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XKe Princess of
tHe Purple Palace.r

A Story of the Pckin Siege.
By William Murray Graydon,

CHAPTER XV.
Above the clamor swelled a lusty sound

of cheering; A rifle cracked another and
another. A rattling fusillade followed,
and when the lads had scrambled frantic-
ally through the flame and smoke, and
had staggered with singed hair and smart-
ing eyes Into the street, they realized at
a glance the thrilling fact that they were
saved. The Boxers were In flight, and
pressing them closely with fixed bayonets
was a force of Legation marines, number-
ing more than a score. The rifle Are had
claimed half a dozen victims, and, among
the dead that strewed the ground before
the blazing building lay Mow Chang, flat
on his back, with a bullet hole between
his temples.

Having given several of the fleeing en-
emy a taste of cold steel, the rescuers
abandoned the pursuit and turned back.
They were a motley lot, comprising hall
a dozen different nationalities, and the
first of them to rush up to the delighted
lads was Kin Soon. The faithful fellow
wept as he embraced Alec, and it seemed
difficult for him to comprehend that his
young master was really alive. "William
Cocket and Nick Killemoff were also of
the party, and their voices shook with
emotion as they heartily congratulated
the lads and plied them with questions.. "It's too long a story to tell you now,"
protested Alec; "but here we both are,
safe and sound."

"Tes, as right as nlnepence," added
Dan. "Is the siege raised? What are you
doing outside the Legation quarter?"

"'When the Chinese began to bolt, we
followed them up on the north and occu-
pied their positions," Cocket explained.
"And then, 'earing a row over in this
fllrectlonf we got pprmission to see what
it meant And a jolly good thing for you
we did."

The conversation was Interrupted by
the officer commanding the marines, a
British Lieutenant, who gave the order
to retire on the Legations. But before
the straggling group could fall In line
some excitement was caused by the rapid
approach of a native lad. He drew near,
running fast and holding up both hands
to show that he was unarmed, and as he
reached the spot Iran and Alec were sur-
prised and overjoyed to recognize their
old friend, Ping Tang. He was panting
for breath, almost spent with exhaustion.

"The Empress Dowager and her escort
are leaving the palace, flying from Pe-
king he cried eagerly. And it is reported
that they are taking the Emperor away
against his will. I saw yonder gate opened
for them; they must already be passing
out of the Imperial City."

The effect produced by this startling
piece of news may be imagined. The
chance of capturing the Son of Heaven
and his wicked aunt roused enthusiasm
in every heart Unanimously the men
clamored to be led to the attempt, and
Dan and Alec were as keen as the rest
j A brief hesitation and then the lieu-
tenant decided to accept the responsi-
bility.

""It's a Teckless thing to do," he ex-
claimed, "for we may be cut off or run
into a strong force. But it's worth the
risk. Pall In! Forward; quick trot!"
. Turning their backs to the Legation
quarter, the party swung off at a rapid
pace, Ping Tang in advance. He had
previously found an opportunity of tell-
ing the lads, in a few words, that his
mother was safe in the old hiding place,
and that he had but recently left her. In
order to ascertain what success the relief
force was meeting with.

The besiegers must have fled to the west
when they abandoned their positions, for,
with the exception of small groups of
Chinese, who lost no time In disappearing,
this part of Pekin was clear of the enemy.
Making rapid progress through a maze
of lonely streets, the flying column soon
came within sight of the avenue that led
from the nearest gate In the eastern wall
of the Imperial City. The first glance
revealed the disappointing fact that the
greater portion of the Imperial cortege
had already gone by, and that it was too
far ahead to be overtaken, as well as
too strongly guarded to fall an easy prey.

But the tall of the procession was still
within reach a palanquin with hangings
of yellow silk, borne by eight pole-beare-

It was preceded by a small detach-
ment of mounted banner soldiers, and a
dozen foot soldiers brought up the rear.

