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CHAPTER IX
THE LOVE OF A WOMAN.

1 grew steadily stronger. and soon
moved from my bed to a big chair
drawn up to the window It was the
beat of summer now Harry was more
dushing and poetic than ever before.
All the household, from the baron and
baroness down to the boy who twirled
the spits in the kitchen. was gay. and
yet. deep nnder my slowly brightening
face and ontward improvement, lay a
black devil eating at my heart [t was
the devil of donbt, for Marion, whose
eyes | had so often seen kind and soft.
came to me seldom pow, and when she
did it was always with my mother or
Harry Never a word of my paesionate
note under tha verses | think Harry
noticed it. too. for he was kinder than
ever to me Likewise Captain Castle-
tree. who would come and read alond
from his bocks for hours at a time

One duy | was sitting alone at my
open window [t was early evening.
My mother had just left my side. and 1
was in a balf dream [t was not a glad
dream to cheer the beart. mor a mad
dream of battle to set my pulses leap-
ing My gray meditations were broken
by the clatter of hoofs in the courtyard
below and the sound of greetinge |
stood. as best | counld for my weakness,
and looked out A big roan horse was
there. and a gentleman had just dis-
monnted and was leaning over my
mother's hand The whole family seem
ed to be at the dining ball door to greet
him Marion und the captain greeted
him with the fervor of old friends |
heard my father say. ‘*Welcome to my
house. Sir Willis!

1 sank back in my cbair.

*“Who the devil isthis?"* I said *“‘He
bows like # sword scabbard and bhas a
face like a bishop.’

Presently Harry came np ang told me
that the newcomer was Sir Willis How-
ard, who bad come on from England
posthaste with brave news for the cap-
tain

“What is the news?"" I asked huskily

“That the estate in Devon will be
Castletree’'s again on Christmas day,
and that the real political offender has
been discovered. "’

For some time I said nothing. The
light had gone out at the window

How young I was!

Then, **“Who is Sir Willis?'" I asked.

“An old friend of the Castletrees and
the captain’s godson, ' he replied, ‘‘and
a famous ewordsman, too, [ have
beard."’

All this, which shonld have cheered
me vastly. only threw me into a deeper
gloom.

When Harry presented me to the
pnewcomer, I looked at bim narrowly.
measuring him as one feucer does an-
other before the ealuting. He was not
overtall, but square shouldered and
long armed His face was lung and
grave, his eyes steely. his smile slow
and sinister .

He said very little, but his shifting
eyes saw everything

With the family he was quite a fa-
vorite at first, and. as the Castletrees
were persuaded to stay in Wassmark
until after Christinas, Sir Willis post-
poued his own departure

I think we all saw his reason for do-
ing so before three days bad past He
walked, rude and sat on the south ter-
race with Mistress Marion, and she ac-
cepted all his attentions with gayety

His manner toward Harry was al-
ways considerate and pleasant, but to-
ward me that of a lord to a footman.

One day. when he had come up with
the captain to borrow my spurs, he told
my wother. who was reading aloud.
how in England the younger sons were
always packed off to the ends of the
earth to find their own fortunes

The captain flushed crimson, the
baroness stared. but I only remembered
it and made po sign

In a few days I could move about the
house, and even take short walks on the

terrace. At meuls [ threw off my lately”

acquired reserve and talked freely. lay-
ing wyself open to bis cutting sarcasin

1 enjoyed this becanse it made my
rival anything but lovely in the eyes of
the family apd lengthened my- score
against him Marion, however, seemed
to find his company as fuscinating as
ever. and the rest had to put . up with
their gunest

Where was the open hearted boy
now. once so fond of clapping hand to
hilt and then begging forgiveness for
the same? Even the Princess Barbara
wonld now find me grown old enongh
I often thonght of her

The polished and learned viscount
showed wmore feeling then L and was
often barely polite to the Englishman,
and Captain Castletree, in spite of his
return of fortune, looked anxions and
surprised at my change of spirit

[ was standing under the three shields
one day looking down the avenue and
thinking of that first time Marion had
come tripping up toward the house of
Isstens, when a boy suddenly appeared
with a banch of late meadow roses. He
belonged in the stables and eyed me
pervously before plucking up courage
to say, **Your honor, the English lord
and Mistress Castletree picked these for
you. "

I took them from his hands, and the
old hot blood wonld not be beld down.

