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BILLY BUTTON. 3 

"You bet!" replied Beelzebub. flip-flop and came down wrong end up upon the sawdust. "Did 
"Don't you forget it, either!" you see my agility?" he asked as he leaped to his feet in an 
Jane laughed heartily as she ran upstairs with the dinner instant. 

dishes. " I call it a faux paw," replied DeLacy. 
Then the boys fell to work. "Wall, wasn't I on four paws, what yer talkin' 'bout, �h�~�y�? �"� 

'·How �l�a�t�~� do you think it is?" asked Beel. " Just so," replied the ringmaster, smiling. " You are apt 
"Nearly two, I gu'ess," replied Ed. this afternoon, Uncle Sam." 
"Well, we've got to dust lively, hey?" said Beel. " Uncle Sam's apt ter be," replied Beel, " but what can I do 
Ho'w are we going to do about the doorkeeper ?" inquired for yer?" 

Ed. "The fellers can't come through the hall no more.1• " Please ask Master Edwards to step forward," retorted the 
" I'll 'tend to that," replied his companion. " Let's get the ringmaster. 

�t�~�a�p�s� together." " Trot him out!" shouted Beel. 
As he spoke the basement door-bell rang, and presently half " What's that?" asked DeLacy, cutting at him with his whip. 

a dozen boys, varying from ten to fourte·en, �~�a�m�e� clattering " What yer 'bout?" replied Beel, leaping away to avoid the 
down the cellar stairs. whip of the ringmaster and a kick from the untamed steed at 

In a few words they were informed of what had transpired, 
add then one was appointed as doorkeeper. 

He had to shinny up the coal-hole, but the active use of a 
broom cleaned away the grimy dust, and then things were per
fectly ship-shape. 

Meanwhile the others had raked the sawdust-ring which was 
prepared in th·e rear of the cellar, and put it in proper order 
for the performance. 

Then the performers lit up the candles upon the hoop chan
deliers on either side of the ring, and retired to the dr'essing
room, which was fronted by a red da.ltlask table-cloth, hung 
diagonally across the rear of the cellar. 

By this time a number of boys, some well dress·ed, and oth· 
ers of the ragged type, came sliding down the run of the 
cellar. 

It was jolly fun to all, for boys will be boys throughout all 
time; and doubtless these boys enjoyed thems·elves the more 
by reason of the odd means they had to adopt to attend the 
show. 

Notwithstanding the price paid, they were glad to take a 
slide to get in. · 

Said price was ten marbles, bne china-ally, or thirty pins. 
The audience seated, the entrance was closed, an!l the door· 

keeper came down to act as policeman, and then the show com
menceq. 

The first act on the 1>rogramme was a grand entree act by 
the full company. . 

In doing this act the boys used the basket-horses apper· 
taining to carnival times and Christmas festivals, that can 
be found at any first-class •toy store. 

The act .was done in tip-top .style, and from the round of 
applause that greeted the conclusion, it evidently pleased the 

one and the same time. ." I don't like this; there's too many 
snappin' turtles 'round! Master Edwards!" 

And into the rin'° leaped Ed, dressed in another set of ex· 
temporized tights which fitted closer than a glove. 

A shout of applause and the clapping of hands greeted his 
appearance. 

" Give him a hand," shouted the ringmaster to the clown, 
" give him a hand." 

" Can't spare it1 " rejoined B'eel. " I want both myself." And 
tossing himself on his hands, he walked around the ring feet 
up. 

"Snap." The whip told home. 
"Ouch!" ejaculated Beel, resuming his equilibrium. "That's 

darn mean!" 
"Why so?" 
" Back-biting!" retorted he, scratching th'e injured part. 

" But I forgive you. What can I do for you?" 
The latter to Ed, who was standing quietly by the untamed 

steed. ' 
"Give me a hand, please," replied Ed, laying his hand on 

the horse's back. 
"You don't know what yer talkin' 'bout," repli'ed Beel, grin· 

ning. · 
"Why not?" demanded the ringmaster, sharply. 
"He's holdin' out his foot-can't yer see?" rejoined Beel. 
"Just so," answered DeLacy, nodding. "Well, give him a 

lift, then." 
Be·elzebub seized hold of the extended foot, and gave Ed a 

lift. 
Up he went, and' the next instant he was standing on the 

pad, as the manufactured horse went trotting around the 
ring. 

spectators immensely. "I'll be blowed if them ain't my shirts, surer tl;l.an great 
Then came the principal act by " Master Edwards," so Ed guns!" 

termed himself on the bill, which was done with a brush, and 
posted on the rear of the cellar. 

