
green leather book she always carnies (even t
service) is about, and which, is the boy that go
the college yell, and why that inan and woman art
always wala<ang and neyer getting anywhere. îo
aaaake up your mind site was lus stenographer beforn
tlaey deciueci to go to Eýurope on a honeymoon; thc
'*boy,' wataa whicki site aclaresses hum, rusties witi
newness-unu tlattery; lie must be fifty i Then th(
cap.aan coitaes by ana soîmeone asks kaam when thaaa
log wiii iiiL anai wnac the oeuce we're scoppang ion
anu wnen wiia we ge. to Lonclon.

N.o, Lnere isn't nuucnl accave amusement on tht
sýcai,.er uniess one is veey young and enjoys ttlw
caten o1 breatu anu rte spray in lier face at tita
bow, or as ànýeres4ea in porpoises, or in being a
Viogenes anu searciang tor someone wflo xnowa
wny uie waLer as paospý,orescem:. When you slial
up ana aown an your Den.n like a piston rod, and
tiie wâLer coimes tîarougnt youn port at deck-swabbîng
unile ana aeiuges iàe coucnt and its contents ci
bookts ;%nti clo,.aîes, 4nu you ring and ring and no
one comes, and you cianab down staggeringly and
scep on' an orange chat bas been playang hade-and-
seelc watfl a plate, anti sit clown sudclenly on the
swinmang coucit anai ge£ up only to be thrown
againsr tne lowen bercn, and sLep into the butter
tnat accoauapanied your naght luncb-when these
lattle things take place,.and the fruit doesn't las.
until the voyage is over, one samply must be very
philosophical or hie wîll say things.

gHE men tell each otlier pet stories in the smoking
A oom, and play cards and bet on how many

knots the boat will mnake, until they get tined of
each octier and then they look Up the girls and take
tlaem for walks round rte deck. In te course -ot
these walks one learns that the taîl Englishman bias
been in Canada tbnee years and knows ail about
sanatarlumis, and one gels acquainted with the thack
book, which is a journal by snap-shot and vastly
amusmng. One finds in thîs passenger, with the
cielagiat of an old prospector, a deignitul apprecia-
tion oi thte "Alice" books and -1'ecer l'an," and,
side by sie with it, a knowiedge and love of Omar
Khayyam's Rubaiyat. lie caraes a copy in lias
pocket and it as unclerscored i several places as
nen Copy as. Une reads aloua soane of me quatrains
skie loves best. 'lite younig aman wnlo as a preachen
and smiokes cornes along just as skie reads that one
beganning, "Ali, Love, could ana i 1with 1i-tam con-
spire," and as.ks abrupily if site believes and mueans
tnat. Andi, althoug l i sn t marne for serions coan-
versation, she says yes. Thke young man who as a
preacher says the quatrains iiale hinl angry be-
cause they aren'm truc. And the taîl .Engiasrnman
replaes rather inanely that -there's *that' about 1k!',

i,ater on, the young man wito is a preachen and
the girl are f ound in a sbeltened spot on decit
wîth a New Tlestamnent and a miuch hined c0py of
the Rubaiyat. Among other things site finds. out
wby lie siokes.

'.'hough the conversation begins bravely enougb
with books and the weather and the wisdom of not
looking at the water when one is on a steamer, they
neyer end there! N\o, indeed, men usually above
flirtations on landl find themiselves sayîng pretty
thanga to andafferently pretty girls before the voyage
is oven. l'le young mnan wno is a preacher tells
one soulfully itow lie bas neyer f ound anyone
before wito understands hit as sie dues, andi thte-
nian wbo as interested in first impressions unhurdens
bis heart iinpartîally about Englisit politics and
suffragettes, and is ideal womian (who one cornes
peralously niear being).

A ratlier emibanrassing penson, tbis last, to en-
counter upon a first essay into the joy-land of travel.
fie follows one about wben anythang unusual, like
a steamer passing or a glinipse of mec Scilly isies
takes place, and remiinds one awfully of tbe White
King who was always making memiorandums of
things. -I must anake a note of that," lie says, evi-
dently ckaarmed with somne silly remark, and is
quite beside biieîf wlien, in response to bis be-
wailing bis antiquity over against one's young
activity, she says that he is well preserved.

There are always little titrilîs of interest in the
progress of other flirtations besides one's own. To
this day, I haven't gotten over wonderinLy about

CANADIAN COURIER.

There is a great deal of singing and playing and
impromptu eloquence by a lot of people who have
been falsely suggesting to themselves ail their lives
that they are gifted in these lines. It is one of

"Protesting almost pasaionately that 1 would flot
.fall in love wîth a 'beastly Englishman."'o

those tinies when looking the gift-borse in the
mouth is permissible.

