membrane which secre
Juice which digosts or

But—if the gtomach
weak—or {f the dissolving
poor or {nsufficient—then food cannot
digested properly and you have

“FRUIT-A-TIVES" is'the most won. -
& medicine in the world for
. |strengthening the stomach i
nd providing an abundande
. | full-strength dissolving fluid to com-
. |pletély digest every meal ‘“FRUIT.
A-TIVES" does this becausé it keaps
@G. !the kidneys active, the bowels regu.
. [lar and the blood pure, which insures
pure Gastric Juice, :
“FRUIT-A‘TIVES” will correct your
. |Indigestion or Dyspepsia and enable
you to enjoy every meal. a7
50c. a box, 6 for $3.60, trial size =
2c. 'At all dealers or sent postpaid
by Fruit-a-tiyes Limited, Ottawa.

H. Lounsbury, Mrs. C. Gilimore,

M
J. A. Humphrey Mrs. G. Lyal
-IN. Wilbur. Prize winner was Mrs,

The many friends of Mr. Roy
-|Sumner are sorry to hear he is coms
fined to the house with illness and
hope soon to see him

BEAUTY OF THE §

desire
and is obteinable bvdlht use of Dr,
0l Pim;

£

*You Certainly Do Make the
“Why Shouldn’t I? T Use

the days and days of bitter zero
es on country roads, the city
tely we have the old remedies for winter

N DRUG CO,

ap
What a| Anfie~Giad to reveive ancther nice
have 10 |ietter from you with so much jnter
18 very lesting news i . Ill bet you are
fake ad lgiad thet school hes started agein,
that theyland that all the doys and girle Mie
that thets | (e naw. teacher. You should all hely|
throughont thehim, for o teacher has ¢ hard time,
Socopling o WD lecd wiien you all - study berd and
* @ TOASON [jgarn your lessons it makes it much
cannct be pro-|eagiar for him. to teach you. What
s o el B T T coud sen e
J on the iw could join the
Tuesday, and|oerty and enjoy #t. 1 was socry to
that all theljegryy that there has been consider-
Will have @ |ahlc giokness in the vicinity of your
umoz:hnmoﬂbwm.udlmom:m
“":" of the cases have proved very serious,
ust thanic Marl- &
on Johewon, of Blackville, for the| Hezel—~What a fine iitle pnin
/handsome valentine that, 1 hive re |70U make; keep achool
ceived from her. Marion certainly |®very day and it will not be long be
/as good taste, and the valentine is|foTe you will be able to write micely
/one Of the prettiest that I have seen |iike other toys and girls, but of
this semson. course they are older you.
Last week I requested u fow of the | TOUT Mttle ‘verse Is indeed very mioce.
members $0 write letters to & Jonely p
wmzmmg,mrn Roy—I recelved all of the letters
Py to that my request has|Y¥ou #peak about, aod was glad to
Wmdlm.mmgm.mdﬁem. I think it is great fun to
will” gind torecelve the letteps | Write letters and recelve them.
start up & correspondence, 1t| With the number of scholars you men.

Gife passing quickly and it will be a
remarkably ahort time when she snow
will begin to disappear and the
spring will amrive

I also learn with great satistaction
that members of the Commer are con:
tinuing to assist their parents in
work aboiit the home, and I'm sure it
pleasés both mother dnd father ¢o
d¥mow that thelr son or daughter is
wot of The ddle class but willnig to do
everybhing possible to assist

Iwﬂthl.wtocb-onowundwm
try andl write 2 longer and more in.
teresting chat wext week.

With love to all,
UNOLE DRCK,

Sco;t* Who _
- Fed a Crowd

The death of the widow of Buftalo
Bill, whilch has just taken place at
~

y, in Wyoming, has ““9‘;:‘
9

_the completion of
W ongome top:of LGok-
it ‘ Mountain, Colorsa, by theé: ctiy
sof. Denver in Monor of Buffalo’ Bill,
‘whohe collections and possessions it
houses. A
“The museum is built entirely of
rough dogs, and stands within 200
feet of Buffalo Bill's grave, a mile
and a half above the level of the sea.
From & verandah on the buildlng can
be seen three other states—Wyoming,
Kansas, and Nebraska—and the view
is declared to be the finest in the
United States.

