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They Say. 

371 BLLA WHEELER WILCOX. 

you heard of the terrible family ld A 
5 Sad to dreadful venymous things they say? 

advanced the gossip under the sun. 
», Sufferingt gace it back yon will ind begun 
. Ee ) Lani wretched House of ‘They.’ . Urinary : 

oss, Jnl, tally oe I aim teld, 
74 age, free f genealogical tree is old; 

and aches w tince Adam and Eve began 

baattaine i up the curious race of man, 
ht and the bj existed the house of ‘They.’ 

IDNEY songors and spreaders of lies, 
by freeing ti people whom all despire ! 

g all Disorde the best of us now and then, 
ry Bystem, queer tales about women and wen, 
h, an old re i quote the Houee of ‘They.’ 
yke as follows 

of age, and i 

ber of years w 

When I wo 

ing pain to § 
I that I could 

n many kinds 

ive like a lord and never labor, 

'»one task is to watch his neighbor 
J hie business apd private affairs, 

world at large they are rowers of 
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ing to help ml: : folke in the Hozse of ‘They.’ 
ry Doan’s Kid 

& taking thre holly useless to follow a ‘They’ 

wre - swhip or a gun, for he eho: away 

t my Own woo to his houre where vou caunof, go, 

new man, kked and bolted aud guarded so— 
is horrible House of ‘They.’ 

§ you cannot get in, yet they get out 
read their villainous tales about; 

the rascals under the sun 

lave come to punishment never one 

jonged to the House of ‘They.’ 
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Through Danger. 
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wher, I'm goin’ fishin’ !" cried 

pe Saturday morning. 

ere ? Not on the river ¥' cried 
ixio usly. 

. There's fine fishing just now, 

the dam.’ 

Jim | The water is so high now ! 

urely are not thinking of going 
boat ?' 
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by not ! The river isn't so very 

mother. Only a good bank full 

isn't even - any drift ! 

# strong, and it isn’t far, by 

, There isn't any danger ! Be- 

[can swim ! 

w well, cumbered by clothes ? 

mber that the steamers are run- 
is fast 48 they can, and the c al- 

sre going down. They make 

hy big waves for a little skiff. I'm 

here’ll be troubls. Don’t go !’ 

ell, T'll see the boys. Maybe 

Iwalk up. The current is pretty 

g anyway.’ 

found them waiting on the bank. 

tat | are you going to row up ¥ 
fed, in this current ! 

wrse I” answered Teddy Smith. 

n stay near the shore, and jo: t 
how nice it'll be to float down 

ht, when the moon's up !’ 

w, chimed in Bob Alton; ‘we've 

fine supper, with bacon and 

$ to cook in the fire, Imagine 

{ to carry heavy potatces away 

e I’ 

ly harder than rowing ! How 

blisters do you guarantee ? 

¢ll take turns rowing. Oh, 

on, Jim. Don’t be a sissy, an’ 

eful of your hands.’ 

went, 

ire were enough boys to fill two 

and many hands made light 

At the dam the fish seemed 

waiting for the hooks ; every- 
wis perfect, and Jim forgot all 

in the pleasure of the moment. 
t you glad you come 7 sald Tom. 

er, the bacon and the potatoes, 

4 in the wood ashes were deli- 

with a flavor peculiarly their 

As it grew darker, the firelight 

out over the water. 

ker and darker it grew, and still 
n. 

" cried Jim, ‘dont let's wait 

k moon.’ 

lI, said Bob. ‘i'll be pretty 
fore we can see it, when we're 

te to this high hill. Let's start, 

¢'ll see the moon when we reach 
nd.’ 

boats were shot out until they 

in the current, then the oars 

laid aside while they drifted 

watching the lights from the 
ouses and camps along the banks. 

bend a flood of moonlight burst 
them, 

I" cried Will Thomas, 
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s, but neve the two floated on. 
| had a mOgRto soon the lights of the little 

pans Tabulcgl their home appesred. Will 
1 1ght and | his became reckless, and stood 
: morning hing, ‘Listen to the echo !' 
hausted 1 ta echo here was famous for miles. 
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g his bands about his mouth, 

trampet, he shouted, ‘Hello 

lo !" came the answer, reverber- 

the opposite hill, and came 

gain, a faint ‘hello ! 

i-bo I” eried Will, teasingly. 
I-bo | came the answer, and stlll 
y “Tom-bo ! 

took it as a persons}, and made 
for Will's legs. Will moved, 
of reach, shouting : 

it again !’ 

it agsin’'—‘say it again,’ eame 
it back. 

