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The Journey, 

1 think of death as some delightful journey 

That I shall take when all my tasks are done; 

Though life has given me » heaping measure 

Ot all best gifis, and many a cup of pleasure, 

Still better things await me further on. 

This little earth is such a merry planet, 

The distance beyond it so supreme, 

1 have no doubt that all the mighty spaces 
Between us and the stars are fied with faces 

More beautiful than any artist's dream. 

I like to think that I shall yet behold them, 

When from this waiting room my soul has soared. 

Earth is a wayside station,, where we wander, 

Until from out the silent darkness yonder, 
Death swings his lantern, and cries, *,All aboard!" 

I think death’s train sweeps through the solar 
system 

And passes suns and moons that dwarf our own. 
And clese beside us we shall find our dearest, 
The spirit friends on earth we held the nearest. 
And in the shining distance®God’s great throne. 

Whatever disappointment!may befall me 
In plans or ye in this world of doubt, 
I kenw that life at worst can but delay me, 
But no maiicious fate has power to stop me 
From that grand journey on the Great Death Route 

The Lion Tamer. 

He was a gloomy, taciturn man, was 

Varrens, the lion tamer. His dusky face, 

with its heavy brows and massive black 

beard, might have been cast in bronze, so 

rarely did its expression change. There 

was always the same set, resolute look, not 

untouched by sadness, like that of a man 

who foresees hie end, and is not atraid to 

tace it. 
I cannot say he was popular, with our 

troupe—rather the reverse. Nature intend- 

ed bim to stand alone, like a rugged oak in 

the open, which seems to shun all contact 

with 1ts fellows. No one seemad to know 

how he passed his spare time, or to care 

either for that matter. 
Welply's World-famed Hippodrome (as 

the bills put it) was nothing more than an 

erdinary travelling circus, to which a small 

menagerie had been tacked on. We were 

wintering in Edinburgh when Varrens 

joined us. I was ring-master at the time, 

and I will remember the first occasion upon 

which he made his entry into the lions’ cage 

It was a ticklish moment, for the brutes 

were strange to him, but somehow he 

seemed to get the mastery over them from 

the very start. Aft r that he had it all his 

own way. 
In the course of the first twelve months 

he got together in one cage what was 

known as the ‘happy fismly'—an African 

lion, a Bengal tiger, a leopard, and a Sib- 

erian wolf. They lived as happily as most 

such families—human and otherwise— 

generally do; that is to say, at least once 

every day there was a regular set-to, and 

Varrens had to go for them all round be- 

fore he could restore order. Having re- 

lieved their feelings in this way, the brutes 

retired to their respective corners and 
sulked till feeding time. 
To the general public the tamer’s night 

ly display in this cage was undoubtedly one 

of the chiet attractions of the show. No 

sooner did he make his appearance than a 

pleasurable thrill of excitement ran through 
the spectators. There was always the off- 

chance of seeing him mauled, and that was 
something to look forward to. 

Varreos had been with us about two 

years when the proprietor took it into his 
head one day to engag2 a troupe of acro- 
bats. Amongst them was a young lady, 

Miss Carrie Weston, who very soon had 
halt the men in the circus, and a fair num- 

ber of outsiders, at her tret. She was a 

pretty, sprightly little thing, with a mop of 
fluffy golden hair. Some might have 

thought ber a trifle giddy and too tond of 
admiration ; but, all the same, her roguish 

smile and pretty ways played havoc with 
many a male heart. 
On the ropes she was a regular little 

dare-devil. I have seen her perform the 
most fool-hardy tricks; running very con- 
siderable risk of cracking her dainty neck, 

apparently out of sheer love of the excite- 
ment it afforded. She seemed to tak: a 
childish delight in thrilling the spectators 
with feats ot this kind. 
Now of all the queer things that could 

have bappened, ths queerest undoubtedly 
was that the great black bearded 
lion-tamer, whom we had always 
looked upon as little short of a woman- 

hater, should have fallen desper- 
ately in love with the girl straight away. 
Before she had been with us a week, I be- 

gan to notice a change in him. lle seem- 

ed to be gradually drawn out of his shell, 
as it were. Hitherto he never made his 
appearance of an evening until the perform- 
ance wes drawing to a close, when the 

cage containing the ‘happy family’ was 
wheeled into the ring, ready for him to 
enter. Now, night after night, he was 
early at the ring side, waiting for the 
troupe of acrobats. 
The curious part of it was, he appeared 

quite coutent to worship her at a distance. 

