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soul can lift them aloag;
and one in the o1 ch;

, one in the song;
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boat on the toss of the tids ;
ht of the leaf and the |: nl:

breast of the waves .hat are
on the narrow gold strips of the sand.

one on the ocean of love and at rest;

One midst the rush, and one in the roar;

One like a bird winging bome to its nest;

as much, or dare bunger for
1)

wo in the gold of the sun as it sets;
Two close together at death of the day;
in the world that mw and forgets;
wo with the joy of the h and tlerny.
t one in the kiss, and one in the prayer;
One in the heaven, and one in the blue;
One in the light, and the life, and the air—
Who can ask more!?

Ohb, my darling, can
you?

A COWBOY AND HIS VIRGIL.
An Amherst lirndnnt; Whoe Turned
Into a “Blood and Thunder Kid,”

The following story of John B, Finch,
the temperance orator, appears in The
Omaha Herald. It is a much better
“OL? when told by Mr. Finch himself-

r. Finch enjoys hunting, and fre-
uently takes his horse and rides out on
the plains of Nebraska. One day about
dusk he eame suddenly upon a deep
ravine. A spiral column of smoke
curled skyward, and told him there was

a eamp below, The rider dismounted.
His scheme was to visit the erigrants
and get a drink —of water. He turned
to descend, when a cowboy, six feet tall
and armed from head to foot, stooa
before him.

“Come down to the camp and «ce us,”
said the cowboy.

Mr. Fineh decidad that since he had
been invited it would be impolite for
him to decline.

“There are four of us now,” said the
cowboy, complacently. “Come inside
and join us in a game of poker.”

My, Finch was too well bred to refuse
80 kind n request. He congratulated
himself that he was poor. He also
realized that life is sweet. The game
continned till an early honr, My, Finch
thidn't lose much; he didn't have much.
Something seemed to strike the cowboy ;
he started.

“Come outside by the fire,” said he to
Mr. Fineh, *“I have something to show
you."”

The stranger knew it would not be
obliging if he did not comply.

o 'Twish you would explain to me,”
said the cowboy, bringing o mysterions
looking book ount of the tent, “this pass-
age in Virgil. It always puzzled me in
college. I'm rusty ‘n my Latin now, I
wish yon would help me. Here it is;
construe, please.”

Mr. Finech was perfectly willing to
do everything he could to help his un-
fortunate friend.

“Thanks. It's very clear to me now,
I feel relieved.”

The two returned to the tent. The
cowboy reached under a pile of blankets
and drew ont a neat roll of parchment,
daintily tied with a violet ribbon. It
was 6 sheepskin, an Amherst degree.
The cowboy’s name was Edward Robin-
son. He was “Blood and Thunder
Kid,"” the bloodiest, most unprincipled
and most reckless cut-throat ountside
the Lincoln juil. The story of the
cowboy’s life was soon told. tom-
panions in college were evil, He looked
upon the wine when it was red. He
got his degree by a terrible brace.
Heo becawe a ranchman, a cowboy, a
“ut-throat.
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A Criminal Lawyer's Methods,
[Courter-Journal Interview. |
_"In felecting a inry for an important
trinl What characteristies do you look
for i, the men who are examined for
jnro¥ o
“Itey to get men about whom I know
,'Dm?‘hmg and whose mode of reason-
mg i Jogard to facts I am acquainted
with. YWhen I have a given line of
facts t, prove I want men on whom
ﬂ'f{"? fiots will impress themselves.”
Yoy long experience has no doubt

made vonu g good judge of human
.’“

- at is o great point in eriminal prac-
tice and I Lave studied it closely.”

“Have yon over tried the art of read-
ing men’s thonghts while addressing
them as jurors #"

* Oh, yes."”

“ Have yon succoeded often 7"

“* Vary frequently I have been able
to state to my perfect satisfaction how
the jury stood before they retired.”

“ Major, were you ever absolutely
certain of an innocent man being con-
victed ?"

“1 have known of several of such
cases, but I never knew of an innocent
man being hung. Innocent men are
very oiten sent to the penitentiary, be-
canse such men are conscious of their
innocence and make no effort to defend
themselves. Some of them consider
any step toward defense as an admis-
sicn of guilt, while, on the other hand,
o guilty person will begin to prepare
for defense immediately after the com-
mission of the erime,

The Ink Flant,
[New York Star.)

