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THE LIBERTY ADVOCAILE, ‘lha mareind (athor sho loft all that bokind
— S (and wok the littde (aem for her home, aod
I TSRS o | hinve hioned her say sho liked it boitnr
AUGUNTUS W, FORRYTME. |h0h jor city home, for all things dide't|
TERME - Three Dolinres if paid in advance, look so lne and have suoh & grand air,
Pour Dollaes iF paid within six monthe of Fivel 86 waited for her 10 think; snd st
Pollure st the end of the yeer st Mattin," said she, “thers in onw
Apveurisgmenrainsertod al One lhllll" andd Fif (drows | can fix ovor for you, and the o iy
ty Cantu por squure (ten Linew or loss, ) for Wi firnd TR | . o
inmertion and Severtyfive Contan squn o forench lolics onn | bulsnineg """“
sontinnanne. All sdvortissments not murked  * What in it, mother!
with the numbor of imsertions will be pubilishod | @ Phy ploe dress with the gold staras in
ull forbid, and charged aceordingly. Payment TRy
to be mado when the udvertisemont i ot for i) =0 oy o your wedding dross<=1 can't
sartion or on demand, o phe
Peafornlam! OREAR OF wivhn thy tagal or meds | ** “.Y::l.'ﬂmtiﬂ.

l. “
ienl professions, moerchants, mechanios, or othor, you mus,” msaid whee
not oxeoeding ton lines will be inserted one yeir ““when | eame out here it was too fine lor

for twenty dollars. 'me, and it hus been long enough in that old
Mechanion, marchants, and others advertising' opos ®
by the yoar will be allowed tho wpace of sixty a. : A ikn Ehbat "
linea for forty dollars renswable at ploasure. h'; ':(::"‘:lr “":::";:r:lt !’:['r:'l:”l h: ';’“I’L:’Ectl 'l.h
i 1] ) A1 v de

ol
Announcing eandidates, for Stats or Distriet i =

offices, 815; for County officoss 810, for Polics)'! 801 looked it it Iying there. I'hen she

Distriots, 85, (unwripped the eloth about it and shook

Obityary notices published withont eharge, OUL the crumpled rosemary leaves and
when'they do not exceed five lines If longer, held it up before me, and said :
SESIRE] O £aFurtpepentc “Mutue, when you put iton, [ shall see
o oo e mysell again,” and saying it, her eyes
THE VOICELESS, were mli;! and seeing this, lgput down the
longing for the dress, and said:
“*Mcther, put it back: it istoo grand for
me. What would Gilbert say lo see me
wear 1 IV
Butmother wan determined. So wa sel
to wotk tochapge the makeof it as well|
ne weeould.  And the next day, how we

BY OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES.
Wae count the broken Ivres that resl
Where the sweot wailing singera elumber,
But o'er their silent sister’s breast
The wild flowers who willstoop to number?
A foew may touch the magle string,
And noiwy fame bo proud to win them ;

e

Hooking down into a clear lake (0 whore

I loughed my gayest and danoed my too sell-willod and hoadsirong 10 take
best, and only glanosd at them aow sod Liking 1o one of her own oniure.  Can'i
then, wondering how (1 would end, |you sen thut Kobort is hor pot 1" | [aneied

They woren handeomes couple; she an & bitter tone o it all, and pachaps sho feli
light an o [airy, hor hair an bright as gold, it 100, lor she asked, solily:
and a0 soft wod fine, and hor groat blus| g, you don't earo lor her an you do
oyos w0 full of light, made one think of for mut"

And he laughed out and said:

“IF 1 did, you would not have been my
confessor, a lew momenis sincey you g
queer idens in your little head.”

The world seomed skipping away from
ench other fient rate | LN, me, wnd | eaw in a flash my dreary lifn

And T thought he did thay 6 wuod me, pans bofore me, but something held me
so enid | *He in the finest man | ever met™ wiill and kept mo (tom going crazed, and/
nad then, never to let him think | cared:! when | came 1o Robert was Waying some-
“l don’t wan't you to tell him | said iﬂ;'lhmg.uml l only caught these words: “you
thoogh.  lan’t Mies Howard sn ungel are so sull Matte; has this surprised yuu'l
AL or shall I take w that silence gives con- |

*She will not need to change her face sent "
when she s waoted (or one,” said he; “all] | answered, “Yes,sileace givesconsant,”
she [ucks 19 wings.” and my voice sounded lar off and sirained |

