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Her Second Thought. 
  

RY SYDNEY DAYRR, 

“Yon pre‘ty apple-blossoms, 

Why do you fly away 

Just when the spring is sweetest ? 
We want you all to stay. 

ad There ¢ not a single flower 
’ . 

More beautiful than you. 

Oh stay, because we love yon, 

ay that The whole long summer through.’ 

| Bitte The apple-blossoms whispered, 

Lag Still sending down a shower: 

all ry “You darling little maiden, 

lin apg We've bloomed our springtime hour, 
If we too long +hould linger, 

’ Our bougts would never hold 
VIth refill yor al the little children 
"Med g Jig apples, red and gold. 

; bot] 
: The little maiden pondered ime gh : 

As, pink and pearly wh te, 

OLS an Came showering the petals 
she Upon her ringlets bright. 
ain She laughed and shook them lightly, 

And then looked up to say ; 

“You sweetest apple-blossonss, 

Pe quick and fly away.’ 

—Outlook. 
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How Eleanor Spent Her Birthday. 
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It was Eleanor’s birthday. She 
stood looking out of the window of 
her pretty room surrounded by gifts, 
and yet she was far from happy. 

$ . ‘It’s so mean, mother, that I should 
MONDE have a cold this time of all others. 

VY won 6 otrude always gives such ' lovely 
; «fll parties, and it’s such a disappointment 
ox ok to miss it,” she fretted. 

LER. ‘I know, dear ; but when you are 
over the cold, you shall have a party.’ 

Eleanor, however, was not to be 
pacified by any promise of future hap- 
pmess. 

‘Tm tired of dolls,” she complained. 
AL 

  

    

   

  

   

     

   

  

    
   

    

    

  

    

    

  

     
   

    
   
    

   
    

     

  

   

  

   

  

   
   

   

TED Every birthday Aunt Helen sends me 
4 doll—and TI wish she'd send me 

| Blend Tl $Onething else.’ 

lend Tull She gazed out at the shabby little 
have boul house in the alley. 
1 re. ‘Some people have moved into that 
PO Of Chl 

house right back of us, mother. See, 

there's a little girl at the window, and 
did you ever see such a looking doll ? 

town fo 

& hy As Mrs. Irving looked she saw a 
pale, thin little face pressed against 

stmorlin@lihe dingy little pane, and a battered- 
up doll, wrapped in a shawl, held close 
in the thin little arms. The day was 
uild, and the little girl feebly pushed 
up the window and leaned out. 

Just then a Newfoundland pup came 
bounding up the alley, ready for a 
romp with some one. Seeing the little 
irl at the window he sprang toward 

She jumped and drew back, 
topping the precious doll on the pave- 
pent. The dog seemed to consider it 
plaything for his special benefit. He 

icked it up, shook it, and shook it 

ANTE 
'aatest 80 
shed. 

L. MO 
ly, assist 

er. 

of the 

fish se 

athorl 
nily. 6: Ps 1 
antic blogimiin, and then ran off with it in his 

Large, Saluouth, strewing bits of doll all over 
| more ihe q]cy. 

ah tho ‘Why doesn’t she run after it 7 asked 

credit gl Eleanor ; but the little girl looked 
ifter the dog with a distressed, help- 
8s look, and then laid her head down 
nthe sill, and Eleanor could see she 
bas crying, 

‘Ibelieve she’s sick,’ said Mrs. Irv- 
1g; ‘and that doll was all she had, 
he seemed to love it so.’ 

‘Oh, mother, and I have so many ! 
lother, do go over quick, and see 
hat’s the matter. Take her one of 
ne. Iecanspareit. Take Gladys—’ 
Gladys was a pink-and-white-faced 
ing lady, with yellew curls and a 
fainty white dress with blue ribbons. 
‘Do you mean it, dear ? 

Comp 

‘hicago. 
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Li 
Yes; oh, yes! I'm so sorry for 

eh and 1 have so many I won't miss 
aays at all. 

