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THE EVENING STAR,

—

Mnns the grassy slope | sit,
* _ And dream of other yeurs;
My heart is tull of soft regrets,
¥ exyes ol tender tears.

The wild bees hummed about the spet
The shieep-bells tinkled fur,

Lart year when Alice gat with me
Beneath the evening star,

The snme sweet star is o'er me now,
Around the same solt hours:

But Alice moulders in the dust
With ull the last yenr's flowers.

1 wit alone, und only hear
wild bees on the steep,
And distant bells that seem to flont '
From out the lolds of sleep.

—Riewanny Husny Sronnano,
FAME VERSUS LOVE.

BY FLORENUE REVERE PENDAR,

“It eannot be!"

As these words fell from Helen Arm-
strong's lips she arose from her seat—
an old overturned boat—aml moved
slowly toward the water's edge,

For a moment her companion—a
man of perbaps twenty-five—hesitat-
ed; then he joined her, repeating:

“It cannot be, Helen? Burelv yon
are not in earnest.  You love me—
have you not saul it?—and yet you
refuse to become my wife!”

“Edwin, —"

“You did not mean it," guickly in-
terrupted Edwin  Bennett, adding:
“Come, darling, why should we not be
happy?"” and he drew her hand within
his arm,

For an instant she let 1t rest theve,
then slowly but firmly she loosened
his clasp, as she said:

“For two years yon and Ihavebeen
friends. In that time did yon ever
know me to change my mind after |
had onee decided upon anything?"

“No, but—"" answered her com-
panion guickly, while she, unheeding,
goes on with:

“You know the one great desire of
my live is to win fame as an artist,
Conld I do this as your wife?"”

“Why not, Helen? Would 1 not do
anything in the world to help vou?"
eame the proud nanswer, as Edwin
Bennett bent his eyes fondly upon the
fair face beside him.

“No, Edwin; n= a wife I could never
hope to atvain fame.  Marriage brings
to woman o many cares that there
ig very little time left over for other
work. Ishouldnot wake you happy.
1 ehould be constantly longing for my
old, free life.”

“Ifthat is all T am not afraid to
rick my happiness, Helen,” answerad
her lover, a more hopetul look lighting
up his handsome face.

*Think how for five years,” con-
tinued Helen, “I have worked with
the one end in view. My home, yon
are aware, has not been particulurly
agreeable.  Uncle and annt are kind
in their way, and have always let me
have my will about painting, provid-
ed it did not cost them anything., As
for love or sympathy, you have seen
how much they have yvielded me.”

“Been and felt for vou, Helen, God
knows., And now that I will make
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dream, you will not; amd yet you do
not deny your love for me.”

For a second Helen's eoyes rested
longingly upon the face of the man
who loved her so dearly; then into
their dusky depths crept an intense,

assionate longing, as they swept the
worizon and noted the glorious splen-
dor of the setting =un, while she ex-
claimed:

“0h, Edwin! Tf T could only repro-
duce that sunset just us itis. If 1 on-

Ay could?” . i
6 With an impatient =igh he turned

awny.

*Always her art, never me; rvrlmpn
ghe s right after all, It would always
stand between us."”

Bhe, aot noticing, went o with:

“If it would only stay long enough
for me to cateh thosecolors, but no,
1t is fading now."”

Turning, Helen found her companion
had left her side, and stood a few
yards away,

“Edwin,” she called,

In an instant he was bLeside her,
everything forgotten except that she
was the woman he loved.

“I wanted to tell you how good Mr.
Hovey is. It seems he was acquaint-
ed with poor papa years ago, when |
was o baby, and therefore feels quite
interested inme.  Youhave heard how
he praises my work, and last night he
proposed—"" .

"f’ropoaul!" exclaimed Edwin Ben-
nett, hotly. “Why, vou don’t mean
to say the old man actually had the
audacity to ask vou to marry him?"”