With an oath I flung them across the
hedge and, turning on my heel, went
into the hall.

There stood my mother, facing me

with sad eyes T cooled mighfily at
gight of her

“‘One more delicate little insalt,” 1
gaid, and touched my rapier hilt eignifi
cantly

She followed me and threw her arme
abont my peck. *‘Dart. dear Dart, do
not forget that he is our guest.’' she
begged

“‘He will not always be,"’ I answered.

As the date which Sir Willis Howard
get for his departure drew near I no-
ticed a decided change in both Marion's
manner and hieown. As he grew warm-
er, she became cooler This touched him
more deeply than he would have us see.

He was to start for Blatenburg very
early in the morning On the preceding
evening Mistress Castletree would not
come down from her room

At 4 o'clock his horse was at the door
and the whole household. even the Eng-

1 stood, as best | could for my weakness,
and looked out.

lich maid, were there to bid him *‘god-
gpeed.' 1 think my poor mother did
this with pleasure, and was much
gweeter to him during the last ten sec-
onds of his vigit than ever before

“] will see yon to the road, sir,” 1
said in his ear, and went down the av-
enne at his stirrup

I carried a sword nnder my arm—not
my favorite rapier, but a heavier weap-
on with an ingenious noteh on the
guatd against the flat of the blade.

He talked to me with feigned light-
pess a8 we went down between the
beeches | wanted to go slowly. I

counted every step, for [ was not sure | pl

of returning—that is. without the as-
sistance of pallbearers The score my
sword blade must wipe out was a long
one, and yet, as I put my hand on the
fellow's bridle when we reached the
highway, I wondered if she were worth
it all. We bad both seen the kind lights
in her eyes and had both watched them
fading to indifference, as though cov-
ered by the ashes of some memory But
this did not soften me one jot.

““What would you bhave of me?"' he
asked. -

I would have youn dismount, sir," 1
eaid quietly, *‘and give me some scrt of
satisfaction for the insuits I have re-
ceived from youn in my father's hounse.’

“What nonsenge is this?"" he cried.
snarling down at me.

For answer I strock him smartly on
the face with my bare hand.

*‘A peasant’s insult, by heaven!”

He ripped ont his long German sword
and charged me. I leaped aside He
whistled his blade up for a cut It
enapped mize, and I felt it jar against
the gunard, just where the smith had
made the deep notch  With a sudden
fierce twist I broke the Damascus ehort
off, and before he had realized defeat
he was flat on his buck, unhorsed and
nnarmed.

“Give me the hilt,”" I demanded, and
he sullenly handed it over.

““Now get into your saddle!'" 1 cried.

He monnted silently

*“By the way, baby face, here are
some of your rhymes, which Mistress
Castletree once gave me.”” And. flipping
a bit of paper in my face, he spurred
away

I lifted the paper. It was the copy of
Harry's verses which had caunsed snch
a confusion of blushes that day on the
gonth terrace Soshe had given it to
him—to the fool Englishman! Nodounbt
they had langhed und snickered over it
and he had made one of his favorite re-
marks about the position of the cadet
My pride was cat to the quick [Idid
pot think of my heart

I wandered away throngh the white
mist that lay on the fields, cursing my-
gelf for not killing him when I had the
chance But why blame and curse at
the man altogethert Like a wounnded
wolf, wy auger turned on the mewmory
of Marion The fire of love and respect
which 1 had kept so hizh on the hearth
of my heart in spite of all she had done

pow blew away—a handful of gray
ashes But it left the mark where it
had burned

I walked with bent head across the
wet grass—my sword under my arm.
the paper crushed in my fingers Only
a faint gray line along the eastern hills
showed where the morning was lying
behind the world when I tarned back
toward the house [ wet Harry at the
avenue

““What in heaven's name have you
been doing?"* he gasped.

“Bidding Sir Willis godspeed.” 1
said.

He touched my shoulder. **Have you
‘killed bim, Dart?"" he asked.