There s in New Grenada a plant,

pryarin Thymifolia, which might be

pgerons to our ink mannfacturers if
pould be acclimatized to Eurcpe. It
nown under the name of ink plant,

juice, hinohi, ¢m be used in

g witiout any pravions prepara-

‘ he .etters traced by it are of a

reddq oolor at first, but turn to a

deepRek in n fow hours, The Juice

,‘l'“"_ steel pens less than common

nk. nalities of the plant seem to

have helgyigo vered under  the Span-
ish adwily oy, Some writings, in-
tended fo mother eountr-  wiie
wet throndgis, sea water on the voy-
age; while By, ners writton with ink
were almostfigille  those with the
were quite unspoiled,

in consequence that

as to be used for all

ly used in En-

SHERIDAN'S RIDE.

A Boldier’s Valor and Poet's Fame
Linked in the Annals of War.

James E. Murdoch Describes the
Ride from Winchester and Tells
How Read's Poem Came
to Be Written.

[F. A. B. in Philadelphia Press. ]

It was the night before the battle of Cedar
Creek. In the war office at Washington sat
Mr, Stanton in close conversatio, with Gen.
Phil Sheridan. There were some grave ques-
tions being discussed between them, for the
talk lasted long after midnight, Gen, Thomas
T. Eckert, superintendent of military tele-
graph lines, ‘vas inan adjoining room watch-
ing for sounds of alarm from the front or im-
portant telograms from any of the advancing
armies in the field, A new day was fast ap
proaching the dawn and the war minister
and the general still continued their earnest
conversation. A click of the instrument
caught Gen. Eckert's ear. It was Winchester
calling the war office. His s:illed hand
touched the key in ready respo nse and a mo-
ment later the words came:

“There is danger here. Hurry Sheridan to
the front.”

Quick as a flash the message was handed to
the two men in the next room in close con-
sultation about the campaign in the Shenan-
idoah valley. Sheridan went to the instru-
ment, and there was a moment of hurried
talk over the wires betweon him and his head-
gquarters, when Becretary Btanton gave di-
rections to Gen. Eckert to telegraph the rail-
road authorities of the Baltimore & Ohio to
clear the road and to at once provide relays
of special engines to take Sheridan to the
scene of the coming battle as fast as steam
could earry him. Gen. Eckert worked the
wire himself, and gave hurried directions to
the railroad officials as to what to do in this
emergency. While be sat with his hand on
the key perfecting the train arrangements,
Stanton and Sheridan had a few burried
final words, each countenance bearing the
marks of earnestness, not unmingled
with anxiety. The train schedule was
soon  made, Sheridan left the war |
office, and was driven to the sta.
tion with all possib'e speed. A panting en- |
gine had just backelin as he arrived, and
Jjumping aboard, the engineer, instructed to
make the relay house in the shortest possible
time, pulled the starting-bar, and away sped
the train, It had a clear track and reached
its destination, thirty miles away, in much
less than an hour. Here an engine of the
main line stowd waiting to take him to Har-
per's Ferry, seventy miles beyond. There
were no obstruetions all the way up, Every
moving train had been side-tracked and every
other precaution taken to prevent accident
to the on-rushing engine bearing Sheridan
to the camp where his army lay. While
this train was making its run all was anxiety
in the war office. Every telograph station
reported its progress to Gen. Eckert, and he
to Secretary Stanton, who still lingevss) that
that he might know when Sheridan  aebed
his destination.

AT HARPER'S FERRY.

Three hours passed—dull, anxious hours
to those waiting, every moment of which
seemod laden with lead. Harper's Ferry at
last reports Sheridan’s arrival, and a fresh
engine stood ready to take him to Winches-
ter, thirty miles up the valley. Nota mo-
ment is lost at the hamlet among the rocks
when Sheridan boards the waiting messen-
ger, and, an hour later, word speeds over the
wires: “Sheridan just reached Winchester.”
The run had been made in the quickest ting
ever known on the road, and the worn
and anxions officials at  the ar office
breathed a sigh of  relief rﬁ,‘ hie click of the
telograph announced g g the journey had
been completed.

Eighteen or perhaps twenty miles of turn
pike surviched away up the charming valley
that had been made desolate by the toreh and
tramp of armies. As that charming region,
clad in the garb of summer, lay between the
mountains, its bright colors reflected in the
rays a beautiful sunshine, it was but a
gnd reminder of of the onee great grauary
that for more than three years of conflict had
furnished untold supplies to the Confederate
army. Sheridan had laid it waste, He had
elinehed with and beatan Early at Winches-
ter, and while he was being carried with all
possible speed back to the scenes of his opera-
tions, the tide of battle was ebbing and flow-
ing upon a new tleld, and the fate of the day
hung trembling in the balance, For several
weary, doubtful hours the two armies had
been in deadly conflict. When Sheridan
arrived at Winchester ths roar of artilery
and the roll of musketry could be distinetly
heard from the fleld of carnage along Cedar
ereok. Down the valloy came the awful din,
echoing louder and louder throvgh the still
summer air as the battle grew fiercer.