“How ridiculous. How could vou
think of such a thing?' answered
Helen, o ripple of laughter escaping
from between her pretty teeth as she
continued;

“No; he proposed, if 1 were willing,
to send me to Italy for two yvears, he,
of course, defraying the greater part
of the expense. He said when 1 be
came fnmous I could refund him the
little amount if 1 wished. Was it
not generons of him? Just think, two

ears at work among the old masters,

‘hat could I do then? It would he
such a help to me. Onecan live very
gimply there. My little income would
do, with care, 1 think."”

“And you would go?’ As Edwin
Belinett asked this question a look of
paly crossed hix face,

“Why not?" came the reply, as
Helen raised her eyes guestioningly
to her eompanion.

“Nou say you love me; and yet {nn
would put the sea between us, Helen,
wait; I will work hard and earn
money enoughto takeus bothabroad.
Do you think I could deny you any-
thing! You should paint to*your
heart’s content, from the old masters,
or anything else you pleased. So long
a8 you were happy, 1 should be.  Per
hape [ might turn painter, too, some
day, with you to inspire e, he ad
du{. siniling slightly.

*1 do not doubt your love for wme

BEdwin, but T shall never marry. 1im
tend to devote my life toart, Aea wife
it would be impossible for me to do xo.
1 should be hindered and trammellal
in & thousand waye, Believe me, 1
have thought very earnestly of all
this, and [—-"

“Helen, when 1 eame to spend my
vacation here at Little Rock, so asto
be near you, [ said to myeelf, ‘Now
you can ngk tne woman vou loveto be

our wife, and know that you have a
Kome to offer her.! For vour sake 1
wish I were rich; but I am still young,
and with the good prospects I have, |
do not see why I shall not be able be
fore many years to give my wife all
she can wish,"”

“It iz not that, Edwin. I should not
love you one bit more il you were n
millionaire,” interrupted Helen, glan-
cing reproachfully at him.

“Helen, my holiday is over to-mor-
row. | must have my answer to-
night." The worde eame somewhat
sternly from between Edwin Bennett's
lips,

Mechanieally, with the snd of his
parasol, Helen Armstrong traced on
the glittering, yellow sands, “Fame
versus Love!” Then, as she became
aware of what she had Jdone, she
sought to efface them. Too lnte. Bd-
win Bennett's hand stayed lLiers, as,
lmintillg to the letters that stobd out,

e anid, hoarsely:

“UChoose!"

For a second she hesitated: then,
slowly came the answor:

“I accepted Mr. Hovey's offer this
morning. I amto gail in a week,”

Spurning her hand from him, Edwin
Bennett crisd ont passionately:

“Godtorgive you! 1 cannot!” Then
without another word, he turned and
left her.

A fnint cry of “Edwin” escaped her
lips, asher arms were held out implor-
ingly toward him. They then fell to
her sude, and she, too, turned and
went slowly across the sands in the
opposite direction. If he had looked
back and seen  those ontstretehed
arms how different their life might
have been; but no, he plodded angrily
along the shore, glancing neither to
the vight nor left.  Little by litile the
waves crept up and Love was drown-
ed, while Fame still stood ont bold
and clear upon the yellow sands,

Ten years have come and gone sinee
Helen Avinstrong and Edwin Bennett
parted on the shore, and during that
time they have never met. Helen had
won that which she had striven for,
She hadd become an artist ot renown.
Even royalty had been pleased Lo com-
pliment her upon her art.

For the last month one of Helen
Armstrong’s paintings had been on
exhibition at the Academy of Design,
and crowds had beendrawn thither to
see this last work of the celebrated ar-
tist, The subject was simple, nothing
new, yet visitors r«.tm'nm{ again and
ngain to gaze at it.

It was the last day of its exhibition,
when a lady and gentleman leading a
little girl of perhaps 3 vears by the
hand, passed into the room where the
painting hung.

“Oh! i=n't it too bad there is such o
crowd; I wanted 8o to see 1t,"” ex-
claimed the lady; to which the gentle-
man replied:

“We wili look at the other pictures
first and come back again; wrhaps
there will not e such a rro\\'q\ then.'”

