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Made ::>..• fee^like a pair of \,!i • ..t a dance,

bui Pine kM j seemed to think there was >• \u25a0niething
\u25a0 about it. "And over the hiOa arid: ray.i1.

tiie happy Princess followed hi:;:.1 i Tei
puts :t." says he.

"Tennyson was dead onto his job"
!:\u25a0:• v.hen do we annex the steam calHo]

tlie boys m red coats with banners? V. ght 1

have the re t of the grand forenoon ;-:.

shake Rajah."
"Oh, perhaps we can :.::! rtei

the next town, where !.• '.. i | disgraced
says l*inckney.

Pinckney hadn't counted on the tel phi ne,

though. A posse with shot-guns and \u25a0\u25a0

rants met us a mile out from the nexi I .
si"-' •<l 'is away. They'd heard that Rajah was a
man-killer and they had brought ak>nj . \u25a0 nd
of arsenic to feed him. A't<r they'd beci I
from behind their barricade, though, a:
what a gentle, confidin1 beast Rajah really was.
they compromised by letting us take a i id 1

•

led int< • the n< xt county.

'"This is gettin 1 sultry." says Ia v• \u25a0 .\u25a0 \u25a0
• -
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side-track.
"1 am enjoying it." says Pinckney. "N w let's

have some road w<irk."

nd let
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"It's a wonderful thing,
professor, this pride of
possession," says Pinck-
ney.

"
Only a few persons

in the world own ele-
phants. [ am <>ii>.' of
them Even Ih<>ugh it is
(inly for a week, and Ik-
is miles away, I shall feel
that ! own Rajah, and it
will make me glad."

Then he winks, so I
knows he's just bein' gay.
Bui Rajah didn't seem so
gladsome. He was rockin'
his head back and forth,

and just as we gets there
out rolls a big tear, about
a tumblerful."

Can't we do something
to irk him up a bit?

"

says I. "He si mis to
take it hard, being hung
up i'iia ticket

"There's something the
matter withthis elephant,"
says I kney, taking a
front view of him. "He's in
pain. See if you can't find
a veterinary, professor."

Yes, they said there was
a horse-doctor knockin'
around the county somewhere. He worked in the
shingle-mill by spells.and then again in the chair-
factory, or did odd jobs. A blond-haired native
turned up who was sure the Doc had gone hog-
killin' ii]> to (lie corners. So ; goes back to the
stable.

out for a beggarly week or so on such a magnificeni
specimen. Why, Rajah was as good as real estate
or Government bonds. As for selling him. ten
thousand wouldn't be a temptation. Would the
gentlemen just step around to the stable?

It was then 1 began to put up.the odds on Pinck-
ney. I got a wink from them black eyes of his,
and there was the very divil an' all in 'em, with
his face as straight as a crowbar.

"Certainly," says he, "we'll be happy to meet
Rajah."

They had him moored to one of the floor-beams
with an ox-chain around his nigh hind foot He
wasn't as big as all out doors, nor he wasn't any

pocket edition either. As elephants jm>, he
wouldn't have made the welter-weight class by
about a ton. He was what I'd call just a handy
size, about two bureaus high by one wide. His iv'ry
Stoop rails had been sawed nil close to his jaw. so
he didn't look any more wicked than a foldin'-bed.
And his eyes didn't have that shifty wait-till-get-
loose look they generally does. They were kind
of soft, widowy, oh-mc-poor-cheild eyes.

"He is sad. very sad, about all this." says one
of the real gents. "Know? Rajah knows almost
as much as we do, sir."

I'ineknev took his word for it. "Ithink Ishall
accommodate you with that loan," says he. "Come
into tin' hotel."

Say, Ididn't think you could gold-brick Pinckney
as easy as that. One of the l'uvs wrote oui a receipt
and Pinckney shoved it into Ins pocket, handin'
over a wad of -backs. They didn't lose any
time about headin' southeast, those two in the
ulsterets. Then we goes back to have another
10,,k at Rajah.
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hall as It. as your head, soaked it m the clove-
oil and rammed it down with a nail-hammer. It
was the frontage, all right. And say! Ever see an
elephant and look tickled and try ti> say tlumk
you? The way he talked deaf and dumb with his
trunk and shook hands with us and patted us on the
hack was almost as human as t la- way a man ails
when the jury brings in "Not guilty." Inside of
three minutes Rajah was that kinky he tried t<>
do a double-shuffle and nearly wrecked the barn.
It made us feel good t<«>. and we st < ><.<! around
there and throw bouquets at ourselves for what
we'd done.

Then the rook came out and wanted to know
should she keep ri.^ht on boiling tinm eggs <>r take
'em off; si i we remembers about Inreakfast. Callin'
for a new deal on the eggs, we sent out word for
'. m to tix up a tub of hot mash for Rajah and told
the landlord to give our friend the bi it in the
stat>fe.

Rajah was fetchin' the bottom of the tub when
we went out to say good-by. He stretched his
trunk out after us as we wrnt through the door.
We'd climbed into the car and was just gettin'
under way when we heirs things smash, and looks
back t.> see Rajah, with a section i.f tin- stable
floor draggin' behind, coming alter us on the
gallop."

Beat it!"says Ito Goggles, and he was reachin'
for the >j>ecd lever, when he sees a town constable,
with a tin badge like a stove-lid, pull a brass watch
< 'II us."

What's the limit?" shouts Pinckney.
"Ten an hour or ten dollars," says ho.
"Hoi your tin ard costs." Pinckney,
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