There was but short delay at Winchester,
the chief town in the lower valley. There
Sheridan mounted his favorite war horse, a
large, beautiful, sinewy, black charger, who
had borne his master through the heat of
Tuany conflicts,  He is dead now and his
body bas been preserved, that men yet to
come may see ‘the animal whose endurance
has been recorded in verse. Through the
town and out over the turnpike which leads
up the Shenandoah, Sheridan rode. Who,
knowing the man, or aught of his character,
cannot picture the restless rider urging his
horse to the best to reach the fleld where the
fate of his army was still peading in the
hazard of wari He had only covered a few
miles when the moving mass of debris that
always surges to the rear of a battle fleld
when the conflict is severe and doubtful, met
his trained eye and told more plainly than
words what was going on in front. It was a
signal of distress, and none knew it better
than he. The sight fired his heart anew and
only added fresh impetus to his foaming
horse. He reached the fleld after a sleepless
night and a terrific journey, and the battle of
Cedar Creek was won,

ME. MURDOCH'S LETTER,

This is the irue story of Sheridan's ride—I
mighkt almost say official story. If he did not
stop e gether the stragglers, as a poet's
license has pictured, he did carry back the
tide that was floating to the rear, because his
presence had given fresh stamina to some
wavering battalions. The manner of the
man, his dash and cournge, hiz reputation
and successes, all combinad to give heart to
those who had drifted back, believing the bat-
tle had been lost,

1 have been sitting face to face to-day, the
whole afternoon, with the man who vouches
for the above written words,  He is a strong,
positive character, just passing three score
and ten, years cro vded with wonderful expe-
riences. As he old this story, he warmed
with the fire of the event and his blood was
hot with indignation, for he had just read a
staterment that Sheridan got drunk at Win-
chester and did not go to the battle field, where
the poet’s pen has pictursd him

“Ah, but I'll put an end to ail cavil abont
this story.” said he.  “What 1 have told yon

got directly from Gen, Eckert himself, who
sat with his hand on the key, arranged and
watchsd every stage of S8heridan’s ride from
Washington to Cedar Creek.  He now man-

sarw the Western Union Telegraph compan £

and will bear witness to these facts, But I
bave a letter from Sheridan. He and 1 were
then, and are now, fricnds. When [ heard of
the ride, I wrote to a<k him about it and to
inquire if I had not ridden the same horse
that carried him up the valley while with him
at Chattanooga. Mr. Murdoch soun found
among his papers the identical letter which
Gen. Sheridan wrote i reply.

“I need not tell you how highly it is prizad,” |
said the veteran, “‘for you will see how care- |
fully it has been kept through all these |
years."”

“Who is there who bas raad this country’s |
history that does not know James E. Mur- |
doch—the actor, the reader, the man, Itis|
he who tells shis story and furnishes this |
clinching evidence of the truthful foundation
of T. Buchanan Read’s poem. Thousands |
who have watched Lis matchless representa- |
tion of Hamlet, or sat under the spell of his |
dramatic readings, will be glad to know that,
although he is passing 74, be is still in excel-
lent health and spirits. He is a tall, robust
man, with a clean shaven face that shows the |
broad, distinct lines of his strong countenance |
to the best advantage. His wealth of iron
gray Lair and his general earriage combine
to make him a very striking character.

AL an old man when the war was |
going v., » nenta great deal of time with |
the army connection with the sanitary
commission md in the hospitals, He was a |
favorite at the headquarters of many gen- |
erals, and witnessed a great deal of the inner |
features of army life,

THE POEM SUGGESTED,

“The story of Sberidan's ride, above written,
was but a tithe of the good things be told |
me, The recital of this matter naturally led
up to all the incidents connected with it.

