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The speaker was Col. Lionel C. Har-
ris, ornithologist, of Memphis. He re-
sumed :

“The cost of these aigrettes and para-
dise plumes is a dreadful thing for any
husband to contemplate. I saw yester-
day a Virot hat covered with aigrettes
that was ticketed at $200. And that re-
minds me—

“A lady novelist wrote to a publisher
last month:

“‘Please send a cheque in advance of
royalties. I want to buy a new hat for
a June wedding’

“The accommodating publisher sent
the lady a cheque for $s0. She ac-
knowledged it indignantly. |

“‘T said, she wrote, ‘that I wanted
a hat, not a veil’”

* kK

When He Shaved.

“D'OES your wife always insist on
talking to you when you are
shaving ?”
“Not always. You see, I sometimes
shave when she is away from home.”
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A Muskoka Romance.

T was a summer hotel in Muskoka.

There =~ were several chaperons,
twenty nice girls, two elderly clergy-
men, a university professor, and one
young man. ‘The twenty girls were
ever so amiable towards each other and
most considerate of the solitary young
He was not obliged to do the

and the

an
Wwing nor the paddling,
ungest of the nice girls looked for his

yo
lost tennis balls. He was really enjoy-
ing himself very much and was mak-
ing all the girls angry by saying that
he felt as if they were his sisters.

But one evening there arrived by the
boat a slender and forlorn creature who

_ wore clinging black gowns, had a wist-

ful smile and a dreamy expression in
her violet eyes. The chaperons found

ONES had passed a weary night.
The strange hotel bed, the passing
trains, the midnight cats, and morn-

ing roosters had all contributed to his
restlessness, and it was not until 7.30
o’clock that he fell into his first really
comfortable doze.

Bang! Bang!

He thought that the Germans were
upon him. But he awoke to find that
it was only the “boots” rapping at his
door.

“Well, what is it?” he grumbled.

“A telegram, sir,” replied the boots,
in breathless tones. “Will you open the
door, sir?”

“Certainly not!” exclaimed Jones,
crossly. He was by no means anxious
to leave his sheltering sheets. “Slip it
under the door, my boy.”

“l can’t do that, sir,” replied the
boots, anxiously. = “It's on a tray.”

* Kk  k
Their Native Heath.

R. EUGENE FULLER, president
of the American Urological As-
sociation, said at a dinner:

“We must all try to be as truthful as
George Washington was. I am afraid
we have not, of late years, upheld the
reputation for truthfulness that George
Washington gave us. I am afraid that
we have published to the world a good
many tall stories:

“Thus an English teacher once said
to a pupil:

“What is a miracle?”

“‘Please, sir,” the little pupil an-
swered, ‘it’s something that happens in

America.””
* k%

Its Place of Business.

¢¢ I[N the absence of any accurate in-
formation, the imagination of our
pupils sometimes takes a curious-
ly amusing turn,” says an instructor in
a Philadelphia institution. “The boy

ho defined a mountain range as a
rge-sized cook stove’ was recently
lipsed by the answer returned by a
d from Altoona.

“‘What is the office of the gastric
ice? was the question put to this boy.
“His written response, no doubt
ruck off in the hurry of the examina-
on, was: ‘The stomach.”

* %k %
Not in Canada.

rO avoid any possible misunder-
standing concerning the geograph-

ical location of this incident, it
qould be remarked that California or-
hardists use boxes for packing fruit,
‘wo piles of apples lay upon the
round. One contained a large-sized
nd rosy selection; the fruit of the
ther was green and small. “Large on
he top, sir, and small at the bottom ?”
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inquired the new assistant to his master
as“he prepared to fill a barrel.

: Certainly not!” replied the farmer
virtuously. “Honesty is the best policy,
my boy, and one I've always held to.
Put the little apples at the top and the
large ones at the bhottom.” The assis-
tant complied. His master was evident-
ly“as green as his greenest fruit.

Is the barrel full, my lad?” asked
the farmer,

“Yes,” answered the assistant. ’
: “Good !” said the farmer. “Now turn
1t upside down and label it!”

A e ke

A Homely Man.

OLD Joe ‘Appley had the reputation
of being the “homeliest man God
ever made,” but one day he met

ﬁe stranger who was “homelier” than

;‘Stranger ” quoth Joe, “I !
ger, ; ess I've

got to kill you.” 5

“W!hy s0?” asked the stranger.

Because I've always swore that if

,éver seed a homelier man that I was,
I'd kill him on sight.”

}’]I‘he stranger shifted his quid to the
other cheek, and looked Joe over with
a -calculatmg eye.