‘What's that ¥ cried some one, aud- 
denly. 

It was a steamboat, wanoticed in 
their fun, silently bearing down upon 
them. 

‘Quick I" cried Bob. ‘Unlooee !’ 
With fingers trembling in thelr 

haste, the chain wae at last drawn in. 
It seemed a) endless time to Jim. 
Would they never get out of the way ? 
They separated as widely as possible 

to give the oars free play. The skiff 
Jim was in, with Bob and Teddy at 
the oars, s'arted towards the shore, 
where their home lay. The boys 
rowed with frantic haste. 

_ ‘I guess we're about out of the way,’ 
observed Bob. ‘We'd better turn the 
boat to take the waves.’ 

Bat ali was not over. As the skiff 
swung around, a shriek of horror rang 
over the wa‘er. They looked and be- 
held the other boat headed directly 
towards them, so near, and going at 
such a speed, that it was impossible to 
avoid a collision. The other boys 
backed oirs to make the contact as 
genils as p.ssible. Jim saw it would 
strike at his end, resolved to do his 

best, reached out to meet the bow, as 

it came nearer, and pushed against it 
with a'l his slight strength. A dull 

thud. The boate shook from ecd to 

end, ‘The steamer!’ cried a voice. 
Jim looked up and groaned. The 

steamer —it was a coal-boat shovirg its 

barges, laden with the black lumgs 
before it—was right upon them. 

‘Danger! Get out of the way! 
shrieked its whistles. 

It seemed to Jim that he could lovk 
up and fairly count the planks in the 
front of the first barge. Their boat 

still trembled a little, but Teddy snd 

Bob, recovering themnselves, made a 

few s‘rokes with the oars that took 
them to one. side. Tae barges passed 
a few feet away. The first wave struck 

them, and dashed over the sides. 
‘If the next wave comes like that, 

we'l sink ¥ thought Jim. 
Thera it was, rolling high, higher. 

With a strange calmaess, Jim waited 
for it. Tne others bent wildly to their 

oars, endeavoring to turn the little 

boat in time to take it; but Teddy had 
lost his head. The wave came, and 

the next instant they were struggling 
in the water. Bob and another caught 
hold of the overtornea boat. Jim was 
about ti» do so, when he heard a faint 
ery. i+ was Teddy. They could all 
swim, rut Teddy had floundered about, 
and was drifting too near the larger 
boat Teddy was the youngest! As 
he caught a glimpse of the pale face 

in the gleam of one of the las: steamer 
lighte, Jim saw the boy was helpless, 
and the big wheel was so near ! Ther, 

Just as the boy was sinking, he reach.d 
him. Bob was there to help. To. 
gether they towed him to the skiff, and 
-held him up until the waves from the 
wheel passed by. 

The other boys came back, fearfully. 
How many would they find now ? How 
many of them would face the morrow? 
With their help, Teddy and the skiff 
were taken to the shore. But that 
night left an impression uvpon them 
they never forgot, 

‘Wonder what mother would say,’ 
thought Jim. ‘Funny hew often old 

folks are right. Guess they generally 
are. 

‘How will a fellow do when there 

ain't any old folks to warn him ¥' The 
words of the Psalm he had repeated 
last Sunday came back to him : ‘The 
Lord 18 my shepherd, I shall not want; 

he leadeth me; yea, though I walk 

through the valley of the shadow of 
death, I will fear no evil, for thou arc 

with me.’—Chris. Standard. 
lll > GP eee. 

The Girl Nobody Liked. 

She ‘was sure that nobody liked her. 

She had told herself so again and aga, 

with a queer tightening about her 

beart that was like a real pain. And 
then she had tossed her head and set 

her lips in a defiant little smile. No- 
body should know that she cared. 
Never | 

It was on her eighteenth birthday 

that Aunt Elizabeth made a suggestion 

which caused the girl to open her 

eyes, and then to ladgh a little It 

was such an odd idea, so like Aunt 

Elizabeth ! 

