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Author of “The Blue Birdseye,’

N previous articles we traced our
young people from the aays of
P adolqscence to the time when
€y exist in a busy world, as
iﬂsponsi(ble units, and have a stake in
1he great business of life. We have
aughed with them in the “Peacock”
‘S'%ge,’follnowed them tenderly througn
s ove s‘:Fragrant Illusions,” poked fun
Otothe Engaggd Girl” and the ‘“Mon-
o !tl-Y‘ f)f Weddings,” the humour of the
tAwsl 'Golden Year,” and the quaint
10“? V;& months of veneration which fol-
Looidhe appearance of the first baby.
. ng back, I fear me, some of my
whoﬁrs may consider their author is
gt ¥y cynical. Between us, you, dear
pokeg’ and myself as author, we have
= o fun at many comedies verging
o e commqn‘place, though the sub-
s S of our mirth really represent the
2 si’ affairs of moment in the great
1;8 ness of living. And yet, while we
lal:ehthad our fun by the way, our
havge ter_' is by no means heartless. We
it ried to laugh with these foolish
Tant g people, busily creating new
- é)s for old_, visualizing fresh worlds
mor:n‘quer’ in which we did battle
i Years ago than some of us care to
younmber' After all, we have all been
Gome% and we know the thrill in the
iurkin-y and_ perhaps the tear ever
Ou”g behlqdr the gentle laughter.
e ?ught.er is the envy of those who
s feft youth’s fragrant illusions be-
o or those _who blow the same bub-
b - c(})lver again and see new colour
N charm in the drifting, short-lived,
ridescent films.

At the Gateway to Middle Age.

L}
SB};(:‘;“ us be quite honest with our-
the cs' ‘We who have laughed over
presu"m?dies of the commonplace are
s “t“ablY gotting on or we should
prop, e subject of our mirth with
treadum-l seriousness. We perhaps
Biae }fadl}' on the forties leading
o gh hopeless middle age to the
help]jr.ld slippered era of the almost
ey $s pantaloon. We are ceasing to
Creag:‘our personal appearance. A
and o In the fre§h1y tailored trousers
and s new necktie, a curl of the hair
B ome vanity in the shape of a bow
What?r-lé%r set our hearts dancing.
aTe not said and how SHE looked
‘lnlesg matters of moment any longer
ont we talk the language of par
ien i)and record the sayings of our lai:
gZrow orn. Our babies have probably
T ‘O? up, and now prove shrewd crit-
our s their parents. 'We have fought
i hOCial battle in the world, have had
i t"“l”s_ of triumph, and at the gate-
n6w10 middle age possess the painful
e aredge of the coming losing days.
i d‘e aged-and scarred, veterans in
dull “‘lvme comedy of human living,
A Wé"fayers and slow, case-hardened
P umble about with an old game.
SDeetatve the tendency to stand aside,
la.ugha ors of the moving drama, and
ng 1345 the great.comedy. And laugh-
0‘llr:seln our effort to ‘be honest with
Note O‘EBS, T think we realize every
in all laughter possesses the quality
near tgreat humour rwhich brings it so
cause ‘;‘ttears‘. We laugh, perhaps, be-
would b, We‘could not laugh, the rest
oreat e tears. We smile upon the
o My .80 thal we may abstain
perpetual weeping.

The Enchanted Past.

» We-have laughed. And at forty
e nist only room for laughter. We
Boor i:‘ to face any other emotion, so
B wour estate. Yet we laugh be-
We wo 1?1, too, have lived; and because
at theuﬂ forget we are not still living
B {)Odv-tlde of existence. The lit-
of erp'g who play the great comedy
the ‘lltt? resh! Ourselves were once
aDDaIli'ne people, discovering all the
our 1 it: humour in life. We curled
ped f;‘{hamd painted our cheeks, trip-
1oy in in geegaws of dubious value,
Sutnn our hearts, and as keen about
gir] diaﬂ:_‘%’rless through life as a country
Wa havc ng along to her first fairing.
(’OInpane built castles in the air, for a
establi v of two, and even tried to
sh them on the earth as fit ar
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THE COURIER.

Laughing at Life

By GEORGE EDGAR

? ete.

bours for the deathless love story. We
have heard the birth cry of the first
child, watched the rosebud grow to
flowering stage, heard the wee manni-
kin lisp his first spoken phrase, felt
the subtle tendrils he is ever ready to
bind round our hearts. Ah, yes! We
know just what he is. And we have
fought, profitlessly may be, for our
place in the sun, and, striving for re-
cognition, have perchance found the
harvest to be but the fruit of the Dead
Sea. In all these impulses we have
joyed; in leaving them behind, we
have suffered. The state of youth is
doubly gracious. It blesses both those
who live in the present and those W0
live in the past. And even though we
may be older, living in the past, the
balance of joy is with us in watching
the joy of the coming generation, al-
ways at our heels. Life holds up the
mirror again so we may once more see
ourselves walking through the en-
chanted past. In some aspects the
second blessing is greater than the
first.

All the World Belongs to the Young.

