Y?

bay that in broad sense marrj
my expecta_tions, even mo:e“gfs
ite of minor disillusions, . Tc;
uld say: Marry with ne frivoloys
gesire for personal happiness but
sense of consecration to the real
ock—home and family. Ang to
Never forget that your own des-
sband’s and those of souls as yet
ftiefly in your hands 4

—

about to marry I can give n
1 ry 0 ad-
athaniel Hawthorne, T can :Se

y reasons why one sh
he should th.’J'r o 40 >

—

€ sentiment possible, and 1o not
EServes, nor relax for a moment
mpt to make yourself attractive
cised in the prismatic days of
y husband’s recipe for weddeq
Find your mate and keep on loy-
| ”I'.,et your mate find you—and

—

at the person you pro se

qualities that you l:eaﬁ;)r prt:c-’
mpanion, the qualities that wil|
ptisfy you in your home, Choos-
fior your children is a very dif-
rom choosing a partrer for a

—

Y, not rashly; nor before having
pectations for support. Life is
or marriage a frolic. No mar-
t happily which the judgment

—

ho said: “1 write—and besides,
me I am a woman,” announced,
e advxce_ to anyone about get-
t's wasting breath.” Perhaps
advice of all, !

—

b another side to ‘the sto —32
me of the following letters?nay
oment our conception of ideal
word of them rings true:
ars old; I married at 20 to a
g physician, who beat and bat-
d me, gave my jewels to other
me on every occasion and
pon: me the grossest of all troi-
s mother-in-law, who took her
and abused me in'a hundred
this I loved him and freely for-
ache he caused me, and-bore:
believed in my heart that mar-
at institution and not. a bar-
had no shoes, and had: worn
Ousseau to a thread, and had
the last dollar of 2 generous
fient my father made me, I
RO out into the world I knew
an effort to earn my bread. I
sing, then writing, ~ After two
e struggle, with %itter experi-
no roof over my head during
pts, with no friendly hand to
il loved my husband and to
b not a failure. Then he met
¢ wanted to starve and beat,
ce from me on the ground of
vas left free to starve. T met
married him and he was kind
d together for a while. When
k I worked, and gradually the
Hawned upon us, and life be-
ul. Today we have a beauti-
el side by side, hand in hand
life, with a full recognition
sings - that have come to us
ent of each other’s love and

—

t's wife for 20 years. Occu-
drudgery for two decades of
paid servitude and enforced
my husband before marriage
three months, and' married
s the custom—no other ca-
@ girl of the border country
yould most emphatically not
der present conditions the
are one, and the husband is
{ not.live unhappily, at least
ot—and he was both of us.
pman who is not willing to
I would say: Remain un-
al marriage laws cease to
Otherwise, thank God and
€ courts, if you ca o3
T did y nnot en

—

eer and skittles, neither is jt
bles. Perhaps, if one pos-
[l gentleness enough, he can
bf a tempestuous matrimoni-
oade:: and less precipitous
g at eighteen,” writes a wo-
Ectations or theories; felf in
engaged .two years. We
b each other, my husband
moon was the least happ~
life, ‘Ii was sensitive and
ys and opinions; he was
lacked self-control, but
love carried us ‘through
As yearg went on and
only troubles were the
s and reverses of forture
n with death, should not
We have grown older to-
n the home to which our
me often, and we quietly

>
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THE INFINITE VARIETY OF SPORT

Those who take: their pleasure sadly in the

| {“1ibrary, or strenuously at ﬂxeagreentablg, have
;) | . : ! v

an idea that field sports are all tarred with the
same brush—deadly in their monotony. - Some
object on humanitatian lines, and ask, with
Froude, what amusement there can be in kill-
ing things. Yetitis the sportsman who, know-
ing more than they, marvels that any could ac-
count his pastime monotonous. Were two
hunting days ever quite alike? Is there any re-
semblance between shooting driven grouse
from a butt and walking up snipe in a bog? Is
the stalking of a chalk-cream trout only a repe-
tition of a standup fight with a spring salmon?