‘Then I'm to ‘hold up' everybody 1 

meet till 1've said something brilliant? 

she observed, 

‘Not exactly;’ and Aunt Elizabeth 
smiled, unrufled. ‘But I've noticed 

that you pass your acquaintances with 

a mere nod or a vurt ‘good morning.’ 
I wish you would try the experiment 
of saying something pleasant to each 
one, unless there is some good reascn 
against it.’ 

‘It will grow rather tiresome,’ sail 
the girl,and sheshrugged hershoulders. 

‘Try it for a week,” suggested Aunt 
Elizabeth; and rather to her own sur- 
prise, the girl found herself promising. 
She came very near forgetting her 

pledge when she met Mrs. Anderson 
on the street the next morning. In 
fact, she hadfpasced with her usual 

uncompromising nod, when the recol- 
lection of her promise flachel into her 
mind. She prided herself on being a 
girl of ber word, and she turned quickly. 
‘How is Jimmy to-day ? she said, 

speaking out the first thing that came 
iato her head. 
There was a good deal of derail in 

Mrs. Andersons answer. Jimmy had 
been sick with the measles, and then 
had caught cold and beem worse. Mrs. 
Anderson poured out her story as if it 
was a relief to find a listener, and as 
she talked cn, that par icular listener 
found herself more interested than she 
would have believed possible in Jimmy 
and his mother. She said that she had 
some old scrap-books which Jimmy 
might enjoy licking over, and Mrs. 
Anderson flashed and thanked her 
with more gratitude than the slight 
favor seemed to warra t. 

At the very next corner was Cissy 
Baily, and the girl wondered if her 
promi-e covered the washerwoman's 
daughter and people of that sor:. But 
she did not let hersslf wonder very 
long. 

‘Iv was very kind of you to bring 
home the clothes so early last week, 
Cissy. I was in a hurry for that shirt 
waist,’ 
Css, * [ly did not know what to 

answer. She smiled in an' embarrassed 
way, and looked up and then down. 
But the girl whom nobody liked bai 
seen something in the uplifted eyes 
which warmed her heart, and made 
that one-sided conversation something 
to remember. 

The day went by, and she did not 

find cpportumity to say anything very 
brilliant. She stopped Mrs. White to 

ask her if she would like to read the 

book she had just finished, and she 
patted littie Barbara Smiths soft 

cheek as she inquired if the new baby 

gister had grown a: all. When she 

could think of nothing else she said, 

‘Hasn't this be:n a beautiful day? 
And her earnestness rather surprised 
some people who had not had her 
opportunities for realizng that ‘bere 
was anythinz unusual about the day. 
By the time the week was over the 

girl whom nobody liked had learned a 
valuable les on. She had found out 
that hearts respond to cordiality and 
kindness, just as the strings of one 
musical instrument vibrate in unison 
with the chord struck in another. It 
is not a new discovery, since long ago 
it was written in a certain wise Bock: 
““A man that hath friends must show 
himself friendly,’ yet this is one of the 
truths that each person muet redis- 
cover on his own account. And the 
girl who was lesrning to love everyone, 
and was tasting the joy of being loved, 
thanked God that she had nov waited 
any longer before finding ous the won 
derful secret for herself.— Young 
Pe. le's Weekly. 
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Nellie's Raspberries. 

Little Nellie was angry. She had 
some raspberry vines—her very own 
—and now the robins and other birds 
were picking the fruit as fast as it got 
ripe. 

‘If only they'd leave me just a few,’ 
she said tearfully to her mother, ‘I 
wouldn't mind it so much. But they 
won't : they just wa'ch the berries all 
the time, and pick 'em even before 
they get ripe. I haven’t had one, and 
they have been eating them two or 
three days.’ 

‘Oh, well, never mind,’ said her 
mother, consolingly ; ‘papa’s big patch 
will commence to ripen soon, and then 
the birds will go down there. You 
see, youre are on the hillside, and get 
ripe first; that 8 what makes the birds 
watch them so eagerly. As oon as 
papa’s are ripe, there will be enough 
for us and the birds.’ 

