
agricuituralist readers. 0f course he neyer acts on themn;
but he finds then- interesting. He Teads that the best
wvay to raise pigs is by the tail, that chickens should now
be fed on rock sait and sawdust, that yearling calves should
have a diet of chopped straw and molasses, and that the
farmer should neyer blow out the gas in a city hotel. He
imbibes ail this information affabiy.

it is pleasant now in the woods, wbere tangled lights
and shadowvs rail on the forest pathways, where the birds
sing.from ail the trees, and the busy chiprnunk is gather-
ing in poker chips. Oh, for a stroîl in the ciover-scented
mleadows ! Our souls are filled with ail the soothing in-
fluences of a day perfect in beauty,-

Now brushing ankle-deep in flowers,
WVe hcar hchind the wnodbine veil,
The milk that bubbles in the pail.

The buzzings of the honeyed bouts.

And where the wvitd flower fragrance yields,
We see a promising young steer,
Bebind the city boarders jecr,

And chase thein through the distant fields.
There are certain things whîch are appropriate to each

season. It would look out of place for instance, for a
lady to wear a seaiskin sacque in July,-unless she is gel-
ting it past the custom-house officiais that way. It îvould
be injudicious just now to attempt to go down the side of
a mountain in a toboggan. 1 may here mention a young,
doctor, who having not much to do, is studying up throat
and lung troubles for ail they are worth. H1e proposes to
be ready for the winter trade. 1le is a man of remark-
ably original ideas ; I remernber hîs urging once that, as
the surgeon holds the knife in one hand, he rnight bal-
ance himself better and keep the patient steadier, by
ahrusting a carving-fork into him with the other. But
this admirable suggestion was met wîth that petty, un-
reasoning jealousy which is, alas, so characteristic of pro-
fessional men 1

To return, however, to the things which are appropri-
ate to each season. It is appropriate to blister your hands
and get the back of your neck rawv with sunburn, rowing
up sorte glassy river. It is not however appropriate to
do this on a Sunday afternoon ; especially if you fali into
the river, and are fished out of its watery depths, very red
in the face, ver>' wet in the garnients, and very blue in the
surrounding atmiosphere.

About the best thing you can do of an afternoon is to
take a little trip somewhere b>' boat. You laake with you
the third volume of the Reports of the Seismological
Society of japan, to while away the time. But when the
boat is out upon the lakte, under a cloudless sky, and you
begin to read that interesting third volume, you are irri-
tated extremel>' b>' the conduct of a short-sighted little
nian in a snuff-colored suit. He bas his head buried in
something which he is reading ; and every haU'f.minute hie
bursts out into an explosive iaugh. 11e nearly chokes
hîmseif trying to control bis violent laughter, looks around
bur apologetically, begins to read again surreptitiously,
and inimediatelv goes off into another fit of boisterous
.cackling. H1e drives you wild. At length you look around
at the other passengers to see if they are mad enough to
have the little man thrown overboard. To your great
surprise they are aIl pulling out and beginning to read the
sanie tbing that the little man is reading. You look
closer, and see that it is the GRIP SACK ; and just then
You remnember that you have one yourself in your inside
pocket, having bought it on the way down to the boat.

Soon you are nîaking twice as much noise as the short-
ýsighted littie man in the snuff-colored suit. The third

volume of the Reports of the Seismological Soietcy of
J apan is doubtlessl>' a work of great interest, but you cast
it ruthlessly irito the blue waters of the lake, and devote
yourself to the good things in the GRIP SAÇcK. This
pleasure, it ma>' be remarked, will De within your grasp
about the middle of Tuly, when tie GRIP SAcK Will be
published.

BIRDS FOR BONNETS.
Being menibers of the Society for the Protection of Song iirds

ncccln't prevent our sweet sisters from decorating their head gear.

OUR PRESS BRETHREN.

THE jubilee number of the Halifax Critic is a hîghly
creditable production, and bears evidence of the rapid
growth of literar>' taste in Canada. The Cr-ili is always
excellent; this number particularly so.

PRoI'. G. D. Roup-RTs, now of Windsor Coliege, N. S.,
and formierly one Of GRIP'S esteemed contributors, is
receivine high praise froni the best critical journais of the
United States and England for his latest book of poenms,
entitled In Diivers Tones. Roberts is unquestionably one
of our coming men in Literature.

OuR highly esteenied contemporar>', the Wori, is kind
enough to impute disloyaity and other bad motives to
GRu>, apropos of the Commercial Union discussion. This
is what we expected, and it doesn't huit our feelings at
aIl. Besides, -it is a good deai easier for the WMorld to do
this than to sustain its position on the question with
anything like argument.

CALL a nice young man a Ildude"» and he'll be haîf
pleased; cati him a fool and you rnortally offend bum.
Vet the words are synonymous.-Nezi Alb'any Mail.
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