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RELIGIOUS INTELLIGENCER. 

Our Children. 
— 

I looked at the happy children, 

Who gathered around the Fearth ; 

dq blithe they were, no children 

Could happier be on earth ; 

with their merry play, and their winsome 

ways, 

And the sound of their silvery mirth. 

Then I thought of these other children, 

So wizened and hard and bold, 

Wt o huddle in slum and cellar, 

And ghiver with want and cold ; 

Not fresh as the dew or the moining’s hue, 

But haggard and lean and old. 

But yet may they still, those children, 

Be taught to forget their pain ; 

And, gathered in arms that love them, 

Their laughter may come again; 

And the stare of woe and the craft may zo, 

And the spirit be washed of atain. 

Jub it is not in cold book-learning 

"hose children’s hearts to move ; 

And the stony eye of the serpent 

1s death to the stricken dove ; 

'T'is an angel alone can touch them, 

And that angel's name is Love. 

For what the world may fancy, 
And whatever the wise men say 

Of our nineteenth century progress, 

Of anew and & better way ; 

Still it takes a soul to wake a soul 
Now, as in the olden day. 

—A4. G. 3., in the ** Spectator.” 

Sour Apples, or Sweet. 

¢ Where is the apple-basket I” asked 

Mary Littlewood, as she hopped; aid 

skipped into the house. 

She was just home from school. The 

little white school-house where she 

went nestled under the trees on one 

corner of her father’s farm, nearly half 

a mile away. A spring burst from the 

bank of the ravine below ; and an elm- 

tree, whose roots the spring moistened, 

drooped its graceful branches, making 

a shade as welcome to the children as 

the cool water, with the tiny cup ever 

hanging on the projecting root. There 

they sported at and there 

they ate their noon lunch in summer 

days, when heat and dust made a 

tramp home at mid-day anything but 

pleasant. 

recesses ; 

The boys, with a touch of 

gallantry quite rare for their ages, had 

built a playhouse for the girls,—a 

framework made of ola limbs gathered 

from the adjacent grove, and a cover- 

ing of hemlock boughs. I hope they 

never, ina boyish something quite 
different from gallantry, upset it all 

after the girls had partitioned it into 

kitchen, sitting room, and bed room, 

where their dolls were cuddled into 

beds made of wild flowers, and cur- 

tained with long shreds of moss. Rare 

fun it was ! 
There were ten of them, but really 

only nine had much to do with their 

sports ; for Betsy Baker was an odd 

one. lt was not easy to say just what 

the trouble was but, poor child! no- 

body liked her or wanted to be in her 

company. When all the others were 

busy in the play-house, Betsy only sag 

around, for the most part doing little 

but look on. Semetimes she would go 

and get a piece of board from a broken 

fence, to help finish the floor or make 

a seat. She even contributed her doll, 

to complete the family, and carried 

water from the spring in their Loy tea- 

pot, and did other such outside work, 

but wa- rarely inside. She knew the 

other girls did rot like her, and some- 

times went off alone, and said to her- 

self, “I'ma good mind to stay at 

home, and never come to school 

again, the girls act so to me.” But 

Betsy did contitue in school 

after week. The others all had their 

intimate friends ; but to her all were 

about alike, and none would even walk 

to school with her if 

week 

any other was 

So the summer 

wore away, and Betsy wished for the 

last day long before it came. But it 

came. When Mary Littlewood skipped 

into her home asking, ‘‘ Where is the 

apple-basket 7” the last day was at 

hand. 
In the pantry,” said her mother, 

“But what do you want of it 7’ 

“ To-morrow is the last day of 

school, said Mary; ‘‘ and I want to go 

down to the sweet apple tree, and get 

one apple for each little girl, and have 

them for our nvoning in the play- 

near for company. 

house. May I? Say yes, mamma; 

for none of the other girls have a 

sweet apple-tree like ours!” 
*“ Well,” said her mother, *‘‘if you 

can find enough that are ripe and mel- 

low,” 
Off Mary scampered, so delighted 

that she carelessly stepped on a little 

chicken as she turned the corner of the 

wood-house, and it went crying and 

limping to its mother in the coop. 