The discovery was mutual. At once,
as the officer's word of command rang
loudly, the marines dashed forward with
eager cheers. They let drive a scattering
volley at the enemy, who were making
a desperate attempt to escape, and among
those who fell were two of the pole-beare-

As they pitched to the ground the
palanquin was turned over on its side,
and the rest of the bearers and the foot
soldiers, drawing their swords, prepared
to offer resistance. At the same moment
the mounted banner-me- n wheeled their
steeds and galloped back, but a well-aime- d

fusillade emptied three or four saddles,
and the survivors lost heart and spurred
on to overtake the head of the cortege.

"Now let them have it!" shouted the
British Lieutenant "Charge bayonets!"

In a trice the combat was at close quar-
ters. The foe met the cold steel with lusty
strokes of the sword, but from the first
they were outmatched by the longer reach
of their opponents. Man after man fell,
and blood flowed freely. Ping Tang dftl
good execution with a lance, and Alec
and Dan emptied the remaining chambers
of their revolvers.

The three had pushed well to the thick
of the melee and were fighting near one
another, when Alec was suddenly con-
fronted by no less a person than Li Sheng,
who had either come fresh on the scene
or had been with the foot soldiers. The
lad had just fired his last shot and, In try-
ing to retreat hurriedly, he slipped and
fell. The maddened ruffian was almost
upon him, his sword lifted in both hands
for a deadly blow, when Cocket perceived
the danger and darted from one side. His
"bayonet flashed, lunged furiously, and the
Tiger was down in a writhing heap with
the cold steel six Inches deep in his breast.
At last he had paid the penalty of his
treachery and crime..

The struggle was over by the time Dan
and Ping Tang had helped Alec to rise.
Soldiers and bearers had lost half their
number, and, giving up the unequal con-
test, they had fled in all directions, after
killing one marine and wounding three.
Attention now centered on the palanquin,
which Cocket and Killemoff. with visions
of loot dancing ever before their eyes,
were the first to approach. As they caught
hold of the poles, with the Intention of
righting' the equipage, the silken hangings

!i 12

were drawn apart and forth stepped the
Princess Loo-La-o. With a glad cry she
ran to the lads, who shared her pleasure
in the reunion.

Mutual explanations nad to be post-
poned for the present; it was enough to
know that the girl had been rescued from
those who would have carried her far
away from the capital and held her as a
hostage. The Lieutenant quickly reformed
his men, and, In close array, they
marched back as they had come, listening
the while with suppressed excitement to
the sound of English cheers in the dis-
tance and the rattle of small arms at the
Great East gate. They encountered none
of the enemy, and when they were near
Canal street they learned the good tidings
of relief. Soon they were tramping over
the Water Gate, and not until they had
entered the Legation area was the absence
of Cocket and Killemoff discovered. Why
the two marines had lurked behind was
not difficult to conjecture.

"Hurrah! hurrah! The troops are in the
city! The British are coming!"

Imagine, if you can, what that cry
meant to the and indomita-
ble garrison. Try to picture the scene
the frenzied manifestations of delight, the
cheering and shouting, the emotions of
strong men and heroic women, as the
General and his staff entered by the Wa-
ter Gate and marched down Canal street,
followed by the column of bronzed and
turbaned Indian soldiers the Seventh
Rajputs and the First Regiment of Sikhs.
They turned into the grounds of the Brit-
ish Legation, where the tumult and enthu-eias- m

were redoubled, and each sought to
be the first to greet the rescuers.

But the little mounds of earth that were
scattered under the parched and bullet-riddl- ed

trees, the roll of the valiant dead,
could not be wholly forgotten, even at
such a time. For some the extravagant
joy was tempered with sorrow, and It
was only natural that the contrast, the
happiness around her. should break down
Mrs. Kllligrew's fortitude and remind her
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of the terrible loss she had sustained.
Leaning on her husband's arm, and weep-
ing quietly, she moved over the lawn until
she was clear of the noisy crowd. And
then the unexpected happened. Then it
was that Dan. as he was hurrying to the
Legation, caught sight of his parents,
who were as quick to perceive him. And
if ever a woman's deepest grief turned to
heartfelt gladness, Mrs. Kllligrew's did
at that moment

