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Capital Authorized. .82.000.000
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Agerncies in all principal peints in On-
tarip. Quebee, Manitoba, United
States and England.
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Alse a Humber of Horses for 2alo

il

JOHN CLARK

DURHAM, o ONTARIO.

P

For

Machine O1l, Harness Ol
Axle Grease and Hoof
Ointment, go to

S. P. SAUNDERS

The Harnessmaker,

" he had the colic.
' know what ailed him?
' Eve that she had been sticking the baby
full of pins. He didn’t even know enough

qul ..
Wanted

The highest price In Cash or
Trade for any quartity.

Custom Carding and Spin-
ning promptly attended to and
satisfaction guaranteed.

A LARGE assortment of Tweeds,
Yarns, blankets and Flannels al-
meys in stock. Ready-made Cloth-
ing of the latest design’kept in stock.

Eresh Groceries always b
stock at the Lowest Prices.

S. SCOTT,

DURHAM, ONT.

wit’: hard, ssubborn
' and harshly, but gradually and tenderly.
| &3 much that
' a udl full of romance and
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® (p THE MOSTACHE §
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We open our eyes in this living wor i
around us, in a wonder land, peopled
with dreams, and haunted with wonder-
f.1! shapes; and every day dawns upon

us in a medley of new marvels, YWe are |
avwwakened from these dreams by contace

iacts, DOV
bright and beautiful
waonder, passes
avay with the earlier Fenis of life, that
by the time We are able to earn our frst
s.lary we hold in our hands only the
crumpled, withered leaves of childhood’s
simple creeds and loving superstiviens.
vear after year, the inconoclastie hand
of earnest, real life, tears from the lofty
pedestals upon which our loving Iancy

5
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had enshrined them, the gods of gold
that crumble into worthless clay at our
feor. We live to lose faith at last, in

 Puss in Doots'’; we cease wesp oOver
the sad tragedy of
comes & time when we can read S ATR-
bian Nights'' and then go 1o bed without
a tremor; with one heart-breaking pang

lnst we give up darling “*Jack the
Giant Killer,” and qeknowledee him O
he the fraud he stands

not long after that we
Willinm Tell as & nacional jayth, and
then we come to know,
thas orthodoX sheolozy has caitzht 18 ©0
the contrary, thal Adam  was

{irst

‘Cock Robin''; there |

rudely |

confessed; it 18 |
jenyn tolook upen |

in =pite of all |

not tho |
man—that raisea & mustache. Adam |

wits 00 ald—when he wWas horn—to Care |

very much about what our grander and
eradually  developed
the crowning [aeial ornament.
patural human  idleness
periectly natural bhuman
Lept oo busy ralsing
nnder his lip, to think
erew above it 11
never raised

11108 e
And after his
got him into
trouble he was
something to Pt
mueh what
Adem wore i mustache

i¥

ahois

ho

se Tt raised its irseil. =t devolved itself
out of its own inner consciousness, like
a primortdial gernh ir grew, like the
wvepds on his Iarm, in spite of him, and
o torment him. Feor Adam had hardly
ot his farm reduced L0 kind of turbu-
lent. weed producing, Eranger firhting,
recular order ol chinzs—had seareely
cottled down to the quiet, happry, care-

iree, independent lide af a jocurnd farmer,

nothine under the canopy to molest
or make him afraid, with evervthing on
the plantation going goothly and lovelily,

with

with a little rust in the oats; aricy
worm  in the ©Grn; Colora:io  beetles

and down the potato pateh;
out worms lnying waste the ctucumbers;
curculio in the plums and berers in
apple trees; a Dew kind of buz that he

ayarmine up

#
the

didn't know the name of desolating the
whent ficlds: dry weather bul ning  up
the wheat, wet weather hiighting the

corn; too cold for the melons, oo aread-
fully hor for the strawberries: chickens
dring from the pips hows being gathered
to their fathers with
inz away with o complieation of things
that mo man couic remiember;
getting along as vooll as could be expect-
ad. with a little spavin, ringbone, wolfl
teeth. distemper. heaves, blind staggers,
eollar chafes, saddle gulls, rolic now and
then. founder occusionally, epizootic
when there was nothing else; cattle go-
ine wild with the norn  ail; moth 1N
the bee hives; snakes in the milk house;
moles in the Kitchen aarden—.Adam had

eivilization |

| answer.

