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RELIGIOUS INTELLIGENCER.

Two Little @irls I Know.

I know a little girl
(You? Oh, no,)

Who when she's asked to go to bed
Does just 8o :

She brings a dozen wrinkles out,
‘And ta’ es the dimpies in ;

8he puckers up her pretty lips,
And then she does begin;

““Oh ! deay me/ [ don’t tee why !
All the others sit up late,

A d why can’t 1 ?”

Another little girl I know.
With curly pate,
Who sayr, “When 1’'m a great big gir)
I'll #it up late,
But mama s sats t'will nake me grow
To be an early bird.’
So she and dolly tros away
Without an) her word
Oh,thes=pny smilei and the eyesaso b' u
And—why, yes, now I think of it.
She looks like you !
el >4 o e e

Unkind Criticisms,

‘Oh, don’t girls, don't,” said Mrs.

L

where a group of thoughtless girls were
severely criticizing some of their ac-
quaintances. ‘This fostering a spirit of
unkind criticism is such a bad way to get
into, and above all things do not ridi
cule people in the manner I just over
heard.’

‘Well, dear Mrs. Spellman, Mr.
Rhoades has such a funny nose ? ex-
claimed one of the girls. ‘We cannot
help having some fan over it.’

*‘But, my dear, Mr. Rhoades is a
very good man and counts you as his
friends. What if he heard your unkind
remarks about him. Fanny Kemble
once said ‘that she wished we had the
power to choose our own bodies to suit
ourselves as we do our clothes,’ but
that power has never been given us; if
it were, our features would be perfec-
tion. You must pardon me for check-
ing you as I did, but I had a very un-
pleasant experience once and learned a
lesson I never forgot, by my thought-
less ridicule and criticisms. 1t makes
my heart ache even now, to think cf it,
and it is many years since it happened.’

‘Oh, please tell us about it, dear
Mrs. Spellman—we really did not
mean anything unkind,’ spoke one of
the number.

‘T did not, either. But you shall
hear my story, and 1 trust the sorrow
it gives me to tell it, may be compens-
ated Ly the good it will do you in im-
pressing upon you thus early in your

her heart, but there were family needs
that she felt to be her first duty, and
she sacr.ficed her own happiness to an
invalid mother and younger sisters and
brothers. Only two years ago her
lover died. Many a time has this brave
little woman stood hetween her mother
and father when the latter came home
intoxicated.’

‘My whole thought was then t>
make amends for what I had done, but
after we have hurt our neighbor, it is
not easy to heal the wound. How-
ever, mother immediately prepared
some delicacy for the sick mother,
and I was glad to be the bearer of it,
although T went with misgivings, I
must confess, Miss Brown came to
the door and T saw that she had been
erying. I spoke as kindly as I could
in giving my mother’s message and the
basket. She evidently had not the
spint that returns evil for evil, for she
thanked me most sincerely. After that
I let my ministrations to her, and her
family, prove my sorrow for the cruel
words. But I never have forgiven
myself, and it taught me a never-to-be
forgotten lesson,—The Evangelist.

RS S
The Collecter ot Waste.

—

It was very warm, and Jamie was
tired. He had been riding on his
bicycle all the afternoon; and now he
was sitting in the vine covered arbor
on the lawn, waiting for the clock to
strike half.-past eight, which was his
bedtime.

But, presently, as he leaned back
with his eyes halt shut, he heard steps
coming nearer; and, when he opened
his eyes, he saw a queer little old man
standing before him.

The little old man had a large knap-
sack strapped on his back, and carried
& bulkyparcel in one hand. He nodded
to Jamie, and said, ‘Goed evening !'
And then he sat down, took off his hat,
and fanned himself with it, as if he felt
quite at home.

*Are you a pedler 7 asked .Jamie
after waiting some moments for the old
man to speak.

But the old fellow smiled at this
question, and shook his head.

‘I will tell you my business,’ he said
briskly. ‘I'm a collector.’

*‘And what do you collect ? inquired
Jamie. ‘Postage stamps, or coms, or’
autographs ? I've tried collecting all
those shings myself, and I would like
to see your col'ections ever so much.’

lives the danger of speaking unkindly
and unadvisaedly of others, especially
of rid culing them.