So far as I could make out, he never made 

the slightest attempt to approach ber, 

though I have seen his swarthy cheeks 
glow and his eyes blaz2 as he watched her 

laughing and chatting with other men. As 
to Miss Carrie herself—well, you may be 

sure she did not remain long in ignorance 
of this silent devotion on the part of the 

tamer. It pleased her, tco Ordinary ad- 
mirers she could count by the score; but it 

was something new to havesuch a man before 
whom those fizrce brutes in the ciges night 
ly cowered, at her feet, and to teel that sh= 

alone of all the world could lead him. 

From the very first, the zoological section 
of the show seemed to have a peculiar at- 
traction for this wilful young lady. She 
spent hours roaming about trom cage to 

cage,endeavoring to propitiate the ferocious 

inmates by every means in her power. I 

rather fancy she bad a sort ot hankering 

after a t mer's life; and her daring was 

such that, trail little thing that she was, I 

believe nothing would have pleased her 
better than to have made the acquaintance 
of the ‘happy family’, if shs could have hid 

her own way. 
There was a fine young tiger cub in one 

of the cages, a recent acquisition to the 

show. He was a prime favorite with Mi-s 
Carrie. She seemzd determined to make 

a pet of him, and succeeded in a marvellous 
degree. Ac first she simply stood before 
the cage for & certain time every day, 
watching the tiger as he prowled up and 

down with a slow, stealthy motion. Grad- 

ually the brute got to know her. When 
she apprcached be would put his head to 
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the bars and allow her to stroke it, purring 
like a great cat. 
One day the venturesome damsel took 

it into her head to make a closer acquain- 
tance with her pet. While the coast was 
clear, she slipped back the spring lock of 
the cage and was just about to enter, when, 
with a bound, the tiger came flying through 

the open door. The girl was flung back- 
wards and rolled upon th: ground. The 
beast frisked around her for a moment or 

too ; then came and planted his heavy fore- 
paws upon her chest, She lay there quite 
still, with closed eyes, not daring to move 

a limb. All the time she felt the creature's 
hot breath on ber tace. He kept sniffing, 
sniffing, as if uncer ain what to make of 
her. 

It is hard to say how the matter might 
have ended had not Varrens suddenly 
arrived upon the scene. A few switt strid- 
es brought him across to the girl's side. 
Gripping the tiger cub with both bands, he 
slung him back into the cage and slammed 
the door. When he turned round again 
the young lady was upon her teet—a little 
white and sacred, it is true, but otherwise 
none the worse for her adventure. 

‘You're not hurt, I hopz *' he asked, 
anxiously. 

‘Oh, no!" she replied, gaily, ‘a wee bit 
shaken, that's all. Still, I shouldn't have 
relished being left much longer in that 
position, though I don’t believe the crea- 
ture would have hermed me.’ 

‘I'm not so sure about that,” said Var- 
rens. ‘You never cin tell when those 
brutes will cut up rough. A little thing 
sets them off, and its just a toas up 
whether they go for you or not. See here,’ 

be went on, rolling back his sleeve, and 
displaying a brawny arm, covered with 
black bair, ‘look at these scars. That's 
where the brutes have dug their claws in- 
to me at odd times. I carry my trade mark 
about with me, you see.’ 

‘Oh, how dreadful!" exclaimed Miss 
Carrie, running her pretty fioger along the 
livid furrows in the fleeh ‘I had no idea 
you ran such frightful risks.’ 

‘Oh, that’s nothing,’ replied the tamer, 
in a careless manner, ‘up here, at the 
shoulder, it is worse. A big brute of a 
tiger chawed me there last winter; but I 
had it out with him betore I left the cage. 
and there wasn't a quieter beast in the 
show a'ter that.’ 