"My boy! my boy! Heaven has been
very merciful!''
It was all Eustace Killigrew could say,

as he watched mother and son in each
other's embrace, and waited for his own
turn. Several minutes later Dan called
his attention to Alec and Loo-La- o, who
were standing near by. The secretary
welcomed them effusively, with nt

words that they failed to un-

derstand, and then he rushed away and
disappeared In the throng. He was
back in a moment, and with him were
two others an elderly, dignified China-
man, and a tall, bronzed Englishman In
native dress. The latter, with an in-

credulous cry, took Alec, into his arms.
And Prince Lan, as the little Loo-La- o

flew with hysterical sobs of joy to his
bosom, forgot his Oriental stolldness and
kissed' his daughter as ardently as any
European parent could have done.

"Thank God!" exclaimed Captain
Drury; "I never expected to see you
again, my boy."

He turned to greet the faithful Kin
Soon, and after that the whole party,
which Included Ping Tang, drew farther
away from, the crowd, and stepped un-

noticed into the shelter of one of the le-

gation porches.
"Have you told him yet?" Captain

Drury asked, with a questioning glance
at the secretary.

"Neither of the lads know, Ralph,"
Eustace Killigrew replied.

"What is it?" inquired Alec "Another
surprise? We have had nothing else
since daybreak."

"Yes, another one," said his father.
"Listen, my boy. Nearly 20 years ago
I was a wild, young cub,
with more spirit than common sense.
Because of my father's stern treatment

it was meant for my but I fan-
cied him to be cruel and unjust I ran
away from, home and went to sea. I
wrote one letter to my people, but it
seems that they never received it, and,
as no answer came, I made no further
effort to communicate with them. My
parents are dead" now, but my only broth-
er is still alive. And this morning, when
I entered the legation quarter, shortly
before the troops arrived, I found and
recognized him. Can you guess"

"Of course we can," interrupted Eus-
tace Killigrew. "My dear boy, your
father's rightful name is Ralph Killi-
grew. I am his brother and your urkTfr.
You remember how closely I questioned
you at our first meeting I saw Ralph's
likeness in your face."

"Hurrah! Then you and I are cousins,
Alec," Dan cried with delight, as he
grasped his chum's hand. "And there
isn't anybody I would xather have."

It was some time before the lads could
realize In all its bearings the amazing
story they had heard, and when .the ex-
citement had partly worn off, and they
were to grow a little accus-
tomed to their new relations, they had
to face the embarrassing and fervent
gratitude of Prince Lan, who had mean-
while been listening to a brief narration
of his daughter's adventures. Ping Tang
also came in for share,
both from the Prince and from the two
Englishmen, not to speak of Mrs. Killi-
grew.

"We'll have your tale at a better op-

portunity, Alec," said his father. "It
must be a lengthy one. As for mine, it
Is "very short. The Viceroy of Shan Se,
proving a true friend, gave me shelter and
protection. And after Prince Lan was
sent to him from the capital for safe-
keeping, when he began to realize that
the Boxer movement must Inevitably be
crushed and the rule of the Empress
Dowager ovexthrowQi he sent both of us
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down to Pekin under a strong escort. We
ot through without much trouble, though

things .might have terminated very dif-
ferently had not the Prince and I been
disguised."

"Well, it is all over at last," said Eus-
tace Killigrew. "The black storm has
passed, Ralph, and the sky is blue once
more. A handful of foreigners have
shown China what they could do against
murderous thousands, and It only re-
mains for the powers to Impress the les-
son deeper, and demand punishment for
the guilty and full compensation for
losses sustained. And now you are go-

ing to lunph with me, the whole party
of you, so let us"

"I say," Dan interrupted, "look who are
coming. Somebody is In trouble, I'll bet."

A Sergeant's guard of eight men was
approaching the legation, and In the
middle of the ranks, with a. lacquered
and brass-boun- d chest on their shoul-
ders, marched William Cocket and Nick
Kilemoff, whose sullen and crestfallen
faces told a plain story. A halt was
called and thq bearers put their heavy
burden to the ground.

"What's all this?" inquired Eustace
Killigrew.