Inside the bduilding all the fittings
ave made of tree trunks and branches
with thé bark still on them. The
chandler, and even the framework of
the ihmps, is formed of branches, and
the wikingsi,ulitp Y
the wiring for the electris lights is
run along the wood under the bark.

‘The exhibits comsists of & queer col-
iecting of objects connected with the
wild 1#fe of the ¥ar West in the daye
hat heve gone for ever.

L Life in the Wild West.

West 1ifs it the'old days, and the gua
with which Buffalo Bill killed 4,380

B iion . he showed what
Ametjcan border life wag resily: lfke.
He. Was & great hunter and soldier,
and. ‘was & niember of the Neb:

there was difficulty in finding food
for the great army of iaborers neaded
to carry out the work, he ted

 CHILDREN'S C

ORNER

s

_Snowﬁake

Once upon & time there lived mnear
the banks of s preity stream at the
edge of a wood s little girl named
Snewflake, with her mother.

Bhe was a very happy little girl,
but often longed for o playmate to join
her.in her play.

One day as she was sitting on the
banks of the stream longing for a
iittle she heard a slight

tlon as attending your echool, I'm
sure it must keep‘the teacher busy,
but he will enjoy reading everyome

-jof you # you pay attention to your

legsons, Thank you for your kind
wishes, and in reply would say that
I am pretty well,

Marion—It is pleasiog t0 me to
learn that you like to read the Chdld-
ren's page, and I think all the mem-
bars like ét. What great fun you
[boys and girls must bave snowshoe-
og; I enjoyed the same pleasure
Quite a few years ago. . You must

Will etart up egain when times are
better. Thank you for writing ¢o the
boy who wished to correspond with
other members of the Corner. I was
happy to learn that the girls won
from the boys in the hasketball match
: :;e\v‘lu make the boys play harder

uture. Write again when you
have time, - o

Vida—You must be happy to have
your echool started agatn, and have
& chance to receive am education.
8o you heve the bull tradned to haul
you about on the eled; you certainly
must have plenty of fun. I
your ‘kind ‘wishes to all the other
membens of the Conmer, and thank
you. The riddles you sent in are
good ones.

Agnes—Sorry to learn thst you
have & cold, but hope 4t will soon be
well and you can agair attend school.
Keep on trying and yom will soon
learn to skate, it is great fun, I'm
|bappy to leamy that your grandfather
is better again. You' speak = about
tame pigeons, there are hundreds of
them about the public square in St.
John and they have plenty to eat as
the children feed dhem.

Reta—What fine writing paper
have. I suppose it is one of
Christmas

your
‘presents. - It d8 nice to

!, with the company to supply its labor-
sers with meat and in eigh th

© with his famous gun, shot 4280
. Suftalos, s

~wag reaching out and carrying civil-
fsation into lomely lands hitherto the
. frome of the Red Men.
RS-
ORDINARY MAN.

A
,;mlo Marion made her home with
fer uncle and aunt. Her uncie wae
fame. One day she sat gquietly thinks.
! ing, then .all of a sudden ehe buret
 out, ‘Amntis I'm reslly glad mmcle
lame, because if he wasn't hed
. just lke an ordinary man.”

other makes sick families.