I shook m¥% head **No; I let him go
on his way. which is straight to the
devil.”" I answered.

We went ap to the open door, and
Harry reassured the family with a
smile Then they went back to their
gleep, and I poured myself a glass of
brandy and asked Harry to lend me
gome money

“How much will you have, dear boy ?
I can give yonu anything under 200
crowns, ' he said.

I sipped the lignor slowly. staring
carefully around the old room I.was
wondering if it would be very hard to
live away from these familiar things
With a start I came back to my broth-
er's gqnestion

“‘Ten crowns will be enough,” 1 an-
gwered

He went ont and returned almost im-
mediately with a leather bag of gold.

He did not ask any questions, but
followed me to the etables and belped
me saddle Hagart

We embruced silently before I mount-
ed *‘Be back for Christmas." he eaid.
*and do not think that the loveof a
woman is eweeter because it is easily
got. "

““What do yon mean by that?’ 1
whispered. bending from the saddle.

““That the heart of a woman is not a
book cf balluds to be understood at one
reading, '’ he answered.

I gathered np the reins and rode
down the avenue with all the beeches
gighing wonderment above my head
On the highroad I turned in my sad-
dle and tossed a kfss and a prayer back
to the great uneven pile that stood now
against a lightening sky

CHAPTER X
THE FLIGHT TO THE MOUNTAINS.

My ride into Blatenborg was un-
eventful | verily believe that if saints
and devils bad been placed alternately
for the whole way at every milepost I
wonld not huve seen them On reach-
ing the city | made my way through
the crowds to the inn we had staid at
before and handed Hagart over toa red-
headed hostler | noticed his head be-
cause Sir Willis' was of the same color

Without eating breakfast I went up
the hill toward the royal palace and
gent in my name to his majesty

He was in his dressing chamber—not
being an early riser, except on hunting

mornings—and told the footman to

send me in

I bowed low. and he returned my
qalute gracionsly

After inquiring after the health of
all connected with the honse of Isstens
he asked my reason for honoring him
with a visit

*You did not seem at all anxious to
gpend your time with me when you
were here before.  he said.

“Your majesty, [ bave come to offer
my sword. and if you bave something
out of the common that & humble gen-
tleman who is not afraid to fight and
ride can do for youn I beg the commis-
gion,” | answered.

“By heavens, sir, you bave come in
the nick of time! Here is a letter and &
little package I would like to have de-
livered at the court of Cloburg as soon
as horses can get you there.”

] will start in half an hour,” I re-
ied.
He handed me the package and the
letter and a eignet ring with the royal
Arms,

“Show that whenever yon want a
change of horse,'" he gaid, ‘“‘and here is
a purse which will cover expenses.
Good morning, sir!”

I bowed myself cut and returned to
the ion, where I ate a scanty meal and
then ordered my horse. I went ont of
the western gate of the city and started
away on a good road of solid red earth
Fruit trees—pears, apples and ploms—
grew here in great quantities The
meadows were high with grass, and in
fields the baymakers were at work.

The people ran to the cottage win-
dows to see me dash past on my big
black torse.

At tha end of 30 miles I drew rein at
an inn door and, dismounting, gave di-
rections for the feeding and care of
Hagart, until I shonld return for him
Then I showed the royal seal to the
landlord and asked to have a good horse
ready for me in 15 minntes. A jack of
beer and a few slices of cold fow) fresh-
ened me wonderfully. With a long leg-
ged brown mare under me and the sun
still high in the heavens I started off
on my second stage of 80 miles. I will
not describe the country througb which
I rode, for I took little heed of it. Old
memories filled my mind, which I counld
not dispel

It was dnsk when I made my next
stop, but in 20 minntes I was off again,
with a round barreled black between
my knees. Frogs fluted in the swamps,
bats whirled and circled and dogs
barked in the farmyards. Hard riding,
above all thinge, is an exercise I can
gtand The glory of the canter. the ex-
citement of the gallop—it was all tonic
to my moody spirits. I drew rein at a
little wayside inn and struck sharply
on the door with my sword From the
saddle I counld lay my hand on the
thatch of the roof A stout old fellow
in a nightcap and little else answered
my summons. He held a candle at a
dangerons slant The tallow dripped
over his hand.

