
CHAPTER III. 

Joan Draw* First Blood. 
,, The word of command came full 

and strong from the open doorway of 
the hall. 

Hans Trenck came Instantly to the 
Mlnte with the ball In his hand. He 
bad no difficulty In lifting It now. In 
fact, he did not seem able to let It 
down. Every man In the hall except 
the two captains of Plassenburg had 
risen to his feet and stood a* If carv- 

ed in marble. 
For there in the doorway, her slim 

figure erect and exceedingly com- 

manding. and her beautiful eyes shin- 

ing with Indignation, stood the Duch- 
ess Joan of Hohenstefn. 

In stern silence she advanced into 
the hall, every man standing fixed 
at attention. 

“Keep your hand so. Hans Trenck.” 
«aid their mistress, “give me your 
aword. Werner! You shall see wheth- 
er I am called Joan of the Sword for 

naught. You would torture prisoners, 
would you, after what I have said? 
Hold up. I say, Hans Trenck!" 

And so, no man saying her nay. the 

girl took the shining blade and, with 
a preliminary swish through the air 
and a balancing shake to. feel the elas- 
tic return, she looked at the poor 
knave fixed before her in the center 
-of the hall with his wrist strained to 
hold the prisoner’s ball aloft at the 
stretch of his arm. What wonder 
If it wavered like a branch in an un- 

steady wind? 
"Steady, there!" said Joan. 
And she drew back her arm for the 

stroke. 
The young Dane, who, since her en- 

trance, had looked at nothing save 

the radiant beauty of the figure before 

him, now cried out, "For heaven's 

aake, lady, do not soil the skirts of 
your dress with his villain blood. He 

but obeyed bis orders. I^t me be set 

free, and I will fight him or any man 

In the castle. And if I am beaten, 
let them torture me till I am car- 

rion fit only to be thrown into the 
castle ditch." 

The duchess paused and leaned on 

the sword, holding it point to the 
earth. 

"By whoqp orders was this thing 
done?" she demanded. 

“By mine, my lady!’ said Werner 
▼on Or8ein. a deep flush upon hla 

manly brow. 
The girl looked severely at him. 

8he seemed to waver. "Good, then!” 
she said, “the Dane shall fight Wer- 
ner for his life. Loose him and chafe 
hla wrists. Ho! there—bring a dozen 
aworda from the armory!” 

The flush was now rising to the 

-bey's chaab_ 
”J thank you, duchess,” he said. “1 

ask no more than this.” 
* * • • • 

“Out Into the light!" cried the 

young Duchess Joan, pointing the way 
with Werner’s sword, which she still 
held in her hand. And going .first she 
went forth from the hall of the sol- 

diery, down the broad stairs, and soon 

through a low-arched door with a 

sculptured coat-of-arms over it, out 
into the quadrangle of the courtyard. 

Werner followed unwillingly and 
with a deep flush of shame upon his 
brow. 

Meanwhile the lad had been freed 
from his bonds and stood with a 

sword in his hand suppling himself 
for the work before him with quick 
little guards and feints and attacks. 
There was a proud look in his eyes, 
and as his glance left the duchess 
and roved round the circle of his foes 
it flashed full, bold and defiant 

Werner turned to a palish, lean Bo- 
hemian who stood a little apart' 

“Peter Baits," he said, “will you be 

“A good fight clear* *11,” replied the 
youth. 

pay second? Agreed! And who will 
cere fey my honorable opponent?” 

"Do not trouble yourself—that will 
Arrange itself!” said Joan to her 
chief captain. 

With that the flashed llghtfoot into 
one of the low doors which led into 
the flanking turrets of the quad- 
rangle. and In a tierce of seconds she 
was out again, in n forester's drew 
of green doublet and broad pleated 
kirtle that came to her knee. 
"*T myself,” she said, "will be this 

young man’s second in this place 
where he has so many enemies and 
'no friends.” 

As the forester In green and the 
prisoner stood up together, the 
guards murmured in astonish meet at 
the likeness between the^n. 

“Had this Dane and our Joan been 
brother and sister, they could not 
have favored each other more,” they 
said. 

