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i the durk as they
It ls very cossol

of un, seen dludy
move round our bed
g

In the day we learn our letters und
are troubled because we cantol see

why ktow should bDe koow nod
poadbuw pealm. They tell us it is 50 |
berauss 1t 4 s We are not satisfied
We bty te ) We llke better to

butid litte stone bovses, We can bulld
then: as we [leass and know the res
ol for them

irher Joys, tia, we have
wlane houses

We are run through with & shodder
of dellght whetr In the red sand we
coane of ane of those whilte wax Bow-
ers that e hetwean thelr two green

Jonves flur on the sand We hardly
dare plek them, hut we feel compwiled
o o so, and we smell and smell i

the delight becpies mlmost palon. AL
erward we pull the green leayves softly
fuit prleces to see the sk threads run
[ TR

Besond the “kopje”
groen hniry loaved hushies. We are so
muall 'hey meet over our head and
we slt among them aod kiss them, and
they love us back. It secis as though
they wera ulive

One day we alt there and ook up at
the bine aky and down st our fat Mt
tle knvex ind suddenly It strikos ns:
Who are we?t This I-what ls t? We
try to look In upon eurself, nod ourself
beats back upon ourself.  Then we
gt up lun great fear and run hotme g8
bard as we can. We enan’t tell oy one
what frightened os. We never quite
tuse that foeling of self agnin.

gruw some pale

m

And then o new tme rises
7 years old. We ean rond now, read
the Binle HBest of all, we like the
story of Elijab in his cave at IHoreb
and the still small voles

(One day, a uotabile one, we read on
the “kopie” and discover the fAfth chap
tor of Matthew and read 1t all through,
It 1% & new gold mine. Then we tuck
the Bible aoder crr arm and rosh
bhome. They didn't know it was wick-
ed to take your things agnin If some
one took them, wicked to go to law,
wicked to—- We are gulte breath:
lesn whon we get to the house. We
tell them thnt we bave discovered
8 chapter they never heard. We tell
them whiat It says. The old wise peo-
pie tell us they wnow all about It
discovery s n mare's nest to them,
but to us It s very real. The Ten Com-
mandments and the old ““Thou shalt”
we have heard about long enongh and
don't enre about It but this aew law
sotd Us on fire. We will deny ourself.
Our lttle wagon that we bave made
we give to the little KnfMrs. We keep
gulet when they throw sand at us, feel
Ing, oh, o lappy. We consclentlously
put the erncked tancup for ourselves at
breakfast nond take the burned roaster
¢nke. We save our money nnd buy
threepetive af wbaceo for the Hotten.
tol mail who calls us names. We are
exolically virtuons. At nlght woe are
profoundly religious.  Even the tick-
Ing watch says, “Eterntty, eternity,
bell, Lbell hell™ and the silence talks
of viod and the things thag shall be.

Owvenstonnlly also vipleasantly shrewd
questions hegits to be asked by some
one, woe know pot whom, who sits
somewhere behind onr shonkler. We
Kt ta kobow him better afterwanl
Now we earry the questions to the
growa up people, and they give us nn
ewors. We are more or less satisflied
for the time. The grown up people
are very wise, apd they s=oy It was
kind of God to make hell and very lov-
ing of him to send wen there, and, be
sides, he couldo’'t help bloself, and
they are wvery wise, we think, so we
belleve themw, muore or less.

We are

v,

Then a& new time comes, of which
the leadlng fonture Is that the shreowd
questions wre asked lowder  Wo carry
themw to the growy up pweople  They
answer us, nml we are not satistied

Al new Detweet ue g the denr
old world of the sensos the splrit world |
beglns to poop o amd wholly cloouds it
over. What are the fowers to us?
They are fuvl walthig for the great
burning. We look at the walls of the
farmbouse and the mntter of fact
sheep Krunds, with the ey sunshine
piaylng over all, nmd do nol ses It Bat
we aee A great white throne and him
that sits on It Aroumid lm stand &
great multhiude that no man oan num
ber, harpers harping with thelr harps,
a thousand times ten thousand nml
thousands of thousands. How white
are thelr robes, washed 1o the blood
of the Lamb! And the music rises
hilgher
with s unutterable swevtness,
we, a8 we listen, ever and auon,
sinks on the sweetest,
hear a groan of the damped from be
low. Wa aludder in the sunlight.