‘It's the first ones I want,’ said 
Nellie, plaintively. ‘That's what 

makes mine so nice. After papas get 
ripe, there'll be so many they won't be 
any fun. They'll be too common. If 
only the birds would scare ; but they 
won't. I frowed sticks ani stoves, 
and shoo'd "em, and runned after ‘em; 
and they only langhed at me. Iknow 
they laughed, 'cause a big robin said 
‘chip, chip, chip,” and then pike: 

raspberry and flew right past. Vell, 
tain't any use,’ resiguedly ; ‘but I'll go 
down and try to scare 'em once m ra.’ 
Ha f aa hour or so later she returned 

with a radiant face. 
‘I think you have succeeded in scar- 

ing them away,’ said her mother smil- 
ingly. 

‘Oh, no,’ eagerly, and flashing a 
litle, ‘I've just made friends, that's 
all. You see, I chased a robin away 
down to the orchard, clear to the quince 
bushes where the limbs grow low 
down and thick. The robin flew right 
into 'em, snd I pulied the branches 
aside ; and— what do you think, 
mamma ?' 

‘I'm sure I couldn't guess.’ 
‘Well, there was the loveliest robin's 

nest, with free little baby robins in it, 
And they opened their mouths —oh, 

‘Very likely. And what did youdo? | 
‘Just slipped away, soft’s I could.’ 

She paused a moment, with a tender, 
wistiul expression coming into her 
brown eyes, then: ‘O mamma! I'm 
never going to frow anything at a bird 
again, long’'s I live.’ Maybe the 
mamma robin was getting raspberries 
for ber bables.’'~ Frank H. Swet, in 
Churchman. : 
Srl es nee 

The story Grandma Told. 

Mollie's father was a ship-buil er, 
and the next day one of the largest 
ships ever built in his yards was to be 
launched. The wonderful thing about 
this event, in Mollie's eyes, was the 
fact that she was to launch in the 
Ariadne and christen the great ship 
as it plunged into the water. 
The little girl had seen many a 

vessel sent down the long ‘ways,’ to 
take its magnificent plunge into the 
water; but there's lots of difference, so 

Mollie thought, between seeing a 
thing and ‘being right into it’ 

‘Dil you ever lauuch in a vessel, 
grsudma ©’ she said that evening. She 
was up in Grandma Pingree's room, 
talking over her coming experience. 

‘Why, yes, dear,’ said grandma. ‘I 
launched in a vessel all alone once, 
when I was a little girl.’ 

‘Why-e-e, Grandma Pingree | gasp- 
ed Mollie. 
Grandma smiled. ‘Yes,’ she said; 

‘and the queer thing about it was that 

I didn’t koow it until the launching 
was all over 

even to say, ‘Why.e-e !’ 

built ships down on the banks of the 

| wondered how 

Mollie was too much astonished now 

Then grandma went on. ‘My father 

river where we lived. In those days 
they built vessels in_ the late fall and 
winter, and worked at farming in the 

summer. When I was seven years 

old, father had a vessel ready to launch 

the 1st of April, I need to go down 

every day, and play in the cabin in 

the shavings the carpentsrs had made. 

‘The day before the vessel was to 
launch, I was playing in the cabin all 
alone, the workmen being employed 
in the yard outside. An unusually 

big tide came in that day; and father 
decided that, as everythiug was so 
nearly ready, they would better take 
advantage of the tide, and launch at 
once. So the workmen began to 
wedge up the blocks, forgetting all 
about me; and pretty soon the vessel 
ahd gently off into the river. 

‘Just as the big ropes began to 
tighten and hold 1t, I went up on deck 
for something or other; and a more 

Growing a Grandmother. 

‘He was a wee, little man, only 
three years old, but very besve, cour- 
ageous, and uncomplaining, —more 
courageous and uncomplaining than 
any one knew; for, though he was only 
a baby, be had trials to bear.’ says the 
New York Times. ‘The family hed 
gome (0 a new country in the Far] 
West, —the mamma, little man, and 
the sister, a little older. 

‘It was a very new country, very 
different from the city in the East, 
where they had left many friends, 
relatives, and, nearest of all, a dear 
old grandmother. The mamma was so 
busy in her new home that she had 
little time to devote to the babies, 
except to see that they were kept 
clean and well fed. So the little ones 
were lonesome sometimes, as mamma 
found out ome day in a w.y that 
brought the tears to her eyes. 

