
DYINQ. 

PasMag out of tho shadow 
Into a purer light, 

Stepping behind the curtain, 
Getting a clearer «light. 

Laying aride the luirden. 
This weary mortal coil, 

Dona with the world's vexation», 
Done with its teaw and toil. 

Tired of all earth's playthings, 
Heartsick and ready to sleep, 

Ready to bid our friands faruwoll, 
Wondering why th^y weep. 

Passing out of the shadow. 
Into eternal duy— 

Why do wo call it dying. 
This sweet going away? 

THE BEECH TREE. 

There stood in the forest ail old beech 
tree. Her top was shuttered by light
ning, her sides were hoilow, and pieces 
of fnngns grew on her bark. She was 
the oldest of a numerous family, but 
she had se?a her children, as soon as 
they had grown up, fall under the wood
man's ax, and only on» daughter re
mained to her. This daughter was a 
young beech tree, with smooth bark and 
heaven aspiring crest and ouly 80 years 
old. That is the best year for a forest 
tree. 

The old tree still thrust out her twigs 
and leaves in the spring, but she felt 
that her life was drawing to a close, for 
it cost her great suffering to hold herself 
upright. And because she knew that she 
must die she felt her lova increase for 
her beautiful daughter. 

Spring was approaching. The branches 
were still covered with the glittering 
frost, but the roots began to uncurl, 
and the warm wind melted the snow. 
The rivers and brooks were swelling 
with melted ice. In tha meadows the 
silvery catkins burst, from their wrap
pings, and the snowdrops peeped timid
ly up through the white carpet of the 
forest ground. 

The old tree spoke to the young: "To
night comes the violent thaw wind. It 
will throw me down upon my bed of 
leaves that I have scattered in the course 
of time, and I shall go back into the 
bosom of tho mother from whom I 
came. Yet before I go home I will be
queath to you a gift that tho gentle lord 
of the forest bestowed upon me when 
long ago ho stopped to rest under my 
branches. You shall understand men's 
words and deeds and share alike in their 
joys and sorrows. That is the greatest 
happiness that can fall to our lot, but 
be prepared to behold more sorrow than 
joy. " So spoke tho old tree and blessed 
.her daughter. 

2n the night tha thaw wind came 
from the west. It buried ships in the 
waves of tho sea; it rolled great masses 
of snow from the mountains that de 
stroyed tho homes of mon in their prog
ress; it roared through the forest, and 
everything that was old and weak per
ished. But tho strong trees resisted it. 
It struck tho old beech tree to the earth 
and shook lier strong daughter as she 
wisely bent her head before the blast, 
and the great wind swept on. 

Three days tho daughter wept spar 
kling dew for her mother ; then the sun 
came out and dried her tears. Then be-
jgan everywhere such stir and commo
tion that the beech tree had no time to 
grieve. Her buds swelled and burst and 
one morning a hundred thousand trem
bling, tender green leaves sprang iiiro 
the sunshine. That was joy ! Golden 
yellow primroses climbed from tho 
ground. They pushed their silken leaves 
out into tho broad sunlight. Red and 
blue blossoms grew up around the prim
roses, and tho sweet woodruff uncurled 
its delicate whirled leaves. That was 
life. 

And in tho midst of all this bloom 
and fragrance the young beech tree stood 
like a queen. A finch built her nest iu 
her branches and a redheaded wood
pecker paid lier a visit. Once cuckoo 
came and once a distinguished squirrel 
with his bushy tail over his head ran 
up and down to see if he might not find 
an acorn. But men she had not yet seen 
this year, and tlicy would have been tho 
most welcome guests of all, since she 
possessed the power to understand their 
words and deeds. After all, one morning 
came a slender young girl with her long 
brown braids, who walked through the 
woods straight to the tree. However, 
her visit did not seem to be for the 
beech alone. Sho glanced at the decay
ing trees on the ground and said, "Hera 
is the spot." Then she sat down her 
basket filled with May flowers and 
leaned back against the beech tree with
out a glance at its green loveliness. 

The tree held her breath to hear what 
the maiden would say, but the pretty 
one was silent. Presently from the op
posite side appeared a strong young 
man. He wore a little round hat with a 
curling feather like a huntsman. He 
crept up cautiously—so cautiously that 
liardly a leaf rustled under his feet. But 
softly as he stepped the quick ear of the 
maiden perceived his coming. She 
turned her head toward him, and the 
tree thought,- "Now she will fly. " But 
the girl did not fly. Instead she sprang 
toward the youth and threw both arms 
around his brown neck. "My Hans!" 
"Aly Eva!" they cried together. Then 
they kissed each other passionately, 
«tiled each other pet names, embraced 
again, and the beech tree foond it all 
very tedious. 

