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the burden of well-checked luggage. It

is astonishing to behoiu '-ow big a trunk
a mere boy may claim tor his very own

;

but it must be remembered that ^our
schoolboy lives for /i veral yenrs within
the brass-bound confines )f a Saratoga.
It is his bureau, his wardrobe, his private

library, his museum and toy shop, the
receptacle of all that is neav and dear to

him ; it is, in brief, his sanctum sanctorum^
the one inviolate spot in his whole scho-
lastic career of which he, and he alone,

holds the key.

We came down with the tide in the rear

of the trunk freshet. Theway being more
or less clear, navigation was declared
open. The next moment saw a proces-

sion of chariots, semi-circus wagons and
barouches filled with homeward-bound
schoolboys and their escorts, dashing at

a brisk trot toward the railroad station.

Banners were fiying, shouts rent the air
j

familiar forms in cassock and biretta

waved benedictions from all points of
the compass ; while the gladness and the
sadness of the hour were perpetuated by
the aid of instantaneous photography.
The enterprising kodaker caught us on
the fly, just as the special train was leav-

ing South Bend for Chicago ; a train that