An hour or o later the gentleman
and lady returned; then the room was
almost deserted, except for a few
sotmlfivey Hero and There. 10 Was just
about time to close the zallery.

For u few moments they stood in
si'ence before the painting; then a lit-
tle voice said:

“Baby want to see too, papa.”

Stooping down thegentleman raised
the pretty, daintily-dressed cohild in
his arms.  After gravely regarding the
picture for a sgecond, the little one
asked:

“Ix zay mad, papa

“I am afraid one was, pet,” came
the low answer, as Edwin Ben-
nett softly Kissed the fair cheek of his
little givl. Then his gaze returned to
the painting,

A stretch of yellow sands; dotted
here and there by huge bonlders, and
piles of snowy pebbles, ngainst which
the overhanging clifis looked almost
black. Gentle little baby waves rip-
pling in toward the shore, while ma-
jestic purple-hued, silver-edged clouds
seemed floating en masse toward the
golden, arimson-barred sun that flood-
ed the sky and water with its warm
light.,

In the center of the picture, where
the beach formed a cure resembling a
horseshoe, was anold boat, turmed bot-
tom upward; some few feet off, the fig-
ure of & young man, apparently walk-
ing hurriedly away. Although the
fuace was not visible, the gazer felt
that the man suflered; and the glorions
sinset was this day naught to him.
Perhaps it was in the tightly-claxped
hand, the veins of which stood out
like great cords; or, maybe, in the
man's apparent total disregard of hix
surroundings,

To the right of the picture was the
figure of o young girl, trailing a para-
8ol in the sand, as she appeared to
move slowly in the opposite direction
from hier companion.  Only a little
bit of o delicately shaped ear and a
mass of glossy braids showed from be-
neath the shade har, but one could
readily believe that the pretiy givlish
figure boelonged to an equally attract.
Ive laco,

About half way Dbetween them,
traced upon the sands, were the words,
“Fame versus Love.”'

“In it not lovely, Edwin?" and Mrs.
Bennett laid her hand npon her hus-
band's arm as she added

“Yet how mad it somehow seccins.
Lean't help feeling sorry for them. |
wigh I could see their faces I feul as
if I wanted to torn them roond.”

Clasping the little hand that rested
so confidingly upon his arm, Edwin
Bennet inwardly thanked God for the
gift of his lair young wile, as he said

“Come dear, they are commencing
to close up, Baby's tired, too.”

“Esx, me's tired. Baby wants to
tiss mama,” hsped the child, nolding
out her tiny arms,

Husband and wife failed to notice a
lady who stood near, gazing ata
painting. As the pretty voung moth
or stooped down to receive her baby's
kisses, which the little one lavished
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on cheeks, lips and brow, a deep,
rearning look gathered in the stran
rmly'- oyes and she turned lluutir;
nway,

“Oh, Edwin'" exclaimed his wife as
they passed the silent figure in hlack.
“Wonldn't it be nice if baby should
grnw up to bean great art ist like this

liee Arimstrong?’

“tfod forbid, Annie. came the sarn-
est reply, followed by “let her grow
up to be a troe, loving woman, that is
all T ask.”" The lady's hand tightened
ite held upon the banek of & settee as
the words reached her ears, but she
did not move yntil they were out of
sight, Then 1ifting her veil she went
and stood before the painting that
had won such fame. Tears gathered
in her eyes as she gazed, and with the
words, “I will never look at it again,”
she, too, passed out of the building,
and in her own handsome carriage was
driven home,

Seorn shone in her dark eyesasthey
fell upor the costly works of art scat-
tered in lavish profusion about her
luxuriously furnished apartments,
Hastily throwing nside her wraps, she
crossed over to a mirror. A very
handsome face it veflected. Not look-
ingthe thirty years it had known.