"A cise of looting, sir," replied the
Sergeant. "You see"

"It is my treasure," Prince Lan ex-
claimed, eagerly. "The box of money
and gold that was concealed In one of
the apartments of my palace, behind a
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"And that's just where it was found,

sir," declared the Sergeant, "In the Pur-
ple Palace, as they call it. We caught
these two chaps In the very act"

"Look 'ere! v Why don't you tell all of
It?" Indignantly blurted Coeket. "We did
the catching first, Nick and I. We found
six Boxers who 'ad battered a 'ole in
the wall and taken the box out, and we
sailed in and killed the blooming lot of
them. You can't deny that, Sergeant
you seen the six corpuses with your own
eyes."

0

The Sergeant reluctantly admitted that
such was the case.

"So tliere you are, gentlemen," ex-
claimed Cocket, with an air of innocence
and triumph. "And as fur looting, that's
all ballyrot We meant to give the stuff
to the cove as owned it. My pal will say
the same. Ain't that gospel truth, Nick
Kilemoff?"

"It Is," the Russian replied, solemnly.
"You .never told a truer thing. Bill Cock-
et."

"Well, the rightful owner is Prince
Lan," said the secretary, with a smile.
"I will vouch for that, Sergeant, and
accept the responsibility. So let him bje
his property."

"I'm quite satisfied, sir. But how
about these .lying rascals?"

Eustace Killigrew laughed. "I think
they have been punished enough," he
replied.

The Sergeant took this view of the
case it was hardly an occasion for the
strict enforcement of discipline and he
and his men marched off, followed by the
two culprits. But Prince Lan was not
content.

"The two brave soldiers!" he cried.
"They slew six evil Boxers and saved
my treasure. Shall they go unrewarded?
No!"

He quickly forced the lid of the chestopen, called Kilemoff. and Cocket back,
and heaped the hands of both with gold
and silver coins. With profuse expres-
sions of gratitude, with broad grins on
their sunburnt faces, they went' theirway rejoicing.

FINISH OF A FOX HUNT IN

With this little episode which was
viewed with unmitigated wrath and cha-
grin by the Sergeant's party It Is time
to ring down the curtain and take leave
of the reader. The story need not deal
with the historic events subsequent to the
relief and complete subjugation of the
Chinese capital, and it may be said, in
conclusion, after stating that Chow Yen
turned Tip all right, that those whose
thrilling adventures we have followed
through&ut the memorable siege, includ-
ing Ping Tang, Kin Soon and the Prin-
cess Loo-La- o and her father, remained
for the present in Pekin, and under the
sheltering wing of the legations.

The future of China is as yet uncer-
tain, but should the young Emperor ultl--

mately acquire the reins of government
uninfluenced by ,his wicked and design-
ing aunt, it is not unlikely that he will
choose for his Imperial consort the pretty
and amiable little Princess of the Purple
Palace.

(THE END.)

T-w- o Indiscreet
Young 'Possums.

Fuzz and Blossom Engage in
Thrilling Night Adventures.

In the hollow trunk, of a big gum tree,
far away in Australia, there lived a fam-
ily qf 'possums, consisting of father, moth-
er and two young ones, the latter just old
enough to think that they knew more
than their parents. The boys in the vll-lar- ge

near by were yery fpnd of 'possum-huntin- g

on moonlight nights, but some-
how this family had escaped, chiefly be-

cause the boys who lived in the farmhouse
near which the 'possums gumjtree home
stood were too young to go hunting at
nightr

Mr, and Mrs. Possum gave their chil-

dren odd names. The boy was, called
Fuzz and- - the- - girl Blossom. They were
good children, only restless and eager to
see the world for themselves, like most
young folks.

"Mother," said Fuzz one evening, "I ain
tired of forever feeding on gum leaves ana
the other things you have taught me to
devour. I want to go into the farmhouse
and have a taste of the stuff the human
folks eat."

"Why, child," cried" Mrs. Possum,
aghast; "do you not know that those are
the very same kind of creatures who hunt
us at night?"

"What- - do they hunt us for?" asked
Blossom. "They do not eat us, do they?"