In this act one of the stoutest boys of the party, covered 
with cloth, with padded saddle and horse's head attached, 
acted the part of horse. To do this he bent his body forward, 
holding two stout sticks in his hands as forelegs, and thus 
gave a rather fair representation of a horse. 

CHAPTER IV . 

SHIRTS ARE SH IRTS. 

Ed was the rider. Every eye turned in th·e direction of the speaker. 
Beelzebub the clown. He was a tall, st:out man, dressed in a semi-sailor costume. 
And Percival DeLacy, another of. the lads, the ringmaster. " Oh, cracky! ·• ejaculated Ed, leaping from the back of the 
In came the Arab steed, led by a keeper, who appeared to untamed steed, and diving into the .dressing-room. 

have his hands full in managing the fiery animal. · 1 "By jinks, the jig's up!" blurted DeLacy, making for the 
• "Step this way, Uncl'e Sam!" said DeLacy, snapping his whip coal-hole. " Look out for yourselves, fell ers! It 's Ed's sailor 

with the utmost vigor. I brother, and he and Beel have got on his shirts for tights." 
. And as he did so Beelzebub leaped into the ring. • In a moment t he trappings of the horse were cast aside, and 

He was dressed in a suit of extemporized tights that might the representative of that noble animal follow ed DeLacy with 
have ·done credit to the ablest joker in existence. I the utmost celerity, and one of the liveliest skedaddles on rec-

White and blue stripes, and his face powdered and painted ord ensued. 
in the most comical manner. I Nearly everybody escaped. 

" And the states come also!" he shouted, as he turned a But Beelz·ebub and Ed were not among the number. Unfor-



BILLY BUTTON. 

fortunately their garb precluded the possibility of a street "And so you're going to work, are you?" demanded she, pres-
promenade, and before they could dress the big brother had ently. 
them both captives. "Yes, to-morrow." 

"Where did you get those shirts, young fellows?" he de- "Well, I'm glad of it," she retorted, savagely, as she arose 
manded, sharply, half-smiling and half in earnest. "Speak out, on the bed, with her eyes glaring with maniacal fury. "I'm 
and no bones about it!" glad of it, you beggar's brat!" 

"Beel put up the job," replied Ed. "It wasn't my fault." "What do you mean, mother?" demanded the boy, in utter 
"Stole 'em, eh?" demanded the sailor, sternly. surprise, as he darted from the stool upon which he had been 
"No, we only borrowed '·em. I'd scorn to steal, poor as I seated. 

am-I'd die first! " 
And he gave a defiant look af the sailor as he spoke. 
"How did it happen, Ed?" asked his brother. "Tell me the 

truth, like a man!" 
Ed hung his head, undecided what to do. 
"Don't show the white feather, Ed," said Beel. "You didn't 

mean to do no wrong-and you hain't." 
"You see, sir," he continu·ed, addressing Ed's brother, "t'oth

er day we was up by ther fire in the kitchen dryin' ourselves 
after the rain, and the/girls was ironin' thes·e·ere shirts. I seed 
them hangin' on the clothes hoss, and sez I to Ed: 'Them 'ud 
make bully tights, they would.' 

"'How?' sez he. 
" 'Just strip,' sez I , 'an' pull the arms over your legs, and 

put the other shirt right side up, then use a, handkercher for 
trunks, and you're made up in a jiffy." 

"And that's the way you did it, hey?" replied the sailor, 
laughing heartily. "Well, I'm blamed if you ain't a cure. I'll 
let you go this time for your ingenuity, but don't you let me 
ketch you snaking my shirts again for tights, or I'll lock you 
both up, now mind; strip lively and bring those shirts up to 
Bridget to wash, and this is the ending of your circus, mind it, 
Master Ed!" 

But it wasn't, as the sequel will prove. 