‘The little three-year-old had been 
very busy and very quiet, making a 
big hole in the ground with such 

earnestness of purpose that, fearing the 
little fellow was planning some mis | 

chief, she went to see what was being 
done. The hole was completed when 
she reached the spot, and in it had 
been placed something that she took 
out and examined with wondering 
curiosity. It was the strangest thing 
to go into a hole in the ground,—an 
old daguerrotype, a picture of the dear 
grandmamms at home 

‘* “Why baby !" exclaimed mamma. 
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This Is what en. 
ables us to com. 
plete our very fu 
course of study 

~ 80 short a time. 
Send forcatalog 

S. KERR & SON 

Professor] Cards, 

DR. ATHERTON, 
Late Lecturer on surgery, Women’ 
Medical College, Toronto, and Sargeon tg 
St. John’s Hospital for Women, Toronte 
has resumed practice in F rederictva, N B 

— 

¢H, F MCLEOD. B. A 
BARRISTER, 

CONVEYANCER &o. &» 

Morey to J eor cr Fer) Fetste secy 
C BrsrvvTs Burning Orr. Ory 

FREDERICTON, N. B. 

What are you doing with this ? 

loneliness of homesickness in his voice 

as he tried to explaiu, * I fought, may- 

be, if I planted it, annozzer grandma 
would grow.’ '— Selected. 
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Age of Animals. 
— a a— 

According to some naturalists the 

length of life of animals is as follows 

The rabbit lives from six tc seven 

years. 

The squirrel from seven to eigh 

years, 

The fox from fourteen to fifteen 

years. 

The cat from fifteen to seventeen 

years, 

The dog from sixteen to eighteen 

years, 

The bear and wolf, eighteen to 
twenty years. 

The rhinoceros from 

twenty-two years, 

twenty to 

twenty-five years. 

surprieed little girl, I guess, never 
lived! Father came off in a boat to 
get me; and he called me ‘Cap'n,’ and 
asked where I was ‘bound. When 
wa got ashore, he said they would 

name the veseel The Elsie, after me. 

‘Well,’ said Mollie, with conviction 
in her tone, ‘If had been hs ving such 
a good time as thar, I should want to 

have kaown it "—Youth’s Companion. 
Em 

One Busy Girl's Way. 

In the room of a girl friend the 
other day we noticed something which 

especially interested us. To the pin- 
cushion, which occupied the central 
position on her dresser, was pinned a 
short poem, evidently clipped from 
some newspaper. And the poem hap 
pened to be the ‘Recessional,” which 
everyb»ly knows abcut, but compara- 
tively few people know, 
Now the pin cushion is not the place 

waere one expects to find a poem, 
however grand or beautiful, and we 
1 ,0ked to our friend for an explanation. 

‘I always have something 1 especially 
want t» know pinned to my cushion,’ 
she saia, smiling, ‘and when I'm 
brushing my hair or adjusting a collar- 

button, I just glance over the lines. 
Before I know it [ have the whole 
committed to mem ry, and then I 
remove it and place something else in 
its stead. 

Now this girl, as we happen to know 

ie a very busy girl, a stenographer in 

a law office, an earnest church worker, 

a favorite with other young people, 
and we had bean surprised vo hear her 

speken of as ‘so we l-informed.”” We 

she found time to 

acquire her information, but the pin- 

cushion revealed the mystery, She 

had learned the art of utilizing the 
minutea, 

Tell the Deaf. — Mr J. F. Kellock, 
Druggist, Perth, writes: *‘A custom- 
er of mine having been cured of deaf- 
ness by the use of Dr. Thomas’ 
Electric Oud, wroto to Ireland, telling 
his friends there of the cure. In con- 
sequence I received an order to send 
half a dozen by express, to Wexford, 
Ireland, this week. 

They Are Not Violent In Action.— 
Some persons, when they wish to 
cleause tne stomach, resort to spsom 
and other purgative salts. These are 
speedy in their action, but serve no 
permanent good. Their use produces 
incipient chills, ai d if persisted in they 
injure the stomach. Nor do they act 
vpon the intestines in a beneficial way. 
Parmelee’s Vegetable Pills answer all ever 80 wide! I o'pect they wa, 

un ry.’ 
purposes in this respect, and have no 
superior. 

eight years. 

thirty years. 

years, 

years, 

years, 

The elepbant four hundred years. 
The whale one thousand years. 