A deep blush rose to the youth's 
swarthy face. 

“I am not worthy,” he said, and 
kept his eyes upon the lithe figure of 
the girl In Its array of well fitting 
green. "I cannot thank you!” he aald 
again. 

“Tut.” she answered, "worthy—un- 
worthy—thank—unthank—what avail 
these upon the mountains of Kerrs- 
berg and In the castle of Joan of the 
Sword? A good heart, a merry fight, 
a quick death! These are more to 
the purpose than many thanks and 
compliments. Peter Balta. are you 
seconding Werner? Come hither. I>et 
us try the swords, will not these two 
serve? Guard! Well smitten! There, 
enough. What, you are touched on 
the sword arm? Faith, man. for the 
moment I forgot that It was not you 
and l who were to drum. Now, then. 
Maurice von Lynar—Werner. At the 
salute! Ready! Fall to!" 

“I give the Sp&rhawk five minutes," 
said Boris to Jorian, after the first 
pass. It was little more than formal 
and gave no token of what was to fol- 
low. Yet for full twenty minutes 
Werner von Orseln, the oldest sword- 
er of all the north, from the marshes 
of Wllna to the hills of 8ilesia. could 
do nothing but stand on the defen- 
aive. so fierce and Incessant were the 
attacks of the young Dane. 

"The Kernsberger Is playing with 
him!” said Boris, under his breath. 

Jorian nodded. He had no breath to 
waste. 

“But he is not going to kill him. 
He has not the Death In his eye!" 
Boris spoke with Judgment, for so It 
proved. Werner lifted an eyebrow 
fog the fraction of a second toward 
his mistress. And then at the end of 
the next rally his sword Just touch- 
ed his young adversary on the shoul- 
der an4 the blood answered the 
thrust, staining the white under-dou- 
ulet of the Dane. 

Then Werner threw down bis sword 
and held out his hand. 

“A well fought rally,” he said, "let 
us be friends. We need lads of such 
mettle to ride the forays from the 
hills of Kernsberg. I am sorry I 
baited you. Sparhawk!” 

"A good fight clears all,” replied the 
youth, smiltag In his turn. 

“Bring a bandage for his shoulder, 
Peter Balta!” cried Joan. “Mine was 
the cleaner stroke which went through 
your great muscle, but Werner’s Is 
somewhat the deeper. You can keep 
each other company at the dice box 
these next days. And. as I warrant 
neither at you has a l.uherk gi.iMor 
to bless yourselves with, you can 
e’en play for love till you wear out 
the pips with throwing.” 

“Then I am not to go back to the 
dungeon?” said the lad, one reason 
of whose wounding had been that he 
also lifted his eyes for a moment to 
those of his second. 

“To prison—no,” said Joan, "you 
are one of us now. We have blooded 
you. Do you take service with me?" 

“I have no choice—your father left 
me none!” the lad replied, quickly 
altering his phrase. "Castle Lynar is 
no more. My grandfather, my mother 
and my uncles are all dead, and there 
is small service In going back to Den- 
mark, where there are more than 
enough of hungry gentlemen with no 
wealth but their swords and no living 
but their gentility. If you will let me 
serve in the ranks. Duchess Joan. 1 
shall be well content!" 

“I also,” said Joan heartily. “We 
are all free in Kernsberg. even If we 
are not all equal. We will try you 
In the ranks first.” 

CHAPTER IV. 

The Cozening of the Ambassador. 
The next moment Joan bad disap- 

peared, and when she was seen again 
she had assumed the skirt she had 
previously worn over her dress of for- 
ester, and was again the sedate lady 
of the castle, ready to lead the dance, 
grace the banquet, or entertain the 
High State’s Councillor of Plassen- 
burg. Leopold von Dessauer. 

But when she went upstairs she 
met on the middle flight a grey-beard- 
ed man with a skull cap of black vel- 
vet upon his head. His dress also 
was of black, of a distinguishing plain 
richness and dignity. 

"Whither away. Ambassador?" she 
cried gaily at sight of him. 

"To see your principal's wound and 
that of the other whom your sword 
countered in a trial bout!" 

“What? You saw!" said the duch- 
ess. with a quick flush. 

