LIBERTY'S MAKTYRS.
BY EVA KATHARINE CLAPP,

CHAPTER 1L
A summer's day slowly ng—a tender
gloom stealing down th 1z aislos of
forest trees and the low murmur of softly |
plashing riplets; a mass of jugged black |

[Lured by the rays of the great electric light
wpon the statue of “Liberty,” on Bedloe's Isl |

and, hundreds of ses birds nightly dash them rocks, with the lust rays of sunlight nt-
selves against the wire not-work around the | ing upon their bald tops, and gnarled
Beavy glass laotern and ave found dead at the | branches overreaching low, forn-tufted |

feot of the Goddess when morning dawns,-
Newspaper paragraph.|

anks, to dip in the poaceful water. |
Imagine this, and you have the picture of
the little lake at “The Crag,” Then imagine
a tiny, prettily painted canoe, with a young
woman at either end, and a gentleman
fairly dividing his attention betweon his
companlons and the skillful management
of the slender ours. 3
Now you have Miss Illerton, her cousin
The forms born to burrow, or climb, or creep, o Ay oA She
¢he; o] They had been floating lazily on, with
1% Walo on tis arth, whice Uiey eling, R b L S A

Alone, on the desolate shore she stauds,
Sercno, a8 the years drift by,

While drawn,

As by dawn,

To her outstretched hands

Her wild, winged worshipers fly.

Aro of space and air, stillness almost painful, until they neared
Aud su;}rv\nld must goar and sing. b ous Bla Rocks; then the little
w ume entangled in the stealthy |
They ave thrilled and filled with & fervor caugh! | our and veered with a treacherous |
From the infinito wind-swept main, lureh—a lurch sharp enough to fling oue |
In their steadfast fight, of the women backward, aud dangerous

Toward the L
And their we

nding light
death and pain,

enough to startle Arthur into a singulurly |
| awkward betrayal of emotion. |
Oh1 wings, wings, wings ’ The little form had barely swayed when

Btriving through dark aud rain, the gentlemun, with & hoarse cry, sprang
Merely to droop in death at the end, forwar
Has your struggle been all in vain? “Clar

My lara!”

That was all he said; vet, when he re- |

membored himself, he was holding Clara |
Yolne n his arms. |
“Is she hurt? |
The voice w Miss Illerton’s, and now |

Arthur Gower remembered, too, that the |

woman whom he should marry was beside |

Nay, call thom not wasted, those visious bright
That inspired each tiny breast |
With such keen del

ght

T ngh that weary tlight,
Yoward thoe luring star of rel

|
No fate so tragic doth Wisdom teach |
Upon Nuture's glowing page,
By aymbol or spooch, |

3 hurt, o aske
hotly us his arms fell from Clar

you |
at all, thank you.” l
|
|

Christine ?" h

or brave souls that reach
Toward light, through cach bitter age,

“Nor am L.” protested her cousin, laugh-
ing nervously. It was
. you see,

15 sudden, certainly,

And true as the ¢

hh(hu song that ;

That Right groweth strong, squiesced |

O'er tho black shade, Wrong, u 1ui |
0 ops : | Miss Illerton; “sudden and pleasant.

AR AEREC oRtps et oG [ “This extraordinary assertion remained
uncontradicted, for not another word was
spoken until the boat was being made fast |
to the low, quaintly contrived landing of |
roughly hewn logs; then, as Mi ierton

urse of tho rolling yoar |
m sweet siars siug, |

“Only frightened.

Tuen beat, beat, beat, brave Learts, through
Oppression’s night,
While Liberty stands by the bleak sea-sauds,

Upliolding hier beucon light,

- — | stepped upon this rustic platf Arthur
s (;n;;«l mm-l!u:d lu"l' hnu\:. 't u‘un u|ly.
'K @ N NN “W 8 the matter, Christine " ven-
FEMININE STRATEGY. | . Yhtis thematter. ch i
“Why, what should be the matter?” And
. now, affecting to notice for the first time
ORAETER XL lis awkward hesitation, she continued. |
He had been telling her ull he had to tell, | smilingly, “My dear boy, just put that oar

and now she stood there quite still, neither
by word nor glance vouchsaflng the answer
for which he pleaded.

its proper place, will you? ‘Then follow |
s up to the house as quickly a3 possible,
Those people will ba there

“I must know the best or the worst, “Those people” were city friends who en- |
Christine,” he whisper “Speak to me, | joyed amazingly frequent visits to The |
darling Crag, and to welcome them now hastened |

She started violently, and & vivid color |
rushed 1o her cheeks, Her broad garden-
hat hid that, vut it could not shut out the
slgh which died auway in a low, half sob.

“Iam sorry if 1give you pain,” she satd, |

the hospitable r
house, leaving Mr, Gower in a most painfu,
state of anxious doubt and sell-convicted
treachery.
* * » % * »

Christine Illerton was not a woman of
half measures. That night she entered her
if . e, J .| cousin's chamber, and  without ado put
by puondratnl wich & ahort, hard laughi | this stratghtforward question:

o ot, 4 - “How ¢ 5 thi o1 going on?"

At this she silently removed her glove and | A“'_‘\:I; "’,"ﬁ,!.'"‘ this been going on
held out her hund. A soft, white hand it wus, “Pellme. I wish the truth; I wish you
and onelittle finger was encircled by aheavy | o o frank.” |
band of gold, “Why, what do you mean?" asked Clara,

“Murriod ?* [ yot never looking up.
“Not yet.* And Miss Tilerton's volce grew | on undecstand mo.

Boftly, so softly that the words came al-
most in a murmur, “but I can not be your |
wife.”

