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"Resolve me whichi is worse,
%nrt with a full or with an empty ituirse

;Ea chili autumnal evening, a pleasant so-
Party was assembled, in our library, and as

teCold wind whirled repeated showers of dry
EOesagainst the casement,we ail drew arouind

thte Ire, with a feeling of coînfort hieighgtend by
colr.S ince we had last met in that cheer-

l roorm, the most of us had been separated
b>, hundreds of miles; for, foilowing the fa-

80nof our migratory countrymen, we had
îoeked up our liuscliuld guds and waîîdered
rjf in, varinus directions-some on business,
8te on pleasure-until the "Isear and yeilow
lef fautumn warned us to seek once more

O4rwnhearthistonc. 0f coursc we hadmany
ý 6eene to describe, many an incident to relate,
41eanY a droil character to sketch. The awfui
81111blrTity of the mîghty Niagara,with its weaith
Of diatond spray, and ils rainbow bridge lead-
ýg from earth to heaveni; the series of exqui-
kit Pictures which succeed eachi other to the

Of him wbo treads the rocky defle at Tren-
FOt alls ; the gentle beauty whichi character-
the valiey of the Connecticut; the glo-

iOsPanorama which gilides by the traveiler
ot the Allcdiîany mnountains; ail were in turn

leite with the zmal, if not the graphie skiii
or artis t. Tlien we h ad some rich scenes
fti nature, as exlîibited. at the breakfast-table

.hotel; some racy sketches of character,
disPiayed in those honest sehools--the stage-

'%hand steamboat ;-somc, ý;olen glimpses
of the cIeoth of freize," which in our country

5 often picced ont with IIcloth of gold."-
~ttOur conversation, varied as it was, did not

qulit *o saisfy niy littie cousin Sue, who,
Siig just corne from boarding-school, bier
Sdfiiled with romance of novel reading, had

ho e learned to take the irorld os it is, and
1 tYthe weakness, wbilc she sinilcd at the

(C'eSsof lîumanity.
After ail,' exclaimed she, at length, IItitis

eieling is îiuii work. Here have ail of you
ter' reîating your 'Incidents of travel,' and

Ytt nlot one fias been able to tell any thing
wottby Of' record in the annais of adventure.

1 5ly believe I could tell as many 'moving
teidents by flood and field,' though I have

'ýealdered no furtber than a littie country vil-
lkel It seems to me that people oniy require

ilutsort of passive courage wvbich enabies
t lito risk the explosion of a steainboat or

t4Overturning, of a stage, and they may tra-
3.3

vel from Dan to Beersheba, with no more exer-
tion of heroisîn titan was required by tbe good
old pair who oniy miigrated from the 'blue
roomn to the brown.' There are 110 banditti to
level their pistols at one's head; no ighiway-
mon to dcmand your mnoley or your lifé; no
opportunity, in short, of exciting an irîterest
in some dark-eyed fellow travelier, by requir-
iig dm to risk bis life in one's defence. Aias!
that 1 shouid have been born in such a prosnic
aea!" and the mock soieminit y w'itb %viich site
uttered the iast %vords, wvas foiiowed bv a mer-
ry ringtng lauigi.

"VYou inust travel In other landts, nriy dauigi-
ter," said Mr. M., Ilif you wisb to mieet with
the interesting scoundreis ceicbrated in the pa-
ges of your favourite authors, and even there,
I imagine the race is neariy extinet."

"Weil, stearuboats and railroads ar,, doubt-
icas very useful things," cried Sue, "but îiicv
have certainiy destroyed ail tue cxcitetttent of
travelling."

IIWbien you are a iittic older," said bier fa-
Iller, graveiy, IIyou xviii bcttcr tînderstand ibe
genuine and heaitbfui exeitument of travel.-
To look upon the wvorks of (irod in ail their
freshness and beauty, to admire the stupen-
doua monuments of nman's ingenuitx', to féel
our own insigniificenc! amid the wonders of
nature, and our own inimortaiity amnid the mi-
racles of art ; sncbi are tbe true excitements of
travelling. Nor sbouid I furget to mention the
advantages wbich are aiforded us, while we
are thus 'sojourners by the way,' of learning
sometbing of the innuinerabie phases of human
nature. So long as man remains an imperfect
being, so long as lie is the vicfliin of cvii pas-
sions and the plaything of weai principies, life
will bave its romance strangeiy blended with
its reality. It is truc, the berocs on life'sstagre
are not aiways young and weil-favoured ; nor
are the beroines aiways beautiful, intellectuel,
angelie beings; but, beiicve mie, dcar Sue, lifu
bas seenes more titriling tban w-ere ever forged
in the hcated brain of a novl wvrtter-. For ni y
own part, 1 neyer enter a stage-coach or a
steemiboat, n railroad car or an omnibus, wvitli-
out findingy s ometiiing wortity of note aniong
my contpanions-something that tells tue ou
the bidden deptlts whicli lie bencath the dul
surface of every-day iife. Tiiere is mnvn a
tragedy daiiy, aye, houriy cnaced nmuîîgll 1us*
and wve take no note of it, because the irt~

wear the squalid rags of poverty, instead of thte
traippingsof wcalih and powver. I was witnu,,.
t) a scene during the past summer, which eveit
you, îny dai-hter, Nvouid liave thouglit qLillî-


