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MR. A, G. STRADLING.

In September, 1899, Mr. A. G. Stradling joined the clerical
staff of Messrs. W. G. Rogers Ltd., at Jacob Street Brewery,
Bristol, and a year later was appointed Free Trade Traveller for
the area covering North Wales and the Midlands. For many
years Mr. Stradling energetically and successfully represented his
Company and largely contributed to the sales amongst the free
trade, subsequently taking over the supervision of the Tied House
trade also. The outbreak of war in 1914 brought many changes,
and during 1915 and 1916 the difficulties and problems of military
supplies gave much scope to his versatile qualities until, in
November, 1916, he himself obtained a commission in the Special
Reserve of Officers for the R.F.C.—then a mere “ infant in arms.”

Strangely enough, Reading, even at that time, figured in
Mr. Stradling’s life story, for it was at Wantage Hall that he entered
upon his first course of instruction. His various posts and pro-
motions afterwards leave no doubt as to his value, as assessed
by those in authority—ist Lieutenant and Stores Officer at Catterick
and York. Staff Officer, 3rd class (Captain) at N.E. Area H.Q.,
followed, in 1918, by being gazetted Major and Staff Officer (znd
class) with an appointment to H.Q., N'W. Area, at Glasgow in
January, 1g919. Although he was awarded a permanent R.AF,
commission, age and pension regulations made him decide to enter
civilian life again,

In December, 1919, Mr. Stradling resumed his occupation at
Jacob Street, Bristol, and took over his old pre-war area until,
in 1935, the Brewery was acquired by Messrs. H. & G. Simonds
Ltd. and merged into the general organization of the parent
Company. To-day, as the Tied House representative and stock-
taker for the Bristol area, his mileage is no doubt considerably
less, but his work in this capacity is just as valuable to us as it
was to his old company.

Mr. Stradling’s activities, both in Trade and sporting circles,
have brought him fame—at least amongst Bristolians. As a
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member of the Bristol club’s noted 1go8  pack,” his fifteen stone
of solid muscle was something to be feared by all opponents. For
a number of years as a hooker and * front row specialist ” he made
his presence felt wherever Bristol rugby was known.

Later, as coach and member of committee, his experience was
of great value to the club. He has had many and varied interests
in his life, from amateur track cycle racing, in the early 'nineties,
to boy chorister and later as a choral basso-profundo. Also
Chairman of Bristol Committee of the Royal Commercial Travellers’
Schools and Benevolent Institution in 1939. In addition, he is a
P.M. of St. Nicholas’ Lodge and a P.P.].G.D. of the Province of
Bristol Freemasons, and holds office in the Whitson Chapter to-day.

This record of successes and achievements in various spheres
will be perused with great interest by the rising generation of
employees (many of whom, however, are now scattered throughout
H.M. Forces) and by Mr. Stradling’s wide circle of friends.
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Take a little wine for thy stomach’s sake and thine oft
infirmities.—The Bible.

CHAT &

THE EDITOR’S CHAIR
(By ' C:'H.'Py)

PEDIGREE !

Lady Client (trying to bargain for a dog) : ** Now you are sure
it is a pedigree dog? "’

Dealer : * Pedigree | Why, madam, if the dog could talk he
wouldn’t speak to either of us.”

WEeLL, WELL !

The young woman from college was explaining. *‘ Take an
egg,” she said, ““ and make a perforation in the base with some
suitable pointed instrument, and a corresponding one in the apex.
Then, by applying the lips to one aperture and forcibly exhaling
the breath, discharge the shell of its contents.”

“Well, well,” said the farmer’s wife, who was listening, ‘it
beats all how folks do things nowadays. When I was a girl, we
just made a hole in each end and blew.”

WrarpinGg IT Up!