“‘Have you a bed for me, my man?
I asked and showed him the signet.

He screwed up his eyes at me. *“‘The
very best, milord. and the sheets all
put away with lavender.”

“Good! I will see to the horse my-
self," eaid I. **while you get the bed
ding ont of the lavender."”

He brought me a lantern and I led
the nag away, and after some trouble
vanked open the door of the etable
After fixing the good beast for the night
I looked into the neighboring stall
There stood a little chestnut mare, the
very model of grace. speed and intel-
ligence

“She belongs to a man of taste,” |
soliloquized and went back to the inn
After a mug of beer mine host led the

way to a draughts chamber containing

fwo beds. One wus occupied. Against
the post stood a swordin its scabbard,
and articles of apparel in rich material
lay on the floor.

““You have another guest?'' 1 eaid,
taking the candle from the old fellow's
band.

*Yes, a gentleman of the court of
Clobnrg,"" he answered.

It did not take me long to get ont of
my clothes and into the bed, which, in
gpite of discolored curtains, was spread
with white, fragrant sheets.

1 was awakened by some one moving
abont the room. Opening my eyes, [
found it nearly daylight and my fellow
traveler half dressed. He was wonder-
fully emall, with light bair and bluoe
eyes, and as finely built for a man as
the little mare for a saddle beast.

“Good morning, eir!"" I said.

He returned my ealute with a bow
and smile.

Just then the landlord thrust his
head around the door to tell ns that the
horses were at their corn and breakfast
ready on the table.

Upon finding while at our meal that
the stranger was bound in the same di-
rection, I told bim my name.

“] think 1 beard of you not long
ago,"' he said.

I looked at him vastly puzzled.

“And a ride you took with a lady.’
he continned.

“Ah, exactly!" eaid L **Well, after
the first ten miles it was a pleasant
ride. "

His name was Tom Fleverley.

*My father isa cleegyman in Eng-
land, rector of a parish in Devon,”’ he
eaid.

This did not eurprice me, as I had
heard of the custom in England for
prieste to marry. But 1 asked him if
he had ever known Sir Willis Howard.

The blood rose nnder his fair ekin.
**Yes, and fought with him,' he an-
swered.

.Here was & bond of fellowship at the
very beginning, so I shook him warmly
by the band.

A boy led the horses up, and we
swang to the saddles and started away."

Theroad was good and led us through
a beantiful farming land My new

—=
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A stout old fellow tn a nighteap and little
else answered my summons.

friend eang blithe English songs and

at last vne of Marion's favorites.

Straightway my new found content-

ment was bitter as gall.

I asked him why he had left his na-
tive land and chosen tke court of Clo-
burg for his home.

He langhed softly and said: ‘‘When
I was at Oxford, a doctor of divinity
called me a young fool, and I kicked him
down stairs. So they told me to go
home, and instead I wrote down. the
name of every country in Europe, each
on a separate slip of paper, shook them
aronnd in a Lasket and drew ome. It
gdid ‘Cloburg.’ So over I came, and
now I am one of the royal gnard, where
every trooper must show five quarter-
ings."

“It was a game of chance,” I com-
mented. .

“Yes, much like the dice. That is
why I did it."" he anwsered. We rode
on until noon, when we dismounted—I
for a change of horses and wine, he for
nothing but the wine.

*Thig is the only beast I will throw
leg over. "'he said.

1 was eupplied with a huge white
brute. who shied at every hedgerow
and galloped like n hound They were
always careful to give e big horses.

The west was red and the euast black
when we entered the capital city of the
Dukedom of Clobnrg We rode straight
up to the palace and delivered our mes-
sages—his to the duke. mine to the
Princess Barbara

She lcoked at me with such langhter
in ber eyes that I was overcome with
confusion, for all the muids of honor
were in the room ogling we too. Then
she took me aside and said that her
own messenger wonld retorn with a
letter to Wassmark. for she wanted me
in attendance for awhile, which was
very flattering. and I retreated as soon
as possible.

