A CHARMING EQUESTRIENNE

I Am impelled to portray, at this time¢, my devo-
tion to the little equestrienne, by the presence of a
traveling circus in these lofty altitudes in which I
-am now living, seven thousand feet above the sea,
in our great southwest. The mere sight of this
master of the miniature ring, with all the atmos-
phere of the tent about him, after almost insur-
mountable difficulties crossing the mountains, over
through the canyons of this expansive country, de-
livering an address in excellently chosen English,
while poised at a considerable height on the wire, to
the multitude on the ground below him, during which
time he is to give what is known as the “free ex-
hibit” as a high wire artist—all this turns me once
more to the ever charming theme of acrobatics in
general and equestrianism in particular, and it is of
a special genius in this field that I wish to speak.

I have always been a lover of these artists of
bodily vigour, of muscular melody, as I like to call
it. As I watched this ringmaster of the little tray-
eling circus, this master mountebank of the sturdy
figure, ably poised upon his head on the high wire,
outlined against the body of the high mountain in
the near distance, about which the thunder clouds
were huddling, and in and out of which the light-
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