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Lam TE RELIGIOUS INTELLIGENCER. 
CT Whee Baby Died. i he'd let me have my balloon,” whim- 
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Le chubby fingers were so cold, 

he white robe held each well-laid fold, 
id all in place lay the curls of gold, 

When bady died. 

   

        
    

     

     
      

    
       

    

   ind friends came then, my grief to share, 

ot dark as mght was noontide glare ; 

y heart Was in the casket there, 

W hen baby died. 

   
o more the pattering baby feet 

ould gaily run, my smile to greet— 

hey were still and cold, in that casket 

neat, 

  

      

  

       

    

OR OF When baby died. 
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. flowers were #0 pure and fair, 

nged by friends with loving care ! 

it my heart yielded to despair, 
When baby died. 

* * * * * 

itling tongue=~how can I bear 

on comes the hour of evening prayer, 

have at my knee no head bowed there, 

Since baby died? 

   

   

  

   
   

  

    

  

   
   

   
    

   
     

     

     
    

    

    

   

  

   

    

   

  

thing j 8 

the ger 

I'S. 
$8 
ek from 

would not think Ged was unkind, 

it to his kindness I was blind ; 

y grief was filling my whole mind, 

i When baby died. 

pow I know that it was best ; 

¢ birding will in heaven rest, 

hough empty is my own home nest, 

Since baby died. 

r ON me beyond the ether blue, 

St John ffilling as the angels do, 

nd Bostoy ¢ll never know the grief I knew, 

iol When baby died. 

“Hr jp me, O God, tobe resigned, 

d at 6 p.m. d now my duty’s path to find, 

Astport witht ...1d to doubts that filled my mind 
is and St§ ’ 
ap to 5o¢ When baby died. 

EC HLER, 
nd when my labors here are o'er, 

ll meet my loved on heaven's shore, 
prgetting all my sad heart bore 

When baby died, 

—Elsie Malone McCollum. 
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The Balloon and the Bird, 

OA 
PLATED 
DT. 

ional Blen is : 
st Blend Ji There is a balloon-man going by ! 

oR ge WSire enough there was. Ted and 
wi 

ney rushed to the front door to see 
t free of ¢ ’ 
e In town 

ok & § 
Westmor 

p balloons. 

‘Blue ones and red ones !’ 

‘Just like a great bunch of grapes !' 

See ‘em bob in the wind !’ 
‘Oh, oh !’ 

Two pairs of boy eyes gazed in an 

ony of longing at the balloons. 

Uncle Mark was sitting on the porch. 

now got up and came toward the 

  

NANT 
1d fastest 
ublished. ys. 

‘When 1 was a small boy, I liked 
) L, M fj balloons.’ 

Soody, ol Cw» all boys do,’ said Ted, mod 

tory of tig 'Vhich color do you want ? he asked 

nselfish king some change from his pocket. 
AR. thoi Red,” said Ted. 

i, Ted,” said Tony. 

athentic bof Tvo red men,’ said Uncle Mark to 
ed. Large b man, 

000 ‘more BG no * said Ted ; ‘we don’t want 
i neal i red. They'll get mixed up.’ 
id, credit gill But | want red,’ persisted Tony. 

Well, said Ted, a little unwillingly, 

>, One ben I'l] take blue.’ 
The man loosened from the bunch 
# strings belonging to a red and a 
ie balloon. 

Ketch hold keerful now,” he con- 
ied, ‘or they'll get away from ye.’ 
Let me,” said Ted. 

No—let me,’ said Tony. 
Iwo small hands stretched out to- 
her to take the strings. And whose 

lt it was—whether of either or both 
of the balloon-man - can never be 

ld; the string of the red balloon 
pred away. 
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1 Lil 
al Hold on !" screamed Tony. 
n But the balloon sailed away until it 
it Pped against the branches of a tall 
ip ¥, with the branches hanging dowa. 

kle Mark tried to reach it, but it 
just beyond his reach. 

Tl go and bring a step-ladder,’ he 
hd, 

Un the way back with it he heard 
d cries from the boys. He dropped 

t lddder, and ran to them. It was 
(to tell whether the cries were of 
r or merriment. 

What had happened ? 
A dozen or more sparrows had been 
Pping and chirping about, all busy- 

wd looking out for stuff with which 
build their nests. One pair of the 

ht little eyes had spied the string 

"ng from the balloon. A flash of 

brown wings—and the balloon was 
Ng away, 

Look 1 Look ! 
ol going off with it !' 
You bring that back !’ 
Whose blloon is it ¥ asked Uncle 
k, 

Mine,’ gaiq Tony, half inclined to 

But it wag go funny to see that spar- 
hauling away the balloon that even 

VY could not keep sober, They 

hed and screamed and clapped 
Ms unt) everyone about the place 
® to look. 