“l was not with Sheridean,” be said, “at
this time, but wus at tae headquarters of |
the army of the Cumberland. Soon after |
the battle of Cedar Creek I came up to Cin- |
cinnati and was viziting Mr, Cyrus Garrett, |
whom we called ‘Old Cyclops.,' He was T,
Buehanan Read's brother-in-law, and with
him the poet made his home, The ladies of
Cincinnati bad arranged to give me a recep-
tion, that finaily turned ioto an ovation, |
I had given a great many readings |
to raise fuwls to assist their |
Boldiers' Aid  society, and they were |
going to present me with a sk
flag. Pike's opera house had been secured,
the largest place of amusement in the city,
and they had made every arrangement to
have the reception a very dramatic event.
The morning of the day it was to take place |
Read and I were, as usual, taking our break-
fast late. Weo had just finished, but were
still sitting at the table chatting. Mr. Gar- |
rett, the brother-in-law, who was a business |
man and guided by business habits, came in |
while we were thus lounging. He wore an
air of impatience and carried a paper in his
hand. He walked directly up to Read, un-
folded a copy of Harper's Weekly, and held it |
up before the man so singularly gifted as both |
poet and painter,

“The whole front of the paper was covered
with a striking picture representing Sheridan
seated on his black horse, just emerging from
acloud of dust that rolled up from the high-
way as he dashed along, followed by a few
troopers,

“There,” said Mr.
Read, ‘see what you

addressing
-\rl i |

Garrett,
have missed.

ought to have drawn tbhat picture _‘,'um'self|
and gotten the credit of it; it is just in your
line. The first thing you know somebody |
will wtite a poem on that event, and then |

you will be beaten all around.’

“Read looked at the picture rather quizzi-
cally, a look which I interrupted by saying:
‘Old Cyclops is right, Read, the subject and
the cirggnstance are worth a poem.’

w1, mo,' said Read, ‘that theme has been
written to death., There is “Paul Revere's
Ride,” “Lochinvar,” Tom Hood's “Wild |
Bteed of the Plains” and half a dozen other
poems of like character.’

“Filled with the idea thet this was a good |
chance for the gifted man, Isaid: "Head, you
are losing a great opportunity. If 1 had such
a poem to read at my reception to-night, it
would mmake a great hit.’

‘““‘But, Murdoch, you ecan’t order a poem
as you woald a coat. 1 ean’t write anything
in a few hours that wifl do either you cr me
any credit,’ be replied rather sharply.

“I turned to him and said: ‘Read, two or |
or three thousand of the warmest hearts in
Cincinpati will be in Pike's opera -house to-
night at that presentation. [t will be a very
significant affalr. Now, you go and give me
anything in rhyme, and I will give ita de-
liverance before that splendid audience, and
you can then revise and polish it before it
goes into print.' This view seemed to strike
him favorably, and he finally said: “Well!
Well!l We'll see what can be done, and he
went up-stairs to his room.

THE POHRT AT WORK.

“A half hour later Hattie, his wife, a brill-
iant woman, who is now residing in Phila-
delphia, came down and said:

‘e wants a pot of strong ten. He told
me to get it for him and then he would lock
the door and must not be disturbed unless
the house was afire.

“Time wore on and in our talk on other
matters in the family eircle, we had almost
forgotten the poet at work up-stairs, Dinner
had been announced and we were about to
sit down, when Read came in and beckoned
me to come, When I reached the room, he
said:

“Murvloch, 1 think 1 have about what you
want.” He read it to me, and with an en-
thusinsm that surprised him, 1 said it is just
the thing.

“We dined, and at the proper time Read
and I, with the family, went to Pike's opera
house. The building was crowued in every
part. Upon the stage were sitting 200
maimed soldiers, each with an arm or a leg
off. Gen. Joe Hooker was to present me with
the flag the ladies had wsade, and at the time
appointed we marched down the stage to-
ward the footlights, Gen. Hooker bearing the
flag, and 1 with my arm in his. Such a storm
of applavse us greeted the appearance, 1
never hearnd before or since.  Behind and on
each side of us were the rows of crippled sol-
diers, in front the wvast audience, cheering to
the echo. Hooker quailed before the warm
reception, and, growing nervous, said to me
in an undertone:

“‘I can stand the storm of battle, but this
is too much for me."

“ileave it to me said I; ‘I am an old
hand bebind the footlights. 1 will divert the
strain from you." 8o quickly 1 dropped apon
my knee, took a fold of the silken flag and
pressed it to my lips. This by-play created a
fresh storm of enthusiasm, but steadied
Hooker and he presented the flag very grace-
fully, which 1 accepted in fitting words,

MURDOCH'S READING,
“I then drew the poem Read had written |

from my pocket, and, with proper introdue. |
tion, began reading it to the audience. The
vast assemnblage became as  still as a church
during prayer-time, and I read the first three
linves withoul a pause, and then read the
fourth: |
U noter his spurning feot the roal
Like an arrowy Alpine river flowed,
And the landscape bowed away beaind,
Like an ocean dying before the wind;
And the stesd, like n bark, fed with fur-
nace-ire
8 on with his wild eves full of fire;
gutho! h;-nh mt;ﬂng hhd .::den.rn.
@ is snuffin smoke the roaring
With ahwi-i:n only five miles away. ol
“As this verse was finished the andience

broke into a tumult of applausa Then 1

read with all the spirit [ could command:

“The first that the general saw were the

ups

Of stragglers, and then the retreating troops;

What was done—what to do—a glance told
him both,

And striking his spurs with a terrible oath,

He dashed down the lines 'mid a storm of
hurrahs,

And the wave of retreat checked its course
there, because

The sight of the master compelled it to

panse,
| With foam and with dust the black charger

Was gray,
By the flash of his eyes and his nostriis’ play

e seemed to the whole great army to say,
‘I have bronght you Sheridan all the way
From Winchester town to save the day.’

