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- very cream of a winter’s day.

. don’t work up 1o the conditions.
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Our Boys and Girls. §

THE STORY OF AN APPLE.

Little Tommy and Peter and Archy and
Bob

Were walking one day when they
found
An apple;
red,
And lying alone on the ground.

‘twas mellow and rosy and

Said Tommy, “I'll have it.” Said Peter,
“’Tis mine.”
Said Archy, “I got it, so there!”
Said Robby, “Now let. us divide it in
four,
And each of us boys have a share.

“No, no,” shouted Tommy, “I'll have .

it myself.”
Said Peter, “I want it, I say.”
Said Archy, “I've got it, and I'l] have
it all;
I won’t give a monsel away.”

Then Tommy he snatched it, and Peter
ihe fought,
(’Tis sad and dxshressnng to tell;)

And Archy held on with his might andv-

his main,
Till out of his ﬁngers it fell,

Away from the quarrelsome urchins it
flew,

And down a green little hill,

That apple it rolled, and it rolled, and
it rolled,

As if it would never be still,

A lazy old brindle was nipping the
. grass,
And switching her tail at the flies,
When all of a sudden that apple rolled
down

And stopped just in front of her eyes.

She gave but a bite and a svvallow or
two,

That apple was seen never more!

“I wish,” whimpered Archy and Peter

. and Tom,
“We'd kept #t and cut it in four ”
o - —Early Days.
— OO
HUGH. -

By SvypNey DAvee.

. “Hurrah! Off for home!” It's jolly,
hey, Hugh ?”

“JoMy,” agreed Hugh

“But I've seen jollier faces than you
have worn all the morning. Seems as
if you didn’t take in all the g‘lory of the
(hy ”

“You do, T guess, Ralph.”

' “Don’t I, though! Don't I realize
with all my heart and soul that it’s the
That
the sun shines and the snow glistens
and that Jack Frost keeps toying with
the air, just holding it at a point where
it makes a boy's limbs tingle. That
it’s Christmas holidays and all we boys

going home. You're in it all, Hugh.”

“Yes,” admitted Hugh.
“Well,” half impatiently, “some boy&
Wiy,

I could scream, jump, run up a tele-

. graph pole.”

The lively boy, among half a dozen
high school pupils who had at the last
station boarded the train with a rush
and a whoop, changed his seat to get
near to some one more likely to re-
spond to his rollicking mood and left
Hugh to his own thoughts.

They were not pleasant ones, and all
the sunshine of the day, all the narmony

- livened

.dear mother can’t in
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THE RELIGIOUS INTELLIGENCER.
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with it in his own bounding health, all-
the spirit of the festive season’ could
not make them so. He said nothing to
even his closer friends of the weight on
his heart belonging with the knowledge

~that when the others returned with

minds brightened by enjoyment and re-
lief from study to the school routine
which some of them loved, some did
not, he would not be among  them.

He and his companions lived in differ-
ent small towns in the state within easy
reach of the school. As the others en-
the car with their overflow of
schoolboy fun. Hugh took a letter from
his pocket and read, commenting and
communing with himself.

“Yes, just what I've been fearing. The
justice to the
younger ones see her way clear to my
going on just now. I wonder she’s been
able to let me have these two years—
bless her unselfish heart. Thinks if I
go to earning for two or three yeans I'll
be able to go back to school., That
never works. Leaving now I shall leave
for all. O—O—I’'m almost as big as a
man and every bit as strong as one,
and yet there’s no way for me to keep
on, though I"d work my big hands to
the bone. Well, so goes the world. The
sun will shine on and the boys will
laugh on just the same as if I could
have my heart’s desire.
ing nome to cast a cloud on their Christ-
mas? Carry home this face?” a glance
at ‘the mirrow reflecting his face from
the opposite side of the car, “with which
I seem to have frightened all the boys
away from me? Not if my name’s
Hugh Russell.”

“Ho, ho—look how the idce shines.”

“If it wasn’t just the day it is we'd
be on it all the morning.”

“Wouldn’t we?” ,

“But we can't skate and—O, to think
of the other thing.” = °

Two boys, with the raptured eyes of
twelve and thirteen, looked out from
the windows of a housc built close to
the lake over the wide expanse of the
glistening ice, -

“I say, Jack—why can’t we skate?”

“Why can't we? Because at 10.30 we
are to be at the station to meet father
and ‘mother. O my! Three months
since we have seen them And they
coming home for Christmas. What if
we can’t skate? Who cares?”

But Jack had his thinking cap on.

“See here, Mert, some fellows have
that kind of mind that they can think

of only one thing at a time. That’s you..

Then, again, some can think a lot of
things at a time, That's some one else.
Now, what if we cap have a good skate
this fine morning and see father and

.mother just the same? Just at the same

time, O—Aunt Harriet!”

A pleasant-faced,
waspassmg«hedoor butomnemat
his call.

“Say, Aunt Hanriet !—now, you're just
the very dearest ever—ifdyou were mot
it would be no use to ask you, but you
never said no to a boy yet—when you
could help it. Seeing you never were a
boy, auntie, you can’t of course imagine
what it would be to skate over that
shine out there, but you always could
understand what a boy likes, and so, if
you’ll only let us—we ought to be off
inside of ten minutes—Mert, you better
be moving.”

“But, my dear,” Aunt Harriet looked
a little perplexed, as well she might.
“I thought that in a little more than
ten minutes you would be getting into
the sleigh to drive over to meet your
father and mother—"

Well—am I go- -

gray-haired da-dy .

