
CANADIAN COUIRIER.

RAIL TO THE HEAT.
DU have read about the imaginative and un-

happy wîght who is constrained to sit down
in the coolest spot hie cati find in mid-
snrnmer, with the blazing sun on the closed

and the ice tinkiing in the glass, to write a
nas Sketch for a special "number" then in
of final preparation. Or, perhaps, hie comes
of a january blizzard, shakes the snow off
crcoat and rnbs his ears to see if they are
frozen, and then sits down to indite a Sea-
lyll for the Mid-snmmer "unber" of the
,tion which commanda his tine. But this
of joy is nothing of that sort. There is no
ation required to picture to one's self what
tnt by "hot weather" as, 1 pen these lines,
dollars to douL-hnuts." indeed. that it is von.

of Cold; and Cold is an enemy of 1life-just as
Work is an enemy of joy, I know that there are
unconfined lunatics in Canada who talk of both
CoId and Work as if they were blessings; but then
there are farmiers in Switzerland who insist that
a field cannot be really fertile unless it is stood up
on edge and irrigated from a glacier.. We ail tend
to regard the evils we cannot escape as benefits.

T HE papers are full, of "health hints" these days,
telling ns how not to feel the heat. But that

is entirely the wrong system. We do not want to
know how to escape feeling the heat-we want to
know how to feel and enjoy it-how to benefit by
it. Nothing is more amnusing than to see people in
Canada, who spend nine months out of the year
grtnmbling at the cold, ruishing off toward the North
Pole, as soon as the cold leaves them, to find it
agamn. They want to be cold except when they can
be cold -and then, if they are rich enaugh, they

rush down to Florida so that they cati be hot. Heat,
treated rightly, is a source of pure joy. Why, it
even makes riding in a street car a pleasure. 'You
get where the breeze fiows over you, and the sun
dances on the swimming pavements alongside, and
the white summer people sit in regal ease ail along
your path of progress, and everybody is out of
doors and the world. is visibly inhabitated; and yon
will store np pictures in your mind which wiII
mitigate many a bitter day next winter when.snow-
covered storm doors cover the porches and the
verandahs are batiks of forbidding.ice.

T H1EN think what heat does to ail water-sjdes.
Lein teshade bya moving river, just

rippled by the breeze,, looking up ýstream into the
tropic haze that lies over the water, watching at
times the heat waves rise from the golden hay field
behind,, motiopless, restful, chained to inaction by
the silken bonds of heat, determined upon nothing
except that you will not move till the cool of the
evening. Ah, but you change. your mind. Yon
cati slip down just under the fringe of trees, drop
off your clothes; and you are in the water, with
flot a humnan being nearer than the clattering bridge
far up the stream. What has winter to match it?
Nothing that I know of. Count me every timne for
the Sun Worship, for Eden, for the First Comn-
matidment, for those glorious old idiers, our First
Parents.

THE MONOCLE MAN.

real thing"-also the gennine "hot
amn attired-as I write-mn a cos-
tild only seeni adequate in pictures
landers who did flot desire to appear
3eing a mani, 1 could flot go ont into
ay. Evening is approaehinLy. and.

Th<ie World's. Greatest Aquatic Spectacle