Mary followed, until she saw it cuddled 

into the old hen’s down. Then saying, 

4¢ 1 guess it will be all right by morn- 

ing !”’ turned with her basket for the 

apple-tree. 

+ Here and there they lay on the 

ground, turning up their yellow cheeks 

and seeming to say, ‘‘ Here we are !” 

She quickly counted them into her 

basket, nine of them. 

* But,” Mary said ‘‘there are ten; 

that is, if I count Betsy Baker,” 

| 

' 
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She found she wis talking aloud to 

herself ; but looking around, to see if 

anybody could have overheard her, 

she continued : — 

** Nobody likes Betsey, anyhow. I'm 

sure 1 don’t !| And I'll just go to the 
sour apple tree, and get the meanest 

little thing I can find ; and that'll make 

ten, and be a good joke, too !” 

So off she set, and found a little, 

gnarled hard apple that looked sour. 

‘“ There,” she said, as she threw it 

into the basket, ‘that looks just 

about as sour as Betsy acts !” 
Walking toward the house, and 

thinking of her mother, Mary felt un- 

easy about the sour apple; and so, 

setting the basket down, she’ put the 

sour one in the bottom, and the sweet 

ones atop. 

Mary's mother met her on the back 

porch and was quite delighted at the 

hit of finding such handsome 

mens for the occasion. 

speci- 

But, handling then one by one, she 

came upon the little hard one. 
‘“ What is this, Mary 7” 

mother. made a mistake, 

and got one from the sour tree.” 

“No, no mistake at all,” said Mary. 

*“T got that one on purpose for Betsey 

Jaker. 

sald her 

“ You've 

She is a little plague, anyhow, 

and that is just fit for her.” 

“But, Mary, said her mother, *‘do 

you think you would like to have any- 

body treat you so, if you were Betsy 

Baker?’ 

“Tm not Betsy,” said Mary. *‘ nor 

a bit like her, either.” 

““ But suppose you were,” insisted 

her mother. ** Suppose you had been 

born with a bad temper, and suppose 
your mother had been unkind to you, 

as they say Betsy's is to her: would 

you like to have little girls treat you 

And, besides, what does Jesus 

say about doing to others as we would 

have them do to us ?” 

Mary dropped her eyes, and, hang- 

ing her head, set the basket into che 

pantry, and saw it no more until next 

When 

she started with her two baskets,—one 

of lunch, to which had 

added a glass of jelly because it was 

the last day, and the other with the 

apples. 

80! 

morning. school-time came, 

her mother 

Mrs. Littlewood had said no more 

about the sour apple, but left Mary to 

think it out for herself alone. 

Evening came, and Mary returned 

with her two baskets empty ; but her 

heart was full of delight. 

““ Well, my child,” said her mother, 

did you have a nice lunch with the 

girls 7” 

“Oh! it was lovely,” chattered 

Mary,— ‘‘jast lovely. The teacher 

gave us a half hour extra, and we 

made a little table in the play house, 

and invited the teacher in with us ; and 

I gave her the glass of jelly, because 

there was no apple for her. But she 

passed it around to us all; and the 

apples surprised them so. Then we 

all gave the boys outside a piece of our 

apples, and sume of the jelly, too.” 

