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RELIGIOUS INTELLIGENCER. JUNE 15 

Courage. 

Who fails to strike when man’s assailed, 

For fear of selfish pain or loss; 

Who weakl, cowers when right is nailed 

# Upon the proud world’s heavy cross; 
Who fails to speak the splendid word 
Of bold defiance to a lie; 

Wh se voice for truth is faintly heard 

When prty p wssions mount on high ; 

Who dares no strugghng cause espouse, 

And loves no paths by martyrs trod; 
Whose timorous soul no call can rouse 

To dare to stand alone with God— 

The man is coward, and no deeds 

Of valor done on fields of strife 

Jatt'e meads Can pros nis cot ‘age. 

Ae naught besile a tested life. 

Who dali vith temptation’s lure 

Nor hurls his tempter to the ground ; 

Who champions not the weak, the poor, 

Whom power nd strength with cor Is 

Who jai to the strong, 

And c:ushes whay he knows is weak; 

Who palters with a deadly wron'y, 

And dares no vengeance on it wreak; 

Who crouches ‘neath opinion’ lash, 
Nor dares his own true thought pro 

claim; 

Who never with an impulse rash, 

Ran on before his time—is tam®, 

Is coward, and no work uprears 
Which lasts 

Says courage shall outlast the years, 

But every coward soul shal! die. 

Hattie Tying Griswold. 

Ee ER 

A Story of the Black Forest, 

Many years ago a worthy old 
pastor lived in a village near to the 
Black Forest. His life had been 

spent in doing good amongst his 

and now he calmly 

tor the summons to come 

people, was 

walting 

from his Muster to enter upon his | 
reward. 

He however, anxious once 

more to see his sister, and place in | 

Was 

her hands a small sum of money he | 

had saved for her. He accordingly | 
set out one bright autumn morning, | 
hoping to reach her home by easy 

stages nightfall. His path 

lay through a portion of the forest, | 

before 

As he drew near to the end of his | 
journey he was startled and alarmed | 
on seeing himself suddenly suar- | 
rounded by a band of fierce looking | 

men, who immediately demanded | 
his money. 

At once he gave up his travelling 

bag, telling them to take all he had. | 
The chief of the band asked him 
roughly if he had anything more on 
him, and he answered, ‘No. On 

hearing this, they let him go on his 
way, aud he soon found himself on ! 
the outskirt of the wood, and 
to his sister’ 

near 
cottage 

He had almost reached the door, 
when a struck him. He 

remembered now that he had taken 

the precaution before he started to 

sew the money for his sister inside 

thought 

the lining of his black velvet cap. 
What should he do? His conscience 

was very tender, and he was always 
accustomed to tell the truth ; but 
here he had told a lie, for he had 
said that he had nothing on his 
person. The thought troubled him. 
He began to reason with himself in 

hisjown simple fashion —‘Iu is a sin 
to steal ; true, but it is also a sin to 

lie. What should I say to God if 

He called me now to stand before 

Him [ had better lose my money | 

than defile my conscience.” And so | 

he determined to make a clean | 
breast of it —go back to the robbers 

them that he had 

forgotten this money when he said 
he had 

The moon had now risen, and he 

He 
€ men, most o 

and explain to 

none. | 

could see to retrace his steps. 

quickly came upon t 

whom on the ground | were sitting 

smoking their pipes, and laughing | 
over the contents of his bag, which 

were scattered about One of them 

had just then in his hand a prayer 

book vith a silver clasp, an old 

family reli 

At h noment the robbers 

looked up and saw the old man | 

approachi He caine towards —- 

them and said, I have come back to 

tell you that I am guilty of a lie. | 
I said I had no other property on 

me, but I had these few coins whic | 

I have saved for my poor sister. In | 

my fear I had forgotten them. Take 
them all : IT could not face my God 

with a lie on my conscience. So 

saying be held out the coins to 
them. 
As they looked at him in the 

moon light he seemed to them 
almost like a being from another 

world, and not one of them dared 
to take the coins. Then the leader, 
in a moment or two, told him to 
keep them for himself, 

Seeing the impression his action | 
had made upon them, the old man | his neigiibor's 
in a solemn manner spoke to them | usual fretti: 
of the evil of their ways, and begged (one was told to tie up all 

them to turn to a better life. 

bag, and every article they had 
taken. 
fear, and standing in the midst of 
them in the still moonlight, he 

looked up towards heaven and 
prayed aloud, then gave them his 
blessing, and left them. 