It's great fun stopping at some port en route, as
we dad at Havre. Tbe men produ 'ce Derbys fromn
corne sacred place and get their. hands into gloves
and look so thonoughly respectable that one
wonders. "Oh, it's you 1" said the taîl Englishman,
looking under my bat. "I was regarding tbe size
of the bat witit amazement and wondening 1"

THEP£ neyer was a more beautiful sight tbanT Hiavnè, seen f romt the higbest point where
the signal stations are, !' ing in tbe mystic purple
haze ot that Oçtober afternioon. My beart was funll
of poems as we leaned on the bluff watcbing silently
the sunt sinking into the purplinig sea, until the nîce
Englich boy clared mie to race to the bottom, and
reca.iled mie toearth and tbe startling fact tbat tbe
tali Englishman was holding my hand to keep me
f rom geitang dizzy and fallang over.

We rushed bacit to dock wîth tbe blood-curdling
toot ol tite motor bornis, witit wbicb aIl tbe trams
are supplied, taking ail tie poetry f rom ou r souls,
and discovened the migbty steamer in witich we
had put our trust lying off f rom thte wharf, and thte
'tanner-bell goiaig miadly on deck. The siip's
cioctor doubled np his frets and said tbings. A
youn, -ian rcrambled daringly tinongit the nearesr
pot-iole-with ample assistance fromt tbe rear.
iBut lie neyer smiled again-in those clotbes i The
tali Englishman paced up and down at my side in
the uncomfortable darkness and asked if I didn't
tbink that oaaly women who bad been disappointed
in love wene capable of being suffragettes. I said
yes, tbat i was always dasappointed in it mycelf.
.But I felt that .1 bad not lived titat day vainly
because the Wbite King, in the interests of first
impressions, had given us tea ont on the street and
had allowed mec the joy of choosirag the delîcions
little cakes in the windows.

Oht, the last day on board 1 Everyone is con-
fused and burried. Everyone braces him-self and
begins packing-and tipping. The stewards have
evadently conceived a deep aind slavisit regard for
the passengers. They bunger for service. Every-
one agrees that it lias been a deligbtful voyage-
even- thte woman in the green tea gown who stopped
mie on decir every day to deplore weakly "the im-
possible conditions" and "the impossible people" and

rottenly fond of you, you know. Can you-P"
"All children are," I return softly. The young mnan
who as a preacher promises to reniember me in âis
prayers-he means at, too, i think-for the moment.

When we ran up on deck the next morning at
Southampton, there was a strange sensation in my
throat. The White King's hat was off. A heavy
,mist lay over the land, ail kinds of vessels tossed
at anchor in the harbour. England was an indis-
tinct blur. A boat of some sort was sinking, bow
first, into the murky water. "Is that part of the
Invincible Arm-ada ?" I queried-because this im-
pression was unicomfortably lîke sadness.

M/ EN began running about throwing trunks down
Shard everywhere. But we were through the

customs house at last. A siily littie engine puffed
importantiy into the station with a shrïll, hair-rais-
îng shriek. "Where's the boy ?" I inquired of the
White King. "The Boy ?" "Yes; who drags the
train. Do they allow us to sit on top, and don't
one's feet drag a little ?" I continued, Iooking sug-
gestively at the tall Englishman.

"Well ?" queried the W. K., "your voice isn't
tiny enough." I said, "not tiny- 1" in amazement.
"Oh, 'A lice'!1" the taîl Englishman laughed apprecia-
tively. "It's exactly like the coach Alice rides in,
in my book," I said. I bravely swallowed the
ginger aie-or whatever it was-that the nice boy
had provided, and munched biscuits and looked at
the scenery. When the porter locked the compart-
ment, I was ready for anytbing. "Where are they
aill?" I demanded. "AilI?" fromt the W. K. "Why,
yes, ail the people who inhabit these little islands.
I expected to find them standing shoulder to
shoulder! And wiII the engineer bie able 'to stop
before we run off the edge, if we go so ?" At
special request the lice boy ceased to be interesting
so that I could look at the scenery. The hedges
were too irregular for a chess-board. From a hint
the W. K. dropped, 1 knew I was expected to be
greatly impressed with Waterloo Station, and I
kept gettîng more and more nervous as we sped
past the green little fields and the criss-crossing
hedge-rows. When we stopped at last the station
reminded me, I don't know why, of my grand-
father's barn, and I coFuidn't get over the disap-
pointment of not seeing swallows swinging through
its rafters and hay bunches filled with chattering
sparrows! Which I confided meekly to the W. K.

But this was dingy, smoky, wonderful old Lon-
don!1 The streets roared and the cahbies talked in
a lariguage we couldn't understand, and the porters
banged trunks everywbere. People rushed in every
direction and because of the numnerous frock-coats
and top-bats I thought haif of the inhabitants of
London town were on their way to a wedding.

Life iooked very interesting-this was a new
land-mine yet not mine. I wondered if my mother
would be kind to me, this tiny, dear old mnother-land!

'MILLIONS OR-MORALS?

il,