How long has this

:l.m‘;c- wow., “I am engaged to Arthur | been going on between you and—and—the
FOWuY | the man whom I intend to marry ?*
Her companion was a tall, dark man, %

At this Clara litted her head and lo
at hor cousin with innoce ?
b 1 1o accuse us of any-
fon, I hope,” she said,

With a sunburnt face and a heavy mustacho |
aud honest brown eyes, vvidently not the |
wun Lo bo casily overcoms by any passing

m m, yet now ho fairly staggered
peath tho blow her words had dealt; so
when he spoke agaln it wus with a calm
desperation.

“Forgive mo,” said he; “I have had so
many hopes that—" |
“Why did you not write to me?" she inter-

rupted, turning upon him sharply.
“I walted to tell you. I was a fool, that is

thing like a flir
proudly.
“Oh, no,” was Miss Illerton's cool re-
sponse; “I acquit you of that. There has
| been no flirtation; but there hus Leen a
| wreat deul of intensely earnest love-mak-
| was foreced upon me
mber.”

ing. hat knowledg
this afternoon, re
“Ah, Christine!
Aud here this young woman displayed
woeful ignorance of the first l-rhn-h-l«-n of
for, instead

11

“Let us have done with folly,” com-

menced Christine, almost woarily. Then,

with a sadden, passionate outburst—*Ah! |

why neod you have done this? Could you

2 eould you not unde. stand 2" |
|

vlios,
points of

g vigilnnee of that keen-eyed sharp-
r, Miss Christine Illerton, the silly
ture only hid her face in her hands,
and, ‘twixt piteous sobbings, proclaimed
her ignominious overthrow.

“Al, cousin—ah, Christine!”

“Instead of ealling my name in that utter-
Iyl ncomprehensible manner, you would do
Lotter to answer my question,” suggested
Miss Illerton. “How loug has Arthur Gower
loved you?”

“I never knew that he loved me,” protest-
vd the offender,

“Yet he told it very
And s0, quitting the deep shadow of tho | yoon, and I wus present, if you recollect,
willows, never looking back, Miss Illerton | = “Chpistine, dear Christine!” Clara was
walked down the garden-path, her duinty | standing now, not weeping, but speaking
Wwhite eown fluttering in the morning | with low, impressive eagerness, “As I live,
breeze, lier whiter face hard and fixed und | yover before has he said as much as that:
strangely stern. | never before has he uttered one word that

* » | you might not have heard—never, Chris-
tine, cousin!™

“Do you tell me this upon your honor#”

“Upon my honor.”

“But you love him, of course.

Now he caught her outstretched hands,
and, holding her in his arms,
her ¢lose upon his breast. F )
moment the poor lips quivered bLenvath |
& rain of kisscs, for one littl® mioment only;
then, adroitly freeing horself, she said but
this:

.,
]
®

i0 now, Ralpn,”
“Christino:”

“Go," sho repeated; “it Is too late; under- |
stand me—too lats! I shall marry Arthur |
Gower, and I would not do otherwise now,
evenil I could.”

plalnly this after-

» » »
Some one met her as she crossed tho

“Gone. There, you

|
all, |
“Whero is Mr, Grosham, Christine?” |
you {1, dear " [

need not turn away. Keep your secret,
1 will be down presently, Clara,” | ¢child. Only remembor this, that you are
passing on quickly. | willtully walking to a moral destruction, for
This abruptness would have offended al- | T shall certainly marry the man you love.
most any other woman, but Clara Volney, | Good-night, dear.”
being unlike almost any other woman,

* * * » * *
“What does it
I care if she br

simply turned away, & palned pitifulness
easily read In the troubled glance of her
blue eyes. |

ter to me? Why should
aks her heart for him?

5 Do I care? NotL" protested Miss Illerton,

She stood leaning against the doorway, | .° o)\ counvered ~=u\\‘lv|u her own room,
ust a littlo tinge of color in her ehecks, | an hour later, after un awkwuard leuve-tuk-
her slender littlo fingors mechanically | ing with Mr. Gower. “They make their own
threading an unruly yellow curl, whon Miss | misery. That which is not worth asking
Illnrlo.u harply called to hor from the gal- | {1 Gorth having, surely, Sho 8 u loof
lery ubo 4 ; v

but he is a coward; so,
from a wretched fate.

after all, I save her

“Clara |
“Yes, dear. |
|

“I want you."”
Obedient Clara was presently in her
oousin's chamber, listening to  half con-

cH
Life, like nature,

1 % IIL
has its unnatural calms—

tession born of self-rebuke and a wild | treacherous calms proceding ruthless dev-
yearning for some word of tender consola- | astatior or else there come those seasons
tion. of dead stillnes<, when both life and nature

vrock and ruin cambering their paths.

Such a time haa como to Christine Tller-
ton. Throughout that livelong night had
she been wity her past, and that grim gos-
#ip had told her many bitter truths, hud |
shown her the graves aeep buried in her |
heart, had urcovored tho faces of the dead 1
there lying, und of thuse, one thero wus— |

{ |

“Wo have no secrots from each othor
nave we, Clara?” commenced Miss Illertc
“No, none, |
“From the time—so long ago!—when my |
oor father died—from the moment when |
6 put your hand in mine, and bads us iove |
each othor, not us cousins only but as |
sisters doar, have I ever, by word or |
put that last counsel to shame, Clara?

| seem to have patsed, half-affrighted at the
| wr

A Lo 1ash Solnao | ab, heaveni hiow near, hot real
":l'lnnk'nu in :d | “But it may never be now,” she mur- |
“Never. tod the girl, muved, “never! Dead? Ay, in very truth
“It is fulsel" orlod Miss Iierfon, hor | 15he dead to me! For when Ikilled his
ﬁhwb ablazo now: “Iluvo wronged you | st IE‘ :.‘:|1:,4x1_‘lll‘!.? love, anl so—ah, good |
a foolish silone huve insulted ‘the | L9t be o 4 SR o
SORd By Wil Gibebealonce: o nothing [ The old cry, you see. Truly, her need |
have I acted like u sister; u sister would | Wis sore. . A 8 |
have gone to you and said wra, T have [ |
promised to Lo Arthur Gower's wife: this | There was no one in the breakfast-room |
ring cur is thoe token of love; I amn | when Christine entered but Ruynor, the |
happy, share my content.’ That is what n | housekeeper,
sister would hs done—what I should | A cheery little octagon was that break-
hav -room, espeeially 8o when a soft air

done; is it not?
“Arthur Gower?"

