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In another lull of the car-wheels we find that

pa has skipped over to Marathon ; and this time

it is the daughter who is asking a question. ^ .

" Pa, what w a phalanx r*

" Well, a phalanx— it 's a— it *s difl&cult to de-

fine a phalanx. It *a a stretch of men in one line,—
a stretch of anything in a line. When did Alex-

ander flourish 1

"

l^his domestic tyrant had this in common with

the rest of us, that he was much better at asking

questions than at aneworiug them. It certainly

was not our fault tb%t we were listeners to his

instructive struggles with ancient history, nor

that we heard his petulant complaining to his

cowed family, whom ho accused of dragging him

away on this summer trip. We are only grateful

to him, for a more entertaining person the travel-

ler does not often see. It was with regret that

we lost sight of him at St. John.

Night has settled upon New Brunswick and

upon ancient Greece before we reach the Kenne-

beckasis Bay, and we only see from the car win-

dows dimly a pleasant and fertile country, and the