“They moy be growing," [ told him,/to me, and then | saw what | had done
and he said *‘perhaps,” and ndded “good| when | answered, “silence given consent,”
night Mat—I wish you success, it seems a|lor he kissed me,
case of love at first sight, with you and| DBut | kept back the hitter thoughts and
Robert—and he is a fine fellow.” only thought *it 1s better so.” f

“Good night—1 did not know you wera| Then Robert asked father and mother
s0 good a judge in love affairs—jou have/il he might be a son to them; and hel
improved the time spent with the angel.”|pleased their eyes and they blensed us

We went away with these bitter words,|both, and father's voice shook so when he
and [ erept up stairs softly, so mother and|said;
father should noi wake, and felisomething| *“‘Mat, | guess mother and [ shall miss
so sweet gone out of my life. [t was hittle you; we must not keep you always here[

the silvor sands sparkied &t the bottom,
But | bhated hor for her beauty,  That
night, at the door, Gilbert said s o

“Mat, you and Robert Halo seem o suit
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pome hore wo you wuld livn? Cod won't
loave mo nlone ™ Aud o grom light eama
o his (aee, and b put his weak hand on
my hood and saidt  “Mautie, | Jidn' know
« | tind thought soeotimes you didn't oare
for me an | did foryou,

This hurt me nid said |;

“Robert, the wodd will be so dark i you
wro gone ™ Huo sl his nyes 50 woanly,
and jost whisperel, “God will light it up,
Maitio," and theee ware the last words he
ever spoke.

Ho died tha' .in'.. and hiseyes lollowed
me eagerly and luviagly, but he could not
speak.  And in the morning they wid me
I must dury him before ihg sun went down,

How | hated them lor this way of hur-
rying pepple into their graves So he
aleeps in the old burying pround, whern
the moss has erept uver the graves covered
with quaint Spanish eypheniogs, lor over
three hundred vears— where 8o many rest
who come 10 find health and life.

Then | went back North, and lound
mother alone; father had been cold in his
grave a  iwelvemonth, and mother said
he used 10 call **Mar, Mal, come back be-
fore | die,"—aud he never knew mother
benting uver him when he went to his
long rest. It was hard for mother, sol
took her back with me to the city, and
she grieved for father Uil 1he day she
died, and | had her laid bemide him.

And | lived on alone in my beauiiful
home, for Robert had lelt :ne that and
dollars enough to live on incomlort, und
| vaw little of the gay world around me.

dit work! and father looked so amazed,!slecp came 1o me that aight, for | would| when you can gei finer quarters”
and was so pleased, that | was 1o gn. ||see the shining blue eyes looking at me as|  And | sat and praved 1o God 10 let me

sewed till my bones ached; and mother did if asking me to forget the misery they|dis and end it all—since it hud all gone

Alns for those who never sing,
But die with all their music in them !

Nay, grieve not for the dead alone,
worked me, and | would stari and wake wrong. Then the city folks went back to

Whosesong has told their heart's sad story,
Weep for the volcelesa who have known
The croas without the crown of glory!
Not whero Leucadian breezes sweep
O'er Sappho’s memary-haunted pillow,
But wheso the gliatening night-dews weep
0'er nameless sorrow's church-yard pillow,

O hearts that break and give no sign
Save whitening lip und fuding tresses,
Till death pours out his ecordial wine,
Slow-dropped from misery’s crushing
presses.
IT vinging breath or echoing chord
To every hidden pang were given,
What endless melodies were poured
As sad aw earth, as sweet as heaven!

———

-

-—— -

GILBERT §

AND I

Shall | tell you af the nighs whan Gil.
bert and | danced inSquire Haines" barn,

and what came of it?

lam an old woman now, and Gilber*s
hair is white, and the dreams | drramed
then are almost forgotien; yet | can tell
you how it came about,

I remember we stoud at the gate, Gilbert
and !, when he asked me to go.

“Mattie,” said he, ““Squire Haipes' new
barn is finished, and to-morrow night he
will give us adance in it, and the city peo-
ple are coming 10 it, and if you willgo |
will come for you at dark.”
~ “And” zaid I, “1 wi!l be ready and wait-
ing Gulbert.” Then | ran io to tell moth-
er. [ wasonly acountry girl, and | was
proud of Giibert; he wan in advance of our
country beaux and handsomer than eny o!
them.