cholera: sheep fad- |

horses |

just about ot through hreaking wild |
land with a crooked stick, and setoled |

' minded work answo

down comfortably. when the sound of
the boy was heard in the land.
Did is ever ocour to you that Adam |

was probably the most troubled and
wworried man that ever lived? We have
always pietured Adam  as
lonking man; a puzzled looking granger
who would sigh ity times a day, and
=it aown on a log and
finzers through his hair whiie he won-

4 CATe-WOrn |

p—

run his irresolute |
| wood to last over Sunday,

dered what under the canopy he was go- '

ing to do with those bors, and whatever
was woing to become of them. We have
thought too, that as ol
parent asked hims21f
eave it up. They riust have
of constant
him. ror
hoys Thil
ence with.
the neighborhood who had any hox, with
whom Adam, in his moments of perplex-
ity, could consult. There wasn't a boy
in the country with whom Adam’'s boys
wore on speaking ferms, and with whom
they could play and  fizht Adam, you
see, labored under

rronlile and mystification 1o
TOI they were the first
numanity ever bad any experi-

e

ried man and the father
He had never been a  boy himself, and
what could he know about boy nature or
boy troubles and pleasures? His perplex-
ity beman at an earty date. Imagine, if
you can, the celerity with which he
kicked off the leaves, and paced up and
down in the moonlight the first time
little Cain made the welkin ting when
How should Adam
He couldn't tell

to turn the vociferous infant over om his

face and jolt him into serenity. If the

fence corners on his farm had been over-
grown with catnip, never an idea would
Adam have had what to do with it.- It
is probable that after he got down on his
. knees and felt for thorns and snakes or
rats in the bed. and theroughly examined
Cain for bites or scratches, he passed

him over to Eve with the usual remark,"

“There, take him and hush him up, for
heaven’s sake,”” and then went off and
sat down under a distant tree with his
fingers in his ears, and perplexiiy in his
brain. And voung Cain just split the
night with the most hideous howls the
little world had ever listened to. It must
have stirred the animals up to a degree
that no menageria has ever since at-
tained. There was no sleep in the vicinity
of Eden that night for anybody, baby,
beast or Adam. It is more than probable
that the weeds got o long start of Adam
the next day, while he lay around in
shady places,
disturhec, perhaps, by awinl visions of
possible twins and more colic.

When the other boy came along, and
the bovs got old enough to sleep in a

+he most distressing |
disadvantages that ever ppposed o mar- |
of o family. |

ten as our esteemed |
+his conundrum, he |
been o source |

And there was no one elze in |

- teeth, were focused.upon you!
and slept in troubled dozes, |

bed by themselves, they bad 1o pillows |

to fight with, and it is & meral impossi-
bility for two brothers to go to bed with-
out a fracas. What comfort could two
boys get out of pelting each other’ with
- fragments of moss or bundles of brush.
What dismal views of future humanity
Adam muct have recelved from the
 glimpses of criginal sin which began to
5 elop itself in his boys. Bow he must
bava wondered what put into their

| angel's wings than he

1

|.

heads the thousand and one guesiions

with which they pii«i their parcnts o v |
after day. We woncer what he tho 11

when they first began 1o srring pucs-ye

on the cat's tail. And *when nigar cum=

shara was no hired gizl to keep zthe Lot

| quiet by telling them ghost stories, @i
Adam didn’t know even S0 much os o0

anecdote.

Cain, when he made his app2uics~
was the first and only Poy in the (nir
voung woold, All his edeeation depei
on his inesparienced pareitts, W0 aal

never in their Jives scen 4 hay urntil
thay saw Cain. And there Wusn i 0

edu=ational heip in the murkass. Theve
wasn’s an alphabat “lock in tno countyy.
nst even an illnstrared bandkerchiel.
" aps Wers NO GiU2r boys 1o the TepUL-
lie, ©3 teach Founid Cain to lis,
awenr. nnd smeke, end drink, fight, and
roal and thus develop the hoy's dormant
staresmanshiy and prepare him for the
gerner politieal cuties of maturer
years. There waosn'e i pockes knile in
the universe that he could horrow—and
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lose, and when he wanted to out o2is |
fincer, as «ll boys must do, now and

with o clam shell.
relations upon

then, he had to cut it
There were no country
whom little Cain eould be infilicted for

two or three weeks at o time. when his |
wearied parents wanted little rest.
There was nothing for him to piay with.
Adam couldn’t show him how to make
q kite. He had o much better idea of
had of un kite. If
little Cain had even asked for such u
simple bit of meehanism  as @ shinny
club. Adam  would have @one ont into
the depths of the nrimeval forest and
wept in sheer morticfiation amt heipless,
confessed ienoranes. I don't wonder thit
Cain rarned out bad. 1 always said he
woild, For his entire education depend-
ed npon o Most 1ENOTANRT mai, o man in
the very palmiest davs of his ignorance,
who couldn’t have known less if ke had
eeied 21l his life on & hich salary and
had & man to help him. And the bey’'s
sdueation had to be conducted entirely
upon he ecatechelienl sysUem; only, in
this instance, the Doy aupil asked the