The fact that scientists are the worst offenders (even worse than
Civil servants) in the perpetration of technical jargon has once more
been proved by the New Jersey (U.S.A.) inventor of a quick-drying
ink for the use of newspaper presses. To show that he has no
secrets from the great reading public, this gentleman has described
his discovery as ‘‘ a dihydric alcohol polyester of an unsaturated
dicarboxylic acid selected from the group consisting of fumaric,
maleic, citraconic and itaconic acids.”

Could anything be plainer ? It must have been a relative of
his who translated ““ Twinkle, twinkle, little star*’ into—
Scintillate, scintillate, globule vivific,
How can I fathom your nature’s specific ?
Loftily poised in the ether capacious,
Strongly resembling a gem carbonaceous.
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Opbp !
Oddly enough, red liquor is still the best cure for the blues.

Furr Useg MapE Or SrorTS (GROUND.

Our wonderful Sports Ground is truly fulfilling its purpose— .
providing healthy recreation to many, and sections of the Services
are allowed the use of it. The season has not been by any means
all that could have been desired and the cricket pitches, after the
heavy rains, showed unmistakable signs of hard wear. But the
ground has received very skilled care and despite the hard wear
the “ square ” is still in first-class condition—a treat to bat or bowl
on. With such an unseasonable season it is indeed creditable to
have kept the ground in such an excellent condition. This has
meant a great amount of very hard work, and all praise to those
who have performed it.

Tue TeEnNis COURTS.

As to the grass tennis courts, they are some of the best it has
ever been my pleasure to play on, and they have been the subject
of much favourable comment from many quarters. We had a
delightful time there one afternoon and evening this month. We
had the honour of the presence of two Wimbledon players—one
lady and one gentleman. The tennis was fast and furious, but
we showed them the stuff that Simonds’ is made of and at the end
of many fiercely fought games honours were even and those two
Wimbledon representatives not only congratulated us on our courts,
which they said would be a credit to any club, but congratulated
us on our play.

AL Fresco Tea!

And T must tell you about our tea on this occasion. We
came with the necessary provisions, but no proper crockery was
available out of which to drink the tea. Utensils of various shapes
and sizes were found and there was I drinking tea out of a pint
glass, another was drinking from a paste pot, another from a
condensed milk tin, another from a jam jar, and yet another from
a cardboard vessel. If only the cameraman had been present to
photograph us as we sat on that seat drinking to our hearts’ content
out of these unusual tea containers! But it all added to the fun
of the fair and after some very hard games it did not matter much
where the drink came from so long as it was there. “ Have another,
Charlie ? " kindly asked one of the company. ‘° What, another
pint | No, thanks, I don’t drink much—tea. In fact, I am almost
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a featotaller.”” They all laughed and one wag added, ““ I'm glad
you spelt it correctly ! Well, after this delightful interval, we
continued the game with renewed vigour and did not cease firing
until the shades of night were falling.

GooD ORGANIZATION.

And to run a Sports Club, particularly in these days, requires
a lot of careful organization. This leaves nothing to be desired.
Mr. W. Bradford may be seen frequently on the ground attending
to things in general in his well-known competent way. The cricket
section could not have an abler Secretary than Mr. Jelley, while
Mr. Huddy, in a similar capacity, runs the tennis to the great
satisfaction of all. Nor must I forget the ladies who so kindly
assist with the teas. These are indeed wonderful, considering the
war-time rations, and more than ever welcome and refreshing
after a strenuous time on the cricket field or tennis courts. We,
who play, owe these ladies a great debt of gratitude for giving up
so much of their spare time to cater for our enjoyment.

Tuat LittLE BrowN BiIrD !

Partridge shooting commenced on September 1st and that
little brown bird with the chocolate-coloured horseshoe on his grey
breast doubtless tested the skill of many a sportsman. What
happy memories partridge shooting recalls. The long walks
through acres of roots in the September sun with a fresh westerly
breeze blowing—how invigorating! Or perhaps the day is rainy
and the roots are waterlogged ; the walks through them are a joy
all the same, though of a different character, for no rain damps
the spirit of the true sportsman. I well remember, not long ago,
a covey coming over a cottage high and very fast. Bang! Bang!
and a fine shot brought down two birds with a right and left.
The spot was not far removed from Audleys Wood and the gun
concerned was the Chairman and Managing Director of a great
Brewery. It was indeed good shooting !