® meant business, that bird. They 
“ed him as he flew with the string 
nd the side of the house. There, 
“ledge just under the eaves of the 
'% they could see that he was build- 
"Dest. . Watching him, they saw 
on 8i0 to weave in the string. 
He's Welcome to the string if only 

      
   
   

   
   

   

   

: \       

( pered Tony, 
‘1 wouldn't mind abitifit was mine,’ 

said Ted. ‘It’s so comical to see it bobbing in the wind while that little 
rascal works away 

‘I don’t mind,” said Tony. ‘You 
never had a balloon built into a bird's 
nest.’ : 

An hour later the string was much 
shorter. Before night the balloon was 
bound down to within a foot or two of 
the nest. And there it stayed for 
weeks, probably to the envy of all 
other sparrows, 

At last, in a wind-storm, it burst ; | 
and for the rest of the summer a little 
dab of red hung down from the nest, 
which was the last of Tony’s balloon. 
—Vick’s Magazine. 
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Baby Clarke's ‘Chupper.’ 

BY MINNIE L. UPTON. 

‘No, said Baby Clarke, ‘I tan’t do to 
bed "till after chupper.’ 

‘But we had supper, baby,” said 
mamma. ‘Don’t you remember ! We 
ate supper on the ‘choo-choo cars’ be- 
fore we got to grandma’s house.’ 

He shook h's yellow head with sor- 
rowful emphasis. ‘Vat wasn’t chupper.’ 

‘Bless his dear heart I" cried grand- 
ma. ‘He's forgotten. Boys do get 
hungry so often. Let me get him 
some bread and milk, Gertrude. That 
won't hurt hin: ; and then he'll go to 
bed like a lamb. 

Grandma suited the action to the 
word, and in a trice Clarke found him- 
self seated before a little round table 
in the high chair that had been brought 
down from the attic the minute tha: 
grandpa and grandma had received the 
letter telling them that their little 
grandson was coming to make them a 
visit. The bread and milk disappeared 
slowly, seriously, silently. 

‘What a quiet child I” quoth grandpa. 
‘Is he always still, 
Gertrude ? 

Clarke's mamma looked puzzled. 
‘No, indeed,” she responded, ‘if his 

appetite were not so good, I should 
certainly be quite alarmed. I suppose 
he is tired from his first journey on 
the steam-cars.’ 

80 daughter 

‘I hope it’s nothing worse,’ sighed 
grandma, settling her spectacles so as 
to see him better, and beginning to 
look worried. 

Presently Clarke laid his spoon 
down, and wiped his rosy lips medi- 
tatively. Then mamma took him in 
her lap, and began to unbutton his 
tired little shoes. But the astonished 
and reproachful expression in his wide 
eyes made her pause, with the chubby 
foot in her hand. 

‘O muvver, I don’t want to go to 

bed before chupper! I hasn't been 
naughty !’ 

Grandma dropped her spectacles, 
and forgot to pick them up. 

Grandpa threw back his head, and 
laughed and laughed ! 

‘Well, well, well I” he said at last : 

‘the boy's hearty, and no mistake. 
Glad to see it | Glad to see it !’ 

‘He certainly is the beatermost,’ 
said grandma, smilingly donning the 
‘specs’ which grandpa had picked up 

between laughs. ‘Butdo—don’t serimp 
him on victuals. I'll get him some 

more bread and milk.’ 

‘He doesn’t need it,’ said his mamma, 

half laughing and wholly puzzled. °I 

can’t imagine what makes him act so.’ 
Clarke watched and listened, his 

eyes exceedingly bright and his lips 

beginning to quiver. And, when he 

was placed in the high chair again 
bofore a second bowl of bread and 

milk, he could bear it no longer, but 

barst forth in broken English, punct- 

uated with heart-rending sobs. 
‘Oh, no, no !" he wailed. ‘No, no, 

no ! Vat ain't chupper. Vat table an’ 
me ain't chupper. Chupper,—’ and he 

raised his woe-begone face and exter d- 

—
 

ed his short arm impressively, —‘chup- 

per is a long table--an’ lots of folks 

round it - an’—an’ — fun ’ 

Down went the yellow head with a 
pathetic thump. 