(quesiions and nareny henven

b i
o i 1 L

nelp them, tried Lo answel them. They
had to answer the For they counld not
take refuge from e stoady  stroam of

:5_;,|t_-'r'|-_'.:]_-i that Dot i in upon
by interpolating o

4713 asks -f:_.li-'-i';-lI:T'IF

Gt Ei.-:';'
fuiry story,
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us vou do when your

ahout something of whiclh you never
heard., For how cou 4 adpm  begin,
<+ {nes Upon @ «ime,’’ when with one

Cain wonld pin
him richt back against the dead  wall of
creation, and make him either speciiy
exactly what time, or acknowledze the
frand. How could Rkve tell him aboud
¢ Joek and the bean stalk,”” when Cain,
fairly crazy for some ono Lo play with,
knew perfectly well there mot,
never had been, another boy on ihe
plantation? As day by day Cain hrought
home things in his hands about which
to ask questions Tl mortal could
how orascfnl  his I wildered
parents must have oeen that had 110
pockets in which to transport his collec-
rions. For many gencrations came into
the fair voung world, gof into no end of
trouble, and died ous of it, hefore u boy's
nocket solved the problem how to make
the thing contained seven times grester
than the container. The only thing that
saved Adamand Eve from interrogational
insanity was the paneity of language.
If little Cain had possessed  the verbal
abundance of the language in which
men are to-day talked to death, his
father's bald head wounld have cone
down in shining flizht to the ends of the

culels, ineisive question,

A B

Tiih

he

| earth to eseape him, leaving kve to look
" after the stock.

cqve the crop. and raise

her oy as best she econld. Which would

have been 6,000 years ago, is to-day. just
likke o man.
Because, it was no aff hand, absent-

sing questions about
things in those spaeious old days., when
there was crowds of room, and everything

erew by the acre, When a placid, but
exccedingly unanimous lockine animal
went by, producing the general eilect

of an eclipse, and Cain  wonld shout,
i« Oh, lookes, pa What's that?' the pati-
ent Adam, trying to saw enonuei kitchen
wirh a piece
of flint, would have to pause and gather
up words enough  to sayi—

i That, my son? That is only a masto-
don giganteus; he has & bad look, but o
Christian temper.” -

And then. presently:—

“(Oh, pop! pop! What's that over yon?™

Oh, bother,”” Adam  would reply;
ijg's only a paleotherium, mammalia
pachydermata.’”

«Oh, ves, theliocomeniterus.
lcokee, luvokee at this 'un!"

“Where, Cainny? Oh, that in the mud?
That's only an acephali lamelli branch-
jata. 1t won't bire you, but you mustn’'t
ant it. It's poison as polities.”

‘\Whee! See thera! sce, see, see! What's
him?"

‘s Oh, that? Looks like a plesiosaurus;
keep out of his way; he has 2 jaw like
vour mother.”’

*¢Oh, yes; a plenosserus,
that fellow, poppy¥"

“That's a sllurus malaplerus. Don’t
go near him, for he has the disposition
of a Georgia mule.”

*Oh, yes; a slapterus.
that little one?”’

Oh,

And what's |

And what's

“QOh, it's nothing but an aristolochi- | .
| ppe particular

rid. Where did you get it? There now,
quit throwing stones at that acantha-
plerygian; do you want 1O be kicked?
Keep away from the nothodenatrichoma-
noides. My stars, Eve! where did we
get that anonaceo-hydrocharideo-nymph- |
aeold? Do you never look after him at
all? Here, you Caln, get right down
from there, and chase that megalosarius |
out of the melon patch, or I'll set the
monopleure branchian on you. "’

Just think of it, Christian man with |
a family to support, with last ¥ear’'s
stock on your shelves, and a draft as |
long as & clothes-line to pay to-morrow !
Think of it, woman, with all a woman's |
love and constancy, and a mother’'s sym-
pathetic nature, with three meals a day
865 times a year to think of,and the flies
to chase out of the sitting-room; think
if your cherub bdy was the only boy in
the wide, wide world, and all his ques-
tions which now radiate in a thousand
directions among other boys, Who tell
him lies and help him to cub his eye
Adam
had only one consolation that has been
denied his more remote descendants.
His boy never belonged to a baseball
club, and never teased his father from
the first of November till the last of
March for a pair of skates.

