated the babe unfair;
Yor I kep’ puttin’ 1t off and puttin’ 1t off and walitin’
day by day,
A-watchin’ his curls grow lopger and studyin’ the
cutest way
To have his pictur’ taken—~some new and original
Kind—
For a little angel’s pictur’ seemed most like him in
my mind.
But our kind and all-wise Shepberd takes wonderful
care of his flock,
And sometimes when the sheep are all restin’ he
comes and undoes the lock
Of the sheep-fold, takes one of the lambs in his
bosom and gently goes his way,
For he knows that the sheep will all follow and will
never go far astray.
So one day the Lord sent his angels and took back
the child he gave,
For bhe seemed to know my salvation would be
found by my little boy's grave.
So I haven't got his pictur'—that is, not the album
kind,
But I've got a more lastin’ likeness a-written on my
mind.
Every evenin’, when all is quiet, I sit in my old arm-
chair,
And then I can see my baby's eyes and his curly
gelden hair;
I can see his innocent smiling lips an’ the dimple in
his cheek,
And (what’s more than's in any plctur’) I can hear
the dariin’ speak.
1 s’pose you think I'm imaginin’ a great deal more
than I see,
But there's one thing sure and that is my boy is
a-beckouin’ to me;
And no matter how wild the night is, nor how loud
the winds may roar,
I can hear my darling callin’ as he staads on the
other shore:
‘Come over to me, dear papa, the winds do not blow
on this side.”
And that is the talkin’ pictur’ I have of my boy that
died.

San Franctsco, July, 1890. J. E. TOTARROH.

Peduncle’s Decisive Test.
CHAPTER I

The summer day ~yas drawing to a close,
and it was time for the picnickers to re-
turn home. 7They had battled with aban-
doned mesquitos, fired stones and disguised
profanity at itinerant pigs, changed their
camping ground two or three times on ac-
count of bumblebees’ nests, sunburned
their noses, and caught one small mud cat,
sixteen crawfish, and one snapping turtle.
The only thing yet to be done was to finish
the contents of the lunch baskets and eat
what remained of the ice-cream.

A little apart from the others satcena
bugey cushion Oiiver Peduncle and the
young lady to whom he lhad devoted him-
self during the day.

CHAPTER II

“Maud,” he said, as bhe brushed an ill-
bred country insect from her dress and
threw a sycamore chip at- an inquisitive,
half-grown pig trying to be sociable, *l
managed to get this saucerful of ice-eream
before it was all gone.”

And he sat down on an inveried bucket.

*“T'here is more than I waut, Oliver,” she
said. *‘We will eat it together.”

Oliver’s heart beat wildly. With a trem-
bling bhand lLe took two spoons from the
basket beside them, gave one to his fair
companion, kept the other himself and
waited.

CHAPTER IIL

The young lady opened the basket, took
out another saucer, emptied half the ice-
cream into it and proceeded to eat her por-

tion.

And then Oliver put his saucer down,
went off and sat on the bank of the stream,
ana looked pensively over into the marshes
beyond, where the bullfrogs were sounding
the opening notes of their evening over-

ture.
*Itdidn’t work,” he said to himself. “I
needn’t hang around that girl any longer.”
And the buggy in which Oliver and i:nnd
traveled homeward reached its destination
three hours ahead of any of the others.—
Chicago Tribune.

Net Damages.

Railway Clerk—Old man Brown wants $60
for that cow of his we killed up the road
four months ago.

Superintendent—Has he got a lawyer?

Clerk—No, sir.

Superiniendent—Send him fifteen, with a
compliment on his good sense. That’s more
than he’d nave got any other way.—Provi-
dence Journal.

The home of Richard Armstrong took fire
last Wednesday, near Oakdale, Wash., and
was totally destroyed. No one was in the
building except Mrs. Wallace, mother of
Mrs. Armstrong. She was so excited as to
d‘:): dead as soon as she got clear of the
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PIONEER OFFICERS
OF JUSTICE.

The Death of Poncho Bascus in
Blackburn Galeh.

Lopez ¢f San Luis and His Escape to Sonora
in 1874—The Mexican Outlaw and
the Itslian Baudit.

Written for THE SUNDAY CALL.

\gANTA CRUZ COUNTY long took
=30 the overflow of native Californian
me?) ' d@speradoes from Santa Clara and
Monterey, who found hiding-places for
years in the thick forests and unfenced
mountains of the northern part of the
county. One of the noted men of Sauta
Cruz was Sheriff Calderwood, who, in 1864,
had a desperate hand-to-hand encounter in
a dark room with a notorious Mexican
named Lorenzano, whom he secured after
receiving a severe knife-wound in the arm.

