
TappingaBee-Tree.
The day after theirexploitin catching thecubbears, itbecameneoessary that Jim andHam-fatshouldmakea tripborne, andhaveaninterviewwith theirmother with regard to thecondition of theirelotbes. What that worthy womanwouldsayto them was somewhatuncertain,andthe facesof theboys lengthened as they ponderedthe■abject.
They went,however. BUI guessed thathis mother would notlet them comeup tocamp again 5 but in this he was mistaken, forduring the afternoon of the nezt day weheard a long '"coo-whoop"downthe trail,andsawbothheading for the shack,driving the pack-

mule, " OldNig,"loaded with vegetables.
They were now arrayed insome oldsuits which they hadout-

grown,and their firstexclamationwas thatthey had foundabee-treeon the waynp.
Itwasnot more than ahundredyards from the trail, they said,

andabout two miles baok from the camp,and they insisted that we
must go with themto" tapit

"
that verynight.

11We'll doall the workI
"

criedHam-fat. "We only wantyoutogo forcompanyand see the fan. We've plannedhow to get it."
A mountain-lionbad harassed the sheep the previous night,and

Billhadintendedto watch for the animal thatevening;but theboyswere sourgent that we yielded and went with them. We started
shortly after dusk."

We took the pack-mule, an aze, and two five-gallon tincans forthehoney. Jim had made a hive oat ofanoldnaii-keg; for they
proposedto get thebees as well as thehoney.

There wasno moon, butthe stars shone brightly, and as the boys
had beenowefulto mark the spot, webadno troublein finding thetree, which was astunted oak, aboat eighteen inches in diameterstanding uponthe very brink of asteep, rocky declivity. To fell the*
tree was out of the question, for it leanedover thecrag,and wouldhave fallen at least ahundred feet before striking. Knockingon itwiththeback of the aze, the boys found that the tree washollow.While Bill and1looked on, the two boys lighteda bright fire at
the side of the tree,and chopped aholenear thebottom, Listening
at the opening, they found that the bees wereonly tenor twelvefeetabove the ground. Jim cut a hols shigh np ashe could reach,
through which, by the light of the fire, wecouldsee masses of clear
white honeycombhanging down almost on a level with the hole.The bees had entered through a large knot-hole about twelve feetfrom the ground. Thishole the boys hadcarefully stoppedupat the
outset.

Jim nowclamberedupand adjusted tha n&il-keg over this knot-hole, propping it up, as he thought,quite securely, with sticks and
poleswhichHam-fatpassedup to him.

When Jimhad arranged thekeganddrawnoat the leaves with
which be bad stopped thehole, both boys set about gathering sticks
with whichtomake a platform to standnpon whilegettingout the
honey.

They alsoplaceda fewlivecoalsin theholeat the bottom ofthetree,and heapedpilesof leavesand rotten woodover them to make* smokeand drive the beesoat.
BillandIsatand watched theirmanoeuvres,not a littleamused.

Their plansseemed to workvery well, for thebeesbegan tomake the
treehum with their buzzing. They weremanifestlypouring through
theknot-boleinto the keg.

Jimnowmounted the platform,and swinging the aze at a livelyrate,soon began to lay bare the finest andlargest storeofhoney thatIhad everseen ina tree.
We had beenjoking the ladssomewhat,not ezpecting that theywouldfind much honey in the tree,and wedoubtedJim's abilily tomanage the bees j but cv ything progressed so nicely up to thistimethat theboys began to aughatus in turn,declaring theyshouldsecure pack-loadof ho ey besidesa largeswarm of bees.
Bnt they were too confident. The treecontained not only agreat amount of honey, but more bees thanIhadever seeninone■warm,andbefore Jim bad half finished chpppiog away the twoorthreeinches ofbark and wood whiobsurrounded thehoney, thekesliterally overflowedwith bees.
BillandInoticed, too, as welayuponthe ground ata safe dis-tance, that the blowsof Jim'saze madethe keg totter, andthat it

was likelyat anymomenttooometumbling downupontheheadsofthetwoboys, who werestanding directly beneathit."Jim,"Icalledout," yourkeg isoverfallof beesI Hadn'tyon
betteritopchoppingand take careof them?""No," aaid Jim, who evidently distrusted my advice, " The
beesare allright,andI'm going tobag the wholenest. Don't fret I"
he added, with a sarcastic chuckle. "Maybe you think we don't
knowhow to tapabee-tree. We'llshow you."

Whack wenthis aze again, but he had not dealtmany mora
blowsbeforedowncame thekegI

Luckily for the boys, it was thrown a little toone by its aideprops,and wentover thebrink of the crag. Abouta pint of thebees
fell downupon them,however,and landedfor themostparton Jim's
head.