“The sound of my voice uttering the last
word had not died away when cheer after
cheer went up from the great concourse that
shook the building to its very foundation.
Ladies waved their handkerchiefs and men
their hats, until worn out with the fervor of
the hour.
name and I pointed to Head,
sitting in & box, and he acknowledged the
verses. In such a setting and upon such an
oceasion as [ have been able only faintly to
describe to you, the poem of Sheridan’s ride
was given to the world. It was written in
about three hours, and not a word was ever
changed after I read it from the manuseript,
except by the addition of the third verse,
ul't;ic-h records the fifteen mile stage of the
ride,

“But there's a road from Winchester te wn,

A good, broad higllway, leading down;

And til'wl::l thro' the flash of the morning
ight,

A steed as bl k as the steeds of night

Was seen to , ss as with eagle flight;

As if he knew @ terrible need,

He stretched av. - with the utmost speed ;

H_i!ls rose and fel --but his heart was gay,

With Sheridan fif een miles away,

“This Mr. Read wrote while on his way,
shortly after I first read the poem, to attend
a birthday reccption to William Cullen
Bryant.

“Mr. Read read the poem, thus completad,
at Mr. Bryant's birthday party. The great
old man listened to every line of it, and then,
taking the younger poet by the hand, said
with great warmth:

: :Thut poem will live as long as Lochin-
var.'"
L'eecher Talks About the Grea‘ness

of the south,

“In Texas I told the people that their state |

was big enough for three, and they Leld up
their hands in horror and said: ‘No, only
one state.” Isaid: ‘Gentlemen, there are at
least six citizens who will want to be senators
of the United States, and they will be more
powerful than your desire to keep the state
in its present form.' In Texas asin every
one of the southern states where I loctared [
was received with more than hospitality —
with cordiality, and the managers of the lec-
ture tour had no reason to complain, 1Ido
not desire to go among a people more friendly.
I spoke in every one of the southern states
through which I passed, and I had not the
most remoteé conception that I should be so
well received. There are a great many fool-
ish people inthesouth, There are some in the
north, but 1 was surprised and delighted to
see how all the people had survived the sec-
tional feeling. The war and all its issues are
substantially forgotten, and they are busy in
building up again what had been wasted and
destroyed, and there is now more material
wealth in the south than there ever was, [
appealed to audience after audience, if they
could, would they bring back slavery, and
there was not a single instance where they
did not say that they were delivered {rom a
great curse and that they would not bring
it back again. I had no trouble in speaking
there, and when I told them that I hoped
Gen, Butler would be the Democratic nomi-
nee for president they received it with good
nature, as vou do, More than that younsz

men in the south who used to have their liv- |

ing as pleasure-seekers are now workers.
Manufacturing is springing up so generally
that the attention of political economists has
been direeted to it and they are going to show
that untaxed industry in this land can take
care of itsalf,
interest in schools, They don't fare as well in
this respect as we do in the north, but the
wish of the people is for schools and they are
pushing them out in every direction.
pr ots of the south are admirable in that
iz m, and 1 can say the same as regarvds
religion.  New Orleans is retaining its old
ascendancy as a commercinl centre,

“As regards the negro, 1 received testi-
mony most welcome. The colored people are
increasing. The mixture has declined
through the south: the white folks are white
and the black folks are black. We are not
going to have as much mixture as we used to,
Education is going on and the southern peo-
ple of good sense and feeling are desirous of
having the black people educated, When the
colored pecple own land they prosper, The
white people object to selling it to them, and
for the same reason that people in New York
and Brooklyn do not like tosell land to be
occupied by an objectionable class, [ was
asked as to my views about social equality, 1
replied that the theory of religion was that
all men were equal, but that practice indi-
cated that social equality should begin at
home, that men should grow into relation-
ships that are necessary. The road of the
colored people up to equality is by intelli-
genee, virtue and religion, and they are
traveling on that road. 1 believe that they
have achieved liberty, responsibility and as
much social evuality as is good for them,™