The flush had quite faded froin €
cheoks, but her ayes wers bright with somo
keen emotion of surprise or joy, or maybe
pain.

itly lifted the light curtains of its many |

|
1
| windows, and a pleasant light shimmered ”

among the gluss and silver of its snow-
coversd, weli-ordered table.

“Where is Miss Volnoy 7" |
“She is Miss Christine.”
not well, and she
en her, und t's
80 thore's no need to

" wont on Christine, ne hoeding

1 just now, in the garden, who

como but Ralph Greshar, and—he |
Clara,”

Vo s

"Wel y :
) it Is toc 5," 81 iss Iller! Miss Illerton did not worry, She ate her
A uaatoo late,” sald Miss Tllerton, | oye®nd "sinnen her coflée enjoyingl "

. Lot o | Then, with hior own hands, she propure
compnt Jid Jou toll im?" asked her ( Tt rE" moul, daintliy runged,
“What I have told you—that it was too < bo taken to my cousin, plose.
wte, and that I would *not, even if T could.” <hio will ngt touch bit or su

1)
hore 1 no use,” objected Ruynor.
“Take it, please, and tell her that 1 wish
ner to eat,” suid Miss Illerton.

Bhe spoke very slowly, murking each word | 7'
with a lingering emphusis; then, as the last
fell from her lips p with amerry

sturtod u g v 0
. ink N Presently she was in Clara's chamber,
tagh, | e think of it \Clara—ArthUr | gy ,u¢'oung person was yet in bed, and had
tone Tt was the droflust woologt He tok | been weeping. Indeed, judging from lier

appearance the whole night had been spent |

lippe e 0 |
my hand and siipyed that ring upon my | in that pleasunt diversion. Still, she con- |

finger: I knew then whut was comihg, and

50 kept very still. “Christinc,’ suid le, it | {tived In some "w"i_"lj,f“',.‘,‘l":fi',‘“;.i"f";}'l‘jﬂ |
1s our parents’ wish, you romombor, that [ $ion E¥UE; bub hex woice betray i
Tonpontd bo my wifu—will you consent? | "o noither of thess tokens did Miss Tilor-
now, that troublésome affalr ls arranged, | 10 vouchsufo any notice I tho most
and [ um to murry him, and—  For heuv- % |

then approached

. [
sible she bus| ‘
hersell about the room, |
|

|

3n's suko, Clara, open that wineow! ong [ Hersell tho
stifles horo!” Ao 3o listion, Claeat®

8he camo and stood by her coustn, and | LAF¢ you better, Clura?® »
B sllanse, thy ae Teu e dL et aren TRy ucli better, thank you, Christine.

“Very well.  Now listen to me. Why did
you not take the breakfast I sent you 7" |
“I couldn't.” |
“Lundorstand. See, Clara, you must obey |
me.  Here ure my instructions—commands,
if you will. You aure to remain quite still
and try to sleep. Don't attempt to come |
own to luncheon. Yours shall bo brought

streteh of land where tho flat brown tracts
were all cut by low fenees, and then be.
yond upon the dark b 13, now soft-
ened and shadowed by the pucple buze ol
the fast fulling night,
Presently, turning to Miss Illerton, Clara
'asked, in a hal=whisper

“Are you happy, Chiristine*

“Who? 17 What a droll question! Why,
T am now the happiest woman in the world,”

* * * M

The next gray daybreuk stole in through

to you."”
“I wish you would not, Christine, Really,
Lt

Nonsense!” sharply retortel her cousin.
“Do you intend to starve? None but hero-

that same window upon a woman who had | ines of high tragedy do such things, and
DA the livelong Illuh‘lulﬂll-'l I that | even they always announce their sulcidal
reat chalr, her heud resting upon the | fntentions in doubtful blank verse.

You |
have not done that yet. Will you begin?” |
“I um so wretchod!” moaned the girl—"so
utterly and unspeakably wretched!
| “Very good,” continued the other, with
| 8tolcal indifference; “but you are to remain
‘ here until § send for you. = That will not be
before the alternoon. I have much to do
this Jmorning, and can not spare a moment.
Don’t be silly, Clara; don't {:Hud your eyes
and bloteh your fuce with toars, There,
You are orviue azain, Good heavens, woms

1broad sill.

A pale-faced creature, who looked up If<t-
lessly when the swallows commenced twit-
tering in the far-reaching eaves, and then
with a sigh und a shudder turned from this

,ever new glory of the coming d

“0, Lord!" she cried, and said no more.

You are not to judge. Surely this was s |
ery for thanksgiviug, for, by her own con-
fossion, she was the happiest wowan In the
world,

mistress of the old manor |

An! WU AT & groat griel Nas come e your
Need you nurse it after such a fash-

1if
ion?"

But the startling veliemence of this ap-
peal produced an offect altogether contrary
to the one intended. Clara only gave way
to a porfect passion of sobs, whoreat Miss
Illerton impatiently shrugged her shoul-
ders, and without another word walked from
the room.

injustice,” said she,
“You should have acknowledged
this sooner, Had you done so—

“Well?” came the eager question.

Miss Illerton finished her sentence with

iey composure:

“Had you done so you would have spared
me much annoyance, that is all.”

“Does Clara know that?" commenced Mr.
or, then paused abruptiy.
hat you and I came to an understanding
yesterday? No, she does not.”