Even were- these sports alike; what of the
endless changes-in the face of Nature? :FEven
in the depth of winter, when those who lead
the indoor life pull down the blinds:to shut out
the drabness of the weather, the sky has rare
smiles for those who seek them, mere alluring
perhaps in their transient beauty than the en-
during glare of summer. At the height of sum-
mer, when the citizen cowers in the shade of
buildings, panting‘in vain for a breath of air,
the despised fisherman ‘is filling his lungs as
well as his basket and resting his eyes on green
water, watching the moving pageant: of, the
flowers and’ finding enjoyment in' a hundred
innocent sensatioms, in which the mere killing
of trout has no place. x i T

There is another variety—that between fail-
ure and success—which plays a 1ot unimport-
ant part in the sportsman’s field days.” As the
poet has it, “Sweet is pleasure after pain,” and
if success were assured with rod or giin or
when following hounds, then the critics of the
outdoor life might have better cause for their
charge of monotony. There must be black-
letter.days to contrast with the red-letter days:
A blank day on the'river makes next week’s
big fish or heavy catch the sweeter.. The woad-
cock you got just as the light was failing would
not have been so welcome had you not missed
one earlier in the afternoon. Sport, in fact, is
a gamble, and gambling and monotony are-in-
compatible. Tien there is the variety of dc-
cident. How can sport be called monotonous
when at any moment you may fall in the river
and drown; or be removed from the Post Office
Directory by the bursting of a‘gun? The ¢le-
ment of danger, indeed, must not be ignored if
we would redeem: sport-from this curions ac-
cusation. There s perhaps, inthese:days-of
perfected arms and amarunition, something far-
fetched in the illustration of a bursting gun‘as
an, ultimate_ possibility, but whataaf the minos
shooting acicdents; or what of the fatalities and
lesser dangers of the hunting field? : From pig-
sticking to toboganning on the Cresta' Rurj ouf-
door sport offers innumerable chances of sud<
den death; and if this is monotony, then what;
in the name of an English summer, is change?

The alleged monotony is the more illogical
when we recollect that one-sport men are rare.
Even if the sportsman has but two hobbies—
one for winter and the other for. the warm’
months—he rarely contents himself with less.
The choice between such rival sports as fishing
and shooting is based on a variety of ‘consider-
ations, and /it may perhaps be of ‘interest to
compare the two in order to arrive at some con="
clusion as to which should be the more suit-

able for different tastes, : e
There is this in common between fishing
and shooting—that in both the sportsman pits’
his strength, skill, or cunning against a wild
creature on the defensive. It will at once bé:
seen that hunting occupies a different plane. In’
the hunting field even the finest horseman is
merely a witness of the work done by hounds
under the guidance of the Master ‘and ‘hunts-
man. Moreover, hunting claims the whole al-
legiance of its followers. At best, it permits
them to enjoy a week’s fishing in summer,
when the foxes are resting, and an occasional
day’s-shooting in winter when the weather is
unfit for the hunting field. T
Fishing, which 'has a classic claim to -be:
considered the contemplative man’s fecreation,

has, in fact, usually appealed more powerfully--

than the others to mien of thought as ‘distin-
guished from men of-action. Thus Smiles, in
“Life’ and Labour,” compares it with grouse:
shooting, and, while he pronounces it “one of
the most thoroughly resting of all récreations”
he also admits it te be “a very slow amfusement
to persons-of active habits.” It is the peace-

fulngss of fishing that impressed Burton; who,

““

in the famous “Anatomy of Melancholy,” wel-
comed it as quiet and free from-the dangers
which accompany the sports of hawking and
hunting. As he lifted the passage from Dame
Juliana' Berners, the sentiment was hardly or-
iginal. The worthy dame put the case thus
quaintly: ; i

“He seeth 'the yonge swannes, heerons,
dukes, cotes; and many other foules, with' their
brodes whyche me éfé)i'nyth better than all the
noyse of hounds, the blastes of hornys, and the
scrve of ‘foulis that bunters, fawke"ners; and

_foulers cat¥ make.” = .

