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us like a bootjack. The atmosphere grew
smoky ; forest fires painted the sky with
burnt umber, and through this veil the
sun shone like a copper shield. Then a
gorgeous moonlight followed. There was
blood upon that moon, and all the shores

were like veins in moss-agate and the sea

like oil. We wound in and out, in and
out, among dreamy islands ; touched for a
little while at Nanaimo, where we should
have taken in a cargo of coal for Portland,
whither the Ancon was bound; but Cap-
tain Carroll kindly put us all ashore first

and then returned for his freight.

We hated to sleep that night, and did

not sleep very much. But when we
awakened it was uncommonly quiet ; and
upon going on deck—lo ! we were at Vic-
toria. What a quiet, pretty spot! What
a restful and temperate climate ! What
jutting shores, soft hills, fine drives, old-

countrified houses and porters' lodges

and cottages, with homely flowers in the
door-yards and homely people in the

doors !—homely I mean in the handsomest
sense, for I can not imagine the artificial

long survives in that community.
How dear to us seemed civilization

after our wanderings in the wilderness

!

We bought newspapers and devoured


