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Bquire Hart looked the young fellow
over keenly,

“Mem!" giving hin pudgy hand to the
cliwp of the long, thin one extended In
groeting, “Ralph Heed, oh? Aul what
do you do? Football, 1 suppose, like
thee reat of these donkeys!”

Heed Inonghed good humoredly,

“No, Mr, Hart, 1 wonldu't stand the
ghoat of 0 chnnes o 4 rash, 'm on the
track tedm,"

“He's the ehnmplon sprivtor, papa,”
tuterposed 1lale eagerly. "He won tive
poluts for the blue In the Intercolloginte
oontest )"

Her fother frowned ol ber entbusk
nsm, and Ieed's thin, brown face cobk
ored,

“Yon ought to run,” grumbled the
syulre, continning his examination of
the younge fellow; “you're bullt like =
groyhound or n grasshopper!”

Rewd, ontwardly ot ease, flnched o
wardly under the sguire's keen serutd
ny, His compaet with the pretty Elsle
wotld bo null and volil without her fa-
ther's consent, and he felt that his ath
letlc eareer wis n detrlment In the
eyes of the older man, He was not ot
all encouraged by the remarks that fol
lowedl,

“I don't belleve In " |Fllt‘|tli,'.
“Hoys ko to colloge to study, or ought
to, and they make a buslness of some
Kind of foollsh play. 1f those football
follows,” polnting to the three other
young men who were his dsughter's
guests for the speing vacation, “had to
work onehinlf as bard sawing wood or
plowing, they'd think they were terrl
bly abused. "

Sote ohe ealled Elste, and she hur
rled away, giving o pleading glance at
Ler lover which be lnterpreted ns coun-
seling him to patience,

“And as for running."” continved the
squire, with Increaning choler, for he,
too, had scen the pleading glance, “as
for runuing. why should a man of ordl

“Bppose 1 biteh 1o “my (60 ana
take the load down for you," suggested
the squire, “It's all level after we pase
my howas  You ean lond yours down

Bit s, Petty Bartlett, and hold on
tght, playtlly addressing the Letle
glel perched on the seat. "My horses
are frisky, youn kuow.”
Bartlett lnd locked the wagon wheals
preparatory to making the descent, but
an the aquire lifted the tongue for the
othor horses to be hitehed fn the lock
chaln snnppod and broke and the heav-
Iy loaded wagon started down the hill,
He shouted to Bartlett, who, ham-
pered by the four hornos, lost s head
and only bawled, “Whoa, Hart, whoa ™
Hart held on to the tongue and
braced back with all his strength, but
desplite his efforts the wagon went fy-
fng down the hill Mke sn engine on
down grade,

“Hold on tight, Betty.” the squlre
manoged to sereatn, .
He knew that If ke dropped the
tongue the wagon would be tipped over
fostantly snd that there would be
amall chanee Indeed for the life of the
chlld; so he too “held on tight” and
rn as If feelng from death,

“Go on, horny," cried Betty, In great
glee; “'go foster!™ {1,

The squire couldu’t spare bréath now
evon to gronn.  The heavy wagon, with
a ton of rock behind bim, crashed and
roared, bounced over the rough places
In the road, struck fire from ctt stonés,
and the man ran till his legs seemed
merely rags Muttering In u ferce wind,
Almoit at the foot! [If only he conld
hold out a few seconds more! And then
be tried to close his eyes—for there,
crosalng the road, directly in the path
from which he dared not diverge, was
u lttle soariet elad fgure drawing a
child's cart!

Bobby—-his own little Bobby!

He tried to pray, be tried again to
close his eyes, nud then a streak of
blue dashed by Lim, the scarlet spot
was enught up and rushed to safety!
He Jumped Instinctively when be
reached the little cart, and It was
crushied to pleces under the thundering
wheels,

He had reached the level. He could
feel the slackening of the terrific speed,
but he still ean on, miles it scemed to
him now, before he could stop the de-
mon that was forclug him onwnrd,

“G3o on, horsy! Gldd np!” erled the
lusatlnte Betty as the squire dropped
lmp to the ground. “You can be my
horsy now,” she remarked compla-
contly to the frst of the young men
who reached the side of the exbavsted
squlre.

They quickly Improvised a stretcher
from the blankets and earried the un-
cousclous mnn to the bouse,

He opened his eyes after awhile apd
looked anxiously about him.

“Robhy’s all right" sald some one
quickly, “and the little girl—and—and,
I guess, éverybody."

“Ralph!” gasped the squire,

“Here | nm, Mr. Hart," bending over
him,

“I am glad you ean run,” falatly.

