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JUNE aimee | : tA : put-Off Town. And he flew up again. This time he work ? Why, grandfather, all they do the sidewalk and returned to his home Uncle Jack’s Plea. 
ey did not come down is squi 1 wiggle.’ uietly, without h back- 0 : A juirm and wiggle. q y Out #0 TNeS #6 Dac When 1 wes in N Jaroli ; A h 10 H d F ’ ever go to Put Off Town, ‘That was a high jump I" cried| ‘Certainly, that's their work. Don’t | ward look at his victim. . i by North Carolina, » not Br gar rom. 

liouses areold asd tumbledown, {ag bp ¥ i . friend told mesbout an ¢ld darky who THO OF 
Cc S the ord ; bi other Cricket. He must have gone | you see they angle their way through A bystander was watching the entire : : : ; 

orything tarries and everything ; : ; Ee : was on trial for stealing a turkey, and tecently we published a list of TEN of 
ee a mile up the soil, and so make it light and loose. preceeding and vouches for all these the proo. was positive and yet he did | UF students under one roof in the C, P.R. 

: | Ey wreo's a-d people in rags? Father Cricket did not at first ven- They are regular little plows ; fertiliz- | details, avd for the dignity maintained | =. i i \ TRS a | 8 Rr St. John. Now comes the Imperial 

1 N ture to open his eyes, but as his wife | ing the soil, too, as they plow, so to] by the N:wfoundland as he ad- : ples tpt de with another TEN, as 
f Slow lives Old Man Wait pe was discoursged, and sald: ‘Uncle | ¢ . 
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ld Man Lazy lives all alone 

to the home of 0ld Man Wait, 

       
    

    

     

  

  

two little boys pamed Linger and 

ittle sister, named Don't 

or two little daughters, called Fret 

the corner on Street Postpone. 

Lhistle for his boys to come to the 

kept on saying,’ ‘Dear me, what a very 

remarkable leap ! He has not yet come 

down again,’ he opened one eye slowly, 
and then the other more quickly. 

‘Crrk I” said he. for there really 
wasn't anything else to say. 

‘Crrk !” echoed Mother Cricket. 

And then they both began to stare 

up the chimney. 

‘He certainly must have gone up a 

mile or two,” said she. ‘What a won- 

derful fellow he is !’ 

‘I expect he has gone higher than 

he intended,” said Father Cricket, 

after they had looked straight up till 

rai 

on 

speak.’ 
‘But—but grandfather, don’t they 

eat the seeds while they're resting ? 

don’t destroy; they only aid in my crop 

‘I—I didn't know I was going to 

havesome hired help thissummer, when 

you gave me my little garden,’ laughed 

Willie. 

grandfather, as he returned to his 
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No, indeed ; my little assistants by 

sing ’ 
A. 

‘You're not going to,” chuckled 

ion bed ; ‘they work for nothing !’ 
—etlp + GP 

Polly's Bear. 

iney troubjy A their necks were nearly broken. ‘We Ss 
n gate wow't wait supper for him, anyhow.’ After the little pink sun-bonnet had 

at Feceived v in Terry Street ¢ been put on and the strings tied under- | he 
Kidney | yall day in larry : So they went home, and when they ; 

xg them (Js your © rands for other feet ! had supped, they took one more look neath her lowest dimple, Polly was 

ws ded, Be wc ohio, up the chimney, and then went to bed. say : £ the door-yard 
Doan's iil —Ex. In the meantime the young cricket { =" don’t go ouk of tae door-yary, 

om this etl + Geen was in a terrible state. His leap had Polly !" said oe mother. 

very pain ay A High Jump. landed him on a ledge a little way up ‘No, mother. 

