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rood de A Chlid's Song Yes, I'm going home with the egg-
::;i' fe 2 " —l-l_ht man out to the farm,’ cried Frankie,
1Ongy God gave me a little lig Lis eyes shining with ha excite-

o s Tocarry as 1 go; : ment. ‘I'm going t» drivep:)oyon as w
. sho:t Bade me keep it elcan and bright, ; . i
g Shifning bigh sod dowrs get out o' town. T'li be gone a long
g.d' sens Bear it steadfast, without fear, time, t 0.
1d need! Shed its radiance far and near, ‘I'm going to pick €gge out o’ nests,
'52 z Make th_e pat'h before ma clear and feed the shickens and the little
B o‘r » With its friendly glow. piggies. 'Nother man’s got a whole
jeart as lot o’ sheeps’, more’n a fousand. I'm
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C . 0 #ing upon my way ; y

Rough .87 be i taid, s5 Toug, > Well, | guess we better go. Maybe
c for Dark may be the day, 1t might ra'n or be dark ’fore we get

Yet a litt e bird can wing, there. Good-bye, papa. Don’t be

. Yet a little flcwer can spring, homesick,’
A Yet a little child can sing, Papa laughed and kissed him.
sl Make the whole wor d gay. ‘Good-bye,’ he said. ] suppose we
():re\':‘ce l;lo God gave me a little heart shall be a l?tt]c lonesome ; and, if you
o B T whiiir b aiaide - are homesick, you must be a brave
sleeples Gave me strength to bear my part, h".\'» and not l?l‘y.'

er's hea Glad and unafraid. Then they drove away, and pap fel:
ffects of Through Thy world so fair, so bright, quite lonesome already as he watched
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Frankie’s Visit.
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“‘The egg man 13 com ng., mamma !
'N cried Frankie Cla k, rushing into the

ste house. ‘He's m st Then he
am

hnfot rushed out again.
Joston e
i. .nd ] ] 1

k (standagilcorting an old man who carried a
 MOND&S ket on hi :

AY mou
p. m,
 with ste
Lgto on :‘l" i.‘sn‘u‘ "I‘“p

ER pumber, I suppose.’

here !
In a few minutes he came back, es

i Lid.

A 4 3 3 1 1
‘ood mornine, madam,’ said the
r-man, bowing P litely, and setting

basket usual

Frankic climbed on a chair and

atched while the eggs were being
ounted out of the basket into a pan

hich Mrs. Clark had brought. When

NEY

nstantly his was finished, the man picked up
nps, very small egg and handed it to the
il maxe Witle boy.

bollt:d. ‘There, sonny,” he said, ‘I brought

hat for you.’

‘Oh, thank you!” cried Frankie, in
felight. ‘Isn’t it dear ! I wish you'd
ring all this kind, won’t you, please?
The egg-man laughed. ‘I'm afraid
d lose your mother’s custom if I did,’
e said.

Frankie turned the egg round and
und admiringly. ‘You pick 'em out
'nests, don’t you ¥ he said.

‘Yes,” replied the man, laughing

gain.
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L PP EX§ ‘1'd like to pick eggs,’ said Frankie,
ngingly. *You live on a farm, don’t
t u? he added. ‘I ’'spose they’s lots
shickens and little bossies and sheeps
ift- lere, isn’t they 7
‘Well, T have only a small place,’ re-
ied the man, taking up his basket
id hanging it on hisarm. ‘There’s a
jle of chickens and two ca'ves and a
lt and six little pigs, cunning as can
. 1 don’t keep sheep; but Mr.
Cess we, on the big farm next to m ne,
s over three hundred.’
Frankie sighed.
‘I'd like to go to a farm,” he said
stfully.
The egg-man’s face lighted up.
‘Let me take him home with me,
pdam,” he said. ‘I'll take good care
him, and bring him back all safe and
nd 1 a few days.’
Frankie jumped off the chair.
‘Oh, can I go? he cried, looking up
badingly into his mother’s face.
lease say yes, mamma. Please do !’
Mamma hesitated.
'Are you sure it would be convenient
k your wife ? she asked.
Perfectly, madam. She will be de-
aited. She is very fond of children.
rs are all grown up and married.
tare all alone.’
lrs, Clark still hesitated.
He has never been from home over
Iht,” she said. ‘He would be home-
i, I am afraid.’
No, 1 wouldn’t,
nkie, earnestly.
he egg-man smiled. ‘I think we
manage about that,” he said.
| am going out te look after my
ses,’ he added. *‘Perhaps you would
to speak with your husband about
hile I am gone.’
0 Mrs, Clark went to the telephone,
apa did not object. He knew the
man very well. It would be all
t, only, of course, the boy would
Of lomesick, ha said.
Well, I'll get him ready as soon as
ible,” said mamma.
et him go just as he is, madam,’
the egg-man. ‘Those clothes are
[ ight for the work he will have on
next two or three days.’