L]
be lrre

and young Marmaduke,
I'm very grieved to say,
'On Ofr. Johnson's motorhom they
trisd & tune to play.
Pip! pip! it went; and Pip! pip!
pip! and Pip! pip! pip! again.
“The people here,” eald Marmadake,
“will soon know this refrain.”
Guasie sald to Marmaduke,
“It’'s time we ran away; i
If Mr. Johneon should appear heTl
Bave a Jot to eay.”
Awsy they ren, but down the street
. Meliceman William stood;
He had been watching all the time,
just #e policemen should.
them

———
Why & o aspider & good ocorres-
pondent?
Beoausg it drops & line at almost
pout,

| Whag was Julus Caesar's t| overy
feat of strength? e
Throwisg three bridges sevoss the| The @irst seromastio museum i the
River Tiber. world recently at  Charies|
2 Mendon, in Fyence, has a collection of|
laerial appavetus dating from exper)
| @oes a lady knit without ments in 1670, the oyricus ex-
Enitting nvedies hibits is the biplane § which

miss the pioture shows, but then thew

going.
let her comg home after ghe had com-
pleted her stay. Perhaps she would
ocome home to find her mother 11l
with worry. BSnowflake thought all
these things as she was walking home.

noise  behind her and looking around
she saw a pretty little fairy sitting
on & rock.’

“Don’t be frightened Ilittle Snow-
flake" aald the fairy, I am Silverbelle,
a messenger of the Dew-drop, Qneen
of the fairies, and she has sent me
.0 you to be your playmate.

“But how can such a little person
as you be miy companion?” asked
Snowflake. ““Vhy I could tread on
you and not kmow it.” 5

“Ho, bo, it that is the matter, I can
soon change that,” gaid the falry.

She waved her wand over her head
three times, and muttered some
words, and there stood before Bnow-
flake the loveliest little girl she had
ever seen. “I am Silverbelle,” said
the fairy. “And I will come and play
with you every day from sunrise to
sunset. But I can not retain this
form after sunset. £ you wish for
my company, come here every morn-
ing at sunrise and cal my name
three times, and I will appear. But
it during the day you should do any-
thing that will make your mother
unbappy, or disobey her, you must
accept the penalty, as long as you
keep this command, all goes well.”

So saying, Silverbelle took hold of
Snowflake’s hand, and they both ran
off together. As the sun was setting
that evening Silverbelle said: 1
must now resume my proper shape,
remember my promise, and my com-
mand.” Then she disappeared.

For many days this continued,
every moruning at sunrise Snowflake
would run over to the woods and call
the dairy's name. They would play
until sunset, then Silverbelle would
Bo back to the fairies.

But one morning Smowflate came
to the woods in a very bad humor.
She had ran away when her nothsr
asked her to bring some water irom
the brook, and on being rebulsd of
if, she had answered angrily and :an
off to the woods. Here she was very
discontented, and almost wished she
bhad not disobeyed her mother. But
soon, however, she forgot it, and be-
thinking herself of her fairy playmate,
called her name. Instantly the fairy
appeared, not in the shape of a child,
but that of a fairy.

“Ah! Snowflake, you have disobey-
ed my orders, and therefore I must
disappoint you, you must come back
with me to Fairyland for 12 days.”

“Qh, Bilverbelle! pleased dorgive
me,” cried Snowflake. “I didn’t think,
really I didn't.” “No, that 18 the
trowble, you are too forgetful,” an-
swered Bilverbelle,

“But how oan I leave my mother
tor so long a time?!” asked Snowflake.
“Ah! that is the penalty,” answered
Silverbelle, then she disappeared.
Snowflake walked home despondately.
How could she leave her mother for
12 days, and aven tell her where she
Suppose the fairies refused to

But then Silverbelle had said she

must do it, and Snowflake knew that
what the fairies say is law.

So the next morning at sunrise
Silverbelle found Snowflake in the

same old place in the woods waiting
for her,
but without & word, raised her wand
over Snowflake who the next moment
found herself out side of a tiny palace
in Fairland,

She emiled as she saw her,

Beveral of the fairies danoed out to

meet them and laugh, and danced
around Snowflake till she was almost
dizzy.

Siiverbelle 164 her up the palace

steps into & little chamber, and seated
in a chair covered with cloth of gold
and set with pearls to resemble dew-

and Silvérbélle.

Sy BARS, C. C. MEMBER.

drops, was Dew-drop, Quesn of the
Fairles,

She looked at Snowflake as they ap-
proached, snd asked, “Is that the
little girl who disobeyed mer mother,
and whom we have seen it to pun-
ish?” “Yes, this is Snowflake,” an-
swered Silverbelle.

