
CRAS'^JE.j^

fwmmm
fimmm

T three o'clock the Throne Room was crowded
with citizens, men, women and children being
eager to witness the great trial.

Princess Ozma, dressed in her most splen-
did robes of state, sat in the magnificent em-
erald throne, with her jewelled sceptre in her
hand and her sparkling coronet upon her fair

brow. Behind her throne stood the twenty-
eight officers of her army and many officials of
the royal household. At her right sat the
queerly assorted Jury—animals, animated
dummies and people—all gravely prepared to
listen to what was said. The kitten had been

placed in a large cage just before the throne, where she sat
upon her haunches and gazed through the bars at the crowds
around her, with seeming unconcern.
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