Eleanor could hardly restrain her 
(lpatience as she watched her mother 
108s the yard to the window at which 
fe little girl sat, and, after a few 
‘rs, disappear inside the door. The 

le face brightened as it looked up at 
window of the big house at Eleanor, 
the girl kissed her thin little hand. 
It seemed as if Eleanor’s face had 

Might the reflection of the sunshine 
bl the pale one opposite when Mrs. 
Ving rejoined her little daughter. 
Is she sick, mother? Ts she very 
“I'—and did she like Gladys ? 
Yes, sick, and she's 

and you never saw a little 
'S pleased as she is with Gladys. 

“poor little thing is a cripple. Her 
Other is dead, and her father has to 
ork early and late, He dresses and 
[“ her in the chair before he leaves 
the morning, and there she has to 

YW until he comes back.’ 
Mother’ —and Eleanor looked very 
ley «pp glad she s my neighbor,’ 
Les, dear! We cando a great deal 
1 to make her life less miserable.’ 
“so sorry I can’t go out, I'd 

"ght over to see her and take her 
"e of the fruit Uncle Howard sent 
4 morning. Oh! IT know what 

10, 

she's very 
By poor, 

1] 

   
    

  

   
    

   
   

    

  

    

   

   
arn i When Frank comes home 

"0 school, I'l ask him to fix me a 
*1ph wire, like the one he and 

Morris used to have, and I can 
id hep things that way.’ 

' Seemed to Eleanor as if four 
; ck would never come ; but it did 

Y and with it Frank. He entered 

wore had saved the lives of all on 

work. It was hard to tell which little 
girl was more interested—the one at 
tho plate-glass window of the big man- 
sion or the one pressing her pale face 
against the little 
house in the alley. 

At last the wire was strung between 
the two windows. Eleanor took a 
bunch of white grapes and ared-cheeked 
pear and put them into a dainty basket. 
Then she wrote on a sheet of her new 
note paper, with pictures of children 
at the top : 

‘I'm awful sorry you're sick. I'm 
sick myself, but not all the time like 
you. I hope you like grapes and pears 
—and TI hope you like Gladys. Good- 
by. Your loving friend, 

Eleanor Irving. 
Frank sent it across the wire for her 

as she could not go near the open win- 
dow ; but she stood at the next one 
and watched gleefully. She could see 
the look of delight on her little friend's 
face as the basket slowly wended its 
way along the wire and finally reached 
the dingy little window. 

In a few minutes it came back, ap- 
parently empty, but Eleanor found in 
the bottom a note, scrawled with a dull 
pencil on a scrap of wrapping paper : 

"You are so good to me. Thank you 
a thousand times. T like grapes and 
pears—I never tasted such good ones 
—and I love Gladys. I can’t send you 
anything, only my love. Your friend, 

‘Sarah Grey.’ 
The next time the wire pulled, 

Sarah saw coming toward her a square 
box. Her curiosity was great, and her 
big eyes danced. When it reached the 
window, she discovered some pretty 
note paper like Eleanor's, some nicely 
sharpened pencils, and another note 
from her friend. 

The next thing that went over was 
a book, one of Eleanor’s best stories, 
for Sarah to read ; and later a small 
bag of taffy, Frank's contribution. was 
sent over. 

Darkness came all too soon for both 
girls, and then the wire had to be 
abandoned. 

Eleanor and her mother sat around 
the brightly lighted table, and Eleanor 
was saying : ‘Mother, I felt so miser-, 
able and unhappy this morning, and I 
know I was cross, even though it was 
my birthday and I got so many pres- 
ents ; and now I feel so happy !” 

‘You see, you forgot all about 
¥leanor Irving and her aches and pains 
and disappointments.’ 