The struggle that Sheriff Lincoin and his
deputies had with Poncho Bascus is often
spoken of among the pioneers. Dascus was
an ex-convict, oue of the stage-robbers who
had operated with Chaves, Procopio and
others near Visalia and in other parts of
the country. Oue of their exploits in 1870
was to capture a rich rancher named Moore.
After binding him to a tree they relieved
him of his watch and money. They also
robbed an old man named Grewall south of
Gilroy, and, in Monterey County, cleaned
out a sheep-raiser named Patterson. They
afterward stopped the Salinas stage on the
wide and wind-swept Salinas plains, then
about as desclate and lonesome a piece of
country as there wasin California. Bascus
was known as a “bad one” from Monte Di-
ablo to Santa Barbara.

BUSPICIOUS-LOOKING MEXICANS.

On September 16th, 1871, Lincoln heard
that several suspicious-looking Mexicans
were in the Blackburn Guleh, near a ranch
owned by a man named Lorenzane, and he
organized a posse consisting of Messrs.
Haynes, Majors and Dickerman to go with
hiim to the place. They reached the Loren-
zano house about daybreak and searched it
without success, also the gulch for some
distance. Returning they saw a boy stand-
ing near the barn and heard his vcice as if
talking to the horses in the open stable.
Lincoln at onece entered while the others re-
mained outside at the doors and windows.
He climbed into the loft and over the nar-
row dark spaces next to the eaves. While
crawling into the hay he came in contact
with Baseus, who sprang up with drawn
revolver. Lincoln attempted to draw his,
but it had fallen from his belt while ereep-
ing over the hay-mow. He instantly sprang
aside as Bascus fired and jumped from the
loft to the ground, a distauce of nearly
thirty feet, as the hillside sloped away from
the barn.

Bascus sprang after Lincoin so rapidly
that they reached the ground at about the
same instant, and seeing a pistol in Majors’
hand he left his first antagonist and devoted
all his time to Majors and Haynes. He
fired two shots at close range, but was
wounded in each case just before pulling
the trigger by the cool Majors, who man-
aged to beat the outlaw by a hair’s-breadth
at his own game of rapid firing, for Baseus
was reputed to be one of the fastest shots
among the whoie Mexican contingent of
three counties. Majors’ third shot killed
his opponent.

7

AUDACITY.

The audacity of some of the native Cali-
fornians is well shown by an exverieuce
which Officer Liddell of Santa Cruz had
four or five years after the Bascus affair.
He was decoyed into the willows of the
1iver bottom and there set upon by five
Mexicans, who attempted to kill him, but
he wounded several and escaped. Later,
returning to the spot, he found that his
assailants had dug a grave in the sand in
which to place his body. About the time
of the Bascus business the same Mexicans
returned to Santa Cruz and made another
attack on Liddell, who had been ope of the
most faithful officers in Santa Cruz County.

Manuel Lopez of San Luis Obispo was
one of the most famous and lucky of the
outlaws. The sheriffs of Santa Barbara,
Los Angeles, San Luis, Monterey and Santa
Clara were every now and then on the
trail of Lopez, especially after he had shot
some poor Mexican or sheep-herder, for he
is said to have murdered at least balf a
dozen people in San Luis County. But
Lopez knew the mountains so well that he
kept out of the way of every posse. Early
in 1874 Calderwood of Santa Cruz, Tom
Cunningham of San Joaquin and Morss of
Alameda were cruising about the San l.uis
border line ana they heard that Lopez was
in the neighborhood. They followed him
for many miles through Jolon region and
about the rocky San Antonio pass, But
the usual good luck of these officers de-
serted them for once; Lopez had the best
horses, and, being accompanied by a band
of stolen animals, was able to remount as
often as he chose. They had the melan-
choly satisfaction of seeing Lopez a few
miles ahead on the hillside, but he escaped
and *“went to Mexico,” while the officers,
who were after other game, consoled them-
selves by carrying out their original plan.

FOLLOWING A DESPERADO.

Nothing better illustrates the difficulties
of following up a desperado in such dis-
tricts, where neither railroad nor telegraph
lines were yet built. The outlaw had every
advantage when he was in the wilderness,
It was only when he came down into the
valleys or the Mexican villages to see some
favorite senorita that the mountain robber
left such traces that he could be followed
immediately. The Mexican horse-thieves
were very much like Italian bandits, except
that they were never so fully organized nor
s0 dominant as to terrorize whole districts.
Nevertheless they levied tribute on their
countrymen and on the hated gringo; they
had their spies and watched frem their re-
treats for single travelers, and they were in
turn watched in a thousand ways whenever
they came into the rude adobes of the Mexi-
can quarters of the old towns. Every Sher-

“iff in the coast range knew that if he

watched every Mexican adobe long enough
and sharp enough he was likely to get his
clew at last, either from some careless
tongue or from the lips of revenge or jeal-
ousy.