Smowflake blushed as she heard
these words and bung her head. The
Queen reached out her hand and took
Snowflake's, “why look so sad?’ she
asked,

“Oh, please Queen of the Fairies
let me go home,” she begged. “I
promise you that I will never disobey
my mother again. Won't you please
let me go home again?

Dew-drop shook her head. . “No
Snowflake, what I say is law, and you
must obey me. For 12 days you must
stay here, and I hape that by that
time, you will have learnt your les-
son.”

And Snowflake certatnly did learn
her lesson, shé saw how the fairies
obeyed their Queen, as she should
obey her mother; and how they were
punished if they did not. At the end
of that time she had fully learnt
what “obedience” was, and she made
up her mind that she would profit
by it

When the twelve days were finished,
Silverbelle came to her, and sald:
“Now Snowflake, I will allow you te
go home. Remember your little ex-
perience, and when you want me dor
your companion do as you always
did, farewell.” So saying, she left
her, and Snowflake found herself in
the patch of woods which surrounrs
her mother cottage.

She quickly ran home, and was
greeted Dy her mother, who asked,
“Did you have a mice time with the
fairies, dear?” “Byt how did you
know that I went to the dCalriest”
asked Snowflake.

“Never mind how I dound out,” an-
swered her mother. “A ‘little fairy
told rhe, that was all.”

“Oh, mother darling, I will never
disobey you again,” sald Buowflake,
“and ¥ will always be a“good gir)
touely I will.” $

And I am sure Snowflaké kept her
promise. 2 o

—— i i
GARDEN IN THE SNOW.

“Snow, snow! go away!” sang Posy.

“Why, what is the matter,” asked
Cousiz Nanany.

“Here I've been waiting {fo¥ the rld
snow to melt, and more keeps coming
all the time,” grumbled Posy. “I
never c¢an make my gardem.'™

“But you can have a winter gar
den,” persisted Nanny. “Come out,
and I'll show you how.”

So they picked tiny branches of sr-
borvine and stuck them into the
snow to make a little square yard.

“Now for the fruit trees,” sajd Nen-
ny, breaking off eome sprays of red
cedar, with their pretty blue berries.
“Just the color of plums.”

Little sprigs of wintergreen jooked
like apple trees loaded with  red
fruit, and pleces of lichen scraped
from the old fence made paths all
through the garden.

“But where are our flowers,” asked

Posy.
“I'm jJust coming to them!” said
Nanuy, as she brought some bits of
holly from the house. “These are our
roses,—red ones, see!”

Next they stuck in berriea without
any stems, to represent the snialler
flowers. Scarlet partridge berries
and orimson barberries made beauti-
ful gay border.

‘When all was finished with a back-
ground of pure, white snow, it was
just the daintiest little garden you

ever saw.
“How long will it asked
“TiHl the enow birds eat it aup”

Posy,
said Cousin Nanny. “And then we
will make another.”

S/
last?”

Very Close Shave.
There Was a young ebony slave
Who dafly hs master 4id
shave;
One day in a doze
He sliced off his nose,
And buried it deep in a cave.

Argufyiny

Argufying.

“IWs & truly Dbesutiful «ay, my
triend,” maid the new curate, address-
ing ‘s colifer at & street cornmer.

The collier continued to smeke, his
hands in his pockets.

“It i» 8 truly besutiful, day,
triend,” repeated the mild curate,

The collier's eyes were still lost in
a faraway contemplation of the hills

Agaln the curate repeated his greet-
ing, and again there was no reply.

At last, touching the coliler ox the
sleeve, he reproved him, saying:

“I Bave remarked three times, my
friend, that it t# a truly beautiful
day.”

l'{'he collier took his pipe from his
lipe, studied the little curate ,"lth [
gathering frown, and replied:

“Wall, did I say it wasa't? Do you
want to argufy, air?”