Helen Armstrong—for it was she—
had heard of Edwin Bennett's marrage;
heard that he had  sueceeded in
business beyomd liis most ranguine
expectations; heard that hiswife was
one of the loveliest and gentlest of
women, and that Edwin  Bennett
idolized both wifeand child, Thisday
she had seen them.

Then ecame the thought that she
might have stood in that wife's place;
she, too, might havehad those baby
Hps pressed as lovingly to hers; bat
she Lml mt it from her. She had
chosen Fame versus Love, If she
could only go back to that day on
the sands, how differently she would
now act,

Turning wearily away from the
mirror, she exclaimed, bitterly:

“Too late, Helen Armstrong, As
you have sown, so must you reap.”
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Gen. Butler Talks out in Meet-
ing.

General Benjamin F. Buutler being
in New York looking after Miss Mary
Hoyt's interests in the Hoyt will con-
test, n Tribune reporter asked him if
he had rend Warner's compromise
silver bill. The inguiry lead to a long
talk, in the course of which the Gener-
al said:

“I howve grandchildeen who will live
to =ee the Vanderbilts and the Gonlds
taken out to the nearest lamppost
and hung in the most scientific and
skillful manner.  After there has been
bloodshed we shall settle down again
for a while.  These money kings see
the dangers already. But they do
not see the remedies.  When I was a
candidate for President, Gould said
Butler must bedriveninto theground.
He couldn’t see that it was hetter for
aman of considerable wealth and a
family and property interests to beat
the head of the masses, and able to
control them. MHe only saw in the
background the torch of Communism,
as he thought. Some day a real red
Communist will lead these men, and
then he will see the diflerence. Every
man is a Communist now, in the eves
of thes bvrarnremiity,” Whio ™ preaches the
equality of men. Christ wasthe Com-
munist of Jerusalem. As the head of
the labor element I conld have settled
this whole railroad question as no
other man could settle it.  The mis-
take I made in running for Prisident
was like running against a stone wall,
I knew that the people in all ages had
failed themselves in every important
origis of importance to themselves, It
is the history of the nges.  But I was
fvolish enough to think that the peo-
ple had grown wiger and better; that
the world had progressed in the diree-
tion of human knowledge and under-
standing and power of concentration.
I thought the laborers of the new re-
public were wore intelligent. They
are not intelligent.  They were afraid
of me because [ had a little property.
They were just as foolish as Gould,
But that is not all.  Nine out of ten
of them would sell their votes for $2
apiwce. lwas a fool to think that
this age was different from any other.
Experience has now taught me the
saine lesson as history,
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An American Woman in an Ital-
fan Insane Asylum.
Washington Special,

A report received at the State De-
partment from the American consul
it Genon, Italy, contains theelements
of a first class romance. The Consul
writes that on August 28 he visited,
in company with a friend, the asylum
for the ingane which stands on the
ontekirts of the city. Before leaving
the building he was informed that one
of the patients, an Awerican lady, de
sired tospeak tohim, Someobjection
was made by the officers in charge,
The patient, they said, was very vio-
lent, and it would be better to disre
gard her wishes if it were not desirahle
to bring about 4 scene.  But the con
sl persisted, and in the interview
which followed satisfied himsell that
his fair countrywoman was no mope
insane thon bimself, Hedemanded her
release which was not eflected without
some ditficulty. The consul doscribes
her nd being very pretty and about
twenty-five yvears of age.

The lady’s story is that she married
her husband, who proved to be o titled
adventurer, in one of the lurge Eastern
vities about two yearsago. Her fath-
er settled upon her an annuity of §5 -
000 a4 year. Shortly after their ar
rival in Genoa her rnun-lmml decoved
her to an insane asylum, where she was
placed under restraint, though in oth-
er respects Kindly treated, Her hus-
band llm.ll averted suspicion by inform-
ing his wife's parents that she was too
ill to write.

The lady is now én routeto America
with funds furnished by the consul.
Her husband led trom Genoa upon the
announcement of her release, and has
not been heard from since,

His First Experience in Bee-

keeping.

