A SIDING AT A RAILWAY STATION.

[FRASER'S MAGAZINE. 1879.)
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OME years ago I was travelling by railway, no
matter whence or whither. I was in a second-

class carriage. We had been long on the road,
and had still some distance before us, when one
evening our journey was bronght umexpectedly to
an end by the frain running into a siding. The
guards opened the doors, we were told that we
could proceed no further, and were required to
alight. The passengers were numerous, and of all
ranks and sorts. There were third class, second,
first, with saloon carriages for several great persons
of high distinction. We had ministers of state,
judges on circuit, directors, leading men of business,
idle young men of family who were out amusing
themselves, an archbishop, several ladies, and a
duke and duchess with their suite, These favoured
travellers had Pullman cars to themselves and



