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tud bullyincr ruffian-naine Mioui you more th3m féel in;.

clined to souadly kick at pirting.:ire there to, mar and J
intrude on the Placid rnerriment of the hour.-And ye

who do look bacl-z'o,.,casio;ially on the 1 Ni,rkts' of your

past lives-say wlicther moments1j1je t1lesahave not bcen
as white spots in the moiir&.onotis gloom of existence!
And nour on quittincy the romanceful truths or reality rer
the realities of romance, TVe will sinli the, authoritative
plural, sportively assu med ivithaut design in fact or cir

cumstance, in humble imitai ion of those mirflity poten.
tates amonc- men and over the march of Crowned

beads and Newspziper' E ditors and s-eak to the- point in
our- own proper -person.

From early bôvbood ti p to thie present liour-partly
from necessity, but more from choice-I have been an in.

-vetérate night-ivanderer. Nirrlit to nie has ever brought
-- tllkkt Pbrtion of existerice I have moý-.t deeply appreciated,

and to whieli 1 never cease to look back but ivith
a strange and peculiar satisfaction. Solitude and indepen.
dence of action I have ever courted and toiled for; and

they have been mine, but rarely till the noisy tumult of
day, and its thousand and fettering obligations hâve fa-

ded with the setting sun. And in tlie night when

animal creation seeni ed to have vani.%Iied from t'ne earths

and all has been &zilent around--l have indeed feltas though

the lovely world in which I breathed was all mine own. *Liernember well, while yet a boy, hoiv 1 havesolitarily

paddled,-,teanoeawho!eniorlittocretl,er %vithoutanydefi-

nite purpose beyond the mere propensity, over and around

a small lake in tbe vieinity of my childhood's horne;-antl

how many delighful-to me-moon.litfrosty winter's rjights

I have rapturousllqr skated for hours and till morninrr


