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CHAPTER III.

“ WHAT’S all this tackle ?” asked the burly
and somewhat red- faced customs officer at Fort
Erie. -

“ This,” said Yates, “is a tent, with the poles
and pegs appertaining thereto. These are a
number of packages of tobacco, on which I
shall doubtless have to pay something into the
exchequer of her Majesty. This.is a jug used
for the holding-of liquids. I beg to call your

attention to the fact that it is at present empty, -

which unfortunately prevents me making a liba-
tion to the rites of good-fellowship. What my
friend has in that valise I don’t know, but [
suspect a gambling outfit, and would advise you
to search him.”

“ My valise contains books principally, with
some articles of wearing apparel,” said the pro-
fessor, opening his grip.

The customs officer looked with suspicion on
the whole outfit, and evidently did not like the
tone of the American. He seemed to be treat-
ing the customs department in a light and airy
manner, and the officer was too much impressed
by the dignity of his position not to resent flip-
pancy. Besides, there were rumors of Fenian
invasion in the air, and the officer/resolved that
‘no Fenian should get into the country without
paying duty.

“ Where are you going with this tent?”

“I'm sure I don’t know. Perhap$ you can
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tell us. Idon’t know the country about here. .
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