Later they sat under the tree and 
spoke of their lova It was an old story 
they told, but it was all new to the 
Jjeech tree, and she listened like a child 

to a fairy tale. It was a wonderful sur
prise to her. The youtb arose from the 
ground, drew out his knife and began to 
carve in the bark of the tree. This 
caused the beech great pain, but she 
held as still as a wall. 

"What is that to be?" asked the 
maiden. 

"A heart with your name and mine," 
answered Hans as he continued to carve. 

When the work was finished, they 
both looked at it, well pleased, and the 
tree was as happy as if a king had hung 
a golden chain upon her. 

"Truly, meu are splendid people," 
thought she. 

Now tho hunter began to sing. The 
tree had listened many times to the 
song of the nuch and thrush, but she 
heard now for the first time something 
very different from bird songs. 

"Listen, Hans," said the girl when 
the hunter paused in his song. "Your 
song reminds me of something. I know 
—people say—that in the autumn you 
go secretly into the woods for game. Let 
the poaching go. The forester is your 
enemy. You know why. and if he 
should meet you poaching in the woods, 
then—heavens ! my Hans! if you should 
be brought to me with a bullet through 
your breast. ' ' 

The young man bent over the girl, 
who leaned caressingly on his shoulder 
and kissed her lips. 

"People talk too much. Don't believe 
everything they say, sweetheart. ' ' And 
putting his arm around her they went 
singing through the forest. 

When the couple disappeared among 
the trees, a man in hunter's dress crept 
from the bushes. He carried hi3 gun on 
his back and a knife in his belt. His 
face was white and distorted. He went 
up to the beech tree and beheld the 
heart that Hans had carved. He laughed 
wildly and drew out his knife to destroy 
the writing, thon, changing his mind, 
he thrust the blade again in its sheath. 
Shaking his fi3t threateningly in the di-
section where the couple had disap
peared, he muttered, grinding his teeth, 
"If I meet you, you poacher, ouly once 
on forbidden ground, you will have 
beard the cuckoo sing for the last time. " 
With these words he w«nt into the 
woods. 

And the tree shook her head sadly. 
The beech tree got many a sight of 

the faces of the children of men in the 
Bourse of the summer—the poor women 
gathering leaves or dry bark, the berry 
pickers, foresters and pilgrims. But the 
most cherished amid the guests who 
gathered under her leafy roof were the 
youth and brown haired maid. They 
made weekly visits to lier, spoke of their 
love, embraced each other, and day by 
day the beech tree came to love them 
more. 

One morning before sunrise, when 
the mountains were just casting off their 
gray mist caps, Hans came alone. He 
carried a gun on his shoulder and step
ped as lightly through the underbrush 
as if he would take his sweetheart by 
surprise. This time his coming had 
nothing to do with lovely Eva—but the 
stag comes this way to drink ! 

At the foot of the tree the hunter 
paused and stood as motionless as the 
beech herself. The cool morning wind 
blew, and the mist disappeared in heavy 
clouds. Tho gay birds fluttered and sang 
about the stream. The underbrush rus
tled. Hans raised his gun. A shot rang 
out on tho clear air. Hans dropped his 
gun, sprang convulsively into the air 
and fell to the ground. A man strode 
hastily from the thicket with a smoking 
gun in his left hand. The beech tree 
knew him well. The huntsman bent 
over the murdered man. "It is all over 
with him," he said, and taking his gun 
ho vanished into the bushes. 

Tho bright sun rose and shone upon a 
still form with set white face. Sorrow
fully the tree bent over and wept bitter 
tears, and the little robins flew tip and 
covered the dead face and staring eyes 
with leaves and twigs. In the afternoon 
some woodcutters came that way and 
found the body. 

' ' He has been shot while poaching, ' ' 
they said, and taking him gently up they 
bore him to the distant valley. An old 
man lingered by the tree. Ho drew his 
knife and carved a cross over the heart 
that Hans had made. Then he took off 
his hat and breathed a prayer. The 
leaves of the green crest rustled, for the 
tree prayed, too, in her own way 
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ester! Back !" cried the men. "The tree 
is falling !" 

Tho warned man stepped back, but it 
was too late. With a deafening crash the 
beech fell to tho ground and buried the 
forester under her corpse. When they 
picked him up, he was dead. The beech 
had crushed his head. And the men 
stood in a circle roundabout and prayed 
for his soul.—From the German. 

Manna. 

