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CHAPTER IV.
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while John Ct
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doabout and reported
of the much-desired Ameri-
igery had-just-kitled a wild hog,
eating a small portion of it. As
ill'° had been carefully covered,
t sure this signified the intention
All the rest of
stream in the
and
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quite
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of the slayer's return.
tlie men had gone up the
large boat, on a
fishing trip. They
along the dogs, z
alone and undisturbed in camp,
where I was penning this very mnar-
rative. - The news of ‘the jaguar ban-
ished all further thought writing
that day, and with John Charley in
the little wood- raft. I slid rap-
idly down stream a couple of
miles. Thinking the r ool
through his varying and uncertain
habits, might at this very moment be
making second meal from the
‘kill” we make a wide circuit, SO
as to come Nhoiselessly upwind, and
thus to keep our seent from reaching
him. After an hour_ of picking = our
way through the thick tangle of
growth, -exercising ~thee utmost care
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(0 avoid the slightest
the spot and looked
through the mass of foliage.
neither sound nor moveme
the silence of sleep, one would say
death, it ‘was high noon and the
sun, shimmering undimmed, drove all
the wild dwellers to seek the quiet
shade, where the sun could not stab.
Almost inch by inch we worked our
way on, but it was soon apparent that
nothing had returned to the “kill”
There was a low branching tree within
a few vards of the “kill,”” while all
around the jungle grew thick, excepting
for a long opening caused the fall
giant Mora that uprooted,
where it had cleaved through
the jungle for a and fifty
feert, lay the and naked.
In the low tree near the “kill” we built
a platform interlaced Dbranches.
These are built for the purpose of
safely, for tiger climbs with won-
derful agility-=nut totessen the chances
ol detection ;
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our silent
and we had
nothing but the continual
ng of the hordes of mosqguitoes
were ‘biting with such a venge-
ance that 1 could scarcely maintain
a reasonable degree of composure.
Finally, rather than to be literally
eaten alive by these pests, I decided
Sefid™ JORN ™~ CHarley back for the
dogs. It twas more than likely that
the tiger was “lying up” close Dby,
and 1 Dbelieved with the pack we
could bring him to bay and have the
thing over in order, The faint
sound -of# Jehn- Gharley's fleeting
footfalls soon died away. Then again
settled the solemn hush of the great
forest around, The shrilling of the
insects continued, and since there
was no other sound to be heard—it
was hard to tell what made me feel
that 1 was not alone—unless it was
that I was served with that sixth
sense that comes to us at times. For
there, where nothing had shown a
moment before, appeared a vision of
spotted black and gold gazing inquir-
ingly down the deserted vista from
the.very end of.the nude Mora log.
He came on slowly for a step or
two, then stopped short in the middle
of a pace, seemingly to listen, as it
something had arrested his attention.
Not a breath stirred, the silence was
complete; even the merciless mos-
quitoes seemed to pause in their mur-
murings,

While his majesty was thus oc-
cupied he deliberately stared up
into my tree with two unspeakably
sinister, evil eyes—no, not eyes—
two bita of cold steel that pene-
trated through to one’s very back-
bone!

Slowly he sank to a crouch;
suddenly his ears were gone, flat-
tened; then, wrinkling his fastidi-
ous nostrils, that grinning mask
displayed a splendid set of glisten-
ing, cruel fangs that spelled hate
and death!

Whether it was just I that caused
him to displdy SUCH a hateful loath-
ins, Or the idea that I had come to
.rob him of his rightful prey, was a
qrestion“tor dwell on later. He seemed
about to dispel the idea that his
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to
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race retired before man; and vet I
certain, in spite of all his appar-
willingness to do battle, he would
on another inch. And just

the rub.

felt
ent
nog come

I had been persuaded, against
better judgment, that a shotgun load-
with buckshot was the proper arm
to use in the thick jungle, as almost
invariably the shooting was close up;
and, too, in the case of following up a
wounded jaguar, it gave opportunity
for quicker action.