‘I oughtn’t to have made so free with 
this cub, then ?’ 

‘It would be safer not; though he is 
scarcely ripe enough tor mischiet yet. But 
how did he manage to get out of the cage?’ 

Miss Carrie explained. The tamer 
shook hishead gravely, and regarded her 
with a somewhat anxious expression. 

‘You are too daring, I'm afraid," he sid, 
seriously. ‘You will get hurt on= of these 
days it you don't mind. I have watched 
you on the ropes for nights running, and — 
well, upon my word, somstimes you make 
my heart jump into my mouth. 
The little minx tossed her fluffy head, 

and grinned with pleasure. 
‘Look-out for me to night then,” she 

said, as she skipped away from him. ‘I've 
been practising a new trick, and I mean 
to astonish the natives of this sleepy old 
town—see if I don’t !’ 
That night we had a crowded house, for 

it was some sort of a local holiday. The 
performince was most successful through- 
out, the acrobats especially gaining loud 
applause. Miss Carrie certainly did 
astonish the natives; indeed, her new feat 
on the flying trapeze, which she gave for 
the first time that evening, was something 
startling. Even those of us who were well 
seasoned to such sights stood spell bound 
until it was over. 
Ae she skipped triumphantly out of the 

ring, flushed with pleasure at the applause 
her performance had evoked, she shot a 
saucy look at Varrens, who was standing 
at the entrance with his arms folded across 
his massive chest, as much as to say ‘What 
did you think of that 
He said nothing at the time, but next 

morning | heard him taking her to task, 
and gravely chiding her as to the risk she 
ran. Miss carrie evidently was not in the 
very beet of humours that day ; she answer- 
ed him sharply enough; said it was entire- 
ly her own look-out whether she broke her 
neck or not; and that even it she did, it 
wouldn't matter a straw to anybody. 

‘That’s not true,” the tamer remarked, 
firmly,’ ‘and you know it.’ 

‘Oh, indeed ! This was news to her. 
She thought there wasn't a soul in the 
world —except, perhaps, old uncle Ben, 
who had trainsd her on tha ropes and given 
her a start in life—who cared a button 
what became of her. And who might this 
friend be ? She was curious to fiad that 
out. 
“You know well who it is,” he replied, 

vehemently. ‘Listen Before you came 
here I had some peace of mind, 
about as much as a man who has 
turned his back upon the world 
can reasonably expect. Those brutes in 
the cages there were my only care; I took 
more interest in them than in the whole of 
mankind put together. I thought that all 
affection had been stamped out of me ; that 
my heart was dead. But I was mistaken— 
oh, yes! I was mistaken. You came along, 
and som thing reemed to spring into life 
within me. I tried to crush it, to smother 
it, but it was no use And now—now —I 

tell you,’ he went on, breaking off sudden- 
ly, ‘every time I enter tbat cage yonder 
now, I carry my life in my bands. You re- 
uire to have all your wits about you for 

this sort of business ; and if you happen to 
have anything on your mind, and your 
thoughts get to wandering away elsewbere 
—-well the brutes notice it quick enough 
They are always on the watch for snch a 
chance of taking you unaware.’ 
He seemed so desperately in earnest, 

and appeared to regard his case in such a 
hopeless light, Miss Carrie was touched 
and subdued in spite of hers:lf. She bad 
secretly admired his strength, his daring, 

and his mastery over those fierce brutes in 
the cages. And now she hung her pretty 
head, whimpered a little, said she would 
never forgive herselt it any harm came to 

him through her; and,indeed——Bat here 
she was whipped of the ground, and lost 
in the embrace of her gigantic lover. 