Thus the “Boke of St. Albans,” and the
comparison would hold good téday., Reckoned.
by the number of its followers, angling is, of,
course, immeasurably the more popular of the
two, but this may in great measure be attfib
ed to the greatér facilitie: njoying.
any rate in this counts
of modest means. ¢ 1
sports in his “Comuleat
shooting, hawking, and i
for nobleman and gentlem
the recreation’ of fhié

What, after all, is
>]<'n111ch is made m fis ? Thos
the sport has no attraction common y:
when asked the reason, that they have not

{
nEw.

- tiérice eniough for it. et these  same men,
who would resent throwing an importunate fly
_that fails to elicit response, or watching a

painted float that'declines to go under, world

- quite cheerfully stand and shiver beside a rab-
bit earth while the ferret lies up<below, or
would stand in a cold dawn waiting for the
flighting duck, It may, indeed, be doubted
Whether patience, in its ordinary sense, is the
badge of the fisherman’s tribe. = Sir Edward
Grey suggests a better term for his sovereign
virtie in his self-control coupled with endur-
ance. L e B ;

. Perhaps the relative appeal to. the two
sports may be appraised as follows. 'Fishing
is the sport of sports for overworked business
men and professional men, for barristers and
statesmen and merchants, who seek mental re-
laxation after a term or session of ovefrstrain.
Shooting, on the other hand, is the dear delight
of those who need exercise for the body rather
than rest for the mind, of the country squires
or officers on leave, who have no need.for the
rest cure offered by the murmuring river or
slumbering lock. Their. minds :have never
been overworked, their limbs are equal to the
strain of strenuous exercise, and their one ob-
ject is to keep “fit.” What wonder; then, if
they should fail to see the enjoyment of ang-
ling and should seek their pleasure.in the brisk
exercise of walking up the birds or in the
tense excitement of a big drive..

- By recognizing that fishing is the sport for
those who seek rest for.the mind, while shoot-
ing is for those who need exercise for the body,
coupled with.amusement, we may satisfy both
claims. Fishing remains the sport for the
Drydens. and :Davys. and 'thinkers  generally.
For the overworked man of cities; who craves
respite. from the stress of. business and the
storm of society:routine, it is the-one pursuit
which takes him back to Nature and makes
him realize, with the old writer, that—

“Other joys' %
.- Are but tqys,
‘And to be lamented.” -

The legitimate place of sport is a relaxation
from work, and herein lies the final refutation
of. this libel of monotony.: All play and no
work make men as dull as the'reverse; and the
day’s sport sandwiched between:weeks of busi-
ness displays .this infinite variety even more
than. the . alternating .of one outdoor pastime
with-another, Fach-is sweetened by the mem:
ory of sthe other.- He. most enjoys his sport

who_ has, eazued. it bardest; 'and, .when the time.

comes rotind:again; he works the better for his
respite -under open skies—F. &, Affalo; it
Baily's, = _conpencirh aethsls b
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' A PERFORMANCE IN PUBLIC

A ‘bridge with 4 low .parapet spanned the
river, and the aforesaid bridge was constructed
in remote times just across the very nicest
~salmon pool in the old river, just below the
mill weir. When the water is low and clear
enough, anyone standing on this bridge can see
the lordly salimon, at convenient seasons, lying
with “their_noses towards the shallow sands
at the top of the bridge pool, and, alas{ many a
good fish has yielded up his life in an inglori-
ous manner and been foully ‘murdered by the
bacon'hook, gaff, or stroke haul of the poacher,
who; going forth to his labor in the morning or
returning’in the evening, tias been able to spot
poor salmo off this bridge and to plan and exe-
cute his destruction. ~So ‘has he caused the
“iron fly” to enter into his body, and has haul-
ed him to the bank in an ecstasy of unholy
glee: ; ’
" Last season "I arrived” at this, bridge one
morning; and in crossing it saw four or five
salmon lying in their usual position. Descend-
ing to the riverside, I began to fish, but with no
- result. It needed a long cast to cover the place

