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little boy. I mean, of course,

that his body was very small
=ven for his few years. And as we see
little or nothing of one another ex-
cept our carefully clothed Dbodies, It
Is not strange that we mutually judge
of our glze by them; that is, we do
this unless we are very well acquaint-
ed, indeed. Doubtless, too, this 1s best,
for how it would embarrass some of
us if we were to be judged in another
wiy. Take, for Instance, your.papa's
friend, Mr. Brown, the portly gentle-
man who visits at your house some-
times, and who wears such a handsome
watch  chain, and who talks about
stocks: or take Miss Wheezle, the tall
and stately lady who converses with
your mammae about the latest fash-
fons and says the minlster's sermon
lnst Sunday was “really sweet”—how
do you suppose they would feel if, by
some morvelous change of size, this
world were to be judged by mind or
soul? But, bless your hearts! they
never think of such a thing, more than
the rest of us do; and so we all are
quite contented and cheerfal,

It may as well be admitted, too, that,
a8 hils uncles and aunts sald, the little
boy wag “such n strange child!”  IHis
Aunt Dora, who had five children of
hor own, all so precigoely like the other
bumnn peas in the pod that if one had
olled out it would have been difficult
o deslgninte exnetly which one It was
~~his Aunt Dora, 1 say, even went so
r as to remark that he was “the
strangest ever;” but this assertlon per-
anps should be consldered a trifie em-
phatie, for Aunt Dora underscores the
words of her speech very much as she
does those of her letters,

But the lttle boy was strange; this
diust be conceded.  For example, If you
anude to him an assertion based on an
assertion your father had made to you,
which was based on an assertion his
father had made to him, which was
based on an assertion his—but it Is
necdless to carry the train of argu-
ment further, for about this time the
lttle boy would quite upset yvou by
remnrking, “Yes, but why—" or, “But
doesn’t It seem—," and then he would
sk all sorts of embarrassing ques-
tions; that Is, questions of which un-
fortunately yvou had forgotten the an-
swer,  Of course, it should be remem-
bered that he was too young to un-
derstand how mueh deeper than rea-
son s fulth and how absolute should
be the confidence we place In the wis-
dom of our grandfathers, IHowever,
this has little to do with the story, ex-
copt as I tends to Indieate what man-
ner of child was our small hero,

TIIE little boy was a particularly

The little boy was a great reader,
aud all books, godid, bad, or Indiffor-
ent, that eame to his small and some-
times grimy hands were absorbed by
him with complete fmpartiality,  So,
mueh of his thne he lived in the bhright
Country of Imagination, where are
many wonderful things, Often  his
mother would say to him: *“Now, llttle
boy, you really must put your book
awny, go out, and play In the sun-
shine,”  Then he would put the book
to one slde, take his bow and arrows,
und go to his eave. It was not much
of o enve, belng, In fact, but a hollow
in 0 great onk just within the edge of
A wood; but he imagined that fts dl-
mensions were  tremendous and  Its
secrecy complete, and so, a8 his imag-
Inntlon was ag lnrge as his body was
small, the “cave”™ did quite well for
hig purposes. He had deawn a dingy
c¢loth across the hole so as to conceal
It from observation, and he used to

sny to himsell, as he approached the !

“enve” and gave three distinet whis-
tles to announce his coming to his faith-
ful servitors, that nobody would sus-
pect that the Mysterious Lord of the
Forest lived there; and, Indeed, nobody
would.,  You would be surprised conld
you know how often this retreat was
attacked by wicked bandlts and how
frequently It was assalled by palnted
savages, but It was defended with
grent vigor and always came off with
credit, and even glory, to itself and 8
redoubtable master,