Atter that it was a c-se of ‘standing off 
the grass’ with the rest of Miss Carrie's 
tollowing. Varrens was always at her 
side. and not one of her former admirers 
cared particularly to bandy words with 
bim. 
Daring the remainder of that summer 

we wandered abou’ from town to town, 
pitching out moving tent for a few days in 
each. Despite the proverb, the course of 
true love, in this particular instance might 
have run smoothly enough. but for an 
untoward circumstance which happened 
towards the end of our tour. 
There fell a day when Fred Welply, the 

eldest son of our boss. tnrned up unex- 
pectedly. Master Frad had been running 
a show on h's own account for the last 
couple ot years, but had come to grief— 
which did not in the least surprise his 
triends and relations. In point of fact, he 
had recently found himself stranded some- 
where on the Continen’; didn’t wait to 
take formal leave of his assistants (who 
were anxiously dogging his footsteps) ; 
‘left the bally show to take care of itselt’— 
as he put it—and bolred ! 
He came back to us with the easy assur- 

ance of a man who knows his own worth, 
and is not afraid of obtaining suitable re- 
compense for his services. In some re- 
spects he was undouhtedly an acquisition, 
for he was a good bare-back rider (when 
sufficiently sober), and generally took the 
part of Dick Turpin when we gave are- 
presentation of that hero's famous ride to 
York. 
To begin with, he had a bit of a shindy 

with the boss, and they pretty nearly came 
to arguing it out with tent pegs. This 
preliminary ouer, he settled down to busi 
ness, and cast his eyes about him. They 
quickly lighted upon Miss Carrie Weston, 
whom he sermed to regard with favour and 
approval. One night, after the pertorm- 
ance was over. he made his way to her 
side, chucked her under the chin, and in- 
dulged in other little pleasantries—much 
to the girl's annoyance. The next minute 
he saw as many stars as it the enormous 
tent hid been suddenly unroofed, and 
found himself huddled up under the tier of 
three-shilling seats. Varrens was stand- 
ing by the girl, his great fists clenched, and 
a savage glare in his eyes. 
From that moment these two men were 

at daggers-drawn. Waelply never ventured 
to annoy Miss Carrie again—he had got 
too severe a lesson tor that— but there was 
often a sullen scowl upon his face when be 
encountered her that boded no good. In- 
deed, it was pretty evident he was up to 
mischief of some kind, tor he was not the 
tort of man to forget an injury in a 
burry. 
A few weeks later the troupe of acro- 

bats were summoned to fulfill a long-stand- 
ing engagement at the Rotnnda, Man- 
chester. Carrie parted from her lover in 
bitterness and tears ; she felt a sort of pre- 
sentment, she said, that something dread- 
ful was about to happen. Varrens pooh- 
poohed her fears, gentle stroked her pretty 
head with his great hand, and then she 
emiled up at him through her tears. 
When she was gone the lion-tamer drop- 

ped back into his old ways, and became as 
moody and taciturn as ever. Welply kept 
clear of bim, but still it was plain to see 
there was bad blood between the two. 
For my own part, I was not all sorry when 
Master Fred tired of the show, which he 
soon did, and took his departure. 
As a general rule Varrens was always at 
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hand wtken bis turn‘ came round. One 
night, however, much to our surprise, he 
did not make his adpeaaance as usual. 
The cage containing the ‘happy family’ 
bad been wh eled in'o the ring. the specta- 
tors were on the tip-toe or expectation, 
but the farm r was not forthcoming. While 
we waited, one of the attend ants slipped up 
to me, and whispered : 

‘The dressing tent, sir; he's stuck in 
there by bimself. 1've told him it's his 
turn, but be took no notice ot me. Ibe- 
lieve there's something wrong.’ 

I burried off at once, for the crowd in 
the sixpenny and shilling seats began to 
grow impatient. Ths moment I entered 
the dressing-tent, and my eyes tell upon 
Varrens, I confess that I got quite a shock. 
He was striding up and down, his hands 
clenched, his lips com sressed, and a drawn, 
hageard look on his tace. 

‘Varrens, what's the matter ?’ I cried, 
hurrying forward. 
He pulled up suddenly, wheeled round, 

and looked at me in a half-dazad sort of 
way. Then, without a word, he opened 
his hand and heid out alitile ball ot soft, 
pink paper. 

I took it, smoothened it out, and saw it 
was a telegram. It contained these words : — 

‘Carrie Weston fell from trapeze this 
afternoon. Fatally injured. 