where I knew the fish were lying, and several
times I sent: my:fly over them in vain. Ab-
sorbed in'my angling, I was suddenly, aware of
a ‘noise above me on the bridge, and I looked
up. I was surprised to see a crowd gathering
there, and all the front row of “the house” or

parapet was fast filling up.. Eager faces, some"

of which were begrimed by the traces of honest
toil, Ipeéred down anxiously upon me.  Hay-
ing realized that I was: no longer a solitary
“angler, but a performer before a critical as-
sembly, I at once found my line getting into
hitherto unknown tangles. Clearing these
with nervous digits, I again essayed to present
my lure to the salmon. Then began a wild
scene of exeitement on the bridge. Exclama-
tions and wild laughter reached my ears, and
‘now and then a pebble was dropped into the
_ river by some of the most eager, with the. re-
mark, “He’s just over there, sir!” Now and

then, when the fly came over the fish, T heard.

wild shouts of, “Oh;, now he'tl ‘take it!” “Oh,
look at the big chap running after it!” My

_hands began to tremble, my craven heart mis-

gave me, and 1 felt shaky even to the inmost
- recesses of iy soul’each time the fly traversed
.. the salmon’s abode. A hurried glance at the
. bridge revealed a mass of ‘excited, dancing, and
-, capering aged and youthful humanity. Every
. individual-could see the diffefent feelings and

..emotions produced.in each individual salmon

. by the passage of the fly through the water, al},
e zgs!‘ lg:‘dq: from me; 't‘,hgkp’ tcipal actor in

. this poar stirring drafia.

This state-of things we

I see, ov know that I was réceiving the. Jeast
sattention ‘whatsoever from thé salmon except

r.whety « zby the agitation and excitement of ‘the crowd

aboye me, which could see the fish movin

‘pa-’ and following the attractive morsel of tinse

%55 : t on for some time,
My arms-ached, and never a'sign of a fish did

and feathers which T all blindly presented to
their notice. 1 walked ashore, sat down ex-
hausted, changed the fly for another one
chosen at haphazard, and began a second act.
At the third or, fourth cast a big fish made a
nice head-and-tail rise, and JI° was too- par-
alyzed with fear, I suppdse, to pull the fly
away before he had hooked himself. Never
shall I forget that moment, with the wild shout
from the mass of humanity above and the wild
rush from 'the fish below! The next twenty
minutes'seemed to me hours. “He’s off!” “No;
he’s on still?” were the cries which greeted me.
He sulked at last under an old log of wood, the
stump of a tree which had been washed down
and lay at the bottom. of the ppol.. Many had
now forsaken the bridge and.roadway and were
lined along the bank, and;mow were eager to
rush into the river, and .?Qluntegred-_tg Spush
the beggar out.” I felt like the Duke of Wel-
lington at -Waterloo, restraining my impetuous
army of guardslest all should belost.. . A nod
from me, and they would. have.been at him.un-
der the log. Luckily, a steady downward
strain moved him, and he-was off again with.a
fiie rush down through the centre arch of the
bridge, and I had just time:to butt and turn
him before it was too late, and bring him back
again under the rod. " Oh, the dancing and
shouting when the end aas near and he -began

to.make his short rushes and. to flounder on;

the top of the water! At Jast my.old henchman
waded in, but, owing to the disease of Anno
Domini and the glitter. of the bright sunlight
on the water missed the fish twice, before he
was safely sailed into. the .bqttom of the land-
ing net, to the accompaniment. of wild shouts
of exultation and merriment which greeted the

finale. v

o1 felt Jike NIacreadx;;;tgé great ae.tor,-;when
he said, “Sir, the pit rose at me!” Before I
reached land eager hands:-were outstretched to

assist, me, and, like unto. Horatius- Cocles;