Beverley was waiting for me in the
passage and took me off to his own
quarters, which were very richly hung
in tapestry and ornamented with arms
and rare pictnres along the walls.

Upon the ringing of a bell up came
two servants, bearing dishes of meats
and game and bottles of wine.

In Cloburg I lived well enongh, bav-
ing money from the king and roows in
the palace. but life went slow for my
blood. The princess tried to muke a
courtier of me, but in a few days gave
it up as hopeless. But Hagart bad come
back One night, after a canter along
the road that leads to the Naiad's lake,
[ entered my room and withont remov-
ing my boots Hung myself down pear
the window This is how [ came to no-
tice a piece of paper pinned to the cur-
tain. Upon taking it down, I found it a
noie from Beverley, requesting me to
be at the Unicorn's Head at 8 o’clock.
There was a gueer brevity about it that
smacked to me of adventure, so 1 re-
placed wy hat aud went out My watch
—a present from Beverley—marked it
90 minutes after 7. and..as the tavern
above named stands at the northern
limit of the city I broke into a fast

walk

My way took me through crooked
etreets, between leaning houses and
noisy wineshops. The night was chill
and foggy for the time of year At
some of the doorways torches and
massive lamps glowed dimly [ entered
the Unicorn's Head, and upon making
inquiries for the Cavalier Tom Beverley
and hearing that he had not arrived 1
seated myself at an obscure table in the
corner of the room.

Men of all classes were drinking and
gaming around me. Some were talking
of the war, which still fizzled along the
boundaries, and some of trade, and a
few of the court. A casual glance at a
group of cavaliers in the center of the
room caused the blood to throb up over
my tace. Howard, the Englith knave
and baronet, sat there, with his face
turned toward me. He was flushed with
wine and talking fluently for so morose
and caustic a fool While I sat there
staring, wondering if a sudden rush at
him wonld prove wise, the door opened,
and in strutted my little fair comrade,
Tom Beverley. I knew that he saw me,
though his face showed no recognition.
He had scarcely come six paces into the
room when up sprang the baronet,
with a curse, and made as if to enatch
loose a pistol. Tom paused and looked
up at him with a fine air of bored in-
difference.

“If yon wish to dispatch me, why
not use your sword, or has it been taken
from you?'' he drawled.

The other men in the room turned
about in their seats—some grinning,
the more peacefnl puckering their
brows. The men at Howard's table
cried for him to chastise the young cub.
I sat still, but onder the folds of my
long cloak my rapier lay bare. Beverley
emiled, and Howard hesitated. I re-
membered Tom bhaving told me that
they had fought before. Perhaps the
older man bore painful memories of
that fight

Tom broke the silence. *‘Didn’t the
cadet of Isstens give back yoursword?"'
he asked, looking interested.

That started it all, and the baronet,
red with fury. went stabbing at him
across the room My friend could not
withstand the onset of his fellow coun-
tryman at first. and so I followed close,
with my fingers itching on the hilt.
Tables were upturned, and wine crept
over the floor The men, especially
those deep in liquor, swore and laughed
I was pressed close to Beverley.

“‘Be ready to help me break to the
door,"" he muttered.

Then, six inches from the wall, he
stood firm and played at his antagonist’s
eyes. The men yelled in admiration.
The landlord wept at the spilling of his
wine. I thrilled with a fine pride at my
dear comrade’s skill. In a minute the
crowd saw that Beverley was playing
with the baronet, tut they did not
seem to realize that so little a fellow
would take a life. The hardening of his
face, however, revealed to me a fateful
purpose. There was a scraping, clang-
ing parry., a lange, a cry, and the
baronet reeled back, grabbing with
bloody fingers at his side I rushed at
the door, smashed it down and dragged
Beverley out after me intoc the street
Then we ran at the top of our speed.

The palace of the royal house of Clo-
burg stands near the ontskirts of the
city in a level park. unlike that of
Blatenburg, which is approached by a
steep hil. When we reached the park
gates, we paused to draw breath. Bev-
erley leaned against me, faint from the
fight and the flight. All was quiet, as
no fierce death had occurred in the
town’s heart. For a moment we lis-
tened; then Beverley cried. ‘‘Great
God! I have left my sword there, and
the king’s arms and mine on the
guard!l” I did not speak at first, but
looked down at his hatless head on my
ghoulder. Ruin for my friend—the
whole national importance of the duel
had come to me—stared me in the face.