WwW : | the chimney, and there he was, for he Polly really and truly meant to 

4 young cricket once lived with his | 14 neither get up nor down. Above keep her promise. But what is a wee | gh 

t and fasts is in a crack at the back of an old him, the chimney narrowed to such an girlie to do when a big, mottled butter- 

er published JB ned hearth, with ingle-nooks at cictoit that be soul's Sven the the fly flutters right before her eyes and 

D L ¢ side. It was a comfortable top from where he was. Below him then dances off from one flower to an- 

. e. and his father and mother were was a hot bed of embers into which he other ? al 

R. Moody kind to him, while he had every™ | .¢ cure to fall if he made an attempt To be sure, this happened more than 

ey. he required. Yet he was not |. oo down. ‘Crrk! crrk ! sighed | 2 hundred years ago ; but little girls 

fe-story of nted. he, looking up. ‘Crrk! crrk! he | Were very much the same then as now. 
a. person of spirit wants to go out groaned, looking helplessly at the What could Polly do but follow on 

1 the auth the world,” he would say. ‘It’s iki. and on, from one flower to another, 

the family, aous to stop here all one's life. Then he saw his parents staring up, looking like a biz butterfly herself in 

$-authenticl 1 | and heard his mother’s proud tones : her pink i. emer : 

1000 mol" his father would make answer: | «what a wonderful fellow he is” And | Suddenly she found hersell at the 

women, Ve are both getting om in years, |}. woo achamed to call them and tell edge of the big corn piece. Remem- 

. & harvest it is your duty to stay at home | 4. =e he was. bering her mother’s words she was 

paid, credit take care of us and nurse us—if | A 4 there he would have remained slowly turning to go home when that 

should be ill.’ but for a fortunate coincidence. bothersome butterfly fluttered in be- 

lon Con mk! Crrk!” cried the young Next day a woman stood en the tween the cornstalks and settled down 

82, ChicagyJiket. ‘There are two of you, and | joarth beneath him, making soup, and | “POR & big yellow pumpkin blossom: 

can nurse each other.’ just as she lifted the saucepan lid, ‘Now I'll get him, and then ri go 

By which you may see that he was a | 3.0 came a piece of soot right into home’ thought Polly, as she tiptoed |g 

IAL S, AB ohtless and selfish son. the soup. and reached the blossom. But Mr. 

a week from flline Went on. “The chimney is foul,” said the | Butterfly left it for another. 

4 T 0 Which is the way into the world ¥ | ' woman, and sent for the sweep. Then he flew to another, and an- 

said one day. ‘Don’t forget the ledge,’ said the | other, and then up and out of sight. 

| — Bless the child I” exclaimed Father | woman, ‘the soot always lodges there.’ | Polly, half ready to cry, turned to go 

ad and Bq icket, ‘is he still thinking of that ? And almost before she had finished | home. 

ry abe) Tell me,’ said the young cricket, | speaking, the cricket was caught hold But which way was home? All 

ton every A me what happens when the | of and banged about, ind finally round her stood the tall corn. She |§ 

SoTRIDAY Slhight legged things and the things | tumbled right on to the hearth in a |ran first one way, then another, but 
t Eastport thout any legs at all put their hands | perfect cloud of soot. only got deeper into the wilderness of 

epg : that knobin the wall and disappear.’ ‘Cerk I he said, and lay quite still | corn leaves and pumpkin vines. Listen! 

“QllThis is how he described the men | for upwards of a minute, for he was | What was that ? Polly had heard 

LAECHLIAgR women going through the door. half stunned and more than half | dreadful stories of bears in this very 

  

   

  

    

   
   
    

‘Just listen to kam,’ cried Mother 

iket, ‘how observant he is.’ 

They appear again quite as oddly,’ 

otinued the youmg cricket; ‘what 18 

re on the other side of that wall 7 

‘That's one way into the world,’ 

id Father Cricket,” and I think you 

ro 
. PLA 
POT, 

ational Ble 
vest Blend 
you have ht have knowm as much at your 

a will re pe, 

ot free of If] am ignorant, it is the fault of 

se In tow os¢ who should have taught me 

et tte,” replied the son, pertly. Then 
00k & \ leapt across the room, fer no one 

"Eas there, and managed after one or 
Westmoriilily, 11.15 to alight on the deor handle. 

Well,” he said, after a pause, ‘go on.’ 
Who is te ge on ? asked the handle. 

‘Why, you, stupid,’ said the cricket. 

ral won! Cork ! 

But the handle did not stir. 

‘How am I to go into the world at 

his rate ” said the cricket, impatiently. 

aet on, de !’ 

Then he heard a noise outside, and 

hurried back to the crack at the L 

f the hearth with more haste than 

ignity. 

‘Well, said his father, ‘where have 

you been ? You seem out of breath.’ 

‘Not at all,’ said the young cricket. 
‘Not in the least. Crrk ! Tell me, 

father, what is that round hole 1 see if 

L look straight up ? 