‘When I was ahout fifteen years old,
I was quite apt to make fun of people’s
peculiar features, or manners, and was
cultivating a sharp wit in my eonver-

versation that I thought a great deal

of. My dear mother had often spoken |

to me of this undesirable trait of char-
acter, which was growing upon me,
but seemingly to no purpose.

‘Finally, one night, two of my com-
panions were spending the early part
of the evening with me. I was berat-
ing a dress-maker of our village because
she had not brought my new dress
home that afternoon, as she promised
she would. ‘She’s a horrid old maid,
and her nose always travels as an ad-
vance guard to let folks know she
1s coming,’ I said. ‘Did you ever see
suzh a long, thin nose on such a little
face as hers ? Dear me, no wonder she
has never had a lover; one sight of it
would act as a warning.’ Just then
the door bell rang. I wens to the
doorjand there stood the object of my
ridicule. It was a summer evening,
the windows were wide open and she
had heard every word I had said, for 1
stood right by the window. But there
was no resentment in her tone as she
handed me the package and said, ‘I
am sorry I could not get the dress
home as 1 prowmised. My mouher has
been worse to day,’ and there was sach
a look in her face that it went right to
my heart, a look of one hurt, discour-
aged, and disheartened. She turned
and went down the steps, without a
word of sympathy or kindness from
me. How could I give it when I had
spoken so unkindly of her that very
moment; she would think my words
meaningless, but I was truly repentant.
I could bhave run after her and told her
how sorry I was for her. AsI putthe
package on the sofa, I said to the girls,
‘I'm just as ashamed of myself as I can
be, for Miss Brown was at the door,
and I konow she heard every word I
said. I would not have hurt her feel-
ings, poor thing, for the world.’
Mother came in at that moment, asked
what the trouble was; and I told her
frankly right before my companions.
‘Oh, I am so sorry, so very sorry,’ she
said in her gentle, grieved tone of
voice. ‘That dear, good woman you
have jeited so unkindly about is one of
the brave ones whom tne world does
not know of. You spoke of her in such
a s'urring way, as if an ‘old maid' was
a name that merited contempt. Some
of the truest, bravest, m st helpful
women in the world are among those
who never married. Besides this

I'hen he
said : *No, I don’t collect things of that
1 am a collector of waste,’

The old man smiled again.

‘A collector of waste !” said Jamie,
much puzzled, ‘Why, I never heard of |
{ sueh a collection before. I don't un-

derstand what you mean by waste.

| Where do you find it, and what is it {
i like ?

"That is just what I'm going to tel |
you,'said theold man, as he unstrapped
his heavy knapsack and laid it dowan.

‘T'he world is full of waste-collectors *
like myself, only you have never been
favored with a sight of one before.
We go about collecting everythiag
thathuman beings waste,—time, oppor «
tunities, money, happiness. All these
things we gather up from day to day;
and sometimes our loads are frightfully ]
heavy, I can tell you. Look at this
knapsack and this parcel,—all collected
to-day !" :

“Dear me !' said Jamie. ‘I wish you ;
would show me some of the things you
have there. Couldn’t you doit ¢

*If I show yoa anything, I will show
you your own waste ; for you've given
me lots of work to-day collecting it,"
replied the old man, severely.

‘I'd hike to know what U've wasted
to-day !” exclaimed Jamie, indignantly.
‘Now that’s nonsense !'

‘It is, hey " said the old man, with |
a cross lock. *‘Well, then, I'll prove
that it's true; and I'll make you own it,
too, before I go. 1 have not time to
open my knapsack now, but 1 will read
the' list of all you've wasted to-day
from my memorandum-book.’ And he
took out a small book, and turned over
the leaves, saying :—

‘Jamie,—J,—yes, here is your
account. Now, listen! In the first
place, you wasted thirteen minutes this

‘Well, I'll tell you about the other
things, then,- your wasted opportuni-
ties, for example. You saw a hird’s
nest robbed to-day, and never said a
word, when you mizht have saved it.
When you saw that little boy drop his
marbles, you only laughed at him,
when. you might have helped to pick
them up. You let your sister take
that long, hot walk to the post offi e
this afternoon, when you could have
gone there so ea-ily on your bicycle’—
‘But T pr.mised the boys to run
races at four o'clock. and T had no
time,” Jamie protested.