“We will have to go away—ride for
the mountains!’* I said presently.

“We? Why we?'' he groaned, look-
ing up.

“‘Man, do you think I care no more
for my friends than a wine merchant
for his clerks? I am glad of the rogue’s
death—I will not deny it—and I will
flee with you."

“lsstens,”” he said in his English
way, *'I believe you are the best fellow
in God's world. But have I done right
in killing the brute?" :

] would have done it myself else,”
1 anewered.

Just then a bell rang out in the town
angrily

“‘Calling out the royal guard to ar-
rest one of their own men. ' said Bev-
erley. smiling faintly

We made all speed to the stables and
found part of the gnard saddling. I or-
dered Hagart to be got ready The men
—all fine fellows—spoke to me.

“Are you coming with us? they
asked, and I nodded. Little they thonght
that the man they were after was the
pet of their squad and at that moment
geeing to his girth in the very midst of
them. Twelve of usrodeontof the yard,
and at the corner of the park wall Bev-
erley and | gave them the slip. We
gpurred hotfoot to the gates and found
them closed

“No one may pass. An English no-
bleman has been killed."”" said the old
keeper

Beverley had a fresh sword in his
scabbard. He wore his guardsman’s
uniform **We are after him. " he said
quietly. [rode upto the fellow and told
bim to let us throngh or beware of the
king's anger, and 1 showed him the
royal arms on a ring Princess Barbara
had given me.

"] crave your pardon, my lords, * he
muttered, and unbarred the gates. We
passed through withont looking back,
and once on the easy country road
broke into a swinging gallop.

Trees and bedges slid by like mock-
ing onlookers. Cottage windows blinked
in the night and disappeared. The wind
blew raw from the east, and there were
no stars nor moon. But 1 heard only
the thudding of our horses’ hoofs in fly-
ing companionship. and knew only that
the mountains ahead of us held a brief
safety

TO BE CONTINUED.

Miscellancons Reading.
EXECUTION OF AN ELEPHANT.

How a Man-Killer Was Pat to Death In
New York Last Sunday.

Dick, the man-killing elephant of
the Adum Forepaugh & Sells Bros.'
circus herd, was executed by strangu-
lation in the basement of Madison
Square Gurden Sunday morning. Two
hundred meu pulled ropes looped
about the great elephant’s neck and he
was choked lo death, The sight was
an unusual one and even the herd of
elephants that witnessed the execution
exhibited signs of horror at the work.

Dick was known as a bad elephant.
He killed several men in his time and
was ferocious in disposilion. He
would not even allow his keeper to
approach him, and made repeated ef-
forts to kill anyone who went near
him. When the show was ready to
leave the garden Saturday night, Dick
could not be moved, as he would not
permit anyone to unchain him, and it
was decided to put him to death.
Chief Keeper Starr, of the elephant
herd, was instructed to have the
beast killed, and he secured greal
ropes and 200 men to do the work.
“Bill” Campbell, the keeper of Dick,
pleaded for the life of his charge ; bui
to no avail, as the circus people had
determined to kill the dangerous ele-
phant.

Starr, very joyful, went about his
preparations for the execution. He
employed all the circus men who could
be spared from moving the show ; he
called vn men from the streets, picking
out sturdy ones, who were glad enough
to work to see au elephant die. He
rigged, between rings in the fluor and
iron pillars, two blocks and tackles,
one on either side of Dick, who, sway
ing his body sud pulling his chaios,
looked on suspiciously.

“Shull we tuke away the herd, sir ?"
asked a keeper.

“Leave 'em alone; ivll do
good,” unswered Starr, bluntly.

Then Btarr got an inch hawser, o
sufficient length for his safety, and
with a keeper at the other end of the
rope, tossed i. over Dick’s bead. It
was easy then to tie the rope at the
ends in a loop uotil it was tight around
Dick’s neck with the twist in the rope
under his throat, Just as a wan
makes the first loop in a cravat he is
tying and pulls it taut.