CO. 

‘The top of the chimney and the 

sky through it,” said his father. 

‘What is ‘the sky through it 7 asked 

the young cricket. ‘Is it the world ¥ 

‘Just listen to him !" cried Mother 
ticket. ‘Isn't he intelligent Crrk ! 

‘If I went through that hole would 
hat be a way into the world, then? 

asked the young cricket, when his 
father had explained that the sky isn't 

the world. 

‘It is one way, I suppose,’ said 
Father Cricket, but not a very nice 
one,’ 

After this the young cricket did 

hothing but practise jumping. Every 

Night he kept on leaping into the air 
® high as he could, and this went on 

for quite a long time. 

‘Do keep still.’ said Mother Cricket, 
or the hundredth time, ‘I've got the 
fidgets in my knees to such an extent 
that T can hardly keep from jumping 

  

   

          

    

   

too, and at my age it would be most 
unsuitable.’ 

Father Cricket had clasped his arms 

backwards round his knees and kept 
his eyes shut, and even so it took all 

his self-control to prevent him from 

tton 

Copying the mad antics of his son. 

‘I am perfecting myself in one of my 

said the young accomplishments,’ 

choked. Then he staggered tohis legs. 

which would hardly support him, and 

crawling to the crack at the back of 

the hearth, crept in pod fell at his 

parents’ feet. 
‘Crrk ! said he, faintly. 

‘It is his voice !’ said Mother Cricket. 

And then there was a fuss, and a run- 

ning about. 
‘When you are rested,” said Mother 

Cricket, eyeing him fondly, ‘you must 

tell us all about your travels.’ 

‘Crrk !” said the young cricket. ‘I 

must confessto you at once that I—" 

He paused, looked from his mother’s 

to his father's beaming face, and had 

not the heart te disappoint themZby 

saying how little need they had to be 

proud of their son, ‘I must confess to 

you,” he repeated, smiling back at 

them, but with something like a blush, 

‘that after all there is no place like 

home. Crrk ! 

‘Crrk !” He is right,’ said the mother, 

softly. ‘I always thought he would 

settle down when once he had seen 

the world.’ —Little Folks. 
lll GA 

Assistant Farmers. 

  

‘Onions, turnips, beets, tomatoes, 

peas, celery—my ! I guess I'll have as 

grown-up a garden as grandfather's is?’ 

exclaimed Willie, happily, as he named 

over the different seeds he was going 

to plant, so soon as he got his ‘corner 

lot’ ready for the beds. 

Suddenly he stopped digging and 

began striking his hoe vigorously into 

the soft soil. 

‘What's the matter, Willie 7 called 

grandfather from the onion bed; 'what 

have you found * 

‘One, two, ten, twenty—why, hun- 

dreds of them, grandfather, and they'll 

eat every seed I plant! exclaimed 

Willie, excitedly, as he began to cut 

the soil with his hoe more vigorously 

than ever. 

‘Hundreds of what and grand- 

father raised himself slowly from his 

knees. 

‘Worms, grandfather ; and I'll not 

have a single thing come up.’ 

The little fellow’s face looked a very 

picture of despair, as visions of early 

vegetables—a surprise for father— 

that he had planned to take back to 

his city home suddenly disappeared. 

‘Why, I never call them worms.’ 

‘But they are worms—angleworms, 

grandfather.’ 

‘Yes, but I never call them so,’ 

laughed grandfather at the serious little 

face. ‘I call them farmers—my assist- 

ant farmers—and the more work I     
(ricket, touching the ground for a 

‘Crrk ! | Woment between the leaps. 

he for them, the better I like it.’ 

cornfield. 

rustle | Nearer and nearer it came. 

Bless me, how Polly did run! 

sharp edged corn leaves scratched her 

Puff, put, puff! Rustle, rustle, 

The 

face, and the pumpkin vines caught 

her toes. But on she went till a 

hidden root tripped her, and down 

she fell in a little heap. In a moment 

her pursuer was standing over her, 
But it wasn’t a bear at all, but only 

Uncle Nathan ! 
Wasn't it fortunate that he found 

Polly out in that big cornfield ¢ She 

might have been lost the whole day 

long. —Selected. 
: ee — 

A Newfcundland’'s Revenge. 

