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THE JUNIOR PICKWICKIANS;

AND THEIR MEMORAItLE TRIP TO NORTH AMERIcA.

CHAPVeiR XXXIV.

rHrRlr could be but littie doubt that Bramley a
slowly but certain>' succumbing to the charms of Miss
D)ouglas;. wben flot engaged in wbat appeared to be
most confidential conversation with that young lady, he
would sit and Raze into her face in a nianner so totally
unlike bimself that Yubbits whispered to Coddleby, I
hope Bramley is flot one of those fellows who go crâz>'
and suicidaI wben they gct spoon>'. Just look at him;
there is a wild look in bis eye that I don't like."

"lThat's nothing, Yubbits; if you could have seen
yourself when you werc talking to Miss Fannie D)awson,
in Ottawa, you wouldn't wonder ait Branmle>'," replied
Coddleby.

IlBy ged ! old fellow," Yubbits retorted, Iland if ever
I saw such a complete picture of an imbecile lovesick
swain as you when piling on the agon>' witb Fanny's
sîster, l'Il be jiggered."

The sound of Mr. Douglas' violin ceasing at this
moment, the Ilcbaffing " conversation was dropped, and
Toronto being now fuilly in view on their leebow, that
gentlemnan caused Mr. Bramtley to, start and color sud-
denly by addressing himi soniewbat abruptly at tbe nio-
ment when be was uttering some beautiful sentiment in
a low and impressive voice to the fairy under the spell of
whose power lie was rapidly becoming helpless.

IlBramle>', my dear felloiv," said Mr. Douglas, Ilnow
you have an excellent view of Toronto. There it lies,
sir, spread out before us like a map). I should like to
hear your opinion of the city, and what you think of ber
chances of future greatness and prosperit>'."

IlWell, Mr. Douglas," replied Braie>, respectfully,
for be already began to sec in bis bost a possible future
relative, IlI amn fairly charmed with your city, and I
must sa>' that Toronto is, in my opinion, tuie cit>', as far
as I can judge, of the Dominion, though, of course, I
bave onl>' seen Montreal and Ottawva as yet, of the latter
I need say littie, but Montreal reposing in ber stately
grandeur on the batiks of the magni-ficent St. Lawrence,
witb ber mountain back ground and hier historical asso-
ciations, as it were, a double page of the bistor>' of the two
greatest nations, stands unsurpassed, formodernizedantiqu-
ity bas its cbarms. But Toronto, witb ber youthful energy,
makes herself feit to the borders of Canada. 1-1er band
is everywbere seen in art, literature, politics, commerce,
tbought. Rer press is metropolitan, ber sentiment is
national, ber spirit ambitious and progressive, so far as
these things may be in a nation but yet haîf unborn.
She is, and is destined to be, the brain and beart of
Canada; so far as I have yet observed, and judging
frorn wbat I read about lier, and frorn a merel>' material
point of view ber sovereignty over the lakes is unques-
tionably assured.

IlVery finel>' expressed, indeed," said Mr. Douglas, as
Bramie>' ceased speaking, and bis daughter glanced ad-
miringl>' towards bim, Iland I agree with you in elrery
respect. I hope, gentlemen," hie continued turning to
Coddleby and V.uibbits, Ilthat you are as favorably im-
pressed with our cit>' as your friend."

IlI think it's a very jolly place and that there are some
very jolI>' people in it," replied Yubbits, enthusiasticall,
"lIf tbey're ail like you, Mr. Douglas, they're-they're-
regular bricks "ý-"Ha ! ha !". laugbed the bost, "lan
honest -compliment, ir<deed, eh, Elsie ? No nonsense

about that speech. Thanks, Mr. Yubbits ; I'm glad ycut
appreciate those jolly people-but 1 fancy your clotht s
are dry, and unless you care to be driven up to your
hotel in those you have on, you had perhaps better gt
into thiem."

IlHappy thought," exclaimed XTubbits, IlI biad quite
forgotten I hadn't my own toggery on-and so I fancy
has Bramley, eh, old fellow-you seemn ratber oblivious
to ordinary matters this afternoon. What's the matter? "

IBe quiet, Yubbits," ir.terposed Coddleby, "If Brarn-
ley chooees to busy his mind with things which you
cannot understand, you needn't interrupt bis meditations
with your commion-place chiatter."

IlThanks, old chip," responded Yubbits, gaily,-" But
I'm going down to change. Corne on liramley, you lcok
like a retired professional cricketer or a miller out of
work in those flannc-Is," u.nd, laughing, hie disappeared
down the comipanion stairs, followed by the more sedate
Bramley.

Iloy! ahoy 1 ahoy ! Tirnbs 1" lustily sbouted Mr.
Douglas as the yacht, under reduced canvas, neared the
boat bouse, and came within hailing distance. "Tinibs,
Jsay, Tîrmbs."

IlAye, aye, sir," came the shrill pipe of the redoubtable
Timbs, as the boat shot out from behind the bouse and
was propelled by hirn witb an oar dexterously worked, by
a process callcd in sea phrase Ilsculling," at the stern.

«-Let go the anchor," cried Chambers, and in a trice
the Elsie lay once more at rest and at home.

IlNow Elsie, now gentlemen," said Mr. Douglas, as
Yubbits and Bramley reappeared on deck, Il into the boat
you go; hold hier in close, Timbs ; there, tbat's right,"
and he stepped in, handing bis daugbter after hini and
followed by the rest of the partv, and bidding Chambers
and the crewv Ilgood evening."

IHave the hamper sent up in the nmorning, Chambers,
and do what you please with wbat is in it-that is with
the edibles and drinkables I mean ! "

IlTbanks, sir, we'Il ind some use to put thern to," re-
plied the master. Good evening, sir, good evening, Miss
Douglas," and he took off bis bat and bowed with great
gallantry.

"lNow, Timhs, get us ashore," cried Mr. Douglas;
"bere, give me an oar," and in a f ew moments the entire

party were being driven rapidly towards the Rossin House
in Mr. Douglas' carniage, ivhich was waiting at the boat
bouse for their return.

-9Now, gentlemen, 1 nmust insist on no evening cos-
tume," said Mr. Douglas, as tbey neared the hotel ;
<' corne just as you are; tbere'll be no one to dinner to-
night but Mr. Burgoodie, an old politician ; we'll caîl at
the Rossin and pick up your poetical friend and tbcn
proceed straigbt home."

IlJust as you say, sir," returned Bra mley "but bere
we are at the hotel ; Yubbits, kindly jump out and tell
Crinkie we are waiting."

Yubbits accordingly aligbted and entered the hotel,
whence lie presently emerged with the tidings that Crinkie
bad flot returned sinre hie set out in the morning.

" Dear me; I hope nothing bas happened to bim,"
exclaimed l3ramley.

"Oh ! I've no doubt be's so wrapt up in bis composi-
tion that he takes no beed of the fligbt of time," suggested
Coddleby.»

. lYou have a telephone at your bouse, Mr. Douglas,"
said Coddleby, "lhave you not ?" We will send word
down bere when we get to your place, and if he bas re-
turned b>' that time, why we can-"


