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  MAY 29, 1901 RELIGIOUS INTELLIGENCER. 
    A Short Sermon. J 

Children, who read my lay, 

Thus much I have to say : 

Each day, and every day. 

Do what 18 right! 

Right things in great and small ; 

Then, though the sky should fall, 

Sun, WOON, and stars, and all, 

You shall have light ! 

This further I wovld say : 

Be you tempted as you may, 
Each dsy, and every day, 

Speak what is true ! 

True things 1n great and small ; 
Then, though the sky should fall, 

Sun, moon, and stars, and all, 

Heaven would show through. 

aia 

Helping Too Much, 

MAY JOANNA PORTER. 

Nou needn’t go to school this after- 

Annie,” said Mrs. Jones. ‘I 

lt you take care of Sadie while I go 

ihe city for awhile. Youll both | 
1 some thin dresses for summer 

Robbie needs new clothes, too. 

all ready to take the train at one 

«ck, and you'll be my housekeeper 
khe afternoon.’ 

nie was so completely taken by 

rise that she scarcely breathed for 

ment. To think that she, twelve- 

old Annie Jones, was actually to 

the responsibility of the house 

the children for a whole afternoon. 

pemed too good to be true. 

he Jones family lived in a large 

e about twenty-five miles from 

ty. Hitherto when Mrs. Jones 

wished to make a shopping excur- 

she had called in the services of a 

ban who had once lived in the 

ly}; but this woman was now away 

h home on a visit, and so Mrs. 

es had decided to leave Annie as 

guardian of the household for a 

hours. 

fore dinner was really concluded 

mother hurried off to catch the 

. Robbie went to the station to 

is mother off and then went back 

chool for the afternoon session. 

je, In high good humor put little 

¢ in her crib for the usual after- 

er nap, and then set to work to 

the table and wash the dishes. It 

a considerable piece of work for a 

of young hands, but Annie was 

stomed to help her mother, and, 

les, was both ambitious and in- 

fous, so in the course of an hour 

thing was in order and she was at 

y to enjoy a new book which had 

given to her. 

# had spent some time in reading 

| Sadie called, “Annie, Annie, I'se 

¢' The elder sister hastened to 
fitle one and dressed her neatly 

t afternoon clothes. Then they 

ded to the sitting-room and 

t began to cast about for some" 
Eto do. 

want my blocks,” she declared, 

you s'all build a house, and I s’all 

kit down.’ 

nie obediently built a house, and 
er, and a barn and a temple, one 
the other. Then she began to 

if the occupation. ‘Now, Sadie, 
uild a house, and I'll read awhile.’ 
[wants ’00 to play wid me.” ‘Oh, 
adie, I'm going to read now. 
here and let me read to you and 
you see the pictures in my new 

tI'like my blocks more better.’ 
tit isn’t good for you to play all 
fue. You ought to learn to like 

If you don’t, you'll never be 
lar, Now just listen to this 
story.” Annie began to read 
and Sadie began to cry. Annie 

i her voice and Sadie cried louder. 
W, Sadie, I'm going to put away 
blocks because you won't listen to 
ding. So saying Annie quickly 
hd the blocks in their box to 
great amazement. The blocks 
bor best loved toys. She was 
med to play with them when 
ould, She stopped crying at 
ind sat herself down in her little 

1 want mamma,’ was all she 

D, Sadie, you can’t have mamma 
1% ; she’s gone to the city to buy 
1@ new dresses. Jn Won't that be 

    

    
    

   

     

  

   

     
   
   

tI want her here.’ 
l, she'll come_back pretty soon. 
“taking care of you now. See, 
our dolly. Shall we show her 
k and teach her to read ? We'll 

ber the big, round 0.’ 
bon't want QO, Ifdon’t want to 

I want mamma.’ 
"Sadie, itl] be nice to know how 
& Then some day you can go 
00l with me.” At this prospect 
Vas 50 displeased that she began 
again, 

igho ! this noise about? 
" .« was Robbie who burst 

“100m 80 suddenly, asking the 
’% In loud but kindly tones. 
"at my blocks,’ complained 

1, why shouldn't you have your 
~iere they are.’ Suiting the 

' nicer if we have it ready for her. I've 

once built a stable which he filled with — : imaginary horses to Sadie’s great, 
delight. # 

Annie felt herself reproved by the 
unconscious Robbie. “That's just like 
me,’ she said to herself. ‘I meant to 
be kind, but I've been trying to amuse 
Sadie in my own way and not in the 
way she likes. That's what mamma’s 
always warning me against. I'm glad 
Robbie doesn’t know.’ | 

The game went on until Sadie was 
satisfied and betook herself to her 
dolls, playing that they were all sick 
and that Robbie was the doctor. 