  

  

A large Nswfouniland dog belong 

ing to a physician gives evidence of 

the intelligence generally a'leg:d of 

the cinine race. He is the mail carrier 

for the hous :hold, and is deeply im- 

pressed with the confideuce reposed in 

his fideli:y in the performance of hie 

duty. This fid: lity seems to be recog: 

nizad by his canine neighbors, and 

one of them, at least, hes shown a 

mean disposition to take advantage of 

it, and to annoy the Newfoundland 

when thus engaged. This teasing 

poodle is of spotless white, belonging 

t> & lady of means, who employs a 

colored servant whose duty it is to 

give the poodle a daily bath and comb 
its hair. Gyp never attempted to 

molest the blg Newfoundland when 
the latter was free to prevent it. Nor 

did he ever molest his giant neighbor, 

but twice when he was carrying his 

master's mail, The first time the 
Newfoundland treated Gyp's jumping 
ap and snapping at his tail with digoi- 
fied contempt. This emboldened Gyp 
to repeat the indignity the next morn- 

ing, as the Newfoundland was return- 
ing home with a large bundle of letters 
in his mouth. 

The Newfoundland never paused in 

his errand. He laid the package of 

‘etters on his master’s desk and then 
turned back in the direction of the 
post-office. There was in his move- 
ments, as well as in his intelligent 
face, an air of quiet determination. 

Bot no one could guess his intentions 

until he reached the place where Gyp 

was standing, fresh from his morning 

toilet. He then turned quickly, 

seized the spotlets poodle by the nack, 
and carried it across the sidewalk to 

the gutter. There bad been a rain the 
night before and the gutier was filled 
with muddy water. The Newfound- 
land dipped the poodle into the dirty 
water twice, then depoeited the mud-   ‘Farmer !| Worms, farmers—and 

playmate to love. 

ministered what he evidently believed 

be necessary discipline. And this 

witness’ veracity isin wo way impeached 
his declaring that it seemed to him 

that the Newfoundland was positively 

laughing ae it returned home.— Rev, 
H. Noll. 

———— re ————— 

How the Waif Learned. 

A poor little fellow came into a 

temperance school. 

thing about his pale thin face, and the 

eagerness with which the boy listened, 

and the way in which he signed the 

pledge, that touched the teacher's 

art, 

She talked with 

at would tease him. Then she said 

‘Suppose some day Skee should no 

come when yon call him ? 

‘Skee would never do that. 

ways minds jast as quickly !’ 
‘Suppose he wouldn't do any of th 

things you ask him ¥ 
‘1 can’t suppose ; because he would 

‘What it be should go and live wit 

some other boy, and never live with 

you any more ? 
The boy gulped down a sob. He 

hid neither mother nor sister nor 

All his heart had 

gone out to this strange little pet. 

‘He wouldn't, Miss Grabam,’ he 

said. 

Then Miss Graham told him that 

the Saviour loved him more than he 

did Skee—loved him so much that he 

ied for him, 

There was some- 

the forlorn child 

until she learned that he had a pet rat 
that he had tamed, which he loved 

better than anythingelse. She listened 

while told all the tricks he had taught 

‘Skee’ and how he would fight any boy 

He 

The next week he came again, and 

lingered when the rest had gone. 

Jack, it lo ks ike they have got you.’ 

‘No dey ain't, Mas John; dey ain't 
got me yet and dey ain't agwine to 

get me. Teil you how it is Mas Joho. 

De Jedge se:ten up dar was my young 

master when de war broke out, and he 

not gwine send me to de pen. No, 

sir; he ain't, he ain't done forget wha 

I know.” Bot Mas John had lost 

confidence, for he knew that the Judge 

would co bis duty and execate the 

law. In a short time the trial was 

H. 
H. 
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over, and the Jadge asked Uncle Jack 

ifhe bad anything to say in extennation ¥rotessionx]l Cards. 
  

of his crime. The old gray-headed 

man got up with a grant, and, looking 

around upon the spectators and then 

at the Judge, said : ‘Nuffin’ much, 

Mas Jedge, nuffin’ much. Only dis, 

you know all about dat old war which 

we all got whopped, and you haint 

-orgot how I went oud wid you to de 

army, for yeu was a cap’'n, and old 

. | master told me to go 'long and take 

en...   