“Mother,” said I, “ihere is 1o be a great
dance in Squire Haines' barn to maorrow
night, and Gilbert has asked me to go”

Mother looked up, pleased, from her
ironiog, andsaid: “Mattie, you and Gil-
bert have kept company some lime now;
maybe you will be mistress at the stone
house ye1,”

My face didn't keep an even color when
she looked at me, for | had thought the
same thiog myself, but | answered —

“Mother, you are always guessing so lar
ahead! Can't we think up something new
for me to wear? | am so tired of the ov-
erlasting pink check and the pink ribbons.”

“Why, Mattie, you thought it fit fora
queen’s wear the night your father
brought it home—don't you mind how fine
you called itf” ;

Yes, [ remembered how father worked
tha: summe®and how he went to the eity
one day when the caitle stood panting knee
deep in the river, and the sun seemed 1o
scorch and Wither every green thing, and
waved his hand at me snd called out—

“Mat, I'll bring you back a beauty sure,”
and how | stood in the door and watched
him outof sight, mounted on the great pile
of golden grain, and wondered what he
would buy me.

And when he came st night and held it
up before me how grand | thought it, and
father said | looked like auy city girl with
iton me,

“Yes, | know, mother; but | have woro

it 80 long, and the city people will not fan-

ey it as | did then, and | want to look my

best,"—and l;didn’t say for Gilbert’s sake,

but that was il, you see. Mother only
ironed a little harder, and said: “ Well |
will try and think."

I knew this thinking of mother's weuld

ond in sumething grand for me, for moth

or never (orgot her younger days and the

fine things she had secu.

Shejhadn’t always been asj poor as she

was now—she had lived in the city and davced with me, and Gilbert and Miss
seen andkoown the great folke; and vhoa!l:lonrd seemed (o be [ast [riends.

the catting and contriving, and thia is
more than hall.

I+ waen't in the time of sewing machines
but before dark, mother put the last snich
1011, and | jook it up stairs to put iton, |
Inid itdown and looked at it. It was the
grandest thing [ had ever hady since then
| have worn many such, but none pleased
me as the first did. Then [ sat down by
the window, and looked overto Gilbert's
ome, standing back among the trees
which kept it in such a shadow and dream-
ed | was mistress of it, and the years
wero charmed years for Gilbert and I,
Then I curled my hair and put on the
dress.  Was it really Mattie Raymond
that smiled back at me from the glass?

How the tiny siars iqlgmod 1o wink at
me from the deep bloe! hen | ran doewn

t0 ask mother if she knew herself agaia.
How bright it all is to remember since
thinga have all bean so changed!

Across the fields came Gilbert, walking
fast and whistling-~holding a bunch of
white roses in his hand. | ran upstairs
and mother brought me the roses; | caught
up my sleeves with them and put a bunch
lor my brooch, and went down stairs, and
| was happier then than ever before, or
ever shall be again till it 18 all made right,
“Why, Mat,” said Gilbert, *“it 1s vou 1

l

their homes, and Gilbert went with them.
| met him half way, coming o say good
bye, and he said, “‘Robert has told me,
Mat; ne will be a true, honest husband.”

And | said, “yes—thaok you,” and we
both forgot to eay good hye.

Robert was (0 come with the New Year,
and we wers to be married. His leliers
came olien, and he sometimes spoke of
Gilbert, nod then it was so hard 10 snswer
them, so the wickedness in my heart
should never be koown. Que day the
Williard carriage weot by, and the neighe
bors said it was going to Gilbert's wedding
in the city. That night how [ iried to
turn him out of my heart and forget the

and think it might bo so.

Thenthe days went by so wearily, and
we saw nothing more of Gilber(, and moth-
er quastioned me about it and | told her.

“He siays away because | 1alked o
much with Mr. Hale at the dance.”

“And who is this Mr. Hale?” ahe asked.

“Hhe i3 one of Gilbert's eny [riends, and
mother he is #0 handsome.”

“/ind is handeome all you can say for
himi'

*¢Np, mother, he is learned—and
diffe rent from Gilbert,”

S'ne looked at me ciosely and said —

“ \Wsall, he can’t outdo Gilbert Williard
with his city airs, whoever heis."

e doean't put on nirs," said |, shorily;
and there we dropped 1t, and mother never
kne w the trouble that came from that
niglit; but | think she koows it now and
pitiizs me out of the great peace which is
wit'n her

Hut one day, Gilbert came slowly a:ross
the fiulds,and came inat our gate, Noth-
er saw him, and opened the door and mked
him where he had kept himeell so ong,
and he said : “Some of my eity friendi are
erith us, and my time has been filled and
fir. Hale has sent me to bring you jver,
Mat; we will have quite a party il you will

and in the morning my face was white and
haggard; but mother never kpsw—she
thought me ailing, and 10ld me | must get
back my roses belore Robert should come.
When the New Year came, Robert and |
stood up, and my lying lips said over the
holy words, aud there was nothing lefi
but 10 make the best of my bargain.