The ends of Dick’s cravat were fas-
tened to the tackle. Two hundred
men, grasped each tackle,

“Are you all ready ?"” asked Starr.

“Bill" Campbell walked around the
end of the wall to the other side, so
that the bricks and mortar hid Dick
from him.

“All ready,” chorused the men on
the tackles.

“Pull away, then!" yelled Starr,
and he cheerfully cursed them.

Grunting in unison, some crying
“Heave ho!” the 400 pulled together
on the tackles ; poor, murderous Dick's
cravat tightened uncomfortably.

He raised his trunk and emitted a
loud, angry roar. If he knew he was
about to die, there was no note of
repentance in it.

At the sound a remarkable thing
bappened. All the other elephants
turped their beads away from Dick.
To look away from him, of course, the
elephants on his right had o turn
their heads to the right, and the ele-
phants on his left had to turn their
beads to the left. And that is just
what they did. And all the elephants
pulled as hard as they could at the
creaking chains that held them to the
rings in the floor; some of the beasts
swung their trunks here and there,
some trumpeted shrilly, in a very dif-
ferent note from Dick’s, a note of fear.
It was terrifying to the men on the
ropes; it seemed to them that the
herd would stampede. But the keep-
ers ran among them, shouting at them,
prodding them with goads, renssuring
them, quieting them.

“Pull away,” yelled Starr.

The hawser around Dick’s neck
grew tighter, tighter. He trumpeted
again, even more loudly. He kept
flapping his ears, his body swayed
more nud more. While he could not
change the position of his legs, he
must have been exerting every ounce
of his tremendous power, for one of
his chains—no one could tell which—
snapped loudly. The feelings of the
men on the tackles were almost as
tense ns the ropes themselves,
When the chain snapped, half the
men jumped, scared; the ropes were
perceptibly relaxed.

“Pull 1" yelled Starr, and the air was
blue with his oaths,

And pull they did. Dick emitted
one more fiightful blast—a defiance—
his last. Then he pitched forward.
His chains held him tottering for an
instant, -He rolled over on his right
side.

“Pull 1" shouted Starr yet once more.
The big rope was almost hidden in the
folds of Dick's thick hide. It was
tight around his windpipe; it was
choking him to death. His ears flop-
ped more snd more feebly, his legs
wohbled like pillars in an earthquake,
his side heaved slower, slower, more
slowly as he breathed more nod more
luborivusly, then was sull,

The 400 stoud holding taut the
strangling rope for perhups a minute
mure.

“Slacken up there,” Starr ordered,

Murderous, mun-Killing Dick was
dead—poor brute. He had paid the
penalty of his crimes, and his execu-
tion will surely have, what all sacri-
fices to the law are intended to have,a
deterrent effvet,

For as he lay there dead when Starr
ordered the herd tanken from the
garden, not sn elephunt would pass
Dick’s body. When one got near it he
halted and would not budge. He
would not even louvk at the body;
again, us at Dick’s first trumpeling, he
turned his bead away,

The keepers quickly saw they could
not force the herd by Dick and stopped

'em

trying. The elephants near Twenty-
sixth street was taken up the incline to
that street, and the elephants vearer
Twenty-seventh street, up that incline.

Sorrowing “Bill"” Campbell came
from behind the wall, walked up to
Dick and patted his corrugated, dusty
side. Then silently Campbell took the
chains from the beast he had tried so
hard to save. Men who have long
been with the circus went to Dick and
patted his side, One said : “Good-bye,
Old Dick.” Another “We're going to
Baltimore, Dick, but you're not going.
You were bad, you beggar, but"”—and
he said no more. All these men sym-
pathized with Campbell, who only
remarked, and with much feeling :

“I want a drink and I'm going to
get it." :

In about 25 minutes Dick’s body
grew cold, first around the ankles—if
an elephant has ankles. Some unfeel-
ing men, who had been brought in
from the street, cut notches of flesh
from Dick’s ears and carried them off
48 souvenirs.

With the block and tackle on the
Twenty-seventh street side Dick’s body
v\{!ts dragged near the foot of that in-
cline.