“S8o am I, Mr, Hart," feelingly. *“1
feared you were golug to run over me,
mom_n

“Weo'll have to concede yon to be the

| champlon sprinter!” cried one of the

other men, “That wus a pretty long
dash, sure enough!"
“Ralph mupst yleld the palm to you,

THEN A STHEAK OF BLURE DASHED DY MIM.

uary cournge care to excel as a ronner?
Running I8 an accomplishment for cow- |
ards!"

The blood rushed to the dark face,
but Reed spoke quletly and cour-
teously.

“There are things to run for as well
as, things to run from, Mr, Hart, and 1
Lhope I'd not bo lacking If a test of
cojirnge came to me."

L) . L] L] . . .

1t wad o merry party that roamed |
over the flelds and through the woods |
searching for the earllest spring flow-
ors; that rode and drove and sang and
danced.

Young Ieed and his fair hostoss car-
ried heavy hearts that made gayety an
effort and Inughter a mockery. The
squire hiad refusad to sanction thelr en-
gugement, to listen to any suggestion |
or to make any promises for the fu-
turo,

ST walt he snld grimly, "untll you
buve shown that you can do something
bosldes run!"

| country,

squire,” ndded another jovially,

The squire shook his head feebly,

"He--he 'achieved' It,” he whispered,
his eyes on Ralph's fine face, “but It—
it was"— He sighed wearlly.

“It was ‘thrust upon you,' you mean,

+ squire,” understandingly.

The squire smlled grimly In aecgqul-
escence.

Cromwell's Durial Place,

The thirty acres of this great ceme-
tery (Abney Park) Include the site of
another Jarge old house nnd fts
grounds, Fleetwood House, once the
residence of General Fleetwood and
his wife, who was Bridget, the daugh-
tor of Ollver Cromwell. This sight Is to
the right of the avenue, and there one
summer dag, among older and plainer
tombstones than those of the Abney,
or opposite, side, I saw men mowing
the long gross and presently came up-
on & mound inclosed with an fron rall.
The mound Hself was covered with
fvy, but trimmed so that one could
rand on # red granite slab the words,
"“Thils mound was a favorite retirement
of the Ilate Isanc Watts, D. D."” Tra-
ditlon says he loved that mound be-
chuse from It he could see the open
It Is now hemmed in by
Liouses, but the mound 1s still golitary,
Another tradition tells of a rumor cur-

| rent soon after Cromwell's death to

Apparently oblivions to the sports of | the effect that the Protector's body
ihe guests ut Hart's Holm, the squire | was not in the coffin that was burled
bad kept n keen eye on them all He | with regal pomp in the abbey, but had
rither admired the dogged pertiacity | been secrotly brought down to his
witl wiilel teed took his dally run of | daughter's house nnd 1aid to rest where
three or four miles over the country ! now Is the mound.—Chelstlan World.

rouds, e smiled greimly when he saw

the young fellow start out as If for a |
walk wearing a long raincoat over his |
running togs, |

“Doesn't mean to glve uny unneces- |
snry offense to the ‘crewel parient,'”
ehuckled the squire appreciatively, “but |
intends to have his own way just the |
FUme,

111 be eather gulet and lonely at the
house tomorrow,” solllquized the
pquire a8 he drove along, sulffing the
freah, clear air of the bright spring |
morning. “The lads and lossles all go
todoy. I wish [ hadn't been quite so
gharp with Elsle and that young tellow, |
He geems o fine, manly chap, But what |
on eirth does he want to run for?" end- [
Ing {rritably, “Hello, Bartlett, what's
the matter with your horse?"

He bad repched the top of a long,
stoop hill, and overtoken o uelghbor
with & heavy lond of rock, :

“Stepped on n stone that rolled, and
gone ua lme a8 A lnzy man's excuses,"
Bartlett . answoered charncteclstionlly.

POINTED PARAGRAPHS,
So ls

Experlence 18 & great teacher,
a real estate boom.

The more a man knows the less he
admits to knowlng.

All of us can't be In the same bont.
If we wore, we'd sink It

Let the other fellow bLnve his way
as long as he only wanuts to talk.

Blectlons and marvinges are
allke. There I8 nothing the enxulidnts
will not promise beforelinnd

If you are going to
rels, do It Hkewn muan—give thew (o thy
vietim's face nnd uot Lehlnd his Laek

Nothing makes a man gutie g0 (1
patured as to be expocted to be Swite
fal for something that dors ot plons
him.