His heart was filled with joy. 
The very forest seemed to be flooded 
with a light from heaven as he 
walked once more towards his sis- | the most are usually none of their ' work, if I could get rid of this appe- 
ter's cottage. 

(God 8 edict from on high | 

| ‘Bear 

{ thus fulfil 

carry 

| faint hearted. and hope out of their 

in our journey through life, to be 

| acteristics that result in joy-giving’ 

| of others. 

| with those people who always have 

, troubles in a buadle, and deposit 
Not one of them answered him, | them on the top of a hill 

but silently returned to him his | they made haste to do, and then 

Then the old man lost h's | turn over the bundles and pick out 

( That night, and every night to 
i the day of his death, he prayed for 
| thay robber-band. Who shall say 
' what might be the answer? 
It will very likely seem to you 
that the old pastor in this story 
went beyond what was his daty in 
thus turning back; but he, at any 
rate, kept a clear conscience and 

| did good to others. There is one 
| thing, however, which we should 
always try to do, and which this 
| story may help to fix in our minds 
| —that is, always speak the exact 

| truth whatever it may cost. When 
anything is told respecting a person 
or an event which has happened, 
we have no right to add tc it any 

colouring of our own, nor take from 
it by any desire to lessen its im- | 

portance Facts are facts, and 

should be told just as they happen- 
ed. If we fail to do this, we injure | 

| first of all ourselves, and then we! 
And oh ! the misery 

there 18 In the world through this 

injure others. 

one cause —people putting their own 

g 
others. 

into 

Remember always truth is 

truth, and all else is wrong. 
——— + O————— 

carrying Burdens. 

We all carry them somewhere, 
Some of us tug along with them 
strapped on our shoulders so our 

fellow companions see them and re- 

them. Others of us 

carry them so well concealed in our 
hearts that even our best friends, | 

| mark up 118) 

who may surmise that we, like 
fellow mortals, must have them, | 
never get an insight, as to what | 

| they are. Then there are some 
fellow travellers who, unlike poor | 

| 

| old Davie Deans, must buckle their | 
i distresses on other people's should- 

ers.” It is because of such ones | 

| that the com nand was given to | attention to hersel! 
| 

and | 
| 

We 

burdens 

the law of Christ.’ 

" 

one ano her S 

| are not to censure these weaker | the desire for a share of the praise 
ones, but give them a lift and thank 
God if He has given us strength to | 

without 

troubling other people with them. 
Some one speaks of those who | 

turn aside to help others in the 
burden bearing and ‘who put life 
into one, and give courage to the 

our own burdens 

own hearts constancy, as the Elect.’ 
It is one of the sweetest privileges 

able to turn aside to give a lift to 
those weaker than ourselves, and by 
so doing we may belong to the 
i ect. A friend in speaking of a 

» »- o 

young girl, a few days since, said, 
‘LL——is a joy giver ; she never 
comes into the house but she brings 
sunshine and brightness with her-— 
and she spoke of the power for 
good such a young person is in a 
community. It is a power that 
enriches, not only those who re 
ceive, but the one who gives it.” * If 
[ were young again,’ said an old | 
lady, ‘ I would cultivate the char 

We may say, 

vironment, and 
temperament, en- 

inheritance, have 
much to do with this happy way of 
bearing burdens without drawing 
upon the strength and sympathy 

That is undoubtedly 
true to a degree, but itis within 
the power of young people, with 
Go.is help, to cul'ivate a cheerful 
manner and a way of looking at the 
bright side of things which will 
make them joy givers, 
We all dread LO come In c¢ ntact 

a grievance. There are b rdens, 
which are lail upon us, that are not 
of cur own making, but there are 
others that we stop by the wayside 

| and pick up to load ourse ves down 
| with—ittle miseries that we might 
muzh better have passed by un- 

noticed | one 18 always looking 

| for this sort of grievance it will 
surely be in sight somewhere 

[tis hardly fair that we o£. 
expect others to help us carry the 
weight of such unnecessary luggage, 

with people 

who really seemed to enjoy exhibit 
ing these picked-up weights of no 

| value, and burdening everybody 
ise with them. A young girl 
wrote on the fly leaf of her book of 
daily readings this quotation : 
‘ Happy they who pass through life 

[ without causing either suffering or 
irritation to any, bu% are always 
exercising, the gracious influences 
that soothe and comfort and benefit 
their fellows.’ 
We are reminded of the old story 

told in the time of Socrates. The 
people were all complaining of their 
special troubles, each one being sure 
his burden was harder to bear than 

After a time of un 

and grumbling, each 
his 

| but we have all met 

| 

This 

| each one was told to take a stick, 

the one which he would most prefer 
' What was the director's amazement 
to see each one after turning over 
the pile, pick out his own bundle | 

‘again, and march down the hill 
with it.—Susan Tea'l Perry. 