Annie left the room for a few 
moments and returned with a radiant 
face. ‘Robbie,’ said she, ‘I've a 
splendid plan. I'm going to surprise 
mamma by having a nice hot supper 
when ske come home.’ 

‘I thought mamma said she'd be 
back in time to get supper.’ 

‘So she did, but it'll be ever so much 

  

Just been setting the table with the 
best dishes, and I've put her new 
geranium in the center. Doesn't it 
look pretty # Here Annie threw open 
the dining-room door and displayed 
her work in triumph. ‘It does look 
nice, Sis,’ returned Robbie, who, what- 
ever may have been his faults, was 
certainly amiable. 

‘Now, Rob, I want you to run down 
to the butcher's and get a pound of 
lamb chops.’ 

‘Isn’t there some cold meat in the 
closet ? 

‘Yes, but we can have that another 
night. It isn’t sufficiently sustaining 
for a woman who's been off shopping. 
Here's a cookie for you.” Annie, in 
making this speech, imitated as closely 
as possible her aunt Melinda, who was 
a very dignified woman, and Robbie 
felt that he must do his sister’s bidding. 
He accepted the cookie and ran off to 
the butcher's. 

During his absence Annie descended 

to the cellar and brought from thence 

a jar of her mother's best preserves 
which she attempted to open. This 

process was a difficult one, and she had 

not succeeded in opening the jar when 
Robbie returned. ‘“That’sa dear boy,’ 

she said, ‘now I'll cook the chops 

while you open the jar. You may put 

the preserves in the high glass dish. 
They'll look prettier in that.’ 

Annie had done very little cooking 

in the course of her short life, but she 

had confidence in her own powers and 

thought that of course she could broil 

meat as she had often seen her mother 

do. It was not so easy as it looked 

however, and she only succeeded in 

scorching the chops on the outside, 

while the inside was almost raw. She 

had just dropped one of them into the 

fire and was trying to take it out with 

afork when Robbie exclaimed, ‘Whew!’ 

Annie looked over her shoulder, only 

to see that Robbie, in despair of open- 

ing the glass jar in any legitimate way, 

had seized upon a boy’stool—a hammer. 

The result was, a broken jar, a broken 

dish and a floor covered with preserves. 

At this unfortunate moment Mrs. 
Jones entered the room. 

Oh, mamma, we were going to give 

you a great surprise, and now see 

what's happened I” Mrs. Jones looked 

very grave at the aspect of affairs in 

the kitchen, but her face expressed 

still greater concern as she asked : 
‘Where's the baby ? 

‘Oh, mamma, 1 don’t know. I'm 

afraid I've forgotten her.’ 
A search was made for Sadie, who 

was found in the pantry with the con- 

tents of the molasses jug slowly trick- 

ling over her clothing, while her face 

and hands were quite besmeared with 

the sweet, sticky stuff. ‘My darling ! 

my darling I” This was all that Mrs. 

Jones could say, as she darted off to 

lay aside her wraps and then returned 

to look after poor, neglected Sadie. 
‘I'm so sorry, mother,” Annie stam- 

mered out, through sighs and tears. 

‘Well, we won't talk about it now. 

Just get me a basin of water, so that 

I can clean up this little girl, and after- 

ward you may help me get the kitchen 

in order and prepare supper. Your 

father’s coming on the next train.’ 
A half hour's work made things look 

better, and then the family sat down to 

the table, to eat the evening meal. 

But although Mrs. Jones had brought 

from the city a package of Annie's 

favorite buns, nothing tasted good to 

the little girl,—not even when her 

mother said that the table was very 

prettily arranged. It seemed a long, 

long while before she could have a 

few quiet words with her mother. At 

length the time arrived. ‘Your inten- 

tions were good, my child,” said Mrs. 

Jones, ‘but you made a mistake in 

attempting too much, and in trying to 

do things in your own way. It would 

have been better to have contented 

yourself with doing faithfully just what 

I asked you to do and then you could 
have left the rest to me.'—Christian 

Intelligencer, 
——— rr 

There are beauty and use in strength; 
there is a beauty and use in feebleness, 
alike. God, who cuts no two leaves 
upon a tree after the same invariable     * the word Robbie empwed the 

locks upon the floor, and a 
       

model, shapes also His soul-work after 

A Game ofiTag. 

