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ing sun in a cloud-leck'd sky-
Dip, m)y paddle, clip;

ftly the golden moments fIy,
Dip, my paddle, dip;

>muing boulderg, it and steep,
Kiant pinesi (heir vigil keep,
re the drowsy liles sleep,

Dip, mny paddle, dip).

thse turbulent, tossing Bay,
Dili, my paddle, dip;

ýnnUcls calm, where the long

a country breakfast of canned peaches
and condensed milk, h. bled him
quickly homeward, having no further
taste for walking in fresh fields and
pastures new. IlStay on the farm,"
said he to his friend Hogan; , lcom-
mune with nature, enjoy the. simple,
rustic 11f. of the rnerry (armer-boy that
goes whistlin' to bis worruk before
breakfast. But 1 must go back ta the
city, where there is nawthini' to eat but
what you want, and nawthin' ta drink
but what you van buy ; wher. the dust
is laid by the. sprinklin' cart, where the.
iceman cornes reg'lar, and the roof-
garden la in bloorn; an' ye're wsak.d
flot be the. sun but be the. milkman. 1
want ta b. near a doctiier wiien lni
sick, an' eat entable fo'd when I'm
hungry, an' wh.re I van put me hand
out early in the mornin' an' hook ini a
newspaaper. The. city is the on'y
summer resort ('r a man who has iver
lived in the. city."

The full accaunt of Dooley's experi-
ence was inimitably funny and abso-
lutely true to lif.-from a Dooley
standpoint, for that men, women and
children of sane mind and sound body
should cheerfùlly, nay, eagerly, give
Up the. comforts and luxuries of roomny
bedrooms, soda-water fountains, the.
dust-sprinkier, the iceman, and the
morning paper, ta go and vamp out in
a littie srnx-by-twelve shack, oirer.run
with anta, spiders and mosquitoes, anid
ta dine upan canned fruit, dried beef
and caudensed milk, is to the. Oooleys
of the. worid a piece of utterly inconi-
prehensible and most egregious fofly.
Nevertiieless, year by year, just as
surely as summer follows winter, with
the. first promise of the long, dreamy,
sunshiny days the prennial exodus fromn