This, as one perceives, is the Italian ban-
dit over again. The Mexican outlaw who
had no social weakness, no desire to brag,
no foudness for whisky, no confidantes of
either sex, would have stayed uncaught
many months longer than most of them did.
Many once notorious native Californian
desperadoes took warning as soon as the
best of the frontier officers began to make
things warm for them and left for the South
Rockies, New Mexico or Sonora, where their
prospects for a prolonged existence were
much brighter. C. H, 8,

PURIFY YOUR BLOOD.

AN OUNCE OF PREVENTION, Erts.

THE KIDNEYS are of the greatest Imports

ance to the human body. Itis their dutyto
sift and strain from the blood the poisonous
and waste matter absorded by It, which
Is produced by the destruction of tissue
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MICHELS, WAND & C0,

- Successors to E. MANSBACH,
26 Kearny Street.

The following special items are only
a few of the many attractive pric’s that
will prevail this entire week.

KID GLOVES.

LADIES’ 4-BUTTON SUEDE GLOVES, in Tans
h §!
and Black, worth $1, AT ae & PATR.

LADIES' 8BUTTON LEN(;T;{ glsousqvn'runﬂ.
.d Black, wort ;
1n Tans and Black, wor AT u5e e PATE
LADIES’ 4-BUTTON GLACE KID GLOVES, every

4 »d and fitted on, worth $1 50,
pair warrante B A PAXE

RIBBONS.

The largest assortment of FANCY
RIBBONS, in Blocked, Stri.ped and
Piaids, in the latest combinations.

5 INCHES WIDE, ALL-SILK, warranted, worth
60 and Tdcayard, . . Ax 250 A YARD.

6 AND 7 INCHES WIDE, ALL-SILK, warranted,
worth $layard, . yL AT 35¢c A YARD.

L& Country orders will receive prompi attention.

MICHELS. WAND & 0.

26 Kearny Street.

je29 Sa tf

§ LOVELY COMPLEXIO

May Be Obtained by Every Healthy Woman.

MRS, GRAHAN'S
CUCUMBER

vees AND....

574+ ELDER FLOWER

f}' /* e
"' e , 20 :
f;é,aﬁ///‘;’."yﬁ.;' cHEAM .

| pel s fra<e= ghould Be Used by AlL

The lady is mueh mistaken who thinks she has
thoroughliy cleansed her face because she has just
washed it with water and soap. To proveit—let her
then use a lttle CUCUMBER AND ELDER
FLOWER CREAM, by rubbing it thoroughly in the
skin and then wiping the face well with atowel. The
result—as seen on the towel—proves it. Soap and
water scarcely remove the impurities from the sur-
face of the skin: they never penetrate and cleanse
the pores; besides, soap is a caustic, and dries and
withers and turns the skin dark. Indeed, many em-
inenty dermatologists go so far as to declare thata
woman should never apply soap aud water to her
face if she wishes to preserve a fresh complexion
and youthful appearance, 8

CUCUMBER AND ELDER FLOWER CR];\)I
possesses all the purifying and cleansing qualities
possible, It 1s composed of milk of almonds, juico
of cucumbers and extract of elder flower, and con-
tains no vaseline, glycerine, animal fat or other sub-
stance which wouid in any way dry, wither or
darken the skin or tause a growth of hair on the
face. Itis neither greasy, clammy nor sticky. 1t
renders the skin beautifully pure, soft and of a
satin-like texture and bloom, keeping it free from
wrinkies, and youthful looking.

No lady’s toilet 1s complete without it,

Price per Bottle.... ..$1.00

Mrs. Gervaise Graham, at her estabiishmentat 103
Post st., treats ladies for moles, blackheads, pim-
ples, freckles, moth patches, rough or stippled or
too oily skin, for undue redness of the skin, for su-
perfluous hair, for gray or falling hair, for the eye-
brows and lashes, for undeveloped forms, for toeo
much or too little flesh, and all other blemishes of
face or fi She occupies the whole buiiding so
that ladies who call will meet no one bat Mrs. Gra-
ham’s lady patrons., Sutt

N
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A Skin of Beauty is a Joy Forever.
DR. T. FELIX GOURAUD’S

<0riental Cream, or Magical Beautificr

Removes Tan, Pimples,
Freckles, Moth - Patches,
53 Rash and Skin diseases,
e aud every blemish on