  

a a - 

‘Well,” mamma said, ‘I'll tell you 

about the funniest game of [tag you 

ever saw in all your lives —ever !’ 

‘I don’t see how it could be funnier 
than catching Sweetheart !" murmured 
Perry. 

Mamma laughed. ‘But Sweetheart 

has only two feet to run with, if they 
are quick; and my little runners had, 

every one of them, four ! 
‘Four feet 

‘Mamma 

‘Who ever! 

‘Yes, four little twinkling feet, 

every single one of them,” went on 
mamma, enjoying the astonishment on 
four faces. ‘I saw them myself, so of 
course I know. It was the funniest 

sight | There were three of them. I 

didn’t want to stop them to ask their 

names, but I falt sure they were 

Nimble and Frisk and Curlover Tail. 

Anyhow, they might have been. They 

had on little fur coats, all alike, with 

stripes up and down the backs—’ 
‘Oh, squirrels ? 

‘Yes, little striped squirrels. They 
were really playing tag ; and such fun ! 

‘T kept as still as a mouse, and 
watched them. They were three or 
four trees in a row, whose branches 

shook hands with each other and made 
a long leafy road to run on ; and didn’t 
they run ! Back and forth, back and 
forth over the green road, how the 
little spry fellows scurried ! How they 

darted aside to hide among the leaves. 
How they leaped and scampered and 
laughed. Yes, they really must have 

laughed, they were so bubbling over 
with frolic and fun. Three children 
just out of school couldn’t have enjoyed 
themselves better than my little fur- 
jacketed folk. 

‘One would be ahead, running with 
all his might to keep ahead, and the 
others after him, helter-skelter. When 
they caught him, as they were sure to 
do by and by, it was his turn to catch; 
and so the funny game went along. 

‘I imagined their mother must be at 
the window, with the baby in her 
arms, maybe, watching the fun. 1 
was so interested that I suppose I 
moved incautiously—who knows but I 
clapped my hands, too, when they 
caught Curlover 1ail ? Anyhow, there 
was an alarm, and—presto ! my little 
friends were gone ; they had all scamp- 
ered home. They are never far from 
home, and the front door is always 
open.’ 
Mamma took up her work, the story 

all told. 
‘Oh,’ breathed Sweetheart, softly, 

‘how I wish I could've seen that game 
o’ tag! 

‘So do I!" echoed Debby Doolittle. 
‘Don’t I!” cried Perry. And little 
Lawrence would have wished so too, 
if he hadn’t been fast asleep you see. 
—Youth’s Companion. 

—eetllly 0 GP 

Just Try It. 

  

It is said there is nothing more dif- 
ficult to discover than the exact age of 
a woman who wishes to keep the fact 
a secret. But here is a little scheme 
which a mathematician has discovered 
to find out the age of any person. 

Having engaged that person in 
pleasant conversation, you proceed 
something after the following manner 
—speaking very innocently, of course. 

“There is a very simple problem in 
arithmetic which very few people are 
able to see through yet it is as easy as 
possible. 1 wonder if you can do it? 

This sets the woman on her dignity, 
and probably she wants to do it at 
once. 

“Think of a number corresponding 
to the numerical order of the month in 
which you were born. 
need not tell me.” 

(To make the explanation clear, we 
will assume that the figure is 2—stand- 
ing for February—and that the age is 
thirty.) 

“Now multiply that figure by 2,” 
you continue, ‘‘and add 5. Done that? 
Well, multiply that by 50, and add 
your own age. From the total sub- 
tract 365, and to the result add 115. 
Now what figure have you got ?” 

Oh, no, you 

#230,” replies the person addressed. 
‘“Isn’t that correct ?” 

“Exact I” you exclaim. ‘You are 
one of the very few persons who have 
managed it.” 

And you turn away to hide your 

smile of satisfaction at having discov- 
ered your victim was born in February, 
and that she is thirty years of age, 
You have arrived at this result by 
separating the figures 230 in 2 (Febru- 
ary and 30, 

You can do this with everybody's 
age. Try it on your sweetheart. 

eel) Gea. 

Rica AND Poor ALiKE use Pain- 
Killer. Taken internally for cramps, 
colics and diarrhea. Applied extern- 
ally cures sprains, Rev muscles, 
etc. Avoid substitutes, there is but   ( His own will, invariably.—A. D.T. 

Whitney, 
ene Pain-Killer, Perry Davis’. 2c. 

Moral Bravery. 