‘That is no excuse. They could have
waited for you,” said the old man.
‘Those opportunities to be kind all
wasted in one day !’

list,” Jamie said in a shame-faced way.
‘By no means ! There was another
wasted opportunity when you were so
inattentive to your history lesson in
school You flew into a passion, too,
because your shee string was in a knot
Wasted opportucity for self-control !
Youforgot to riseand off r your mother
a chair when she entered the room.
Wasted opportunity to be polite ! You
bought chewing-gum, after resolving
never to buy it again. Was'ed money,
and wasted good resolution ! But I
have read enough to prove what I said,
and 1 have no wish to be disagreeable.’

The old man closed his book, and
looked at Jamie with a serious, yet
kindly, gaze.

‘Take pains, my dear boy,’ he said,
a8 he picked up his knapsack. ‘It is
in your power to lighten my daily load
very mmuch. Whenever you are tempted
to throw away anything as valuable as
your timeor youropp ‘rtunities, remem-
ber the collector of waste. Bat, hark!
Your mother is calling you. Don't
waste a moment, 1 beg. Good-night!

Jamie sprang from his seat, and ran
toward the house. As he went out of
the arbor, he turned and looked back.
The old man had vanished. — Uutlook.

e el - AP,

‘Pass It On.’

Once when I was a schoolboy going
home for the holidays I had a long way
to ge to reach the far-away little town
in which I dwelt. 1 arrived nt Bristol,
and got on board the steamer with just
enough money to pay my fare, and that
being settled, I thought in my inno-
cence I had paid for everything 1
needed in the way of mesls. Ihad what
I wanted as long as we were in smooth
water; then came the vouga Atlantic,
and the need of nothing more. I had
been lying in my berth for hours
wretchedly ill, and past caring for any-
thing, when there came the steward,

| and stood beside me

"Your bili, sir,’ said he holding out
piece of paper.

‘1 have no menmey,’' I said in wmy
wretchedness,

‘Then I shall kcep your luggage.
What is your name and address ?

I told him. Immediately he took off
the cap he wore, with a gilt band about
it, and held out his hand.

‘1 should 1 ke to shake hands with
you,' he said.

I gave him my hand, and shook him
as well as I could. Then came the ex-
planation, how that some years before
some little kindness had been shown
his mother by my father in the sorrow
of her widowheod.

‘I never thought the chance would
come for me towepay it,’ said he, pleas-
antly, ‘but I am glad it has.’

‘So am 1, said 1.

As soon as I got ashore, I told my
father what had happened.

‘Ah,’ said he‘ ‘see how a bit of kind-
ness lives ! Now he has passed iv on to
you. Remember, if you meet any
body who needs a friendiy hand, you
must pass it on to him.’

Years had gone by; I had grown up,
and quite forgotten it all, until one day
I had to go to the station of one of our
main lines. I was just going to take
my ticket when I saw a little lad cry-
ing—a thorough gentleman he was,
trying to keep back the troublesome
tears, as he pleaded with the booking
clerk

*What is the matter, my lad !' 1

morning lying in bed after you were
called and told to get up. Then, when
you were only half dressed, you wasted
eight mirutes more looking out of the
window at two dogs who were fighting.
So much before breakfast. In school
you lost ten minutes of the study hour
drawing pictures in your copy-book,
and you wasted eleven minutes more
over that newspaper you carried to
school.

*When you came home, instead of
going directly to your room to wash
your face and hands and brush your
hair, as your mother requested, you
spent nine minutes grumbling on the
stairs before you obeyed her. You
stopped in the street to talk to Tommy
Rose, and wasted twelve minutes of
your music-lesson time, besides.’

‘Oh, stop ! Do stop !" cried Jamie,
in‘errupting the old man. ‘Don't tell

poor woman did have a true and noble
lover once, whom she loved with all

-~ - -

ma any more about the time I've

asked.

