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36S HOCHELAGA.

written when a shadow was upon me, in a lonely
room, thousands-of miles away. ln brighter times,
to come, they may be a source'of pleasure to me, if
1 find that you were not wearied-wit'-%' my by-gone
tales of Hochelaga, _or imperfect sketch of England
in the, New World.

THE END.
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