 — a — 
The things people want to know 

business. 

things they tell to | 

i . » ». 0) » » 

again in the child’s hearing till 

Three ladies were lately sitting | 
together talking of the loveliness of 
a babe of months with many ex- 

Injudicious Praise, 

‘You are just as sweet as you 
can be! 

I know a little child three years 
old who hears these words addressed 
to him frequently. If he grows to 
manhood without attaining to an 

; obnoxious degree of self-conscious: 
(ness and conceit it will be a marvel. 

Vanity is a plant native to the 
soil of the human heart—easily { 
‘cultivated and hard to eradicate, as 
many have found in later life «hen 

| struggling against it. Some one 
has said, in substance, * Fighting 

"beaten off, seem 

no offense ” and return the instant 

the battle is intermitted.’ 
| much harder mus’ be the strife when 

the evil has gained an early ind | 
vigorous start by the fostering folly | 
of lavish and injudicious praise 
EC remember it a 
{ minute! He doesn’t understand,’ 
is often the reply to amy remon- 

| strance against such praise. Or, 
| perhaps, the still weaker answer, 
‘I can’t help it! He is so sweet.’ 

) ) 

doesn’t 

Every inn cent remark is greeted | firm young lips. 

with shouts of admiration and 

| amusement, and repe ted again and | shouts the fierce captain 

5 the beautiful unconsciousness t/ 

1s the charm of infancy is for. or 

effa ed. Then he begins to t ) 
gain the praise which he has lc vd 
to crave by speeches meant De 

smart and funny. 

pressions of delight and admiration, 
A beautiful little girl, the baby’s 

sister, two or three years old stood 
near listening. She tried to attract 

by pressing 
Failing in this, and 

her natural shyness overcome by 

close to them. 

bestowed upon the latest comer, she 
cried out, ‘ But look at me! Just 
look at me! 

A woman who holds a hich 

position in this country has two 

little daughters of this most i 
pressionable age. If she was 
some foolish mothers those two 
children would be noticed and 

petted and admired till scarcely the 
shadow of naturalness and simplici- 

ty would be left to them. But she 

1s wise enough to shelter her little 
ones from the glare of publicity. 
She has kept them so strictly se- 
cluded that the story has gone 

abroad that ‘something is the mat 
ter with them.” Nothing whatever ) 
is the matter, dear, imbecile Mrs. 
Grundy, only, sagacious woman that 
the mother is, she will not, for the 

sake of the transient pleasure of 
seeing her rosebuds noticed, praised, 
caressed by every stranger who can 
get near them, allow them to be 
robbed of all their freshness and 

furced into premature bloom. 

Doubtless most of this has been 
said before but it needs to be said 
again, and again, and again.—The 
Congregationalist. 
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The Cider Drunkard’s 

Appetite, 

One of the most serious accu:a- 

tions against cider is that it creates 
an appetite for alcoholic drinks of 
every sort. One can bardly drink 
even sweet cider without wishing 
for more, and when it is drank 
right along from the barrel, as 
usual, the more it is drank the more 

it is wanted. Perhaps there is no 

other d ink the fascination of which 

1s so strong and lasting. Let us 
give a few proofs, 

Rev. William Thayer says that 

reformed drunkards testify that 

they nearly all formed the appetite 

on fermented liquors, and drank 
nothing stronger till the appetite so 
educated demanded it. Then, and 
not till then, they went to the 
whiskey shop 

An agent of the Massachusetts 

Temperance Alliance, getting pledges 
in the secular schools, came to some 
towns where he got only about sixty 
per cent of the scholars, two-* hirds 
as many as he got elsewhere. He 
found that it was a common opinion 
there that fermented liquors do not 
form the drunkard’s appetite. 
Several teachers told him that from 
four to eight scholars had come into 
their schools intoxicated, and some of 
them repeatedly, and nearly all on 
cider 

A gentleman in Iowa writes of 
his own appetite for cider. It was 
formed by drinking one year to 
enable him to do heavy farm work. 
After that he worked where he 
could not get it, but for more than 
a year he felt so great a craving for 
it that he would have given for it 
anything he possessed. And though 
it 18 now four years since he drank 
cider, he has a great yearning for it 
snd has to fight the appetite. 