Well, you have no time to pity Adam.
You have vour own boy to look after.
Or, your neighbor has a boy, whom you

' ean look after much more closely than

his mother does,
. your OWD
 boy’s

and much more to
catisfaction than to the
comfort. Your boy Iis, as
Adams boy was, an animal that asks
questions. 1f theres is any truth in the
old theors of the transmigration of souls.

. more perplexing the questions

- ! fellow, who used to trade cif
for a pair of skates and o knife with a |
| corkserew in i, could answrer.

' think. than in the aghsarvance—io

' hoy could only do as he is done
Cfernle the man or woman, who [uiis

| now he ever found ot

| eome i

T enee that

' husiness strle,

when a boy died he wounld pass into an |

interrogation peint and he'd sta¥y there.

Ha'd never cet out of 1f; for he mneyer '
. geis through asking guestions. The older

and the
ars, and
the more un-casonable he is about want-
ing them answered it suit himeself. Why,
+he oldest boy I ever Lkpew—he was fifey-
seven years old and I went to school tO

he srows the mwure he nsks,

him—ecoull and did ask the longest.
narcest, crookedsst  guestions, that no

211 his books

A ad wnen

his questions were npot answeradl L0 suit

\ him, it was his custom-—: CGsIom node
| buporell in the breeches, We used to

take
up a long slender bus exceadingiy
eionus rod. which lay ever peas 1th:e big
dictionary, anid smite wirth it tue boy
whose naturally derived Adamie ignor-
anes wos made manifest. Ah me, if the

by, and

renly to his inquiries, as he is himseld
corrected for similar cshortcomings, whab
.4 vale of tears, what a literalls howiing
wilderness he could and would aie of
this world.

Your boy, askicg to-day  prety
the same questions, with heaven KDows
how many addizional ones, that Adam’s
boy did, s told, every time he asks one
that you don’t know any thine about,
just as Adam teld Cain fifty times a da¥,
that he will know all about it when ho
:s 4 man. So from the days of Cain
denen to the present wickeder generation

of bovs, the boy ever locks ferward 1o
the rime when he  will he a  man and

know evervthing. Thad happy, far away,
omniscient, unastainable manhoodl,
which pever comes ©® your boy; which
wwould never come to him if he lived o

| thousand vears; manhood, that like boy-

forwarc from 4Gay to
dny to the morrow; =ti]l peering into the
fnture for brighuer iizht and broader
Lpowledee; day after day, as its warld
opens before 1t, etrsnbling upon ever new
1 unsolved mysteries; manhood, whose
~iedam s folly and whaose light s often
darkness, and whosa - nowledes 15 sellish-

hood, ever looks

e
abid Bk

<<+ manhoond, thut so olten looks over
1oz shoulder and slances hack toward
povhood, when Its naswledoa wWas ag
Jonst slweys equnl o 153 day: manhood,
tha: afrer groping lor Years throush
foneledd  Iabyrinths of Iniling humah
theories amd  tottziingz human wisdom,

sublimity of child-
the grandeur of Liow-
ol and  accenis the grandost, aternal
veiith Of The UNIVETsD, traths thav is does
ot Cois; truths that it cannoi
v searching find oub, aceenting  and
hotiovineg them with the siinnle, unques-
sioninT faith of childhood in Trth itsell.
And now, your bBoy, entirely cois-

it to sk questings, {0 nhswer

s ,
st only Iises
.

haoa, oniy reaches

:
prenend,

AT

herins

them, untit you yvnd amazed at the
roadth and  depth of his knowledgze,
¢ qsks questions amd gets answers of
besiehiess that you and the school board

