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fromn end to end of train in Indian
file, %vithout Indian modesty, and
who indulged occasionally iu an
Indian war-whoop indicative of
their elevated ideas of the surround-
ings. 1 havti grown se accustomed
te the sight, that 1 have almost
forgotten the existence of the news-
bot, whomn I don't care to see
boring ancient mariners, old maids,
and verdant voutbs with off ers of

antiuate cadies, bog-oak jewel-

erye inefficient shawl-straps, vener-
able literature, maugy satehel-tabs,
California everything in the shape
of fruit, and similar indigestible, un-
attractive and out-of-date products.
I don't like the haif-drunken foot
who stumpbles into the car, staggers
into the scat nearest the door, and
risks bis neok and limbs, every five
minutes or so. in a vain endeavor
te go and get another drink. I
dou't like the elown wvho brings his
glowiug pipe or half-smoked cigar
into the car, and surreptitiously
smokes it, and when checked for
his want of better manners. pre-
tends that l'he thought this was a
smoking car." 1 don't like the
newly-married bridegroom, even if
he is amising and inturesting. to
two-thirds of his fellow passengers
myseif inclnded, who -gives hirn-
self awvay," by perpettually lulling
upon the shoulders of his young
wife, and nearly strangles her by
gradually encircling ber neck with
hiq arm. 1 don't like the bev'y of
girls wvho exchange confidences in
loud toues, laugh sbrilly, flirt openly.
aud do their innocent utmost to
couvert a railway carniage into a
seeming casino. I don't like that
other bevy of men who put their
foreheads together. teil doubt.fal
stories, stealing guilty glances at
their fellow passengers. menwhile,
burst into a coarse and toud guffaw,
wheu the "point" is reached, and
se inform their wives and daugh-
ters arouud themn that tbey have

been tetling in their presence, even
if they have not permitted them to

Ihear, what they dare not repent to,
their wives and daughters ini their
own homes. 1 don't like the fellow
who-impudently attempts to stare
every wvoman out of countenance,
and whose leer tells of his satyrlike

ip ropensities. 1 don't like the man
or womnan who. bidding adieu to
fniends, remnains in a car lintil it is
sufficiently in motion to render
successfut landing on the platform
an uncertainty, and who sets every-

tbodyýs nerves on edge bv such a
ifoolish and needless risk of life aud
linib. 1 don't like the man who,
when alt other sittings are filled,
crowds evercoat or satchel upen
thatotherwise empty at bis side,
and %-vho with affected interest, looks
out of the window. or to his front

iwith stony, icy stare, and permits a
*seeker of a seat te panss by uupre-
1videdi. I don't like the dogmatic
disputant who sets a whole car
abitize %vit h his strongly held relig-
ious or potitical opinionUs. and wvbose
voice, deliberate or strident, pene-
trates everywhere. and overcomes
the rattie of the very wvheeIs aud
brakes and hiss of steamn. There
are others I don't like, bult tbey are
not numnerous. for nf ter ail. a rail-
wvay car in its varietv is a littie

*world. and we must ail admit that
in the larger wvorld the good far

*outnumber the bad. that the cranks
are the exception to the rute. and
that -the average man or woman
possesses redeeming features cou-
cealicg original depravity. There
are, fortunately, on every train,
runny miore whom we like than %ie
dislike, and after all, the disagree-
able exceptions to the generat aver-
age are just sufflcieutly numerous
and marked te imaprint their exis-
tence upon our mnernory. Amongst
those wve ail specially like are those
rationat fotks who remember that
a raîlway corupany coutracLs to give