This happened long ago. The latest
manifestation of the argufying spirit
has been given us by Mr. Belcher:

“Did you teli Bmith I was sn old

my

pe
“No; 'e knows that.”

There is an Irish story which illus-
trates the same sort of spirit. In
the midst of a tremendous row a
man named O'Hara emerged from the
tnouble with his clothes torn and bis
face a mere muddie. A friend of his
was enraged at the sight.

“Come out, the man who etruck
O'Hara!” he thundered, and began
to take off his coat.

A giant confronted him.

“Are you the man who struck
O’Hara ” stammered the champion.

“l am.”

“Then yom etruck him well” said
the champion, putting on his coat.

Another Irish story. In the old
day of the Land League some Irish
M. P.s were working up a scene at a
demonstration which had been for-
bidden. An inspector of the Royal
Irish Constabulary took ome of these
M. P.s aside and said:

“Let me warn you, Mr. s 40
you don't behave I won't arrest you.”

it is worth while recalling these
stories on the edge of a winter which
eeem likely to be stormy enough with
argument. For, in spite of ancient
wisdom, some people really do not
seem to know the difference between
“argufying” and discussing.

There iz a golden rule for all die
cussfons, written handreds of years
beforg the birth of Ohrist, which
ought to be printed in letters of flame
thronghout all the cities of Burope,
and perhaps even in the House of
Commons. But the dest place for
this golden rule te In the heart of
every one. Let us repeat the words
now till we know them as the high-
ot wisdom on this important subject:

Blame not before thou hast examined;

Understand first, and then rebuke.

Answer not before thou hast heard;

And interrupt not in the midst of
speech.

Strive not in & matter that concerneth
thee not;

And where einnere judge eit not thou
with them.

Evidently we have a long way to go
befors we understand argument as it
was understood in old times before
us,

GROUNDHOG’S BIRTHDAY,
e
‘The primcipal of a echool visits the
ditferent reoms from time o time to
explain the eignificance of am ap-
proaching holiday. This week she in-
formed the little folk in ong of the
lower /68 that every year on the
spcond day of February some of the
churches held a religious servica, or
mass, at which they had many can-
dles, and that these candles were
blessed for this special occasion;
hence it wae called Candlemas Day.
She also apoke of the tradition that
on thie day the ground-hog ventured
out of his winter quarters to see how
far the season was advanced If he
#aw his shadow, he would quickly
run back into his bole, and then we
might expect much more severe
winter weather; while if he remained
out, that would denote an early

"' “Dear mel There it goss sgain!”

room of Upcle W.ﬂf,m etump

“What goes?” asked the dupny rabd-
it gentleman, Lolding &l paw over
his pink nose to stop it from twink-
iing #0 fast. The bunny's sose was
getting frightened, ‘it scemed. “What
‘goest” weked Uucle Wiggily. “Not
the ¥ussy Fox, 1 hope. ©Of course, if
be is going, I hope he's golng away
from my bunghlow.”

“l wag spesking of this window
shade,” went on Nurse Jane. “Somes
thing is wrong with it. It pever rolis
up right-—always to one side, squee-
8ee, or else it won't roll up at all,
Look at it! We need a new shade!”

“Let me gee,” gpoke Uncle Wiggily,
coming over to the window. He roll.
ed the shade slowly up and down.
“All it needs is fixing,” he eaid.

Nurse Jane gave him one look—but
such & look! Ob, my!

“Wigslly,” she snld, “we have lived
together in peace and happiness many
years, me being your housekeeper.”

“I know it, and thanlkful I am for
all you have done for me In that
time,” sald Uncle Wiggily, wondering
what was coming.

“Well,” went on Nurse Jane, “when-
ever I hear you say ‘fix it’ I get the
cold shivers down my back!”

“Why?” asked Mr. Longears.