“I am Indeed prlvlledged not to be 
blind," said Dessauer; “and never did 
I see a sight that contented me more. 

| I am an old man, and I have seen 

many fair women, many sweet prin- 
cesses, each perfect to their lovers, 
some of them even perfect to their 
lords. But I have never before seen 
a Duchess Joan of Hohenstein.” 

“Ambassador." cried the girl, “If 
you spea^ thus and without that flash 

, of the eye, I shill have to bethink 
me whether you come not as an am- 
bassador for your own cause. You 
are the only man i ever met wbo can 

speak of love and yet be tolerable. 
It Is a pity that my father left me the 
evil heritage that I must wed the 
Prince of Courtland or loeo my domin- 
ions!" 

At the sound of the name of her pre- 
destined hatband a sadden fleshing 
thought seemed tn wake In the girl’s 

U y lord." she *aM. *« « trad Ok or 

you go to Courtland after leaving ear 
poor eagle's nest ap he>» on the cliff* 
of the Kernsberg?" 

Von Dessauer bowed, smiling at 
her. 

Joan of the Sword clasped her 
hand# and drew a long breath. “» 
would not ask it of any man In the 
world but yourself.” she said, "but 
will you let me go with you?” 

A shade of anxiety passed over Dee* 
Sauer’s countenance "My lady,” he 
answered, "you let me use many free- 
doms of speech with you. It Is the 
privilege of age and frailty. But let 
me tell you that the thing is plainly 
foolish." 

"Well, I am coming, at any rate!” 
said Joan, as usual* rejecting argu- 
ment and falling back up<fn assertion. 
‘Make your count with that, friend 
of mine, whether you are shocked or 

no. It Is the penalty a respectable 
diplomatist has to psy for culttvsttng 
the friendship of lone females like 
Joan of Hobensteln.” 

Von Dessauer held up hts hands In 
horror that was more than half af- 
fected. 

“My girl.” he said. ”1 might be yonr 
grandfather. It Is true, but do not 
remind me of It too often. But If I 
were your great-great-grandfather the 
thing you propose Is still Impossible. 

•'At the point of hep rapier!" 
Shall the future Princess of Courtland 
and Wilna ride In the train of an am- 

bassador of Plassenburg to the pal- 
ace In which she Is soon to reign aa 

queen?” 
“I said not that I would go as the 

duchess,” said Joan, speaking low. ”11 
you will not have the Duchess Joan 
von llohensteln, what say you to the 
Sparhawk’s second, Johann the 
Squire?” 

Dessauer started. 
“You dare not,” he said, “why, there 

Is not a lady In the German land, 
from Bohemia to *the Baltic, that 
dares do as much." 

“Ladles—I am sick for ever of hear- 
ing-dial a lidy thllfel HOC <36 thtl or 
that, go here or there, because of her 
so fragile reputation. I care #of my 
own. I need none to take up my 
quarrel. If any have a word to say 
upon the repute of Joan of the Sword 
—why. let him say it at the point of 
her rapier.” 

Dessauer stood wavering. With 

quick tact she altered her tone, and 
with a soft accent and in a melting 
voice she said, “Ah, let me come. I 
will make such a creditable squire all 
in a suit of blue and silver, with just 
a touch of a juice upon my (ace that 

my old nurse knows the secret of.” 
Von Dessauer capitulated. “A wil- 

ful woman"—he smiled—“a wilful, 
wilful woman. Well. I am not respon- 
sible for aught of this, save for my 
own weakness in permitting It. It is 
a madcap freak, and no good will 
come of it." 

“But you will like it!’ she said. “Oh. 

yes, you will like it very much. For, 
you 6ee. you are fond of madcaps.” 

(To be continued.) 

