
A FEW PAGES pREPARIED TO MY LADY'S TASTE

The Holiday HabitW-HERE are you going for Uic sumimer1"is the query a t teas and garden
parties and even at springtime wed-
dings. The established summer

ltion has corne about rather slowly. Twenty
s ago, there were comparatively f ew farnilies,
tir smaller towns and cities, who knew a yearly
mer holiday, with its change of "camping out"
ong water trips. A two weeks' holiday was
idered a long breathing space and there were
business men who nianaged to go- away for even
brief fortnight. Now, as soon as the first buds
seen, the plans for "getting away" are discussed
a taking-it-for-granted attitude which even the
1of the fami1y finds it difficult to resent.

irday afternoon finds us in the woods
)y the creek, and there we plan for still
ber excursions afield.-
can't afford to take a holiday" is the

inient frequently expressed by those who
,yine that constant work is an economy,
thit therc is somethinLy wickedlv extrava-

the ho'ttest afternoons and made the holiday riot-
ous with the strains of "The Red, White and Blue."
It miay have been an anxious day for parents and
teachers, but neyer was the'day too hot nor «the
band too loud for the rejoicing children. It was a
picnic worth having, even if your nose was sun-
burnied, your hair-ribbon was missing and your hat
was crushed out of recognition by the end of the day.

A Varlety of Faring
B UT where to go, in this Canada of ours, is the

question-with due regard, of course, to such
trilles as the bank account and the summer ward-
robe. The Old Country is the natural touring spot
for those whose gaze is fixed steadfastly across the

stories-and essays along the streams of Quebec.
Then, in Ontario, we have ever so many play-
grounds, both ta the south and the north. Along
the Gatineau, up the windings of the -Magaetawan,
on the wide steel-blue expanse of Georgian Bay,
or among Muskoka's myriad islands--you may find
ail that the heart of the nature-lover miglit desire-
except the sea and the mountains. Long ago, I
gave my fancy to, Muskoka, and it has never wav-
ered, in the many summers that I have watched fromn
the car window to see the rocks push through the
soîl and the march of the pines begin. I know just
what it is beginning to look like on a certain far
island, where there is a white cottage with a green
verandah-and-but what is the use of knowingabout it? "Here" is a pile of copy paper, aM
"there" is Muskoka. "The song my paddle sings"
is the most alluring in the world and it echoes ail
the way from Lake Joseph.

Then there is al] the rare and radiant
West waiting for you to corne and have the
merriest time of your life-where match-
less Lake Louise smiles up to the perfect
sky-or on to the Pacific where "West
meets East beside our land-locked blue."
This reminds me that the members of the
Canadian Women's Press Club go to Rd-
monton this month for the triennial mneet-
ing-and will have the happiest gathering
of scribes that ever was-for is flot Mrs.
Arthur Murphy the presiding genius of the
Edmonton Women's Press Club, and the
platiner of many wonderful thinigs, includ-
ing an excursion to Jasper Park?

MiFolk Lore Fête
i Éav re re were on one of

resque Iawns one
Lie players of the
,ave a Folk Lare
af Empire. The
May, $ally Wal-

alf a da7tn nth.-r

The Editorial Tab'le

e A