The litle boy went to school, and for
some thme he did not thionk mueh of his
tenchers.  They were a trying lot, he
felt: always asking questlons  concern-
Ing matters that were of no conse-
quence and lusisting on answers that
were equally Irvelevant to the real in-
terests of a boy's life. IHis teachers
sald that he read with expression, but
that they could not get him to take
an Interest in his other studies. His
mother recelved this report with anx-
lety, and his Aunt Do remarked that
she always had sald =0, althongh no
one could remember that she had. The
change In this conditlon of affairs took
place after Miss Hattle jolned the
processlon of the lttle boy's teach-
ers, and by this thme he had grown
=0 large that he was almost ton years
old. Other people might say that there
woere Miss Hattles and Miss Hattles,
but after a few days the lttle boy
knew very well that there was only

mere imitatlons, who had., doubtless
surreptitiously, secured a name of
which they were all unworthy. The
discovery of this transcendent fact
first begun to dawn upon him under
Inglorious circumstances. He had,
with much enare and a purloined plece
of chalk, inscribed on the back of the
boy who sat In front of him the highly
nmbiguous word “DUNSE.” The only
Miss Hattle discovered who was the
perpetrator of the deed, and kept him
after school, After they were quite
alone she sald to him:

“How do you think you would like
to have some other boy write that
word on your back?*

The little boy though, about it, and
then said that be dido't believe he
would eare, for the other fellows would
know It was only a joke anyway.

Then Miss Hattle talked to him, and
she talked o kindly, and so appealed
to the best that was in ‘his chfldish
heart that the little boy sald to him-
self that It was mighty curlous ahout
teachers. Then he looked at her some-
what timidly, or at least dubliously,
and saw how kind was the glance from
the great blue eyes that met his own.
And from that starting polnt it was
only natural that lie should notlee how
lustrous were the curly brown hair
and how pink wera her echeoka  for
even little boys must notlee things,
you know.

Now you who have forgotten the
emotions that sway the heart of elifld-
hood may deem the idea absurd, but I
am ready to avow my convletions, nay,
my complete assuranee that then and
there, nnd while that conversation still
was in progress, the tender passion

unwavering devotion. But that John!
How tired of him she must get!

been in bed and asleep a long time, an
owl came and sat on the limb of the
oak tree near his window and said,
“Hoo-00-0." Ordinarily this would not
have waked him, but for some reason
it did that night; and when the owl

would get up and see where the bird
was and what It was doing. So he
crept out of bed and pattered to the
window, reaching it just in time to
see the owl fly away.

Now yon must understand that by
this time the little boy had grown so
big that he was more than ten and
one-half years old, and, of course,
when a boy has attained that ripe age
he knows a thing or two when he sees
It. So It wiil not be considered sur-
prising that when, as he stood at the
window, he saw two men lurking in
the shadow of Neighbor Griscom’s
house he knew that something was
wrong. When he saw the first man
he thought for a moment it might be
John, who, he had noticed, had a most
repreliensible habit of lingering about
that house until late hours; but when
he saw the second man he realized that
the situation was even worse than he
had suspected.

“They're burglars!" he whispered to
hiwself; “I'll bet they're burglars, angd
I've got to do somethin' ‘bout It
They'll scare Miss Hattle terrible.”

Just what he would, or could, do the
little boy did not know, but he felt
very certaln that he must do some-
thing, and that Immediately. So,
merely stopning to shout, “Buarglars!
At Griscom’s!” to his father, he ran
across the rond as fast as his little
bare feet would carry him. The win-
dow at which he had seen the two men
wias open now, and one of the men
had disappeared, while the other was
two-thirds through the opening. The
little boy -did not hesitate an Instant,

with the yell, “Burglars! Burglars!”

