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ously back to the Green Isle to spend small fortunes;

with Russians returning to Russia because their

time was up and they were due to serve in the

army ; with British rolling-stones, grumbling at all

countries ; with people going home because they

were ill ; with men and women returning to see

aged fathers or mothers; with a whole American

family going from Bute, Montana, to settle in New-

castle, England.

It was a placid six-day voyage; six days of

merriment, relaxation, and happinesr,. The atmo-

sphere was entirely a holiday one—not one of hope

and anxiety and faith, as that of going out had been.

Every one had money, almost every one was a

person who had succeeded, who had tall tales to tell

when he got home to his native village in his native

hollow.

Thousands of opinions were expressed about

America. I heard few of disillusion. Most people

who go to America are disillusioned sooner or

later, but they re-catch their dreams and illusions,

and gild their memories when they set sail upon

the Atlantic once more. They have become

Americans, and have a stake in America, and are

ready to back the New World against anything in

the Old.

" Do you like the Yankees ?
"

"They're all right—on the level," answers an

Irish boy.

" Do you like America ? Would you like to
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