"No," replied the mother; "white peo-
ple very rarely eat 'possums; they say
our flesh tastes of gum leaves. But blacks
are very fond of feasting- - on us. They
kill "possums and roast them, in their
skins, on the coals. Cooked In this way,
they consider them a great dainty."

"Oh, mother!" cried Blossom, looking
Bhudderingly around; 'what a
way you have of telling such horrible
things!"

"Don't alarm yourself, little one," said
her father, calmly; "there are no blacks
in this locality, nor have there been for
some years. As the country becomes set-
tled by the whites, they disappear either
die or go further inland.

"And a good thing, too," remarked Fuzz.
"But, mother, you did not say why the
boys like to hunt us."

"They wish to obtain. our skins, which
they sell, and then I'm afraid the mon-
sters, as well as their dogs, enjoy the
sport of catching us."

Fxtzz Has a lionsrlnir.
"It must be good io be a boy and hunt

Instead of being hunted," thoughtfully
Fuzz. "But, mother, at this time

of the night the humans In the farmhouse
must be asleep. I would so like to go!"

"My son,, give up your foolhardy proj-
ect,' urged Mrs. Possum.

"Can you not see that Fuzz Is one of
those mule-head- beings who cannot
learn except by experience?"" remarked
old Mr. Possum, a little crossly. He .had
just eaten a hearts'- supper, and, being
anxious to go to sleep, the chatter of the
young "ones annoyed him. "Let him go,"
he added. "No harm will come to' him, If
he Is careful."

Mrs. Possum, who was an obedient wife,
made no more objections, and while she
was out on a branch nibbling a few leaves
before going to bed, Fuzz and Blossom,
who had determined to accompany her
brother, sllped out and hurried off.

They were not long in reaching the
farmhouse. Blossom at once climbed on
the roof, and, feeling and scratching her
way along, she discovered a little hole,
down which she crept, to find herself un
der the roof above the celllnjr. She roved
around in the darknesaf then, seeing- - a
light ahead, she went toward it and
came to an opening in the ceiling. It had
been a ventilator, but the .metal leaves
had fallen out, leaving a round, open
hole.

Through this Blossom looked and saw a
petty room, with pictures on the wallp.
Besides the night light on the table lay
a half-dress- doll, and In the bed, her
dimpled arm thrown up under her head,
was a little, d, golden-heade- d
girl.

"Oh, Isn't it pretty!" cried Blossom, in
her little, chuckling voice.

The child stirred uneasily in her sleep;
then opened her eyes, looked around the
room and then up at the ceiling. When
she saw the little face peeping- - out of the
hole, like a picture in its frame, she
screamed with fright

Blossom scuttled off, and Mrs. Dlbden,
awakened by the noise, ran In from
the next room.

"What Is the matter, my darling?" she
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asked, taking little Marian In her arms.
"Somebody looked at me out of the cell-

ing," and she pointed to the hole.
"Nothing is there. You must have been

dreaming," said the mother, soothingly.
"I was wide awade, and I'm sure, sure,

I saw a little face peeping down."
"Oh, no, dear. Look up! See, there's

nothing there!"
But There Was Something.

But there was. Curiosity had brought
Blossom back, and she was looking inquir-
ingly into the room as Mrs. Dlbden looked
up.

"It's a 'possum!" cried Mrs. Dibden.
"However did It get up there? There
must be a hole In the roof. You bad thing

to frighten my little girl," and she seized
a curtain pole which was standing In a
corner of the room and made a vigorous
poke at the little Intfuder.

This fierce and unexpected a'ttack so
scared Brossom that she fled, trembling,
along the upper side of the celling. At
first she was so frightened that she did
not notice where she was going, but when
her wita came back a little, she went more
slowly and looked anxious for the hole by
which she had entered. At last, seeing a
glimmering of light above, she clambered
up, squeezed her body through the open-
ing, crept down the roof and raced home
to the big gum tree, where she crawled
into her own Jitle corner and resolved
never to visit the farmhouse again.

