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Our Boys and Gms.

: W““““»
RICHES.

BY W. L. SANFORD.

Have you a little baby boy

A few months more than two years
old,

. With soft brown eyes that brim with
L J O

~ And silken rmglets bathed in gold;

- Who, toddling, follows you around

-~ And plays beside you near the hearth;
-~ Whose prattle is the sweetest sound
To you of all glad notes of earth?

e 2 "Have you a little baby

° Who, when the voice of slumber calls
3 ',‘Reluctant leaves each tattered toy

. And in your strong arms weary falls;

3ol Who yawning, looks with sleepy eyes

" *Into your own and faintly smiles;

Then shuts his lids and quiet lies,

. .And drifts away to Dreamland’s isles?

i

~ Have you a little one like this,

i Who' puts all troubhng thoughts to

flight

 When, climbing up, he plants a kiss

E Of love upon your lips at night?

- _ If so, then humb'y bend your knee

- And lift your heart in thankful prayer,
“For you are richer far than he

Who, chnldless 1s a millionaire!

A N
A NEW KIND OF CAKE.

BY HILDA RICHMOND.

“Now, go right into the parlor, and
- don’t let me see you till dinner time!”
commanded Elsie, playfully. “And don’t
i ~worry about the dinner either! The
- “'chicken s in the pot, and the rest will
2 “?".‘be easy.”
©_“But it seems ridiculous to put the
dis _dinner-getting for the minister and his
" family into the hands of a sixteen-year-
ot old o girl. 1 ‘had planned to have a
e ,,4splendxd meal the first time they came,
_for he ’s preached in our church only
~a month, and just at that very time,
. Mary had to go home and leave me.
That s always the way my plans turn
‘, 2 ’\..ii»_f',__out-’, i
i o “Auntie! Do you mean to msmuate
" that 1 can’t cook a splendid dinner as
" welt as Mary? I have a notion to put
- too much salt in the chicken-pot for
that. I'm sure you'll be pleased with
. the meal, for I've had lots of lessons
. at cooking-school, and dabbled in the
.~ kitchen at home smcc I was a mere
R T e

 faney-work, I might slip out once in a~
~ while and help you; but some onec told
& ber about my drawn work, and- she
" " wants me to teach her. Your uncle al-

. ways likes to have cake and ice-cream
 + when we have company,” she added,

rather doubtfully.

" “I took the prize for the best cake

that week when our class gave a public

s S ‘exhioition,” said Elsie, demurely, “so I
Rt o guess I an manage that. It's only 8
. o'clock, and you won’'t want dinner till

 twelve, will you? - Company comes early
f;':r in Sharon, it seems to me,”
~ *Yes, they’ll be here in half an hour;
g ‘but we say, ‘Come and spend the day’ in
" fittle towns, instead of looking for the
. guests fifteen minutes ‘before dinner
“time. 1 guess th«u nothing to do but
take yout 3 but it’s a shame to

8 oiiyou! very__ﬁmdayyou
“fere:. -Are yoi Kiifé you can man-
7y B
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_THE Rs_mcious INTELLIGENCER.

“Perfectly certdin. There is a man
helping a lady and a child out ‘at the
front door this blessed minutes. I hope
you are not going to have other guests.
I didn’t contract wholesale catering, and
there are only two chickens stewing on
the stove.” :

“It’s them,” said Mrs, Edwards, with
no regard for grammar, leaving her
nicce to undisputed possession of the
tig, clean kitchen.

“Poor Aunt Rose will be on pins and
needles till dinner is over,” laughed Elsie -
rather wickedly. “It is easy to see that
she has small faith in my ability, but
I'll try to convert her. I'll make a dev-

il's food cake that ‘will astonish her. I
don’t suppose the people in-little towns
like this ever hear of the new things we
1ry at cooking-school. 1f I get through
in time, I'll make strawberry ice cream,
too. The pink and brown on auntie’s

old—fashaoned plates will be qmte artis-
tic.”

All this time the damty cook was
whisking eggs and weighing oeut brown
sugar as swiftly as her: thoughts were

flying, but suddenly the cake came to -

an abrupt standstlll.. “Why didn’t' I re-
member that there was no sour milk?”
she lamented.
the last drop in the pan for the little
chickens, but never thought of it till
now.”  She looked despairingly at the
brown mass, and then picked up a cup
and ran swiftly to the adjoining house.