We weut away (o the city, and father
and mother threw an old shoc afier uE,
“for luck," they said, and at that we tried
10 laugh, but it choked us. [ never loved
my country home as [ did when | took my

se6, perhaps—you look more like some
lady of old or may be an angel.”

Mother laughed and said: *‘she won’t
be outshone™—-but | colored up and an-
awered:

Kkood-bye look atit; with father and moth-
er standing in the door looking afier us
shading their eyes with their hands.

ln my new home | sometimes me G-
bert and Mary; and she seemed so hght

tome.”

And said mother:

“Whao is this Mr. Hale, Gilbert1"

He told her about him, and then esked
me to go again. And I, thinkicg he had

“It takes blue 10 make me an angel
tho'""—and | tried to cover over mother’s
speech, lor I did not care that Gilbert
should hear how motherfand | had planned
about it, for he woald not understand; men
never do you see, Then, we saried
across the field, and | held up my dress so
not one of the tiny stars should aweep the
grase, and Gilbert was at his gayest, and
laughed snd joked me about my dress, and
said | only wanted a hall moon in my hatr
1o make me queen of the night. How|
proud and huppy | was that ume. O!
that the best paris of our life can only be
tusted but ooce in all che years we musi
be alive! I

My ! how the lights sparkled and lit up
the gay dresses of thecity ladies! Over
in one corner they stood watching our
country boys and girls, getting ready for
the first dacce; and high dver all the gay
laughter and sound of dancing feet, floated
the musio, and | think 1t must have witch-

ed usall.
Gilbert esaid we would crose over and

see his cily (riends and #b | held up my

hearted and merryg but | fantied Gilbert
seemed growing old fast, and his eyes had
lost some of their olden sparkle,

Ten years went by, and Robert was
kind, and | loved him much as I might
have loved an elder brother; but | had not
torgotten Gulbert nor the old times, Some-
times | lound hum watching me with
something in his face | could not under-
siand, only it was a look of logs: and |
would be kinder to him, so he should‘ never
miss the whole love | could not give him.
And then Robert was sick, and grew

been sent for me, would not go one step.
So he wentaway, and | called afier him—
“My best wishes to Mr. Hale aed Miss
Howard.”

*l hadn’t mentioned Miss Howard's
name had 11" said he.

“No, but | fancied she was there; isn’t
shet"

“Yes"—aod he was gone, and mother
began questioning me why | dida’t go,

Two evenings alter, thore came a knock |
at the door, and Robert Hale stood there,!
asking me to go to theparty at the Williard
House—snid he came with an inviiation|weaker, und the doctor said he must jeaye
(rom the company to bring me back, So the city and go where he could gel a
| put on my grand dress and went—and| breath of Iresher air and & bit of warmer
night alternight would Robert come (Gul- sucshine,
bert never came again,) and | would go| Wu went 10 Florida—10 8. Augustine.
with him. How solt and warm the air was' bu |t

I hiked the people | met there, and lhs|only secemed to sirifle him. We would
music Mary Howard brought out of the|#tay all day in the house, with the curtains
piano with her white fingers. And Hnryidrnwn close o keep out the scorching air
.would play for me while I sung them all/and only alter the sun had dipped duwu'
my old fashioned songs; and | stood and|into the sca would we leave our rooms ang
wondered at, and hated her, singingto her|go into the sweet-scented air. There was
playing. & stone wall, shaped like a ha!l moon, and

dress and iried 1o siill the bounds my heart
gave, and went with & proud face 1o meet
my woe,

Gilbert shook hands with them (except
one lady, standing apari, talking with the
handsomest man ol them all,)and told them
I was his [riend Miss Raymond: and they
bowed and smiled and seemed to [o1get
my country waye; o I forgot them for
once, and was at my ease among them,
wondering who the lady was he did not
speuk to. Then the gentleman she was
talking to torned and said: “Miss Ray-
mond, Mirs Howard," and she bowed, and
glanced at me with her great shining eves.
But when Gilbert's turn came, she reach-
ed forth the whitest hand towards him,
a0d looked vp in his face and smiled, and
then | saw what she would do and I hated