DR. ATHERTOR. 
Late Lecturer on surgery, Women’ 

Medical Oollege, Toronto, and Sargesa ts 

St John's Hospital for Women, Toronts 

has resumed praciice in Fredericton, N B 

  

¢ | keer of you, and you knows I did de 

very bes’ I could for four mighty long 

years, and bow one time you got 
wounded and 1 stayed by you ontell 

you was well agaic, and how anoder 
time you took the measles and me, too, 

aad I stay by you and nus’ you, and 

how anoder time dem Yankees cotch 
me and I got away in de night and 

come back to you, and how sometimes 

you get out of money and out of sum- 

h 

H. F. McLEOD. B. A, 
BARRISTER, 

CONVEYANCER &o. &s 

Money to Loan on Real Estate securll y 

CHpsrvUTs Buntpine Ore. Oty H 1 

FREDERICTON, N.B. 

  

fen to eat all at the same time and you 

call me up and say, ‘Jack you must go 

out a foragin’ and get us sumfin’, and 

I go out late in de night and br'ng you 

chickens and roastin’ ears, and one 

time I bring you a turkey, and you 

neber ax me nuffin’ about whar I got 

him, and you neber giv’ me any money 

to buy him, did you, Mas Jedge ? You 

call it foragin’ den, didn’c you, Mas 
Jedge, and if it was foragim’ den how 

  D. M'LEOD VINCE, 
BARRISTER-AT LAW 

NOTARY PUBLIC, ete., 

WOODSTOCK N B 

  

asked kindly. 

boy sobbed. 
love him when he loves me so, and 1 

thing wrong ? 

beer, and hidden when father called 

me, and stolen pennies out of bie 
pocket, and fought with the boys, and’ 

more.’ 

and wrote everything Jimmy told her. 

Then she said : 

*What Is it, Jimmy ? Miss Graham 

‘What you told me Jast week,’ the 

‘TI don’t know how to 

eel awful mean not to do it.’ 

‘Jimmy, have you ever done any- 

‘Lot of times. Why I've drunk 

--with a long sigh—‘ever so many 

Miss Graham went to the blackboard 

‘Jesus loves you, Jesus has promised 
to forgive all your sins, and when he 

does you cannot belp loving him. 

She opened her Bible and read, ‘I, 
even I, am he that blotteth out thy 

transgressions. (lsa. 43:25). Then 
she rubbed out all that was written on 

the board. ‘Let us kneel and ask 

Jesus to blot out all your sins,” she 
said. 

When they arose from their knees 

the child's face was bright, and he 

said : 

‘They're every one rubbed out. I 

do love him, Miss Graham. —Selected. 

  lil oe 

The Faithful Standard Bearer. 

  

An old elephant was taken into 

battle on the plains of India as a stand- 

ard bearer, and carried on his back the 

royal ensign,the rallying point for the 

Poona host. The ‘New York Press’ 

tells this story : 
‘At the beginning of the fight he 

lost his master. The ‘mahoot,” o° 

driver, had just given the word to halt, 
when he received a fatal wourd and 

f:1l to the ground, where he lay under 

a heap of slain. The obedient ele- 

phant stood still while the battle closed 

round him and the standard he carried. 

He never stirred a foot, refusing to ad- 

vance or retire, as the conflict became 

hotter and fiercer, until the Mahrattas, 

secing the standard still flying steadily 

in its place, refused to believe that 

they were being beaten, and rallied 

again and ag.in around the colors. 

‘And all this while, amid the din of 

battle, the patient animal stood sraing 
ing its ears to catch the sound of that 

vcice it would never hear again. At 

length the tide of conquest left the 

field deserted. The Mahrattas swept 

on in pursuit of the flying foe, but the 

elephant, like a rock, steod there, with 
the dead and dying round, and the 

ensign waving in its place. For three 

days and nights it remained where its 

master had given the command to halt. 

No bribe or threat could move it. 

‘They sent to a village, a hundred 

miles away, and brought the mahoot’s 

little son, The noble hero seemed 
then to remember how the driver had 

sometimes given his authority to the 
little child, and immediately, with all 

the shattered trappir gs clinging as he 

cum it to be stealin’ now ? 

convulsed with liughter, and the judge 

could not conceal his emotion, for his 

recollection of the old darky’s faithfal- 

ness was revived afresh. 

his brow and eyes, and eaid: ‘Mr. 
Sheriff, adjoura court. 
I will psy for the turkey, buy you 

must not do so any mere. 

need anything you must come to me. 