And Sarah sat at the window wait- 
ing for her father, looking with happy 
eyes toward the lights in the big house, 
and hugging Gladys close to her heart, 
saying to herself that it had been the 
happiest day of her life.— Anne Guil- 
bert Mahon, in Christian Work. 
ER SE — 

Faithful. 

Two boys were at work rigging a 
small sailboat which had been hired 
from them for the season by a stranger 
from New York. 

‘Come along, Bob!" said one of the 
boys. ‘It'sall right now. We'll be to 
late to see the ball match if we don’t 
start at once.’ 

Bob had taken down some of the old 
ropes, and had rigged the boat with 
new ones. The halyards he had not 
yet examined. 

‘They're all right said his companion 
trying them—strong enough to last for 
years.’ 

‘No; I'll put on new halyards. 1 
promised to make a thorough job of it.’ 

‘Then you'll miss the game. 1'm off.’ 
Tom ran across the fields ; Bob hesi- 

tated as he looked after him. It was 

a sharp disappointment to miss the 
game, 

The old halyards were worn but 
they were still stout. 

‘They'll stand this 

enough,” muttered Bob. 

summer well 

Then, with a quick decisive move- 
ment he cut them, and proceeded to 

put in new ropes. ‘I'll make the job 
thorough,’ he said. 

That very evening the New York 

gentleman took a party of friends out 
When they were a mil® 

from land a fierce squall struck the 

boat. They steered toward the shore. 

The boat was carrying too much sail 
for such a wind. 

for a sail. 

‘If your gaff gives away we are gone!’ 
said a physician in the party, in a low 

voice, 

‘It all depends on the halyards. 

They are new. But there's a terrific 

strain on them.’ 

Every eye in the boat was upon the 

short, knotted ropes. They creaked 

ominously, but they bore the strain, 
and in a short time the boat was driven 
on the beach. Bob's stout bits of new 

board. 

Bob's faithfulness .n doing 

‘thorough job’ would have been com- 
paratively little to his credit could he 

have foreseen the momentous conse- 

quence of his action. Who would not 

be particular about a rope if he knew 

a   the plan heartily and went to 
- I. 

  

pane of the rickety ! 

four hours? The truly faithful souls 
are those who do their duty, as Bob 
did, no matter how unimportant it 
may seem in itself, or how remote and 
uncertain its results.— American Pres- 
byterian. 
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Assistant Farmers. 

‘Onions, turnips, beets, tomatoes, 
peas, celery—my! I guess I'll have 
as grown up a garden as grandfather's 
is 7 exclaimed Willie, happily, as he 
named over the different seeds he was 
going to plant, as soon as he got his 
‘corner lot’ ready for the beds. 

Suddenly he stopped digging and 
began striking his hoe vigorously into 
the soil. 

‘What's the matter, Willie ? 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 chan 
ever. 

‘Hundreds of what! and grand- 

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 
hiz city home, suddenly disappeared. 

‘Why, I never call them worms.’ 
‘But they are worms— angle-worms, 

grandfather.’ 
‘Yes, but 1 never call them so,’ 

laughed grandfather at the serious 
little face. ‘I call them farmers, my 
assistant farmers, and the more work 
I have for them, the better I like it.’ 

‘Farmers! Worms, farmers—and 
work ? Why, grandfather, all they do 
is to squirm and wiggle.’ 

‘Certainly, that's their work. Don’t 
you see they angle their way through 
the soil, and so make it light and loose. 
They are regular little ploughs ; fertil- 
izing the soil, too, as they plough, so 
to speak.’ 

‘But— but, grandfather, don’t they 
eat the seeds while they're resting ? 

‘No, indeed; my little assistants 
don’t destroy ; they only aid in my 
crop raising.’ 

‘I—1I didn’t know I was going to 
have some hired help this suminer 
when you gave me my little garden,’ 
laughed Willie. 

‘You're not going to,” chuckled 
grandfather, as he returned to his 
onion bed ; ‘they work for nothing !"— 
Sunbeam. 
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The Sparrow and the Pussy-Cat. 

