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eraîlly. But-it is on Sunda>'; and this is
Sunday.'

It certain>' was three o'clock on Sunday
rnorning.

' Gracious heavens, man!l' exclaimned the
lieutenant, 1 is this a civilized country ?
Don't you knowv that you will play' the very
rnischief with our vagus nerves?'

The clerk dlear>' thought he had nothing
to do with our vagus nerves, for he simply
turned and lowered another lamp. So the
lieutenant lit bis candie and departed, mut-
tering to himself.
. 1DanTls ?' we heard him growl, as he

went up the wooden staîr. 'Ail aboard
for Dan'ls? Confound me if I ever corne
within a dozen mailes of DanT1s again!

CHAPTER XXXV.

A THOUSAND ISLANDS.

T HiE next day ivas Sunda>', still, calm,
and blue; and we sat or patient>'

walked along the wooden pier, waiting for
the steamer that was Lo corne up the broad
waters of the St. Lawvrence. The river la>'
before us like a lake. The sun wvas warm
on the long planks. There was flot a flake
of cloud in the sky.

Hour after hour passed, and the steamer,
that had been detained in the fog of the pre-
ceding night, did flot appear. We got into
a drowsy and drearny state. We watched
the people corne and go by the other boats,
without interest or curiosit>'. Who were
these, for example, this motle>' group of lu-
dians, with their pale olive complexion, and
their oval eyes like the eyes of the Chinese ?
The>' spoke a guttural French, and they
were clad in rags and tatters of ail colours.
Hop-pickers? The squalid descendants of
the old Iroquois ? And when these had
gone, the only man who did rernain %vas a
big sailor-looking person, who walked up
and dowvn, and eagenly whittled a bit of
of wood. Hlm we did regard with some
languid interest; for hitherto we had flot
seen an>' one engaged in this occupation,
and we wished to knowv the object of iL.
Surely this was no idle amusement, this
fierce and energetic cutting down of the
stick ? Was he flot bent on making a peg ?
Or in sharpening his knife ? Suddenly he

threw the bit of wood into the river, and
shut up his knife with an lair of much satis
faction: the mystery rerpains a mystery
until this day.

Perhaps it is to beguile the tedium of
waiting-and be it remembered that the
Lakeof the Thousand Islh,,ndslay riglitahead
of us, and Niagara too; wvhile at Niagara
ive expected to get letcers from England-
that one of us begins to tell a story. It is
a pathetic story. It is ail about a bank
clerk who lived a long Lime ago in
Camden-town, and ivho used, to walk in
every day to the City. One day, as hie %vas
passing a small shop, lie saw in a corner of
the window about haif a dozen wvater-color
drawings in a somewhat dirty and dilapi-
dated state - and it occurred to him that, if
he could get these cheap, he might have
themr fresh-mounted and framed, and then
they would help to decorate a certain tiny
house he had bis eye on for a particular
reason. Rie bought the pictures for a few
shillings, and hie ver>' proudly carried them
forthwith to a carver and gilder whose shop
lay in lus line of route to, the City'. He was
to call for themn on the followving Monday.
Hie called in at the appointed time, and the
carver and gilder seemed suddenly to recol-
leet that hie had forgotten the draNvings;
they wvould be ready on the next Monday.
The bank clerk was in no great hurry-for
the fact is, he and bis sweetheart had quar-
relled-and he somewvhat listlessly called

ion the next Monda>'. The drawvings,
however, were flot ready. And 50 it carne
to pass t hat every Monda>' eveni1ig as he
veent home to his lodgings, the bank clerk-
with a sad indifférence groiving more and
m )re apparent in his face-called in f.)r the
water-colours, and found that they were flot
in the frames yet, and promised, without
any anger in bis voice, to eall again. Years
passed, and quite mechanical>', un each
Monda>' evening, the bank clerk called in
for bis pictures, and just as mechanically be
walked home without them to, his lodgings;
But these years had been dealing hard>'
with the bank clerk. His sweetheart had
proved faithless, and he no longer cared for
anytbing that happened to him. Hie grew
negligent about his dress ; he became pre-
maturel>' gray ; he could flot trust his meru-
or>' to the fulfilment of bis duties. And so
in Lime the>' had to ask him to resign bis
situation in' the bank; and hie becamne a
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