In Pleasant Valley, N. Y, are 
some cider drunkards. One of 
them publicly said: ‘ Tam a cider 
drunkard. T am seventy years old. 
I am worth sixty thousand dollars. 
I would gladly give every dollar of 
it, and support my fami'y by day's 

vanities is like fighting midges and | meeting for prayer : 
goats, that, however often they are | day we might have seen, walking 

to say, <0, 1 take | leisurely along, a 
lad die. 

How | and he is absorbed in its contents. 

| the face, he simply replies, I cunna, 

| than other people,’ and it sometimes 

ing with some of the most vulgar 

| boy was in his room reading a book 

tite for drink. I have fought it 

was victor for two years ; at another 
) time for six months ; now drink is 
my master.’ The falling tears, 
quivering lips, trembling hands and 
voice combined, were but a faint 
index of a struggling and. perhaps, 
lost soul.—The Christian Life. 

————D + —————— 

A Covenanter's Courage, 

If we had lived when Graham of 
Claverhouse was scouriug Scotland 
in search of te brave Covenanters, 
that he might drag them to prison 
or death for reading the Bible br 

or praise, one 

young Scotch 

He has a book in his hand, 

But hark! What is that sound 
of clattering hoofs and clash of 
armor? It isa band of that dread- 
ed soldiery in search for the rebels, 
so called. Soon they are up with 
the boy. 

What is that you have in your 
hand ? demands the leader of the 
troop. 

It's the Bible, comes from the 

Thraw it in the ditch! savagely 

I wunna, 

Thraw it in the ditch, I say ! 
[ wunna, says the pale-faced yet 

firm young soldier of Christ, clasp: 
ing his precious treasure yet closer 
to his bosom. 

The brutal captain, fierce with 

since my early manhood. Once I | Her Beautiful Robe. | 

In one of the McAll missions in 
Paris an aged woman who had 
learned by heart the hymns, and | 
eagerly listened to the precious Gos. | 
pel trnths which in her youth she | 
had never been privileged to hear 

13 
RUNNING SORES 

Mr. Stephen Wescott, Freep, 
| N.S., found (Burdock Blood Bitte 

» o ’ cime one day to the meeting leaning | 

feebly upon a crutch. The discourse | 

| 
was upon “The Robe of Righteous: 
ness.” At the close she said, “TI 
Farrighebuo 4 my last visit to Pry a wonderful blood purifier and gf buy Th age apd Increase rapid- : his experience as follows: “] | 1y. God should call you, have | very much run down in health | you any fear of appearing bef re employed our local physician | Him 7" she was asked. ¢O, no,” | attended me three months, fing 
(she said, “TI am too well dressed | my leg broke out in running sp with fearful burning. [I had th 

teen running sores at one ti 
from my knee to the top of my fo 
All the medicine 1 took did me 
good, so I threw it aside and t 

. B.B.B.; when one-half the bottle eR seal | gone, I noticed a change for | If we bring the world to Christ, | better, and by the time I had finishe 
it must be through the living Chri ¢ Sr. Doster my lr wis perfect S healed and my health greatly jg 

proved.” 

| | 
INTERNATIONAL S. §. of 

trips a week from 

BOSTON 
Commencing May 31st. the steamer 

this company will eave St John for E 

| for that ; too well dressed to dread | 
| the judgment, He hath clothed me 
| with the garments ot salvation: He 
| hath 

righteousness’ 

covered me with the robe (f 
) 

in the living soul.—Mrs. Huntley. | 
dies: 

It is warm and 
weary work that 
woman has to 

undergo who cooks 

rage at being thus defied by a ‘ wee 
braw laddie,’” hisses out, If ye dinna 
thraw it in yon ditch, I'll shoot ye! 

But Jesus Christ is with the boy, 

the year round for 
a big family. Thou- 
sands of women 
whose husbands are 
only in moderate 
circumstances have 

port, Lubec, Portland and Boston every 
MONDAY, WEDNESDAY, and FRI 
DAY mornings at 8.45 o'clock (standard 
Return ne, leave Boston every MONDAS 

| WEDNESDAY avd FRIDAY mornig 

and though death is staring him in 

wunna ! 