Many a brave soldier who has stood 
unflinchingly at the cannon’s mouth 
has not had the moral courage to stand 

firm in the cause of right when laughed 
at by his mates, 

‘We are told that when Coley Pat- 

of the cricket eleven, he was present 
one evening at a ‘cricketing supper,’ 
and one of the boys told a nasty, low 
story. Coley stood up before all his 
school-fellows and said, ‘If any more 
such stories are told in my presence, I 
resign my captaincy and leave this 
school.’ 

‘His words took effect, and thus, by 
the influence of one boy the tone of 
the great public school was purified 
and raised. The brave schoolboy be- 
came a brave martyr bishop, and laid 
down his life on an island in the far 
Pacific.—Sel. 

S——D > 

The Proprietors of Parmeless Pills 
are constantly receiving letters similiar 
to the following, which explains itself. 
Mr John A Beam, Waterloo, Ont., 
writes :*'I never used any medicine that 
can equal Parmelee’s Pills for Dys- 
epsia or Liver and kidney Complaints. 

The relief experienced after using them 
was wonderful” As a safe family med- 
icine Parmelee’s Vegetable Pills can be 
given in all cases requiring a cathartic. 
  

Try IT.—1t would be a gross injus- 
tice to confound that standard healing 
agent— Dr. Thomas’ Eclectric Oil with 
the ordinary urguents, lotions and 
salves. They are oftentimes inflamma- 
tory and astringent. This oil is on the 
contrary, eminently cooling and sooth- 
ing when applied externally to relieve 
pain, and powerfully remedial when 
swallowed. 

  

The Eleven. 
Of our students who during the month of 

April secured good positions without wait- 
ing for their oiplomas, because their em- 
p'oyers were already satisfiad with their 
attainments, are naturally glad th y at- 
tended the right school. 

Another ELEVEN obtained their di- 
plomas during the same month, and are 
also glad. 

Our Practical Accounting, the Isaac 
Pitman Shrrthand and Touch Typewriting 
are what qualify our students for their 
SUCCess. 8. 

No better time 
than now for en- 
tering. Send for 
Catalogue giving 
terms etc. 

KERR & SON, 

    

  

  

ESTABLISHED 1859, 

JAMES.R. HOWIE 
150 Queen Street. 

Women’s Tailored Suits, 

Vogue, Style, Fashion, call it what 

you will, in the general run of cases, 

make high prices, Chicness in gar- 

ments may, if the merchant wills, be 

turned to selling advantage and price 

ralsed. not so here. 

selves on oar selections. 

We pride our- 

We have 

ferreted out some stylish cloths and 

are prepared to maoufacture them 

into Stylish Suits and at very clo] 

prices. 

Jas: R. Howie. 

DR. ATHERTOR, 
Late Lecturer on surgery, Womses 

Medical College, Toronto, and Surgeon to 
St John's Hospital for Women, Torons 
has resumed practice in Fredericton,N k 

  

  

Dragon Blend 

w= AND — 

Griffin Blend 

ThE AS 
are unexcelled, Ask your Grocer Ic 
Shem Wholesale only by 

A.F.Randeloh &Son 

IES IO 
Eight pages of summarized and 
ed nw. 

Hight pages of practical agricultura 

and live stock articles. 

  

Eight pages of interesting fiction 

and magazine featares. 

Weekly Mail and Empire 

size in these Provinces, 
than it costs them. 

 . 

Religious 

Intelligencer 

terson was a boy at Eton, and captain SIL Bo HL, Ko 5. Be IE, Ne YF. We J. be ot Ne SL ie 5, 

Is the only Free Baptist paper in Canada, For forty-eight 
years it has been the organ of the denomination—the faithful 
ad vocate of its doctrines and interests, It has done invaluable 
se rvice for our cause, and has the strongest claims on all our people 

It is the only paper through which full and accurate news of 

a Free Baptist family. 

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, 

No other paper can fill its place in 

And there never was a time when our people needed the 
INTELLIGENCER mo:e 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 paper should be 
a regular visitor to every Free Baptist home. 

Besides the INTELLIGENCER’S value as a denominational paper 
it is generally acknowledged that there is no better reli 
family paper published in the Dominion. 

gious and 

he price is as low as the puice of any religious paper of its 
1t is worth to Free Baptists much more- 

  

setyour 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, 

    3 Sections, . "24 Pages,   1 and 50¢.   
$100 PER YEAR 

Let there be a rally all over the 

field in behalf of 

THE  INTELLIGENGER. 

2° Ho lil A tes Ho mil RSE AER AN Ho HE


