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ALL THINGS CONSJDERED
By PETER McARTH4UR

IWONDER how many people have planned really enjoyable vaca-
tions for this year. Since it became apparent that people on
their holidays are good spenders shrewdl men have set them-

selves to work to pick up the easy money. And the worst of
it is tJat the majority of us are quiet, orderly routine persons and
we go in for these ready-made holiday pleasuires just as if we enjoyed
them. W\e let resort managers, hotel proprietors and general pas-
senger agents tell us just what we should do and how we shouild
do it and how ihucli we should pay for the chance of doing it and
when it is all over we get into harie'ss again for another year of
routine work afid talk about the Igood time we had, when it was really
some enterprisinL, business ma n wfho was havin.É the pood time

wish it were impossible to do anything of the kind.- -I should th
feel that th e majority of people were enj oying themselves in origir
ways and probabIy having a bully time. Even if we are compeli'
to admit that in our everyday lives we should be responsible, d
pendable people I think that'in our 'holidays, at least:, we should t
'to be irresponsible. I, always ýenjoy the story: about Whistler ai
Commissioner Peck at the-Paris Exposition. Commissioner "Pei
wrote to the great painter that lie wished to have a full exhibitc
of Aniericari paintings and mentioned the fact that/#he would be at
certain hotel at four o'clock on a certain day to mnak e arrangemnen
with the artists. M7hîstier, promptly sat ýdownt and wrote a Iett
to Comniissioner Peck congratulating him on the fact that he wotu
be at that particular hotel on that particular day at four o'clock. "i1
for me," lie wrote, "I can neyer be sure that 1 shail be anywhere
four c'clock."

" A LITTLE' ODD "

r walk the straight and narrow path
In lockstep with the good,

To shuni sorne threatened kind of wrathi
I've never understood.

Meanwhile mny neiglibour, happy muan,

ban-

H[c wcnt Io fishi the otiier dlay,
I wvanted mulch to go,

But ail the world was makizig hay-
It wouldn't do, I know.

Hle smioked and had a flask to boot,
Hle suinned hilm on the sod,

Butt no one seemned to care a hoot-
For he's "a littie oddl."

Hle isli't rich, but nio one cares
Or speaks a word of blamne;

Hlis lauigh is louid, but no one stare
And whispers "What a sharne!"

Hle flouits the things for which we 5
And pass beneath the rod;

But gets, no praise for- being brave-
,For he's "a littie oddc."

I mean to cut it ail]
uni with hini a while;
ntist, then 1 wilI fall,

ny, brtuises smile.
im't do that befnre
rneath the sod,
ýt on the other shore


