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dusty window-tbrough which a sun-
beam, like hope, is fairitly stealing-
the ragged, hunger-bitten, and sadl-
faced children, the ruffian mian, the

heap of straw where some wrvitlied

mother in rnuttering dreams sleeps off
last night's debaucli or lies unshrouded
and uncoffined in the ghastliness of a
hopeless death, are sad scenes. We

have often looked on thern, and they

appear ail the sadder foi the reý,tle8,s
p)lay of fancy exciteci by sonie vestiges
of .a fresco-painting that'stili looks ont
froni the foui and broken plaster, the
iassiN-e marbie rising over the cold

and cracked
h eart bst on e,
an elaborately
carved cornice
too high foi-
shivering cold
to pull it down
for fuel, sonie
stucco flowers
or fruit yet
p)endent on the
cru nili n
ceiling. Fancy,
kindled l)y

~these, cails up
~the gay scene>s

aud actors of
other days,

- he lautv,
Selegance, a111
-fashion graced
4these lonely

C halls, anti
z
< plenty smoked

on groaliing
Stables, anld
swhere these

m few cinders,
gathered front
the city dust-
heap, are feebl y
Sinoul1de ring,
hospitable fires
roared up the
chimney.'

These bouses
are built upon
the Ilflat " sys-
tem, somie of

the better ones
having a court
in the centre

like French bouses, and turrets at the
corners for the circular staircases con-
necting the different flats. Fires and
improvements are rapidly sweeping
thern away, and the traveller regrets

-- GH JOI'TINGS