Be Original. 
Do not be afraid of being original, 

even eccentric. Be an Independent, 
self-reliant, new man, not just one 

more Individual in the world. Do noi 

be a copy of your grandfather, of 

your father, or of your neighbor. 
That Is as foolish as for & violet to 

try to be like a rose, or for a daisy to 

ape a sunflower. Nature baa given 
each a peculiar equipment for it* pur- 
pose. Every man is bOrn to do a cer- 

tain work in an original way. If be 
tries to copy some other man, or to 
do some other man’s work, be will be 
sn abortion, a misflt, a failure 

Do not Imitate even your heroes. 
Scores of young clergymen attempted 
to make their reputations by imitat- 

ing Beecher. They copied hie vole* 
and conversation, and imitated his 

gestures and his habits, but they fell 
as far short of the great man's power 
as the ebromo falls short of the mas- 

terpiece. Where are those hundreds 
of imitators now? Not one of them 
has ever made any stir in the world.— 
Success. 

Invariable Rules of Growth. 
"We grow at a uniform rate," said 

a physician. "There are rules of 

growth that, unconsciously ws all 
obey. 

"Take the average man. He grows 
as follows: 

"First year, eight inches: second 
year, six inches; third year, five 
inches; fourth year, four inci es; fifth 
year, four inches; sixth yew, four 
inches. From the sixth year on the 
growth is slower until the sixteenth 
year it Is only one and one-half inches 
a year. The seventeenth year has a 

growth of two inches. The eighteenth 
year baa a growth of oae inch. 

"At 18 the average man is 8 feet t 
Inches high. Thereafter he grows nr 

were.” ■% I 

“COON" LOCKED IN ICOOX; 
LIKE ICICLE WHEN RESCUED 

Terrible Experience of Colored Porter of a JNeto York 
Hotel—Finally Saved by Hie Congealed 

Think Tank. 

New York.—Alexander Beck, bar 
porter of the Marlborough hotel, spent 
all hla spare time the other day 
wherever he could find the most sun- 

shine, and In the meantime as he went 
about his duties his Joints creaked 
ano rasped like the rusty hinges of a 
door. . 

All that was because Beck Is not 
yet thawed out. It will be several 
days, he thinks, before his arteries 
and veins are running unclogged by 
floating ice and the dampness gets out j 
of his bones and Sockets. He was al- 
most froxen to death the day before, 
and had It not been for a Trapped 
presence of mind that came to him j 
In the last extremity he might have 
been entirely frozen. 

His duties are many and various. 
It Is he who mdbt keep the barkeep- 
ers supplied with everything they 
need In the compounding of the drink- 
ing called for by thepatronB. He must 
never allow the Ice bioB to become 
empty, the mint to become exhausted 
or the cherries and other fruit to be 
wanting, while the lemon Juice bottle 
Is a particular charge of his. He usu- 

ally works below Btalrs and appears 
and disappears at Intervals 

He does his principal work shifting 
the beer kegs, watching the mineral 
waters, stirring up the frnlts and 
managing the straws and other 
things In the refrigerator. It Is there 
also he keeps his lemons, and to save 

time, it Is there he squeezes them. 
The Marlborough cold room Is ont 
under the sidewalk, and a narrow pas- 
sage leads to Us heavy wood and 
Iron door, two feet thick. It Is a mas- 
sive room all around, stored with 
casks and crates, wtth the pipes coat- 
ed with about six inches of snow run- 

ning In all directions. The tempera- 
ture Is kept around freezing all the 
time, and about ten minutes is enough 
of it for Beck ordinarily. Then he 
goes out and exercises. 

Beck went In there to squeeze the 
lemons, and was peacefully engaged 
In the process when a watchman came 

along through the underground laby- 
rinth. Beck had left the massive 
door juBt on the crack, but the rays 
of the electric light he used did not 
come through. The watchman saw 

only that the door was not shut, and 
muttering something about careless- 
ness, slammed it and threw the lock 
over. 

Heck was a prisoner. Unless some- 

body came to open the door he would 
remain one. for kicks, shouts, screams 
and everything else would avail noth- 
ing through those thick walls. He 
suddenly remembered—that die—had' 
given the barkeepers above an extra 

supply, and they would not be down 
to look for him for hours. He looked 
at an ice-coated pole In the corner 

and thought what he would be then. 
He felt his body chilling gradually, 
and when a nervous perspiration came 

out on his forehead the drops fell on 

the floor like marbles. He tried to 
dance, but there was not room, so he 
practiced on juggling lemonB. His 

hands got so cold ha could not tell 
whan they touched him. Ha rolled a 

beer keg backward and forward, and 
that only made him colder. Ha saw 

soma mint and when ha thought of 
summer drinks his teeth began to 
chatter. Ha felt his feet growing 
numb, and after ha had triad beating 
on the wall with his lists for a minute 
he stopped for fear he would break off 
a hand or a linger. 

