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('iIî push it under the Ikîl and nu-une
will know i t's t here! Juîst t he coliur
<if the fluor!'' And su ' ntinl a fitting
;irie was ri'aefed.

A small osai picture s.,'. nex4 cdii-
bited, has ing the appi-arance uflxolisheil
v.mol anil t he asseinbi v sat up. 11hid-
(Jintg %% as brisk tint il somc'(ne discovereil
that it was pdmnteil tin, when a chorus
of (Isalxinci () i,'' cauedî the
aitet i <eer tu hund it back.

"Now, here's a pillow, a feather
pillow; you must have pilluws in your
"r.sîmîî: the morepillows yhu have, the
"nicer they look!"

"Dues it Ieak?" asked a wary one.
"No," front the uwner, "it dues flot

leak."
The pillow rant up t< a respectable

sum. and encuuraged by success. the
assistants passed Up a second, stuffed
into an embroidered bitte linen laundry
bag.

"Dues the bag go with it?"
"No; the case, but flot the bag.'
-Dues that one leak? " .No!"
-Weil, why is it in a bag if it doesn't

leak? "Take it out and let us sec!"
A portion of the pillow was dragged

out, but the onloukers were suspicious.
and it did flot realize su much as the
former une.

A white flower vase with spiodges of
cul<iur on it was ôffered next, but it
failed tu appeal tu the aestfietic taste
of the company and nu bid was made.

" Now, hcre's a pair of green silk
"stockings, real silk, just the tfiing for

"St Patrick's Day! Wfiat offer for
"this pair of silk stockings?"

-Any fioles in tfiem?"
The question was referred back tu

the owner.
"One hole in the tue! OnIy one hole

"in the toc! Give me a bid for these
green silk stockings!' The auctioneer

waved them proudly like a banner.

-There's a fiole i n thfe leg too,!' sad
'.ulneone wit h alînorially sfiari> eyes.

*'%\here?'' "Riglit tfer, il' t he nii,!-
"Ille of te fiekg!'- fhe fat-t îiîulil uît

lic ilenieil anil thfe grceen silk siocki ugs
w.ere cun telnpt ui'ly I urne<i laeka.gain.

C retonne andl misliin eurt.inis, table-
coi ersl.îsral, mîore rugs, cushions.
w.îste-[iaper bîaskets, an enjless vari-
etý s!

lstii a tly swatter appeareil, lîut was
fluwled diîwn decisjvel v.

" IVe dîîn't nuinîl the flics!"
"'The inice trouble us more!''
''I-laven't yîîu glit a miluse-tral)?'
Suefi largains!
%V'hat a pity une fias so little muney

lcft at the end of the terni!
"Neyer the time and the place and

the los'cd une ail tugether!" Su sang
Robert Browning. And when une fias
the muney, une can't .sec just what une
warits! And when une fias jus( thirty
five cents lef t after buying onc's ticket.
ail thèse degirable ubjeets are béing
well nigh given away!

FACIJLTY LUNCHEON
Another annual event which was of

particular interest tu the senior clasa
was thie luncheon given by Miss Watson
to the Macdonald Faculty and the
wives of the 0. A. C. Faculty. This
luncheon was prepared and served
entirely by the graduating class under
the capabule direction of the Steward,
Miss Eva Wade, wfiu was chusen (rom
the class. by Miss Watson, tu manage
the arrangements for the luncheon.

Again Room 47, Macdonald Insti-
tute wss brought to life and made
radiant witfi the perfume of Iilac
branches, artistically amrnged to take
the place of window draperies. Added
tu, this decoration was a profusion of
yellow buttercups, violets and iris, ail
combining tu produce the desired color
sefieme of mauve and yeliow. The