‘Dear heart!" said grandma : ‘he 

misses the rest of them so!” And she 

picked him out of the high chair and 

cuddled him close, smiling through 

moist ‘specks.’ 

‘The little chap has the rights of it,’ 
said grandpa, heartily. ‘Eating alone 
ain't a genuine meal, and that’s a fact. 

He's hit the idea precisely. Mother, 

spozen you set out gome things -I 

know we don’t need at! 
plumb tired, —'ut sn 

¢, and you're 

you do just | 

et out some thing: un the dining- 
room table, and we all draw up? 

‘Of course I will, father,” responded 

grandma. And she really would have 

done it, but just then Mamma Gertrude 
| said ‘Sh-h-h I’ Baby Clarke was fast 

asleep. 
| ‘Dear heart!" said grandma again. 

| ‘We'll have things right in the morn- 

ing.’ 
‘That we will,” said grandpa. 

Grandparents are so indulgent !— 

  

Straightening out the Furrows. | 

‘Boys’ he said, ‘I've been trying 
every day of my life for the past two 
years to straighten out the furrows, 
and I cant do it.” 

One boy turned hls head in surprise 
toward the captain's neatly kept place. 

‘Oh, I don’t mean that kind, lad ; 
I don’t mean land furrows !’ continued 
the captain, so soberly that the atten- 
tion of the boys became intense as he 
went on. “When I was a lad about 
the age of you boys, I was what they 
called a ‘hard case’—not exactly bad 
and vicious, but wayward and wild. 
Well, my dear old mother used to 
coax, pray and punish—my father was 
dead, making it all the harder for her 
— but she never got impatient. How 
in the world she bore with all my 
stubborn, vexing ways so patiently 
will always be to me one of the mys- 
teries in life. Iknew it was changing 
her pretty face, making it look anxious 
and old. 

‘After awhile, tired of all restraint, 
I ran away— went to sea—and a rough 
time I had of it at first. Still I liked 
the sea, and liked journeying around 
from place to place. Then I settled 
down to business in a foreign land, and 

soon became prosperous, and now be- 
gan sending something besides empty 
letters. And such beautiful letters as 
my mother always wrote during all 
those years cf cruel absence !| At last 
I noticed how longing they grew, long- 
ing for the presence of the son who 
used to try her so ; and it awoke a cor- 
responding longing in my own heart 
to get back to the dear, waiting soul. 

‘So when I could stand it no longer, 

I came back, and such a welcome and 
such a surprise! My mother is not a 
very old lady, boys; but the firs; 
thing I noticed was the whiteness of 
her hair and the deep furrows on her 
brow. I knew, too, that I helped to 
blanch that hair to its snowy whiteness, 

and draw those lines in that smooth 
forehead ; and those are the furrows 

I've been trying to straighten out. 
But last night, while mother was 

sleeping in her chair, I sat thinking it 
all over, and looked to see what pro- 
gress I had made. 

‘Her face was peaceful, and the ex- 

pression was as contented as possible, 
but the furrows were still there. I 
hadn’t succeeded in straightening them 
out. I never shall—mever ! 

‘When they lay my mother, my fair 
old sweetheart, in her casket, there 
will be furrows on her brow, and I 
think it a wholesome lesson to teach 
you that the neglect you offer your 
parents’ counsel now, and the trouble 
you cause them, will abide, my lads— 
it will abide !’ 

‘But,’ broke in Freddie Hollis, with 
great, troubled eyes, ‘I should think, 
if you're so kind and good now, it 
needn't matter much.’ 

‘Ah, Freddie, my boy,’ said the 

captain, in. a voice whose quavers 
showed the emotion he was trying to 
control, ‘you can not undo the past ! 
You may do much to make the rough 
places smooth, but you can’t straighten 
oat the furrows ; my lads, remember 
that.’ 

‘Guess I'll go and chop some wood 
mother spoke of this morning; I'd 
most forgotten about it,” said lively 
John Hollis, in a strangely quiet tone 
for him. 

‘Yes, and I've go’ some errands to 
do,” suddenly remembered Billy 
Bowles. 

‘Touched and taken,’ said the kind- 
ly captain to himself, as the boys 
tramped off, keeping step in a thought. 
ful, soldierlike way. —Lifeboat. 
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The Honest Bootblack. 

‘Shine, sir 7 

‘Yes; I want my shoes blacked.’ 

‘Then I would be glad to shine them, 
sir,” said the boy. 

‘Have I time to catch the Hudson 
River train? 