A moment of silence, thenspoke Mr. Gow-
er again:

“You must not despise me, now, Chris-
tine."”

“I did—yes, I despied what appeared to
me an unmanly weakness and pitiful false-
hool. Idid notconsiderthe mistakensense
of honor which caused you to hestute be-
fore inflicting an imaginary pain.”

“If you fn\'ur loved me, Christine—"

“But I never loved you,” she interrupted,
with great earnestness. “This marriage
was arranged between our parents, We
lent ourselves to the sinful plottings of
others; therein lay our fault, Why, we

have been miracles of obstinate stupidity!”
“Christine, suppose that all had been
ferent; suppose thut—
“That

1f-

you had loved me. Isthat what

Ly ?

would you then really have sacrificed your-
self to mo?"

Miss Illerton did not answer immediately.
She sat for & moment quite still, her head
resting upon her hand.

“I can not tell,” she said at last, half
dreamily, “Heaven help me, I can not telll
Ibelieved that I was doing right.” Then,
with sudden enorgy:
nuight have been! 'Think only of what is/
Wait here, I will be back presently.” And
she hurried from the 100m.

-with Clara Vol-

S| k present
ney. young lady was very pale, but
rnmer\ml a remarkable composure. Miss
Ilerton’s keen oyes, however, detected the
sudden flush, and her firm fingers felt the
tremor of the little hand they clasped.

jut here was ono who would not waste
80 much as one poor word on all this an-
euish. Leading ner companion forward,
she paused betore her visitor: then she
spoke:

“Mr. Arthur Gower, I give you my cousin
as o wife.”

“Christine!™

“I'o not iuterrupt me. Mr. Gower has
been making a confession, and so have I,
| and we understand each other now, Yon
| must—*
| It was Mr. Gower who interrupted her
here. He had taken her hand and kissed it
reverently.

“What can 7 say, Christine?”
|I:-.ur boy, say nothing—to me. There

¢ mind what

| 1s Clitru.
| She turned away laughingly. At the

| door she stopped suddenly, then retraced
lier s i

he asked. “Do

ng
" Where is it?"

bu sure that you understand me?"

am sure!l Oh, Arthur, where

t Arthur said never a word, only stood

ntly gazing at Christine.

Ho does not know,” averred the latter,

with moek gravity, “but I will tell you. 1

threw it in the river this morning when I

was riding.”

Hero Miss Illerton held up her hand, and
lo! the ring, the token of betrothal, was no

| longer in its place!

Thus had she decided the matter of her
marriuge with Arthur Gower,

+ * * * * *

There had been a busy time at The Crag,
such busy time as inevitably vrecedes a
marriage, and now came the lull which as
inevitubly follows those periods of hazard-
ous excitement,

The pretty ant was over, and Arthur
was gone, and his wife was gone, and only
w lonely woman remained at the old place—

ry lonely woman, one who had let her
g0 by, had vut her suffering aside,
patiently bearing the vuracn of
the day, waited for that night for which, in
the ecruel pangs of her anguish, she long-
ingly yearned.
8o time wo.e drearily on, until one day
Miss Hlerton sat in the library trying to fix

her lup, when suddenly, she knew not how
it camo about, a strangely rapturous ex-
| pectancy scemed to have overcome her,
| when directly she heard the drawing-room

door close and a visitor ente charm
| took possession of her, and she immediately
| aroso and crossed the room, and as she
| parted the portivre her breath came in
| dwep, masping sobs, and she stood quite
{ motionless, her eyes resting on Ralph

G
|

Christine!"

The wooful eyes brightoned now.
“I heard of this, Christine. T have been
v, you know—fur away. I have come

‘you,’ Chrstine.*
“And I have waited for you, oh, my be-
loved!”

His strong arm was about her now, her
head was pillowed upon his faithful breast,
| and it tears wet her cheek be sure they
ery happy tears., The past, with its
sorrows und shadows, was gone; and now
love so great had come to her that
| through its radiance she read the promize
of a blessed peace, and joy unutterable,
If you do not beliove that the fates were
kind to Christine ask Ralph Gresham's
wifa. L

[
| g
| MORE OR LESS AMUSING.
J HERE to stay—tLe corset maker.
| AprProprIATE for a tire-woman—a fa-
| tigue dress
A Noupy suit-—proseenting n hoy for
pulling off a door kunob.
Tur Holy See—certainly
wicked who are blind. See
_How 70 be happy thongh married—
Never contradict your wife.

it is the

Nar10Ns move by eyeles, says Emer-
son.  Boys move bieyles, too.

Tur erying need of this country is u
back gate that nobody can hang a joko
on.

ONE thing that seldom “gets in the
soup” is the oyster at the church fes-
tival

Joxks, who is engaged to an heiress,
ealls her Economy, because she is the
roud to wealth,

MaNy grave charges are made ngainst
citizens by the secretary of a ceme-
tery association,

Wi have often wondered how houses,
which always stand, can show their
seating capacity.

Wire—Did your friend Jack con-
gratulate you on the birth of our child ?
Husband—No. He sympathized with
me though.

WhaT'S ina name?  One of the “old
settlers” of Chicago has disappeared
from the city leaving $24,000 worth of
unsettled debts.

A DEBATING society is disenssing the
question : “Does a cirens vaunlter fall or
tumble in love?”
vails that he does,

Tur plag tobacco manufacturers’
trust, it is stated, will not icrease pri-
ces. It will not inerease its quid pro
quo by decreasing the size of plugs.
Of the two evils chews the lesser,

LirrLe oy {going to church)--Ma,
may I have a new sixpence to put in
the plate? Ma—Why a new one,
George?  Little boy—Because the
clergyman says, “Let your light shine
before men.”