Maneger Rotunda, Manchester.” 
For a moment or two [ stared blankly 

at the crumpled paper. Poor fittle Cerrie ! 
What a sad 2nding for the bright, winsome 
little thing that used to be the life and 
soul of our show ! 
‘My dear fellow'I said turning to Var- 

rens, ‘I’m awfully sorry for you. Of course 
you can’t appear this even'ng. I will go 
out and make some excuse.’ 
But to my intense surprise, he suddenly 

pushed past me, and strode trom the tent. 
I ran after him, tor he was not in a fit con- 
dition to face those savage brutes in the 
cage; but he had gained the ring before I 
could stop him. Without a moment’s 
besitation he mounted the steps, slipped 
back the lock, and entered. The door 
closed with an ominous clang. 
As usual. the beasts skurried away from 

him and crouched at the other end of the 
cage, snarling and growling. Varrens 
stood motionless. We waited for him to 
comm>2nce, but he never moved. He seem- 
ed rooted to the spot. 
What followed was so sudden, so unex- 

pected, so appelling, that to this day I can- 
not recall it without a shudder. While the 
tamer was standing there, with eyes upon 
him. I saw him suddenly stagger like a 
drunken man. The sense of his bitter loss 
seemed to rush upon him, and overpowered 
him all of a moment. Gradually he sank 
down upon his knees, and clapped his hands 
to his face with a groaa thit was heard 
throughout the tent. 

In responsa to that groan, an universal 
cry of horror and dismay broke from the 
spectators. As if by common instinct, the 
four brutes sprang upon him. The tiger 
had slightly the lead, and bowled him over 
in the twinkling of an eye. The shock 
seemed to arouse Varrens; with an almost 
superhuman effort be struggled to his feet, 
only to go down again as one of the other 
beasts dug its savage claws into him. Great 
heavens ! what a fight that was ! Sometimes 
the man was erect, struggling to shake off 
the brutes, some'imes he was burled back 
against the wall of the cage. The specta- 
tors were upon their feet—screaming, yell- 
ing, and shouting to save him; while the 
attendants were vainly jabbing at the beasts 
with sharp. iron-tipped staves. 

In the midst of the uproa-, Varrens man- 
sged to get free for a moment, drew a re- 
volver, and fired three shots in rapid 
succession. Then, under cover of 
the smoke, he slipped through the 
door and rolled headlong to the ground. 
There be lay, torn, mangled, and bleeding, 
but with bis black eyes gleaming like live 
coals. We hastened to pick him up, pro- 
curcd a stretcher, and took him straight 
away to the hospital. 
The first thing next morning I went 

round to inquire for him, quite prepared to . 
hear that he bad succumbed to his injuries : 
during the night. Oa entering the accident | 
ward, where he was lying, 1 suidenly pull- 
ed up with a gasp ot amszement. There, 
seated at his bedeide, with her little hand 
encloscd in his great fist, was Miss Carrie 
Weston— hale and hearty as ever! Utterly | 
taken aback. I stood and gezed stupidly at 
them, until Varrens opened his eyes snd 
noticed me. 
feebly, ‘I'm not quite done for yet, you 
see Got patched up all right last night, 
and this little woman's coming has done m2 
a world of good’ 

‘But—but—the telegram ?’ I stammered. 
‘All rot!” was his reply. Then, turning 

his head round towards the girl, he s:id, 
‘There, tell bim about it, Carrie ; Im not up 
to much talkiog yet.’ 

‘Well. you see,’ she explained, ‘it was 
just like this. Last night we performed 2s 
usual at the Rotunda. As I was leaving 
the building two young fellows strolled up. 
One of tbtem I knew slightly. The mo- 
ment he laid eyes on me he started, drop- 
ped his stick, and cried, ‘Good heavens! it’s 
Carrie Weston !' 

