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«Âe"soo00 as itbmempovu that Cly-
tiesu. wr. engmgsd, & devil aeemed

'toe t posseasion cf si" neH.couldn't
di his rg;-,aud eofn, 1I feel sue, mi
perinnocet gkl falt; thi -weight of .Z
ane ithouftitllin irâe awrdt of it.
I ôe Lb beafraid tb meetrim alone

at negt, lest we shoiild quârrel and ie
do me a MIMMscie or 1 "Minee.

«Clytie ad 1 had bm Ïagd bout
tve nientbs vheu a siew tlti>wvas ýtt
lu thé billa. I v as to'e omie shoeting
trtimk, onlOeof thpm bèligte sp ut au ap-

1pi n o ab4sutstrejched hand
y cesa. There vee nothlng re-iu al l this, but the feat vas al-

vays a popular one-the pulic's always
Zrel at heart-on aceunt of tlie danger
tlieî' upposed the lady vas lu. The
girls niamne wasJane-she that held the
apPle. 8h. vas»lineodanger te speak cf.

"Ou. niglt-"l
Again -My oemrnlen. suddenly stoppedý

sud eem dtunab s or unàffllw.th wOb.n

ims said «There's nobody cime can -do it
égeept Cyte. Shnmgli d s ara
leeks go, but slie's tee mc'of a cow-
arwL" Se I vaut him to know that vbat-
ever else I may be, line covard.'

«imcn'tcytie"i-ieriea. "i dureutl"
In Oh, nousense %'. says aIe, vith a sinUs

like a glint of sunshine, 'vlien yen do it
,every nmght of your life. See hov steady
I eauI hold it;' and, indeed, her alender
arn vas as &lm as a rock

«"By this time the audience vere get-
ting impatient, and yelling for tIc show
te go on.

« 'Yeu muet do it,'Bays My little one,
wlthL another smiie. StÛR 1 hesitated,
and the -liovls of the crovd eeemed as
if they vould take the roof off the cir-
eue.

do Don't put up your hand tilI TPm back
la my place, and hold it riglit avay fromn
yo - darlinr?'I vbispered.
fjThsnltured and raced back tomy

Gimb Fmi along the route te, the Château Mitto--the nam Grand Trunk Plaha otel,,
mlortly le ho erected.in Jauper Park.

Hle mastered bise motion hevever, aud
contiuued, speaklng lu a ËiurÏà dmanner
and almoat in a hisper:

ciOne night, vben the shooting part of
the programme vas nearly over, I toek
my rifle and prepared to s plit the apple
on Jane's outatretched Iand. It vas net
tili I had brouglit my rifle te iny shoulder
that I noticed it vas net Jane but Cly-
tie that vas holding the apple!

"My baud trembled eo that I could
scarcely support the gun. 1 valked up
te Clytie, and under pretence of making
lier change ber attitude a littie, I said
under my breatb.

"'eWhy are you here? Tbrov dovu
that apple and go back te your room.
Do you tbink I vould shoot ic< yout"
says L. "Do you think 1 vould shoot at
you?,'

'<'Net at me, ccrtainly,' enys Bbc; -btt
you maust split the apple on my baud.
Jane bas sprained ber vrist-at least,
so abe says -and can't hold it; and Mr.

place. Wheu the people env me take mny
rifle and aigu te Clytie to hold up the
apple tbey became dead quiet. You
might bave thought the earth had swal-
lovedl them, and that the circus vas
empty, it vas se stili.

«I got my rifle up-and weuld to God
my baud lad heen vithered flrst !-and
covered thc apple. My finger vas on the
trigger. 1 vas, I niay say, lu the aet of
flrinq vben a loud noise startled me andl
Clytie as vell-a sound as of a plank
falling in a littie gallery that rau round
part of the circus a few feet above the
grouud. The noise was directly above
the spot where Clytie stood. Without
intending it 1 glanced up, and there 1
saw Sims' cruel, black-bearded face, grin-
niug like a devii, peering over the edge
of thc gallery.

"The sight vas so uuexpected that my
band sbook, thc hair-trigger leapt froxa
may finger, and Clytie vas dowu, shot
through the îîeck.