"The mean things might have let me
look at them; I wasn't doing any harm,"
she "muttered, as she fell asleep.

Meantime Fuzz had been meeting with
much more serious adventures. When he
and. Blossom separated, he climbed on the
roof of a low building and proqeeded to
investigate it. Not finding anything of
Interest, he was about to go down, when
he saw a horrible creature crouched and
creeping stealthily toward him. It was
a cat. At once he realized his danger,
and, making a gurgling sound, he slipped
off the roof, just as pussy made a spring.

He clutched at the wall, as he slid down,
and caught his forepaws on the top of a
window which was slightly lowered. Ex-
pecting that the cat would be upon him in
an instant, he made his body as small
as possible, squeezed through the opening
and dropped on to a shelf inside. The
next moment pussy's face appeared at
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the top of the window, she having
crawled down along the creeping plants
which, covered the wall. She tried to
force her way In. but the ODenlner was too

1 small, and as the window was fastened
below she could not push lfdown. Com-
pletely baffled, she had to give up the
chase.

Fuzz walked along the shelf, examin-
ing the jars, glasses of jelly and bottles
stored upon it, but, not finding anything
to eat, he dropped down to a table on
which were a cake and a dish of butter,
in rolls. He nibbled the butter, but did
not like the salt taste; then he sampled the
cake, which was more to his liking, but
not exactly what he wanted. He sprang
off the table, and then climbed on to a
broad shelf built all around the room. On
It stood dozens of wide, shallow pans
full of milk set for the cream to rise.

Fuzz dipped in his nose and tasted the
cream. He thought it very nice, and be-
gan to gobble It greedily. Thinking to
reach it better, he climbed on the edge
of the pan, overbalanced himself and fell
In. Then there was such a splashing and
disturbance as Is seldom seen In a pan
of milk.

Fuzz was scared to death and thought
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his last hour had come, but, finding that
there was not enough milk in the shallow
pan to drown him, he recovered his senses
a little; and, grasping the edge of the pan
with his forepaws, hoisted himself up
and over the side.

He nowfelt safe, but, ph, what a drag-
gled, uncomfprtable 'possum he was! His
back was so thickly covered with
cream that it was quite white, and the
milk dripped off his fur, leaving a white
track wherever he went. He jumped on
the floor, crept under the shelf and hid
in a corner. Here he tried to lick off the
cream, but there was too much of it. He
passed a wretched njght. He was wet and
cold and his teeth chattered, and he was
fain to confess that It would have been

better had he followed his mother's ad-

vice.
When Mrs. Dibden opened the dairy

door In the morning, she heard a move-
ment .in the corner, and, looking under
the shelf, saw poor, draggled Fuzz, and
called out to Marian r

".Here is the 'possum who frightened
you las,t night He ha.s got into the dairy
somehow and has spoiled a pan of milk."

Marian and her brother ran in.
"I'll call the dog to kill him," said Har-

old, aB he peeped over Marian's shoul-
der. "Here, Jlp! Jin!"

But when J!p came to the door, in an-
swer to the call, wagging his tail and
eager for the hunt, the little girl drove
him back.

"No, no, no!" she exclaimed. Don't
kill the 'possum. I want him for a pet."

She shut the door, stooped under tne
shelf and tried to catch Fugz. But he,
not knowing that she meantkindly, ran
away, squealing, and when she got him
Into a corner, he tried to bite her fingers.

"I'll show you how to catch him," cried
Harold.

He ran out of the room and came back
in a few minutes with an old sack, which
he threw over the 'possum, and then gath-
ered him up in it. This treatment enraged
Fuzz. He squealed and bit the sack, but
his teeth could not penetrate its thick
folds, and the boy only laughed at his
struggles, and ran with his captive Into
the kitchen, where he dropped him into
the tub of warm water prepared for the
baby's bath. Fuzz scuttled 'round and
'round the tub, while Harold, with a
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whisk broom, well wetted and soaped,
brushed the cream from his back.

