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the unreality of the whole thing; but yet we

humbly knew that we had no right to be otherwise

than awed by the extraordinary intercolonial rail-

way enterprise and by the new life which it is in-

fusing into the Provinces. We are free to say,

however, that nothing can be less interesting than

the line of this road until it strikes the Kennebeck-

asis River, when the traveller will be called upon

to admire the Sussex Valley and a very fair farm-

ing region, which he would like to praise if it

were not for exciting the jealousy of the " Garden

of Nova Scotia." The whole land is in fact a

garden, but differing somewhat from the Isle of

Wight. - :-'•-- .'
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In all travel, however, people are more inter-^st-

ing than land, and so it was at this time. As

twilight shut down upon the valley of the Kenne-

beckasis, we heard the strident voice of pa going

on with the Grecian catechism. Pa was unmoved

by the beauties of Sussex pr by the colors of the

sunset, which for the moment made picturesque

the scraggy evergreens oi^ the horizon. Hia eyes

were with his heart, and that was in Sparta.