A sparrow had several times tried to 
rear a little family, and each time a 
naughty cat had robbed her of her 
little ones, and destroyed her home. 
Murs. Sparrow at last decided on a new 
plan. Instead of building her nest 
where she usually did, she selected an 
entirely new place. She found an old 
piece of water pipe that had been 
thrown away on a rubbish heap, and 
in it she built her nest. It was open at 
each end, and the hole was too small 
for pussy to enter. The cat would wait 
patiently at one end for the mother 
bird to come out, but she happened (7) 
always to emerge from she opposite 
end. 

In time the little birds were large 
enough to fly, and the problem was 
how to get them into the trees before 
pussy caught them. 

There was a good deal of talking and 
chirping going on in the water pipe 
these days, which indicated that the 

mother bird was trying hard to keep 
her children from venturing forth. 
One day the mother sparrow issued 
from the pipe and began to cry piteous- 
ly, and half ran and flew along the 
ground. Instantly pussy was after 
her. The chances of getting a good 
meal stimulated the cat, but each time 
she jumped at the crippled sparrow 
the latter managed to fly a few feet 
further away. After leading pussy a 
long distance from the pipe the sparrow 
hopped up and flew away with a happy 
little chirp. It returned at once to its 
home, while pussy licked its chops with 
disappointment. The bird's ruse was 
then evident. All of the sparrows had 
emerged from the water pipe. Two of 
them had hopped up on a branch ; but 
the other two were on the ground. 
With shrill cries ‘the mother sparrow 
warned them, and got the delinquent 
children to fly before the cat returned, 
She succeeded so well that they all 
escaped before the baffled pussy had 
time to come back.— Adapted from 
The Christian Advocate. 
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He who prays in Christ's name must 
pray Christ's prayer—‘Not my will, 
but thine be done. —Alexander Mac- 
laren. 

God is a great God and therefore he 
will be sought ; he is a good God and 
therefore he will be found.—John   beyond a question that human lives 

would hamg upon it within twepty- 

father raised himself slowly from his | 

; Valuable to Remember. 
——. co— 

The colder eggs are the quicker they 
will froth. 

Meat should always be cooked with 
the fat downward. 

Whipped cream is more easily 
digested than plain cream. 

Raw cabbage is more easily digested 
than when cooked. 

Half a lemon dropped in salt will 
keep copper vessels bright. 

Add 4 few drops of ammonia to the 
blue water to whiten clothes. 

A small pinch of 
soda the water 
odor of boiling cabbage. 

Vinegar sprinkled on the stove will 
keep odors of cooking from going 
through the house. 

Kerosene may be safely used with 
boiling water to whiten yellow clothes. 
The quantity required is a tablespoon- 
ful to each gallon of suds. 

carbonate of 
in prevents the 
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Pimples on the Face. 

Many young ladies are greatly an- 
noyed with pimples and ‘black-heads’ 
on the face. The following, prescribed 
by a physician, has been tried with 
most happy effects : Thoroughly bathe 
the face each morning with water as 
hot as the hand will bear. Do not 
pick the pimples or try to press out 
the ‘black-heads.” If the bathing is 
persisted in regularly in a week’s time 
the disappearance of the pimplesT will 
be perceived. 

  

  

ONE TEASPOONFUL of Pain-Killer in 
hot water sweetened will cure almost 
any case of flatulency and indigestion. 
Avoid substitutes, there is but one 
Pain-Killer, Perry Davis. 25c. and 
H0ec. 

  

Tue Horse—noblest of the brute 
creation—when suffering from a cut, 
abrasion, or sore, derives as much bene- 
fit as its master in a like predicament, 
from the healing, soothing action of 
Dr. Thomas’ Eclectrie Oil. Lameness, 
swelling of the neck, stifiness of the 
joints, throat and lungs, are relieved 
by it. 

