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Y15t for me?" gasped  Willie, e
lighted.

“Subjec’ to yer wmither's approval.
Noo get on wi' the brushin'—an’ mind
the buttons at the back—they're like
masel’, requirin’ the attentions of a
female. Never you be a bachelor, Wal
lie,—unless ye gi’e up the pentin’ an
become a tailor.,”

As the clock pointed to six  Mr. Red
horn opened his door.  Then he rem
embered that the clock was 25 minutes
fast.

A TROUBLESOME ERRAND.

as they

“John,” said Mrs, Basse
cat at breakfast in their pretty sabur
ban home, “we must have a new hoe,
Shall 1 order one by mail, or will you
go up today and get one?”

SN ogo and get ity my dear. A hoe
i~ rather an important implement, and
<hould be carefully selected.”

At noon, therefore, Mr. Bassett wen!
uptown  to Moneymaker's departinent
store, and inguired of the affable Hoor
walker where he might find  hoes
“Street floor, third aisle to the left.”
was the reply, and John Bassett march
ed on, thinking how mueh better a an
shops than a woman.  But when he
reached the counter he saw nothing
but stockings,

“I heg pardon,” he said to the pom
padoured saleslady, 1 wa mistakenly
directed. 1 wish to see hoes.”

“Right here, sir. Twenty five cents a
pair”

“Oh,” said Mr. Bassett, a light hreak
ing on him. “I don’t mesn that kind
f hose. 1 mean just common, ordin
vy hoes.”

“These are the cheapest we have,
sir. Twenty five cents a pair.”

“But T menn hoes: T don’t want a
I only want one,”” 'l stared,
never separate a pair of hose,

they did, would they be hall
hose?” said Bassett, unable to quell
his humorous instinet, Again the sales
girl stared haughtily, and My Bassett
hastened to add: “I Wweg pardon, 1
sure. But 1 don't wean this kind of
hose at all, T mean garden hoes.”

“You conld wear this kind in the gar
den,” said the girl accommndatingly,
and Bassett turned away ia despair.

“Look here,” he said to a floor-walk
er, “can’t you tell me where to find
hoes. Garden hoes, you know, to use
in the country—in a small garden.”

“Certainly, sir. You find what you
want in the basement, at the foot of
these stairs.”

Downstairs Bassett marched, and, af
ter arriving at the department indicat
ed, found himself surrounded hy a fine
assortment of large reels of rubber hose,
“Where can I find hoest” he exclaim
ed, ing at the clerk in exasperation.

“Right here, sir. Will you have black
rubber, brown rubber, or electric
Luse?”

“Not that kind; T mean hoes, for a
gardener, yvou know."

“Yes, sir. This is our best garden
hose,”

John Bassett looked at  the clerk.
“Never mind,” he said; “I've decided
T don’t want to look at hoes, after all.
T'm going to buy a rake'--Saturday
Evening Post,

The letters delivered in London last
year reached the enormons total of
753,400,000, or well over 2,000,000 for
each day of the 12 months, The num
ber of letters per head of the populatioa
was approximately 160, or 82 more than
the average for the whole of England,
and 98 in excess of the average for the
United Kingdom,

A Unitarian  clergyman writing on
Sabbath observance says that the great
menace to the Sabbath in this country
is not the tendeney of the people to
seek recreation on that day, but the dis
position of some to turn the church
itself into a place of recreation.

A LITTLE GIRL WITH TWO FACES.

I heard a strange thing the other day.
It was of a little girl who has two faces.
When she is dressed up in her best
clothes, when some friends are expected
to come to tea, or when she is going out
with Ler mother to call on some neigh
bors, she looks so bright and sweet and
good that you would like to kiss her.
But do you know, when she is alone
with her mother, and no company is ex
pected, she does mnot look at all
like  the same little  girl, 1
she 1 not have what she would
like, or do just what she wishes, she
will pout and scream aund cry, and no
one would ever think of kissing her
then. So, you see, this little girl has
two faces; one she uses in company, and
puts it on just like her best dress, and
the other she wears at home alone with
Ler mother. I also know a little girl
who has only one face, which is always
sweet, and never sweeter than when she
is at home, and her mother wauts her
to be as useful as she can and help her.
I think I need scarcely ask you which
o these little girls you like best, or
which of them yon would most like to
resemble.—Sel.

A LITTLE GENTLEMAN,

I know a well.bred little  boy  who
never says, “I can't;”

e never “Don’t want to,”" or
“You've got to,” or “You shan't:”

He never says, “I'll tell mamma!™ o
calls his playmates “mean.”

A lad more careful of hiz speech I'n
SUre was never seen.