A.P. Atbott writes Westorn Ru-
ral: 1t was a hot, sultey morning in
the middle of June. The fog which
ot daybreak weapped the earth in its
mizty folde soen began rvising and
flonting away in huge fleecy clouds,
leaving every now and then an opening
through which the sun drove its early
cut firry rays, And as the birds'
songs came floatingout from the thick-
ly diessed trees, they seemed half
drowned in the laden atmosphere,

“If this fog clears away without
rain, you may look tor ten swarms to-
day. 1 wish I did not have to go
away, for I'm afraid you can't hive
them all,”

To explain the above quotation:
we were keeping about fifty swarmsof
bees, and to«lay lather wasobliged to
go to town, and I was the only one he
could leave to attend to the boes,
And you who are lamiliar with bee
keeping, know it i& no small job for
one manto take care of an apiary of
that size, at that time of the year,
for it i« then that the bees are in the
midet of swarming time, So after
father had eaten hig breakfast and
given me a short lecture onafow of the
bees' private tricks, and hiow to get
them into the hive, hetook his depart-
ure, leaving me to my fate.

Evervthing wentonlovely till ahout
nine o'clock, when the sun rolled out
from behind a dense clond, nearly
wilting things with its heating rays,
This was more than the bees conld
stand.  Andxoon aswarn began com-
ing out at a fearful rate.  Itseemed to
me as though there were a bushel of
them, and that there wounld be none
left in the hive. And after they had
gone through with the general ceremo-
nies in the air, they lit on a limb bt
a few feet from the ground; thus mak-
ing it easy to get them down. The
first thing Was to prepare myself to
hive them. Fipst, hmt ona veil to
keep them out of my fave, then
crowded a wool hat down on my liead
to keep them out of my hair; then put.
ting on a good warin pair of mittens,
I proceeded to hive them. 1 will let
the reader imagine how comfortable 1
felt. I first produced a blanket and
gpread it out beneath them, then
placing my hive on it, I gave the
Ewarm a quick, hard jerk which
brought themdown in front of the hive
all ina heap. 1 then watched closely
for the gueen bee; for strange as it
may seem, the entire swarmis govern-
ed by this one bee. Soon they began
running into the hive like a flock of
sheep, by which I knew the queen had
gone in.  And \iunl as I was thinking
about getting into the shade to cool
off, my sister, whom 1 left to watch,
informed me that another swarm had
started,

This one geemed to be more ‘high
flown’ thun the preceding one; for in-
stead of lighting down where it would
be easy getting them, they lit up a
maple about thirty feet from the
ground, and now comes the most in-
teresting part of my story; and some
of the readers may deem it 2omewhat
humorous, but I realized nothing of
that sort. 1had by this time come
to the conclusion that I'd rather run
the risk of getting stung than to wear
a thick pair of mittens when the mer-
ciiry stuod ninely atove, 8o drappiog
them I commenced preparing to get
down the swarm. And getting o large
rope and a saw [ tricd my hand, or
rather, my shins, at climbing the tree.
And after o great deal of pufling and
scratehing 1 reached the desived limb:
and after stopping to breathe a few
minutes, I commenced hitehing out
astride the limb in order to tie my
rope in the desived place. 1 had
scareely done this when erack! went
the limb up close to the body of the
tree, and 1 stavted, as | supposed, for
the ground; but fortunately it broke
but half way off and left e hanging
head downward. It took me but a
short time to change ends and get back
to the trunk. But the worst of it all
was, my shirt had, in the fall, got
pulled wbove my pants, and a bee hal
taken advantage of the situation, and
was crawling upon my ribs. 1 had
read that an InAiulwouldlieutill while
a caterpillar mado-his way slowly over
his body; but to fet an angry bee go
buzzing along on the bare skin, took
more nerve than I possessed. 8o quick
a8 thought, in fact quicker than
thought, for if I had stopped to think

I would not have done it. I gave him |

an_wninendly =lap which of course
ended in our coming out abont even:
for though I took his life he left his
sting over my fifth rib.