It seemed that about all In sight 
for him was a cold, cheerless exit, 
with a beer keg and a bag of lemons 
for his funeral catafalque. Ha sat 
down and tried to weep, but the Icicles 
nearly blinded him. He was glTiag 

He Wat net Freezing to Death. 

up in dlspair when he gave a shriek 
of delight. He remembered that the 
valves of the air pumps attached to 
the beer spiggots of the bar were In 
the room. Giving a very good imita- 
tion of an arctic avalanche, he rolled 
over to the casks and grabbed the 
valves. When he turned around final- 
ly he bad shut off every splggot in 
the floor above and then he sat down 
to wait 

He had not long to wait for ten 
minutes Idler the manager came down- 
stairs, with harsh words on his Hps 
for the porter who would allow the 
air to run out of the pumps. Not find- 

ing the pumps, he opened the valve 
himself, and the next minute he was 

carrying neck out tnto the open air.- 
He had been in that room a little more 

than an hour, according to estimates. 
He was at once thrown into a tub 

of ice water and by degrees melted 
enough to take a long breath and tell 
what had happened. It was feared he 

might receive an attack of pneumonia, 
but a physician said he had appeared 
to come through it all right except for 
the few traces of ice that lingered in 
the hollows and corners. 

RED JERSEY COW TURNS FAUCET 
WITH MOUTH TO GET A DRINK 

Sagacious Oregon Animal Satisfies Her Thirst in Back Yard and 
Saves Long Walk to the Rirer. 

Portland, Ore.—The county poor 
farm has, according to the assertion 
of the inmates, the cleverest cow in 
the state. The animal is an old red 

Jersey that baa been on the farm for 
years. The matron at the farm last 

fhe Cow Turned tho Faucot with 
Her Mouth. 

horn*, and when that method failed, 
opened her mouth, took hold of the 
faucet and turned It. 

Mrs. Bossy thea drank her fill of 
cold water and turned away toward 
the green fields, evidently pleased that 
she did not have to go a quarter mt a 
mile to the river to satisfy her thirst. 

The next day the cow seemed much 
puzzled to find a new faucet and ap- 
peared dejected when after half an 
hour of hard work ahe could net get 
her drink. Then the matron had a 
watering place made and the cold 
water was allowed to run at all times. 

■■ '■ "■ ■■■ M ■» ♦ 

8IX GIRLi HIS PALLBEARERS. 

Polish Society Leader Stipulated for 
Thom in His Will. 

Hartford, Conn.—Michael Wyler, a 
well to do machine builder, who died 
at the hospital here of typhoid fever, 
lived up to a reputation of being a 
social leader, which he bad gained 
among tbe wealthy clasp of the Pol- 
ish colony in this city, by stipulating 
In his will and last directions regard- 
ing his funeral that none but women 
pallbearers should carry his body 
to his last resting place. Folk)wins 
his wishes, six young ladles, among 
the prettiest in the Polish colony here, 
all attired in white, acted *r pall- 
bearers, and two others served as 
flower bearers. 

Horse a Good Dentist. 
Chester, Pa —Half erased with pain 

from an aching tooth, and unable to 
get a dentist to extract the molar. 
Henry Wesley, a cook in Birch's res 
taaraat, on Edgemont avenue, hit 
nparsrsovei-phnr to relieve bis agony 
Ha took a .thin wire, fastened it 
around the tooth, tied tbe other e*| 
to the rear of hta employer’s delivery 
VMM. sad yetted to Mike, the hone, 
to “€M4 apr The tooth was palled 
as watt as any expert in dental sur- 
gery could have dene it 

MINES AND MINIUO 
A three-foot vet* of high grade cop- 

per ore has been opened up Is the 
J. M. B. M inert' barfs. Utah. 