“And,” interrupted Mrs Littlewcod, 

““what about Betsy 

apple ¥” 

and the sour 

“* Well, mamma,” said Mary, ‘‘you 

see, when I said my prayer last night, 

and came to ‘forgive us our debts as 

we forgive our debtors,’ . couldn't say 

that. It made me think of Betsy and 

the apple so. I don’t know why. 1 

didn’t owe Betsy anything that I knew 

of. But, somehow, when I would 

start to say ‘forgive,’ 1 couldn’t get 

any farther until 1 told God IT would 
So 1 said I 

would, and then 1 went to sleep. This 

morning, you know, I was late to 

breakfast. Well, I hurried down to 

the sweet apple tree, before anybody 

else, to get one for Betsy. And, don’t 

you believe, one had fallen in the 

night that was almost as large as any 

two others! Why it was so big!” 

putting her two fists together. **So I 

said, ‘ Poor little Betsy has been un- 

happy and had no fun all the time, and 

now I'm going to give her that biggest 

apd yellowest apple of them all.” So, 

on my way to school, I threw the little 

sour une over into the pig's pasture. 1 

got into the school house without the 

children seeing me, and hid my basket 

under my sun hat. At recess I went 

around and whispered to all the girls, 

and said : ‘ Betsy Baker hasn't had 

any fun all this term. She has been 

unhappy all the time, and has hardly 

been into the playhouse. Now let’s 

invite her in to-day, and see if we can- 

not make her happy for once.” The 

girls all agreed ; and 1 went to ; Betsy 

myself, mamma, and asked her to go 

into theplayhouse. You ought tohave 

seen how her eyes brightened, and her 

whole facr looked as I never saw it 

look before, When I brought out the 

apple-basket, with that great yellow 

one on top, an ‘ Oh ! oh !” as big as the 

apple went all around. But when I 

went right past some other girls to 

Betsy, first of all, and gave her that 

big one, they all were as still as death. 

Betsy looked up into ‘my face so sur- 

prised,—only looked,—and I had to 

put the apple into her lap. Then she 

give Betsy a sweet apple. 

| WAS, 

almost cried, and next she laughed ; 

and we all laughed and laughed until 

we cried, just to see how happy Betsy 

} don’t know as we had ever 

seen lier laugh before ; and yon can't 
believe how changed she was. She 

played all noon-time and next recess; 

and the girls all liked ber too. Why 

we hardly knew it was Betsy at all; 

and the girls all said, ‘ Next term we 

will have Betsy in the play-house all 

the time.” 
“Well, Mary,” said her mother, 

“ which do you think is better, when 

people are unhappy and disagreeable, 

—to treat them unkindly or kindly, to 

give them sour apples or sweet ones 7’ 

And Mary.just then thought of the 

little crippled chicken, and went sing- 

ing around the corner of the wood- 

house. — Rev. James H. Taylor, in S. 

S. Times. 
i iy alsa 

0! did you know it was me 7 

A ragged boy stood with his face 

pressed close to a pane of glass, gazing 

earnestly at the toys displayed in the 

window. His hands were loosely 

behind his back, with the 

palms turnéd upwards. A lady notie- 

ed the little earncst face as she, too, 

paused a moment before the tempting 

show. Then quietly drooping as 

many cents into the little hands as 

they could hold, she passed on. The 

moment the boy felt their touch he 

turned and caught sight of the pocket- 

book in the hand of the retreating lady. 

Running after her, he looked up an- 

xiously in her face, and said, *‘O 

ma'am | did you know it was me?” 

vidently he thought she had mis- 

taken him for some little friend. 

“Yes,” said the lady, smiling, ‘1 

knew it and the child 

bounded away with a face radiant with 

happiness. 

This lady is in the habit of dropping 

small change here and there as she 

clasped 

was you ;”’ 

daily walked through the poorer streets 

of the city. 

Many a sad little face has brighten- 

ed as the money fell into its lap, and a 

pleasant, smiling face looked down, 

and, *‘There, run and buy a stick of 

candy or a cookie.” Think of such a 

course persevered in year after year. 

How many a sad child's heart has been 

warmed by the loving thoughtfulness 

even more than by the unexpected 

gift! ** Inasmuch as ye did it unto 

one of the least of these, ye did it 

unto Me.” 
Be  — 

Good Sermons for Children. 

