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%X}lat a world of in.convenience one brings upon
ingte (Sielf. by not looking after one’s own concerns,
ton i: O.f trusting to other people! a useful les-
. '“ might prove, but like all the lessons of ex-
Tlence, learned a little too late. Our friends
nm: “ American” were in all the charming
of packing; passages were engaged in the

to leave at one o’clock. What could be
i It would never do to trust to the uncer-
_nehaﬂce of having the trunk sent safely after

' %0 the party was obliged to go without me.
%u';;edwil.s ample room, and every comfort one
fog: Sire at the American, but there is such a
fr "% of loneliness when one has just parted
Agrecable friends, even if the parting is to
"ief, and the apartinents seemn so desolate,
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'-!’le lost bagrage—the uncertainty of reco-
&1, could not be cast from the thoughts,
_l"el‘s parcels, entrusted by friends, to my
Wy €are, rose up, like the ghosts of Banquo’s
olo &d scemed mournfully to reproach my
the nssﬂess. Morning came at last--the nor-
in, Yo 98t mae its appearance, gracefully sweep-
by u0d the wharf; presently passengers and
di’%tl € carts came driving up to the hotel, and
wg, 3 & Waiter tapped at my door, with the
hag "¢ tidings that my trunk and carpet bag
tioy, ely arrived—thanks to the polite atten-
lop,. Bentleman, a stranger too, who chanced
h”d] T of the mishap, and going to St. John’s,
di"“ecytmok the trouble to inquire about it, and
Ay tem to be sent on, without delay.
Yagq e €y were well fastened on behind the
of g Bul%hhno mistake again--and in the heat
Ay "y day, the dust flying like the sands of
» al the Journey was recommenced. There
Yeey, '8ht load, gnd six good strong horses; the
m&je“;fl om drives out with more, though her
N 'hors m_“y be of a more aristocratic breed,
ellgy, © Tichly caparisoned We had but one
Iﬁu}.m 5“ SSenger in the coach, a stupid looking
‘Wentmn’ who might have been of any age, from
'?h".e Y€ £0 fifty, for his hard features seemed
l'ng at hi:? born ?h:l. He was probably travel-
in se, to join the laborers of some rail-
'@.ern 2 g translated to a land of equality, and
:f"le bef;:er to have been within a wheeled ve-
.“L R by, g"" 3t every rough step, and steep
Ueh a “df’ hirself up, and his face assumed
'_"’%ioh it 1Crous expression of fear—the only
b ang y
oy

. t )
“hig we ler in any clime, than that through
e lwelvl;&ssed' One who can recall its appear.
ey { or fifteen Years ago, must remark the
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Th ® their cheerful voices have Jjust been heard!
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¥a3 capable of expressing. A more

m’leq country could not meet the eye : from the world, that one involuntarily asks one’s
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pleasure. It seems to have passed through a
transition state—the dense forests are thinned
out, and up to the top of loftiest hills, are seen
fields of waving grain, or Indian corn, or rich
pastures, animated with browsing cattle. The
careful farmer has long since banished the stumps,
so offensive to the eye in new settlements, and
the broad valleys are covered with grass, ready
for the mower’s scythe.  Still nature is left un-
disturbed in her boldest heights, and the lofty
chain of the Green Mountains, circled with per-
petual verdure, rises above you, and around you,
the road winding over them, and through the val-
leys which lay between them, often carrying you
along the verge of a tremendous precipice, where
the head turns giddy, looking into the abyss
below, and then through deep, quiet forests,
where the joyous sung of birds rises above the
din of wheels, and the trees brush the passing
carriage. Again you begin to ascend a long
winding hill; on one side, the mountain rising
above your view, rough, and dense with luxuriant
foliage; on the other, a pure mountain stream,
brawling in its course, and watering a fine sweep
of meadow land, cultivated with industrious care,
and adorned with pleasant farm-houses, sitling
quietly on a hill side, shaded by a few old trees,
drooping over the roof-tree, while a thrifty young
orchard, and a garden planted with vegetables,
and gay with summer flowers, opens to the fancy
a sweet volume of domestic comfort and repose.
One might fancy that when the top of that
long hill is reached, the world would lie open
before one, and the mountains would be left be-
hind. But at the summit, one sces with surprise
mountain beyond mountain, still stretching be-
fore one, each distinct, and moulded in a diffe-
rent form, yet held together as by an invisible

_chain, and presenting at every turn, new combi-

nations of grandeur and beauty. Often a pretty
village might be seen, hanging as it were on a
mountain’s side, its neat white houses clustered
together, and the tall church spire rising in the
midst—and cultivated feields stretching out to
the forest’s shade, it would seem so near, when
it first caught the eye, then a turn of the road,
and it was lost to sight, and another turn revealed
it, and so it would keep playing bo-peep, for miles
perhaps—when all at once, just as it seemed
fairly gone, and the horses began wearily to as-
cend another mountain summit, at the top, you
look down, and there it lays, so quietly shut out

self: * Can any of the world’s troubles ever enter
here?”’

The horses know right well, that it is a resting
place for them. Poor things! they prick up their
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