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A JOURNEY.
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:E;Stlu Pf‘@tty place, the capital of Vefrmont, plea-
e‘.edybﬁftuated a:lnong the mf)untams, and wa-
the ¥ the Onion river, which passes through
o "R What o name for one of the most
! caPl'icious, beautiful streams in the world!
en:]od" s‘"lfe one, vested with autho}'ity, call up
e Indian name, and re-baptize it. But f?r
B“Stonuc,:(y accl(!ent, we should have been in
€ ne that evening—and here we must stay all
Xt day, for it was Sunday, and there was

Qo
Stage to take us on.

]OWiuiit Was so calm and beautiful, on the fol-
S Morning; the prospect around, of moun-
e’c:“ ley and river, so rich and variegated, that
whig uld hardly repine at being left in a place
y"ung :V.ore such a Sabbath-day serenity. A
to riend, travelling to the north, also chanced
rm“n Waiting there that day, and happening

o
3tely to meet him, the time passed away

Pleasantly indeed.

Pareeg Seven o‘c.lock on Monday morning, we
"°“lhe,~1n our different ways., F—-— took the
ity Stage, and we stood with our trunks,
‘hrmsgt“t the depot. There are so many false
tion, .- O the uninitiated, at these rail-road sta-
logy, ’otu 3t one is furced to keep constantly on the
LS r:‘ The cars began to move on, before
b, aware, and seemed going away without
LTS i Some trepidation, I asked a person near
Argign C CArs were really gone. *“Don’t be
a, a, Said g young man, elaborately dressed,
“Ty.7 P8 his hand familiarly on my shoulder.

o't ¢ without me, that’s certain.”
€an thig very important personage be?—
- I afterwards found he was the con-
h »th; ¢ €re could not be amore charming coun-
LI 8 through which wet ravelled this day,
the fo of Passing over mountains, as we did on
"illeys “r day, the road ran through the broad
them i o t_e mountain streams, often crossing
Viey, €I playful windings, and giving to
tha ¢ ¢ most lovely glimpses of Alpine scenery
, an, d‘:e“ be imagined. Richly cultivated
"laled wighm°01h meadow lands, were finely con-
.3 Tugged mountain heights, and tan-
il?:hill s *%; and peeping out from many a slop-
» Was seen the farmer’s homely dwel=

'ed by rural comforts, and a nursery
llldustry.
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%y, fr:; :i" to take a good survey of the coun-
%(\f inmn:i"esfﬂal point of view; for, in this
e e V¢ improvements, who knows but
Yriag

% "lachit:p may be made in one of those
O ajp, ang fes, Which are intended to navigate
iy be Fom which this mundane landscape
Mina very different light. Or one
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may be propelled by electro-magnetism, at such
a rate that objects cannot be seen at all.

When we entered New Hampshire the coun-
try seemed at once bald and uninteresting; and
we greatly missed the ever varying landscapes
of the most romantic of the New England States.
Still there is beauty always on a summer’s day,
wherever there are waving trees, and flowing
streams; and the rail-road carried us past many
of these, and also some of those pretty lakes, for
which the Granite State is fomed. We passed
by some flourishing manufacturing towns, grown
into importance with wonderful celerity, and our
passengers began to multiply greatly. At the
grand terminus, where the different branches
meet, another car was attached; and it was won-
derful to see so many trains going on their diffe-
rent ways, all impelled by such astonishing power,

¢ yet guided with such perfect ease. To ome tra-

velling from a country where such great enter-
prises are yet unattempted, and progress is little
appreciated, the scene seemed like the exaggera-
tions of a dream, rather than the certainty of
sober reality.

At Concord we parted from an agreeable party
we had met with at Montpelier, and to whom
we felt much indebted for the social pleasure of
the day’s journey; and thus, as we said at the
beginning, life is like a journey, and mistakes,
often rectified too late, and partings, which al-
ways leave a pang, follow us from the commence-
ment to the close. Our road to Lowell was along
the beautiful banks of the Merrimac, we stopped
at that far-famed town; only long enongh to take
another car, the express train, which conveyed
us in forty minutes to Boston, the beautiful capi-
tal of the old Bay state,

SONG FOR SUMMER.

Come, come, the ruddy rose
Is blushing on the tree;
And lily buds unclose
Their bosoms to the bee.
The gleesome world is young
In Summer’s laughing beam,
And sweet the silver tongue
Of ev'ry running stream.

Ah, come—ere Winter blows
‘With desolating breath
Q'er lily and the rose,
And streams are dumb as death.
Yet then, e'en then, my sweet—
Ah, come,—for still in thee
Do roses, lilies meet,
And life-long melody.
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