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sand-bank caught our keel just as we turned broadside

to the current, and the water, rushing against the boat

with the force of a mill-race, turned it up on one side,

till it stood quivering, as if undecided whether or not

to roll over on top of us. A simultaneous rush of the

men to the elevated side decided the question, and

caused it to fall squash down on its keel again, where it

lay for the next four or five hours, being left quite dry

by the tide. As this happened within a few miles of

our journey's end, I left the men to take care of the

boat, and walked along the beach to Tadousac.

Here I remained some time, and then travelled

through the beautiful lakes of Canada and the United

States to New York. But hero I must pause. As I

said before, I write not of civilized but of savage life

;

and having now o'ershot the boundary, it is time to close.

On the 25th of May 1847 I bade adieu to the Western

hemisphere, and sailed for England in the good ship Nnv
Yorh. The air was light and warm, and the sun un-

clouded, as we floated slowly out to sea, and ere long the

vessel bathed her swellino; bows in the broad Atlantic.

Gradually, as if loath to part, the wood-clad shores of

America grew faint and dim ; I turned my eyes, for the

last time, upon the distant shore : the blue hills quivered

for a moment on the horizon, as if to bid us all a long fare-

well, and then sank into the liquid bosom of the ocean.