How He Fought the Rheamatics,
[Chicago Herald. )

Iz a Detroit hotel I met ‘a warped, wiggly
man, who said he had been all twisted up by
the rhenmatics. ““Great God!" he axclaimed,
“I bave gone through a bundred hells. My
fingers, you see, are pretty crooked, but once
they were all at right angles; every joint was
twisted out of true. But the worst was inmy
legs; my knees were the same way, and in
my feet all the joints slippad past each other,
For four years I suffered what cannot be
described, every moment praying for death.
My only relief was business, and I kept right
on buying timber land and working camps
when I would bave given the whole state of
Michigan to be in hell, just for relief. 1
made £5,000 one day in a timber trade; it was
one of my worst days,and if the 3,000 hadn't
encouraged me a bit [ certainly should have
committed suicide. "

A Rotel ora Fort?
[Chicago Herald.]

On writing of military titles in the west, a
San Francisco journalist is reminded of the
vigit of an English lord to Sacramento during
a session of the legislatnre many vears ago.
His lordship put up at the Orleans. His

| chaperon introduced him to Col. J. ¥, Me

Dufty, Gen. Wright, Commodore Farragut,
Col. Gift, Ge=l. Allen, Adj. Gen. Drum, Col.
Kewen, Mzj Jack Stratman, Col. Bowie,
Gen. Jamws A, MeDougall, and so on, when
his lordshig fasked him, “‘Lad, is this a hotel

| or is it & bloody old fort!™

Narrow Gange.

Colorado has 2,000 miles of narrow gauge
roads in operation; Texas has 1,19%); Mexico,
1.100; Arizona has T0 under construction.
and Utah 5bor 1,600 projected,

The Albion (Mich ) ladies’ brass band is a

inrtitution,

flonrishing The base drummer-
ess is a widow with nine children.

L4

They then demanded the author’s |
who was |

I also found in the south great |

The |

" THE SAW-DUST RING.

Notes From an Interview With a
Circus Manager.

Big Risks and Large Salaries---Cir-
cus Voentions From a Humani-
tarian Point of View---

Hard Work.

[New York Sun.|

Cireus equestrianism demands a peculiar
aptitude, and even with that, many years of
patient study and laborious practice before
excellence can be attained. FPeople outside
the business wonder sometimes at the seemn-
ingly large salaries we get. They do not
know how hardly and at what risks they
are enrned, and what has been gone
| through to qualify for them. It takes seven
or eight years steady work, in publie during
summers and in private through the winters,
for & young man or woman to become suf-
ficiently proficient to earn more than a mere
living salary. Season after season their com-
peunsation increases slowly, according to the
progress they make in their art. Agd all the
while they are in training, and after they
have attained the loog-contended-for prize of
a good position, they are liable atuany mo-
ment to be thrown out of work and perhaps
erippled for life, by the stumble of a horse,
the slipping of a foot, an unlucky wrench in

1 the air, the momentary carelessness of a ban

ner holder, that prosaic and common flend,
the rheumatism, or some other one of many
hazards to which they are daily exposed.
Should they not be well paid to counterbal-
ance such contingencies?

L could tell you of a charming young wo
man, the daughter of an old cirens man, who,
three or four years ago, as the result of prac-
tice from almost her infancy, seemed to
have a brilliant future in the ring before her.
All who saw her ride said she was bound to be
the Ameriean equestrian queen, for she had
all the requisites of grace, daring, skill, and
beauty. One day she met with an accident,
an unlucky fall from a badly-trained horse,
It might have been more serious in some
respects, but eertainly not so far as her pros-
pects were concerned.  When she got well
she was found to bave a slight but incurable
limp, enough to quite unfit her for ever rid-
| ing in the ring again. On the street, or on
| tho stage, where she found employment at
one quarter of what she could have earned
in the ring, you would not notice any defect
in her walk, but she can never again safely
stand upon the back of a horse or leap over a
banner.