Y o beauty and de-
A3 fies detection.
On its virtues
ithasstood the
test of forty
years: no other
has, and is so
harmless we
taste it to be
sure it is prop-
erly made. “Ac-

PURIFIES
AS WELL A5
Beautifies the Skin
No other cos-
metic will do it

terfeit of simft-
lar name. The
distinguished
3 SRR Dr. L. A. Sayer
ady of the haut ton (a patlent): “Ads you
ladies will use them, I recommend *Qouraud's Cream’
as the least harmful of all Skin preparations.”” One
bottle wili last six months, using it every day. Also
Poudre Subtile removes superfluous hair withous
injury to the skin.
FERD T.HOPKINS, Prop'r, 37 Great Jonesst. N, Y,
For sale by all Druggists and Fancy Goods Dealers
throughout the U, 8., Canadas and Europe.
A3~ Beware of imitations. $1000 Reward
+Or arrest and proof of any one selling the same,
mr30 SuMo 6p 1y

SicK HEADACHE

Positively Cured
thess Little Plhs,

They also relieve Dis- %
s from Dyspepsia §

Hearty Eating. A per-@
foct remedy for Dizzi-B
ness, Nausea, Drows"-8
ness, Bad Taste in the}
Mouth, Coated Tongue, Pain in the Side, TOR.
PID LIVER, &c. They regulate the Brwelsks
and prevent Constipation and Pilee. Th 53
smallest and easiest to take, Only one pill al
dose. Purely vegetable. Price 25 cents. [§
CABTER MEDICINE C0., Prop're, New Tork S
T 1 2 . 3
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NO MORE FRECKLES!

USE PROF. I. HUBERT'S

MALVINA CREAM AND LOTION

T IS A PREPARATION UNRIVALED FOR

BEAUTIFYING the Compilexion and an unfailing
remeay for the removal of FRECKLES, PIMPLES,
Moth Patches, Tan, Sunburn, Liver-moles and
Ringworm and all sealy eruptions, &3 it and be
convinced. Take no worthless imitation with like
sounding name, Insist upon having MALVINA.

1f this preparation shonld fal to answer to the
qualifications as above mentioned your money will
be refunded. Frice, 50¢ for each. For sale by all
druggists. my4 SuMo 6p Sm

HIMRoDS
: CURE
7" ASTHMA

Caarh, Hay Ferer, Diohtheria, Whoaping
Gongt, Croup and Commen G,
e TroLgbout the workd: ‘Beuetior Free Samipls

HIMROD MANUF'G CO,

SOLE PROPRIETORS,

191 FULTON ST., NEW YORK.

mr23 Su eow 1y

which is constantly going on in the syste
Then how important i is that this system of
sewerage be not clogged up, in consequence
of Inactivity or disease. The kidneys are
closely connected with the nervous system
and the brain, and when you notice the sligh#-
est derangement of these organs, it should
command your attention and prompt treat-
ment, for when the life current is tainted by
the refuse and poisonous matter which should
have been strained and sifted from it, it pro-
duces diseases which arise from an impure
state of the blood, which, unless attended to
at once, produce the most serious results.
Rheumatism, of the Heart, Dropsy, Inflamma-
tion of the Kidneys, Bright’s Disease, Diabe-
tes, Gravel, Inflammation of the Bladder, Sup-
pression and Retention of the Urine, etc., etc.,
all result from Diseased Kidneys, Use the
GREAT SIERRA KIDNEY AND LIVER CURE,
and cure these diseases In the start, or pre-
vent them altogether. -All druggists seli these
valuable goods.

Liesic GOMPANY'S
EXTRACT o BEEF

Finest and Cheapest Meat Flavoring Stock for Soups,
nadetgl‘s'ges ‘:ll s.ucu.. As B:‘otg'ru, "l:lu“llll-
able aud agreeable sthmulank”  Ann

8,000,000 jars, 2 i

Genuine only withfac-si mile of Justus
'-l I;l:’;b;::ﬂ in blue across label,
Sold espers, Groeers and Druggists,
LIEBIG'S EXTRACT OF MEAT 0., L'td, Londen,
$e30 ThSuly -

JOHN WIELAND'S CELEBRATED
Lager Beer!

STANDARD, )] sold During the Year
EXTRA P 1888,

ALE,
ERLANGER. | 122,173 Barrels of Beat.

For Sale at All Principal Saloons.
ASK FOR IT.
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THE WEEKLY CALL at $1 25 per

year affords an opportunity for
every person who desires to be
informed on the events of the
day, or to read choice literaturs
to keep constantly a supply ot
fresh and interesting reading

matter on hand.
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