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AF AIR picaure on a fair day : This we saywithout punning intent, as we walk
down the broad curving avenue that
constitutes the main thoroughfare of

that busy, bright littie city of a season-the
Induitrial Exhibition. The sun is shining in
mnellow warmth of eariy September. A light
breeze stirs the young mapies upon the boule-
vards, and the dancing leaves send a fantasy of
yeliow fleckings upon the grass be-
neatb. White and blue of sky above,
and bine and white of water be-
yond, environ the biithe littie worid,
ail full of color and sound.

Sound I The air is full of it. The
click of the turnstiles begin it, as the
people throng through the gateways;
the popcorn men, fruit sellers, res-
taurauteurs, continue it along the
avenues. The band stand covers it
with gay waitz notes. The Main
Building sends out a har-monious
hum. The piano pavilion emits a
mediey of musical clamor. Punch
adds his penetrating squeak from
some near point. Froni dog show,
poultry shed, cattie stails, come far..
off sounds to swell the charms,-
and beneath it ail is the happy hum
of fifty, eigbty, or a hundred thou-
sand people.

Color ! Sound ! Yes, and odors
also,-a thousand essences mingled. From the
perfume, freely sprayed by exhibiting druggists,
to the grateful odors of the sausage vendors'
stali, front soaps and spices to the tea and
coffee stands,-all biended into a pleasant sug-
gestiveness by the fresh puif of lake breeze.

There is no fear of overpowering adors, over-
whelming sound, or crush of colors. The pure
air puifs ini andl out and over the pretty scene,
moderating both odor and noiseto an attractive
degree, while sucb gracious sweeps of sky and
water is frame for a rainbow weaith of color.

We wander up and down the avenue in the
fair niorning sunlight, enjoying the picturesque
touches of sight and sound ;-the bailoon man,
with his sheaf of airy, floating halls ; the squaw
sitting blînking in the sun, with ber glistening
bead work spread about ber, and answering
her customers in distressingly good English ;

the sausage man, in his
white apron, who, as we
pause a moment before bis
stand, claps a fragrant mor-

1 Alv L' - sel betweenthe haives

enally tali young fel-
low, the undeveloped
intention of a giant.
A staring red letter-
ing across his back
mnakes him an ambling
advertisement. Here
is a dwarf, a stub of a
man, who, being a
visitor, looks up with
conscious superiority
at, the giant. They
have met incidentally
amid the throng, and
their interested survey
of each other is one of
the fleeting oddities of
the Fair.

Stili the turnstiles click at the entrance
gates, and stili the people throng in happy
crowds down the avenue. It is noontime now,
and the Exhibition is in full swing. The
traction engines ciatter up and down their
limited roadway. Knives flash and wheels
whirr in the Machinery Hall. Bands of music
are located in many corners. The grassy in-
clines are dotted with picnic parties. The

',GoOd iýigh."

restaurants are doing a rushing t rade. Dinner
belîs are ringing; vendors calling; flags are
fluttering ;-aii the merry, rushing, gay lîttle
city of a day is at its prime.

An afternoon with the live,
dumb creatures.

The cat and dog shows
flrst. What a ciamor of
barking overtakes us as we
approacb the pavilion ! Such
splendid St. Bernards and
magnificent mastiffs ; such
picturesque retrievers, sien-
der hounds and daînty King
Charlies ; such snub-nosed,
con'temptuous pugs and
silken, flossy poodies. We
hoid our ears concernedly ;
but make the rounds with
deiight.

And then the cats. 'Tis a
new thing, this Canadian
interest in aur household
pets ; and the L-race of these
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a very Mephistopheles-
gleams greenly at us;
while the Manx cats sit
rabbit-iike upon t h le i r
taii-less haunches.

But pretties~t and most
interesting of aIl are the
Persian pussies. Very
aristocratic andofln
pedigree are they ; with
tasselied ears, soft neck,' T;e F

ruif, and feathery tatis,
they sit inserene content, al-indifferent Io
admiring crowd. There is Silver Cupid
siiky, silvery grey ; Frilîs and Dandy; Shah
Lord Buif, two splendid feliows.

But chiefest of the Persian pets is Mr. C
stone, a solemn, shaggy old fellow, m ho Il
out upon the world from a face Iudicrously
the massive countenance we know so well.

And next we visit the poultry shed.
common birds are here. See these loveiy 1
fantail pigeons, like puif-balis, save for
perfect spread of the circling tail. They
the tiny breasts out to aidermanic proporti

Soft fawn or snowy white, they
to and fro, laughabie epitome
iordly pride, that a breath of i~
wouid blow away.

Prettier stili are the jacobins,
bright littie beads nearly hidde
fluffy feather hoods. Here is a
brown hien, who looks like s
pretty littie maiden ail envelope
her. theatre robe and hood ;
there a stili daintier white kni
ready to take her in charge.

The chicks are a delight ;-beý
fui Andalusians, pure buif Brahn
feathered thick to their toes ; ja
ese Sîlkies ; iordiy white turl
We stop to admire a speciai del
ment where lop-eared rabbits mi
contentedly, and Peruvian Gu
pigs curi up in a baIl. Queer I
creatures are these latter, in apr
ance something between a po
and a rabbit,-but like nothinj
much as a chiid's toy poodle c
to life.

This pouitry shed is full of pretty interes
Creatures, and stretching far down the road
are the cattie stails filled with well-fed anin
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