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so. Of course it was not done right and Robert had to
fix it all over, :

When Fred wanted to send a letter to the folks at
at home he had no idea how to mail it, The boys
walked over to town, and Fred looked for mail-boxes all
along the way, but did not see any. After they reached
the post office he GEHd see nothing there that looked
like 2 mail-bex.  Where would he put his letter?
this is the place,” he thought, going aver to a gueer-
looking affair close to the wall.  He was about tg slide
the letter through the opening, when Robert stepped
up.

" What in the world are vou doing, Fred ¥

‘ Mailing my letter,” replied Fred.

‘ That's a chute Wown into the cellar,” said Robert.
‘ When you don’t know, why don’t you ask? Here is
the place.’

On the way home Robert spcke up suddenly.
' Country boys are too proud to ask questions in the
city, and city boys are too proud fo ask questions in the
country. Wonder why !

“Afraid folks will think they don’t know every-
thing,” laughed Fred.

‘ Well, folks usually find that ouf, anyway,” said
Robert,

‘We're about even, Robert, so let's call it square.
We'll hegin over and ask all the questions we can think
of.  City boys lkunow abeut city things and country
boys know about country things, and there's 1o sense in
being too proud to ask questions of cne another. e
make dunces of ourselves when we pretend to know all
about things we've never seen. After this we'll be
more sensible.’

- Agreed,’ said Robert,

‘A,

TIIE TRUE MASTER.

It happened ove day, in a town in Iolland, that a
kuife-grinder went to the police and declared that a
eertain rag-picker had stolen his dog. The authorities
gave the matter due attention, and learned that the rag-
picker in question really had a doyg, theugh he refused
to tell how he lLiad come in possession of him. The
caso finally came to trial: aud the judge, after hearing
a statement of facts, gald: ' Let the dog himsell decida
the case.He certaiuly will know his master.’

A long table was arranged, the twe claimants sit-
ting at opposite ends, and Lalfway between them the
bailiff, holding the boy by a stout string.  The judge
clapped his hands, the men began to whistle and call,
and the bailiff let go the rope.  The animal gave cne
lock about the court-room, gazed into the faces of both
knife-grinder and rag-picker, then jumped over the
table and scampered out of the door as fast as lie conld.
There was great consternation. * Search for him,’ said
the judge, who was now greatly interested in the matter.
So a hunt was made, and the dog wayg found lying
peacefully upon a learth-rug in the Louse of a gentle-
man, from whom the knife-grinder, the original thief,
had stolen him a few months before. The rag-picker,
of course, had robbed thwe kuife-grinder.

Thus it sometimes happens that those who ery
loudest, ' Stop, thief!” are thieves themselves,

AN OLD LADY'S GRATITUDE.

It was on a traw car, and it happened not very
long ago. .

A boy, perhaps fourteen, suddenly arose from his
seat and gave it to a stout lady. The stout lady looked
up at him. _

‘You're a polite lad,” she said.
adays would do the like.” o

"I guess you didn't read yesterday's paper,” said
the boy. ‘There’s a story about a boy who gave up
his seat in a street car te a lady, and when she died she
left him £1000.

‘T didn’t see it,” sald the lady. )

‘ Maybe you saw the one about the boy whe carried
the old woman’s basket and she gave him a brick house
and a moving picture theatre?’

‘Few boys now-

*No,’” said. the lady; ' I didn’t ses that one either.’
' There was another one,” the lad went on. about
the boy who had a lower birth in th’ a
8ave it to a sick lady an’ she
I don’t know how much it was, but it must have been
an awful lot.  You ses how it Is—you can’t afford to
risk any chances.’-
The lady solemnly nodded her head.
the man wheo invents those stories,’

left him all her fortune,

‘Blessingy on
she solemnly_ said,

—_—
NEVER GIVEN.

‘ Pa,’ said Johnny, * who is a persistent knewledge-
seeker, ‘what is a law-giver I’

‘ There ain’t any such thing, Johnny,’ replied the
old gentlernan, who had been involved in considerable
litigation in his time.

. " But this boak says that someho
giver,” persisted the youngster,

“Then it’s a mistake,’ rejoined the father. * Law

is never given,  It’s retailed in mighty small quantities
at mighty high figures.’

dy was a great law-

THE REASON.

Josef Hofmann tells of an eminent pianist who was
giving a recital, and of 2 man who presented two tickets
and was held up by the ticket taker,

‘You cannot go in,’ said the latter, *you are not
i fit condition.’

‘Didn’t I pay for my tickets?
order ¥’

‘ They are perfectly in order, but the truth is you're
drunk.’

"Drunk!  Drunk! said the other, placing the
tickets solemuly in his pocket, *Of course I'm drunk,
Tt I weren't drunk, would I come to a piano recital ?’

Aren’t they in

NEVER HEARD OF THEM,

7 At the examination of the pupils in a primary
school a short time ago, the inspector put questions at
random to the scholars. Ameng the latter was a red-
headed lad, who, on being asked how many days there
are in a year, answered ' seven .’ When the tittering
of the rest of the eclass subsided, the inspector re-
marked :

‘I said a year, not a week,
many days are there in a year ¥

The lad appeared nonplussed and vexed for a
moment, and then ejaculated:

‘ Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday, Friday,
Saturday, Sunday—just seven. It there’s others I
never heard of ‘em.’

Now try again. How

A GOOD REASON.

Among the out-patients of an ophthalmic hospital
one was an old man. Ie was turned over to one of the
younger specialists, who began to test in the usual
manner.

‘Can you read that? he asked, as he pointed to
the card placed on the wall.

' No, sir,’ replied the old man.

The doctor then put on stronger glasses.

' Well,” he inquired, ‘can you read it now

The old fellow shook his head, saying—‘ No, not a
word.’

After repeating this performance several times,
the doctor was about to turn him over in despair to his
more experienced superior, when the old man quietly
explained-—

‘You see, doctor, T never learnt to read.’

ELECTRIC MASSAGE

in your own home by means of the Zodiac machine—s
wonderful apparatus easily carried Jn the pocket.
Never requires recharging. For all pains, rheumatism,
neuralgia, etc., is is unequalled. Thirty shillings, post
free, from WALTER BAXTER, Chemist, Timaru.... .

Totty's Blood Tonic

A Valuable Preparation for Pimples, Boils, Eruptions, Ulcexa, and sll

derangements of the blcod—Price 2/86
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