And much to my dismay, I had
brought the shotgun. How, for just
that fraction of a second, my thoughts
turned longingly to the old rifle; for
the distance, though not great, was
still too far to shoot with any degree
¢ certainty of Kkilling with such
arm. “Better take a chance, while I
have it, even if it is a slim one,” I
theught. At any moment the crafty
fellow might, with a single hound dis-
appear-—and perhaps 1 should never
again catch a glimpse of his beautiful-
ly spotted hide. T intended, after shoot-
ing the first parrel, to instantly shoot
the second, even if I had to make a
wing shot while he was in the air, so
to speak,;-but there was no chance: At
the instant of the first shot he had
vanished with a wild leap that was so
lightning-like that the eye could scarce
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So far I had escaped
occurreace - was almost sure to bring
on that would go raging and
surging until it ran its course—one way
or the other. To put it mildly, my
prospects were not good. At length
the rain passed over, but every few
minutes I would be seized with another
chill. When I realized that I was in
a maze out of which no human being
could possibly find his way, excepting
it were a native Indian, a horror of
loneliness gripped me as I felt myself
heing completely swallowed up in the
immensity of the jungle!

Could John Charley trail me after
that sea of rain had swept away every
sign? 1 didn't know. But I did know
that every bit of wild craft he pos-
sessed would be taxed to its utmost
to do so! I climbed high up in a tree
to see if some solution of my predica-
ment would present itself,

The sun was Slowly sinking helow
the great, undulating roof of the
jungle; the prospect of spending the
night in such an ill-chosen place was
gradually commencing to assert itself.
Ag [ stared out over these fastnesses
my heart was smitten with a sudden
sense of infinite and eternal desolation,
Then I felt another chill coming on, so
I quickly slid to the ground. Pale
shapes took form before my vision—

un down for fear of dropping i
fever, but this

fever

A picture of Singer’s greatest big-
game prize, the ferocious American
tiger, he killed in the jungles of the
Savannah-Land. Below a picture of
him as he stood on his horse to peer
into the dense haunts of his wily cat-
tle-eater.

Reloading slipping
ground, I paused at the Dbutt
tree to catch the slightest sound or
movement. There was neither, Then
out along the Mora log, with the gun
at the ready, 1 stepped cautiously
along. A big lizard went scuttling
over some dead leaves. Up went the
gun, and I almost let off the right bar-
rel. Near the end of the great log a
few dots of scarlet caught my eye. He
was hit—there was no doubt of that.
Bver so carefully, step by step, and
scanning carefully every peossible foot
of the way, I took up his trail. Twice
I lost it, and. twice I turned back and
puzzled it out again. Now and then I
could see his footprints-plainly in the
soft soil, and occasionally a spot of
blood, Then the ground became harder,
and the blood spots fewer and further
apart, until I finally lost all trace;
made a circle back to pick up the
trail again, missed it, trled again and
again, and then tried to find my way
back to the tree where I had been
watching.

In an hour more there was no use
trying to foeol myself, though I hated
to accept it as a fact.

1 was lost!

And, what was mere, at almost this
moment there came a veritable tropical
downpour, Before the torrents of rain
pelted down and drenched me through,
I was in a dripping perspiration, but
now the sudden wetting had thrown
me into a violent chill, shaking so from

and to.. ‘the

of the

head to foot I was compelled to put
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themselves—the
moved a pace
was in the grip

made and unmade
whole jungle swayed,
forward, then back; I
of the jungle fever!

After a short interval I recovered
my Strength sufficiently to move on
again. Walking over to the gnarly
roots of a giant tree, 1 sat down to
“take stock” of my chances, “A man
should never give up until he is quite
dead,”I would say slowly, which seem-
ed to have a slightly stimulating effect.
Taking a deep breath, 1 sent a long,
loud call chasing through the jungle,
and, when it ceased, it struck me that
it had something of the tone in it that
reminded me of a lone wolf bewailing
the loss of his mate.

1 then listened intently, straining my
ears to catch the slightest sound,

Suddenly a heavy, ' hissing
breath close behind me made me
whip around with a sensation of
the hair rising on my scalp. Not
more than a tew paces away was
coited a huge boa constrictor in
the low branch of a tree, with his
head protruding too unpleasantly
near, and eyeing me with a pair of
coid, unwinking, malignant eyes!
A forked, coloriess, flickering
tongue added to his heinous ap-
pearance! Fickle fate seemed pit-
ilessly and endlessly whimsical.
What would happen next?

The deadly contents of the shotgun
flew out and quite demolished his
whole head. And then slowly his great
coils unwound, and gracefully, even in
death, they slid to the ground until
the tail finally came down with a flip.
I couldn't heip but smile when the
thought struck me that I would have
Leen fresh meat, at any rate. Then
once more came the mysterious, whis-
pering, terrifying silence. But now a
sharp sound came up from the depths
of the gloom, for the light was pallid
now, and still another sharp sound!