All the family gathered around to see
the 'possum bathe, and the baby crowed
and laughed, thinking it was sport gotten
up expressly to amuse her. When the
water had become very milky, and Har-
old thought Fuzz was clean, he fished him
out and tried to dry him In an old roller
towel, but his captive bit and scratched
so fiercely that he soon dropped him Into
a deep box, half full of fine straw, which
Marian had got ready for her pet. Fuzz
burrowed Into a corner of the box and
drew the straw over him. The children
put In some lettuce and cabbage leaves
and some crumbs of cake and bread, but
the 'possum was too unhappy to eat them.

Every few minutes throughout the day
the children lifted the lid of the box to
see how the new pet was getting on, but
Fuzz would neither eat nor make friends;
all the notice he took of them was to
make a little, scolding chuckle, If they
tried to stroke his drying fur.

"Never mind; tomorrow he will be used
to us and will make friends," said Ma-
rian.

But the next morning, when the children
came down stairs and ran to look In the
'possum's box, they found he was gone,
and though they searched everywhere,
both Inside and outside the house, they
could not find him, and they never knew
how he got away. But as I do not think
they will ever read this story, I will tell
you how it was managed.

Mrs. Dibden, who had had much ex-
perience with wild things, knew that Fuzz
would never be happy, if shut up In a
cage or box, and that, If he became tame
and was let loose about the house, he
would get into every kind of mischief.
Moreover, there would be the danger or
Pussy or Jlp killing him, which would
cause Marian many tears, so she thought
It would be kindest to let him go. When
the children were all in bed she chained
Jip, shut Fussy In the parlor and. carry-
ing the box quite a distance from the
house, let Fuzz out and brought the box
back to tho kitchen.

No words of mine can tell you how
happy Fuzz was when he found himself
free. How quickly he raced over the
ground, and with what joy he sped up
the old gum tree! Mrs. Possum, who
had been very anxious, was delighted to
see him, and the account he gave of his
adventures made the family's fur stand
on end.

"You were lucky to escape with your
life," said old Mr. 'Possum. "Perhaps
now that you have had th!s experience,
you will admit that your mother and l
know a thing or two."

"Well, ' I guess you do, and so do I
now,,K answered Fuzz
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, The Boy With, the Pony.
(Little Walter's Confession.)

'Most every day a little boy comes drivln past
our house

With the nicest little pony Just the color of
a mouse

And a groom rides close behind him, so he
won't get hurt, you see.

And I used to wish the pony and the cart be-
longed to me.

I used to watch him from our porch and wish
that I could own

His pony and his little cart, and drive out all
alone.

And once when I knelt down at night I
prayed the Lord that He

Would fix It so the pony and the cart be-
longed to mc.

But yesterday I saw him where he lives, and
now I know

Why he never goea out walkln cau3 his
legs are withered so!

And last nlcht when I was kneelin' with my
head on mother's knee,

I was clad ho had the pony and the cart,
instead of me.
S. B. Klser in Chicago Record-Heral- d.

Billy JacK's
Golden Dream.

Small New York Street Waif
Chances on F"oad to Fortune.

H's whole name was William John y.

but before his parents died and left
him alone in the world, at the age of 12,

he was called "Billy" by his mother and
"Jack" by his father. He could not de-

cide which name he Dreferrod. and not
wishing to impeach the taste in name o

either of his parents, ho called himself
Billy Jack.

When Billy Jack was thrown upon his
own resources, it was a fearful shock to
him. for hL resources were very small
Indeed, and they did not afford much ot a.
cushion against the hard face oe th
world. He had only 512 to his name, and
though he promptly secured a little nooic
in a lodging-hous- e away clown town, at
a very cheap price, Indeed, his little cipt-t- al

melted so fast that he could plainly sc3
hunger creeping ever nearer to him, and
only a few days away.

One morning, when he had only $i left,
Billy Jack became desperate. He decided
that he would leave New York and ao
far, far away into the country, where ho
might find some one who would let him,
earn hl3 daily bread by almost any kind
of work. He walked slowly up town, in-
tending to cross the bridge, tike the first
road he came to and walk as far as ho
could.

The weather waa very warm and by
the time Billy Jack had reached the
park he was very tired. He dropped into
a seat under the shade of a great treo
and. In a tew minutes, was sound asleep.