At last I got them down and into
the hive, and as I did o, I Hung my-
self on the ground in theshade of some
neighboring trees, hut my stay inthat
position was brief.  For it seemed
that I had hardly tonehed the ground
before | was on my feet again, nor did
I seem as Milton has said, “and in his
rising he seemed a pillow of =alt,”
For I arose more like a dancing Jack
than a “pillow™ of any sort. It seems
there were several bees (I did not stop
to count the number), collected at
lust, the mght position on the seat of
niy pants to be where 1 could aid
them in stinging me when | sat down.
They had ondoubtedly been some-
what roiled when the limb broke, and
now were going to pay me for my
trouble, I had said while hiy ing the
latter swarm. that I would not hive
another one if they all went off.  But
atb this last performance 1 beegne
somoewhnt t'mﬂml myself, and vowed
they would all go into a hive if I per-
ished in the attempt to put them
there.  And nine ol the ten swarms
futher had predicted swarmed, and 1
fultled my declaration. It will with-
out doubt be useless for me to adid
that 1did not do wuch sitting down
for a few days.

The Boston Commercial Bulletin
cohtained an interesting article on
the foreign apple tradeof this country,
from which it is learned that last veur
Borton exported more apples than
any other American port, :-lai}_- ing
JOH BOG  bhls, against 256,332 Lh!.~
from New York and 130,104 bhls from
all ports in the British provinces,

ANEW VIEWOFAMERICANS
Our Barbarous Bdives Meon as Through a
Complimentary Sir Mubert's Glassns,

Lord Ronald Gower's Reminisconcos.
“Not being & personnage, and not
enring to appear in a white tie and
fine linen every evening, and having
wished to see the social life in the
American city not as a guest but as &
traveler, I think I can more impar-
tially judge of what would be the im-
pression made on a cosmopolitan
than had I traded on- being an Eng-
lishman with a handle attached to my
name, as probably most Britishers
with such an impediment would do,

I mixed with all classes, in the street
car or omnibus (which inits American
form I8 ns superior to r London
‘bus s i a Pumi* vietoria
toa ‘wowler'), in the Union Club
—the Travelers' of New York—and
in a palatinl steamer of the river Hud-
son, to which steamer and to which
river we have nothing to compnre in
the Old World, Wherever 1 went |
found all vinsses of the Americans not
only eivil, put highly civilized, as com-
pared clavs for class with the English;
not only amiable, but, ns a rule kind
and courteous, and, with rare excep:
tions, well-informed, well Lired, and
having more réfinement of manner
than any other ple I have ever
come nmongst. What struck me es.
pecially in New York was the inva-
riable civility shown by all classes of
men to women, whether the women
rustle in silk or wore linsey-wolsey or
homespun; however crowded the car
or the foolway, room was at once
made for a  lady. Does not this
somewhnt contrast with the sor
ly, grompy ineivility that is shown
to the fair mex in our public
cartinges and streats? This politeness
18 not, as in & neighboring country to
ours, mere lip and eye civility, but
arises, 1 believe, from o mutual and
intuitive good breeding from which,ns
I #aid before, the Americans of every
class are endowed.

“For mustance, if oneentered avoom
in a club or hotel, one was not met
by those assembled with a ‘Who the
Dagh i« this person whom none of us
know? and what the Dash does he
here?’ sort of look; nor, if one entered
into conversation with some one in o
railroml car o1 steamer, was one greet-
ed with that truly British starve which
in this country of insular prejudice
and arrogant asswmiption, conveys as
plainly ax words the question, ‘What
the mischief do youn mean by speaking
to we withont an introduction?’