Then I halloed long and loud — and
waited; like an echo it rolled back
through the jungle., There was no
mistaking it now—it was John Charley
coming with the dogs!

3y dint of unparalleled paddling,
even all through the long, starry
nights, my men landed me in George-
town before my fever had progressed
too far. With the attendance and
never-to-he-forgoiten kindness of Mr.
and Mrs. . 1. Lockwood (who were
on a Vvisit from New York), T was scon
on my feet again and planning an-
siher hunt for the elusive American
tiger!

One hundred miles to the east, and
extending up from the coas{, are the
vast savannah lands, that roll away
for miles upon miles. Their propor-
tions are so great that no cne tries to
indicate their enormity. Clothed with
a )n.\'uriqm growth of grass, that
waves and bends majestically as the
winds ever and anon go singing and
dancing across their vast reaches, they
make excellent pasturage for the few
cattle that have been turned out for the
experiment of stock-raising.

There was one, hig Jack Haley,
who had started a cattle ranch out in
this very savannah country, and word
had come to me that™ an American
tiger was playing havoc with his
stock, With a, letter of introduction
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ta big Jack, aad rifle in hand, 1 roted
out of Ceorgetown on the only rail-
road in the colony, headed due east
for Berbice, at the mouth of the
Berbice River, and the terminus of
the road. Just where 1 was going,
and how I was going to find this Haley
fellow, my ideas were very Vvague.
But, at any rate, 1 was perfectly con-
tent with the mere thought that I was
on my way.
CHAPTER V.

The iron horse commenced to eat
up the nriles, and then gradually the
jungle 8ave Dplace to these endless
jowiands of grass, and eoccasionally
of trees in the midst of a gquivering
sea. A feeling of great joy came
over me as I tooked far away into
space. From being in the jungle so
long, I had feit penned up, and now
that feeling had vanished. Then an-
other little thrill came over me as
the landscape brought back pleasant
memories of the old days on the
cattle range.

At the end of a four-mile drive,
following the train-trip, we pulled
up at quite a sizeahle house, with a
high verandah.

Mounting the
a tall, dark,
nickel that's
to myself).

steps I
handsome
Haley’s

by

was met
I &

girl (*"Be
sister,” I said
“] have a letter .of in-
troguction to - Mr.  Jack | Haley,” I
said, "and then added, “Is he home?”’
: “Yes—that is, my brother is Dback
from the ranch—and though he isn’'t
in just now I expect him any mo-
ment,” she said in a pleasant voice.
“He's: goin’ right back to the ranch
tomorrow,” she continued; “he Jjust
camy up to town to get soine
hounds.”

“Hounnds!” 1
perfect surprise.
gouing tc

“Well,
his stock
going ' to
him.”

Scme one closed the gate
bang and swung down the path
long strides. Then Jack Haley came
up the steps, three at a time; and
well he might, for he stood six foot
six in his socks. He was lithe, well-
built, dark-skinned, dark-eyed, and
had a tangle of black hair., In a
word, I liked Jack IHaley the moment
I clapped my eyes on him; and when
he laughed there was a mischievous
twinkle in his eye, and his teeth
gleamed with very whiteness.

Day broke over the River Berbice.
The sun rose pale-yellow, and the
dirty, oily waters reflected the bra-
zen glimmer of- the sky. Over the
varesponsive desolation came the
chug-chug-chug of a gasoline launch.
Haley, the writer and the hounds
were sliding upstream- ~that is, when
the engine didn’'t refuse to work.

Soon the not-unpleasant odor
cooking was wafted up our way,
shortly Booklaul appeared with two
steaming Ppots—one of - bolled . ant-
bear, the other of Dboiled monkey.
Aside from the name, which is a lit-
tle startling at first, I found them
very good. Adding to his cassava
bread and baked plantain, we had a
very enjoyable and typically tropical
dinner,