Thore I8 a great deal sald about love
at firat sight; not much said abont thw
hatred at first offense, which 15 more
sure.~Atchison Globe.
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Cook Tells of the Desperate Strug-
gles He Underwent In
the Work.

SURPRISE FOR HIS WIFE

——

Before He Was Through It Had Be-
come Necesary to Turn In
a Fite Alarm

[Copyright, 1006, by C, F. Sutaliffe.)
HE other evening 1 heard Mrs.
Bowser suylug to Mr. Bowser
that It was time to put up Oy
scroens and asking him If he
wonldn’t send wp a carpenter to do the
work,

“Not on your life!” he exclalmed ip
reply.  “There are twelve windows andc
tweolve fly screens to fit them, A ear
penter would be about six days, ar a:
expense of £3 o day, putting them up
while I can do the work In one hour.”

“But when you put them up last yea:
you got mad and broke a clotheshors
at the back door.”

“Never! You are thinking of somn
other mun and some other house, Ney-
er got mad and never broke n clothes
horse, In a day or two I shall put the
screens up myself and save the §18."

Mrs, Bowser sald no more, 1 think
she was Intending to get o man to do
the work and pay him out of her own
pocket, but the next afternoon while
ghe was out shopping Mr. Bowser

ALL OF A SUDDENX THE HOUSE S8HOOK.

eame home, It was at about § o'clock
and when I looked surprised he ex
plalned:

“It's all right, Saral, Business lsn't
driving just now, and I'm home to put
those sereens up, They are up in the
storereom, 1 suppose ™

“Yos, sir, but they need to be dusted
off. 1 am lroning today and can't belp
you."

Sarprise For Mr. B

“Never mind the dusting, The style
this summer Is to have fly sereens ook
ns anclent as possible, Mrs, Bowser
out, eh? Well, I'll hustle the screens
up and give her a surprise,”

He wis Into his old clothes and bring
Ing the sereens down In ten minntes
If ench screen had ever been marked
for a certain window the marks had
been painted out, and Mr. Bowser had
to go by guesswork. He began witb
the parior windows first. [ heard him
knocking and banglng and pounding
awny for a long time, and then he
called from the head of the basement
stalrs:

“8arah, I want you for & moment.”

When I got up, there he stood In o
dramntie attitude pointing to one of
the windows with outstretched arm,
and the red was coming and going
his face ond peck,

“Do you see (17" he hoarsely whis
pered as he still polnted.

“l see that tue screen Is short for
the window, sir"

“Yes, yon see it is all of six Inches
too short, \Why? Answer me why."

“Beeange you've got the wrong sereon
for the window.™

“Beenuse elther you or Mrs. Bowsor
bas sawed slx inches off the top to
baffle me! Don't wll me that a {iy
sereen can shivink six Inches In o season
or that window frames can lengthes
the same distance. By Joln, bat"—

Found Right Sereen.

I pulled the sereen out of the win.
dow and after n moment found the
rlght one and replaced it and returned
to my work without a word, He Jook
ed after me, and [ heard him mum
bling undér his breath. He got the
other sereen In after a good deal of
banging, and then he started to i
those In the back parlor. I knew that
the serects he had down would neve
fit, but It wasn't my business to btmtt
. He moved the chairs around and
banged at the sashes, and all of a sml
den the house shook. [ ran upstales
to find him on the floor with ene of his
feet through the wire sereen,  He was
that dazged that he'let wme help him up
but no sooner was he on his feet than
hie shouted ot

“By the seventeen pipers, but I
have gore (or thls, Woman'—

“1 nm not Mrs. Bowser, sir," I said
as he triad to Kick the screen off hls
low,

“gut you heiped her to put op this

Job to nwmauifnnte me,"

"‘m one bas tried to nesnsslnate you,
have

A et R o

screens are for the baek bedrooms up-

stairn?

He sat down, brenthing hard and
glowerlng ot me, and [ ran up and got
the right serecus and fitted them 1o o
jifty, He felt ashamed of his displuy
of temper and stnrted In to tell me that
he didn't belleve 1 was in the conspit-
aecy to saw Lis Jeg off, but 1 did not
stop to lsten Lo the whole of It. A few
minutes Inter I bheard him going up-
stairs, putting each foot down as Ir
stawplag off snow, and then all was
qulet for teu minutes. | then felt It &
duty 1 owed 1o Mra. Bowser to go ur
and rescue him. He had torn dow:
curtalus and pole from one of b
front windows and moved both be
and burvau in his efforts to fit Uk
kitchen door to a window not half its
glge. He was looking aronnd for some
living thiug to pour out the vials of
bin wrath on when he eanght sight of
moe and burst ont with:

“1 was Just ahout to eall you. Do
you deny that you have gone and
tacked un extra plece on to this sereeo
in order to spite me?"