“My experience has been in America
that if yon nsk nservice from astranger
it is wecorded readily, without con-
descension or fuss; that among them
is little of the snubbish wish to appear
to those we do not know as greater
people than we really are, little of that
disgusting patronage of mauner that
prevails in this country among the
richer classes, and none of the no less
disgusting eringiness of manner which
as greatly prevails anmong our trades-

wople, and which makes me for one
weitate before asking my way in the
etreets of a well-dressidd man, orenter-

ing a shop where one will (if known as
‘a good customer') be received by a
mealy-monthed mortal all smiles and
grimaces, who will think that he will
mare reatlly sective 8 patchaser by
showing some article ordersd by my
Lord This or my Lady That. On the
contrary, the New York tradesman or
khopkeeper receives vou with civility,
but without any of that eringiness of
manner which seemps to me little less
insalting than actnal ingolence; he will
allow you to look ns long as you like
at any of the articles his shop may
contam, nud will be equally civil if
yvou purchaseor if you do not; but he
will not rub his bhands and coutract
his features into a leer, and il you
were to how him your superiority of
rpsitim\ hy affecting: to look down on
um as beng ‘only a tradesman,” he
would probably show you that there
is something more in being & citizen of
agreat Repoblic than mere sound, and
that although you may fancy your-
sell & superior being from  not
being a republican or a shop
man, he might be able to prove to
you that one man is asgood as anoth-
er.

“1 mixed thug with all classes, and
spoke to all with whom I eame into
contact, and in no single Instance did
I meet with anything but perfect eivil-
ity—the eivility of equafs, which is,
after all, the truest, | admire with
all my heart this people, our brothers,
who, although we have for g0 many
yeurs prestined to treat them as poor
relations, are in some forms of con-
mon courtexy and general politeness
tar superior 1o ourselves,

[ grant that the Americans we meet
on the Continent of Europe are often
offensive in manner and give n very
unfavorable impression of their coun-
try both to foreigners and to English-
men; but, believe me, these nre theex.
ceptions."
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Putting on Style,

Dr. Lansdell, the famous missionary
wis warned when entering Bokhara
that conventional clerical garb
would not imipress the natives with o
proper sense of the wearer's import-
ance. “lhng’ he related,
square college cep.
elaborate example of a sort

his

“the red
I also had n very
of Per
sian waisteont, which T had purchased
as a curiosity. | had also, a8 o Free
mason, my royal arch collar and
apron and severnl Masonie jewels,
Before entering Bokhara I put on my
doctor of divinity's hood, mv Persian
waistcoat, my royval arch collar and
npron, all the Masonie jewels which
I am entitled to wear, and. fastening.
iy little traveling Bible to my royal
arch collar, was presented tothe dep
utation sent out to receive me, They
were a very dazeling crowd, in gorgrous
attire, They received me with great
distinction, and 1 rode in at the head
of a very gallant procession, one of
the wonders of Bokhara; and 1 think
I smiled frequently as I thought of the
appearance | wade and contemplated
the evidentwenration | created.”
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GAMBLING ON THE OCEAN,

Land Eharks an the Deep Mue Son-Ta-
dien Who Take » Mand,

From the New York Mall and Exprena,
An importer engaged in  busiiees in
White street, this ¢ity, who has cross-
ed the ocenn at least twice n year for
the Inst quarter of acentury, was met
during the past few days on his. re-
turn from Europe, He is a veteran
traveler,"and is alwaye on the look-
out for stirring incidents and any-
thing of a novel character., “We had
an exceedingly pleasant run after
leaving Queenstown,” he said, but I
can't say the trip will be cherished
with pleasant recollection, by every.
body who wasabonrd, Inthesmoking
room poker was the order of the hour
throughout the entire voyage, and a
party of New York professionals
whose faces are familiar to ocenn

travelers, made a pile of mon The
vrincipal victims  were Englishmen
bound to this country on business or
pleasure. Two gentlemen, who said
their destination was Texas, lost all
their ready cash,about £8,500. They
took their losses good-naturedly, and
seemed to regard them a= of no con-
rofessional

sequence,’”
lpla;m
cern of the ships?"!