GREAT ENGINEERING WORK OF THE AGE

Rich Resources Which Will Be Opened Up
by the Trans-Siberlan Rallroad.
Sclentific American.

In point of magnitude and cost, the
Trans-Siberian railroad is certainly
the greatest engineering work of the
sge. Accordiug to figures furnished
by the Russian Imperial Ministry of
Ways of Commupication, the total
cost of the railway will be §500,000,-
000, of which about $295,000,000 bas
been already expended. Itis consid-
ered that this lavish outlay is justified
by the fact that the work, when com-
pleted, will make available the re-
sources of the couutry whose wealth
has never been told.

According to the official statistics,
Siberin has a total area of 5,333,383
square miles. It is liberally watered
by some of the fivest rivers in the
world. The total area of land that is
capable of agricultural development is
about 20,000 square miles, and the soil
of these sections conpsists of a deep
layer of black loam. A total of about
16,500 ucres of land has already been
colonized, and the government is now
parcelling out the prairies through
which the line runs, with the confident
expectation that Siberia will become
one of the most powerful com-
petitors in the world’s supply of wheat.
For the immediate future it is expec-
ted that the new settlers will devote
thémselves chiefly to cattle raising,
which, so far, has proved to be profit-
ahle. It seems that the virgin forests
of Siberia have been cut down in the
same ruthless and wasteful maoner
that characterized the denudation of
our own forest lands; nevertheless, it
is estimated that there still remains
about 80,000 square miles of valuable
pine and fir timber.

The official estimate of the mineral
wealth of Siberia is remarkable read-
ing, for it would indicate that this
mysterious country is, minerally speak-
ing, one of the richest in the world.
North of the Aral sea and mountains
the land is rich in lead, silver, copper
and gold. Several ranges of the Altai
mountains are known to be rich in
gold, copper ore, and minor precious
stones, while the varieties of porphyry
and jaspers, known by the name of
this range, bave an established reputa-
tion. Extensive deposits of coal are
found in the Kusnetz region. It seems
that in far eastern Siberia the moun-
tain ranges are equally rich io silver,
copper, iron, coal and graphite, while
the gold fields of eastern Siberia are
known to be particularly promising.
Elsewhere, coal and naphtha have been
developed, while the coust line of east-
ern Siberia has yielded good results to
the gold washers.

WHERE Is CAPE NoME ?—Five men
were discussing the Alaskan gold fields
in the Hoflman Housge corridor yester-
day, and they all began to talk learn-
edly about Cape Nome. Four of them
knew all about the cape. Two of them
had invested small amounts in mining
schemes there. The fifth startled
them all by asking, “Just where is
Cape Nome ?”’

“Why, it's in Alaska,” said one.

“]y's in Alaska,"” echoed the others,

“Where is Alaska ?"’ demsnded the
fifth.

“Well ’'m dummed ! exclaimed one
of the men with money invested.

“Thought so,” said the fifth man.
“Everybody is talking about Cape
Nome, and I don't believe one out of
ten people know where it is. They
think its in the Klondike region. They
even put their money in it without
looking it up. I've locked it up. On
the west coast of Alaska, a little north
of the center, there is & peniosula
which ends with Cape Prince of Wales.
Thut cape is the nearest point to East
Cape in Siberia. Cape Nome is on the
southern part of this peuvinsula, and is
between Golofuin bay snd Cape Rod-
pey. It's nowhere near the Klon-
dike.”

—_—— ——

825 Mayor “Golden Rule” Jones, of
Toledo, 0., has just made a singular
discovery. He is a manufacturer.
Sowetime ago he instituted a sick ben-
efit fund for his workmen, permilling
them to mapage it as they pleased.
Mr. Joves says be bas found that some
of the men have been in the habit of
getling drunk, laying off and drawing
the sick benefits while sobering up.
8@ “You wust fesl a certain satisfac-
tion in being in the United States sen-
ate,"” said the admiring young woman,
“Yes," answered Senator Sorghum,
“jv's all right, so far as glory is con-
cerned ; but do you know from a bus-
ness point of view, I sometimes think
I'd rather be a member of the Montana

legislature !"