Needed New Palr of Eyes.

“Haven't y m got eyes In your head””
I asked, “1f 1 had a brother ten yeurs
old who conlidn’t tell the difference be
tweern i sereen door and a window
screen I'd get o palr of glass eyes (o
Nm.lu

“Are you claiming that that s »
sereen door”” he whooped.

“0t course It ks, 1sn't It two feet toc
long for ‘the window? Ian't there pan-
els to 17 Law't there a handle on 17
I'm ouly a poor glrl, sir, with a re.
peade:d mothor and a fellow with o
glass eve for a bean, hut T ean tell an
elephant from a wouse.”

I be Banged if you ain't righe”
he sall, with a smile. after taking ¢
Jong ook at the i “1 suppose ¥
must have been thiuklng about tri!
fng the house and vt for a chicke
farm. You necdn’t weution the ok
dent to Mrs, Dowser, Thouvks for ¢

Ing up. 1 am sure ] can mannge
others.”
As 1 went downstairs I left hin

whistling 2oy ammd fsellug better, 11
got the screens Into the windows after
balf an hout's strunz ont |
his trylng to make them it bottom & ¢
up, and then lie came dewn {2 foe
kitchen with the sereen door.  He had
pecoverad o Dc ooty sl
celt, and he d!da't mind upsetting the
clotheshore vh] the 3
throngh. 1 watchel him ns he stood
the door un. It was D alde down,
He stood baek and sorveyed it and
gl Jue pas ar ) mme
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wis a mystery that Dr. King's New
i
Pleswint of Magnolin, Ind, l
pills that are guaraniesl to give per=
fect sutisfaetion to everybody or mum_fl
refunded.
drug’ store,
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For sale for 25 ¢cems, or

on receipt of price, by

A Mystery Solved. ,‘

“How to keep off periodic attacks a!!
pillousiiess and  habitual oonstipation |
Afe Pills solved for me™ writes John S.l
The uul_\" :

Only 25¢ at Charles Rnami
aug |
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* THE UNION GAS ENGINE COMPANY
+ Marine and Stationary Gas and Gasoline Engines. o
s WE ARE NOW FILLING ORDERS ¢
. US FOR PRICES AND ILLUSTRATED .
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C. F. WISE, Prop.

(Coneluded on page 6)

Choice Wines, Liquors Merchants Lunch From hl

and Cigars 11:30 a. m. to 1430 p am. i

Hot Lunch at all Hours a5 Cents &30
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ASTORIA OREGON

Doctors Say ‘“Use D.D.D.

- TWO PREACHERS TESTIFY T v
how their physicians showed them the way to cure
from awful skin trouble. Many patients now find
that theic physicians prescribe D. D. D, and credit

is due these doctors, for of course they could collect
larger fees by writing out their own prescriptions,

Ind., Fob. 8, L.

No More Eczema! siipz==-"i Instant e Dlardia
P there s retief from that awful, swiul ftoh. |
The best authorities are now that D. D. . We Carefully Investigated be proven Lo Ummnm-uun_m
works on the oaly sclentific prinolple of curing Lhs shin  !t2 mevita before recommendiag It in  of o free bottle. Cut out this ad and
ths skin. A harmiess extersally used liquid ©%%ova. We veuch for D, B, B direct 1o the D. D, D. Co., 115130 Michigan
that kills and removes the germs of skin disease. CHARLES ROGERS, 26 ahwmw mw
l“ n:; :w: "u:‘wa 'll;:he n:l:nd ﬁr; Pl-'ild‘:ﬁltls DRUGGIST long ;::‘ had It and they 'Fm
c?.:s. exercise, bathing, clothing, ete. prepald & Sﬂﬂf Iﬂ'l'll[
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G/He MORNING ASTORIAN

| 18 OUR FIELD, AND WE COVER IT.

Our field is the district tributary to the
mouth of the Columbia River. We pene-
trate into all the outlying districts, into
lumber camps and isolated neighborhoods.
The business of these places belongs to

you, and it is worth going after.. .Space in
THE MORNING ASTORIAN is reason-
able; contract for some and let these out-
siders know that you are still in business at
the old stand. You may have a “‘grouch”
but that won’t get business; forget it.
Let the people know what you have to sell;
they may ‘‘forget’’ or have ‘‘forgotten’
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THE ONLY PAPER ON THE LOWER
COLUMBIA HAVING ASSOCIATED
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