“Are these
known to the o

“I ecannot concelve how the officers
ean beignorant as to their real charne
ter. Regular can_ point
them out as soon a8 they strike the
deck of n ship. They are always well
dressod sunve in their manner, and to
all appearance, perfectly reckless in
the expenditure of money. They or-
der the most costly drinks and the fin
ost cigars, and as they can make them-
selves quite agreeable when it xnits
their purpose they are rarely at a loss
for vietims,"

“Are they themseivea not likely to
become the vietims?"

“If luck sets dead inst them, o
that their cheating dem failto work
nE Ay ha.prn on rare oceasions, they

lay very low until the tide turns,
1w professionals are always ahead
on the whole voyage, sometimes by
tens or thousands of dollars, On the
trip here a young English lieutenant,
who was going to visit friends in Can-
adn, nnd amiddle-aged gentleman who
had interests in the west, were passen-
gors, They fell into the toils of the
gamblers on the first day out from
l*twmmmwn. and before the close of
the third day both the Britishers re-
tired from the poker table looking
downhearted. 1 learned that the
lientenant, who had £1,000 when he
started from home, had nothing left
but o draft for £100, His travelin
companion lost heavily, but resent
any attempt to draw him into cons
versation on the subject. These are
but isolate instances of what occurs
onalmost every voyage. Since publie
gnmbling has been stopped i many
of our large cities, the gnmblers have
teken to the ocoan, where ule;i_lply
their trade with great suceess, wey
are to be found on every ship, and as
they are surrounded by mien with
money and plenty of leisure time, they
invanably reap a rich harvest.'

“Are the gamblors ever interfered
with?"

“Very rarely, but sometimes they
are squelched. An amusing incident
ocenrred un the voyage to Liverpool.
Two bright young American women
and two well-known gamblers, who
were said to be their husbands, were
booked ns passengers. Soon after
leaving Bandy Hook, the ladies began
to make themselyes very agreeable to
wpome of the male passengers, to whom
they managed tosecure introductions,
They drank wine and smoked eigar-
ettes. Next day a game of I:uker was
utarted, and the lndies took part in
it. At first it was a game with small
stakes foramusement, but soon it be-
came sevions, There were five at the
table, and in a juck-pot which con-
tained some 800 it came to the turn
of landy No. 1 to deal. She ripped
and shufled the cards deftly, while

leasant conversation flowed freely,

0 the gentleman on her left she gave
three kings; to lady No. 2, whio sat
next, she dealt the pine, ten, jack and
queen of clubs; to the player immedi--
ntely on her left #he bestowed an ace
full pat; to the next gentleman three
sevens were given, while she herself
took an indifferent hand and fell out,
The first player opened the pot for
$5; lndy No. 2 stayed in; the third
player raised it £10; the fourth saw
the raise, as did also the first.

“It then came to the turn of the
lady., Bhe saw the raise and wens
$100 better, which all hands saw,
Lady No. 1 finished the deal. To the
grntleman on her left she gave a pair
of fives, which made his hand a King
full; to her amiable sister she dealt the
vight of clubs, which completed lier
straight flush, The third playerstood
his hand, and the fourth received a
seven and queen Lo his three sevens,
Betting started at $10, was raized $50,
then $100, and went on till there were
several thousand dollars in the pot.
The two gentleman who held the full
hands dropped them when the pace

grew too hot, and finally the four
sevens called, and the lady rn.knl“iu
w

the pot with an innocent smile,
Hki”l of the dealer in handling the
cards was the talk of the ship. It
came to the ears of captain, who or-
dered the ladies to keep their state
room during the balance of the voy-
n.fe. The two brilliant females and
their alleged husbands are black-listed
by the agents of the line on which they
displayed such talent.”

A dirpatch from Canajoharie says:
“For several months Miss Mary Beek-
man has been on a sick bed, and she
has frequently said that sheseemed to
feel something moving within her. Af-
ter eating she was always attacked
with retching, and the other day a lit-
tle squirming animal was found in the
bowl. It was black, had anoval body
large as a copper and lege very long
uuH slim. It looked like & toad, and
when thrown into the canal it proved
to be an adept swimmer, Itisthought
the lady will recover.