Loy ot of. Day by day, gZreal nnprint-

el | rond pages of which

oaks, upon the
o hendd of nature has traced characters
shat only a Loy can s, nre spread  oub

fore him. He Enows nNow where the
drst snowdrop il ita tinvy head, o
nearl on the bozomn { the barren earth,
in the spring: he knows where he last

iprdding pink lingersz, o flame in the brown
and rustling words .1 the antamn dars,
t} iz nockets arg eabinets, Irom which he
drazs enrions that he does noo
=now the names of: monstrous and hide-
aus heetles and buzs and things that you
never saw before, aad for which he has
appropriaie names af his own ile knows
where there are threo orioles’ nesds, and
g far hack as you cil rerneinber you
never saw an orioles’ nest in your life.
e ean tell you how to distinguish the
eqotl mushroom lrom the poisonous ones,
and voison grapes from aooldl  ones, and
exceph by eabing
mother,
that

e
Llimsa ™

both kinds, is a mystery to his
Fvery roof, bud, leal, berry or bark,

vvill make any bitter, horrible, semi-poi-
copons tea, reputed to have marvelous
medicinal virtnes, he knows where 10

iind, and ia the season he does find, and
hrinze heme, and all but sentls tho entire
tomily to tho cemoetery i]}' making prac-
tieal pests of his teas.

Az his knowledge hraadens, his human
supersidon develops jrsolf, 1e has o
formiula. repeating which nine times a
dav. while painting his finger fixzedly to-
wwar:d the sun, will canse warts 10 disap-
sear from the hand, or, to 1S hiz own
pupression, will “‘knock warts" If the
cicht uosy eluck ab home tells him 3t 1s
cwao o'clock, and the fiving leaves of the
Gandelion declares it 18 half-past five, he
will stand or fall with the dandeliion. He
hag o formuln, bF which anything that
thas heen lost may be found. He has,
ahove all things, & natural infallible in-
arinet for tafR woods, and can no more hao
jost in them than a squirrel. 1f the cow
dors nas come home—and if she is a
cown cow, like a toWwn man, she does not
sme, three nizhts in the week—

day  of valunhle time

Then you Day o Inan
look for her tiwvo days
lonwer, or so long 48 the appropriation
wolds out. Finally, & guartet sends a
Loy to the woods; he came back at milk-
inx time, whistling the tune

voil lose nalf o
1ealkine for her.
three doilars to

alongz hefore him.
marble which he regards
about the same superstitious réver-
a pagan does his idol,

<npnday school roacher can’t drive

contentedly

with

it out

(2na- |

. drown in, the voic:

mueh

 gome night, and his slecping

that no |
| an ever jiitated, and the cow ambles
He has |

and his |
| quiet wooded lanes,

of him, either. Carnelian, crystal, bualls- |

eve, china, pOLLery, boly, blood alley or
commie, whatever
ig **lack in it.”’ When he loses this mar-

hle. he sees panic and

of him, and retires from business pru-
dently, before the ~rash comes, in true

with both pockets and a
eigar hox full of winnings, and a credi-
+or's meeting in the pack room. A boy’s
world is open to no one but a boy.
never really revisit the glimpses of your
bovhood, much as you may dream of it
After you get into 2 tail-coat, and tight
hoots, Fou never azain set foot in boy
world. You lose his marvelous instines

' for the woods, you can’t tell a pig-pug

¢vep from a pecan; Fou ecan't make
friends with strange dogs; ¥ou can's
make the terrific noises with vour mouth,
you can't invent the unimitable signals
or the characteristic catchwords of boy-
hood. He is getting on, is your boy. He
renches the dime novel age. He wants to
bhe a missionary, or & pirate, So faras he
gxpresses any preference,
be o pirate, an occupation in which
there are more . chances for making
money, and fewer opportunities for be-
ing devoured. He developes n yearning
lave for school and study about this
time, also, and every time he dreams
of being a pirate he dreams of hanging
his dear teacher at the vard arm 1in the
presence of the delighted scholars. His
voleo developes, even Inore rapidly and
thoroughly than his morals. In the yard,
on the house top, dowm the street,arountd

! | that have dabbled
he may call it. there |

bankruptey shead '

You |

he would rather

|

the corner; wherever there is a patch of |
jee big enough for him to break his neck |
op, or a pond of water deep enmouzh to!
of your boy is heard |
Ee whispers in a shout, and converses |
in ordinary, confiiential momenis inal
chriek He excharnes bitg of bao.-leioe |

gossip about his faczer’s domestic nal- |
ters with the bey i ving in the j1eeat |
township, to which jntoresting Tovelts |
tions of home lilo rhe  insermedinte |
neighborhood listens with intense sl
faction, apd the t©wo homne circlas ial

helpless dismay e A28 an upe. OG-
abhle hatred for company, and an aver-
cinn for walking down siairs Iror
or two his feet nover touch the

ip his descent, an. nis hahlt of
inz the stulr rail !
xer tramway, S by
weoombers of the foanily ol Lo
Linkit of sesting 1 hall laops
water piteher on to@ baluster
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cbther |

| the terrible. the beautifui

never dragged s sleepy boy off the
lounge at 9 o’clock, and hauled him off
upstairs to bed, can know with what a
herculean grip a square sleep takes hold
of a boy’s senses, nor how fearfully and
wjunﬂarfullj' limp and nerveless it makes
him; nor how, in direct antagonism o
all established laws of anatomy, it de-
velops joints that work both ways, ail
the way up and down that boy. What
pen can portray the wonderful enchant-

