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tific in ber talk, but she ivas rather proud of
the vagues nerve. Indeed, we began to
have a great affection for that useful monitor
within, of whose existence we had not heard
before; and many a time afterward, when
our desire for dinner ivas becom'ing peremp-
tory, we only recognized the friendly offices
of this hitherto unknown belirnan, wvho, was
doubtless, in bis owvn quiet way, sounding
the tocsin of the soul.

In fact, these trivial-minded people would
have nothing to do with a serjous study of
the Canadian character. They said that
they approveçi of the political institutions
of this country because they got Frenchi
bread at dinner. They were quite sure that
the Canadians were most loyal subjects of
the Cro,%vn, and that every thing %vas for the
best, sirnply because some very kind friends
called on thern with a couple of carniages,
and wvhirled them. away up to the summit of
the Mount Royal Paik, and showed them,
the great plain beneath, and the city,
and the broad river. They went
mad about that river. You wvould have
fancied that Bell lxad been born a barge-
~vornan, and had spent ber life in shooting
rapids. We knew that the old-fashioned
song of our youth kept continually coming
back to lier idie fancy, for we heard faint
snatches of it hummned fromn time to, time
ivhlen the rest of us were engaged in talk.

'Why should we yet our sail unruri?
There is not a breath the blue wave to curi;
But %Ylhen the wind blowvs off the shore.
Oh, swveetly we'11 rest our weary oar!

'Uta%% As tl(le ! this trernibling moon
Shail see us float over thy surges soon.
Saint of this green isie, hear our prayers-
Oh, grant us cool heavens and favouring airs!
Blow, b eez. s, 1 low ! the sîrani rans fast,
The ra. icls aie nt ar, and the dayi ight's 1 ast!

And the dayligbt was indeed past when we
left Montreal; for these unconscionable
tourists insisted on starting at the unholy
hour of ten at nigbt, so that they should ac-
coniplish some foolish plan or other. It
ivas an atrocious piece of cruelty. We got
into a sleeping-car, and found the brightest
and cleanest of bunks awvaitino,'us. We
wvere pretty tired, too, witb rushing up and
down belfry stairs and what not. 'ilt
-was no wvonder, therefore, that ive speedily
forgot ail about our having to get up in the
middle of the night at somne wretched place
called Prescott.

We wcre summoned back fromn the calmn
oif dreamland by a hideous noise. We
staggered out of the carniage, and found
ourselves in a small empty railway station
at two in the morning. But the more we~
rubbed our eyes, the more ive were be-
wildered. Everything wvas wrapped in a
cold tliick fog, so that the train ivas but the
phantom, of a train, and we seemed to each
other as ghosts. The only liglit %vas from, a
solitary lamp that sent its dazzling glare
into the fog, and seemned to gather about it
a golden smoke. Then these fierce cries
in the distance :

' Dan'ls ? Who's for Dan'ls? Ail aboard
for DanTl'

The poor shivering wretches stared help-
lessly at each other, like ghosts waiting for
Charon to take them, somewhither.

«'Dan'l's?' again resounded that un-
earthly cry, which had a peculiar rising in-
flection on the second syllable. ' Who's
for Dan'l's ? Ail ab 'pard for Danls ? '

Then it crossed the mind of the bewildered
travellers that perhaps this DanTls ivas
some hostelry in the neighbourhood-sorfle
haven of refuge from this sea of fog-and
s0 they stumbled along until they made out
the glare of another larnp, and here wvas an
omnibus with its door flung wide open.

«Dan'ls?' sung out the plaintive voice
again. ' Who's for Dan'Is Hotel? AU
aboard for Dan'ls ?'

We clambered into the small vehicle and
sat down, bound for the unknown. Then
the voice outside grew sharp. ' ALL
ABOARD P> it cried. The door was banged
to, and away we went through the fog,
plunging and reeling, as if we were climbing
the bed of a stream.

Then we got into the hostelry, and there
ivas an air of drowsiness about it that wvas
ominous. The lights were low. There
was no coffee-roorn open.

'1 think,' said the lieutenant, rubbing bis
hands cheerfully-' I think we could flot do
better than have some brandy or whiskey
and bot water befdre going to bed.'

The clerk, who had just handed him bis
key, politely intimated thi-t he could have
nothing of that sort-noth*ng of.any sort,
in fact. The lieutenant turned on him.

' Do you mean to, tell me that this is a
temperance bouse ?' he said, with a stare.

' No, it ain't' said the clerk. ' Not gen-
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