THE LAD PURSUED THE BURGLAR.

first began to stir and make Itself felt
In the brown ecorduroy breast of the
little Loy, Never had he been talked
to 8o kindly save by lhis mother, and,
of course, all things good are to be
expected of mothers, A slmple, boy-
I8h gratitude which stood ready to lose
itself In admiring adoration awoke in
his heart, and did not go to sleep again.
From that time he was Miss Hattie's
[ falthful knlght errant, to run her er-
crands and heed her every suggestion:
'and It seemed to him, as he constantly
lmproved In  hils studies, that her
cheeks grew more pink, her wavy halre
wore lustrous, and her beautiful eyes
more tenderly blue; that Is, It would
|have seemed so had he not known
(that In the nature of the cuse such a
{thing must be fmpossible. He was
very glad that she boarded just across
the road from his father's house, for
this gnve him a perfectly natural op-
portunity to earry her  books home
nearly every nlght, thus lmperfectly
demonstrating his loving adoration.
About this time the little boy began
to bate John with an intense, burning
hatred. . Who was John, aayway, the
great, clumsy fellow? What pight had
he to be hanging about Nelghbor Gris-
com's house, at which his teacher
boarded, partienlarly In the evening?
Miss Hattle was so kind that she tol-
ernted his presence, of course, but his
loutish attendance must be very an-
noylng to her. After the little boy
grew up he would whip John; he would
teach him a much-needed respeet for
the sanctitics of place and associntion.
Oh, that he were grown up now! The
little boy used to feel of the muscles
of his arm and wish that they would
develop faster. Strange that this odl-
ous John never noticed his look of
undying hatred and scorn, but always
gretted him with a cheery, “Hello,
Twofer! How are we to-day?" Some
time he shonld know how we were to-
day! Should he—oh, thought to give
pause to the beating of his heart!—
should he tell Miss Hattle of the emo-
tlong with which he viewed her match-
less charins, and ask her to walt for
him to grow up? No: she might—it
was hardly concelvable, but she might
heedlessly  laugh at him; and what
were life then? Better to walt, and

oune rveal Miss IHattie; the rest were

let her of her own accord observe his

he threw himself upon the leg that
still was without the window, caught
It, and clung to it for dear life.

What followed never has been at all
clear to the boy. He remembers that
there were muttered curses from the
man he held, a dark form that jumped
from the window and ran past him, a
rush of feet while he still valiantly
held to the leg; then there seemed to
come a crush of nll thlogs, and he
was lost In o great blnckness and knew
no more,

When the world enme back to Lilm
Miss Hattle was bolding him in her
arms, Mrs, Griscom was standing hy
hig slde with, a basin of water In her
hand, and his father and Nelghbor
Griscom were holding the rutfian who,
ns he afterward learned, had beaten
him down with a most cruel blow.
Even then he meticed that Miss MHat-
tle's nightdkess was very white and
very pret aad It seemed to him
that, so ro her cheeks were even
pluker, her hair more wavy, and her
eyes more tenderly blue than they
were when she appeared In more con-
ventlonal costome. But he, dismissed
this thought as soon as possible, feel-
ing that to dwell upon the scene which
must be embarrassing to her In the
recollection was a specles of treason
and a departure from that high honor
In which a ehivalrous knight should
hold his lady fair.

There was a time during which the
little boy was very slek. The blow had

been most brutal, and for days his life ;

liung by an uncertain thread, Then the
vitality of youth asserted {tself, and he
gradually found more and more secure
footing on the goodly highway that
leads to health.  How his little ro-
mance, a very real romance If It was
extremely Infantile, grew In  those
daysl  For Miss Hattle called to see
him every day! And such jellies ‘as
she brought to him! And such How-
ers!  And she was so kind and loy-
Ing! And sometimes ghe even kissed
him—ah, how his small heart heat
then! And she ealled him a herao!
He almost made up his absurd lttle
mind that the eventful hour had come,
He would propose to her: he wonld
let her know exactly how a fellow felt;
he would assure her that her evldent

| for i Ah
One night, after the little boy had thought—she might laugh at him. )

again said, “Ho0-00-0," he thought he |

i she would walt a decade or kwe
I him. But—again the hateful

that “but!” His heart turned faint,
"and he did not propose.

