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Mr. T. P. Cooke: a red flannel shirt, trousers
and jacket of blue pilot cloth, an oilskin hat,
with a clay pipe stuck in the band; nor was a

wits clasp knife tied round his waist with a lanyard,
F:;O(; forgotten, to complete his costume. Some of the
90 M others played at shuffleboard, fenced, wrestled,

B or exercised themselves laboriously on gymnastic
| poles.

It is soon time for tea, the widow doing the
honours ; after that, the hot water and lemons, with
little bright glass bottles, and a snappish argument
3 between the Irish attorney and the Montreal Jew ; a
3 quiet talk with the clergyman and the captain, a
rubber of whist, a chess-board, and words of cour-
tesy and kindness to the widow.

Sometimes, when the evening was very fine, we
went on deck, and listened to wonderful narratives
of the soldiers and sailors, and quaint ditties with
overgrown choruses. One of the topmen had a
splendid voice ; he was the beau ideal of an Eng-
lish seaman, active, good-tempered, handsome, and
full of fiin :—a favourite with all.

There was among the passengers a family of
hree brothers and a sister, from the north of Ire-
and, about to settle in Canada; they were hardy,
erious, respectable people, having some little capi-
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