SLouGH's FIrsT HONORARY FREEMAN,

Another piece of municipal history was made in Slough on
Monday, August 18th, when at a large assembly of the leading
citizens in the Town Hall, the first name was inscribed upon
Slough’s roll of Honorary Freemen of the Borough. Once again
the central figure of the ceremony was Alderman Edward Thomas
Bowyer, J.P. (eldest brother of our Home Trade Manager), whose
personage, for future generations, will always be inseparably
linked with the memorable years when Slough first became a
borough and took its place in the ranks of the municipalities of
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England. He was Charter Mayor of Slough, receiving the Charter
of Incorporation for his native town, granted by the King, at the
hands of the Lord Lieutenant of the County. Already possessing
the remarkable record of having been Chairman of the Council
on each occasion during the past thirty years when an enlargement
of the town’s boundaries took place, he likewise was first Mayor
of Slough, holding that office for the first two years of Slough’s life
as a borough. The Mayor said : “I am sure, in making this
presentation to Alderman Bowyer, it is only a small thing that
Slough can do to give him in the future years some repayment for
the time that he has given to Slough.”

A REMARKABLE RECORD.

Alderman Bowyer was no less than six times Chairman of the
Slough U.D.C. and for 19 years a County Councillor. He has been
a trustee of the Slough Odd Fellows’ Society for 37 years. He is
Governor of the Slough Grammar School, President of the Thomas
Gray Parents’ Association, Chairman of the Ragstone Road School
Managers. Then his work is well known in Slough on behalf of the
Hospital. He was Chairman of the Slough Hospital Committee
for 22 years, and he is now a member of the Board of Management
of King Edward VII Hospital, Vice-President of the Slough
Maternity Home, and President of the St. John Ambulance. He
rendered great service to the Slough British Legion. But for the
kindness of Alderman Bowyer in his gift of land, it is doubtful if
they would have had the Lady Haig Club. He presented the
playing fields and made other gifts of land for widening Stoke
Road and Wexham Road. Alderman Bowyer is Chairman of
many important Committees. This by no means includes all of
Alderman Bowyer’s activities in order to further the best interests
of his fellow men. Never was such an honour, and it is indeed
a great one, more richly deserved.

Well done, good and faithful servant !

FREEMAN'S PRIVILEGES.

Some strange guesses have been hazarded as to the privileges
which can be claimed by a man on whom the Freedom of a Borough
has been conferred, as the Windsor, Slough and Eton Express
points out. In actual fact, there are no special privileges attaching
to the honour, but it is a direct link with ancient usage, as the Mayor
of Slough made clear in a brief summary which he gave at the
ceremony. Before 1835, when Municipal Corporations were
reformed, Freemen were a constituent part of the Corporations and
did have special rights and privileges, such as, in some cases,
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exemption from tolls and dues ; and before 1832 it was often only
the Freemen who had the right to vote. Their right to be Freemen
depended on the Charter and customs of a Borough, and might be
claimed by birth, apprenticeship to another Freeman, purchase,
gift, or marriage. It was, in fact, a relic of the old mediaeval
Guilds. In older boroughs there is still a roll of Freemen on which
certain persons may claim to have their names inscribed, but newer
boroughs may create only Honorary Freemen, under an Act of
1885 incorporated in the Local Government Act of 1933. This
indicates that a Council may admit to be Honorary Freemen
persons of distinction and any persons who have rendered eminent
service to the borough. Thus an Honorary Freeman’s title is
newer and harder earned than that of a Freeman, the only similarity
being that neither can claim exemption from rates or indeed any
other privilege.