‘I saw he had some reagbn tor being sur- 
prised, so up I went and spoke to bim. He 
said he bad heard that I had met with a 
fatal accident that afternoon through tumb- 

‘Hulloa, Ringwood !' be ssid, | 

ling off the trapeze. I asked him where he 

got his news from. He tried to put me off, 
but, bit by bit, [ coaxed the whole thing 

out of him.’ 
‘It seems he was a clerk in the post-office 

and had only just come off duty. An hour 
or two before a telegram had been handed 
in, which stated that I had fallen from the 

trapeze and was fatally injured. I tried to 
find out to whom it was addressed, but he 

woulda’t tell me. I worried it out of him 
at last, hurrmed home, and caught the night 
express on here. When I arrived early 
this morning, I heard what bal happened 
at the show last night, and came straight 
away to the hospital.’ 

‘Then that telegram—’ I began, as a 
light suddenly dawned upon me. 
‘Was sent by that tellow Welply, with- 

out a doubt,’ muttered Varrens. 

No Misleading 

Statements. 

Strong Letters From Reli- 

able people 

Prove tie Worth of Paing’s Celery 
Compound. 

The Public Demand for the Great 

Medicine Fast Increasing. 

The proprietors of Paine’s Celery Com- 
pound have never given to the press of the 
country any misleading statements, and 
have never exaggerated either the virtue 
of their wonderful remedy or the astonish- 
ing character of the testimonials it has re- 
ceived. 

Paine’s Celery Compound, the greatest 
and most marvellous of all blood purifiers 
and restorers of nerve force and power, 
and which has a greater public demand than 
all other combined remedies, has been a 
blessing to thousands of homes in the 
Dominion of Canada. This medicine that 
makes people well receives monthly scores 
of letters ot praise from men and women 
rescued from disease and death. Every 
month of the year hundreds are restored to 
new lite, but many being diffident in nature, 
and not wishing to be recognized by the 
public, refrain from writing to the press. 

Paine’s Celery Compound being a guar- 
anteed medicine, the public have faith in 
it. The cures effected for those who in the 
past were burdened with rheumatism, neu- 
ralgia, kidney disease, liver trouble, dys- 
pepsia, heart troubles and blood diseases 
are in many cases truly wonderful Suc- 
cess after the doctors tail is the great boast 
of the world’s popular medicine, Paine’s 
Celery Compound. 
Mrs. A. Perry, Port Maitland, N. S., 

writes as follows. 
“For two years my system was all run 

down, and I suffered more than I can de- 
scribe from nervous prostration and insom- 
is. At times I almost lost my reason from 
severe pain at base of the brain. My hus- 
band advised me to try Paine's Celery 
Compound. which I did, and the effects 
were wonderful. I soon began to sleep 
well jthe pain left my head; my whole 
system was strengthened, and Iam now 
enjoying v-ry good health. 

‘I would cheerfully recommend Paine's 
Celery Compound to any one suffering 
from like troubles. You have my best 
wishes for the future success of your ex- 
cellent remedy.’ 

Breaking Up and Breaking Down. 

‘A man may be all broken up,’ said Mr. 

Billtops. ‘and yet not be broken down at 
all. Grief breaks us up, but we get over 
that, while a break down may mean a col- 

lapse, with recovery doubtful or difficult. 
In cold climates where ice forms in winter 
the rivers break up in the spring, and they 
are all in a turmoil then, but when summer 

comes they flow along p'acidly. So itis 
with us. We may all be broken up and 
get overit, but a break down is quite 
another matter.—New York Sun. 

GOOD WOMAN—-BAD HEART. 

Wheu Could the Life of a Loved one be More 

Uncertain Than when Attacked by Heart 

Disease? If you Have a Hint of it Have 

Dr, Agnew’s Cure for the Heart Always at 

Hand, it is the Only Remedy Which can 

Relieve you in 30 Minutes and Cure You 

Permanently. 

“This is to certify that my wife has 
been a sufferer from heart disease for over 
twenty years. After having tried doctors 
and remedies innumerable without benefit 
I procured two bottles of Dr. Agnew’s 
Cure for the Heart. and she bas received 
more benefit from it thin from all the 
doctors and all the cures used keretofore. 
I sm pleased to certi y to the excellence 
of this wonderful remedy 

‘AARON NICHOLS, 
Peterboro’, Smith Tp.’ 