“He is the
tiger, with the
marked 'Haley,

exclaimed, evincing
“Why, what is he
do with them?” I asked.
there is a big tiger Kkillin’
out at the ranch, and he is
use the hounds to hunt

with a
with

of
and

very devil himself, this

cattle appetite,” re-
as he leaned back in
his chair, rolling a clgarette. “He
has killed over twenty head the
last few months,” he continued; “he
knows just as well as we do that he
on dangerous ground, and he
seems to possess the craft and cun-
ding of the old boy himself! Why,
he’'ll make two or three ‘kills’ In a
week., and then, perhaps, he won't
stew up for a month; or he may kill
tonight, and then he may shift ten
miles tomorrow! But of score of
these fellows I've Killed, this one
seems to he the most mysterious and
e'usive of them all”

“He works his game something like
this* Haley went on. ‘“About six or
seven miles from here there is a long
strip of jungle running through the
savannah and from this strip extends
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miles apart. It is down these strips
this marauder, lurkKing under their
cover, waits for the cattle to feed near
enough to single out his vietim. . It
will take two or three days to hunt
these strips of jungle properly, and if
old Spots is still up to his tricks we
are algnost sure to pick him up.”

Haley rose and went to his
mock for the night. For a few mo-
ments 1 sat in a B8sort of dreamy
thought. The voices that I had
grown accustomed to hear rise up
out of the jungle night after night
were here, for the most part, absent;
but they were replaced by other
sounds,

It seemed [ had only been in
hammock a very short time when
heard Haley saying, ‘“Come on,
3 o'clock; we've got to walk

horses, and

whaich areg, - o B PR

ham-

my

I
it's
over
a mile to catch the we
want to be hunting before sun-up."”

. We rode straight away . to  the
south, where the faint outline of &
strip of jungle showed against the
sky. “How does it feel to be in the
saddle again?’ asked big Jack.

‘Feel? Why, it's got struggling
along through the jungle on foot
beaten forty ways,” said I.

“By thunder,” broke o Jack.: %
wonder what's struck those dogs!
Look at ’em go. And none of ‘em
saying a word, none of ’em singing,
and running a blue streak!”

Jack pulled up and stood upright
on his horse's back in order to get a
better view. “There they go!” con-
tinued Jack, pointing over the sa-
vannah, ‘“headed for that neck of
wood. Come on, you Yankee cow-
puncher, let's see you ride.” Jack
sung out as we broke into a run.

It was a tight finish right up to /the
woods, with the quarry just ahead.
What was the quarry? Jack didn’t
say, and I didn’'t know. *“Come on,”
said Jack as we pulled our horses
up, and slid off to enter the bush.
“It’s shooting time,” he added. The
hounds were only a few yards in the
woods and barking treed. We stepped
along gingerly into the woods, and
soon, upon looking up, we Ssaw, flat-
tened on the branch of a flamhoyan
tree, an ocelot, staring down with a
slow, evil, insolent stare. Then
his eyves blazed with hate and fury.
For his inches his disposition is a
very wicked one, and even a young
calf does not come amiss to his kill-
ing propensities. After dispatching
this handsomely marked little chap,
who is second in beauty of all the
“cats” in the New World, we contin-
ued our hunting.

Another mile, and we were
edge of the strip of jungle. Jack’s
brow grew dark —his lips tight set,
his dark eyves were fixed upon some-
thing half-hidden in the bush. “A
fresh ‘kill,;-” he said at last; ‘‘done
today, not ten hours old. We ought
to get this fellow now, if we ever do.”

The hounds came ubp, and as they
sniffed the evil scent their hair bristled
along their backs, Then Star,
the biggest and boldest of the lot, led
out, with the others following
through the jungle and then their
quavering chorus rose until the whole
woods echoed with the din of the
wild chase. The jungle was thick
and the going difficult. Jack went on
ahead with the cutlass, for the tangle
of vines and creepers made it im-
posible to force a way without con-
tinually wielding it.

The hounds had evidently
short. for we could hear the
pack, not fifty vards ahead,
the waliling and clamor that smote
our ears assured us that just ‘ne)’und:
in that intricate and tangled mass_of
almost inconceivably thick cover,
that savage, crafty and powerful
lord, the American tiger, was facing
the pack. At this ill-timed moment
Jack leaped nearly knocking
me to the his face went
white.

“Shoot.” he

at  the

stopped
whole
while

back,
ground;

gaid, for he was carry-
ing nothing but the cutlass. 1 saw

nothing to shoot at. but a se 'nm_l
glance revealed a coil of a dozen feet

Princesses Revolt at
Marriages of State

Royalty May Eventually Decide
Marriage to “Commoners” Is
Best—Eugenists Point Out
That Intermarriage Has
Brought About Dire Results.