Laugh! Yes, let us laugh at the lit-
tle people, as our elders laughed be-
fore us. 'Such humour softens our in-
firmities. 1 would not lose one dear
curl in youth’s nodding head; one
glance of her bright, smiling eyes; one
dear pressure of her infinite power to
caress. After all, who has to give just
the precious thing youth offers? The
power to make life one glad song van-
ishes as she distributes her joys. Asa
spectator, hopelessly on the shelf, I am
come to the thought that all the world
belongs to the young; that all the
music in life is sung by lisping lips.
Take out just the comedies we have
called commonplace, and the world’s
routine would be drear, indeed. Take
out all the indiscretions of youth and
life would become a charnel-house of
grim endeavour. Better by far to grow
old laughing in the company of youth
and admiring their imperfect perfec-
tions than to approach the three-score
vears and ten, as the companion of ag-
ing people who dwell upon their own
infirmities. Up to forty we may creep
forward to the future, grabbing at hap-
piness. After forty it is far better,
still searching for happiness, to grope
backwards into the past and to find,
recreated in the lives of others, the
jovs withering in our aging selves..

Having laughed at the comedies of
the commonpvlace, and, taking stock of
ourselves after our superior endeav-
our, we may consider just what we
have won—and all that we have lost.
All we have won consists in remem-
bering just the things over which we
have been laughing; all the things we
have lost are the commonplace. come-
dies youth enjoys. By apologies we
make reparation for our laughter. Tne
aged, laughing at youth, but take upon
themselves the grin of the skeleton at
the feast. Because We have laughed
we are skeletons at the feast. Yet
youth, scarcely tolerant of our laugh
ter, should have a care for our poor,
creaking bones. After all, we were the
people who mattered a generation ago.
We paid for our knowledge with our
lives and paid freely. All we have left
is the certainty that our payment made
the comedies of the youth of the mo-
ment possible and even perennial.

A Plea for Mercy.

Indeed, our laughter is a plea for
mercy, and not an apology. Youth does
not quite understand. Proud'ln the
possession of the right to discover,
youth will never quite appreciate how
much is implied by the self-abnegation
of those who step aside. Only when
the first baby comes to the perfect
home peopled by two are the proud
parents given a glimmering hint of the
debt they owe to the preceding genera-
tion. Only when other children have
come and grown into players of the
oternal comedies of the commonplace
do they realize how, as well-graced per-
formers, they must reluctantly take
themselves from the centre of the
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Take Your Vacation

at Muskoka Lakes

Come to this region of con-
genial summer hotels and
cottages, excellent camping
spots, splendid fishing,
picturesque canoe routes—
winding streams and many
delightful islands.  Make
your summer home in this
ideal resort district. Beauti-

ful small islands and choice locations for sale.

TAKE THE CANADIAN
NORTHERN RY. to the fin-
est recreation districts in Can-
ada, including : Lake St. John
District, Muskoka Lakes,
Rideau Lakes, Lake Edward,
Que., Georgian Bay and Parry
Sound as well as many others.

WRITE TO-DAY FOR
THESE BOOKS—“Where to
Fish and Hunt”, “Hotel Lake
St. Joseph, Quebec”, “Mus-
koka’s Lake Shore Line”,
“Summer Resorts Along the
Road by the Sea”, “Outdoors
in Canada”.

Enjoy a real recreation and rest for tired nerves in the pic-
turesque lakes, streams and wooded isles of

Muskoka Lakes Distriet.

For further particulars as to rates and service
apply to nearest C.N.R. Agent, or General
Passenger Department, 68 King Street Fast,

Toronto, Ont.

This country recognizes three grades
of truth:

—the truth"
—the whole truth
—nothing but the truth

“The Truth” by itself may be false
because of what it leaves unsaid, or
because, while technically correct, it
is designed to mislead.

“The whole truth’” may be ineffec-
tive because it leaves one asking—
“Well, what are you going to do about
47 i

“Nothing but the trutn” mvolves a
grasp and expression of right funda-
mentals, rounded knowledge, fair play
—an irresistible appeal.

In Chicago, from June 20th to
24th, there will be held a conven-
tion of The Associated Advertising

_ Clubs of the World. The standard
under which this convention
assembles is

“Nothing but the
Truth in Advertising”

This is not a sentimental standard.
It is a commercial standard, main-
tained by the contact of idealists, en-
thusiasts, and hard heads.

It is the only standard under which
the annual expenditure of $600,000,000
for advertising can be made to pay. It
{s the standard under which 2,000
people met last June in Toronto and,
before that, in Baltimore, Dallas,
Boston.

It is the standard under which every
reader of newspapers, magazines, out-
door signs, booklets, novelties — the
printed or painted advertising mes-
sage—has come to believe what he
reads.

You Are Invited to Attend

No adult in this country but uses or is affected by advertising. The conven-
tion in Chicago will give you ideas for application to your own business and your

own life.

You will come in contact with the discoverers and pioneers in the

development of the economic force of advertising—a force which will grow with
your support as you will grow by contact with it and its workers.

For speclal Information address CONVENTION COMMIT-
TEE, Advertising Assn. of Chicago, Advertising Bldg., 123

Madison Street, Chicago.

The Toronto Advertising Club will run a special train to Chicago, feaving
Toronto on Saturday, June 19th. A special rate has been secured for the trip,
and all applications for space on the train and in the La Salle Hotel, Chicago,
where the Toronto Advertising Club will stay, should be made to C. W. Mec-

; Diarmid, of the Toronto Advertising Club, 104 Yonge St., Toronto.