Quite fanciful and impossible, 18 l;!
I tell you that there Is many a bald-
headed and supremely dignified fath-

! er of a family who need turn but a few

leaves in  memory's book until he
reaches a page wheren {8 written the
story—ol, of course, my dear sir, &
very absurd story—of a time when he,
too, an awkward, shambling school
boy, was tremendously in love \\‘llll.
some sweet-faced, gentle-souled wo-
man, anywhere from ten fo twenty
years his senior, whom, having small-
est conception of the real meaning of
marriage, he hoped to marry some day,
it she would be good enough to wait
for him; to whom he would have pro-
posed such a blissful waiting but for
an inexplicable fear of her laughter.
Jones, Brown, Robinson, how Is It?
Honestly, now. Why should we hes-
itate before the confession? What un-
fledged love In life Is more beautiful?
—no touch of grosser passion about
it; wholly ideal, unselfish, and sin-
cere.

With the little boy entirely recovered,
it seems almost a pity not to terminate
the story, but there Is one other Inci-
dent so directly conuected with It that
it probably shonld not be omitted. It
was In the long summer yvacation, and
the little boy now had grown to ex-
tremely big that he was nearly eleven
years old. Tor several days he had
seen little of Miss Hattie, who appear-
ed to be very busy and preoccupled
and kissed him only in an absent-
minded way. He had notieed, how-
ever, that John was not hanging about
neighbor Griscom's house as much as
usual, and was glad to feel that at
lnst he was learning his place; it cer-
tainly was time!

On a certain day he had visited the
Griggs hoy, who lived quite at the oth-
er end of town, and when he returned
his father and mother, were crossing
the road from XNelghhor Griscom’s.
The little boy wondered why they were
arrayed in thelr best, and so he asked
them:

“What you been doing?”

His mother smiled as she answered:

“We have been attending a wed-
ding.”

“Whose wedding?'

“Can't you guess?”

“No,"

But a great fear had selzed upon the
heart of the little boy even before lils
mother replied:

“Well, we attended the weding of
Miss Hattle and Mr, John,"

The mother smiled again, How was
she to know, how was she even 1o sus-
pect, that the irom had entered his
soul? Without saying a word, he left
the room, sought his little chamber,
and here threw himself upon lis bed.
So this was woman's love! This was
the woman's constancy! ~This was all
that her kisses meant! For his heart,
e never would love again. And that
Jolin, too! Well, the woman who could
be econtent with such a love could
never have been worthy of his own.
[t had been a fortunate eseape for him,
ie sald. Ah, we are human, and grapes
are sour, even when we are but three
feet high,

In an hour or two he was playing
one-old-cat with two other boys, He
would hide his crushed and broken
heart; and, besldes, he sald to hime
self, what he had rend In a particu-
larly fascinating book, that It would
be dishonorable to continue to love
the wife of another, Fortunately, the
tragedies of youth do not strlke deep,
but they leave a mark on the lives
we lead none the less on that aceount,
His mother watched him for a time
as he played, then turned to liils fathor
and sald:

“What do you suppose made him
act 8o queerly when I told him about
the wedding

His father, who had forgotten a thing
or two, responded:

“I ean't guess,”

And as the little boy never told a
soul the story of his first love, even
Miss Hattle herself never having the
slightest idea of the real state of the
case, the reader must decide for him-
gelf, if he can, how 1 came to know
80 much about it.—Publie Ledger and
Philadelphia Times.

Motion for a New Trial,

It Is told of the late Senator Matt
Carpenter that one day while chatting
with friends in o committee-room the
conversation turned on the relative
merits of religlous seets, Nearly ey-
ery mewmber of the party belonged to
some church and there had been an
animated discussion, Senator Carpen-
ter pacing up and down, listening in-
tently enough, but Baying not a word.
"What church do you belong to, Oar-
penter?” asked one,

“I don’t belong to any,"

“Why don't you join ope?

“I don't want to. None exactly suits
my views."