“around. me:thronged ‘the.fathers” (of the vil
lage) “to press my gory.hands.” Then -a‘glance
upwards causéd me-some alarm: - There I be-
ield the face of the miller glaring at me above
the.bridge’s parapet. .Dour and-evil was his
gaze, his eyes “in a fine frenzy rolling.” Never
before had I seen his cheery.ifeatures expressive
of such anger. He hal:been for the-past half
hour vainly trying to-induce his:mill-hands to
leave the bridge and start:the work of the day,
but all in vain.  Girls and men-alike refused to
leave the bridge and goswork while the battle
ebbed .and. flowed: below:them. I afterwards
heard he fined the girls3ds and the men 6d. a
head for being late at theéir work that morning,
a circumstance whicl grieved mé nitch, and 1
only ‘hope they ‘consideted the performance
they chose to witness wotth the coppers. Yes,
at last there was my fish*laid 6n the bank, his

silvery scales throwing dut’ the delicate tints.

of violet and purple of his broad shoulders. A
fresh-run fish of 1sIb. ke ‘proved, and after
knocking him on’the Headand cutting out the
fly from his big jaw I felt I had lived one
morning of my life at last™ Since this eveéntiul
morning, if ever I have a nightmare, I see
again the crowd of faces’; I see again the glit-
tering fish as he jumps and throws himiself, and
I awake in 2 cold shiver as He'has just broken
the held and falls backwards with a dismal
splash; a’great’ fear upofi“me -that I shall be

given over to"the fury of 4 disappointed popu-"

lace, who would never havesforgiven me if such
a thing had occurred.: = ™ = © - £

It is nervous work, this fishing to a gallery.
Feeling runs high,’and ifanything goes wrong

- with you you must faté the’ musicof the vox

populi.. Eater in the season ¥ had another ex-
perience, wherein T found'myself in the chorus
only, and not the leadifig"man. A good-heart-
ed, big friend of mine came'to fish with me, and
I gave him my rod. ' The'fool we were fishing
was deep, and had very‘high and somewhat un-
dercut and sloping banks. " Imagire my dis-
may on beholding my burly friénd rushing
along these banks playing a lively 13-pounder.
My old gillie henchmanitealized the dangers of
the situation and its possibilities at once. 1
heard a hoarse whisper behind me, “Sorr, what
the divil will we do if the bank won’t hould him
and he falls in?”. Both of us rushed behind the
angler, but said never a word, awaiting devel-
opments, gaff in-hand. , Again the whisper

reached me, “If he begiis to slither.at all, sorr,.

ought I to gaff him at wanst? Luckily the

fish- moved down the poql, where ‘the banks"

were sounder, and my friend went -home -de-
lighted with his fish, which he safely landed,
and all unconscious of the perils behind him
which he had passed through. I do not want
ever again to fish before a public assembly; I
find angling under such eircumstances distinct-
ly trying, I might say shattering, to one’s ner-
vous system. The catch runs through my head :

“Oh! publicity, publicity,
Avoid it if you can, ;
For it's easier to criticize .
Than play the leading man.
Woodedek, in The Field.

AMBITIONS
Ambition is a, curious and variable thing.
Speaking strictly for myself, I find that it alters
not merely from:decade to decade or lustre to
lustre (that were:but matural, since we  all
change as the times change), but from week to

week, even from day to day.. Time was when -

my ambitions were akin to those of the gross-

- weight competitor who forms a part of several

miles of angler distributed along the patient

bank of Severn or Thithes or Lea; I yearned

after intensely full baskets. I used to read
about fishermen in the eastern parts of Eng-
land who would stagger home when the sun

was. high- bearing their burden of bream in
sacks, and I would think how happy they must
be.. Very occasionally in those youthful days it
befell me that I found the catch overflowing
irom the creel into the landing net, though it
never got so far as sacks, so I imeasured the
supposed happiness of those men of the eac)
by my own lesser sensations. Later I learnt
what their feelings must be more accurately.
A holiday spent on the Broads showed me that