He's never ungrammatical—he never
mentions “ain’t;"”

A single word of slang from him would
make his mother faint,

And now T'I tell yon why it is (lest
this should seem absurd):

He's now exactly six months old, and
cannot spe a word!

St. Nicholas,

BACKVYARDS.
By Edwin L. Watts,

“You musn't p hop-seoteh today,
Sally, it's Sunday.” “Well, then, we'll
go behind the house; it's not Sunday
in the back yard.

So said a visitor at Sally’s home, and
o answered Sally, raised in a Sund
atmosphere that could not have been
very intense.

Examine people’s back yard-,  ond
you'll get a good idea of what th et
investigate the back yards of their
characters, and you will know  what
they are.

The old-fashioned back yard with its
rubbish and weeds is going; the elim
ination of back yards from the chara
ters of citizens proceeds more lowly
it's so convenient to have a plae wherc
yon can hide soul furniture that you
are ashamed of,

In the hack yards of onr character
are the motives, sentiments, pass
we want no eye to see, and it is the
same with our children, our scholars.
How can we teach them that God sees
back yards through and through?

What a relief sinece houses are no
longer built as like as peas! Neither
are children, Most of all they differ in
their motives, longings, hopes, aspira
tions away from the public eye.

Ah, the rare teacher that can get into
the back yard of a boy's character,
and feel at home there, pulling up a
weed here, filling up a bad spot there,
sawing, planting, fostering and wait
ing.

You fail to make an impression on
Jim, because you are always knocking
on his front door where everybody sees
you, and will see him if he opens to
yon. Go around to the back door—you
will find it behind those tall weeds:
knock, if you know how, If he doesn't
open come again toamorrow,

Al, Jim has opened, and if you keep
on using the same tact, you'll secure

11
BABY'S SMILE.

Baby's smile indicates that he is
well and happy. It is only the sick
child who is cross and restless, And
the mother can depend upon it that
when her baby cries he is not crying
simply to  be ugly—that is not his
naure—he i< crying because he is in
pain—nost probably his little stom
ach is out of order. The mother will
find Baby's Own Tablets a never fail
ing eure for all the minor ailiments
of little ones. In the homes where
the Tablets are used there are uo
cross,  crying  babies—nothing  but
bright,, happy and  playful  babies-
the kind e a joy to the home,
Mrs, Jos. Legree, Caraquet, N. B.
says: the time T sent for Baby's
Own Tablets my little one was weak
and failing. He would cry night and
day, and 1 did not seem able fo get
anvthing to help him.  After giving
him  the Tablets there was a great
change and he has since thrived fine
Iy, The Tablets are soll by drug
gist= or by mail at 25 cents a  box
from The Dr. Williams' Medicine  Co.,
Brockville, Ont,

entire control of his character, back
yard and all, and he'll be proud to let
you in his front door in plain sight
of everyl Then you can easily
crowd the weeds out of his character,
1y planting the seeds of love and truth,
and teaching him to nurse and culti
vate them.

But alack! some Sunday school teach
ers have back yards in thieir own cha
racters, They have the front yard, the
{acade, the name-plate for Sundays, for
church and  Sunday-school, and the
hack for week-days. There's a
fr vard «mile and hand shake in the
Suuday-school, but as they pass out the
door back they go behind the board
fence of weekday coldness and indif
ference. A few thousand teachers with
out back yards in their characters
wonld save the rising generation for
God,

For onr boys know when they are
1. the back yard of our hearts among
the rubbish, and it's the back yards
oi oar characters that they are watch
They note the eigar, the doubtful
companion, the Sunday ride, the sharp
deal, on our part.

Devoutly we ought to pray:

“And chiefly thou, O Spirit, that dost
prefer

Before all temples the upright heart

and pure,
Tustruet me, for thou know'st ... What
in me is dark

Iluminate, what is low raise and sup

port.”

Some one has said that the Bible be
gins in 2 garden, and ends in a city,
Heaven is a city without back yards,
literal or metaphorical,

The place to eliminate them [rom
character is here,

THE CRUEL CHECK.REIN,

A vote of thanks is due to the Toron
to Humane Society  for its protest
azainst the check-rein, 1t is strange

that this instrument of torture should
till be ed when its uselessness, as
well as its ernelty, has been completel
wroved. Anyone can see what suffering
it inflicts on the horse by the reliet
which the poor animal shows when it
i« let down: It is absolutely uneless:
it teaches a horse to bore; instead of
preventing him from stumbling it pre
vents him from seeing his way;j it frets
him and spoils his temper. It no more
prevents him from stumbling than wo
<hould be prevented from stumbling by
having our mouths braced to the bach
o onr necks. By all the best horse
masters it has been condemned. Those
who persist in using it for the sake of
appearance o not mean to be inhn
man, but they are.~Goldwin Smith in
The Star.