“Because I havem't forgotten ¢he
way you fixed the leaky water pipe
with & chunk of gum, and Baby Bunty
came in, chewed the gum and then
the water, that you did manage to
stop for a little while, spurted out
again worse than ever. So 1t you
think—

“Ob, this window shade is differ.
ent!” laughed the bunny gentleman.
“All 1 need to do is take it down,
twist it up a little to make the spring
tightér, and it will roll all right. Il
show you.”

He stepped up on a chair, pulled
the shade down, took if off the fixtures
at the side of the window rolled the
shade up in his paw, put it back again
and—lo and behold!

The shade went up and down as
nicely as a _piece of ple sliding over
the ironing board.

“l fixed it!” said Uncle Wiggily.

“Why, so you did!” exclaimed
Nurse Jane, as she tried the shade.
“It works fine! I didn’t believe you
could do it.”

“Oh, I can do lots of things you
don't’ know about!” langhed the
bunny, He finished his breakfast of
carrot pancakes with turnip gravey
sprinkled down the sides, and then
Nurse Jane, after washing the dishes,
said she wanted to run over to Mra.
Wibblewobble's a moment to ask the
duck lady how to color a red dress
green,

“And I'll go out and look for an ad-
venture,” sald Uncle Wiggily to him-
self, ag he put gon his pink nose—oh,
listen to me, would you! I mean his
hat. “But before I go,” said the
bunny,“I think I'd better make the
spring in the window shade a bite
tighter.”

8o Uncle Wiggily made the spring
of the window shade much tighter—
so tight, in fact, that the curtain
rolled up with a whizz bang, and it
was all the rabbit uncle could do to
hold it down.

“I guess Nurse Jane will have no
more trouble with that shade,”
chuckled the bumny to himself. “It
will roll up almost by itself if she
Just looks at it.”

‘Having fixed the shade, Uncle Wig-
gily thought he would start out to
look for an adventure, but, all of a
gudden, there was a bang at the door,
and in came Tommie Kat, the kitten
boy.

“Oh, hello, Uncle Wiggily!” mewed
Tommie. ‘“What have you been do-
ing Your paws are all dust.”

“I fixed the window shade,” an-
swered the bunny. “I made it so it
would roll up easily.”

“Then you ought to come over to
our house,” sald Tommie. “Some of
our shades need fixing. How = does
yours work ” 'With that the pussy
boy took hold of the string of the
shade. He gave it a little pull and
then all at once, there was a whizzing
sound, the shade rolled up like a
flash, and Tommie was nowhere to
be seen.

“My goodness!” cried Uncle Wig-
gily. “What in the world happened?”

“Misouw! Mew! Mee-ge!"” cried a
pussy’'s voice, but could not tell

“Whers are you, Tommie ” asked

the bunny.
“Wound up inside the window
shade,” was the muffled anewer.

‘“The shade rolled up @m0 quickly it
took me with it and now I'm all
wrapped up inside. Please pull the
shade dowm, Uncle Wiggily, and let
me out!”

This the bunny gentleman did,
though it was hard work because he

When she ¥nits her brow,

MOVING PIOTURE FUNNIES.

3

seneath

‘| Spring. had made the spring so tight. Down
After ahe idered her explaina-| came T , his fur all rutfled, but

tion complete she asked: *“Now,|gdtherwise he was not hart.
DS “I goess I'd better unwind that

apring & bit,” eaid Uncle Wiggily. “I
wouldn't want Nurse Jane to get
tangled in the shade as you were,
Témmie. She would never forgive
me! Bo. the shade was fixed not to
roll up so fast and then the bumny
aid pusey boy each had a plece of
orange lollypop ple.

ohildreny who can tell me about
February Sndt”

One little girl who bad been listen-
ing with flattering sattention raised
her hand.

“Well Margaret, you may tell.”

“It's the ground-hog’'s birthday,”
was the unexpected reply.

e e G .

Finding Trouble.
A duffalo, much underfed,
Fourd' s ive one day near
his ded;

But such wag his luck
Both his horns decams stuock,
And he's worn the hive since on
his head

Marching to the shore;
One died with & yawa,

Proof.
Birds in their little nests sgres—
Ot thig thers s no doudt;
It they did not, as all may see,
They very surely would fall owt.

