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*Then 1 suppose vou'll be for joining the stars and stripes,” said
the young man.

“ Never!” exclaimed the settler. “Never, while there’s a rag
of the union jack to run up. But it’s getting late;;” and as he
rose to his feet with a tremendous yawn, Robert perceived his
great length, hitherto concealed by the table on which he leaned.
This life would kill me in six months. In my own place, I'm
about the farm at sunrise in summer. Never knew what it was
to be sick. young man.” And so the party separated; Robert
admiring the stalwart muscular frame of the Canadian as he strode
before him up the stairs towards their sleeping rooms. As he
passed Mr. Holt’s door, he caught a glimpse of bare floor, whence
all the carpets had been rolled off into a coruer, every vestige of
curtain tucked away, and the window sashes open to their widest.
Subsequently he learned that to such domestic softnesses as car-
pets and curtains the sturdy settler had invincible objections,
regarding them as symptoms of effeminacy not suitable to his cha-
racter, though admitting that for women they were well enough.

Robert was all night felling pines, building log-huts, and wander-
ing amid interminable forests; and when his shaving water and
boots awoke him at eight, he was a little surprised to find himself
a denizen of a London hotel. Mr. Holt had gone out hours before.
After a hasty breakfast Mr. Wynn ordered a cab, and proceeded
to the residence of the hon. member for C—— county. '

It was a mansion hired for the season in one of the fashionable
squares ; for so had the hon. member’s domestic board of control,
his lady-wife and daughters, willed. Of course, Robert was im-
mnensely too early; he dismissed the cab, and wandered about the
neighbourhood, followed by suspicious glances from one or two
policemen, until, after calling at the house twice, he was admitted
to a library beset with tall dark bookcases. Here sat the M.P,
enjoying the otium cum dignitate, in a handsome morning gown,
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