“Please, can you let me have a little
bit of sour milk?” she asked, breathless-
ly, as a. woman answered her knock.

“I must have some for my devil’s food, .

and auntie threw the last of ours out
this morning.”

“Who is your aunt?”’ mquu'ed the
woman, rather coldly, without offermg.
to take the cup..

“Mrs. Edwards,

Mary left last night. The new 1ninister
and his family are at the house today.”
The woman took ‘the cup, and when
she returned Elsie said, “Oh, thank
you, ever so much. I'll bring you a

piece of my cake when it’s done,” and

hastened back to the deserted kitchen,

Everything went well after that.
crushed strawberries gave the smooth
cream the right tint and flavor, the
chicken simmered to the proper. degree
of tenderness, and the peas and potatoes
acted as if perfectly willing to do credit
to the young cook, whose spirits rose
- every minute. The table was set with

the finest china and the delicate, old-

fashioned silver, and a great bouquet of

roses scented thc cool air oi the dark-
. ened dining-room
1 Mrs Forrest hadn’t brought her:

SAuntie Edwards sald we should come
out, and you'd give us a piece,” said a
fa:ry-llke little girl, leading a small boy
into the kitchen..
till dinner’s ready.”

“So it is, you darling,” said Elsie,

handing out two - little cakes covered

with icing. “I made them for you.
Now, run back to your mammag, for I'm

added, impressively, as they showed a
disposition to linger, |
“What peculiar-looking cake!” cried
Mrs. Edwards, when the children -dis-
played them in the parlor. “My niece
goes to cookmg-school in the city, and

was anxious to bake the cake for today, '

but I'm afraid she had bad luck ” she
gdded apologetically.
“It looks lovely,” said Mrs, Forrest.
“Devil's food is Mr, Forrest's favorite
cake, but we seldom have it because 1
forget to allow the milk to sour.  The
childrefi deink so much niilk that it id

“I saw Aunt Rose put -

I am her niece fhom
the cxty, and she has_ company today,
so I offered to get the dinner because,

The < |

“It's so long to wait’

awfu'ly busy, just awfully busy,’ she .

not often enough is left for even a small
cake.”

“I never heard of devxl’s food be-
fore,” said Mrs. Edwards. “Is it really
goou? It looks so black and ugly.”

“1 think it is a beautiful brown, and
it is just delicious. Your niece must be

-a good cook.”

“I don’t think she made this with sour
milk, for there isn’t a drop in the house,”
said the hostess, “but I'll ask her, Bes-
sie wants a drink, so I'll do both errands
at once.” : \

“Yes, you have to use sour milk or.
buttermilk - for -devil’s food,” explained
Elsie, when her aunt filled a small
pitcher with water in the kitchen.

to the chickens till my cake was about

half ‘doné, but the woman next door

helped me out. Doesn’t it look lovely?”
“You didn’t ask her for sour milk!”

gasped Mrs. Edwards.

- “Of course, and” she gave it to me,

What is the matter, Aunt Rose?”

“Child! We haven’t spoken for two

_years. I used to buy milk of her, and
one time she sent sour instead of sweet.
When 1 spoke to her about it, she got

~angry, and we have had no dealings-
with each other since. I wonder what
she thought when you asked for sour
‘milk!” :

“I don’t know, but as soon as I serve
_the dinner to you folks, I'm going to
take her some cake and ice cream, Very
likely she’s sorry, and doesn’t know how

to make up. Are you ready for dumer?
.Everythmg is in its prime now.”

A sudden impulse took possession of
“Could you make an-

Mrs. Edwards.

other place at the table?” she asked,
-quickly.
Jones to come to dinner.”

“Of course I can; and @t won'’t hurt .

‘the dinner a bit to wait a few mmutes,
said Elsie, joyfully. '

“Mary, I've come to ask you to din-
ner,” said Mrs, Edwards, coming up
to the kitchen door where Mrs. Jones
had set out a s'ight repast for herself
on the corner of the . table.
ashamed to think I ever spoke about
that milk, and I want you to forglve
me.”

