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Tlius sancr the yo-ung poet. But before morn-
ing had dawn6d upon the billows of the ocean

all the poetic fancy that was flickering in his
half-phrenzied brain was driven out by a serious

attac- of sea-sickness. His emanati'ons were
tlien of a much grosser sort of material than the
etherial- essence of poetic sentiment During

tliree lô'ncr and wearied nighis he continue& in
a most pitiable condition; -his thoughts bewilder-
ed and fluctuating; at times, half regretting the
course he had -taken. The weather was tem-
pestuous durincr the voyage; but, at length, in
the afternoon of the twelfth day the vessel- and all
the passencrers 'were. safely landed at Portland.
Tliat eveninçr Fred went on board the traiii for
Montreal, but did not reach his-destination until

late in the afiernoon of the'second day, the journey
having heen prolonçred. by a severe snow storm.
The cold was very intense. It was- then that
the words of -Charles Holstrom, occurred, tô Iiis
mind about the Canadiau mou-ntains of sno-w and

theï cold at 150 decrrees of temperature below
zero. He, however, arrived safély at* iontreal,
yet, cold, huncrry and exhausted, and imme-

diately encarred. lodcr* the St. James' Hotel
wliere after a warm and hearty meal he soon
experienced a more comfortable state of féelincrs.

Ni,çPhVjs sha'dows. liad settled down over the fair
city. The great'béll-of -the cathedral of Notre

Dame was scattering its-solemn tones Over the