mamma,’ cried

) mamma wrapped up a night-
) and another gingham waist, and
lkie kissed her good-bye and ran
‘ lo the wagon.
an I drive ¥ he asked, as he c'an-
l in, without waiting for help.
ca thelell, I guess I'd better till we get
{ town,’ said the egg man, taking
ines. ‘Then you may.’
a was on the lookout, for mamma
S said that he would like to have
o drive round by the office.
vod-bye, papa !' shrieked Frankie
they were still half a block away.
) you're going to leave us, my boy ¥
papa when the wagon stopped.

About ning o’clock that evening

there was the sou 1d of wheels stopping
at Mr. Clark’s gate ; and very soon a
familiar little voice was heard, and
familiar steps running up the walk.

Mr. and Mrs. Clark both started for
the door, reaching it just as it opened
from the outs de.

Frankie ru hed at them ‘throw ng
his arms first around one and then the
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‘a' In S0 _;: i‘\,l to see Vou : ?.‘!‘ eXx
c¢latmed. ‘\\'bvi't ] U

mugh ¢ 1 ked

‘But 1 didn’t see the .\Ii"'-'?f“. so I've
t0t to go again. Then I gu

88 maybe
U'll stay all night.

I didn’t this time,
‘cause I was ’fraid you'd be so home-
sick to see m>.’

‘Well, well I’ exclaime1 Mr. Clark.
“This is a great performance.

‘I'm very sorry, indeed, that you
have been put to so much trouble ’ he
said to the egg-man, who responded
with a polite wave of the hand.

‘Don’t speak of trouble. It is all
right. T intended to bring him home
to-night if he really wanted to come.
He has enjoyed the day great'y, and
8o have we. My wife could hardly let
him go ; and, as for me, the pleasure
of his company was worth much more
than the. extra trip. Doun’t feel any
uneasiness about i:,’

Frankie followed him to the door.

‘Goud-bye " he called cheerfully.
‘Don’c forget to feed the shickens.
They’ll be lonesome athout me, I ex-
pect. Next time you bring us some
eggs I'll go home with you again.’—
Caris. Regis'er.
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The Balloon and the Bird,

—

‘There is a balloon man going by !’

Sure enough there was. Ted and
Tony rushed to the front door to see
the 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
agony of longing at the balloons.

Uncle Mark was sitting on the porch.
He got up and came toward she boys.

‘When I was a small boy I liked bal-
loons.’

‘I guess all boys do,’ gaid Ted,
modestly.

‘Which color do you want ? he
asked, taking some change from his
pocket.

‘Red,’ said Ted.

‘Red,’ said Tony.

‘T'wo red men,’ said Uncle Mark to
the man.

‘Oh, no,’ said Ted ; ‘we don’t want
both red. They’'ll get mixed ap.

‘Bat I want red,’ persisted Tony

‘Well,’ said Ted, a little unwillingly,
‘then I'll take blue.’

The man loosened from his bunch
the strings. belonging to a red and a
blue batloon.

‘Ketch hold keerful, now,’ he said,
‘or they'll get away from ye.’

*Let me,’ said Ted. .

‘No—let me,’ said Tony.

Two small hands were stretched out
together to take the strings. And
whose fault it was—whether of either,
or both, or of the balloon man —can
never be told : the string of the red
balloon slipped away.

‘Hold on,’ screamed Tony,

But the balloon sailed away until it
stopped against the branches of a tall
tree, with the string hanging down.
Unc'e Mark tried to seize it, Lut it was
Just beyond his reich.

‘I'll go and bring the step-ladder,’
he said.

On the way back with it he heard
loud cries from the boys. He dropped
the ladder, and ran to them. It was
hard to tell whether the cries were of
tarror or merriment.

What had happened ?

A dozen or more sparrows had been
h-pping and chirping about, all busy
looking ont for stuff with which to

build their nests. One pair of the
bright little eyes had spied the string
hanging from the balloon. A flash of

the brown wings—and the balloon was
moviog away.

