
ho deflned a mountain range as a
rge-sized cook stove' was recently
lipsed by the answer returned by a
d f rom Altoona.
"'What is the office of the gastric
ice?' was the question put to this boy.
"MHs written response, no doubt
ruck off iu the hurry of the examina-
mn, was: 'The stomacl."'

Not in Canada.
0 avoid any possible misunder-

standing concerning the geograph-
ical location of this incident, it

hould be remarked that 'California or-
hardists use boxes for p)ackîng fruit.1 wo piles of apples lay upon the
round. One contained a large-sizej
nd rosy selection; the fruit of the
ther was green and small. "~Large on
be top, sir, and small at the rbottnm ?"
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inquired the new assistant to bis master
as lie prepared to fil a barrel.

"Certainly flot!" replied the farmer
virtuously. "Hones.ty is the best policy,
MY> boy, and one I've always held to.
Put the littie apples at the top and thie
large ones at the ibottom." The assis-
tant complied. His master was evident-
1>' as green as his greenest fruit.

"Is the barrel full, my lad?" asked
the farmer.

"Yes," answered the assistant.
"Good l" said the farmer. "Now turni

it upside down and label it !"

A Homely Man.
0' LD Joe Appley had the reputation

"'of being the "homeliest man God
ever made," but one day lie meta stranger wbo was "bomnelier" tbaii

he.
"Stranger," quoth Joe, "I giuess I've

goDt to kill you."
-WhY so ?" asked the stranger.
"Berause I've always swore that ifIever seed a bomelier man that I vvas,

I'd kili hlm on sight."
The stranger shifted bis quid to the

other cheek, and looked Joe over witb
a calculating eye.

'IWa'al, go ahead," lie drawled. "IfV'in homelier than you be, I want to
die, s' help me."

AT THE GATE 0F SILENCE
Continued from page 8

sons, btOui -I
The speaker was Col. Lionel C. Har-

ris, ornitbologist, of Memphis. Hie re-
surned:

"The cost of these aigrettes and! para-
dise plumes is a dreatiful ting for an>'
busband to contemplate. 1 saw yester-
day a Virot bat covereti with aigrettes
thit was tîcketed at $2oo. And that re-
mintis me-

"A lady noveliat wrôte to a ýpublisher
last montb:

"'Please send a cheque in advance of
royaltios. 1 want to, bu>' a new bat for
a june wedding.'

"The accommodating publishter sent
the lady a cheque for $5o. Sbe ac-
knowledged it indignanti>'.

"'I sait!,' she wrote, 'that' I wanted
a bat, not a veil.'"

When He Shaved.
" IOES your wife aiways insist on4'D talking to you when you are

shaving?"
"Not always. You see, j sometirnes

shave wben she is away from home."

A Muskoka Romnance.IT was a sunumer hotel in Muskoka.
There were several chaperons,
twenty nice girls, two elderly clergy-

men, a university' professor, andi one
young mnan. Tlhe twenty girls were
ever so amiable towards each other andi
most considerate of the solitar>' young

a.He was not obliged to do the
w-ing nor the pat!dling, and the~''ungest of the nice girls looked for his

lost tennis balls. He was really en o>'-
ing ýhirnself ver>' mucli andi ias malc-
ing all the girls angry b>' saying that
bce felt as if the>' were bis sisters.

But one evening there arrived by the
boat usl sender and forlora creature who

woe clinglng black gowns, had a wist-
au mile and a tireamy> expression in

brviolet eyes. The chaperons founti

J N'ES bad passeti a weary niglit.
The strange botel lied, the passing
trains, the midnight cats, anti morn-

ing roosters liad aIl contributeti to bis
restlessaiess, anti it was not 'until 7,,10
oo'ck that lie fel into his first reall>'
conifortable doze.

Bang!1 Bang!1
He thouglit that the Gernmans were

upon hiun. But le awoke to int! that
it was onl>' the "boots" rapping at bis
door.

"Well, wbat is it?" lie grunbled.
"A telegram, sir," replieti the bMots,

in breathless toues. "Will you open the
door, sir?"

"Certaini> not!" exclaimed Jones,
crossi>'. He was b>' no means anxious
to leave bis slielteing sbeets. "Slip it
under tbe door, an>' boy."

"I can't do that, ir," replied the
boots, anxiou'sîy. "It's on a tray."

Their Native Heath.

D REUGENE FULLER, president
sociation, sait! at a dinner:

"We mnust ail try toïbe as trutbfuî as
George Washington was. I am afraît!
we have not, of late years, aphed the
reputation for truthfulness thaàt George
Washington gave us. I an afraid that
we bave publisheti to thue world a goot!
many tal stories:

"Thus an Engliali teacher once said
to a pupil:

'"What is a miracle ?"
«"Please, sir," the littie pupil -

&weret!, 'it's something that bappens ini
Arnerica."'