Gas Mask aNnDp Box or FisHing Frigs.

An enthusiastic fisherman on returning from Devonshire in
the early days of the war thought that the little bag in which he
carried his box of artificial flies, etc., would be just the thing for
his gas mask. He took out his box of flies and replaced it by the
gas mask. It was a perfect fit. But he had another day’s fly-
fishing, so he put the gas mask away carefully and again placed
the box of flies in the bag. He caught some nice trout, but on his
return home he forgot to again exchange his flies for the gas mask,
and for months he was carrying about the box of fishing lures
thinking it was his gas mask.

What a good thing he did not have occasion to use his mask
during those months !

Tuat BirDLESS GROVE !

I don’t know whether you have heard this amusing little story
connected with the glorious Goodwood Races? Some years ago
a fellow joined a party going to Goodwood. He was a bit of a
naturalist and arriving at the course, some time before the racing
began, thought he would like to visit the Birdless Grove. He did
so and found so much to interest him that he stayed there longer
than he intended. Eventually he thought it time to return to his
friends. One of them was a well-known detective and he went
up to him and said : * Have you got anything good for the next
race? ” “ Next race, be demmed,” he replied, ‘‘ the last race
finished half-an-hour ago!” And so, during his first visit to
Goodwood, this bird-lover did not see a race, not even a horse or
a jockey !
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A MATTER OF TASTE.

Owing to the lack of sun these September days, and during
August, the tomatoes took much longer than usual to ripen. I like
a little sugar with my tomatoes, raw or fried. I was also very
partial to a little sugar on my Spanish onion when I went a-fishing
on cold, wintry days. But Spanish onions are, of course, now hard
to obtain. With regard to strawberries—they have indeed been
few and far between this summer—a friend told me there was
nothing like a little pepper to bring out the flavour. By the way,
one of my favourite sandwiches is a thick wad of young nasturtium
leaves in between the bread and butter. Try them, with plenty of
pepper and salt.

SWEET VIOLETS !

Quite a lot of these favourite flowers has been found in gardens
and on the banks of the countryside this month. We are living
in strange times and even the seasons seem out of joint. August
certainly lacked its usual glory and was characterised by particularly
dull days.

e

WELL “ BowLED,” MR. WADHAMS !

I noticed that one of the finalists in the Berkshire Bowls
County Championship this year was Mr. J. H. Wadhams, the
Assistant Secretary of the Company. He and his partner, Mr. H. L.
Talbot, played in the pairs final and were defeated by a narrow
margin. [t is only a few years ago that Mr. Wadhams was playing
cricket for the *“ Hop Leaf "’ XI, and some of us can well remember
his all-round ability at the game. He was a very hard hitter and
scored many sixes, while as keeper behind the * sticks ” he was
particularly smart and woe betide the batsman who stepped out
beyond the crease and missed the ball—the wicket-keeper had the
bails off before he could return. Mr. Wadhams also skippered the
side with conspicuous success. Mr. Talbot has always been
associated with sport in Reading, and will also be remembered in
Brewery circles as the one-time licensee of the Jack of Both Sides.
These two gentlemen are members of the Reading Bowling Club
(old friends of ours), and it is interesting to record that this Club
figured in three out of the five County Championships this year
and won two of them.

Well done, Reading !
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WORDS OF WISDOM.

Be not alarmed as to the future of a great truth. It may be
obscured for a time by the darkness of error, but always to rise
again in greater glory, like the morning sun.

We are as much inclined to under-rate our possibilities as to
over-rate our achievements,

A THOUGHT.
Cultivate calm, peace, repose.

Let us not, therefore judge one another any more. But judge
this, rather, that you put not a stumbling block or a scandal in
vour brother’s way.

Never fall out with your bread and butter.

Do good if you expect to receive any.

A good beginning sets the standard for a good day.