NorriNG seems to be too mean for
some men. There is an old fellow in
Maine who is imposing on his hens most
shamefully. He has put an electrie
light in the hen house and the hens lay
day and night,

Book AceNT—T should like to show
you our new cheap edition of the Fn-
eyclopedia Britannica, Vermont farmer
Mister, you needn’t show me any
"eyclopedias, My boy graduates from

An impression pre-

her mind on the book whiel lay open in.

NYE ON BEE CULTURE.

THE HUMORIST STUDIES THE BUSI.
NESS END,

His Investigations Forcibly Impross Him |

with the Restless Habits of the Insec
and Their Delight to Fasten the Same
Upon Humanity.

should not be
hived until the

swarm, writes Bil
Nye, in the Chicagc
Herald, Boees begin
to swarm as soon as
the new queen takes
the oath of offico
The queen is a long.
waisted bee, whec
does the toil. The
honey bee proper be-
longs to the order

Hymenoptera. Al:

e 8OV
= himsel’, are ineludoa

into many genera.
and at one time kept bees myself. Pt
several of them longer than I should have
done. But honey bees are 1ull of interest
tome. I ofter think of the language of a
late writer who goes on to state
in so small a body chould be contained an
apparatus for convertin,
whieh it collects into one kind of nourish-
ment for itself, aacther for the common
brood, glue for 1is carpentry, wax for its
cells, poison for its encmies, honey for its
master, with a proboseis as long as the
body {itself, microscopic in several parts,
telescopic i 8 Mo of action, with a
stinz so edingly sharp that were it
magnifled by the sume glass which makes
aneedle's point seem a quarter of an inch
across it would yet itselt be invisible, and
this, too, a hollow tube—that all these
varied operations and contrivances should
be included within half an inch of length
and two grains of matter is surely enough
to crush all thoughts of atheism and ma-
terialism.”

I also compare sometimes the new colony
Just starting out to hustle for themselves
with the Pilzrim Fathers—where are thoy?
—who came to these wild, inhospitable
shores, taking their | . tedious, unevent-
ge across th nkuown ocean with

re ation whatever except prayer.
Professor Jueger, referring to the pro-
nounced habits of industry born in th
and frequently allnded to in school-k
says: “It i impossible for any reflecting
person to look at a beehivo in full opera-
tion without being astonished at the activ-
ity and surprising industry of its in
itants, Ve seo erowds constantly arriving
from the woods, meadows, flelds and gar-
dens, laden with provisions and materials
for tuture use, while others are continully
flying off on si

Some are carryii
removing dirt and offal, while others are
giving Dbattle tc any strangers who may
dare to intrude. Suddenly a cloud appears
and the bees hurry home. thronging the
entrance by thousands until all are gradu-
ally r ived within the inclosur In tho
interfor of the hivo we see with what skill
they work r combs and deposit the
honey, and when their labor is over lor the
day they rest In chains suspended from the
eciling “of their habitation, one bee eling-
ing by its fore feet to the hind feev of the
one uhove it until it seems impossible that
the upper one can be strong enough to sup-
port the weight of 80 many hundreds.”

The queen, during the propagating sea-
£on, luys us hizh us two thousund eggs In a

=

NYE BEGINS TO GET RESTLESS.

and I have given much thought to the
\fting of tho queon bee upon the Piymonth
ck hen, with a view to better egg facili-
tios, but so far to meet with little gucees,
My oxpsriments have been somewhat de-
layed by the loss of time in tuking the swell-
ing out of myself after cuch perusal of the
beo churacter in his or her home life. The
queen bee lives much longer than any other
class of inhabitents, and hangs on to the
throne, as the historian Motley says, like a
pup to a root. Bhe hus a stinger, but does
ot use it on bovs, She uses it simply for
the purpose of fighting other queens.

‘Ihe ancients wore aware of the existenco
of a governing beo in each hive, but they
thought it was a kin But a sciontist with
<ecn insight and massive brains one day

saw the monar, and
leave 2,124 warm eggs. Then it was settled
in his mind that it could not be a king, for

he was u deep, deep man.
Swamerdamm and he
200 years ago last weok, Aristotle and Vi
gil elaimed in s al articles, signed Veri-
tus and Taxpayer, respectively, that the
quoen or king, as they called ‘it then, did
not lay at all, but sceured some kind of
pollen or other material from flowers,
which produced the maggots from which
the bee was hatehed,

A writer on the bee says that the best way
wscortain the location of the queen is to

His name was
made this discovery
k. i

divide the swarm, after which it wili be
noticed that the one having the queen will
beeccmo very rostless indeed. I tried this

myself and noticod that they wers rostloss,
ey also communicated thoir restlessness

stloss.
wamerdamm tied the que'n by means
of along huir to a high pole in order
ascertain whether the swarm would follow.
In ten minutes he had the whole colony
on top of the polo.

The drones are the male bees of the hive,
I'hey do no work excopt toact in a parental

THE BEES ARE SWARMING.

¢ ety and vote, They have no stinger,
but in its place they have a good appotite
and a baritone voice. They are destroyed
by the work soon after the honey sea-
son und the widows have it all their own
way. The drone leads a quiet and rather
8 lasting about sixteen wecks,
alter which he is put to d 3 fe-
wales of the hive by the May thod.

About nine-tenths of the hive are wor
e1s or females. y twelve to fifieen thou-
sand, o the busy bee reforred to in
the They get up early in the morn-
meal and go out looking
I'hey fly with great force and
t aight as u bullet. Som: timoes they
try to go throuzh a man on their way to
tho hive, but only wet purt way. A bee
likes to have a tender young man with linen
trousers sit down on i

From the timo the ogg Is depos:ted untila
perfoct bee is turned out requires about
throe weeks, A queen gots her growth in
sixtoen days and begins to reign.