“The torment,” says Joeremy Taylor,
whose sermons out father reads aloud
in the evening, “comprises a8 many
torments an the body of man has
joluts, sinewe, arterios, ete, belug
cansed by that penctrating and real
fire of which this temporal fire s bat
n palnted fire.  What comparison will
there be between burning for s hun.
dred yoars' space and to be burning
without Intermission us long as God
s God ™

We remember the sermon there In
the sunlight. One comes nud asks why
we st there nodding so woodily. Ab,
they do Dot see what we see!

A mimsend’'s Vime, 8§ AT SPADY,
thvide me from that hesvesly place
Or shute me up In hell
Ba says Woaloy's byma, which we sing
evening by evening. What matter sun-
shioe and walls, men and shevp?

*The things which Are sven are tem-
poral, but the thiugs which are onot
seen are ¢ternal”  They are real

The Wble we bLoar alwars In our
breast. lts poges are our food We
learn to repeat (. We weep much, for
tn sunshive and in shade. in the early
morning or late evening, ‘o the fek! or
In the Bouss, the devi! walks with us
He cowes to 08 A real person, copper
colored face, bead n little on one side,
forehend knlt, asking goestions.  Re
lisve me, It wore botter to be followed
hy three deadly discases than by bhim.
He s pever silencedwithout merey
Thoagh the drops of hlasd samnd out on
your heart. be will pat his question.
Roftly he comes up (we are only n wee
Bit childi: s It goowd of God to make
hell? Was It kind of him 1o lot one be
forgiven unless Josus Christ died ™

Then he goes off and leaves us writhe
g Presontly he comes hack,

“Do you love him™  Waits s ltrthe,
*Do you love bim? You will be lost if
Fon don't.”

We say we try o,

“But do you?™  Then he goes off.

It is sothing to bls if we go quite

And
as it

Our |

amd rends the vault of henven |

lowoest note, |

e S — ———
——————

| mad with tear at our own wickedness
He asks ot, the goesticuiag devil He
cames othlng whet be saje We loug
{1 tell some aur
ur paln We do0 nat yet know that
the cop of alfietion s wade with such
4 uarrow mouth that only ooe Up can
drisk ot & tYme and that eaclh wan's
clap e tmde 1o mated bis D
| Oope day we iry 1o tell sane one
Thes w s7ave bead s shaken solannly
Imt us We aue wiched very wicked
they say. We ongnt oot to kave such
thoglits, God bs good, ver¥ §u We
are wicked, very wicked, Thal ia the
| comfort we got. Wicked? O Lord, do
| we oot kpow 1t?
| var own eicesding wickedpess tsat is
drying up our young beart, Sliing It
with sand. making all life a dust bin
for us?

Wlhked? We know it! Too vile to
Uve, too vile to die, too vile to crevp
aver this (God's) earth and move
wmong his bolleving men. FHell I the

ter, and there we do nol want to go
| This Is the comfort we get from the
uld,

And ones again we try to seek for
| mumfort. This thne gredt oyes look at
| as wondering, and lovely Httle Hps say:
] “If it makes you so unhappy to think

of these things, why do you not think
of sotnethlag else and forget ™™

Forget! We turn away and shrink
Into ourself. Farget and think of oth-
er things! O God, do they pot under
stand that the matecial workd is but a
flm, through every pore of which
God's awful apirit world s shining
through on us? We keop ag far from
others an we can.

One alght, n rare, clear mooulight
tuight, we kueel lo the window. Ev-
wry obe else s asleep, but we Kneel
rending by the moonlight. It Is n
chapter In the propliets telling how
the chosen people of God shall be car
rled on the ¢ utiles’ shoulders. Suroly
the devil wight lvave us alone. There
I8 ot wueh baodle fr him there, But
presently lie comes.

“Is It right there should be a chosen
people? To him who ls Father to ail
should not all be dear?*

How cay we answes him? We were
tecling so good till he came. We put
ont hetd down o the Bible and blister
| it withi tears. Then we fold our hands
over our head and pray till our teeth
gripd together. Oh, that from that
spirit world, &0 real and yet so silent,
thitt surrounds us one word would
como to guide us! We are left nlone
with this devil, and God does not whis
per to us. Suddenly we selze the Hible,
turning it round and round, and say
hurriedly:

“1t will be God's volee speaking to
us, Lis volee as though we heard ™

We yearn for a token from the lnex-
orahbly silent One.