ED Gee 

Cheese Omelet. 

to the size of the family, and whisk 

them thoroughly. Add to them grated 
cheese and salt and pepper to taste. 
Dissolve in a small, clean frying-psn 
two or three ounces of butter; pour in 
ingredients, and as soon as the omelet 
is well risen and sppears quite firm 
elide it carefully onto a hot dish and 
serve hot. 
A ———— a ——————— 

PERSIATIC 
This word is our eopyrizatsd guarsnte 

for Purityand Strength when seen va ou 
s0>de; It marks them the standards for 
their several purposes and iis presence 
protects you from imitations and inferior 
goods, look for it. 

Plant Spray. 
Persiatic Plant Spray cootains no mineral 
poison— arsenic or Paris Green. Sure dsath 
to all insect life fungi, ete. Harmless to 
vegetation. Canada's only reliable spray. 

Ea 

Sheep Dip. 
Pergiatic Sheeo Dip is a preparation for 
the cure of skin diseases and ths eradica. 
tion of vermin in sheep and eattle, It is 
h ghly medicinal and does its work with 
no drastic or irritating effects. Endorsed 
by leading sheep raisers. 

Horse Wash. 
Persiatic Horse Wash is a specially pre- 
pared medicament for the cure of skin 
diseases peculiar $0 horses avd for ridding 
them of all insect pests and vermin, It 
has » surpassingly refieshing effect, bright. 
eng the pelt and pot< the skin in a 
thoronghly healthy condition. Price $1.00 
per 34 .z can. 

Pig Wash 
Persiatic Vig Wash is successfully used in 
all cases of skin diseases of swine, and for 
destroying nits, lice and 

ensures a healthy appearance in the dressed 
animal fr market. Aare 

POULTRY Hen House Spray eourrs: 
Persiatic Hen House Spray spa Poultry 
Powder destroy vermin peculiar to the 
feathered otock—on fowls or in sheds. Act 
as & disinfectant, destroying germs and 
puritying the stmosphere. 
they prevent roup and kindred cisenses, 
Pu. chase these goods from your dealer 
send to us direct for them, 

Limited 

“I fought,’ said the little man, with | 
a quivering lip and all the youtian | As Solicitor for several partles de 

The horse from twenty-two to 

The hen from twenty-five to twenty 

The porpoise from twenty-eight to 

The camel and cow one hundred 

The tortoise one hundred and ten 

The eagle one hundred and twenty 

Use from five to ten eggs, accordiug 

vermin generallys 
Keepe the skin in healthy condition aad 

Used liberally 

We invit 

k The PickbardtRenfrew Co 
Stovfiville, Ont | 

Money to Loan. 

siring to invest their money on 
Real Estate Security, 

I am prepared to loan amounts of fron. 
$100.00 to $5000 00 at lowest rates 
of interest and easy terms. Piyments. 
on account of principal accepted at 
any time. 

ARTHUR R. SLIPP, 
Barrister and Solicitor. 

1. 1.3) D VINCE, 
BARRISTER-AT LAW 

NOTARY PUBLIC, ete., 

WOODSTOCK N B 

Manchester, Roberfsom 

and Allison 
8t. John, N. B. 

Dry Goods, Carpets, Curtains 
Silks, Millinery, Furs, Cloaks 
Dress Goods, Men's and Boy 
Clothing Gents’ Furni sKikigs" 

Our New Furniture Department taing wy an immense stock of 
ne Furniture in Parlor Suites, Bedroom Suites, Tables, Sideboards, Rocking Chairs, Easy Ohairs, Brass 
and Iron Bedsteads, and all kinds of Household Furnitay at Lowest prices. : 

CLIFTON HOUSE 
Princess & 148 Germain Sts. 

SAINT JOHN, N.B 
a. sae 

A. N. PETERS, PROPRIETOR. 

TELEPHONE COMMUNICATION. 
HEATED BY >TRAM TaroUGHOUT 

Dragon Blend 

Griffin Blend 

THAS 
are unexcelled. Ask your 
them. Wholesale only by 

AF Randolah & Son 

Grocer Bier 

Fredericton, N. B. i; 
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