‘If you p'ease, sir, I haven't enough
money to pay my fare. I have all 1
want but a few pence, and I tell the
clerk if he will trust me, I will be sure
to pay him.’

Instantly flashed upon me the for-
gotten story of long ago. Here, then,
was my chance to pass it on. I gave
him the sum needed, and then got into
the carriage with him Then I told the
little fellow the story of long ago, and
of the steward s kindness to me.

*Now, to day,’ T said, ‘I pass it on
to you; you remember, that if you meey,

must pass it on to him.’
he took my hand, his eyes flashed with

earnestness,
‘I am sure you will,’ I answered.

wasted, please.’ :

¥ .

LN

. | protect the occupant from the attacks |
‘Well, T hope this is the end of your ! of cats or dogs or other outside !

from the window of the carriage, as if

to say, ‘It is all right, sir; I will pass

it on — Home and School Visitor.
D .

A Pet Flying-squirrel,
Several years ago I was presented
with young flying-squirrel; and, as it
was too yourg to remember its wood- |
land home, it soon became a very
happy and dainty pet. It had buils
for its use a large, airy cage, some
eighteen inches high, and nearly two
feet long and about fifceen inches wide,
as nearly as 1 can remember. This
cage had boards on ends and for bot om
of cage, and was covered with a strong
wire netting that was fine enough to

o

enemies, and yet open enough to admit
plenty of fresh air constantly.

At first he was fed on milk, and he
always had water to drink whenever
he wanted it. After a few weeks he
cruid eat the meats «f nuts, and by
and by he could get the meats out
himself. This he accomplished by
boring a hole through the nut with his
tiny, sharp teeth; but I do not think
any one but a squirrel could have taken
the meat from a nut that way.

He would amuse him:self, for an
hour or more at a time, running over
thc wires and bars of his cage. There
was no wheel in the cage, as he was a
little ereature at best, and we feared
he might get injured with 1t. He had
a little blanket suited to his size; and
when he took a nap, he would roll
himself up in it, so there was only a
soft white ball to be seen. Though
every member of the family at some
time or other tried to watch the tiny
¢quirrel roll bimself in his blanket, no
one ever saw the whole process, as he
seemed to know when he was watched,
and would stop his work, with a merry
twinkle of his bright eyes, till the
watcher's attention was for a moment
arrested, and, on glancing hack, only
a soft white bail was visible.

A dainty
creature was Mr. Squirrel, seeming to
fully apprecia‘e his neat and com-
fortable home, supplied with every-
thing he needed. He

was a
meat housekeeper, airing his blanket
two or chree times a day by

spreadirg it out on the cross bars of
his cage. By niture, I think, he pre-
ferred the night for exercise ; but, as
I was an invalid, shut in from outdoor
life, while he lived, he soon learned
to watch for my coming, and the sound
of my wheel-chair was the sigial that
gave life signs in the little white ball,
and often he would seem to exert
him:elf for wy amusement a long time

After some five or six ye.rs of en-
joying this pet, there came a morning
when he did not come out to mee: me;
and, when at noon he was still quiet,
a gentle hand unrolled the litrle
blanket to find only a dead pet. There
were ne signs of suffering in the
position of the frail little creature,
that lay as if asleep ; and it may ba he
had lived his allotted time, as he must
have been five or six years old. I
missed my pet a long time, as did all
the family; for even a little flying-
squirrel had helped to brighten many
weary hours for a helpless invalid, and
so the brief life had not been lived in
vain.— Christian Work.
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How an Owl’s Head Goes
Round.

Boys who have tried to ‘pat salt on
a bird’s tail' generally come to the
conclusion that birds can ‘see behind
them,’ and some half-believe that the
heads of these quick little creatures
are hung on pivots. How easily one
could conceive such a notion is illus-
trated by an anecdote. A contributor
to the ‘American Naturalist,” who had
read a funny story abour an owl
wringing his own neck by looking at a
man who was walking around him,
tested the matter by experiment. He
obtained a fine specimen and placed
him on a post.

‘It was not difficult,” says the writer,
‘to secure his attention, for he never
diverted his gaze from me while I was
in his presence. I began walking
rapidly around the post a few feet
from it, keeping my eyes fixed upon
him all the while.