EL La 

Dyspepsia or Indigestion is occa- 
sioned by the want of action in the 
biliary ducts, loss of vitality in the 
stomach to secrete the gastric juices, 
without which digestion cannot go on; 
also being the principal cause of Head- 
ache. Parmelee’'s Vegetable Pills 
taken before going to bed, for a while, 
never fail to give relief and effect a 
cure. Mr. F. Ashdown, Ashdown, 
Ont., writes: ‘“‘Parmelee’s Pills are 
taking the lead against ten other 
makes which I have in stock.” g&__ _, 

  

  
  

ESTABLISHED 1859, 

JAMES R.HOWIE. 
150 Queen Street. 

Women's Tailored Suits, 

Vogue, Style, Fashion, esall it what 
you will, in the general rum of cases, 
make high prices, Chicness in gar- 
ments may, if the merehant wills, be 
turned to selling advantage and price 
raleed. not so here. We pride our- 
selves on our selections. We have 
ferreted out some stylish cloths and 
are prepared to maoufacture them 
into Stylish Suits and at very clod 
prices. 

Jas: R. Howie. 

  

DR. ATHERTON. 
Late Lecturer on surgery, Womeo 

Medical College, Toronto, and Surgeos to 
8t John's Hospital for Women, Torons 
has resumed practice in Fredericton, N } 

  

Dragon Blend 

AND — 

Griffin Blend 

TH AS 
are unexcelled. Ask your Grocer Ie 
shem ‘Wholesale only by 

A.F.Randoloh &Son| 

itt PAPER 
Eight pages of summarized and 

¢d news. 
Eight pages of practical agricultura 

and live stock articles. 
Eight pages of interesting fiction 

and magazine features. 

Weekly Mail and Empire 
Sections. 24 Pages, 

    Mason, 
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Religious 

Intelligencer 

Is the only Free Baptist paper in Canada, 
years it has been the organ of the denominatio 
ad vocate of its doctrines and interests, 
service for our cause, and has the strongest claims on all our people It is the only paper through which full and accurate news of Free Baptist ministers and churches can be had, and in which the denomination’s work, local and general, is properly set forth, Every year the Conferences commend it to the people. The testimony of pastors is that it is a valuable helper in all their work, 

For forty-eight 
n—the faithful 

It bas done invalusble 

No other paper can fill its place in 

a Free Baptist family. 

And there never was a time when our 
INTELLIGENCER moe than now. 

The life of the INTELLIGENCER is so completely identified with the life of our denomination, and it is so important an arm of our work, that we cannot too strongly urge upon all our people the necessity of giving it hearty support—both for their own sake and for the sake of the cause it represents, 
It is very important that the denominational vaper should be a regular visitor to every Free Baptist home. 
Besides the INTELLIGENCER’S value as a 

it is generally acknowledged that there is n 
family paper published in the Dominion. 

he price is as low as the peice of any religious paper of its size in these Provinces, 1t is worth to Free Baptists much more than it costs them. 

people needed the 

denominational paper 
0 better religious and 

  

SB0EAour Subscription for this year. 
THE SOONER SENT THE BETTER 

  

Send a new subscriber with 

your renewal. 

$2.50 will pay for both one year. 

  

W<==Pastors can help much by speaking to their 

people, soliciting renewals and new subscribers, 

  

Let there ho a rally all over the 

ficld in behalf of 

THE INTELLIGENCER.   $100 PER YEAR 

            

     

       
       
          
        

        

              

      

   

    

   

  

   

     
   

    
    

       
   
   

    

     

   

    

    

    

  

   
   

  

        

        

         

  

   
    
    

     

       
    
   
   

  

   

  

   
   

   
    
   

   
     
        

     

     

    

    

    

   
    

  

   
   

  

    

  

   
   
   

   

   
       

   

    

   
   

  

   
   

    

    

   
   

    

    

  

   

    

   
    

  

   
   

    
   

   
   

   
    

   

  

   
    
    

  

   
     

  