Most boys and girls do not like ser- 

mons ; they say they are ton long for 

their highnesses. Perhaps they may 

like these short sermons. They will 

give food to think over and must not 

be read to hastily. A Swedish boy fell 

out of the window and was badly hurt; 

but with clinched lips he kept back 

the cry of pain. The king, Gustavus 

Adolphus, who saw him fall, prophesied 

that the boy would make a man for an 

emergency. And so he did, for he 

became the famous General Baur. A 

boy used to crush the flowers to yet 

their color, and painted the white side 

of his *ather’s cottage in Tyrol with all 

sorts of pictures, which the mount- 

aineers gazed at as wonderful. He 

was the great artist Titian. An old 

painter watched a little fellow who 

amused himself making drawings of 

his pot and brushes, easel and stool, 

and said, ** That boy will beat me one 

day.” Bo he did, for he was Michael 

Angelo. A German boy was reading a 

blood-and-thunder novel. Right in 

the midst of it, he said to 

““ Now, this will never do. 

himself, 

I get too 

I can’t study so 

So here goes!” and he 

flung the book into the river. He 

was Richter, the great German philo- 

sopher. Do you know what 

little sermons mean? Why, slmply 

this, that in boyhood and girlhood are 

shown the traits for good or evil that 

make man or woman good or not, 

much excited over it. 

well after it. 

these 
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Home Hints, 

A Swiss professor advises every one 

who wishes to live to a good old age 

to drink the juice of lemons. 

The reason of the greater mortality 

of male children than of female is 

supposed to bethe greater demands on 

the system caused by 

rapid rate of growth. 

their more 

In a severe sprain of the ankle im- 

merse the joint as soon as possible in a 

pail of hot water, and keep it there for 

fifteen or twenty minutes. After re- 

moving it, keep it bandaged with hot 

cloths wrung out of water, 

Hair that is brushed regularly nighg 

and morning, if only for a few minutes 

at a time, will require less frequent 

washing, and meanwhile will be clean 

and glossy. Too much washing ren- 

ders the hair harsh and dry. 

Consumption is rare in childhood, 

but increases rapidly after the age of 

fifteen, and is most common between 

the ager «tf twenty-five and thirty. 

Those wiv scape it till the latter age 

are less and less prone to it as the 

Ep 5. vs od 

years advance, and may escape it en- | 

tirely even though they have a heredit- | 

ary predisposition to it. 

A Swedish 

that her mistress 

servant maid, finding 

was troubled with 

sleeplessness, told her of a practice of 

the people of her country who are 

similarly afflicted. to take a 

napkin, dip it in ice cold water,’ 

wringing slightly, and lay it across her 

eyes. The plan was followed, and it | 

worked like a charm. 

It was 

There is but one way to squeeze a 
lemon, and that is the simple, old- 
fashioned way, between the fingers. 
Plenty of powercan be brought tobear 
‘specially if the lemon is well rolled | 
first. There is as great difference be- 
tween the flavor of the juice extracted 
in this way and that by the other 
methods, as there is between old 

fashioned buckwheat cakes, when the 

meal stands over night, and the new 

fashioned kind that are made while 
you wait. 

Houng Folks” Colummw, 

3 Conducted by C. BE. BLACK, 

Case Serremext. Kings Co., N. B. 
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y If at first you don’t succeed, 

: * * + 1 Try, try, try again. 

The Mystery Solved. 

(No. 38.) 

No, 246. —Pennyroyal. 

No. 247 .— A 
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No. 248.—- Vasco-de-gama. 

No. 249.—Buttercup. 

No. 250.—1. 1 Cor. 3:12. 

2. (a) Job 28:17; 

(b) Luke 16 ; 26, 

No. 251. — 

L PROAT IL ILIAC 

RIVER LANCE 

OVATE INCUR 

SETON ACUTE 

TREND CERES 

—— tll > + ————— 

The Mystery—No. 41. 

