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Our Boys and Girls.     

  

En Eh EN 

WHO? 
There is a little girl, 
A happy little girl, ‘a 

And everybody seems to love her well. 
If you would like to know, 
Why they all love her so, 

I think I can the pretty secret tell. 

It is because she’s kind, 
And quick to hear and mind. 

Her daily tasks she seldom does forget, 
She’s pleasing in her ways, 
She's tender in her plays, 

Not often does she sulk or frown or frat. 

Who is this little girl, 
This loving little girl, , 

With face so smiling and with heart 
SO true, 

Who is, as I've been told, 
‘Quite worth her weight in gold? 

Sweet, winsome little maiden, it is you? 

xXx 
SAM AND HIS BROTHER. 

“Yes,” Mrs. Tucker decided doubt. 
fully, “I'll i, clams if you two 

em to the sink and 

glances at them; they were good-look- 
i At last they showed her what 
they had done. , 
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THE RELIGIOUS 

“I'm sorry Tom cracked the dish, and 
I'll pay for it.” : ; 

He offered her the thirty cents she 
had given him. 

“I don’t know anything about any 
cracked dish,” she said. “It's the tea 
dollars you or the other boy took from 
the table that I want!” 

“Yes,” said Mrs. Tucker, harshly, 
“just drop that bluff about the cracked 
dish!” 

The boy made no movement, but he 
grew pale and stood in silence. 

“Come,” said Mr. Tucker, impatient-- 
ly, “you had better confess! It may 
save you from the reform school.” 

“I've got nothing to confess,” said 
Sam. “I don’t know anything about 
the ten dollars—except that I noticed 
it on the table. That's all I know.” 
“Maybe the other boy took it while 

you weren't looking,” suggested Mrs. 
Tucker. 

~ “Tom aint a thief!” protested Sam, 
indignantly. “More likely I'd take it 
than him. He ain't twelve years old.” 

“Is he your brother?” asked Mr. 
Tucker, 

“Yeo, sir” 
“I've seen you about the village. Who 

are you anyway?” 
“Sam Williams is my name. My 

father was Henry Williams that—th-t 
got drowned.” 

Mr. Tucker's voice and manner soit- 
ened. “I knew your father; he was a 
good fisherman, and he was always hon- 
est; I'm sorry if his boys ain’t growin’ 
up to be the same” 

Sam’s eyes filled and his lips quivered, 
but he only repeated: 

“I don’t know anything about the ten 
~ dollars, Mr, Tucker.” 

Mrs. Tucker pulled at her husband's 
arm and whispered in his ear, and he 
stroked his beard and seemed uncertain 
how to proceed. At last he said: 
“Well, I won't do anything about i 

for the present. But there's no telling 
what I may do if things ain't straigh:- 
ened out pretty soon. ‘You can see on 
the face of it, it looks bad for your 
brother and you.” : 

INTELLIGENCER. 

“into the packing-house and get some 
empty baskets.” 

The boy looked up at him gratefully 
and hurried away. 

“You know he didn’t steal that mon- 
ey, George,” said Mrs. Tucker, rep- 
proachfully. “Why did you speak to 
him so?” 

“I wanted to make it easy for him,” . 
answered her husband. “This is the 
way he’d like to have one take it. Don't 
you see? He thinks we don’t suspect.’ 

So the kindly people watched and 
waited, and Sam worked away, happy 
in the delusion of his sacrifice. 

At the end of the third week Mr. 
Tucker called the boy to him. 

“Well, Sam,” he. said, “we're square 
now. You might take a couple of boxes 
of berries home to Tom.” 
“Thank you, sir,” Sam answered. 
“And see here. Why didn’t you tell 

me in the first place it was Tom and 
not you that took the money?” 

The boy turned red. “I—I don't 
know how you found out. You won't 
send him. to the reform school, Mr. 
Tucker?” he pleaded. 

“No. Tell me about the money.” 
“I found out; twas his initiation fee. 

There’s a lot of rough fellows that live 
near us, and they'd started a robbers’ 
gang and got Tom into it. Every one 
who joined had to steal something for 
an initiation fee.” 
“And the ten dollars was Tom's fee?’ 

said Mr. Tucker. “I shall have to look 
into this.” 

“It’s all broke up now,” Sam assured 
him. “I thrashed the chief.” 
“And why did you pretend it was you 

and not Tom that stole?” 
“Because Tom's such a little fellow. 

And if he was sent away to the reform 
school, I didn’t know how he'd stand 
it. And then ’twould be bad for him to 
begin with a bad name.” 

“But how about yourself? Didn't 
you think it would be just as bad for 
you?” 

“No, sir. I'm bigger and I could 
stand it better. I could work it some 
way.” : 

me was your own savings?” 
“Yes, sir. - The ten dollars had ben 

spent.” Sade 
‘What are you going to do now?” 
“Go back to fishing and digging 

chore to do. That'll keep him away 
from bad company, and maybe help ou* 
his self-respect.” 

That was the way in which the two 
boys got their start. And in after years, 
when both of them were prospering, 
Tom was grateful to Sam as Sam w=s 
always grateful to Mr. Tucker. —Youth's 
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Not one woman in twenty has 

Backaches of Womens 

‘The great and well known Kid 
ney remedy. They have cure 
thousands of women. They wi 
cure you. IRAE 

R. L lane, Mapleton, N.B., 
——— Th greatly ssrB pi - : | 
Backache and pain in my side. | ; 
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saw Doan’s Kidney Pills advertised, 
op ey would. give them a trial. Afts 
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