Its Place of Business.
"T 9N the absence of any accurate in-

Iformation, the imagination of our
pupils sometimes takes a curious-

]y aanusing turn,'> says an insqtructor in
a Philadelphia institution. "The boy

"And 1 suppose Wilmier Norton loved
le Don's wife-and thiere's 'been the
evil to pay ever since!
"How did you know ?"
"Neyer mind. Go on."
«&Well, the Don discovered it-and

lez died. She's buried near that %w-
il gate. Wiimer Norton went away,
,it five years ago lie came back-drawn

b eaven knows what Power. Gracia
ys lie brouglit him back-and now hie
'o lies beneatb those fiendisb fiowers.
bey have baunted me day and night
itÊ their soft, 'heavy .scent. Gracia
ites me--as only a Spaniard can hate
because 1 amn a Norton and have my
îcle's eyes." Chase feil wearily back
the couch, and this tirne Grange did

)t try to rouse hian; but, instead,
)ured a fine, grey powder into a
oon. squeezed somne orange Juice on
and watébed bis friend, as lie swadl-

wed it and dropped into a bleavy
ýep.
"Tbings are getting plainer," runin-
ed the young man. 'I know somte-

thing about 'Latin vengeance and also
tbank heaven, sometbing about cbemis.'
try. Tbose are no ordinary white pop-.
pies, and 1 believe, my dear Don Gracia,
that you are about at the end of your
tetber. I'm glad that Jose was toit! to
wait wth the mules necar Lake Gorda.")

TT was a striznge procession which setIout the next afternoon and circled
the gaudy court, to reacli the white

pütb leading to the p>oppied gate. Ryer-
son looked bis usual alert'self, thougli
the close observer miglit bave noticed aslightly dazet! expression in bis eyes.
Grange seemed older and sterner, with
a dook of grim determination on bis
tbin-lipped moutb, and held Norton
firmly by the arm as the>' neared the
dreadet! gate. Suddenly Don Gracia ap-
peared in the path and Norton's arm
jerked convulsively.

"So-you set out an hour earier, my
friends," he sait! slowly,

"I tbought it best. We bave left Our
tanks for the kint! enterta"Inaent you
have given us," replied Grange briefly.

"But you -are not fit to go, a
Gracia, addressing Norton in a vsî
of velve't, "you will not have strengtbenough to pass tbe Gate of ýSilence."

Norton broke from Grange ianti tooka swaying step towards Gracia. -It is
true," hie said feverishly. "I cannot
go." With a smile Of furtive triumph
the Spaniard stretcheti forth a lant! likeÜMt ivory in hue.

"Chase," said Grange tensely.
"Tbink of it! You are goîng kck-to
Mereford-,and to 'Ruth." The patbeticbluie eyes met his in a1rnigbty çffot
towards control and once mr h
Nortbener conquered, Moe.h

The three went forward,' until tbeyreadued the Gate of Silence, where th,white poppies lifted their silken heada"Corne," urged Grange steriily; andtia-
thouagh the sweat drops sto<o iNr

tton's forebeati they went bravely on.~A 'bronze petal once again yielded tothe Pressure of ýan alien hand and thewide Portais Swung outwart!. The>'passed beyond the 'Gracia estate, butturned at the Sound of a gasping cry.Don Gracia stood with face trans-formieti by batred, the eyes gleaming.
the Moutb snatIing.

"-le wilI not go--bis race is accursed-ie will lie-witb those others-at theGate of Silence" The hoarse tonesfailed qum and, staggering forward; thetaîl form feli -proue, the white headrestiug anuong the fiowers.
Grange went baclçt h rsrt

Spaniard, andi raisîng bim slightly,looket! Closel>' at, eyes andi mouth. Thenlie laid him gen tîy dOwn and came back1o Norton, wbose baud lie topk as if toguide hîm into an unknown and.

et! Rye e etter go back" e ask-"T esonnervouslyThre is notbing for us to do,"l re-pliet! Grange, lookiug b~eul oad
tealmocst-stifled' pat'b.

AwEK later, tbree white-clad
traveilers, on a brisk yacht, gazedioyfuliy towart!s the Florida

coast. Norton, witb bis eyes losingtheir bauntet! look, andi bis form gain-Ing a respectable covering of fleali, layon deck and grinned otnedya inative land.cnetdyabi
'~Y 1:e way," sait! Grange lazily,"bere's a tortoiseshell 'box wbicb

Maul5oed înto my band before weleft tha, place of horrorg. I su p eît s for you, Norton." upos
Open end sboxUn'and reluctantlycottoneuntil a îut!ing foîtis of softSttn nti ab'racelet and pendant weredistovered, set with suich emeralds asMade the 'two rescuers gasp."Dit! you ever see scb green fire?Norton eacb One Of those Stones is '

"'Yes, Id * Cbase absently, iettingtbe $1ener goltichain Slip tbrough lisfngers. Then, with a sutiden passion-ate novementlie flung pendant andbracelet fromn him, higli about thbe whiterailing, and watcbed the, -as they sank
bnahthe warM blue waves.

"Nron re you nxad ?" said Ryersorxbrahessîy.
"NO-but Fve been mnight>. near it.

Icant tliyofor, tbank beaven, Ican't reh ailthe evil which bas
ciug o hoe Jewýels for hundreds ofyears of crime I' ko abu

tainted noe>,'but 1'tko abualtlse buk~t0 Wee asure thase emer..
tin ind everyday lif, ' with novthingteof S-iin e."f te graves near theG'ae o Sienc . , e went down to hiscabin in a sutiden attak of giddiness,and Gran dedwisely at Ryerson.ý,.ccrgea odl izt nbeUIgroun1ail1--- -