[N. B.—Contributions and answers 

respectfully solicited. | 

No. 262, —Cross- Worp ExN16MmA. 

(BY GRACE B. KiNG, Carleton, N. 8.) 

In come, not in go ; 

In hand, notin slow; 

' Ask for and get McLE 
them and do not be put off with any s« 

eanine. Any child will take it. 

SASHES, DOORS 

ANS VEGETABLE WORM 
At all dealers. 

MANUFACTURE AND KEEP IN STOCK, 

McLean's Vegstaile Worm Syr. 
Y ASE imitations intended to dec:ive are being foisted on the market; look out for 

-called Worm Syrups claiming to he as good, 

[ SYRUP, the Joriginal and only 
Price 25 cents. 

end MOULDINGS 

NO. 2, QUEEN STREET, 

Cramps, Chills, 

BZ" Beware of Counterfeits 

In laugh, not in cry ; 

In bird, not in eye; 

In ramble, not in walk, 

My whole is a useful household 

article. 

No. 263. —Dravoxp PuzzLEs. 

(BY MABEL I. GILMORE, Williamsburg.) 

o IL Avowel. II A vowel 

000 Liable. Cunning. 

0 000 0 Of dress. A weapon. 

000 Boy's name. A weight. 

0 Consonant. A letter. 

No. 264.— Dror LETTER PUZZLES. 

(BY ‘‘ PHILOMATH,” Queens.) 

1. *“-0~- a- 0-e- 1~ t-e -e-t—- p-r-o- 
‘ hah? 
a= e-il=-il, 

) 

2. H Teg- s-a t -o- s-f e-a =i=C 

t-l-v-." 

3. *-¢ -h-l- k-n-l- n- f-r- 

t-r-u-h-u- y-u- h-b-t- l-o-s -n -h- 

s-b-a-h -a-.” 

4, -t-e-g-h-n -e -h- w-a- h-n-s -n- 

¢-n-i-m -h-f-e-l-k-e-8.” 

No. 265. — NUMERICAL ENIGMA. 

(BY ¥. B. SHAW, Brooklyn, N. 8.) 

I am a poet of 18 letters. 

My 4. 6. 11,18 is a body of water. 

My 13, 15,4, 3 is to give for a price. 

My 9, 2, 17, 12 is to engage for pay. 

My 1, 10, 8, 9 is to cleanse. 

My 7, 16, 5, 3 is armour. 

My 14, 15, 16 is a kind of pulse. 

No. 266. —B1BLE QUESTIONS. v 

(BY R. L. GALLAGHER, Williamsburg.) 

1. Where are the words, ‘*‘ And he 

hewed two tablesof stone like unto the 

first 7” 

2. Where is, ‘* Wherefore every tree 

which bringeth forth not good fruit is 

hewn down ?”’ 

3. Where 

hill 2” 

4. Where, 

palm-trees 7” 
5. Whereis *‘ took ” first mentioned? 

6. Whereis, ** And they shall be 

mine said the Lord of Host ?” 

6. Where are the words, ‘‘And 

when they had sung a hymn they went 

out into the mount of Olives 7” 

““ An altar under the 

““ Took branches of 

EZ" The Mystery solved in three weeks, 

The Mystical Circle. 

Carrie Wape, Cross Creek, will 

please accept thanks for the nice batch 

of puzzles. 

at all times, 
Owing to attendance at 8. 8. Asso- 

ciatien, cannot make arrangements for 

Pleased to hear from you 

another Prize Compevition, 

For 

ALSO 

CHURCH AND SCHOOL FURNITURE. 

EZ ALL AT LOW{PRICES &® 
FREDERICION 

Colic. Diarrhoea, 

Dysentery, Cholera - Morbus 

and all Bowe! Complaints, 

NO REMEDY EQUALS 

AIN-KILLER 
AND 

49 Years’ Experience proves that PERRY DAVIS 

PAIN-KILLER is the best Family Remedy fog 

Burns, Bruises, Sprains, 

Rheumatism, Neuralgia 
and Toothache. 

