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stalked away, took up the body of the man 

it had last killed, and having carried it to 

the other, lay down beside them both, A 

few minutes afterwards it was saluted with a 

six-to-the-pound bullet in its ribs, making 

it roar as only a wounded lion can, and 

charge up to the tree in hot haste. Of 

course, such a large-bored elephant gun 

was only a single barrel, and before it 

could be again loaded the, 

savage beast had disappeared 

im the reeds, though, one is 

thankful to think, carrying its 

death-wound as a reward for 

its unprovoked attack.” 

People in Tunis, Africa—at 

least, some of the older people, 

—often talk of the wonderful 

exploits of alion-killer who was 

famous there forty years ago. 

The story is this, and is said 

to beentirely true. The lion- 
killer was called “The Sicil- 

ian,” because his native country 

was Sicily ; and he was known 

as “The Christian” among 

the people in Tunis, who were 

mostly Arabs, and, conse- 

quently, Mohammedans. He 

was also called “ Hercules,” 

because of his strength. He 

was not built like Hercules, 

however; he was tall, but 

beautifully proportioned, and 

there was nothing in his form 

that betrayed his powerful 

muscles. He performed 

prodigies of strength with so 

  

eves. In one of these scenes he showed 
the people how he had encountered and 
killed a lion with a wooden club in the 
country of Damascus. 

This is the manner in which he did it. 
After a flourish of trumpets the Sicilian 
came upon the stage, which was arranged 
to represent a circle or arena, and had three 
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    much gracefulness and ease 
as to astonish all who saw 
him. He was a member of a travelling 

show company that visited Tunis, very 

much as menagerie and circus troupes 

go about this country now from town to 
town. His part of the business was not 
simply to do things that would display his 
great strength, but also to represent scenes 

by pantomime, so that they would appear 
to the audience exactly as if the real inci- 
dents were being performed before their very 

  
  

somely dressed in a costume of black velvet, 

trimmed with silver braid, and as he looked 
around upon the audience with a grave but 

gentle expression, and went through with 
the Arabian salutations, which was to bear 

his right hand to his heart, mouth, and 
forehead successively, there was perfect 

silence, so charmed were the people with 
his beauty and dignity. ‘Then an inter 

preter cried. “ The Christian will show you 
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