- ments of a boy’s dreamland! No marvel-

ons visions wrought by the weird, strange
power of basheesh, ro dreams that come
to the sleep of jaried woman or tired
man, no ghastly specters that dance at-
tendanca upon cold minee pie, but
shrink into tiresome, stale and trifling
commonplace compared with the mar-
velous. the grotesque, the wonderful,
and the en-
chanting scenes and people of a bov's
dreamnland. This mavy be owing in a
great measure to vhe fact that the boy

| never relates hisdream until 21l the other

wenvs the same s::e boot @8 his {ather,
. nd on the drrest. dustiest doys in th
pear always man.ges L0 COOVEY some |

mad on thae carps 3.

ov s the door mal, and
Seveniten years, o
Eyisw thers was

porcal.
tic penecil
Iv on the alluring background of the Wil

paper. with

nniil ke is aboul
he sctasl

t‘:_“ never
seraper af toe iront

He asks, great regulavity,

alarming fioguency, ana arowing dith-
dence. fos o new hat Yo mirht as weil
buy him & new disncsicion. e wears s
hat in the nir and o the cround -ar

head, and he

he duesn’t pull

more than he does on s
nover hangs it up that
the hook throuzh the erovwen:; uniess

hoolk hreaks off the hat rack pulis

over., me is a pertect Raohinson Crusoe
in inventive cenius. He can make a kite

that will iy hizher and pull harder than
a balloon. He can, and, on orcasion will,
rake out o couple vl the paniry shelves
and malke o sled that is amazement ib-
aplf. The mouse-tien he hullus ont of the
wwater plieher and the farnily Bible 15 a

marvel of mechanicul incennity. iz

=)

the excuse he gives lor <uch o =election
of raw marerial, When euddenly, some
Aonday morning, tace clothes line, with-
out any just or appiren (iLi1se O provo-
cation, shrinks sizieen  fest, philosophy
oan not make you Delieve that Prof. Tica
did it with his littl® parometar. Pheenuse,
fqr down in the dusty streej You can

zop Tom in the dim distance,

prancine  tona, ciz-in-hand, with the|
missitir link.. Yen sand him on an er-
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¢ in the par-
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rand.
lar. Tou have wall

<1, ns leng as you
{or thom o g0. 1

'hew have deve

of staring to tedh.

alarmine  SFIpULIOMS

VYou know there aren’y half  enough
stpawherries to go arountd It is only
chree minutes wall 1o the grocary,

nowever, and Tom sers off like = rocket
and vou are so pleasoed with his celerity
and ready good pature that you want to
ron after him and kiss him. fe 15 gone
a lonz time, however. Ten minutes be
come fifteen, fifteen grow into twenty;
the twenty swells into the half h
and your guests excnange very
ant glances as the half

three-guarters. Your boy rewurns 11810,
apprehension is his downeast eves, humil-

Y
<1TiLll-
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hour

ity in his laeard step, penitence in the
appealing sloteh of his battered hat. and
a pound and a hali of shingle nails n
his hands. *‘Mother,”” he »ays. “what

alse was it you toid me to get besides
the nails®? And while yonu are counting
your scanty store of berries 1o make
them <o round withour a fraction, you
hear ‘Tom out in the back yard whistling
and humming away, building a dog
houss with the nails you Never told him
to Zoet.

Poor Tom, he loves at this age quite
a8 ardently as he makes mistakes and
misehiof. He is repulsed quite as ardent-
Iy as he malkes love. If he hugs his #is-
ter, he musses her rifile, and zets cuffed
for it. 'TI'wo hours later andci her boy, not
more than twenty-two 0T
vears older than Tom, some neighbor’s
Tom,will eome in,nnd wiil just make the
most hopeless,
the ruflle that laca or ruchinez can be dis-
corted into. The only reprouf he gets is
the reproachfnl nrmur, S 3ust he go
¢0 gnon?’’
o go until he hears the alarm clock go
off upstairs anid the old gentleman in
the adjoining  room hanaing aronnd
building the morning Hres, and loudly
wondorinz if young Mr. Bostwick is
going to siay 1o breakfast.