Sold Everywhere at 25¢, and 50c¢. a Bottlé. 
=u 

py 
Ve 

and worthless Imitations. © 

Professional Cards. 

J. ARTHUR FREEZE 
SARRISTER-AT-LAW, 

Accounts cnllected and Loans neg tiat 
on good securities, 

OFFICE—QPPOSITE Post OFFICY 

———FREDERICTON, ... B.—~ 

G- H. COBURN, M. D., 
Physician and Surgeon 

143 KixG St1.,—BELOW YORK 

FREDERICTON, - =~ =- = NN. 

D. M'‘LEOD VINCE, 

BARRISTER-AT-LAW 

NOTARY PUBLIC, etc) 

WOODSTOCK, N. B. 

J. A. & W. VANWART 
BARRISTERS, &c. 

Offices — Opposite City Hall, 
Fredericton, N B. 

THE KEY 70 HEALTH. 

Unlocks allthe clogged avenues of the 
Bowel, Kidnoys and Liver, cry 
ing off gradually without weakenirg th 
system, all the impurities and Ive 
humors of the secretions; at the sew 

time Corrocting Acidity of th 
Stomech, curing Bilicustess, I'ys 
pepsia, Ieadaches, Dizziness 
Heartburn, Constipation, Drynas 
of the 8kin, Iropsy, Dimncss o 
Vision, Jaundice, 8alt Rheun 
Erysipelas, Scrofula, Fluttering 
the Heart, Nervousness, and ide 
eral Debility; all these and mar 
other similar Cu.aplaints yield to t 
happy influence of BURDQU! 
BLOOD BITTERS, 

T. MILBURN & €0.,, Preaprietorg. Toor 

MENEELY BELL FOUNDRY 
2158268, Chur h, Chapel, School, Fire Alan 
and other bells: also Chimes and Pes 

Mepecly % Co., West Troy, Nu 

BUCKE /E BELL FOUNDRY, 
Bells of Puie Copper and Tin for Charehs: 
Schools, \ « Alarms, Farms, ete. FULL’ 

WARRANT D. Catalogue sent Free, 

VANDU? MN & YIFT, Cincinnati, O 

TUBULAR LANTERNS. 

UST RECE1VED—One hundred cases 
¢) Tubular Barn and Dasher Lanterns. 

| Wholesale and wetail, at 
NEIL'S Hardware Store. 

HALIFAX LADIES’ COLLEGE 
CONSERVATORY OF MUSIC 
Ces WITH PREPARATORY 

DEPARTMENTS —En:lish, English 
Literature, History, Mathem tics, Science, 

| Modern Languages, Classics, Physical Cul 
| ture, 

MISS LEACH, Principal, with 9 o 
Staff. 
Attendance during 1888-1889, 213, 

ONSERVATORY OF MUJSIC—The- 
ory of Music, Singing, Piano-Forte 

| Playing, Violin, Violoncello. 
+  (. H. PORTER, Tg., Director, with 7 
of Staff, 

Attendance during 1883-89, 204 

INE ARTS - Freehand Drawing, 
{ I' Drawing, Painting, 
| “GEORGE HARVEY, Head Master, 

| J LOOUTION 24188 JENNIE Mo. 
YJ GARRY. 

CAntumn Term begins 10th Sept 1S8§ 

| Every effort is made to make the home 
| life of the College healthful and broadly 
educative. Applications for residence in 

| College, for Calendars, and for other infor. 
mation, address as soon as possible. 

REV. ROBERT LAING, 
Halifax. N. 8, 
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Nova Scota_ Hote, 
Reed’s Point, Prince William 

St. St, John, 

JAS. L. BELYEA, Proprietor 

2% Permanent and Transient Boarde 

accommodated on the most reas nable 

terms, 
Thies Hotel is in close proximityt othe 

American and Nova Scotia steamers, 