*Look ! Look !

‘It’s going off with it !’

‘You bring that back !’

“Whose balloon is it ? asksd Uncle
Mark,

‘Mine,” said Tony, half inclined to
cry.

But i~ was so funny to s>e that spar-
row hauling away the ba'loon that even
Tony could not keep sober. They

pla-e came to look.

He meant business, that bird. They
followed as he flew with the string
around the side of the house. Taere,
on a le ge just under the eaves of the
gable, they could see that he was build-
ing a nest, Watching him, they saw
him begin to weave in the s ring.

‘He’s welcome to the strinyg if only
he’d let me have my balloon,” whim
pered Tony.

‘1 wouldn’t mind a bit if it was
mine,’ said Ted. ‘It's so comical to
little raseal works Away.’

‘I don’t mind,” said Tony. “You
never had a balloon built into a bird’s
nest.’
shorter. Before night the balloon was

bound dowa to w thin a foot or tw
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| weeks, probably to vilie envy of ail

of the nest. And there it tayed for

— Unidentified.
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Johnnie's Goblin

BY FRANCES MARGARET FOX.

Miles and miles away, in the land of
the fairies, there lived the most accom-
modating boy ever known. His name
was Johnnie Jump-up, and there was
a time when he wouldn't willingly do
anything for anybody. His father
often said there never had been such
a lazy boy in the Jump-up family. If
his mother wanted him todo an errand,
she had to punish him before he would
move, which made it unpleasant for
both of them. Hisschool-teacher gave
him a switching whenever she wanted
him to stir.

Fortunately for Johnnie, the fairies
in the neighborhood were fond of him.
Though no one knew it, they had at-
tended his christening, and anybody
who knew Johnnie Jump-up when he
was a baby was sure to remember him
always, and to hope he would be a
good man when he grew up.

Many and many a time the fairies
had tried to make Johnnie a better
boy by putting it into his heart to
mind his mother ; yet even they could
do nothing with him.

As the days went by, and Johnnie
grew worse and worse, it happened
that a goblin fell int> the power of the
fair'es. He was & mischiev us, merry-
hearted fellow, and loved to play tricks
on the fairies. He used to break their
toadstools, tear their spider-webs, and
empty all the dew out of the butter-
cups.

One night. when he was too tired to
keep awake after his pranks, a fairy
managed to touch him with her magic
wand, and, as every one knows, if a
fairy can touch a goblin with her wand,
he becomes her prisoner immediately,
and must do as she bids him.

Not wishing to harm the goblin, the
fairies put him in a green bower with
a rose-leaf carpet, where the poor fel
low almost died of homesickness. He
wanted to go back to his cave and live
with the goblin folks, but the fairies
were afraid to set him free. Finally
they thought that his love of mischief
might be turned to account, and he
was summened to appear before the
Fairy Queen. She told him about
Johnnie Jump-up, and promised him
his liberty if he could teach the chi'd
to mind. The goblin, forgetting how
to behave in the presence of a queen,
tossed his pointed cap high in the air,
and turned a somersault.

‘Y ur Royal Highness,” said he,
bowing low, ‘I give you my word as a
goblin that Johnnie Jump-up, under
my care, shall obey his parents, and be
lively as a jumping-Jack inside of a
week, or I will return to my prison.
‘You may go,’ said the Fairy Queen,
well pleased.

Nobdy ever saw a goblin, 89, of
¢ourse, Johnnie Jump-up didn’t know
when his goblin slid down the chimney,
and snuggled up beside him on the
couch,

The goblin had been in the house
but a few minutes, when Johnnie's
mother called him to bring her some
wood.

‘Oh! Idon’t want to, ~1'm reading,”
whined the boy. ‘Why can’t Sammie ?
I don't '—But he did, for the goblin
caught him by the shoulders, kicked
him, pushed him blew in his neck,
and sent him flying to the woodpile.
‘Why, Johnnie ! said his mother,
‘you don't need to ru:h like that. Now

-

doa t sit down agaic; Iam going to

laughed and screamed and clapped |
| their hands until every one about the

see it bobbing in the wind while th ¢

An hour later the strine was much |

; bake cookies, and must have the wood-
box full.’

‘Oh, dear !’ began the boy, ‘T don’t
—But he did, for the goblin sent him
with such a force he bumped his nose
on the woodpile. The goblin laughed,
and so did Johnnie’s mother.

