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THE SUNBEAM.

THE MOON.

Tln‘ moon hu.— u f;u'n kke the cloek in the
hall;

She shines on thieves on the gar

| harbor qu

irks of trees.

On streets and fields o

And birds asleep

I'be squalling eat and the squeaking
mouse,

'l"l(' }“'-'n ]

The hat that Tes in bed

All Jove to be out by the light of the

moon.

{

ing dog by the door of the bouse,

at noon,

Put all of the
day
Cuddle to sleep to be out of the way;
And flowers and children elose their eyes,
Fill up in llu; morning the sun shall rise.
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The lwes were lounging round their
fromt doors or emt in their fr vards,

fier a hard day’s work. The air was full

ed humming.

their peaceful, em

. swert home,” ™
under his breath.
and Honev Sweet were sit

* Home
g ograw
He and 5‘_ 1

ting w

ane, s
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er the trow, e bees

* Be it ever so
like home.” See }
eals seem 1o Jove
sHUppwse l‘u\ -
and green woo -! . W
likely as not some of
chaps loitering round 1t
”lt'l‘l'_ in Bee Row, ]‘i"‘p.t d
tenement in some hollow tree this very w,

1
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while they were away doing their day’s
work. You can’t trus® ‘em!”

* No,” laughed Sylvia, shaking her yel

head, “ seems just as if I see that

<1, buzziest hee winking one eve at
me now ! 11e’s the one that lvii'L.l d out the
bollow tree to run away to, grandfather!”

‘ Raseal I” echoed grandfather, pretend
ing to be angry.- And Honey Sweet kicked
both pink-socked little feet in  delight.
Honey Sweet was only seven m..“.lh old,
but she v'rnn]flrlu s “pre
tends”  She liked to have him scowl up
his forchead like that and shake his fore-
finger sternly at the little bee folks.

“Still; 1T don’t know as we ought to
hiame th- m altogether,” grandfather eon-
tinued, “ for other folks like to get away
for a change nally, you knew—
where there are trees and bees and

“ Grandfathers an” grandmothers,” sup-
pied Sylvia gaily. ‘That's me an’
Honey Sweet an” mother! We like to
every summer, and we've got a ¢ Iome,
sweet home,” too, same as the bee folks
have. Maybe—you don’t €'pose there's a
grandfather an’ grandmother bee, in that
hollow tree, do you, grandfather? If
there is, of course they’ll run away!
Grandfather,”—growing suddenty grave
and practical,—* supposing, just suppos-
ing they should ‘swarm’ this very live
minute, while we're sitting here looking!
Would they fly straight to the woods?”
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“No, puss, probably they’d ecluster
first 5

“ Cluster 2

“Yes, on a twig or branch near the

hive, in a great black, humming, whirling
cluster. They usually do before they fly
off, and lucky # is, too, for us bee-keepers,
for it gives us time to hive them again and
save them, or off they'd be, never to re-
turn.”

“Well, T wish I could see "em doing it,”
ylvia said. But she didn’t mean without
srandfather there, too. Just she and
Honey Sweet alone—oh, no, she didn’t
mean that way! But that was just what
happened. The very nest day it happened !

Grandfather and grandmother wanted
the children’s mother to go with them to
exll on one of the neighbors. Tt was a
1:-'. » and more away, and mother hesitated.

* The baby is asleep, and I don’t want

to wake her up to take her with me, and |

she's very voung to leave,” she said.

“ Not with Nurse Sylvia,” eried grand-
father. “ You ean trust the little midget
with her. T'm willing to trust ail my
and there are hundreds of them!”
langhed Nurse Syivia.
'rm'H' ther. And |

habies,

we bhabies,”

ake care of ‘em,

1 ake bea-oo-tiful eare o' ”nllv}' Sweet,
mother! 1 guess vou've forgotten I'm
“leven vears old, going on twelve!”

So they went, and before they were
much more than out of hearing the bees

Sylvia heard the lond, warning
whir and rear, and saw them come out

swarmed !

in a black, whirling cloud. They were g -
ing straight to the woods—no, they wer:
going te muster—cluster—what was
grandfather had ealled it? They were se
tling down on the lowest lirub of the chest
nut tree.  Sylvia watched them in
tumult of fascination and fear. Suppo
ing, just supposing, they didn’t wait ther
till the folks got their call made! Su;
posing thg  scouter-bees ”” came back first!
Supposing they flew away to the woods
erandfather’s beloved bees!

“ Oh, I must save them! T have to sav:
them!” eried Sylvia in great excitement
But how? Whatever should she do? She
had seen pictures in grandfather’s be
Looks of long bags on the end of long pole
that folks slid up under the black, roaring
whirring eluster.  But where eould she
find a bag?

The baby slept on calmly. The run
away bees buzzed and whirled and finall:
scttled down to wait. But Sylvia eenl!
not rest. She hunted everywhere for
“ bee-bag.” She theught of grain bags and
rag bags and pilloweases, and then she
thought of Honey Sweet’s little long
white slip! There it hung, right on the
clothesline, waving its tiny sleeves at her,
as if to say: ““ XHere, here; why don’t you
take me? T’ save the bees.”

“Why!” eried Sylvia softly, “ I'll take
the baby’s dress! It's all dry and realy.
It's long and baggy, anyway. 1 can tie
up the sleeves and make it baggy.”

She caught it from the line, tied the
little frilled slecves together in a tight
knot and hurried away to the workshop.
There she found a barrel-hoop that she
hurriedly tacked inside the wide hem at
the bottom and there was her bec-bag!”
Oniy it needed a long handie.

“ A broom-handle will do,” Sylvia de
cided. “There, now I’ll go an’ save
grandfather’s bees, it T can,” she added a
little dubiously. Tt was rather terrifying
work, even when you were cleven and go
ing on twelve. You couldn’t help being
afraid of the buzzv, whizzy black mass,
and the barrel you stood on would wiggle
dreadfully, and there was a roaring in your
ears.

But when the home, thers
was Svlvia waitine at the end of the lane
with a seared, white little face, and one
i Toney Sweet’s long white slips full of
Tittle, seared black bees! She had twistes
the “ bag ™ over at the month,
it up safely,
son conld eseape.
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and so shut
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| ished grandfather. “ Tt was pretty "sciting,
' tut T did.” Then a sudden little langh
| twinkled ont all over her little brown face
as she saw how funay the baby’s dre=
looked in  grandfather’s hand, full of
whirling bees.
“ Honev Sweet helped !™ she langhed.-
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