They werein astinging mood, andstung fiercely whecevef they
touched. Jimdroppedbis azeand jumped tothe ground, screaming,slapping,and brushing frantically at theback of bis shirt.

Ham-fat faredbutlittlebetter. They:madethehillsecho withtheiroutcries. The hillsalso sohoed withBill's iboute,hotbis wereshouts of laoghter.
It was severalsecondsafter thekeg went over thecragbeforeIheard itstrike. Thenitboundedondownward,thumping andboun-cing, scattering the beesright and left. We found what thwe wasleftof the kega weeklaternearly aquarter ofa mile fromthe bee-tree.
The boys soonshook oft the bees, butwerenot ridof thesintitof theirstings so readily. Jim was half inclined togive itnp, trotHam-fat's temper wasof a moregritty sort. Our laughter hadhurthimmore than thebee-Btings,andhe wasdeterminednow tohave thehoneyat any cost."Laugh away,if itamuses youI" he shouted tous. "Maybe

you think we'regoing togive np,but that's where yonaremistaken.We'll have that honey. Oomeon,Jim, let's finishup thebusiness I"
He and Jim then set to work gathering up damp brushandrotten wood,soas tocreate plenty of smoke, Piling the wetiuelon

the coals of the fire about the rootsof the oak.a dens*smoke wasraised,whichsoondrove awaythe bses which werebussing about.Under coverof the smokeJimagainmountedthe platform,and
succeededincattingawayenough of the tree to enablehim togetat
the honey. They then alearedout large blocks ofoomb, andsoonfilledboth thecans. There wasenough of it,indeed, to have filledseveralmore.

Jim, whosestings no longer troubledhimmuch, wasinclined tojeeratus.
"Halha ! Ton smart fellowsI" be shouted to Billand me.11 What do you think now? You'd like to help eat this honey,*

wouldn't you? But you won't get the chance! We'll pack the
whole of itdown to the ranch, won'twe,Ham-fat?"

'.' Yes, and sell half of it at the store for someclothes. Motherwon'twantsomuch honey."
They brought up themule, andset the large cans,which wereabouta foot square andeighteen inches deep,into arawhidepockets

whichhung from each side of the pack saddle, lashing themfirmlyin place.
While they weretagging at theropesBillandInoticedthatnow

and thena bee was beginning to buzzbyagain.
They flewblindly, in the darkness, alighting everywhere,crawl-ing rapidly about,andstinging too.
The oldmale began to getuneasy. He stampedhis feet,flapped

bis long ears, andshook himself severaltimes. Theboys madeslowprogress."Whoa,oldmule;what'sthematter with you?"oriedJim."It's the beescomingback from thekeg,"Bill whispered tome."Why don'tyouhold themale?"criedJim; for theanimal wasnowplungiog about,and immediately began tokick violently."Ican't holdhim,Jim,"pantedHam-fat. « Something'sgotintohimIOnch1" he ried,slapping at theback ofbis neck. « Thebeesareatmeagain 1"
Thebees werenodoubtmercilessly at workon themule. JerkingawayfromHam-fat,he kicked, reared,and bucked,as only amulecan, till all the fine comb honey was well churned and thrownoverthe tidesof the cans. Then, finding thathe couldnot ridhimselfofhis tormentors, the brute suddenly wheeled about, struck into thetrail,and started for camp at a terrificgallop.
Jim andHam-fatgavechase, fighting off beesas theyran.As soonas werecovered from our laughter,BillandIfollowed.The mule hadleftsuch a trail of honey andbees behindhim that we

founditprudent tokeep to one side. Abouthalf amilefurther onweovertook theboys, whohadsat downto nurse their wounds; forthe bees had stung them prettybadly during this last encounterNeither felt like talking;inspite of Ham-fat's youthful fortitude'thebig tears would gather in his eyes— tearsbe disdained to wipeaway,butoccasionally dislodged withanimpatientshakeof his head.When wereached the shack the oldmule was standingby thedoor,bis ears loppedoverin front,and bis head bowedalmost to theground; while, from the tipsofhis earst6 the endof his tail—pack-saddle,ropes, strapsandall— he was a mass of drippingbonsyI
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pat political prisoners on a different level and treat them in a
different fashion from other and more sordidcriminals. Society Ujustifiedin protectingitself fromarmed attempts at revolution. But
theinstanceofMrDavitt, with whommenand wovenof thehighest
character are proud to associate, is a valuable warning against thefatal blunder which confoundsnecessary precautionswithdegrading
penalties.

AT A CALIFORNIA SHEEP RANCH.
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