All day long, whenever any one
asked poor Johnnie Jump-up to do an
errand he did it His mother and
father couldn’t understand the change
in him, and his teacher was amazed.
He kept the scho I-children in a roar
of laughter,——thnugh he, poor child !
felt sad enough, and was pun‘shed
three times in one day for minding too
sud lenly when he had first said he
wouldn'’t

Itwasn’t long ln‘-furr-.l«-hnniestnppod
| saying that he didn’t want to do things.
I- was so much pleasanter to get up,
ad quietly do what was required of
him, than to o flying thr mgh the ai
as thouch shot from a gun,

Unless Johnnie started the minute
he was spoken to, the goblin was sure

'
to help him,

Saturday afternoon Mrs. Jump up
| wanted to give Johrnie a bath. She
‘._r..r the water all ready before she
I v

called him.

‘Oh, d-ar " said Johnnie, ‘T don’t’

That was too much for the coblin,
| v ho was quite ou’ of patience with a
i 0 ¥ 1 ] ( do a |
i ' 1 hir He 1

; 1 Johm 11
e | { all
l!l | ! { " ¢ )}
{y el lled him «
.\‘\‘ "."' j ',‘ ‘e '[ Imop-un $? }j'_ ox
claimed, ‘what ever makes vou act so
You ought to be seve rely punished.

Oh, dear !’ wailed Johnnie, ‘T coul In't

help what Id d. Unless I mingd every-
body qnick, it seems as if something
gets behind me and makes me mind s
fast I can’t hardly breathe.’

‘Then why don’t you mind, little
boy ?

‘T am always going to after this,’
s bbed Johnnie. And ever since that
time Johnnie Jump-up has been so
accommodating the neighbors say he
seems fu'l of springs.

The zoblin went up the chimney

with a roar one day, and never troub-
led Johnnie or the fairies again.

Some stories are true, and some are
pnot —8. S, Tines.
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Bad Breeding

Of all forms of bad breeding, the

pert, smart manuner affected by boys
and givls of a certain age is the most
offensive and impertinent. One of
these so-called smart boys was once
employed in an office of the treasurer
of a Western railroad. He was us-
ually alone in the office between the
hours of 8 and 9 in the morning, and
it was his du‘y to answer the questions
of all callers as clearly and politely as
possible.

One morning a plainly dressed old
gentleman walked quietly in, and ask-
ed for the cashier.

He's out, said the boy, without
'ooking up frem the paper he was
reading.

‘Do you know where he is ?

‘No.’

‘When will he be in ¢

‘’Bout 6 o’clock.’

‘It’s near!y that now isn't it ? I
haven’t Western time.’

“I'here’s the clock, said the boy,
smartly, pointingjto the clock on the
wall,

‘Oh, yes ; thank you, said the
gentleman. ‘Ten minutes to 9- Can
I wait here for him ?

I s’pose 8o, though this isn’t a
public hotel.’

The boy thought this was smart
and he chuckled aloud over it. He did
not offer the gentleman a chair, or lay
down the paper he held.

‘I would like to write a note while
I wait,’ said the caller ; *will you
please get me a piece of paper and en
ve'ope ?’ -

The poy did so, and as he handed
them to the old gentleman, he cnolly
said :

* Anything else ?’

‘Yes, ' was the reply. ‘I would
like to know the name of such a smart
boy as you are. ’

The boy felt flattered by the word
smart, and wishing to show the full
extent of his smartness, replied :

‘I'm one of John Thompson’s kids,
William by name, and I answer to the
call of * Billy. ° But here comes the
')(»SN. ;

The.‘Boss’ came in, and see'ng the
stranger, cried ou* :

‘Why, Mr. Smith, haw do you do
I'm delighted to see you. We—’

Jut John Thompson’s *kid’ heard
no more. He was looking for his
hat. Mr. Smith was the president,
of the road, and Billy heard from him,
later, to his sorrow. Any one needing
a boy of Master Billy’s peculiar
“‘smartness” might secuee him. as he
is sti'l out of employment.— Youth’s
Companion.

A SHORT Roap to health was opened
to those suffering from chronic coughs,
asthma, bronchitis, catharrh, lum-
bazo, rumors, rheumatism. excor at:edl
nipples or inflamed breast, and kiduey
complaints, by the introduction of the
inexpensive and effective remedy, Dr.
Thomas’ Eclectric Oil,

The essential lung-healing principle
of the pine tree has finally been suc-
cessfully separated and refined into a

rfect cough medicine Dr. Wood's
georway Pine Syrup. Sold by all

dealers on a guarantee of satisfaction.
Price 25 cents.