Moths get into the bechives frequently
during the winter season and destroy the
insects.  For tils 1euson bees should be
packed in snufl or fine-cut tobaceo in the
full. This nauseates the moth and discour-
aees him, - Great care shoull be tuksn not
to let the bees out too carly in the spring. A
good writer says that frozen fruit will still
remuiin on the trees in the spring: while it
contains a certain amount of sweot, it is
liable to ferment and cause widespread
colic in the hive, followed by cholera ine

ing, cat a hast.
for honoy.

Tainweus says that nothing is more pitttut
n the pieture of fifteen or sixtoen thou-
sand collicky bees suddenly called forth in
the dead of night, running hither and
thither, looking for hot cloths and Jamaica
ginger, after eating too heartily of frozon
apple juice.

Bees swarm about 10 a. m. or 8 p, m., and
enjoy doing so on Sunday if possible. Se-
lecting o hot Sabbath and walting patiently
until the farmer has shaved ono side of his
face and lathered the other, the bees de-
eide that they will swarm, Tho farmer's
wife notices it while she is in the garden got-
ting a sprig of caraway to take to meeting.
She calls Henry and tells him the bees are
swarming. He starts out with a now hive,

=

WHEN THE BEES HAVE CEASED TO SWARM.

und looking up In the air he falls over a
croquet set and injures himsell. His wife
says: “Henry, you ought to put on that
mosquito-bar arrangement I made for you
the other day, They are real cross this
morning, and they will certainly sting you
it you don't.”

“Git out with your pesky nonsense,” he
stralghtway doth reply. ~ “I never put
nawthing on me before and I won't do it
now."”

“But, Henry, they are so feverish to-day,
and you have got your other clothes on, so
they won't know you. Do try it this time.”

80 he wraps up his head in'a grecn mos-
quito net and puts on a pair of cowhide
mittens,  The bees alight on a tall olm tree,
and he gets a ladder up there against it.
Then he slowly ascends the trce with u bee-
hive under his arm. Just before he put on
the mosquito net he took u lurge chew of
tobacco. He now wishes that he had not.
P’eople begin to go by on their way to meet-
ing, and see him up in the tree with o large
green head on him and hot leather mittens.
They speak to him, but he cannot reply be-
cause his moui? is full of tobacco. "It is
very hot indeel The sun pours down
throuch the hot § wes und the breeze is
taking much-neev« 1 rest. He gets up in
the top of the tres and looks like a new

style of lizard., 3abbath-school hoys,
wearing chip hats ‘aced with gingham,
pause on their w to *he house of worship

and watch him. He r‘aches out to scoop
in a handful of the brov.u fuzzy insscts, but
the leather ‘mittsismell vtrangely to them.
They do not recognize th. proprietor by his
paws and his odor. Thre . or four bees fall
down inside those mittens, wnd, feeling that
they must defond themselv.s, made a Lot
highway across the back of | is hand. Then
Henry yells and drops th : hive on the
Bible eclass, ~ome bees g % undor his
green veil and his hair, and, ‘uding that
they cannot get out, they sink _a him with
their little hoated hypodermics. and he
says things which bring the blush to the
features of his sad wite.

Y a, [terward they sit opposite each
other at the table and do not say anything.
He looks at her savagely with one eye, the
other being closed by its creditors, It is
three days before he will even ask her to
pass the butter, he is so mad.

Bees are very industrious, but fool them-
selves by accamulating more than they
need, forgetting that they will soon die and
leave thelr substance for those who did not
earn it. We should learn a lesson from the
bec and notrun the matter of industry into
ihn ground. We should not strive to -

mulate so mueh that it will prevent our en-
oyment during our lifetime and only en-
ich the idlo after our death. Bees should
Yomember that their «hrouds will not hold
honey. The bee could learn much from
man, I think, in this wa;

Helen Densmore.

New York has many interesting
women, and not the least among them
is Dr. Helen Densmore. Helen Dens-
more used to be Helen Barnard, and
under that name there are many news-
paper men who remember heras a tall,
handsome woman, with a shapely head
and a profusion of yellow hair, who sat
for yeers the only woman in.the re-
porters’ gallery of the House of Rep-
resentatives, and taking notes and
writing letters as if a man—and a
clever man—were knocking off the
sentences. Helen Barnard was a figure
in the political and journalistie circles
of Washington. Lawmar, Garfield,
Butler and Jere Black held many an
auimated diseussion with her. When
a mission was organized to look into
the treatment of emigrants in the
steerage crossing the Atlantic Butler
went to President Grant and had Mrs.
Barnard appointed on it at the same
salary received by the men The gen-
tlemen on that commission had a fine
time at the Vienna Exposition, but
saw few emigrants. Helen Barnard
put on an old dress and eailed from
Liverpool to New York in the steerage
of the Inman Line. Unless she found
the privations and abuse of that pas-
sage considerably less than I did when
I investigated the charges made in
twelve or fifteen years, it is easy to
believe that a deal of earnestness went
into her report, which was pronounced
one of the ablest state papers on file
at  Washington. From journalism
Helen Barnard went into medicine,
and the same graceful woman, with
firm-set chin and decisive month, is
the physician best known as a sue-
cessor to Banting in the cure of obes-
ity. Dr. Densmore eats only one meal
and is a personally strict vogetarian,--
Mail and Exvress.

IN CENTRAL AFRICA,

TENTRES
Rich
e

Tired traveler—“Have you Stanley ”
Native landlord—“No, we are just out;
but we have some very nice stewed
elephants’ feet.”--C Licago Ledaer,

We’ve All Been There,

*What a fine building that is serozs
the way.”

“Yes, yes; but the owner built it out
of the blood,. the aches and groans of
his fellow men; out of the grief of cry-
ing children and the woe of wailing
women,”

“Ah! A rum seller, of course,
yes!”

“Oh, no; he's a dentist.”—Toronto
Grip.

Yes,

Turre is something nice about bal-
ance of trade. TFor instance, a farmer
comes to the city londed with hay and
retiirns home loaded with rye.