The suicide of Princess Sopnia of Saxe-
Weimar because her family would not
let her marry young Hans Von Bleich-
roeder is only one of the latest and most
tragic manifestations of the spirit  of
rebellion which has rapidly gained force
in vears in almost every royal
family on the Continent of Europe.

King George has had his troubles in
this respect just like Queen Victoria and
King Edward had; and it is clear to peo-
ple in royal circles that sooner or later
the ancient rule which stamps a royal
princess as a member of superior caste
and forbids her to marry ouiside a
charmed imperial, royal or grand ducal
eirele will have to be swept out of exis-
tence. And any princess will have to
pe free, if she chooses, 10 marry any
plain commoner.

Francis Gribble. the biographer of dead
Furopean monavchs and the revealer of
many a grisly skeleton in royal cup-
boards, is very keen on this point, and
he calls to his aid the eugenist who
knows how these arranged royal mar-
riages usually mean unions between two
near relatives and consequent insanity

disaster:

cesses and princes, archdukes and
archduchesses insist upon taking a leaf
out of the book of King Cophetua, and
that romantic Archduke John, who, some
eighty years ago, married the daughter
of the village postmaster, One of them
himself John Orth, and goes off ‘to
with a ballet girl; a second calls
himself Herr Wulfing and takes flight
to Switzerland with a star of the comic
opera stage; a third takes the name of
Herr Burg. and settles down to domestic
tranquillity with the daughter of a high
school teacher—quite unpresentable at
court. It comes to his ears that the
descendant of a fourth, bheing reduced to
poverty, has taken a situation as wailer
in a cafe in Budapest; while the whole
world rings «with the proceedings of the
woman who might, at is hour, have
been Queen of Saxony she had not
preferred for he:r husba a first Bel-
gian tutor and then an I[talian professor
of mausic.

«“Fhnose have all been the vagaries of
comparatively distant Hamburg reia-
tions of the Emperor Francis Joseph of
Austria, except Herr Berg, who Is the
broiher of the heir apparent, but the re-
volt has also broken out in the immediate
vicinity of theé throne. 'The heir ap-
parent himself is married to a woman
who, by birth, is only just noble, and
was turned out at an hour’s notice from
the house of the archduchess to whom
she was lady-in-waiting, because her por-
trait had been discovered in her im-

recent

perial lover's lockel.

“The Crown Prince Ri-

dolph— Archduchess

widow of the

Stephanie
the Emperor's displeasure by marrying
a Hungarian
One of the

came to him

Count Lonyay.
granddaughters
with the confession that
happiness was out of the question for
her unless she was allowed marry
young Otto von Windischgraetz; while
another of them gave her heart, and then
insisted upon giving her hand, to the
taron von Seefried, a mere Lieutenant
in the Bavarian cavalry.

“The llst is long enough, though it is
not complete, and much pity has been
lavished on Francis Joseph on the
strength of the facts set forth in it. ‘How
sad for him., people say. ‘So many
alliances. He must feel if there
a skeleton in every cupboard in
house.’

“But the eugenisis
eugenists say, quite
Hapsburgs are ‘degenerates,” and they at-
tribute that degeneracy, with equal
frankness, to that ‘inbreeding’ which has,
in the courss of centuries, perpetuated
and accentuated both physical and men-
tal family taints. As DBr. Galippe has
pat it: “Fhe Hapsburgs of Spain  have
‘one since heen swept off the stage of
history. disappearing in sterility in-
sanity. The Hapsburgs of Austria, nu-
merous though the representatives of the
house are at the present time,
by disappearing in their turn as an old
nistoric family if they persist in their
errors—that is to say, in their marriages
with blood relations.’

«and the eugenist adds that the recent
reveolt of the princes and princesses—not
in the House of Hapsburg only, but also
in the House of Bavaria and most of the
relgning German houses, including that
of Saxe-Weimar—is due to the pertectly
sound physiological instinct.”

In England the matter will certainly
not be left where it is. [t is an open
secret that King George and Queen Mary
are Jjust now gravely concerned about
the future of the Prince of Wales and
of Princess Mary, and it may well hap-
pen within the next few days that King
George will take a definite line upon the
subject. He will then express his publle
disapproval of thia system of intermar-
riages, with particular refercnce to the
matrinonial plans afoot for his own
children. He has already spoken ireely

nobleman,
kmperor's

to

mes-
was
the

as

know better., The
frankly, that the

or

to this effect to his intimate friends in
private.