108 Intellipencer's Jubileg

0!

A PREMIUM.
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This is the INTELLIGENCER'S fiftieth year—its jubilee year.

We are apxiovs for nothiy g ro wuch as that the paper may be and
do in the end best serse what it was born to be and do. Tha
mistakee snd imperfect werk none know eso well, nor
regret fo murh.‘ 28 those who 1

have had to do with making the paper,
But through all the aim hes been to

fullest

there have beer

serd to the homes it has been per-

mitted to enter a paper «f bigh christisn cha; wcter, all whose teachings

and influences would }er efit ite reade

\ \ We | },‘H
) T moti nseful
\v B { ] } ( }! | a X '.l}'“' (‘{
minister C Ler } will d p! ure and profi
We are planning, to », to Fublich a rumber of sarmor s by our own

ministers,

We expect to be able to present the portraits of a number of our
ministers, with trief sketches of their labors.

The usual departments will be kept up

: The sSundsy School lesson:
the W.man’s Miseion Sce ety ; the Child

ren’s Page ; News of Religlous
work everywhere ; Notes on Current Events ; Denomiaational News ;
choice selections for family and devotional reading ; besidss editorials

and editorial notes covering a wide range of subjects,

Fiftieth Year Celebrationn.

A fitting celebration of the INTELLIGENCER'S 50th year would be a
arg e increase of eircu'ation.

There is room for it. There ara hundreds of homes of Frae B \ptist
people into which the denominational paper does not go.

Ali these it desires to enter r-gularly. But it cannot get into them
without the assistance of its friends. Those who know it have to be de-
pended on to introduce it to others,

Wa ask of all pastors and, also, of all ethers who believe in the IN-
TELLIGENCER. and the cause for which it stands, to make an earnest and
systematic canvass for new subsocribers.

Besides new subscribers, there are two other things the INTELLIGENCER,

needs :
1. Payment of all arrears. A considerabie amount is due. All of

it is needed now. Those wh» ave in arresrs will be doing the paper a
kindness by remitting a* once.
2. Prompt advance payments. ;
These th ngs well attended to will be s most timely and gratifying
way of celebrating the INTELLIGENCER'S Jubilee.

. A Premiium ..

Asking the friends of the INTELLIGENCER to make spaclal efforts fo
its behalf, we wish, besides the new features for 1902 outlined above, to
mark the semi centennial year in another way.

We are therefore, offeriny an INsErLicENcER Jubilee premium
picture.

Daring the life of the INTELLIGENCER four men have been connected:
with its management :

Rev. Ezekiel McLecd was the founder and till his dsath its"editor..
His connection with it was from Janvary 1st 1853, till March 17th, 1867.

Rev. Jos. Noble was associated with Rev. E. McLeed, as joint pub
lisher, the first year.

Rev. G. A. Hartley was j int owner and associate editor with Rewv.
E. McLeod for two and a half yeari—J aly 1858 to Jin. 1861.

Rev. Jos. McLeod has been editor and manager since March 1867.

The INTELLIGENCER offers to every subecriber a grcup plcture of the
four men whe have had to do with its management, The picture is
12x16, printed on fine paper, suitable for framing.

.. Conditions .,

The Premlum pictare Is offered to all subscribers to the INTerry-
GENCER. The conditinns are as follows :

1. To every present paid-up subscriber who pays one year in
advance.

2. Where any arrears are due they must be paid, and also, a year's
advance subscription,

3. To every new subscriber paying one full year’s subscription,

Now is the Time.

The present is a good time to work for the IxTeD: IGENO¥R,

From every Free Bap*ist congregation in New Brunswick and Novs
Scotia we hope to have new subscribers.

Will the pastors kindly direct attention to the clalms of the InTEr-
LIGENCER and arrange to canvase their people ?

Wo have to depend largely, indeed almost exclasively, on the min.
Isters to present the claims of the denominational paper, and to press
the canvass for subscribers. They will be doing the paper the and cause
they and we stand for great service if they will give this matter
attention now.

Threo things the INTELLIGENCER needs,—

1. Payment of all subscriptions now due.

2. Advance renewals,

3. New subscribers from every congregation in the denomination
in New Brunawick and Nova Scotia.

Let work on theee lines go on in every congregation,

Let us make the INTELLIGENGER's fiftleth year a Jubllee year indeod
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