“What one would you Join if you
were to feel forced to a cholee m

“The Catholle, by all means,”

“"And why the Catholic?"

“Because they have g purgatory, and

thnt |8 a t“lltlun fm' L new t "
01]11\ ha l l‘."'.

and faithful love would not be In vain

A SURPRISED Pl'l\’sitl.m.

A Dying Patlent Recovers T'“'“'li
Interposition of a Humbie

Chicago, Nog,

fome weeks ago Dr. G——
reputable and widely known pp,
living on C—— street, was calledy,
tend & very complicated case of y
matism. Upon arriving at the}
be fonnd a man about forty y,
age, lying in 8 prostrated and g,
condition, with his whole frameg ga,.
ougly affected with the painfy
ease, He prescribed for the ih
but the man continued to grow
and on Sanday evening he was fyg.
be in a very alarming conditiop,
zneed and elbowe and largep i
were greatly inflamed, and could
moved, It was only with gy,
diffienlty that the patient ey
turned in bed, with the aid of tyy,
four persons. The weight g
clothing wae go painful that megp|
to be adopted to keep it from th
tient’s hody.

The doctor saw that his aggig
wounld be of no &vail, and left the
the members of the family fo]jpd
him to the door, weeping, Almogy
mediately the griet stricken ongs
addressed by a humble Germap,
had heard of the degpair of the fy
and now asked them to try his reme
and accordingly brought forth g by
of 5t, Jacobs Oil.  The poor wifs
plied this remedy. The first ap
tion eased the patient very much; g
a few hours they used it again,y
wonder ol wonders, the pain yapig
entirely! Every esubsequent appl
tion improved theé patient, and ip
days he was well and out. Whayi
doctor called a few days after hg
indeed surprised.

Standing Up for His Rights,
“Get out of here!” growled &
larvae in the cheese rind, as the we
songht to make an entrance.
“But why,"” protested the we
Ythere is plenty of room for ue bk
“Where's your skipper’s licons
asked the larvae, haughtily.—Judgs,

French Like a Native,
Merritt—Why, I speak French lik
native. In convereation with ono &
them the other day, he gsked me i

waen't born in France.
Cora—Doesn't that go to prove,

dear, that the French are the polit

people in the world?—New York Tims

B —
| WANT TO BUY FOR CASH

Chicken, Duck and Geese feath
erg.  Address

C. G« SMITH.
10th and Davis 8¢s., Portiand,0r

()
§~ S 000000000000 000000

SDEEED |

[

ars planted by farmer
ana gurdiner wlio has
topped experimenting. ¢
‘g: 8 L0 puy ; rl\!iuu.mm
“Ty's nn rea
| more at 1‘5 hnrl;ui A
lors. 1008 Seed Aunual
o d free to all applicants,
= M. FERRY & CO.,
Detroit, Mich,

P YR SIEL
~sOWER}

%7/ phuottds br
o gurnttt, RIDER AMD
hﬁ’u&"{ﬁm&m_ﬂﬂplﬂ'ﬁ OR
130k FORA ¢ ATALOGUES FREE .
SHOWING FULL LINE OF GARMENTS ANDHA

A.J.TOWER CO..BOSTON.MASS.

OR. G. GEE W

WONDERFUL
HOME
TREATMENT

This wonderful Obk
nese t:'loctnr "I‘: cnlled
Ereat because he
poople without opeee
tion that are given
todie. He cures
those wondorful Chr
LS nese herbs, roota, bud

barks and vegetabis
that are entrely &
A known to medical sk
ence in this country. Through the ase of (hos
barmless remedies this famous doctor K
the netion of over 500 di e it remedios, W
hesheoesstully uses In different disenses
FUATADLOES 16 cure caturrh, ssthms, |
thront, rhetmatism, neryvousness, stomads
liver, kidnoys, etc.: has hundrods of test!
als. Charges moderste, Call’ and see hi
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TATION FREE, ADDRESS il
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How often you scold without eauge!