Nature has two great revelations—use and beauty.

I AM THE POOR BOX!

I am the poor box. I stand alone in the back of your church
ready to greet you when you coldly pass me by. You look upon
me as just a wooden box but I have a heart : it is the heart of
throbbing humanity. I am the sentinel standing guard until the
end of time. I am hungry, always, forever hungry, while man
treads the earth.

You do not know, will never know, what I accomplish for *“ one
of these.”” 1 cover theft. I am the antidote for pride. 1 am
humble and teach my followers all is vanity * but to serve God and
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Him alone.” I am greater than faith or hope. The boaster’s
tongue is mute in my presence ; the braggart’s lips are dumb.

I am the most powerful and the easiest prayer in the world :
“ Amen I say to you, as long as you did it to one of these My least
brethren, you did it to Me.” 1 reach out into eternity to plead
your cause in life and death. I keep men from despair. I bring
a smile to the worried face; joy to the sad heart. Greed and
avarice, graft and jealousy cannot exist where I am. Without you
I am helpless.

BUCKLEBURY.

Had I the joy to own a caravan,

I know the very spot where I would stay :
—Equipped with simple needs (to smallest pan)
I'd make my home out Bucklebury way.

I'd have a little chair wherein to doze.

— A shelf for favoured authors—Kipling—Keats
—A peg whereon to hang my change of clothes
—A tiny larder for my drinks and meats.

I'd draw my van beneath an aged oak

(For shelter, ‘case it wasn't water-proof)
And on the wooden steps I'd sit and smoke,
Whilst acorns rattled down across the roof.

But soon I'd get a fit of wanderlust

—Perhaps I'd rest, for sixty minutes still,
Then start (my pockets bulging buttered crust)
For Stanford Dingley, Frilsham, Beenham Hill.

And if my friends came out to visit me

I'd take them to a clump of firs I know
Where, in the autumn sunlight, they should see
Cold Ash ahead, and Thatcham down below.

Then back we'd turn—for one more pipe of peace
—For waving hands, and swift departing cars,
Till I (as up the road the hoots should cease)
Was left alone beneath the shining stars.
S. E. COLLINS.
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NATURE NOTE.

(BY CH.P.).

COARSE FISHING IS A FINE ART.
MOTHER RAT’S SOLICITUDE FOR HER YOUNG.

The coarse fishing season is now in full swing and I have spent
some very happy hours on the banks of the Rivers Kennet and
Thames, with varying success. I caught three pope or ruffes in
the Thames, and these members of the finny tribe continued to
nibble at my bait in annoying fashion, thus interfering with my
chance of landing larger fish. The pope is an obscure little fish
resembling the gudgeon in hue and, in general form, it is much
like the perch, with its long hog back and spinous dorsal fin. But,
unlike the perch, it is unwarlike and mild-mannered. As to its
worth on the table, no less an authority than Izaak Walton says
of this little fish, wearing its coat of light olive, mottled with a
darker tint, *“ no fish that swims is of a pleasanter taste.”” More's
the pity then that the body of the pope is so diminutive in size.
The pope generally measures only 3 or 4 inches. To catch one
6 inches in length would be very unusual. I have had some fun
with the pike, but they were mostly small and I only brought
away a brace, each of them under 4 lbs. On one occasion I had
run out of baits and just when I particularly wanted one could not
catch him for love or money. I therefore threw out a dead gudgeon
which had been the means of luring one of the pike to its doom.
A dead fish is a good bait for an eel, and I had hoped to land one
of these for which there is so great a demand among my friends.
Suddenly the top joint of my rod showed considerable agitation.
I had placed it in “ rests "’ some yards from where 1 was roaching.
I strolled towards it and before I had reached the rod there were
two mighty tugs, the winch gave out “ music " and about thirty
yvards of line. But when I drew the line in gently I was ever so
disappointed to find there was no fish on the end. He had got
away with a fine fat gudgeon, but had missed the hook. Good
luck to him! By the strength of those tugs at the line he was a
fine fish, and I doubt not he will be mine before the season closes.
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A FINE ART.