“Father, bave you read my Ode to
the Pine?” ssked the youthful poet.

“No, John, I haven't; but yeu just
take this lere sxe ‘en cut down 8
few of ‘em; the pines are owin’ me
about 10 cords of woed.”

b
A Soft Answer.

Billy upset the pepper ‘and the
pepper was scattored all over the
dnner table.

“You are a dad boy!” esid his
mother. “It would serve yeu right

i I put all that pepper i» your
mouth!”

“May 1 upset the sugae-basin,
mother? was the young hopeful's
quick retort,

“There,” she sald with a sigh of
relief. “I've got a locomeotive,
wagon, a mechanicel acrobat and
hose reel. That ought to satisfy the
dear Jittle angel.”

“It ought to, but 3t won't,” eald her
husband.

“The dear little angel will wamt «
bammer to smash them with'

A little girl acoompenying ber
mother on a visit to an old lady, the
latter showed the child her garret, in
& cage by the window, warning her
at the same time not to.go too mear,
lest she should bite her.

d“Why should he bite me ” she esk-
ed.

“Because, my dear, he doesn’t know
you.”
“Then please tell him that T am
Mary Anmne.” .

That's Polly.

Brown eyes, etraight nose;

Dirt ples, rumpled clothes;
Torn books, spollt toys;
Arch looks, unilke a boy's;
Falling down, off chairs;
Breaking crown, downatairs;
Catching fiies on the pane;
Deep sighs, cause mot plain;
Bribing you with kisses
For a few farthing blisses;
New shoes, new frock;
Vague views of what's o’clock
When it's time to go to bed,
And goorn sublime of what i said.
Bedgown white, kiss olly:
Good-night ! —that's Folly

DOG DONE,
“l1 hear your dog died?’
“It did”
“Was it & lap-dog?”
“Yep; it would lap anything.’
“What did ft die of.”
“It died of a Tuesday.”
“I want to know how it died’
“It died on its back.”
“What did it die of?™
“It fought & circular eaw.”
“What was the result?”

u"l.uf.ed only omne round."—Baye’

fe.

Family Bible
Goes Home

During the miserable Boer War of
20 years ago New Zealand sent a con-
tingent of troops and one of the volun-
teers carried back with him to New
Zealand, as a memento of hig experi-
ences on the veldt, a family Bible
which he found in a Boer farmhouse.

Now time's healing power and the
wise recognition of South Afvican
people have made Boers and New
Zealanders comrades in war and
friends in peace, with sport as their
enly rivalry.

That rivalry has taken a team aof
sportsmen, the Springboks, from
South Africa to try conclusions with
the England of the Pacific, and among
the first to welocome them in the far
South were the veterans who had
fought against some of their fathers
in the war.

Among the visiting sportemen was
one Oliver, whose name was recorded
in the family Bibie which the New
Zealand possessor had for some Ume
been thinking of with incressing mn-
easiness. Had he done right whea de
took that Bible as a souvenir?

It is pleasant to know that the ad-
ventures of the Bible have reached
& bhappy climax, for at a dinner wel
coming the Sprindaks to Anckland
the Bible was restored to those whe
valued it most, and started on ite way
back to South Africa to continse the
family record of the Olivers.

peitibzentadlon o utmbbenialy

HOW A PIECE OF ROME WAS
FOUND.

Some tittle time ago
gentleman, who is en authority em
Ancient Rome, was staying with
Duke of Devonsehire at

In the library there he took
book containing a plan of the
al, one of the seven famous
which the city is duit. This
showed that there hed
Roman baths on the siope
like those at Bath.

Greatly interested ia
the Italian,  on retuarning
arranged for digging
the spot indicated,
mains of these very
have been exposed
time they were
in the fifteenth centary.
then the vineyard of a
stripped they wallg
and carried hie treas:
his nstive ¢ity. A
yard was soon bull
baths were complet:
tfl the chance whi
in an English
up & book emused them
bered again
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