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would have been very sliarp; for our last glimpse of

the young Bostoniau was of her sitting on a large

Saratoga trunk, with two more looming in the distance,
while she whispered to me triumphantly, that she had

already passed two dozen pairs of new kid gloves.

Goiug out of Canada to the States a year later,, my

experience was much more searching and severe.

Fortunâtely by that time there could be no possible

question as to the antiquity of my very last pair of Idd

gloves.
Every one bas raved about- the situation and au-

tiquity of Quebee. There eau be no doubt as to the

beauties of the former. *Nothing 8f aU induce me to

describe my sensations on first viewpg itý. from Dufferin

Terrace, but I am bound in hon' to say that tb

only rival* views in my experien'f and remembrance,
axe the one over the ý!oldeU Hoîýi at Constantinople,

and that from the Presidio at San Francisco.

Antiquity is of course a question of degree. I

remember with what feelings of awe the great a;ge

of the'Roman antiquities'l*mpressed my girlhood.

Later ihese seemed to dwindle into monâments of

yesterda.y, compared -with the thousands of years th.at

one haniled so' cheerfally and thoughtlessly in

Egypt A mere c,.'àntury more or less beca-e a sort of
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