“Just another way of fixing a delight-
ful thing, auntie. We want to skate
acros the lake, away over to where the
railroad crosses the little bay. We
skate under the bridge—watching all the
time for the train. It come, and father
and mother—looking out far over the
ice to get a peep at your house, won-
dering where two little rascals of theirs
may be—will catch a glimpse of them
blinking up at them, tossing up their
caps and hurrahing! Please say yes.”

Aunt Harriet looked undecided. It
was as Jack had asserted, dmﬂictﬂt for
her to say no to boys.

“If only I could be sure it would be
perfectly safe—

“Mert, get -your skates. You dea'r
Aunt Harriet, don’t you know it’s been
down below zero lots of times lately?
And how often have weeskated from our
house .over here ?” ’

Al this was true. The boys lived in
another part of the beautiful town
around which curved the lake alike in
summer and winter. Across it, between

.the two homes, fan a viaduct over which

would pass the train on wihich father
and mother would arrive. Certainly
there seemed no reason why the boys
on this bnight, sharp, morning should
not skate across. Aunt Harriet. yielded
and they were soon ready .

“Good-bye, good-bye, dears. You will
have plenty of time before the train is
dm »

Who but skaters could 'tell of the joy
of that swift glide over the ghttenmg
ice?

“Hark! There’s the whistle—" as

a sound broke over the low hill on the
lake shore.

“Quick, quick! We haven't made it
as fast as we thought. Dash ahead now,
*‘JaCk.” :

Around the bend and on to.the via-
duct sped the train, again loudly trum-
peting on the ‘clear air its advance.

- Bending to their work the skaters strove"

to lessen the distance between them and
the point at which father and mother

~ would surely be looking from lt'he wm-

dow.

They were. At ﬁnst w-ith a general
glance over the ice. Then at two smaill
figures speeding towands themi, Then—
not the smiles and the enthusiastic hand
waving in glad recognition.

At sound of shriek of alarm %aside
the car every oocupant had sprung to
the side next the ice. A window was
smashed and a man wildly gestured with
arms at full lengt:h But the skaters kept
swiftly on—in sight now the bright in-

* quiring smiles on faces glowing with

the invigorating air. = They could not
see the dark patch ahoad of them on
which -the eyes inside the car were fixed
in despairing horror. Ice had been cut
there the day before and only one night's
freezing covered ithe fearful gap.

“There!” a groan as the mother fell
back, insensible. A violent jerk upset
everyone as the brakes were applied as
few brakes were_ ever worked beffbre,‘
bringing the train to a standstill in a
surprisingly short time,

There were plenty on it who did not
walit for the full stop, and foremost
among these were half a dozen or giore
well grown schoolboys,

“Hurrah, little fe'llolws! i(Chee n— cheer
—we'll help you—" encouraging shouts
arose as the faces, so quickly changed to
agonizing appeal, arose after the first
frightful dash into the icy water. “Hur-
rah-h-h—Hugh ! — That’s it—catch him.
This way now——" and Hugh Russell.
just off the car, throwing aside his coat
as he ran, had thrown himself into the

= o g
,,.,:-M‘ :

January 18, 1908,

Obstinate Coughs and
Colds.

The Kind That Stick,

The Kind That Turn Te
Bronchitis.

"The Kind That End In Cone
‘sumption. ;

‘ —

Consumption is, in thousands of cases,

sothing more or less than the final result
of a neglected cold. Don't give this
terrible plague a chancs to get a foot-hold
on your system.

If you do, will save you, Take.
wd?ummn‘ cold immediately by

“* DR. woOD'S
NORWAY PINE SYRUP.
The first’ dose will convince you that it

will cure you. lﬁumrﬂuﬂn‘-

New Germany, N.S., writes :—*I coni.
tractéed a cold that took such a hold on
me that my people thought I was gaing
to die. Hearing how good Dr. Wood'’s
Norway Pine Syrup was, I procured two
bottlesand they effected a complete cure."
- Price 25 cents per bottle. Do not
substitutes for Dr. Wood’s Norway Pine

Syrup. Bomadimhtmhavhg the

genuine,

Tax T. MILBURN Co.. ILaviTep,
Toxcm ONT.

water near the struggl.mg boys and thh- ;
in a few seconds was holding .up the

smaller one."
“Catch hold of me,” he cmed to the

other boy. , The. thin !QeWoon-‘

tinually as he strove to clinb ‘upoa it.
With still encouraging shouts his- com-
panions stamped on it, gradually break-

ing it away until the ~edge- of stronger
ice was reached,

“Now, then—" quickly. throwing them-
selves at full length on it the boys made

a chain, »t-hemomholdmcout'

strong hands in help.

“Almost as big as a man and every
bit as strong—" mnever before nad it
occurred to Hugh Russell to send up
fervent thanksgiving for his  size and

strength. It was taxed to its unmost.

The numbing cold seemed to grasp his
limbs as if to paralyze his efforts as he

sirove to place the akmost helpless boys

beyond danger. The -

thanksgiving
changedtoacryiothﬂp-—hdnmm

crue] strain, as with roaring in his €ars,

blackness before his eyes, bg gave his

last effort to the raising of ltﬁw - second
small form.

His companions clung to him nndby
main force drew him upon the solid ice,
when, with a supreme effort, he raMied
his forces and staggered on, scarcely

oonscxous of being pulled, pushed, sup-

ported up the steps of the sleeper.

Within it all was helpful confusion.
The boys were being well cared for, and
vigorous hands now dealt with Hugh
and his necessities, putting him through
a series of emergetic rubbing, which,
with hot stimulants, soon set the chilled
blood coursing. Hand baggage was
searched for articles of wear, and in less
time than would have been imagined he
was beginming to realize that warmth
and comfort still existed.

A man among the passengers had
quietly interesteq himself in the mamr.