His body remained motionless, but
his head turned exactly with my
movements. ‘ When I was half-way
round, his head was directly behiad.
Three-quarters of a circle were com-
pleted, and still the same stare follow-
ed me.

‘One circle and no change,
went, twice around, and still that

watchful stare aud steady turn of the
head.

for her own little pillow. o

me again with such precision that I |
failed to detect the movement, al-
though I was looking intently all the

time.

‘1 repeated the experiment many
times afterwards on the same bird,
und I had always to watch carefully to
detect the movement of the read just-
ment of his gaze.’

el 5t e

Sewing Aches.

Jessie sat down by her mother to
sew. She was making a pi‘lh,-w»cet.s_e
- K-

All this? she asked, in a discontented
tone holding the seam out.
That is not too much for a little girl
who has a work-basket of her own,
aid her mother.
Yes, thucught Jessie, mother has
given me a work-basket,and I ought to
be willing to sew, and with that she
took a few stitches quite diligently.
I have a dreadful pain in my side,
said Jessie in a few minutes. My
thumb is very sore, she complained,
Ob, my hand is so tired ! was the next,
Next there was something the matter
with her foot, and then with her eyes,
and so she was full of trouble.
At length the sewing was done,
Jessie brought it to her mother.,
Shou'd I not first send for a doctor ?
asked her mother.
The doctor for me, mother? cried
the little girl, as surprised as she could
be.
Certaily; a little girl so fuil of pains
and aches must be ill, and the sooner
we have the doctor the better.
Oa, mot her, said Jestie, laughing,
they were sewing aches. 1 am well
now.—Sunday School Evangelist.

m
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Go To Bed.

The best possible thing for a man to
do when he feels too weak to carry
anything thrcugh is to go to bed and
sleep as long as he can. This is the
only recuperation,of brain power, the
only actual recuperation of brain force;
because during sleep the brain is in a

Typewriting
By Touch’

Without looking at the keyboard
the same as in piano playing, and using
all the fingers, s the system now
taught in this college. .
By the new method greatly inereased
speed, ease and efficiency are secured;
and injury to the eyes carsed by con-
stant change of focus in glancirg from
machine to manuscript, as in the com-
mon method, is avolded.
SHORTHAND:—The lsaac Pitman
BUSINESS:~ The latest and only
up-to-date system, and we are the
orly ones who can use it in this
locality.

Send for catalogues,

S. KERR & SON

Lrofessornyl Garvds,

" DR. ATHERTON,

Late Iecturer on swiperr, Women'
Medical College, Toronto, and Surgeon tc
St. John’s Hospital for Women, Toronte
has resumed practice in Fredericton,N,B,

H. F. McLEOD. B, A

BARRIZTER.

CONVEYANCER &c. &e.

Money t¢) esr or Yes) Ferste cory
€ues T~ v18 BUuiiping Orp, C11y H
FREDERICTON, N. B.

$18,000.00 o
Low Interest and Easy Terms

As Solicitor for several persons desi
to loan amounts of from $100.00 to 85000~
(0 on first Mortgage security, I am 'pree
pared to invest $18,000.0C, repayable’ as
desired.

Alco as Solicitor for The Relience Loan
and Savings Company I will make loans
to assist building or purchdse of dwellin
Principal and int« rest repayable in mont
installments. Why pay rent when by
method the same money wil! in a few yesrs

make you owner?

ARTHUR R. SLIPP
P. O. Box 402, Barristes
Fredericton, N. B.

D. W'LEOD VINCE,

state of rest, in a condition to receive

of those which have been

and appropriate particles of nutriment,
from the blood, which take the piace |
consumed
by previous labor, since the very act,

of thinking burns up solid particles, as
every turn of the wheel or screw of
the steamer is the result of consump-
tion by fire of the fuel in the furnace.
The supply of consumed brain sub-
| stance can only be had from the nutri-
tive particles in the blood which were
obrained from the food eaten previcus-
ly; and the brain is so constituted that
it can best receive and appropriate to
itself those nutritive particles during
the state of rest, of !ilil'f, and .5‘”“12('\'\'
of sleep. Mere stimulants supply
nothing in themselves: they goad the
brain, force it to a greater consumption
of its substance, until it is so exhaus' ed
that there is not power enough left to

BARRISTER-AT LAW
1 NOTARY P7JBLIC, ete.,

WOODSTOCK N B

VIRGINIA FARM FOR SAL!