Tor is at this nge set In deadly en-
miry against company, which
jearns to regard as his mor tul foe.

RN
-

He

He carefuliy steps)

Abhout this time, bold but inartis- |

cieatehes breal out mysterions- |

members of the f{amily have related
theirs: and then he comes in, like a

back township, with the necessary -
jority: like the directory of a western
city, following the census of a rival
tow n.

Tom is a miniature Ishmaelite at this
period of his career. His hand is against

| every man, and about every man's hand

is agninsg

the |

dpriving a |

| broke the moulds.

and nearly evers woman’s hand, is
against him, ofl and on. Often. and then
the iron enters his soul, the hand that
him Lolds the slipper.
wears his mother's slipper on his jacket
quite as often as cho wears it on her foot.
This is all wronz and impelitie. it
spreads the slipper and discourages the
boy. Then he reads in his =unday school
lesson that the wicked stand in  slippery
places, he takes it as a direct personal
reference, and he is affronted, and max be
the seeds of atheism are implanted in his
hreast. Moreover, this repeated applica-

[
e

tion of the slipper not only sours his
temnper, and gives a bias to his moral

jdeas. but it sharpens his wits. How
many a Christian mother, her eves swim-
mine in tears of real pain thad nlashed
up from the depths of a loving aeart, a8
<he bent over her wayward boy until his

wesptronding  wails and piteous shrieks
drowned her choking, sympathetic sobs,
has been wasting her streng h. and
wearing out a good slipper, and pouring
out all that priceiess flood of mother love

and doty and pity and tender
concealed atlas-back

syiupathy

PO i O i ;.'U-.Hl
shingle.
It is o historieal faet that no hoy is

ever whipped twice for precisely
offence. He varies
on every reépel ition of
last he reaches 4 poin

12 =samoe
lictle
1 PG, until at

where detection

and improves o
1

-
| T
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ic almost impossible. e j« a hiz bogs
then, and glides alimost imperceptibly
from the diseinline of his father, ander
the surveillance of the police.

By easy stages he passes into the un-
comfortable period of boyhood. His jac-
ket developes Into i coat-tail. The bo¥
of to-day, who is slipped iitto a hollaw,
abbrevigted mockery of & coul tail, when
he is taken ous of long dicsses, liis no
idon—not thea faintest CconRee] tion of the
erandeur the momentous importance of

was= marked
m from the old-fashi yned
the coat-tail, Ix is

ever chary of
its choieest blessings, and mindlul of the
decadence of the raece of
voucheafed to the untoward, forsaken
boys of this wicked generation. When
the roundabout went out of fashion, the
heroic race of boys passed away from
earth, and weepingz nature gobbed and
The fashion that
started a boy of six years on his pilgrim-
age of life in a miniature edition of his

the epoch in a boy = life thai
by the transiti
cadet roundabout ta
an experience thad

heaven,

has net

"
—
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| {ather’s coat, marked a period of retro-

twenty -three |

terrible chaotic wreck of |
| about to the tail-coat was a leap

when he doesn't make a move |

gression in the affairs of men, and
stamped a decaying and degenerate race.
There are no boys now, or very few at
least, such as peopled the grand old earth

when the men of our age Were bovs.
And that it is so, society is to be con-
eratulated. The step from the round-

in life.
It was the boy Julus, doffinz the prae-
texta and flinging upon his snioulders the
toga virilis of Julins: Patrocius, donning
the armor of Achillis, in which %o go
forth and be Hectored to death.

Tom is slow to realize the grandeur
of that tail-coat, howeyer, oI its trial
trip. How different it feels from his

zood, snug-fitting, comfortable old jac-

| ket. It fits him too much in every direc-

hae soomn |

regards company as a mys=terious and |

warvs stays to dinner, invariably crowds
him to the second tabie, never leaves
him any of the pie. and epnerally makes
him late for school, Naturaily, he learns
to love refined society, but in aconservis
tive. non-committal sory of a way, dis-
cembliz 2 his love =0 eTectually that even
his parents never dream of its existence
until ic is zone.