bream in sacks are not all that distant fancy °

supposed, that they may even become an em-
barrassment, so the early ambition has passed
from me. The fascination of bream-fishing be-
tween the darkest hour and the time of rising
sun is still among my beliefs; the dark river
flowing sullenly beneath a veil of mist-smoke,
the long rod resting on the sedges, the black-
tipped float poised ready for the dive, the sky
gradually becoming opalescent as. the sin be-
gins to stir, all these are parts of an irresistible
charm. But k do not now want twenty or thirty
bream weighing 6olb. as a reward:-for -early
rising. Rather is my ambition to kill one vast
one in that-twilight of the gods. Let'them give
me a ten-pounder and who wills may have the
rest.. They do not give me a tenspounder, and
I take it that.my ambition is likély to' remain
alive. -1t will not perish by fulfilment as a few
less high aims have. s A

The bream illustration serves to show the
general change that I suppose inevitably comes
about with years. I do not now want to catch
more fish of ‘a kind in a day than-ever I have
caught before—no, that is not quite accurate—
I do want to catch twelve salmon some day, so
that-Emay know what it feels like; among ether
reasons. But of other fish 1 am not greedy—I
only want to'catch those that are erormous
each after his kind. Your thirty-five pound
pike, your four-pound perch, your seven-pound
chub, your ten-pound trout fairly caught with
fly—those are the fellows that give me sleep-
less nights.. These dre the perpetual great
ambitions, and they will, I expect, live, like the
desire for a ten-pound bream, as long as I do.

- ‘But there are other lesser ambitions, work-
a-day affairs, which really have a sporting
chance of coming off. There is one for every
day of trout fishing, and it varies from 1lb. to
several pounds. Just at this time last year I
very mearly realized such an ambition. In that
smiling corner of the world" whose identity
Caradoc guards as his most inviolable secret,
but to which he led me, as it were, blindfold, T
discovered a truly great fish. It lived in a tiny
stream which feeds a mill, and rose impressivé-
ly in the deep water at the mill head, The or-
dinary trout of the land are five to the pound
on:a good day, so I determnied to catch the
monster, and by that deed to live in the songs
of local bards for ever.. The undertaking was
not altogether an easy one, because the stream
was much bushed and overhung, but -at last,
after two or three fruitless visits, I succeeded
in getting a fly to the fish at a fortunate mo-

. ment. It was taken, and for a brief space of

time I had the happy thrill of being attached to
something big as to, be upmanageable on the
very fine gut and light rod, and then the fly
came away. It was’sad, very sad, but I will do
the company full justice. When I related the
story in the evening they heard me with a re-
spect which was flattering. They were good
enough to admit that I knew a pound trout
when I had hold of him, and generous enough
to concede that even to have had hold of him
was no''small feat.' After all, I got as much
glory eut of the encounter as I deserved, and
bore myself under the laurels with; 1 hope, a
pride which: was no more than reasonable in
one who could not be unconscious of merit.
Unfortunately the story has a conclusion.
On the morrow my occasions called me back
to town, but the others remained.” And more,
they laid preat siege to my fish; in fact, I can
onty. think that they persecuted it. I believe
'one of them got a rise from it. ' That, however,
is:not the: important thing. The serious side
of thie.case was shown when at last one day
the sun shone and no breeze ruffled the water.
Then one of the persecutors crawled up to at-
tack my fish as usual; and suddenly saw it.
It basked on.the surface; it had red rins and
silvery scales; it was, in fact, a‘ chub. They
very much despise chub in those parts, so to
this day they mock at me grievously whenever
tt}cy happen to think of me and fishing and am-
bitions. ‘
~ That ambition is therefore gone (I hope
the chub is gone, too), but I have another
which- 1 hardly dare to mention. Under the
Farm on the Hill is a shallow flat, and in that
flat lives (I saw him with these eyes) 'a trout
which ‘would outweigh twelve of his normal
brethren. Ere many days are past, if Fortune
is kind, a March brown presented at the ex-
act moment— But I will say no more, ex-
cept that this time'I know it is not a chub. I
saw spots.—H. T, S.
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THE RED MAN’'S CANOE