her.
Robert Hale talked, and walked, and

One night after we had tired ofour mu- 0n it we ook our walk, and agav crowd
sic, we went oul under the great lrees— | passed up and down, while the ha;ui play-
Gilbert and Mary, Robert and I, The ed,tiil midnight. The stones of the wall
mopnlight full through the branches in/were worn smooth with the dashing of the
great spots, and the wind whispered 10 the| waves sgaiost them for more than threo
leaves, and seemed 10 sob and moan above hundred years.
us. Robert and | sat down on o lmlar I don’t koow which was gayest, the
bench in the shadow, and waited for Gil-/bright feathered birds, or the ﬂuwers'the
bert wod Mary coming across a cleared swung in! Robert loved the great mng}:
spol, where the moonlight fell all around nolia blossoms, and | would put one ina
them. His head was bent low (o speak 10 dish, and the room would be so sweet with
her, and her eyes wero lified shyly up 10 only one.
him. | whispered 10 Robert, “don’t calll But the air seemed toshorten his breath
to them;” then waited while they came on,' aad clog up hislife, and one day he called
growing cold and vacant. They passed me and said:
us, never thinking we sat 1o the shadow, “Maltie; will you be lonesome when |
and she said: got®

*Do vou know, Gilberi, | once thought| An [ oever loved himas | did when he
it was Mattie Raymoand you liked, and not/lay there soc white and wasted, aod |

|

mel” thought of the great wrong | had d
How 1 waited for the answer: and illhim.snnd got doErn on my lﬁno: and cr‘::;
came. out:

“Oh! Robert don't say that—did'at ws

pasi! A0 cight my eyes never closed,

Sometimes | passed Gilbert Williard, an
old man with iron gray hair, acd but
littla left of the Gilbert of old

People said his wile’s lile was scarcely
worth the having for at times she lost her
mind, and would make the houss ring
with the wild laughter and eriea for her
iitle Alice who died in her urms. Bat
for that she was harmless as a child

One day the hearse went by, and | saw
Gilbert's white fuce in the mourning car-
riage and then | knew Mary had (ound
her little Alice again. A long train of
carriagen lollowed—ihuse who had known
and loved her in her girthood, before the
grea‘trouhle cams upan ber.  And } pray-
ed Godto rest ner sou'. | had longago
forgiven her the wrongshedid me. One
day, when the moss hed crept ten years
above Robert's grave, aid the grass grown
three years above Mary, Gilbert came
back to his lonely home and opened the
windows and let in tne sunshine sgain,
and filled the house with sign of life.—
Then he came to me end said: ** Mattie,
our lives have all gons wrong, is it too
lnte to right them?"

Then, old as I was my heart sprang
into new life, and for a moment | was
back in my youth and hen l put it down
and said I: **Gilbert, whea Robert died,
he asid God would light vp the world,
and He has done j1.”

*But, Mattie, can't you h;ht ‘t up for

me? [t has all gone vrong.
“God can right it tetter than 1. We
are loo late.”

““Then we will keep their memories sa-
cred snd leave it for the other life to_fin«
ish.”

So | am waiting the end of my days,
and Gilbert has found the *‘peace which
passeth all understacding,” snd we wait
for the time when there is “neither mar-
rying nor giving in marriage”—yet [
shall be Gilbert’s and he will be mine.

Honey Ant of Texas.

A Texas paper of late date, speaking of
the htll'lcy an!, says:

“We have often heard of the honey ant,
of Texas, but the account seeming %0 ro-
mantie, we have heretofore been hardly
able to credit 11; but as we now have a spec-
imen belors us, furnished by our friend
Leo Smith, of this city, we can no longer
have any doubis on the subject. These
ants are a medium size, between the large
and small red anie, and are ol a reddish
aad brown color. Appended to the rear of
each one i3 a transparent sack or globe
filled with clear, pure honey, ofa most de-
licious flavor. T'hess sacks vary in size,
on differont ante, ranging between the
size ol a buckshot and oavy pistol ball.
On this sack, at short intervals; are attach-
ed thin layers, about the length and widih
of halfa grain of rice, and of a dark col-
or, evidently tostrengihen it and keep it
in shape. These interesting animals, when
they crawl, drag their delicious load af-
ter them, and if the sack is empty. they
set themsolves to work to replenish it a-
gain. Whether they deposit this honey
in their general reservoir among the rocks,
to draw from it as occasion may require,

or hold and use it as 1odividual property

we are not informed, Here is a curiosity
that we believe has heretofore escaped
the eyes and pens of our colebraisd nal

uralists.”

“0! she never fancied me, Mary; she o}




