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Did you ever travel on a railroad?
Isn't it fun? Variety', some one
said, is the spice of iffe. Perhaps
so, and if so, wvhere is there a big-
ger spice-box than a first-class car
on a first or secoud-class road ? 1
have tried both kinds of road, and
largely varied sorts of car, and iu
my day have seen rnanv spicy things,
and amrnuow able to dJeclare that
ahead of evervthiug funny stand
the doings of railw iv trav'elIers.
There are as many kinds of thenm as
there are changes in akaleidoscope.
and if thev are not s-à attractive as
the multiform productions of the
optical wvonder, in sorne respects,
they surpass them in others. There
are several distinct types more pro-
nounced than the rest. and a smail
rzpace will besufficient foran euum-
tration of some of the-n Amongst
themn are the people I dou't like,
and the people 1 do. Let us take
the bitters before the sweets. Im-
primis. I don't like the fellow who
cornes into a car with au air of ail
possession, if n<'t of ail possessed,
and making for the central and hest
seats, turns down wvith a ferocinus
bang the back of that immediately
in front of the one rzelected, and
thus imprudently appropriates four
sitting spaces iiistead of one, and
makes the settlement sure and per-
petual by piling his baggage prom-
iscuously thereon. I don't like the
impudent air with which he lyingly
tells successive passengers looking
for sittin g roorn th at these seats are
".engaged, "and sends thern in search
of others less favorably situated. I
don't like the woman wvho enters a
car %vith a bang. fussily takes pos-
session of every sitting space %vithin
reach, and who. aided and abetted
by some slavey in trousers, piles tzp
a small mountain of parcels, satch-
els, umbrella, main cloak, bird cage,

bonnet box, lunch baskets, and sun-
dry other 'goods and chattels, " not
forgettiug the goloshes, who brings
thtep female friends, in addition to
the maie sornething already enum-
erated, to -see her off," and who
pushes up a window to its utmost
extent, and who chatters volubly
witb other friends on the platform,
at the top of her voice, and with a
thorough exDosulre of ber mental
and social equ-*pments. I don'tlike
even the more modest woman who
î n d the cars 'stu ffy. " because they
have walked too fast to reach them.
and think it therefore necessary,
despite incoming dust, cinders,
sm oke and raw atmosphere, to open
a window everv five minutes or so.
and subject to dra-aght. annoyance
and dirt more deaicate women sit-
ting bebind and before thern. I
don't like the fiends who suck
oranges. and deposit tbe rlnd upon
the window SI, or who devour
bananas with fierce z:ýst, and throw
the qtickv slimv skins upon the
floor. 1 don't like tliat other fiend,
the tobacco devourer, who cbhews a
piece from a large black plug. and
wvhose jaws work with tutti frutti
frenzv, while the floor is made the
recipiert of the superfluous saliva.
Much as I love children, at proper

*times and places_. and wouldn't
*care to live on the earth if they

wvere ail taken off it, I don't like
that misconducted famnily of two
or three, who so often travel, and
run from end to end of the car
aisle, and with sticky paws catch at
seats and dresses as tbey pass to
and fro, and become ýveritabIe ra-
presentations of a lower sphere
than ordinary children are supposed
to reach. To be sure there is con-
solation, nowand then, in a collision

i some projection, but a howl-
igchorus is another of the things

wihit isn't pleasant to hear even
fromn ei'ring juveniles. I don't like
the young 'hawbucks" who tramp