No canoe in “the world, for general.

all around: utility in all waters, or for beauty
and gracé inoutliné, ever attainéd to the per-
fection of the canoe devised and developed by
our. Northern tribes. This is the type which
played so important a part in the civilizing of
the United' States and Canada and survives to-
day, in growing popularity, with its origina!
model 'and lines unchanged. - N

The bitch canoe was the supreme product
of the red man’s ingenuity and 'skill, and the
white man, backed by centuries.of training in
.the arts and craits of civilization, has never
been able to invent so good an implement for
the purpose for which it was designed, nor with
all his‘experiments has he ever improved upon
]
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JULY

Trout, Salmon, Grilse, Bass.

One of the two -best months for sea- ¢

trout fishing in the estuaries and inlets.. §
f *

the Indian model. Canvas, it is true, has
taken the place of birch bark as a covering, but
shape and lines have undergone no change; and
if tradition -says-aright, it was an Indian who
first substituted canvas for bifch-‘bark, at:a
time when; because of depleted forests, bark
was no lenger obtainable. - 7ot S
- *Of the origin of this type of canoe we know
nothing. It was born, of course, as all things
useful aré ‘born, of necessity. It had reached
its growth and complete”development befory
the discovery of America, and the early explor-
ers of the New World found it when they carie
fully matured in all the ‘perfection of utility
and symmetry that it"possesses today.
In “Hiawatha’s Sailing” Longfellow has re-
corded the Indian legend of its birth.—Outing.

O
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THE FIRST FISHERMAN

Beside a vast and pfimal sea
A solitary savage he

Who gathered for his tribes rude need
The daily dole of raw seaweed.

He watched the great'tides'riée and fall, -
And spoke the truth—or not at alll °

Along the awful shorie‘he ran
A simple pre-Pelasgian; .

A thing primeval, undefiled,
Straightiorward as a little child—

Until one morn he made-a grab
And caught a mesozoic crabl . ¥ -

Then—told the tribe at close of day
A bigger one had got away!

From him have sprung (I own a bias
To ways the cult of rod and fly has)

All fishermen—and Ananias!

—Punch.

O
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 CHARITY Vi

When the night wind gently. whispers solemn
vespers through the pines, : ;
And the yellow stars.are shining overhead,
And_the pine knots flare and flicker in the fit-
ful fire that shines e .
O’er the crumbling bars of rubies glowing
red;: ; iR L ;
When the day of sport is ended, afid-you sit and
roast your shins; e
‘With a sense of satisfaction in your soul;
When the ruddy faces gather, and a fishin’ yarn
begins e
By some “Ananias” wielder of the pole——

If a fellow in the* circle; with imagination
wrought, e
And with “chesty” intonation to each word,
Wildly tells about a- minnow or a-“pumpkin
seed” he caught— : ; :
Just convince him ’twas the best you ever
heard. ; -

Don’t you drop a tarpon story or: a yarn of
“yellowtail” 4
Down upon his humble fable, to dehance;
.For perhaps the only reason that he never
caught a whale, 5
Was because he really never had a chance.
Carlyle C. McIntyre, in Field and Stream.

O

A MOTH

(By Clinton Schollard) ‘
On wafts of mingled myrrh and musk
i flutter up and down the dusk :
.1 see the pale primrose break
The sheathing beryl of its husk.

An entity that cleaves and clings,
I taste the rose’s inner springs;

At the weird gleam of marish fires
I singe the pollén. from 'my wings.

Remote, scarce tangible, ana shy,
‘Elusive as a aream am 1—

A little haunting dream of love
That pauses as it wanders by.

Light as the spindrift. of the'sea;

At dawn I faint, at dawn I flee

Into the vague,.the outer void,

Like a blown wraith of memory.
7y




