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" ONE TOUCH OF NATURE.

~ She ‘was a small child with one of
- those faces that the struggle for ex-
.. ‘istence in-the tenements districts too
~_ often develops. Her face was dirty,
with here and there clean streaks
~showing wheré tears had recently

" . b
gt Sﬁl: entered Prospect Park

~made her way to the hill where bloom
the old-fashioned flowers that our
_ ‘grandmothers loved so well.  She
‘watched the big policeman and the
man- on the bench watched her.
wice she stole forward to seize a
‘hollyhock bloom, and each time
drew back afraid. At last she seiz-
d the flower just as the policeman
4, @ed toward her. He roared forth
- ina deep voice: .
“Here there! get away; leave
. those flowers alone!” at the same

d her. .
With a startled scream she turn-
and ran a few steps, when she
mbled and fell. She plunged down
the high bank and landed in the road
n her head, with her left arm
oubled under her. The man on the
1 reached her before the police-
‘She was unconscious, and
ft arm was broken.
ey stretched her out on the
- beneath the shade of an oak
- mounted officer called an am-
, from a near-by hospital,
soon reached the spot. As the
- lifted her head she opened
es, and looking up into the
5 faces bent over her, said:
. Policeman, please don’t ar-
~me, mamma’s so sick, and she
d one like what growed in her
; See, I

ock blossom. - 4
- big policeman turned quickly
. He took several quick strides
oke -off a whole stalk of holly-
owers. As he thrust it into
¢ hand the man on the bench
the gleam of a silver coin as the

little paw closed over it. The
‘ on the bench brushed away a
d asked the surgeon:
© “Is she badly hurt?”

. Ne; just a broken arm.”

»ss it, and don’t take her to
sspital, but take her home. I'll
th you and see that she wants

; »

he turned awey to hide a tear

y little girl would have. been
bout her age.” ‘ :
e is,” said the policeman.
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.young man beginning a business
‘eareer; if he has the ability, can al-
j0st be asured of success by follow-
ing a few simple rules: ‘
psolute honesty is the first essen-
No one can be trusted with im-
it business unless his integrity
ond reproach.
iperate living follows close on
 fellow to maintain a clear mind in
* Modesty is another thing. The
"cheeky fellow is not popular with his
employe} or the public. But modesty
Bver miss an opportunity to make
fiend. Never neglect an oppor-
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and

h of honesty, enabling a young

" . THE RELIGIOUS INTELLIGENCER.

tunity to help a friend. Be unfail-
ingly loyal to your business associ-
ates. A large number of friends is
always an element of strength in busi-
ness life. Membership in some good
Christian church is a strong aid to
honest and temperate living, and a
good place to form true, lasting
friendships.

Another important matter is the

spirit with which one does his work.

_ The young man who will give his
entire mind to his work, watching
carefully every detail, making as few
mistakes as possible, doing the work
of his employer as though all the
responsibility and profit were his
own, will (even with moderate abi-
lity) become indispensable to the
business. Such men are sought
after every day. So many men work
without thinking, and work along in
ruts, watching the clock for quitting
time, that the man who thinks as he
works, and thinks solely about his
work, and makes it his master pas-
~sion, will find himself in great de-
Be patient and persevering. Some-
“times we may give up on the eve of
great success. Be sure you are fit-
ted for the career you have chosen
and then stay with it until you win.
Test these rules by watching some
successful business man of your ac-
quaintance.—Epworth Herald.
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HiS MOTHER'S BIBLE.

It is said that the steamer “ Sco-
tia” once picked up a dozen ship-
wrecked sailors in mid-ocean. Among
them was a boy of twelve years.

“Who are you?” said the cap-
tain. :

The answer was: “I'm a Scotch
boy. My father and mother are
both dead, and I am on my ‘way to
America.” 1 :

“ What have you here?” said the
captain, as he opened the boy’s jacket
and took hold of a rope around the
boy’s body.

“It's a rope,” said the boy.

“ But what is that tied by this rope
under your arms?”

“That, sir, is my mother’s Bible.
She told me never to lose that.”

“Could you have saved somethipg.
else?” :

“Not and have saved that.”

“Did you, expect to drown?”

“ Yes, sir; but I meant to take the
Bible down with me.”—Selected.
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% WHAT DOES IT MEAN?

“ Father, what does it mean to be
a drunkard? Maggie Gray said you
was a drunkard, and her father said
so, too.” | :

Had a bomb-shell exploded at the
feet of Mr. Weston he could not have
been more surprised. He stood
mute, and one might have heard a
pin drop, so silent were they all.
But Kate, nothing daunted, . after
waiting what she considered a pro-
per length of time, repeated the ques-
tion; and it was answered:

“A man who drinks liquor, and
makes a' beast of himself.”

“Is that what you do, father?”

“It is what I have done sometimes,”
he replied, in a choked voice.

“It's bad, ain’t is?”