Poor 'Lor, his life 1s notu all comedy
ot this periwl. Go up to youl boy's room
face will
preach you a germon an the griefs and
rroubles that sometimes weigh his little
heart down almosg 1o hreaking, more
clogquenWy
4 Talmage could pieture them.
tain has fallen on one day’s act in the
Q:ama of his active little life. The rest-
less feet that all day lonz have p::ttﬁrml
en far—down dusty strects, ovVer seorch-
ine pavements, throuzh long stretches of
along the winding
euttle paths in the deep
in

The cur-

the cool brook
where it wrangles and seolds over the
shining pebbles, that have filled your
house with noise and dusk and rackes,
are still. The stained hand outside the
cheot is soiled and rough, and the cut
{..zer with the rude bandage of the boy’s
own surgery, pleads with a mute, effec-
tive pathos of its own, for the mischiev-
ous hand that is never idle. On the

hrown cheek the trace of a tear marks |

¢he piteous clese of the das’s trouble, the
closing scene in a troubled little drama;
rrouble at school with hooks that were
too manv for him; trouble with tempia-
rions to have anlawflul {an that were too
strong for him, as they ara frequently
too strong for the father; trouble in the
stroet with boys that Were two big for
him: and at last in 1is
tle. his refuge, trouble has
antil, feeling usterly friendless and in
evervbody's way, he has crawled off to
the dismantled cen, dignifled usually by
the title of “‘the’ bor’s room,”’
over-charged heart has welled up intc
his eves, and his last waking breath has
hroken into sob and just as he begzins to
ihink that aofter all life is only one
hroad sea of trouble, whose restless bil-
lows, in never-ending succession, break
and beat and double and dush upon tbe
chort shore line of a boy's life, he has

drifted awar into the wonderland of a
boy’s sieep,
hiz dreams.
fully he sleeps.

g AN

where fairy fingers picture
How soundly, deeply, peace-

“

that the lips of a Spurgeon ar |

gilent woods;,

|
|

| warious methods of buttoning

% - = | = The = ;1‘?
eminenily respectable delegation that al- | ingness about the mneck,

homa, in his cas- |
pursued him |

and his |

No mother who has

tion, he knows. Every now and then he
stops, with a gasp of terror. fecling posi-
tive, from the awful sensation oi noth-
that the entira
collar has fallen off in the streel The
tails are prairies, the pockets are cav-
erns, and the back is one vast, illimit-
able, stretching waste. How Tom slides
along as closa to the fence s he can
gerape. and what a wary ere he keeps in
every direction, for other bovs. When
he forgets the school, he is half tempted
to feel proud of his Togas but when he
thinks of the boys, and the reception
that awaits him his heart einks, and he
is tempted to go buck home, sneak ap-
stairs, and rescue his old worn-cut jacket
from the rag-bag. He glances in terror
at his distorted shadow on the fence,
and, confident that ii is au fasthial outline
of his fizure, he knows that he has worn
his father’s coat ofl b¥ mistake. He tries
his coal,
to make it conform more harmoniously
to his fizure and his idea of the cternal

=

fitness of things. He Dbuttens jusu tha
Jower button and immediately it flies
all abroad at the shoulders, and he be-

holds himself an exaggerated mannikin
of “*Capt. Cattle.”” Then he fastens just
the upper button, and the frantic tails
flap and flutter like @ clothes line in a
evelone. Then he huttons iv all up, a la
militiare, and tries to look snldieriy. but
this is so theolozical-studently that 1%
frightens him until his heart stops beat-
ing. As he reaches the last friendly
sorner that shields him from the pitiless
gaze of the boys ke can hear howling
and shrieking not fifty yards away, he
pauses to give the final adjustment to
the manly and unmanazeable raiment.
It is bigger and looser, flappier and
wrinklier than ever. Mew and stariling
folds, and unexpected wrinkles, and
uncontemplated bulgzes develop them-

| gelves. like masked batteries, just where

and when their effect will be mos? de-
moralizing. A new horror discloses itself
at this trving and awful juncture. He
wants to lie down on the sidewalk and
try to die. For the first time he notices
the color of his coat. Hideous! He has
been duped, swindled, betrayed—made a
monstrous idiot by that silver-tongued

| calesman, who has palmed off upon h

a coat 2,000 years old; a coat that tk

' most sweetly enthusiastic and terribl

misinformed women’s missionary socief]
would hesitate to offer » wild Hottenta
and which the most benighted old-fask
joned Hottentot that ever disdaiz
clothes, would certainly blush to wes x
the dark, and would probably c 20
with thanks. Oh, madness! The col