“Do riders ever take apprentices! Well,
onecasionally, but rarely in this country. They
are shy of it. Teaching a boy or girl to ride
is & very long job, generally a thankless and
seldom a profitable one. A parent will teach
his own children, of course, and the Hest
riders come from old cirens families in which
riding may be said to have become a heredi-
tary trait, and learning the business of the
ring is commenced in childhood and is com-
paratively easy for them. Others get into it
by degrees, knocking around a cirens as help-
ers of some sort, or tnmblers, and so0 on
working their way to riding if they feel that

that is their voeation. There are some ap-
l' prenti¢es, but not many. One thing that
| mitigates against them is that the law respect
ing the public employment of children pres
| vents their doing anything for their teachery
| until years after they shonld eommence theie
training. A child may sell papers in tle
| streets, suffer hunger and cold, be blighted a
soul and ruined in body, and that is all
right, from the 8. F. T. P. 0. C. T. (. poist
of view, but it is monstrously and out-
rageously wrong for it to do a little dance or
a petfectly safe tumbling act on a earpstin
the ting, or, as it gets older, to go around the
ring standing on the broad pad of a pecfecily
| traiped, sure old horse, where it is just asse-
cure from harm as it would be inbai, It
long after childhood, after the vears in
whieh the law protects them, that they are,
| if at all, put to the dangerous work of the
profession, or even allowed to attempl it. The
risks they knowingly take in their daily
| work, and the consciousness that at any mo-
| ment they may be made dependent ypon the
kininess of others, undoubtedly have that ef -
fect upon them, and there isnot one real per-
fopmer worthy of the name who would treat
a child with wanton cruelty. If you hear of
ome who jabs a boy with an elephant prod or
wilfully jerks him off a horse to buit him,
you may set it down that that fellow is no
good in the ring himself, Oh, no; 'm not
specially alluding to that Forepangh case,
I'm just speaking in a general sort of way.

“How are beginners taught o ride for the
rrgf’ Well, at first with the mechanic, a
léng arm that sticks out from the centre pole,
from the end of whichdangles & roge fstened
to & belt around the learner's waist atbne end
and the other end in the teacher's haad. The
pupil stands on a broad pad on the horse’s
back, and the supporting arm goes aground as
the horse goes. So long as the pupil keeps
his balance there is no strain onthe rope.
When he tumbles off, or is likely to, the rope
steadies and sustains him. [t gives confidence,
and that is its principal use, but it also pre-
vents falls. When the pupil can stand well
without it its use ahandoned. For
a long time nothing is attempted but
to teach the pupil to stand easily, safely on
the horse, and to balance himself gracefully
to the horse’s stride. Then he karns to do
| the same riding backward, which is harder.
| Then he jumps upa little, anmeh or two
| only, and keeps at it until the fact isim-
bedded in his mind that he takes his forward
impetus from the horse and only has to jump
up and not forward, and for that the me-
chanic probably has to be again brought in
play to save him from ugly tumbles by his
jumping out over the homse's shoulder or on
his neck. Each thing mbst be learned well
before a new thing is tackled, and nothing
learned must ever be allowed to lapse for
want of practice. Slow work; you see. 1've
no doubt it would be easier to learn Greek—
would for a Greek, any way,

“Where do toese lessons go on during
the winter! [n seversl , places about
New York, swh as Stomes, down in
Jersey, and Sokes's, in Fordham, and
Carroll's, in Westchester; but the most
perfect in all is the one Barnum has
in his wintering buildings up at Bridgeport.
All these establshments are in constans ac-
tive use through the winter, often engaged
by performers jor certain howrs each day for
seasons ahead. You see, wa have to supply
our own perfaming horsed, and not only
keep our old oses up to their work, but edu-
cate new ons as the old wear out. A good
cold-blooded  horse, one that never
gets nervousd or excited, doesn’t break
his gait, kwows enough not to step on
I bis rider shoud he fall, sense to fes]

if the rider nakes a so It a little out of
true, and swa to cateh hi t as he comes
down—that ort of a h valuable to us,
and to get om that way
while with hm. That we

s

Is

is

work now, and shall be until the season
opens, getthg up in soowthipg new ithat 1
expect willnake a sen n if I don't break
my neck afit before | gl chance to show
it in publi¢”

NATINAL COSTUMES PASSING
AWAY.

THE PHURESQUE AND STRIKING IS BE-
JCCEEDED BY THE PRODUCT OF
EAM-DRIVEN LOOM,

Cor, St. Louis Globe-Democrat.

the second empire began—and
ms but yesterday—there were
s everywhere and the wearers
ond of them, In Puaris itself
srent classes dressed in marked
t one with the other. The gri-
d shop girl wore a plain linen
hout ribbons, a gray or browx
of inexpensive material, made
and changing little with the
ng fashions. This cheap outer
permitted her to be fanlt-
lessy neat in cap, collar, cuffs and foot-
gea. No one was more attractive than
she gertainly not the fine lady of that
day with the ridienlous pile of false
hat and the balloon petticoat. At that
dafh nothing would have induced the
griette or the shop-woman to wear a
hater bonnet; those were only for fine
lades or women of lost character, and
to mt on such a thing would be to lose
casg with honest working people. The
magon at the head of an establishment
woe ribbons in her cap, the working
gir plain linen.  Leong, however, be-
for: the empire ended the grisette had
disippeared. In her place there was a
crasture in & hat, a dress eut more or
lesiin the fashion, and these had cost
so puch there was too little left for
clan linen. The charm had gone in
pat, but the Parisienne, the cleverest
weuan in the world, still made the best
ofi badd bargain.

