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never mind : offer him a quid* ; that'll make
it all right.” -

The Princess, adding her persuasions to
those of her genial husband, I was compelied
to accompany the illuatrious pair to Bucking-
ham Palace, arrived at which place we alighted;
Albert E. remarking as we did so :

“By Jove ! this is a great event., GRIv,
old chap, we’ll make a night of it,” and leav.
ing me to accompany the Princess to one of the
magnificent drawing-rooms, he rushed away to
givo his head butler some instrnctions.

(To be continued.)

SUMMER PHENOMENA,

NO. III,—THE BOY.

This time it is the boy. I don’t mean that
nice, pale, spruce, and extremely proper
young mau in blue gerge knickerbocker suit,
natty felt bat, and spotless collars and cuffs,
who is bathed regularly by nursemaids, and
whose boots are brushed by the hired girl—oh,
no ! no, no! not by 2 long way—I could not
fancy such a one among my summer pheno-
mena. Theboy I speak of is the ubiquitous,
always-in-the-way, never - to.be-found-when-
wanted, genuine - self-respecting - self-depen-
dent, specimen brick of 2 boy.

Theboy who has a knack of arranging his
toilet to suit himeelf and his own pecnliar
individualiy, who discards suspendera and
girds up his loins with a belt after a fashjon
of his own, who would just like to seo the

irl who would attempt to wash him, who took

st prize in his class at schoo! last exams.,
and who has now turned himself loose to pas-
ture, and a_good time generally during the
holiéaya. He is all over, this specimen—you
will find him sitting astride a fence—or squat
on some lonely sidewalk—waiting for ** them
other follows,”” They are going for & swim,
either to the bay, three miles distant, or to
the adjacent creek—a perennial rivulet which
they will dam up at an expense of one hour's
bard lnbor and the sweat; not only of their
brows, but of their entire bodies. Qur boy
will then strip and sit in a nude condition on
the brink, a cow-breakfast on his head, and a
halo of moaquitoes around the rim—waiting
for the waters to gather and fill the dam. His
shoulders freckle—his back reddens, it will be
blistered—and his mother will soothe it with
vaseline to-morrow, but still he waits—it is
not full enough yet, no fellow could take a
decent header there yet—but when his second
skin is well nigh broiled, he suddenly rises,
- strotches himself, throws his hat on the grass,
folds his palms and
the limpid pool,
that spring water ?
Now, according toallhygieniclaws, our boy’s
funeral ought to take place the day after to-
morrow, but it won't; the proverbial nine
lives of a cat are but as nine drops in a bucket

lash ! he dieappears in
emini! ain’t 1t cold,

* « Quid " —a sovereign.

compared to the all but indestructible vitality
of this boy; we have known him rotate forty-
five times without halting, “muscle grinding,”
over a hickory pole, and forthwith go in swim-
ming five times in succession that very after-
noon. No! heis danger-proof—he is like a
snalke, he won’t dio till sunsct, and believe me,
tho sunset of life will be far advanced ere the

"man of whom this boy is the father will give

up the ghost. So with a sob and a shiver he
dashes the water out of his eyes, slaps himself
all over, and comes up to the bank to perch
with the intention of warming himself in the
sun, but he is scarcely seated when a com-
Fanion from behind tips him suddenly head-
ong into tho pool again. " Up he comes, gurg-
ling and glancing wildly around for the author
of his misfortune, and presently discerns a
nude figure grinning behind a treo with eyes
dancing. He gives chase—he is bound to get
even with that fellow-—and he does, for in an
evil moment the offender takes to the plank
across the edge of the pool, and from there is
tipped eatisfactorily into the water—where he
is followed by his pursuer, and now together
they swim—and race about on the grass, until
they ave warm once more, when they plunge
in again, this being repeated till our hero
suddenly becomes preternaturally grave, seri-
ous beyond his vears, and conscious of a yawn-
ing abyss in his interior, A aqueamishness
like a shadowy hand lays hold on him, he
thinks of death, and then remembers that he
has forgottento go home to dinner, realizes
that it i3 hunger, not death that is gnawing at
his vitals. How the thought of that dinner,
which he knows mother has saved for him,
cheers his flagging spirits—he ia almost himself
agaio, and invites his friend home with him to
share it and see his *“ new lop-ear.” For be it
known this boy of ours has rabbits, white
pink-eyes, and black lop-ears, pigeons, a ‘dog,
and two cata; without those his life would be
incomplete, The way home is hot and dusty,
but the road is wonderfully shortened by the
dandelions for the bunnies they find by the
wayaside, the catnip over which Tom and Pucry
will hold no end of o picnic, and tho soeds the;
gather for the birds. He arrives home wit
his arma full, and unconscious of any unusual
exertion, or any inconvenience whatever until
after dinner when mother asks him if there is
enough wood split in the woodshed. Ah!
then what a sensation of fatigne comes over
bim ; all at once he is impressed with the
extreme heat of the weather- -he feels all
broken up, really he is sure that ten minutes’
wood-splitting would paralyze him for the
remainder of his natural life. Mother has
Eity on his too evident oxhaustion, and tells
im he can do it in the cool of the eveninﬁ,
wheon, greatly relieved, he retires to the back-
{ard to exhibit his domestic menagerie to his
riend. ‘A pleasant surprise awaits him—his
pink-eyed doe sits meekly in her bouse keep-
ing watch over seven little rabbits! This
necessitates the building of another hutch,
which he sets about making instanter, his
mother’s ears being astonished by the sound
of sawing, hammering, nailing; till, looking
out, she beholds her exhausted and utterly
prostrate son, working with as much vim as
though he had been out on strike all summer,
and was making up for lost time, at piece-
work. ‘‘Oh! these boys,” she laughs softly
to herself.