Tur world always judges a man (and
rightly enough, too,) by his little faults,
which he shows a hundred times a day,
rather than by his great virtues, which
he discloses perhaps but once in a life-
time, and to a single person—nay, in
proportion as they are rarer, and he ix
nobler, is shyer of letting their exist-

college this week,

fantum and coma.

ence be known at all,

-

ANNALS OF TANGLETON.

Junieer Prace, July 16, '89.
O tiE DEER FoLks:
1 hev to tell you now
of one of the saddest
happenins that ever
befell Tangleton. Tt
was in urly spring:
time, on a Saterday
fournoon, an we wim-
men was & hustlin with our work. We
hed the winders open, fur it was gettin
mild, an a little boy cumin by with a
acry of “Fire!” maid us all rush to
look out, an then we run into the street
to see it better,

It was no bon fire, T can tell you!
The drug store on the corner, near the
canal, was a blazzin like mad, an
Shiloh’s roof had caut. Tha was a
tryin to get the goods out, but thare
was sech danger of the wallsa fallin in
that not a grate deel was saived.

Thare was lots of men on hand to
carry water frum the canal —fer it was
before tha got a hose cart—an the
wimmen helped. T gess thare was lots
of flour burned that day, as well at
houses, fer it was bakin day, but moss
everybody forgot that.
hiloh’s family got out only a part of
thare house goods, an tha had to be
carted nway rite off, fer the flames was
a flyin at sech a rait that we was afrade
the hull town wood go.

It was mity hard to keep the fire
from erossin the canal an eaten up the
elevator full of grane jest at the south
end of the bridge. But by hard work
tha saived it. The wind took the top
of a haystack that was burnin an
landed it—if I may so speek—rite in
the middle of the eanal, an the boys
hed a good time throin water onto it.

There was a large saloon house on
the corner above the Shiloh block, an
it took lots of work to keep it frum
goin too. An now, good people, I'm
tellin you a solid fact when I say that
Dame Rudgers run up the ladder an
was on that roof, a-bossin the men.

She was a master hand to boss an to
work, too, if she only had the leed in
everything. But she wood never play
second fiddle ennywhure.

Down in frunt of Canny’s saloon—
the big one—sum wimmen was throin
water agenst the sides, an one of em
dipped 1t up with a tin cup!

The mmni bridge was full of folks,
lookin on an wishin tha cood help.

One woman slipped home an maid a
big pot of coffee an braut down fer the
folks that hed bin so bizzy. It dun
em lots of good too.

Uncle Timmy hed bin away sum
whare, but he got down jest as the
flaimes was at thare hyest. I wish I
hed his picture fer yon jest as he look-
ed then., He hed on a ruff cloth coat
with a big cape, an his hat hed fell off,
showin his shiny bald pait an gray
hair. His arms was lifted hy up and
movin back an fourth, an he was a
shoutin: “It has cum, the rath of God
is upon us;” over an over, he shouted
it, an ennyboddy that hurd him never
forgot. It maid them think of sum old
prophet, in Bible days.

Onr National Bird.

S the lion is
the king of
beasts, the
eagle is the
king of birds.
The ancient
Romans used
tolet an eagle
fly from the fu-
neral pyre of a
deceased Fm-
peror,

In heraldry

forseveral cen-
turies been
favorite de
on royal ban-
Muers. It was
the ensign of
the ancient
kings of Babylon and Persia. The Ro-
mans adopted it together with other
devices, but Marius made it the ensign
of the legion, and used the other de-
vices for the cohorts. France, under
the empire, had the eagle for its na-
tional devic: The two-headed eagle,
as a device, was first used by Constan-
tine the Great, and signifies a double
empire. There is a superstition, very
ancient, that every ten years the eagle
soars into a “fiery region” and plunges
thence into the sea, where, molting
its feathers, it acquires new life.

The eagle is the supporter of the
lectern in churches, because that bird
is the natural enemy of the serpent,
and it is also emblematie of St. John
the Evangelist, because, like the
eagle, he looked on “the sun of glory.”

The idea has always been held that
the eagle alone of all the animal world
has eyes which can withsand the full
blaze of the sun at midday. The terms
golden eagle and spread eagle are com-
memorative of the crusades; they
weve the devices of the emperors of
the East. In the mythology of Scan-
dinavia there is a fable of a wonderful
ash tree which drops honey. In the
branches sit an eagle, a squirrel and
four stags. At the root Mes the ser-
pent Nihthoggr, gnawing it, while the
squirrel runs up and down the tree
trying to sow strife between the eagle
and the serpent.

Jay Cooke Rich Again,

Anong the pushing thiong of Broad-
way to-day was an old gentleman clad
more in the garh of a countryman than
that of a great financier. His clothes
were plain, and his white slouch hat,
with its broad brim, gave him the ap-
pearance of a well-to-do farmer., The
hair and beard of Jay Cooke are now
snow white, but he still moves along as
if contented with life. No one familiar
with his every-day appearance would
think he was the famous banker—the
man who has handled more millious
than any other private individual in
America, failed for more money than
any other, and finally has grown rich
again after he had grown old.  While
e is by no means as familiar a figure
as he used to be, and does not mingle
in the uncertainty of “the street,” as
of yore, he is more frequently seen
among the bustle of busimess men than
almost any man of his age.