‘No time to lose, sir ; but I can give 

you a good job before it pulls out. 
Shall 17 

‘Yes, my boy ; don’t let me be left.’ 

In two seconds the bootblack was on 

his knees and hard at work. 

‘The train is going, sir,” said he, as 

he gave the last touch. The man gave 

him a half dollar and started for the 

train. The boy counted out the change 

and ran after his patron, but was too 
late, for the train had gone. 

Two years later the same man, on 

coming to New York, met the boot- 
black, but had forgotten him. The 

boy remembered his former customer, 
and asked him : 

‘Didn’t I shine your shoes once in 
the Grand Central Depot ? 

‘Some boy did,’ said the man. 
‘I am that boy, and here is your 

change, sir.’ 
The gentleman was so pleased with 

the lad’s honesty that he went with 
him to see his mother, and offered to 
adopt him, as he needed such a boy. 
The mother consented, and the honest 
bootblack had after that a good home.   Chris. Register. 

when a man became a partner in his | 
friend’s 
Advocate. 

Jv 
] large business. — Farmer's | 
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A DizNer  Pini.—Many persons 
suffer excruciating agony after partak- 
ing of a hearty dinner. The food par- 
taken of is like a ball of lead upon the 
stomach, and instead of being 8 healthy 
nutriment it becomes a poison to the 
system. Dr. Parmelee’s Vegetable | 
Pills are wonderful correctives of such 
troubles. They correct acidity, open 
secretions and eonvert the food par- 
taken of into healthy nutriment. They 
are just the medicine to take if troubled 
with Indigestion or Dyspepsia. 
  

A SPRAINED ANKLE is not an un- 
common accident. Pain-Killer re- 
lieves and cures almost as if by magic. 
The greatest household remedy. Avoid 
substitutes, there is but one Pain- 
Killer, Perry Davis’. 2c. and H0c. 

  

To Save MoNEY it is necessary to 
have a clear, bright brain, a cool head, 
free from pain, and strong, vigorous 
nerves. Milburn’s Heart and Nerve 
Pills invigorate and brighten the brain, 
strengthen the nerves, and remove all 
heart, nerve and brain troubles. 

  
  

TaE CoucniNG and wheezing of per- 
sons troubled with bronchitis or the 
asthma is excessively harrassing to 
themselves and annoying to others. 
Dr. Thomas’ Eclectric Oil obviates all 
this entirely, safely and speedily, and 
is a benign remedy for lameness, sores, 
injuries, piles, kidney and spinal 
troubles. 
  

  

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- 
mente may, if the merehant wills, be 
turned to selling advantage and price 
raleed. not so here. We pride our 
selves on our selections. We hav 
ferreted out some stylish cloths an- 
are prepared to manufacture them 
into Stylish Suits and at very cloe 
pricee. 

Jas: R. Howie. 

  

NO SUMMER VACATION ! 
Our arrangements are complete for 

our usual Teachers’ and University 

Students’ Classes, during the vacation 

season. 

Any desired selection of studies 

from either our Business or Shorthand 
courses (or from both) may be made. 
REMEMBER—St. John’s climate 

and our superior ventilating facilities, 
make study in summer just as pleasant 
as in any other season. 

Send for Catalogue. 

      

“ty 8. KERR & SON 
4 oo 

3 0dd Fellows Hall 
WP 8 Sen < 

  

DR. ATHERTON. 
Late Lecturer on surgery, Women 

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

  

Dragon Blend 

—AND— 

Griffin Blend 

TH _A = 
areunexcelled. Ask gour Grocer le 

them ‘Wholesale cnly by 

A.F.Randolch & Son 

IHhet PAPERS IN ORE 
ght pages of summarized a 

Eed news. 
Eight pages of practical agricultura 

and live stock articles. : 
Eight pages of interesting fiction 

and magazine features. 

Weekly Mall & Empire! 
Sections. 24 Pages, 

    He was given a good education, ang ! 
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Religious 

Intelligencer 

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 bes done invaluable 
service for our cause, and has the strongest claims on all our people 

It is the only paper through which full und 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, 

No other paper can fill its place in 

a Free Baptist family. 

And there never was a time 
INTELLIGENCER moe than now, 

The life of the INTELLIGENCER is so completely identifred 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 denominational paper 
it is generally acknowledged that there is no better religious and 
family paper published in the Dominion. 

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

when our people needed the 

  

S00 your 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 be a rally all over the 

field in behalf of 

THE INTELLIGENGER.     $1.00 PER YEAR