Iv a casual way his friend tells him the
circus is coming in to-night. The eircus ! It
was a8 if he had got an electric shock, The
circus! with all the lions and tigers and
elephants and monkeys | oh ! won't his friend
help him through with this hutch—well—no—
never mind, the young ones won't be ready for
six weeks yot anyhow—so pack away the tools
ond ho | for the station, on time to see the
animale come in-! He gets his heart's desire,
sees them land, sees the tents up, and at 10
p.m. arrives home famishing for his supper,

which he gets and eats, while he relates all
about the wild beasts. Shortly afterwards he
retires in order to be up in time to be over at
the grounds bright and early. Fatigue?—no'l
he is one of the summer phenomena whose in-
tontness on some pursuitrenderathem oblivious
a8 well as independent of atmospheric influ-
ences. With eye fixed on the goal they push
on through all weathers, conquering and to
conquer.

There are mothers who look aghast on such
a boy life as this, but this boy’s mother don't
—she knows that here indeed the world with
its formalities and conventionalities is well
lost—that he is continually busy, that his
life is full to overflowing wit{ genuine healthy
enjoyment, that he has not anidle moment to
epare to tho devil, that the energy, the por-
severance, the phenomenal vigor Which pro-
pels him, is but an indication of the way in
which, later on, he will pursue worthier
objects, and achieve nobler deeds, Bat what
about the kindling wood—that domestic dat;
undone ? oh | oh! now be charitable ;—kind-
ling wood ! when there are lions and tigera
and elephants about? go to! besides, we are
not sketching a goody, goody boy, but a
genuine one, whose mother, guide, counsellor,
and friend—is—er—is not supposed to be
capable of exercising the right of franchise—
and—er—and if she did, would certainly
always vote for the wrong party.

A Cure FOR DRUNKENNESS, opium, mor-
phine, and kindred habits, Valuable treatise
sent free. The medicine may be given in a
cup of tea or coffee, and without the knowledge
of the person taking it, if 8o desired. Send 3e.
stamp for full particulars and testimonials.
Address—M. V. Luron, Agency, 47 Welling-
ton Street East, Toronto, C&na(i;,. .

THE SUMMER EXODUS.
REFLECTIONS OF A BOHEMIAN,

Now tho Browns, who've lots of boodlo,
With trunks, and maid, and pug and poodle,
Al move off ‘'mid great commotlon,

They arc bound scross the ocean

Probably theyll tako a tour up

Mystic Rbine, and do all Europe,

From Rome to Edinboro* tovm—

How 1 wish that I was Brown !

Now the Joneses, not so wealthy

As tho Browns, asy it’'s more hcalthy
To ]6aes the summer monthas away

At Orebard Jeach or Saguonay ;

You can sit there calm and pensivo—
Besides, 1t's not half 8o expensive

As your Danubes, Rhines, and Rhones.
Upon my word, I envy Jones!

Robinson, paterfamilias,

Fancies he is rather bilious ;

He's ¢ little cash to spare,

Thinks he'll take the cool, fresh air.
To long trips he's great abhorrence,
So he thinks the wide St, Lawrence
With Thousand Isles to gazo upon,
Is far onough for Robinaon,

Now young Smith, though high in notion,
Can't afford to cross the ocean,

Can’t afford e'en Saguonay,

For his bank grants him small pay ;

So he dons a corsair ri?

Like Salleo rover in full fig,

And stoad o' trampin, forofgn strands
Pitches tent on Island sands,

Thus wo sce 8 clear gradation,

From the wealthy in high station,
With lots of cash, and freo from work,
To the lowly bankor’s clerk H

Yet, perhaps, young Smith now pities
From his lair filled with muskittics,
‘The poor man such a8 writes—well,
Every one can’t bo a swoll !, -

—B.

Now that we ars in the ‘‘heated term” a
Crash Coat and Vest, or elss of Alpaca Wool,

will have the offect of alleviating the distress,
and R, WALKER & Sons do them the best,