Jay Cooke has had a singular career,
When the war broke out he lived out
along Lake FErie, at Sandusky, and
Salmon P. Chase, while Secrefary of
the Treasury, first gave him a bi;
start in life, which he followed to dis-
aster, and then built anew from noth-
ing. Mr. Cooke never forgot or ne-
glected his Lome in Olio, and one of
his charities is a beautiful Lome on an
island in Lake Erie, a few miles from
Sundusky, which he bought and named
“Gibraltar.” He had it laid out in
wild, romantic walks, and built a com-
modious stone castle upon it. He P
vided the house with every imagina

ro-
ble

comtort, ana put Into 1t & competent
housekeeper. To this retreat he would
invite each summer niinisters of the
gospel of different denominations, who
could illy afford to take a summer
vacation,

Mr. Cooke lives with his son-in-law
now, Mr. Barney, who does business
near the famous old banking-house on
Third street, in Philadelphia, over
which Mr. Cooke once presided, and
where the Northern Pacific Railroad
was projected. In many respects Jay
Cooke will go down to history as one
of the remarkable men of our time. In
a little church out at Fraukfort, near
Philadelphia, he has a son preaching
to a congregation who can hardly afford
to pay him salary enough to liquidate
his horse hire. So the curious turns
of life are again illustrated in M.
Cooke’s career and in that of the fam-
ily he has raised.

Too Slow.

. The first electric telegraph was put
in operation between Baltimore and
‘Washington, in 1845, Congress having
appropriated eight thousand dollars to
kuep it running for one year, as an ex-
periment.  Of the many amusing ineci-
dents of those early days, one of the
best is the following, which used to be
related by Professor Morse Limself :

A pretty little girl tripped into the
Washington office, and after a great
deal of hesitation and coloring, asked
how long it would take to send to Bal-
timore. 3

Mr. Morse looked at the pretty ques-
tioner with much intervest as he an-
swered :

“One second.”

“Oh, how delightful!” exclaimed the
girl, her eyes glistening with rapture.
“One second only! Here, send this
even quicker if you can;” and Mr.
Morse found in his hand a neatly
folded, gilt-edged note, the very per-
fume und shape of which told a volume
of love.

“I canno’ send this wote,” said Mr.
Morse; “it is impossible.” S

“Oh, do, do!” implored the distracted
girl.  “I have had a quarrel with Will-
iam, and I shall die if he doesn’t know
in a second that I forgive him--I
know I shall.”

As Mr. Morse still objected to send-
ing the note, the girl asked:

“Will you send me on ?”

“Perhaps it would take your breath
away to travel forty miles au hour,”
said a clerk, trying not to smile.

“Oh, no, it won’t—no, it won’t, if it
carries me to William.”

“You could go by train to-morrow."

“But the cars are so slow.”

Mr. Morse now comprehended the
girl's mistake, and attempted to ex-
plain the process of ecarrying words
along the wires.

The girl listened for a few moments,
then rolled her burning note into a
ball and thrust it into her pocket,

“It’s too slow, too slow, and my heart
twill break before William knows 1 for-
give him; and you are a cruel man,
Mr. Morse, that you won’t let me travel
by the telegraph to see William.”

“I am very sorry.”

The girl left the office in tears.

How They Do It in Kentucky.

T had been asleep in my seat in the
passenger coach as the train was roll-
g through Kentucky, and was aroused
by a couple taking the seat in front of
me. I did not raise my head, but made|
out that he was a young fellow of 22,
or thereabouts, and she was a young
girl of 18 or 20,

“Reckon he’s asleep?” queried the|
girl, referring to me.

¢ I'm shore of it,” he replied, after
taking a look at the back of my head,

There was an interval of silence, cut
on the bias and warranted fast color,
and then the young man quericd :

“Glad ye come, Mary ?”

“Sorter, Bill.”

“We's friends, hain't we 2”

“Shore.”
never did keer fur no other gal.”

“Shoo! Now you is funning me.”

“Shore as 1 live, Mary. I wouldn't
marry no girl in our hull section, nol
how.”

“Honest ?”

“I'rue as cucumbers,
Mary.”

“Gilad on't.”

“And mam likes ye.”

“Glad on't.”

“And pap was a saying to me that if
I got mar'd I could bring my wifg
right home.”

“Your pap is good.”

“But I can’t git mar'd, Mary.”

“'Deed, but why not 2"

“'Cause nobody loves me.”

“Shoo! Reckon somehody doy

“No, they don’t. If they did they'd
show it.”

'There was another interval of silence,
bordered with forget-me-nots and ornas
mented with orange blo oms, and dur-
ing this minute I think he seizod her
unresisting hand. 1 think she was
ready to be seized He yprobably
squeezed it as he said :

“!;',“ You reckon somebody does ?”

op.

“Then why don’t they say so?”

“Waitin’, mebbe.”

“Waiting fur wha

“To be axed to say so.”

He was trembling with excitement,
and he could not control his voice a8
he said:

“If they loved me they’d squeeze m
hand, wouldn't they ¢ 1 5

“Reckon they would,”

(Squeeze—zip -gasp.
trall)

“And—and, Mary, if they'd marry
me they'd squeeze agin, wouldn't|
they ?”

“Sure they would,”

(Squeeze —whoop—call np the par
son!)

Then he leaned over and kissed her,
and Cupid danced a hornpipe up and
down the aisle.

AT THE PICNIC.
His pants were light, tho ple was soft,
They met, beneath tho troes ;
Mo thought to rost his wenry
8o straightenod out nt ouso,
Not ono of all that picnie crowd
Who suw him rise again
But thought & murder bnd Leen dono
On the spot where he bad ‘lain,

LrrrLe Tommy—Can T eat snothel
piece of pie? Mamma (who is some
'thlng of a purist)—I suppose you can,
I‘ommz (seeing the vpoint) — Well
may I? Mamma—No, dear, you may,
not. Tommy--Darn grammar, any
way.,

A aARrruLOUS fop, who had annoyed
by his frivolous remarks his partner in
the ball-room, among other empty
things, asked whether “sho had ever
had her ears pierced?” “No,” was the
veply, “but I have often had them
bored!”

Pap likes ye,

Hello Cen-

trame,

"T18 hard to mesmerize oursetves, 1o
Whip our own top; but through sympa-
thy we are capable of energy and ear-
durance, Concert fires people to a cen-
tain fury of performance they cam
rarely reach 8