Fire, men! shouts the infuriated 
leader ; and the soft heather receives 
the warm lite-blood of the vouthful 
martyr, 

No Claverhouse rides over the 
land now, but there are plenty of | 
schoolfellows to sneer at those who 
set ‘themselves up to be better 

takes more courage to stand a taunt 

or a curl of the lip than it does to 
bear a blow. Let no one force you 
to give up your Bible-reading, or 
what is better still, your Bible- 
living. — Christian Endeavor World 

tll Ot Gee 

John’s Bad Company, 

Do you know the kind of com- 
pany that John is associating with? 
said puritanical Aunt Jane to her 
married sister. He spent last even- 

and profane fellows that 1 
heard of. 

Why, what do you mean? 

ever 

The 

that he borrowed from one of his 
schoolmates. He is a great reader, 
and I am glad of it. 

Perhaps you would not be so 
glad if you knew what he is read: 
ing. I picked vp the story that he 
was so interested in when I was do- 
ing his room this morning, and it 
made me sick. The characters in 
it were from the slums, and their 
talk was slangy and vile. It was 
one of the popular realistic novels. 
Its author thinksit is his mission to 
describe human nature as it is, no 
matter how degraded, and to make 
it interesting. For my part, I can 
not see much difference between 
bringing a bookful of thieves and 
gamblers of rou ges and harlots,into 
a boy's room, and letting the buy 
go into their dens. If he eajoys 
their society at home he may be 
tempted to seek them in their homes. 
If our boys are great readers, we 
ought to know what they are read- 
ing. And Johnnie's mother said 
that Aunt Jane was /zht. snd she 
Was. 

Have the courage to do without 
that which you do not need, how- 
ever much your eyes may covet it. 

Have the courage to show your 
respect for honesty, in whatever 
guise it appears ; and your contempt 
for dishonest duplicity by whomso- 
ever exhibited. 

Have the courage to wear your 
old clothes until you can pay for 
new ones 
Have the courage to obey your 

Maker ut the risk of being ridiculed 
by man. ” 
Have the courage to prefer com- 

fort and propriety to fashion in all 
things, 

Have the courage to acknowledge 
your ignorance rather than to seek 
credit for knowledge under false 
pretenses. 

Have the courage to provide 
entertainment for your friends with- 
in your means—not. beyond —Se- 
le:ted. 

Free and easy expectoration im- 
mediately relieves and frees the throat 
and lungs from viscid phelgm, and a 
medicine that promotes this is the best 
medicine to use for coughs, colds in- 
flasnmation of the lungs and all affec 
tions of the throat and chest. This is 
precisely what Bickle's Anti-Consump- 
tive Syrup is a specific for, and wher: 
ever used it has given unbounied 
satisfaction. Children like it because 
it is pleasant, adults like it because it 

t at 8 oclock, and Portland at 6 p. m, 
Connaction made at Eastport with steay 

er for it. Andrews, Calais ani St St spheg g Freight received daily up to 5 o clock, 18 suf | ou cones 

to bear this hardship uncomplainingly. If 
a woman is in thoroughly good health it | 
does not come so hard, but when, as is fre- 
quently the case, the poor woman P= a OC 
ferinz from rvousness, debility C. Ki. LAE IER, Ame and ill-hea! that v result of weakness 
and disease oi distinctly fewinine or- 
ganism, the tas much 

Under thes ; imces, unless the 
righit remedy i poor woman will 
soon break down mpletcly and fill an | 
early grave Oved 000 woinen have testi- Notice to Blacksmiths, fied to the mars S 1m ts of Dr. Pierce’s 

Sates add : SAL Bn 2 cars Refined Iron and Steel, 10 Bellow perietices ha cen published by permis- | 10 Aovils, 12 Solid Box Eaglish Vices, sion in Dr. Pies ‘ommon Sense Med- 1 car Horse Shoes, light pattern, 25 Kegs 
ical Adviser. The ** Favorite Prescription” = Loe Weights Steel Shoes, 50 Kegs Com cures all weakness and disease of the deli- mon Steel Shoes, 50 Chaldrons Black: 
cate and im oortant organs that bear matern- ‘smith Coal, Rasps, Files, Drills Taps and ity’s burdens [t makes them well and | Dies 
strong. It builds up the nervous system. For sale lew by It makes weak, sickly, nervous, fre tful wo- JAMES §. NEILL men strong, h imiable wives, All | 
medicine dealers sell it. | 
“My youngest daughter, Mrs. Julia aphe, 

was all run down with nervous prostration and 
lung trouble.” writes Mrs. Julia Ann Gibson. of 
Nickerson, Reno Co., Kansas. ‘*She took Dr. 
Pierce's Favorite Prescription and ‘ Golden Med. 
ical Discovery’ and was cured.” 