Of course, ““ bottom " fishing for roach, perch, jack, bream,
barbel, etc., is not the same as fishing for trout with gossamer
line and tiny fly. The art of casting a fly deftly can only be gained
by many years of experience. But I think the word * coarse
as applied to this other kind of angling is a greatly misplaced
description.  Roach fishing, etc., is indeed a fine art and the very
antithesis of * coarseness.” Watch an adept at it and you will
come away convinced that he is far from a * coarse ™ fisherman
and much more an M.A.: indeed, a Master of Arts. And you
might add B.Sc., for the scientific manner in which he prepares
and presents his bait fully entitles him to the designation Bachelor
of Science. He will catch fish under almost all or any conditions,

while the inexperienced angler will go empty away. I, at any rate,
raise my hat to my M.A. and B.Sc. angling friends, and they are very
many—and none better !

A FISHING MATCH.

I suppose a fishing match evokes as much leg-pulling, if not
more, than any other form of sport. Quite recently I was one of
a jolly party participating in such a competition. One of the
anglers fell into the river and he was promptly reminded that that
was fishing water—not a bathing pool. Poor fellow! And he
had to be motored home to don a dry suit of clothes.

Luckily the weather was warm.

THE MORE SERIOUS SIDE.

But there is a very serious side to these tests of skill. The
keen angler will note the slightest * touch” and respond like
lightning, but ever so gently, in driving the hook home at the first
sign of a bite. He will dish out his carefully prepared ground bait,
little and often, throwing it where it will have the greatest effect.
If the water is fast he will place it well above where he is fishing
so that by the time the food reaches the bottom of the river it will
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be just where he is fishing, not too far up and not too far down
stream.

No, “ coarse "’ fishing is indeed a fine art as all who understand
it will readily agree.

MOTHER RAT'S CARE FOR YOUNG.

On one of these great days, owing to the torrential rain that
had recently fallen, the Kennet was running swift and strong—
too swift for really good fishing and *‘ bags ”’ were not big. But
what matters! There are other things in and by the waterside
in addition to fish. There are brilliantly-coloured butterflies, and
equally gay-coloured kingfishers. There are the swallows and
martins, chiff-chaffs and willow warblers, and quite a number of
other migrants still with us. I noticed, however, that the swifts
took their departure at the end of last month.

In one part of the river the current was particularly strong.
A young water-rat, about the size of a mouse, essayed to cross the
current but was rapidly carried down stream and in imminent
peril. But mother rat saw its little one’s danger, swam out to it,
seized the body in its mouth and promptly carried it to safer
quarters. Mother-love is a wondrous thing. This old rat had
four more children on the other side of the stream where the current
was so strong. She evidently thought that they, too, would
attempt to cross and run the risk of drowning, expert little swimmers
though they were. So she was leaving nothing to chance. Having
rescued one of her children and taken it where the water was less
turbulent and into a thick bed of rushes, she went and fetched
another in her mouth, then another and another until she had
taken all her five children to a place of safety. It was a charming
little bit of rescue work and typical of the great love displayed
by God’s creatures of the countryside towards their children.
The parents often risk their own lives, and not infrequently lose
them, in their solicitude for their bairns.

1

““ Greater love than this . . .
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WHATEVER IS IT?

I was seated on my camp stool, amid the rushes, in a par-
ticularly quiet spot watching my float—and also an old bull busy
feeding with the cows in the same meadow. I am familiar with
most of the little creatures of the countryside, but there came
gaily swimming down stream something that I thought I had never
seen before. I sat as still as a mouse and on came the little
amphibian towards me. Its body was small, but it appeared, in
the distance, that this strange-looking thing had an enormous,
light-coloured head. Well, I remained quite quiet and the creature
passed right by me. The mystery was solved ! And what do you
think it was? A rat carrying a large apple in its mouth !

