
TO TIIK KIOADKR.

Worthy and Dkau Rkadkk! — Ilust thou ever been wny-

laid in tliu iiiidHl of n plcnsniit tour liy hoiik; trt':teli*T<)iiH

mjihuly: Miy liecls tripped up, iind tliou left to eouiit the

tcdioiia uuuiiteH uh they p:i8sed, in the Holituih! of nil inn

chiiinlicr ? If tiioii hiibt. llioii wilt be able to pity me. He-

hold nie, interrupted in the courwo of luy journeying uj) the

fair biinks of the Kliine, :uid laid up by indisposition in titi.s

old frontier town of Mentz. I havt; worn out every soince of

ainusenicnt. I know the sound of every eloek that striki'H,

and bi'll that ringtj, in the placi*. I know to a second when to

listtMi for the Orst tnp of the Prussian drum, as it summons
the jiarrisoii to paracle, or at what liour to expei't tlic distant

sound of the Austrian military band. All these have u;n)wn

wearisome to me ; and even tlie well-known step of my doe-

tor, as he slowly paces the corridor, with healin<^ in tlic creak

of his shoes, no lon^'er utTords an agreeable interruption to

the monotony of my apartment.

For a time I attempted to be<Tiule the weary hours, by
studying (^icrman under the tuition of mine host's pretty little

daughter, Katrine; l>ut I soon found even (Icnnan hail not

power to cliarm a languid ear, and that the conjugating of

icli licba might be powerless, however rosy the lips which
uttered it.

I ti it'll to read, but my mind would not fix itself. I turned
over volume after volume, but threw them by with distaste ;

*' Well, then," H;ud I at length, in ilespair, *' if I cannot read

a book, I will write one." Never was there a more lucky

idea; it at once gave me occupation and amusement. The
writing of a book was considered in old times as an enterprise

of toil and dilileulty, insonmch that the most trilling lucubra-

tion was denominated a " work " and tiie world talked with

awe and reveri'n(!e of " the labors of the learned." These
matters are better understood now-a-days.