¢ )

I’n:V%aal, lgo a}l;ead,” he drawled. “If

| omelier tha {

die, s’ help me.” S s
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AT THE GATE OF SILENCE

Continued from page g

“And T suppose Wilmer Norton loved
1e Don’s wife—and there’s been the
evil to pay ever since!”
“How did you know ?”
“Never mind. Go on.”
“Well, the Don discovered it—and
1ez died. She’s buried near that aw-
il gate. Wilmer Norton went away
1t five years ago he came back-drawn’
+ heaven knows what power. Gracia
ys he brought him back—and now he
0 lies beneath those fiendish flowers,
hey have haunted me day and night
ith their soft, heavy scent. Gracia
ites me—as only a Spaniard can hate
because T am a Norton and have my
wcle’s eyes.” Chase fell wearily back
the couch, and this time Grange did
ot try to rouse him; but, instead
yured a fine, grey powder into ;{
oon, squeezed some orange juice on
and watched his friend, as he swal-
wed it and dropped into a heavy
ep.
“Things are getting plainer,” rumin-
ed the young man. “I know some-
thing about Latin vengeance and also
thank heaven, something about chemis.
try. Those are no ordinary white pop-
pies, and T believe, my dear Don Gracia
that you are about at the end of you1:
tether. I'm glad that Jose was told to
wait with the mules near Lake Gorda.”

e

T was a strange procession which get
out the next afternoon and circled
the gaudy court, to reach the white

path leading to the poppied gate. Ryer-
son looked his usual alert self, though
the close observer might have noticed 2
slightly dazed expression in his eyes
Grange seemed older and sterner, witﬂ
a look of grim determination on his
thin-lipped mouth, and held Norton
firmly by the arm as they neared the
dreaded gate. Suddenly Don Gracia ap-
peared in the path and Norton’s arm
jel"‘ksed convulsively.
o—you set out an hour i

frigInds,” he said slowly. Srien

“I thought it best. We hay

thanks for the kind entertainfnlf'nftt ;:1:
have given us,” replied Grange briefly

“But you are not fit to go” said

Gracia, addressing Norton in ,a voi
of velvet, “you will not have strengf}:
enough to pass the Gate of Silence.”

Norton broke from Grange and took

a swaying step towards Gracia. “[t is
true, he said feverishly, ¢ cannot
go.” With a smile of furtive triumph
the Spaniard stretched forth g hand?ll)(
old ivory in . e
“Chase,”  said Gran :

“Think of it! You are gcﬁig b:ec?(s_elty ;
Mereford—and to Ruth.” The path t‘o
blue eyes met his in a might eﬂ‘eom
towards control and once 4 i

more th
N %{'}tlhem}z]r conquered. i

e three went forward :

reached the Gate of Silence ;rll;téi- tl:ﬁy
y‘vhlte poppies lifted their si'lken he i
Come,” urged Grange gads.

though the sweat drops stooy on Nor

sternly; and, al-

’

tonls forehead, they went bravely on.
ok rgnze petal once again yielded to
i ep‘e‘ssure of an alien hand and the
passedpogtals swung outward. They
i eyond the Gracia estate, but
i Grzt the sound of a gasping cry.
R lbc;ahsttood with face trans-
t-hS mouth sn:nl!;z(é’. G e
gigh iv;;llxl}_n‘ot g0—his race is accursed
e Sl‘?l-w“’}’] those others—at the
P ilence, Tl}e hoarse tones
ol g ;fmd, staggering forward, the
i E ell .prone, the white head

nlg among the flowers,
& n‘fe went back to the prostrate
ard, and raising  him

better go s 5
ed“‘Ryersop nervously, Pk etk
. ere is not‘hin f i
lied | 18 I0r us to do,” re-
Eheed ]Gfange,‘lookmg hopefully towards

almost-stified’ path

three  white-clad
travellers, on a brisk yacht, gazed
N towg;ds the Florida
ton,  with his eyes losin
g;;xra hraunred look, and his fyorm gaiﬂg'
o eckes;)egtabl_e covering of flesh, lay
na‘tive lancill. grinned contentedly at his
”he?gs the Way,”. said Grange 1lazily,
Mo ; tortoiseshell box which
s thaJtS pol\:lig mEO' my hand before we
it’s for you, No(;tof;?’rmrs.
1s friend sat yup
p and
ggtetr;;d the box, unwinding folds of soft
C until Eracel}::t and pendant were
» Set with such emeralds as
ms}‘de_ the two rescuers gasp, .

id v
d you ever See such green fire?

Norton
eac h
fortune.” h one of those stones is a

reluctantly

absently, letting
slip through his

d th‘em 2 i nk
Nortole arm blue waves i
brﬁathlessl’y.qre you mad?” said Ryerson
I Cflgr?uﬁ I've been mighty near it.
€L you, for, thank heaven, I

clung to those ;
years of crifr?e_’ewels for hundreds of

Y I don®
t on't k t
Jinted money, but ' sure ,txﬁg:l :1?1%?-

alds of Equit
3 Equito were accursed. I'm go-

ng back to 7 | :
: I;:e:,}f'day life, with nothing

Gate of Sj OF the graves near the
! ence. !
cabin in g stgceldenHe went down to his

att i
anéi F;,rangen. oldad ack of giddiness,