"There are indications, too, that Fra
Joseph has, in his later years, come
round to saner and more tolerant views
of royal marriages. He seems, at any
rate. to have come (O realize—albeit
rather late in life—that the restrictions
on royval marriages do handicap the mem-
pers of royal families in the pursuit
of “happiness, and that if they cannot
be altogether removed they might, at
least, be modiiied with advantage. And
King George and Emperor Francls, be-
tween’ them, can do a great <ieal to alter
the present marriage rales in the roval

tamilies . of Eurape. %
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of the =most dreaded of all snake
the “bush-master.” The treacherous-
looking reptile appeared s© enraged
at eur -intrusion that an attack
seemed almost certain. But in his
moment of hesitancy was avert
by giving him an undisputed r

of way and changing our course,

[ did not want to shoot at that moment,
fearing that the report might spoil my
opportunity just ahead—for which I
had come so far and which seemed al
most within my grasp! :

The moments were precious now;
the baleful chorus of , the hounds
warned the quarry was within a
stone's throw; vet we could see noth-
ing. Then my eve lit upon some-
thing that held me for a long mo-
ment arrested, motionless. Close
along a bough, its ears flat against
its neck, tail twitching, its 1lips
drawn back from its vellow fangs in
a vicious snarl, lay the handsomest
American tiger 1 have ever
From between thelr wide 1ids his
eyes blazed into mine, as I raised my
gun to my shoulder, took careful
aim and fired. The claws relaxed
their hold:; slowly the great body
rolled over and fell into the midst
of the frenzied pack. But, before I
could take a forward step, the huge
cat had leaped to his feet—I bhad
aimed too high, the bullet penetrating
the upper part of the shoulder. Into
the wild melee [ dared not fire, though
my soul sickened at each lightning
stroke of those terrible paws.

At last my moment came—
instant the dogs drew back. Before
they could again rush in my second
bullet crashed through his brain.

The cattle-killer had paid

many lives had. he asked
had paid with his own!

(The En
THE GREAT PATHFINDER.
[Rev. Thomas B, Gregory.l

Mungo Park started out on his Afri-
can expedition——the first sevious attempt
that was ever made to e “IDa
Continent'—118 wvears ¢ ‘
lion-hearted Scotchman,
servants, out from
West Coast, and plunged
the sk which, before
man had ever attemptcd,

It tcok a real man to plunge the
unknown interior, filled with tales the
monstrous and tecrible. Huge sei pents,
roaring lions, great black cannihals,
scerching heat, deadly fevers—mn ho would
dare to challenge these things. And
Africa remained ‘‘dark’” unti]l yester-
day, as it were, while Moses was battling
with the problem in the Arabian wilder-
ness; while civilization was maturing in
Egypt and Greece; while Roman repub-
lics and empires were rising anrd falling;
while the mmodern nations were coming
into heing; while crusaders were fighting
and troubadors were singing; while Col-
umbus was discovering thg New World,
and Washington was founding. the United
States of America.

But at last the man and the hour met,
and the son of the Selkirkshire farmer
took his brave leap into the mystery.
In the mystery he remained a year and
a half, when he reappeared, returned to
England and wrote “‘Travels in the In-
terior of Africa,” a book which is still
one of the most interesting in the libra-
ries of the world.

In the vear 1805 Mungo Parlk started
hiz second trip to the Dark Contincnt—
a trip from which he was never to return,
Resolved, with true Scotch grit, to ‘dis-
cover the mouth of the Niger or perish
in the attempt,” Park pushed on through
the pathless forests unti! he x-»z.:.\«‘hed a
point between 9 and 10 north latitude.
where, in attempting to make his escape
from the natives who were about to Kkill
him, he was drowred in the mighty
stream, which should be accept d as his
most fitting monument.

DUST PAYS OPERATING COST.

[ Engineering News.]

After two years of experimenting
with the expenditure of several thousand
dollars, a dust-eliminating ptant work-
ing on the Cotrell process has been
completed at the works of the River-
side -Portland Cement Co., at Crastmore,
Calif, It is claimed that this entirely
eliminates the discharge of dust to the
atmosphere, the chimney now showing
only smoke -fromn burning oil and
minute quantities of volatilized potash,
which condense on striking the cold
outer air (and furnish free fertilizer).
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