WON BY KINDNESS.

The other day a kind-hearted little girl found a young bird
in distress. She thought it had been injured and, tenderly nursing
it, took it to a gentleman who is an authority on natural history
and asked him all about it. She wished to know the name of the
bird which had a speckled breast and asked what was the matter
with it. Well, the bird was a robin : all young robins have such
breasts. It had probably been stung and very soon responded to
a little kindly care. When it had recovered, the gentleman
concerned took it to a little woodland a few hundred yards from his
home and there left it to its own resources. Judge of his surprise
when, as'he was digging in his garden the next morning, that
self-same robin perched on his fork and spent an hour in his company
showing not the slightest fear. Undoubtedly it was the same bird,
for the gentleman had previously noted it had a few peculiarly-
coloured feathers on its head. The robin had probably come to
return thanks for kindness shown.

GREY SQUIRREL COMES TO TOWN.

The grey squirrel is a very handsome creature with his fine
grey coat and nine-inch tail. Tt is a thousand pities that he is such



436 Tae Hop LEAF GAZETTE.

a destructive animal, and it is a pity also that he was ever intro-
duced to us as he was from North America during the last century.
I found one at a nightingale’s nest where he had done to death
the mother bird and her five young. If I had had a gun I would
have shot him dead. Few animals are more destructive. They
devour buds, young shoots, bulbs, nuts, and fruit of all description.
Birds’ eggs and young birds are also much to their liking. Just
recently a grey squirrel was seen sitting on the top-+of a telephone
pole in Lorne Street, Reading, where he spent several hours in the

SI.

PARACHUTISTS LAND IN READING.

Parachutists by the thousand are landing every day now in
Reading and district, and in numerous places elsewhere. But
don't be alarmed : I am only referring to the thistle seeds which
are equipped with parachutes, and thistle-down is so proverbially
light that, with a favourable wind, the seeds may be carried many
miles. And surely there was never so much thistle-down in
evidence. You seem to come across it everywhere in town and
country, and I am afraid that farmers will have a bounteous and
unwelcome crop next year.

THE WONDERS YET UNDREAMT OF.

No matter what the season of the year, God’s creatures, great
and small, are a never-failing source of interest. The more you
learn about them the less you seem to know, for the higher you
climb up the great tree of knowledge the further you can see around,
and I often think of the wonders there must be as yet undreamt of.
It seems probable, indeed, that amid the vast universe which the
astronomer labours to comprehend, there must be created beings,
to whom our span of life of three score years and ten seems as
brief as that of the ephemeron does to us, when we behold its passage
from the cradle to the grave between the rising and the setting of the
sun.

Tue Hop LeEAF GAZETTE. 437

WEEDS AND WILD FLOWERS.

How delightful, amid such reflections, is the conviction which
all nature forces on us, that the Supreme Governor of the universe
is a being of infinite love, on whose care and goodness all may -
repose without a sense of apprehension or fear, and who has created
even the weeds and wild flowers to minister to the wants of countless
millions of living creatures, while they serve also to gratify our
senses and instruct our minds.

LIGHTER SIDE.

I warned poor Mary of her fate

But she would wed the plumber’s mate ;
For hours the choir was forced to sing,
While he went back to fetch the ring !

* * # *
“ Do you think vou could learn to love me? ”’

"“ Possibly ; but, if I were a man I'd hate to think I was an
acquired taste.”

1

TEACHER : “ Now if the earth travels round the sun—what
travels round the earth.”’

BiLry : “ Please miss, tramps.”
* * * *
Son: “Pa, what does it mean here by ‘ Diplomatic

e

Phraseology.

Dap : ““ My son, if you tell a girl that time stands still while
you gaze into her eyes, that’s diplomacy. But, if you tell her that
her face would stop a clock, you're in for it.”