* * * * * * * 
"Mother." 
The speaker was Beelzebub. 
He had just returned home, if the term could be applied to 

his wretched apartment in Rotten Row. 
"What do you want?" replied a maudlin voice, as the speaker 

partially arose from a straw bed upon a cot in one corner of 
the room. 

"I'm home," answered Beel, pleasantly, "and Mr. Lathrop's 
promis·ed to get me into the circus. Ain't it bully?" 

"Um," muttered the woman. "Got any spuds?" 
"Why, I gave you four dollars day afore yesterday," said 

Beel. "Ain't gone, is it?" 
"Yes, every blame cent." 
"What yer done with it?" 
"Gin!" shouted the woman, waving a bottle unsteadily in her 

hand. "Gin! and that's gon'e, too, and I want more-must 
have it," and she fell heavily back upon the bed as she spoke. 

"Oh, mother, " groaned the boy, "why can't you stop?" 
" I can't, and I don't want to, either," she shouted, angrily. 

"Get me another bottle, or it'll be the worB'e for ye. Get it, I 
say! " 

And she held out the bottle as she spo\te. with savage exas
peration. 

He stood looking at her for a moment or two before he 
m<>ved. 

"It's too bad," he muttered to himself, "but I suppose it's 
got ter be did-it's the only way to quiet her, poor mother." 

And with a sad, dejected look, he took the bottle and de• 
scended the stairs. 

He returned presently, a'.nd handed the liquid death to the 
woman. 

She took a long drink, and uttered a pleased sigh. 
"It's life to me," she murmured. "Life-life-and I love it." 
The boy made no reply. Poor fellow, he was disgusted with 

his mother. 

"I mean what I say," she replied, with an oath. "I mean 
what I say, curse you! " · 

"Mother!" he replied, darting away to avoid the blow aimed 
at his head, as the half-filled bottle shattered into a thousa~d 
fragments agai,nst the wall, "what is the matter?" 

"Don't call me mother!" shouted the crazed woman, as the 
foam of madness frothed from her lips. " I am no mother of 
yours-nor are you kith of mine." 

The boy stood gazing at her in dazed amazement. 
"It's the Gospel truth!" she shouted, with a shriek of demo

niac laughter which rang through the room like a wail, "and 
I'll swear it w!.th my dying breath." 

"Moth·er-mother!" groaned the boy, falling on his knees, 
and attempting to grasp the desperate woman. "Are you 
mad?" 

";No!" she shouted. "I have told at last-and make the most 
you can of it," and, before the boy could reply or attempt to 
prevent her, she darted to th'e window and head first to the 
street below. 

CHAPTER V. 

• A iBLOW FOR A BLOW. 

An inquest followed, and the jury decided that the woman 
had committed self-destruetion- while und·er the influence of 
alcoholism. 

Thus the matter rested. 
It was the day following the funeral. The audience were 

coming .out of the circus. And as theY, did so a man in citiz·en 
dress approached the ticket taker. 

"I want to see the proprietor," he said, displaying a police-
man's badge. 

"What's the row-anything up? ". replied t'1e latter. 
"Nothing important, " said the officer, with _a p·eculiar leer. 
"You'll find him in the dressing-tent," answered the door-

keeper, pointing through the side door. "Get around to the 
rear-you know the way." 

"Yes," observed the offic·er, as he disappeared through the 
canvas flap of the tent. He made his way to the rear and en
tered the dress1ng tent. 

Nearly all the company were dress·ed except those engaged in 
the closing act. Wallet and Sam Lathrop were standing near 
the exit of the tent. 

"I want to see Will Westlake," said the officer. 
"What do you want with him?" asked Lathrop, who kn·ew 

the officer by sight. 
"I want him on charge of stealing a set of diamond ear

rings from Mrs. William Hanlon, of Ninth street." 
"Don't beli·eve a word of it," replied Lathrop, indignantly. 

"It's a put-up job." 
"Nary a time," answered the detective. "I've got the thing 

dea<;l. to rights. " 
"It's a lie!" shouted Sam. "Poor boy, he only burled his 

mother yesterday." 
"She wasn't his mother," replied the officer, sharply, "and 

you're altogether too sharp with your chin, Sam!" 
"Why?" 