Manna is the concentrated juice of 
several plants which grow in great 
abundance iu many parts of south Eu
rope, Asia and Africa. The tree which 
most generously produces it is a sort of 
ash. The juice exudes from the stem 
during the summer months, as a conse
quence of the punctures of an insect 
that infests the tree, but the better 
kinds of manna, known as "flake man
na," are obtained from incisions made 
in the bark. The poorer qualities come 
from the bark near the roots of the tree, 

i The manna of commerce is obtained 
j chiefly from Sicily aud Calabria. A va-
I riety is collected by the Arabian Bed-
! ouins from a species of tainarix, which 
I is used on broad like honey. The word 
I is believed to be derived from the Syriac 
: mano, a gift, though there is little evi-
i deuce that the medical substance now 
I known by that name has anything in 
common with the manna mentioned in 

, the travels of the Israelites. 

SHEER NERVE DID IT. 

ONE LONE HIGHWAYMAN HOLDS 

A STAGE IN OREGON. 
UP 

I "The coldest day I ever knew," said 
the stranger, "was when I traveled up 

I the branch to Glinton last winter. I 
( knew it was cold when I saw the fire
man get on top the engine with a 
shovel to shovel away the smoke as fast 

I as it froze. Soon after we started thf 
conductor entered the car, knocked his 
head against the side of the door to break 
off his breath, and yelled 'Tickets!' be
fore it froze again. But it was no use. 

, The word ouly penetrated a few feet and 
stuck fast in the atmosphere, but, as we 
could all see clearly, we could not help 

! noticing that word 'tickets' frozen up in 
i the front end of the car, and we were 
ready when the smiling conductor passed 
along. He smiled because he couldn't 
help it. He wore that expression when 
he encountered the ozone, and it stuck to 
him. The poor fellow hit his hand 
against the seat in front of me and broke 
his little finger off as clean as if it had 

j been an icicle. It rattled down on to the 
For many summers on the anniversary floor, but he picked it up calmly and 

of the death of the murdered man, the put it in his vest pocket. He was used 
maiden came to the seat, knelt down to that run. "—Chicago Times-Herald, 
and wept and prayed, and every time and 
she was paler, more fragile. One day 
she did not come, and the tree murmur
ed, "She is dead I" and so it was. 

Years passed. The beech had become 
a mighty tree. Her bark was covered 
with brown moss. The wild vines clus
tered about her trunk, and heart and 
cross wero both nearly covered. A man 
came one day and made a third mark on 
the bark, and the tree knew her time 
had come. She bore the sign of her de
struction—she must soon fall. Farewell, 
thou green and sunny forest ! She had 
not long to wait for the woodmen, who 
came, and with cruel axes cut into her 
very life. 

A gloomyj glowering man in hunter's 
dress, with long gray hair and beard, 
directed their movements. The beech 
knew him right well, und he appeared 
to recognize the tree. IIa came close to 
her and teaving away both moss aud vine 
he saw that heart and cross were safe. 

The Boyeott Is On. 
Four hundred young women of Dan-

bury, Conn., have organized the St. 
Peter's Temperance society. 

The pledge these young women are 
signing has made the society the talk of 
the state. Each member promises, in 
addition to abstaining from intoxioating 
liquors, not to keep company with or 
marry any young man who drinks. 

The young men have banded together 
to show their disapproval of what the 
young women have doue. In the words 
of one of them, they have "boycotted" 
all young women who have joined the 
society. At a strawberry festival last 
week they refused to ask these young 
women to dance or to partake of refresh
ments. 

It is said several engagements will be 
declared off, and that the batch of wed
dings next fall will be much smaller than 
in years past. The young women are re-

Evidently Did Not Wish to Be Seen—Tho 

Passenger» Obeyed His Commands With 

Alacrity—Very Near the Scene of » Sinii- ' 

lar Holdup. i 

A lone highwayman held up the stage 
from Ager to Klamath Falls, Or., a few 
nights since, and two passengers, tho | 
driver, the mail pouch and Wells, Fargo 
& Co. 's box were robbed under circum
stances that are almost without parallel i 
for sheer nerve and bravado. 

The highwayman stood in ambush at 
the side of the road and did not once dis
close his person, much less his identity, 
to his victims. But they literally obeyed 
his every command, which was deliver
ed in a firm voice. 

The driver aud passengers seem to 
have been imbued with the assurance 
that instant death would follow disobe
dience in any particular. 

The stage left the railroad at Ager at 
3 o'clock in the afternoon, with Erl Wal
ters as driver. About 10 o'clock, as the 
team slowed down to pull up the narrow 
Topsy grade, six miles long, a suddon 
command came from ambush beside the 
roaiî *^r the driver to hold up and throw 
out the express box and letter pouches. 
^Che command was delivered in an im
perious voice, and the driver did not 
stop to ask questions or wait for the rob
ber to come from concealment. The ex
press box and letter pouches were 
promptly thrown out. 