Nine tboaaaad ms are at work hi 
the mtaes of Utah, reeel ring appro Kt- 

mately $27,000 per dar la wagaa, 

Mora tbkn 1.000 toss of ora la be- 
ing treated dally at the U. & com- 

pany* big smelting works at Kasaett. 
Cal. 

Snow Is reported from several Utah 
mining camps, several laches of this 

article falling within the past week or 

ten day* 
The labor war at Goldfield has beea 

settled and the rich mines of that dis- 
trict are again pouring their wealth 
Into the coffers of the lucky traneta. 

A report Is being clrculatw'that a 

rich find has been made in the Dream- 
Queen mine in tbe Blue mountains, 
south of the I-a Sals, and that tbe ora 

run* $12,000 per ton in gold. 

During the past two weeks sales 

aggregating a grand total of $4,125.- 
000 have been made in the Oreen* 

water district. In Nevada, and every- 

thing in the district has shot sky- 
high in price. 

Some very interesting developments 
are hatching out for the Gold Butts 

company, owning a fine group of prop- 

erties at Gold Butte, Nevada. Recent- 

ly some very rich showings have been 

made, which look good to the owners. 

Among the interesting and valuable 

mining properties of Beaver county, 

that of the Cedar Mountain company ia 

producing results which speak elo- 

quently of what can be espected upon 

the completion of the present cam- 

paign of development work. 

The oft repeated assertion made 

that the Wonder mining district is one 

of the greatest mineral sections in 

Nevada and that the mineral is dis- 

tributed over a large territory, la be- 

ing proven almost dally by the numer- 

ous strikes that are being made. 

Fed H. Bowler, accompanied by W. 

H. Mitchell, both of the Johnnie dis- 

trict, arrived in Salt Lake Friday from 

Nevada with two cars of very rich gold 
ore from the properties of the former. 

It Is understood that this ore will run 
well into the thousands per ton. 

The new vanner concentrating tables 
that w-ere ordered some time ago for 

the mill in Miner's basin, in Utah, 
have been Installed and the plant 
started up again. Ora is being 
packed from the Tornado and about 

twenty tons will be treated per day. 
The mill will be run during the full 
twenty-four hours. 

Conditions of labor In (he new 

Greenwater district, in Nevada, are 

most difficult. The heat is terrttn. 
Water costs from $5 to $10 a barrel, 
and is hauled Into the district by 
mules that it costs $3 a day to feed. 
A bath Is not allowed In the near 

camp, water being too precious to be 
used for baibing purposes. 

Perhaps the state of Nevada baa 

been as free from mine salting during 
the past year or two as any state in 

the west during an excitement era. 

Position has been the main consider- 

ation in Nevada, the man owning a 

prospect near excitement centers find- 
ing ready buyers for his ground. 

Manager Porter of the Montesuma 

property at Bingham. Utah, says that 

no Iosb than 200 tons of ore will be 

sold this month. Nearly that much 
was marketed in August, though the 
first car was not ready until the 8th 
of the month and there was several 
days that It waa impossible to get 
teams to do the hauling from the mine 
to the railroad. 

James T. Mitchener. the pioneer 
mining man of Stockton, has just fin- 
ished the locating and staking of 

thirty-five mining claims on the 
Tooele side of the divide which sep- 
arates the Bingham camp from the 
mining camps of Stockton, Dry Can- 
yon and Ophlr. Ore taken from 
some of these claims carries 2V4 per 
cent copper. 

Saturday morning’s session of the 

Salt Lake Mining exchange ended a 

very satisfactory week of trading, dur- 

ing which prices remained firm, sad a 

total of 518.520 shares were sold, rep- 

resenting a market value of >149,515.- 
02. On Saturday a total of 91,289 
shares were sold.' having a market 
value of >40,909.50. 

One of the recent large deals of the 

Bullfrog mining district has been con- 

summated by the owners of the Keane 
Wonder mine. The property was pur- 
chased by Homer Wilson and associ- 

ate* of Ban Francisco, and it is un- 

derstood that a large payment waa 

made in cash. The Keane Wonder 
mine has had about 136.090 expended 
on the property in opening up the 
Immense ledges. 