We torn the book, put our finger
down on a page and bend to read by
the moonlight. 1t is God's answer, We
* tremble:

“Then 14 years after I went up again
to Jerusalemn with Baruabas and took
Titus with me also.”

For nn Instant our imagination setacs
I, We are twisting, iwirling, trying to
make an allegory. ‘Lue 14 yeurs are 14
mouths, we ave Panl, and the devil Is
Burnabas; Tites 8- Then 4 sudden
lothing comes to us.  We are lars
and hypoerites. We are trylog to de-
eelve oursclves. What s Paul to us—
and Jorusalem? Who are HBaroabas

| and Thus? We kbow not the men

Before wi Koow we selze the book,

swing 1t round our hesad and fiing It
| with all our wight to the fartherend
cof the roous. We put down our head

agnio aud weep. Youth and iguorance
| =I8 there anything else that cnn weep
s0o? It s as though thoe tears were
Idrn[lu of blood congealed beneath the
eyelide. Nothlog clse Is lke those
tears. After a long tlme we are weak
with e¢rylng and Ue silent, and by
chance we knock agniost the wood that
| stops the broken pane. It falls. Upon
| oue hot, atiff face n sweet breath of
wind blows. We ralse our head and
with our swollen eyes look out at the
bemutiful still world, and the sweet
wight wind blows in upon us, holy and
gentle, like a loving breath from the
lips of God. Over us & deep peace
comes, a calm, still Joy. The tears
now flow readlly and softly, Obh, the
unvtteralle gladoess! At last, at last,
we have found It! "The peace with
God,"” “The sense of sins forgiven.™

All doubt vanished, God's volce In the
soul, the Holy Spirit 8lling as! We feel

bim, we feel bim! O Jesua Christ,
| throngh »en, through you, this joy! We

| preas our hands upon our breast and
ook upward with adoring gladness.
| Sarft waves of bllss hrml through us
| “The peace with God" “The sense of
| gins forglven” Methodists and reviy-

allsts say the words, and the wocking

world shoots out fts lip and walks by
| smillng—""Hypocrite!™

There are wmore fools and fewer
hypoerites than the wise world dreams
of. The hypocrite Is rare as leebergs
in the troples, the fool common as but-
tercups beslde n water furrow. Wheth-
or you go this way or that you trend
on Wlm  Yon dare not look at your

lown refloction In the water, but you
#ee ope. There I8 Bo cant phmse, rot-
ten with age, but It was the dress of
A living body, none but at heart 1t slg-
nifies a real boadily or mental condition
| which some have passed through,

| After Lounrs and wights of frenzied
fear of the superuniuml desire to ap-
| poase the power ubove,
ing excitoment (n svery Ilnch of nerve
land blossd vessel, there comes f time
when nature canoot eodure longer, and
the spring long bent recolis. We sink
down  emascnlnted Up orvepa the
deadly delicious enlin

*1 have blotted ont as o clond thy
pins and e a thick cloud thy tres

apd will rememwber them wo
mare farever,”

We weep with sodt, transporting Joy.

A fow experience this. Many imag-

.

e they experience It One hore and
there fles alwvst 1. In the waln “the
pece with God, & sense of sins for- |
gleen,” stamds for a certaln mvmal'

and physénl renction 1ts reality those
know who have felt it

And we on thnt moonlight night pl.'lt

down our head on the window., "O
God, we are happy, happy, thy child |
torever! Oh, thank you, God!™ And

we drop asleep

Next morning the Rible we kisaa We
are God's forever. We go out to work,
and It goes happily all day, happlily all
night, but hardly so happily, not hap-
pily at all, the nest day, and the nest
night the devil asks os, “"Where In
your Holy Spirit¥

We cannot telf

8o mooth by month, summer and
winter, the old life goes oo -reading,
peuying, weeplng. pmying. They tell
ns we become utterly stopid We
know it Even the multiplication tahle
we learnmd with s much care we for-
got. The physical world recedes far

ther and farther from wx Troly we |
love not the workl aelther the things |

that are I 1t Acroas the bounds of
sleep our grief follows na.  When we
wake in the night, we are sitting up in
bed wewplng bitterly or find oturself

thalhtwey may share |

In it pot the sease of l

incompare- :uhe place for him who hates his mas |

By grester than even the butlding of |
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that only cost half as muol,
Tested, true (o name, fresh and
reliable. Always the best. Ask
for Ferry's—take no others
Write fur LAN) Hood Annosl
BN FERRY & 00,
Beotrots, Mick.