The hidden highwayman then directed 
his attention to Wells, a stockman, and 
he was told to cut open the letter 
pouches. Wells demurred, but obeyed. 
He secured a pocketknife and began 
slashing away at Uncle Sam's letter 
bags. When the robber was satisfied that 
satisfactory progress was being made by 
the stockman, he directed Corra, the 
other passenger, to break open the box 
supposed to contain Wells, Fargo & Co. 's 
treasures. The merchant reluctantly 
went to work, but he seems not to have 
taken the proper implements of destruc
tion and made so much noise and con
fusion that the robber directed him to de
sist. Then he bade the driver to take an 
ax from the stage and make a more suc
cessful job and less noise. Walters did 
as required. 

When these things were done, the 
highwayman preferred a firm request 
from his place of concealment in the 

Looks Like Leprosy. 

At the Cleveland Medical society 
meeting Dr. W. E. Wirt, the president, 
exhibited a case of supposed leprosy. 

The case was that of a girl 16 years 
old, who presented herself a few days 
ago at a clinic conducted by Dr. Wirt. 
The case had nearly all the symptoms of 
leprosy, and so marked were they that 
the doctor diagnosed it as such. 

Of the history of the case Dr. Wirt 
said that when the child was 3 years old 
the mother first noticed a crack in tha 
skin under the little toe. From that time 
the toes of the left foot gradually with
ered and absorbed, so that now they 
have disappeared. The deformed foot 
was exhibited and carefn My examined by 
all the doctors. "1 ~w* 

A rather neat oratorical flight wan 
that of Mr. Depew's on the occasion of 
the presentation of the Huntington por
trait of Cyrus W. Field and his Atlantic 
cable coadjutors to the New York cham
ber of commerce. "When in Genoa a 
year ago," said he, "looking at that 
splendid statue of Columbus, which is 
its chief monument, I noticed upon the 
base this inscription : 'There was oue 
world. Let there be two, and tliore wore 
two. ' After four centuries Mr. Field 
came with his cable and said: 'There 
are two worlds. Let there be one, and 
there was one. ' "—Boston Herald. 

Copyright on Yawns. 

Yawns are subject to copyright in 
England. A lecturer on natural history 
took a photograph of a tiger yawning 
and copyrighted it. The Sketch repro
duced the picture and has just beeu 
obliged by the courts to pay $250 dam
ages for doing so. The yawn was iden
tified by a cancerous growth in the ti
ger's mouth which was mistaken by 
The Sketch's artist for a normal part of 
the beast aud was faithfully reproduced. 

Judge Go AT For President. 

Every day has its presidential possi
bility. John W. Mason of West Virginia, 
who was commissioner of internal reve
nue under President Harrison, is out for 
Judge Goff, who was secretary of the 
navy under President Arthur and was 
subsequently given a place on the fed 
eral bench.—St. Louis Globe-Democrat. 

"Here it was, ' he muttered, and horror ceiving letters of congratulation front 
shook his very frame. "Back, Heir For- over the state.—New York World. 

These Bees Liked the Music. 

As soon as a hand organ grinder 
started a tnne the other day in Hunting
don, Pa., a swarm of 5,000 bees made 
a bee line for his organ and lit on it. 
The music appeared to have r.:ado them 
good natured, for they stung no one 

brush for the driver and passengers to while thçy were being put back into 
take off their coats, and, besides, leave J their hive.-—New York Times, 
the contents of their pockets with the 
other booty. Again the trio complied, 
but it is believed that they lost little in 
that manner. The plucked passengers 
and driver were then allowed to get 
aboard the stage and drive on. It is not 
known whether any valuables were se- j 
cured from the express box or letters. 

The robbery took plaoe within a few 
hundred feet of a similar robbery hardly 
a month ago, and there is little donbt 
that it was executed by the same lone 
highwayman. It was carried out in al
most the same manner, the robber giv- j 
ing his orders from the darkness and , 
not being seen by the driver and passen- J 
gers, though his presence close at hand 

When in need of ,. 
Bloyole Supplies 

of any kind send to the Largest 
Wheel House in Montana, 

was as firmly impressed upon them as if ' BUTTE CYCLE CO. 47 E. BfOidWâY 
he had stood at the horses' heads and 
covered them with his gun.—San Fran 
cisoo Examiner. 

Complete line of Columbia, Rambler, 
Victor, Ariel, Hartford and Cresent. 

F. H- TALBOTT. 