~

“Yes, child, the very worst thing

a man can do.”

“And that's what makes mother
cry when “there don’t anything hurt
her? and that’s why I have to wear
such dreadful old shoes?”
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Only one word in reply to this:

““ YCS.”

“Then I shouldn’t think you’d not
do so any more; ’cause mother's
good, and I don’t like to wear old
shoes a bit! You won’t be a drunk-
ard any more, will you? ” said Katie,
and she looked up to her father so
confidingly that he caught her up in
his arms and hid his face on her
shoulder.

“Say, father, won’t you, will you?”

“No, darling, I won’t;” and rais-
ing his right hand he promised never
to drink another drop of intoxica-
ting liquor. “God helping, he add-
ed, reverently. “Bless you, my
darling; you have saved me!”

Then there were tears and sobs,

and broken ejaculations, all for very

joy, while supper was forgotten. It
made no difference whether her shoes
were old or new; but when, a few
days after, she became the posses-
sor of some long boots with red
lace and tassels, she had a better ap-
preciation of the change which had
taken place. .

Since then she has often received
beautiful gifts; and always she re-
members with grateful heart that her
father is not a drunkard.—The Issue.
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YES, THEY KILL

Just as really as a pistol, although
it may be slower, Mr. G. W. Stevens
draws the picture of the boy and his
death weapon. He says: Boy: the
biggest developing possibility known
to men. Cigarette: a boy killer by

a more or less rapid process. If it

did it straightway, as arsenic or
or strychnine does its work, it would
be better, for the preventive would

be applied, and it would kill no more

people than these; but it is all the

- more dangerous because it does not

do its fatal mischief in a day or week,

but ‘insidiously, by inches, painlessly, -

and even pleasantly, yet none the
less certainly. We can imagine a
boy saying: “ What! One of those
innocent looking things have harm
in it—kills me? Why, I can smoke
a dozen of them in an hour! I have
done it, and it did me good. I never
feel so well as when I have one in

_my mouth, and plenty of them in my
‘pocket, and - I am perfectly miser-

able when I am out and can’t get
any. And, besides, I have tried to
quit, and failed.” Nevertheless,
they’ll kill, and that in a very few
years, unless, indeed, you have an
iron constitution, which is not pro-

~ bable in these days of degeneration;

certainly not if you smoke to ex-
cess—and nine out of ten boys do
that who smoke at all. And even if
you do not now and never will,
smoking them in moderation serious-
ly hurts a boy.

HOW TO MAKE BABY SLEEP.

You can make baby sleep by giv-
ing him laudanum or the “soothing”
stuffs which invariably contain opi-
ates. But no sensible mother will
do that. The way to make baby
sleep happily and in comfort is to
take away the cause of his wakeful-
ness. This cause is located in his
little inside—nowhere else. Babies
seldlom have anything the matter
with them but their stomachs, and
it is safe to say that the baby who
cries unreasonably is complaining of
his stomach. There is no ailment of

Torturing
Disfiguring Humours

Itching, Burning, and Scaly
- Eruptions of the Skin and
Scalp with loss of Hair
Complete External and Inter-
nal Treatment by Cuticura

THE SET

Consisting of CUTICURA SOAP, to cleanse the
skin of crusts and scales and soften the
thickened cuticle, CUTICURA Ointment to in-
stantly allay itching, irritation, and inflam-
mation, and soothe and heal, and CUTICURA
RESOLVENT to cool and cleanse the blood.
A BINGLE SET is often sufficient to cure the
most torturing, disfiguring skin, scalp, and
blood humours, rashes, itchings, and irrita-
tions, with loss of hair, when the best physi.
clans and all other remedies fail.

Cakx: Conr- Sole Frope, Bostom, U6 & D00 4@

at 25 cents a box by writing

i

Allen’s
Lung Balsam

The best Cough Medicine.

ABSOLUTE SAFETY
should be the first thoughta
be rigorously insisted
‘upon when buying medicine,
for wu its safety onds
one’s life. - ALLEN'S LUNG
BALSAM contains no opium
{in any form and is safe, sure,
and prompt in cases of Croup,
Colds, deep-seated Coughs.
Try it now, and be cg&vlneod.
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WOULD HAVE TO STOP HER
WORK AND SIT DOWN.

a baby’s stomach that Baby’s Own
Tablets will not cure right away.
They make baby cheerful and happy

.and give him sound natural sleep—

not the drugged sleep produced by
soothing stuffs. = Mrs. Wm. Smidt,
Listowell, Ont., says: “My baby
used to be very restless and sleep-
less, but since giving him Baby’s
Own Tablets, he is better natured,
sleeps better, and is better in every
way.” These Tablets cure all the
minor ailments of little ones, and can
be given to the very youngest baby.
You can get them from any drug-
gist, or they will be sent post-paid
direct
to the Dr. Williams’ Medicine Co.,
Brockville, Ont.