I haven't forgotten you.'— Alinta 

Constitu iop. 

By this time the courtroom was 

He wiped 

Uncle Jack, 

-
 

When you 
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“Carry Sunshine With You.” 

A bright, fresh, sunny face is always 
inspiring, and it always denotes good 
health as well as a happy heart. Many 
faces that were once overcast with 
gloom have been made bright and 
sunny by Hood's Sarsaparilla which 
curesall dyspeptic symptoms, strength- 
ens the nerves and tones up and in- 
vigorates the whole system. 

. 
# Constipation is cured, by Hood's 
Pills, the nen-irritating cathartic. 
Sold by all druggists. 
py > GP 

Home Hints. 

To remove a grease spot from wall- 

paper, hold a piece of blot.ing paper 

over the spot with a hot flatiroa for a 

few moments. 

The little salt bags (ten cent size) 
make roomy mittens for sweeping; 

they will also be found serviceable 

when removing dishes from hot ovens, 

as they protect both wrists and hands, 

which a holder often falls to do.— 
Boston Badget. 

The care of irons. Salt on the board 

beside the ironing table will be found 

most useful for smoothing the irons 

aod clesning them from the starch 

that adheres when ironing starched 

pieces. 

Sweet roll (for bread and butter.) 

Take a pound of bread dough, and 

knead into it one ounce of butter, two 

of sugar, and a beaten egg. Make it 

into a roll of the size required for 

bread and butter, Bake in a moderate 

ovoG. 

Pulverize a teaspoonful of borax; put 

it in your last rinsing water, and your 

clothes will coma out white instead of 

yellow. 
  

Known to Thousands.— Parmelee’s 
Vegetable Pills regulate the action of 
the secretions, purify the blood and 
keep the stomach and bowels free from 
deleterious matter. Taken according 
to direction they will overcome dys- 
pepsia, eradicate biliousness, and leave 
the digestive organs healthy and strong 
to perform their functions. Their 
merits are well-known to thousands 
who know by experince how beneficial 
they are in giving tone to the system. 
    

Six O18. ~The most conclusive tes- 
timony, repeatedly laid before the 
public in the columns of the daily 
press, proves thas Dr. Thomas’ Eclec- 
tric O1l—an absolutely pure combina- 
tion of six of the finest remedial oils in 
existence—remedies rheumatic pain, 
eradicates affections of the throat and 
lungs, and cures p'les, wounds, sores,     bedraggled and humiliated dog upcn weat, paced qaietly and slowly away.’ 
a neues#, tamors, burns, and iojaries 

Manchester, Robertson 

and Allison 

st. John, nN. B.. 

Dry Goods, Carpets, Curtalms 

Silks, Millinery, Furs, Cloaks 

Drass Goods, Men’s and Boys 
Clothing Gents’ Furnishings 

  

  

  

  

Our New Furniture Dapartment oatale 

an immense stock of 

Fine Furniture 

in Parlor Suites, Bedroom Suites, Dinlmg 

Tables, Sideboards, Rocking 

Chairs, Easy Ohairs, Brass 

and Iron Bedsteads, 

and all kinde of Household Fuarmitu e 

at Lowest prices 

    

Dragon Blend 

w= AND = 

Griffin Blend 

THAS 
are unexcelled. Ask your Grocer [es 
them. Wholesale only by 

A.¥.Randotah &Son 
  

VIRGINIA FARM FOR SALL 
800 Acres. Land layswell Well watered 
Large amount of hard wood timber; near 
railroad. Dwelling and outbuildings 
Price only F1vE THOUSAND DOLLARS, Good 
title. Write for free Catalogue. 

B. R. CHAFFIN & Q0O., Richmond 
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60 YEARS" 
EXPERIENCE 

  

    

      TRADE MARKS 
DESIGNS 

COPYRIGHTS &C. 
e sending a sketch and description may 

quiohly asoertaln our opinion free whether an 

invention is probably pramtavis. Communica 

tions strictly confident Handbook on Patent/ 

sent free. Oldest ncy for securing ents. 

Patents taken t rough Munn & Co. recelv 
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