“‘It was all my fault, Rose. I've been

———

wicked and sinful, and this morning 1
came very near telling your niece not

to borrow from her aunt’s enemies. I'm

glad I didn’t, for she seems like such a

nice girl. Do you really want me to
come over to. dinner?”

“You must come. It won't take you

“and Elsie will have dinner by that time.”
“Why, Mrs, Jones!” said Mr.
wards, in surprhe, when that lady came

in, slightly out of breath-with a struggle

over her best black silk, just before
Elsie announced dinner; “I was just
telling the minister about that foolish
little quarrel you and Rose had several
years ago, and we were planning how

the difficulty could be solved, when here |
- you two ladies seem like the best of

friends. Mr. Forrest will thmk I was
telling a story.” '

“Mr. Edwards! Did you tell Mr. For-
rest that?” said his wife in dismay,
“l was just congratulating myself that

- he would never find it out.”

“I don't care,” said Mrs: Jones, smil-
ingly, “since it’s all over.
fault, anyway.” o

“I have called’ dinner twice, auntie,”
announced_Elsie. “I am afraid the food
will get cold. 5

The anxious look faded out of Mrs
Edwards’ face as the difner progressed,
much to het fiece’'s amusement, When
the dessert was brought on, she Bomou
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. never thought that you gave the last bit

Kidney Pills

“lost greatly

[ l. 0.

“I’'m going over and ask Mary

| white plates.

“I’m

five minutes - to slip on arother dress,-

X fto'm'-Mrs Edwards. - - . . o
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It was my

It was found in Parmelee’s Vegetablé

Decemb‘er 9, 1903.

A Kmney Summ' .

_Fou rteen Years.
TERRIBLE pA;N.s ACROSS
THE BAC

Could not Sit or Stand with Ease.
Conmlted Pln Different Doctorl.

Doan S

et
|
g

FINALLY MADE' A :
COMPLETE cuna. e

| e

Mr. Jacob Jamieson, Jamieson
the well-known Cantractors and Eéﬁdm , -
Welland, Ont., tells of how he was cured;:’
“For fourteen years I was afflicted with
kidney trouble whxch increased in severity
the lut five years.-My most serious m.l
was four yearsago, when I was comylotaly
incapacitated. had terrible iutcron
my back, floating specks my eyes
and was in almost constant torment. 1
caﬂdnotqitasundmthmquw;
wreck in health, haviog no and
in flesh. I had taken ‘medicine
from five different doctors and also -

numerous other cpautwq: to no pur-
1 finally Eg: "Doan's
gdn  Pills and lhdukw five
boxes tha trouble left me and I' now feel
better than I havefor twenty years. Those
who know me know how I'was afflicted
and say it is almost impc bhto -believe |
that I have been cure { it

I have passed the merid an of life '
but I feel that I have taken on the rosy

hueofboyhood"
Price 50 cts per box,or;fortl.zs.dl
e Doy peNIT L 0

dealers or

with delxght at the pin'k monnds of ice
gcream flanked by the delicious brown
cake with its thick coat of icing, the
whole served on the thm, pmk-and—,

“What new-fangled kind ‘of cake is
this?” inquired Mr. Edwards, lookmg
with scant favor at his piece. ' :

“Mrs. Forrest and Elsie call it devil’s
food, but T think that is a horrid name
“for such good cake,” said his wife; des 5 4

it had not been for this you mhht still
be lonking for some plan to mduce Mrs.
Jones apd me to make up.” 4o

- “How .is that?” inquired the numster,'
and the story came out. “It's a lucky
thing Elsie knew nothing of the ttouble
or we wouldn’t be together today,” said
Mrs. Jones, yhm she had finished the
foolish little story, . wlth madh help '

A httlc salt sprmkled on a maky fire e
mll clear it. : ; ~ ey
" Just the Timsg That's W antc} ~&
A pill that acts upon the stomach aind
yet is so compounded that ‘certain in-
gredients of it preserve their power to
act upon the iftestinal camla, go as to
clear them of excreta, the retention of
which cannot but be hurtful, was long
looked for by the medical profession:

Plils, ‘which are the  tesult of
expert study, ahd are ocimtiﬁwlgfe‘ v
pated us i*tmﬂtin tnd’w tlumtm »

in ot




