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Our Confidential Vacation Guide 
 
Any steady reader of obituaries is familiar with the phrase “He had not taken a vacation 

in twenty years.” 
Of course there is no ironbound rule about the period. It may be that the dead man had 

not taken a vacation in ten years, in thirty years, during all the time he was mayor, or during his 
entire lifetime. It all points toward the same false moral. It seems obvious that if the poor chap 
had only accepted the vacation his employers kept forcing on him, he might be alive today. 

This is very wrong. The trouble is that newspapers do not make a practice of printing as a 
cause of death this statement: “He spent every summer at Lake Milkitossup,” or, “The deceased 
was in the habit of spending the month of August at Lake Wah Wah.” 

A few statements like these would clear up matters. Newspaper readers would then 
realize that the reason the first man lived twenty years was because he had carefully preserved 
his health through abstaining from vacations. The reason that the other splendid fellows had 
dropped like ripened grapefruit at the end of their thirty years, mayoralty terms or lifetimes was 
the fact that they had never visited such places as Lake Screaming Water or picturesque Bum 
View. Just a few seasons at Giggling Perch Inn or the New Nokomis, American plan, would 
have cut them off like flies in the pride of their young manhood. 

If you must take a vacation, read this confidential guide on places to avoid. It has been 
compiled at great labor and is available here for the first time. It means a longer life and happier 
to stay away from the following: 

 
POACHDALE INN, ONTARIO 
 
How to reach Poachdale Inn—this is not important. 
How to get away from Poachdale Inn—Bounce in a hurdling Ford through five miles of 

mud. Wait at the railway until the train comes. There is no train on Sunday. Try not to be 
hysterical when the train comes in sight.  

 
BEAUTIFUL LAKE FLYBLOW 
 
Beautiful Lake Flyblow nestles like a plague spot in the heart of the great north woods. 

All around it rise the majestic hills. Above it towers the majestic sky. On every side of it is the 
majestic shore. The shore is lined with majestic dead fish—dead of loneliness. 

 
SMILING LAKE WAH WAH 
 



Smiling Lake Wah Wah is always smiling. It is smiling at the people who stalk along its 
shores, grim and unsmiling. Smiling Wah Wah knows that the people are from Giggling Perch 
Inn. Wah Wah sees that the people are undernourished. She sees their gaunt faces and the 
feverish eager light in their eyes as they wave off the clouds of mosquitoes. Smiling Wah Wah 
knows what is in their minds as they walk along her shores. They are waiting for the two weeks 
to end. 

 
BEAUTIFUL BOZO BEACH 
 
Beautiful Bozo Beach nestles next to the largest inland body of fresh water on the 

American continent. Arm yourself with a boat hook and Bozo Beach is an ideal place for the 
little ones. They can play in the sands of Beautiful Bozo Beach to their little hearts’ content. 
After their little hearts are contented they will rub the sand in their eyes and chase one another 
screaming into the largest inland body of fresh water on the American continent. You can usually 
bring the little ones back from the largest inland body of fresh water with the boat hooks. 

 
PICTURESQUE BUM VIEW 
 
Bum View is one of the quieter resorts in the states on Lake Erie, where you go for a 

good solid rest. That’s the big thing about Bum View, the solid comfort and the quiet. It is run by 
S. A. Jarvis. 

Every morning at 3 a.m. the Jarvis’s rooster announces that it will soon be daylight. All 
the other roosters give him their endorsement. Then the Jarvis’s rooster announces that it is 
daylight. Thousands of other roosters bear him out. There is a great clattering in the kitchen as 
the hired help start the day. The pump squeaks as Jim, the hired man, pumps the water. The 
Putnam twins are up early and their childish voices rise above the sound of the phonograph they 
start playing. 

By this time the sun is shining so hotly on the wall of your room that it is becoming as 
hot as a bake oven. The rosin begins to melt in the knots in the hemlock boarding of the room 
walls. You had no sleep the first part of the night—mosquitoes. Your head begins to ache with 
the heat. You dress and come downstairs to breakfast. There is a pale green hard slice of melon 
on the plate. The eggs are brought in, fried to a cold rubbery consistency. There are white spots 
in the bacon. The toast is cold and rancid. The beautiful day is before you. 

It is too hot at Bum View to do anything except read. The heat beats down and forces 
every one into the shade of the porch. That is all the shade there is. Facilities have been provided 
for reading. There are: a hammock—a large weak hammock which someone is occupying—and 
several uncomfortable chairs. A library of books including Hall Caine and Marie Corelli, an 
illustrated history of the Japanese-Russian War, the Canadian Almanac for 1919, a small red set 
of volumes of the world’s best short stories arranged according to nationality and an illustrated 
book on the wild flowers of Palestine. 

It is too hot in the house. It is too hot anywhere but on the porch. In the afternoon it is too 
hot on the porch. When it is too hot on the porch the guest goes to the back of the house where a 
shadow is beginning to start and lies down on the grass. In a short time he is asleep. Thousands 
of weird-shaped insects climb carefully down from the grass stems and up on the sleeper. He 
sleeps on. More insects abandon the grass stems to come and climb on him. He still sleeps. He 



will sleep all afternoon—then he will lie awake all night. Then the Jarvis’s rooster will crow 
again and it will be another day. He has thirteen more to go till he gets back to his office. 

Will he last it? Or will the vacation kill him? 