Dreams of bullions.
Billy Jack dreamed a most delicious

dream. He saw a vision of wealth that
amazed him. He was a millionaire. Hs
secretary stood at his elbow and explained
how he might make still more millions.
It was splendid. He awoke, uc a glitter-
ing pile of gold was laid before him.

He rubbed his eyts and looked around.
It was twilight now, and that part of
the park was deserted, except for two very

middle-age- d men, who sat
by his side. They were talking in law
tones, and of millions! It was probably
their conversation that had prompted Us
delightful dream.

"I tell you," said the elder man, "that
the deal is bound to be successful. No
one knows of our combination. The five
of us who make the pool will realize ten
times the money we have put in."

"But the B. & H. Lino-- has a bad his-
tory," objected the other.

"Exactly," assented the first, "and that
Is just why we can manipulate It as wo
please."

"Good!" was the reply. "You can count
on me to the limit." And the younger
man arose and hurried away, while tho
elder smiled faintly.

Billy Jack's head whirled. Just think!
If he was only in the pool he might make
10 times his four dollars. That would be
JlOr. Why, that would keep him three
months.

Hi plucked up courage and touched tho
gentleman on the sleeve. "Pleaee. sir.
will you let me ccme in the pool? ha
aske"d. The man started violently. "What

what pool?" he asked.
"The B. & H.," ventured Billy Jack.

liilly Jack Explains.
The man looked serious; this boy could

ruin his plans by telling what he knew
to the first passer-b- y. "Who are you?" ho
asked at length.

"Billy Jack," was the prompt response,
"and I would like to put my four dollars
In your pool, so I can make forty dollars,
and then I won't have to starve."

The man's eyes grew moist.
"Is it as bad as that.'" he asked, kind-

ly. "Your parents"
"They's dead," said Billy Jack, and ho

rubbed his knuckles into his eyes. "But
if you'll let me join your pool"

"See, here." said the man; "if you wilt
promise to say nothing about what you
have heard, and not to peculate without
my permission, I will take you into my
office. That will be better for you than
going into the best pool that ever hap-
pened."

"Yes, sir." said Billy Jack, "I'll promlsa
this very minute," and he did.

REPAIR OF A SPIDER'S WEB.

Operation Indicating: Something;
Closely Akin to Reason.

It Is Intensely interesting to watch a
spider repair its web when It has been
torn or broken.

"I have stood hours at a time watching
this careful work." writes a correspondent
of a Western exchange. "The first thing
that a spider does after he has ascer-

tained the amount of damage Is to cut
away all loose and hanging ends. These
would be simply In the way of the new
web, and therefore have to be cut away
before any other work can be done. When
the spider cuts these loose ends off. It
takes them and very carefully rolls them
into tight little balls before It drops therr
This Is done so that the hanging eJa
may not become entangled with the n w
web as it Is woven, and this little trick of
the spider always reminds me of a care-
ful seamstress, as she rolls long threads
lcjo balls to prevent their sticking in the
carpet.

"When all of the damaged parts of the
web have been cleared away, the spider
begins to spin the new web which is to
take its place. If one of the big threads
which hold the whole web In place 13

loose, and thus the web Is not tight and
steady, the spider uses a guy thread. This
guy thread will be attached to the midd o
of the loose thread, and then the spider
will haul away on It until the bending ot
the main thread gives it the proper ten-
sion. When you have once seen this lit-

tle maneuver gono through with, you will
never again speak of Instinct in the lower
animal, for you cannot help realizing
that all the lower animals have some-
thing which Is very close akin to what we
call reason."

Enigma.
My first is In less, but not In more;
My second in flow, also In pour;

My third Is in long, but not in short:
My fourth Is in game, but not in sport

My fifth is in food, but not in drink;
My sixth is in close, but not in wink;

My seventh Is in loose, but not In tlht;
My eighth is In peaceful, but not In rigs

My ninth Is In odd, but not In same;
My tenth Is In walk, but not in lame;

My whole Is the name of a poet.