If you want to read the testimonies and 
see the photographs of many grateful pa- 
tients who were cured by Dr. Pierce’s rem- 
edies send for Dr. Pierce’s Common Sense 
Medical Adviser. Besides telling about 
these cures it tells about the home-treat 
ment of all diseases. Over 300 illustra: 
tions, Send 31 one-cent stamps, to cover 
cost of customs and mailing only. for pa- 
per-covered copy. Cloth-covers so stamps. 
Address Dr. R. V. Pierce, Buffalo, N. Y. 

Agents Sell “Klondike Gold 
: Fields’ 

Like awhirlwind. Experienced canvassee 
' reaping tho richest harvest of their lives 
new veginners doing wonders. 
everybody subscribes, 
on a farm at $1200 a month 
875.00, A 

1s clearing $11.00, 

| 
| 

| We want more azents. 
25 cts., worth $1.00. 

January 24th 
- 203: 

ur Remnant Sale] 
ee WAS A em 

GRAND SUCCESS. 

ATT, 

Winter Coods” 
AT 

BARGAIN PRICES 

JUIN J. WEDDALL 
L 

NEW CARPETS 
03 

We vite inspection of our NEW 
CARPETS, which are a marvel of beauty 
and for tasteful combination of colors, 
they are excellent. 

Space will not allow fordis :ption 
but we take great pleasure in snowing 
our carpets to customers, 

#27 All Carpets cut and matched free of charge 
Orders by mail promptly attended vu, 

TENNANT, DAVIES & CLARKE 
Newl|ldea|Patterns one price 15 ots each 

relieves an cures the disease. 

Nearly 
One young fellow 

is making 
lady type.-writer at $3.00 a 

A mechanic who had 
earned §1.50 a day is clearing $5.00 a day 

Canvassing outfit 

| eemcsene 

Jung 15 1 

q— 

How My Boj 

i was not on the fie 
It was not with a 
pot a fate far wo se 

That stole him aw 
[was the death in t 
That the reason ar 

fe drank the allurir 

And thus my boy 

own from the heig 

To the depths of d 

Down to & worthless 

From the hope of 

por the brand of a b 

He bartered his m 

through tha gate of 

My poor, weak bo 

is only the same o 

That mothers so ¢ 

With accents of infi 

Lke the tones of 

Bgt [ never though 

I should learn all 

1 thought he’d ba tr 

I thougt t he'd be 

pat alas for my hog 

Alas for his youth 

Alas | who are safe 

Is open on every 

03, cn nothing des 

No bar in their ps 

Tosave from the te 

The thousands of 

4 

Phil's E 

‘Have I got to 

every day,’ asked 

his voice. 

‘Yes, every da; 

‘But what is tl 

falling and make 

before.’ 

“Your room h: 

grery day,’ said | 

‘1 wouldn't cs 

sid Phil. 

‘And your shi 

every week. Al 

from have to be 

day. Yom keep 

Phil could not 

slowly raked aw 

Seems to me 

deal of work fo 

on mournfully. 

and cut kindling 

and water the fi 

‘Do you have 

than others dc 

mother. 

‘Yes, ma'am, 

if I could stop 

they might stop 

‘Do you reall 

indeed 

‘May 1 try it wn 

‘If you like. 

day.’ 

‘Remember t 

0 ask me to do 

remember to d 

Phil dropped t 
pile of leaves a 

‘Yes, 

at his fishing-li 

his mind to go 

and have a ple: 

Running has 

and tore a hole 

Mamma, hi 

Lup and going ti 

was not to be ¢ 
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‘Ah! Two 
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Never mind, 1 

[often have. 

on buttons.’ 

It took him 

the needle, an 

a separate tria 

put on his tro: 

were sewed to 

The 

and he rushe 

trousers on. 

But he was 
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had begun sch 

to have one tat 

The tear in 

ing in things i 
he was very u 

was glad at les 

he again sew 

could not hel 

one's clothes 

than cukting k 

‘Never min 

Nobody wiil 

after dianer, | 

please all day, 

Returning 
dinner table v 

‘Where's m 
no place read 

‘Have you 
asked his mo 

‘Why, no, 
need do anyt! 

to wash my o 
‘But do yo 

for you 7 
Phil stared 

gave a rather 

beef and swe 

‘I did forg 
with a laugh 
out, 

But there 
laugh, and | 
with a sober 

‘I can't 8 
said, 