Extraordinary!

The regular subscription
price of Tar

Independent is $1.5C

And the regular subscripti: n
price of the Wr KLY

Oregonian is $1.50.
Any one subscribing tor T

Indenendent

and paying one year in ad
vance can get both Tagr

Independent

—and WeERLY—

a ferce guivers |

 Oregonian o year for $2.00

their subscriptions for one
year in advance will be en-

i All old subseribers paying
‘ titled to the same offer,

HILLSBORO PUBLISHING COMPANY

‘A POPULAR INK.

DPuvisl's celebrated writing Hukd kept

in mock at the Ixporexpest office b now

uses] w1 the

Post Ofice,

Shute & Vools, Hankers,

Treasurer's ifies, Conrt Homse,

Assessar's O Mee, Court House,

Napl. Schools, Conrt Hense,

T. I & E. B, Tongue, Law Office,
| Smith & Rowman, Law Uflice,
W, Wehrang & Sens, Merchants,
| P. 0. Brown, Farnltare Dealer,
| Hillsbors 'uh. (o, Printers,
Frivale Citizens.

The tuid when et wsed on paper |

ofw beantifol bluish tinge but afler ex-
it will mot
No sedis
ment s loft in the ink well and i1 does

prmtire it tnrns to s jot black,
| fasle in the brightest cun-light,

outside o the moonlight dressed and |

walking up aod dewn and wringing
our hands, and we cannot tell how we
lemme there.  So pass two yoars as men
reckon them.

—

i

not become thick or clotted.

lTry a bottle of it

Paper of all

large or too sm

Rec
Finest line

‘Hillsboro.

_*_:'1‘:[1]1':-:,

all.

We have jus
eived the

of

Paper cver brought to
Try it.

INDEPEN DL\T
Hillsboro, Ore

"uuu & cu :ammem New Ymk

The agents from Portland think this R

is the poorest place to sell paper iu| .
they —ever  saw, Reason:  the WE DO TI{'E_'il

INDEPENDENT has the trade, by pae

courteons treatment and low preest

no o 1deroco

BEST
JOB PRINTING
IN THE COUNTY.

t

»

Prices
Reasonable

Quick
Work

4 g ik ™ c
SINE Soa™ |
S i)

Mail orders prumml\ “attended to.

A FEW
INTERESTING
FACTS=<+

satety 1= conceroed.  Emploveos of
the Wisomsln Centeal Lives a1 paid

o, -
o

operatedd mo ag o make close
tion with diverging lines st al
wWin 'nnltn,

Pullman Palsex Sleeping and Ohair Cams
m throweh traine

Doing Car seoviee anexcellal.  Meals
| ser e a la Cante

first clasn seroice,
Yol @

| In order to obtain this
nak the tivker agent o
ticket over

=l

!
Ml

IHrect comnections ot Chicago a0

watihee far all Kastern points,

For fall information eall on yu“r
ticket agent, or weite

Jas C. Poxwn, orJas. A, Crow o,
Ghen. Pas. Agt., Geoeral Agvur,
-udw,"lm b Sark
il B -t

When people are contemplating o trip
whether on binsiness on please o ey |
naturally want the best servoow ob-
tainabile =0 far on spesd, comfort and

to serve the pablic and our traine are |

'THE WISCONSIN CENTRAL LINES.

arest !

Prices on application

We are still offering vou
the

INDEPENDENT and
WEEKLY OREGONIAN,

one vear for only $2.00.

f‘-" 1tifen the « npl whon, [Purifien 1

B, ar] B1 0

0 C Utl..L!ll:‘) v LEROY, W v
BOLE PADERETORE

lA‘.ddres’us all orders to

| For sale at the Dt Drug Store,

Hillsboro, Oregon