Winnipeg, June, 1913.

«iThe place, 1 know, vfas full of t'hebrieks of the people; but 1 did flot hear
their cries. I vas atmy dear girl's aide,
lifting her in m arma, a.nd trying te
stauncli the bloodthat poured dowu ber>
neck. The blood ran al ever me, and
soaked into my clothes. 1 have theru
SÛRll

i'd on't grieve, littie one,' says she-
she used teoeial me littie 'un because I
vas, big and heavy-'&àon't grieve,' Baya
she; dit vasn't your fault. But the
blood streamed out so, . he hadto stop
speaking. Nothing would staunch. the
bleeding, and before vo could get a doc-
tor te ber she was dead. 'I've been a
happy girl since I vas engaged to you,
littie one,' she savs vith a amile, and
then 8he died. You se, air, she thouglit
of vhat vould give me mont comfort at
the last."1

d'But vas it really an accident ?" I
asked involuntarily.

!'£Wben I laid down ber dead body," said
Elijali, "I went to look for Sime. He vais
gone. No one knew where he was, and
I eouldn't trace him. But I found Jane
Treacher, the girl who usually held the
apple, 'and 1 got it from ber that ase
neyer bad sprained her vrist, but that
Sims bad made lier say she liad done Bo
in order te get Clytie te hold -the appie
that niglt. More than that, I saw the
Mnan wb did our carpentering,. and lie
said that the manager had corne to him
for a bit of loose board tbat afternoon,
and tlie board vas found in the gallery
(vhere there was no inanner of need for
it> exactly at the spot wbere he liad
startled me. I baven't the iightest
doubt ho did it on purpose to bring it
about tbat Olytie should be wounded, and
maybe killed outrigbt, by my band. He
lad bis wish."

There vas silence for a time, and theu
I asked:

«1Was that your old circus you per-
sisted in' visiting just before ve reached
the town V'

"'That? No, sir. Our cireus vas a
much fluer one than that."

"Mhat vere you doing tbere., then ?»
«I vas looking for Sima," said Elijali,

leoking m~e steadily in the eye.
The vbistle of the approacblng train

varned me that it vas time te go. 1
could only speak a few hurried words of
warniug te my companion, vords te
which, as I saw perfectly weil, he paid no,
beed vhatever.

Seme years vent by, perbaps four or
five, and I had not seen Heavy Elijali
again. Soon after my conversation witli
hlm he had waudered away from lied-
dington, no one knew whitber.

My business took me occasienally to
Bristol; and one day vhen 1 visited that
city I found the walîs placarded with
enormous, bills, giving notice of a men-
agerie vhich was then stationed in the
towu. In the evening there vas to be a
performance in which. varieus wild ani-
mals vere to play a part, the ehief at-
traction being the «daring and unequalled
feate of Signor Bottecini, the world-
renowned Italian lion-tamer."1

As I bad uothing better to do in the
eveniug, I vent to, see the show.- It
turned ut to be a more ambitions affair
than I had expected to see. In the cen-
tre of a great tent was a kind of pit,
several yards in diameter, and perbaps
two feet deep, guarded by hxgh iron rail-
ings. Ail around the s3eats, crowded with
spectators, rose tier upon tier. It vas,
in fact a reproduction on a amail scale
Of the old Roman ampbitheatre.

The performance began vltb a sham
flght (as it mlght have been called) ho-
tween two leopards, and one spectacle of
that kind succeeded another until the
time came for the grand event of the
evening. The two lions vere to be
turned loose in the arena, and Signet
]Bottecini was te enter unarmed, lay bis
hand on their beads, and take other Iib.
erties 'vith'them.

The lions were introduced, qne after
another, fromn doors in the railing which
coniniunicated with their cages. De
higlted withi their comparative freedom,
the( tWO lions roared, and ran like enor-
'nous e ats round and round the enclosure.
lu1 a few minutes the Iion-tamner--a taîl
man, with a forbidding expression Of
face, wearing a huge black beard-walked
into the pit, with nothing but a whip in
his hand.

Flardly had hc shovu himself when the
crowLd gave a loud inarticulate cry of