800 Acres. Land layswell. Well watered
Large amount of hard wood timber; neay
railroad- Dwelling and outbuldings
Price only F1ve THOUSAND DOLLARE, Good
title. Write for free Catalogue.

8. R. 2HAP?IN& (0. Rickmond

§
3 - S R— W——

gManchester, Robertson

~_and Allison
8t. John, N. B.
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On 1 | Fills cured me of Rheumatic pains in

for some years,

On I went, three times around, | standing.” Price 50¢ , all dealers. ’
and I began really to wonder why the

receive a supply.— Medic2]l Journal.
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When you are nervous and sleepless,
take Hood's Sarsaparilla, It
the nerves strong and gives refreshing
sleep. /

ettt e

Home Hints.

Rice with Figs.-— Wash thoroughly
in several waters one cup of rice, add
half a teaspoonful of salt, cook in two
cups of a double bhoiler
twenty minutes. Pour into a colander.
If the rice is not dry, set it in the
oven until it is white and dry. Put it
into a steamer in a dish, chop half a
pound of figs fine, stir

water 1n

into the rice
and cover and steam from twenty, to

thirty minutes. Serve hot with a
bowl of cresm, to which has been add-
ed four tablesgoonfuls of Sugar.

A Dinner Pill. —Many persons suffer
excruciaring agony after partaking of
a hearty dinner. The food partaken
of is like a ball of lead upon the
stomach, and instead of being a healthy
nutriment it becomes a poison to the
system. Dr. Parmelee’s Vegetable
Pills are wonderful eorrectives of such
troubles. They correct acidity, open
secretions and convert the food par
taken of into healthy nutriment, They
are justthe medicine to take if troubled
with Indigestion or Dyspepsia.

makes

Dry Goods, Carpets, Curtains
Silks,Millinery, Furs, Cloaks,
Dress Goods,Men’s and Bdﬁ
Clothing Gents’ Furnishings

Our New Furniture Department containg
an immense stock of

Fine Furniture

in Parlor Suites, Bedroom Suites, 1D
Tables, Sideboards, Rockiug
Chairs, Easy Chairs, Hrass

and Iron Bedsteads,
and all kinds of Household Furniture

at Lowest prices,

CLIFTON HOUSE
Princess & 148 @ ermain Sts,
SAINT JOHN, N.B

A. N. PETERS, PROPRIETOR,

TELEPHONR Conuvmu\nom
HEATED By >TRAM THROUVGHOUT
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Dragon Blend

~—AND-.

are unexcelled. Ask yo rocer |
them. Wholesale only b; " 4

An Engineer’'s Rheumatism,
Mr. David Weeks of Owen Sound,

Branch of the (.

.

P. R, writes :i
“Three boxes of Milburn's Rheumatic

my Shoulder, from which I suffered

They also cured my
wife of Rheumatism of 17 years’

any oue who needs a kindly hand, you | head did not drop off, when all at

once I discovered what | had failed to | testimony,
‘I will, sir, 1 will,’ cried the lad, a | notice before.

‘When I reached half-way round

whole circle so in-
and brought it facing

public in the columns of the daily
press, proves that Dr,

: tric Oil—an absolutely pure combina-
from the front, which was as far as he | ¢

could turn his head to follow my move-
I reached my destination, and left | ments with comf. rt, he whisked it

my little friend. .The last sign I had | back through the
of him was the handkerchief fluttering stantancously,

inexistence— remedies rheumatic pain,
eradicates affections of the throat and

—

Ilameness tumors, burcs, and_injuries

Six Oils. — The most conclusive

repeatedly laid before the

Thomas’ Kelee-

ion of esix of the finest remedial oils

unge, and cures piles wounds, sores,

f horses and cactle,

— ——
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