‘In most European
siwnge has been fatal, The square-
figed Swiss girl in her eantonal hat,
har laced bodice, her white skirt and
dingling silver was picturesque; the
sm-burned maiden of the Tyrol, strik-
iig and attractive in her monntain
fess and  brigand-like pointed hat
(ne lost sight of the thick ankles, the
ourse, red hands and heavy figure in
tw eflect of the costume.

In Italy, especially in the central
prtion, each village had its dress.
dten differing widely from that worn
pfow miles away, There was a sandal
d a single thickness of leather and
lound with thongs; the skirt and bod-
ise, of bright but simple dye, falling in
fastic folds: the white under-waist:
t1e folded linen head-dress; the em-
Iroidered apron of contrasting color,
md the ear-rings and necklace for hol-
ilays. In these passibly pretty girls
ooked charming, and even the course
wasant woman not unattractive. In
lieir Manchester prints or draggle-tail
gowns with their great feet thrust into
brogans, that are absolutely without
charm, even in the flower of their
youth, by middle age they are hideous.

In a few countries, most of them far
from the centre of Europe, the national
dress still lingers. Still the charming
Spaniard elings to her graceful, float-
ing head-dress; but coquetry and a de-
gire to please, which seems absolutely
wanting in the average Italian, is the
native gift of the women of the Iberian
peninsula, and in no part of the world
do they deserve, or receive, more
romantic devotion. In Madrid, mnch
the least national of her cities, the bon-
net is seen, elsewhere seldom.

The costumes of France, Belginm
and Holland are gone. No more does
the prim Frieslander wear her strange
cap with the golden plates beneath;
but, far in the north, in the remoter
parts of Norway, though the Jdicss be
awkward, a bit of color and a certain
(quaintness still may be seen. Ivan
[vanovitel, the Moujik, and his family
still put on Russian garb, but it is born
too far north for grace or beanty.

In Turkey there lingers a touch of
Oriental grace in garments. The Mo-
hammedan man has largely lost his
flowing robes, and is little different
from the man of central Europe, ex-
cept in the red cap, which he never
removes, but in the provinces it is
different.  Still is
“The wild Albanian kirtled to the knee
With shawl-girt *head and ornamental pun,
And gold-embroidered garments, fair to see,
5till do the women wear their eastern
garb; still the Grecian maidens weave
their gold and silver doweriers amidst
their midnight tresses: but “Italia! oh,
Italig!” when the Manchegter-print
gown, the machine-born brogue and the
ready-made clothes-man invaded your
shores they dealt a blow at your *‘gift
of beanty” such as Goth and Hun and
Tartar dealt of old to the once bound-
less heritage of the Cwsars. The land
is lovely still; the sky is blue, art still
lives: in the south the men are often
picturesque, but the women, who should
be as the soul of all this beauty of
nature, are no longer fair to look upon:
have even lost the ordinary instinet or
desire to please,

cap
dress
shor

ch

countries the

AN OLD WOMAN DEFYING THE
LOCOMOTIVE,

Peck’s Sun,

“Well, gir,” said an engineer, as he
took a donghnut, “all these accidents
ocenr just by people trying to be smart.
I have sepn hundreds of farmers who
would stoj their teams far eunoungh
away from ', train, so there would
no danger, vut about one in ten acts as
though he owned the earth, and if he
gets the hind end of his wagon over, he
thinks he has achieved something re-
markable., I expect to kill a woman
out here abont 100 miles one of these
days. She drives an old black mare
and I think Bhe lays for a train. She
sees the train coming and slaps the old
mare with the lines and hurries on the
track, and the old mare stops as though
she was going to eat grass, and then
the old lady looks at me in the cab
window, through her spectacles, sla
the old mare some more, and she
meanders off the track just before I hit
her, and the old lady looks back at me
just as the engine whirls pasi, and my
heart is in my mouth, and she looks
just as thongh she thonght I was run-
ning that way for fun, and that I am an
impolite thing, because I don’t slack up
for her. Some day the marsh out there |
is going to have ashower of black mare
and buggy wheels and s ‘les, and
there will be crape on the old lady's
door, and instead of a verdiet of snicide
the coroner’s jury will blame the en
gineer, and her relatives will sae tk
company for damages.”



applac.se

