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And it’s perfectly plain you not OMK don’t care, .
But you do not believe me? ¢here the noso went atill higher).
<I suppose if you dared you would call me a har,

Our engagrment is ended, Sir—yes, on the spot ;

You’re a brute, and a monster, and—I don’t know what.’
[ mildly suggested the words—Hottentot,

Pickpocket, and cannibal, Tartar, and thief,

As gentle expletives which might give relief;

But this only proved as spark to the powder,

And the storm [ had raised came faster and louder,

It blew aud it rained, thundeted, lightened and hailed
Interjections, verbs, pronouns, till language quite failed
To cxpress tl~ abusive, and then its arrears
Wero[))nrought up all at once by a torrent of tears.

Well, I felt for the lady, and felt for my hat too,
Improvisad on the erown of the latter a tattoo,
In lien of expressing the feelings which lay
Quite too deep for words, as Wordsworth would say ;
Then, without going through the form of a bow,
Found myself in the entry—I hardly knew how—
On door-step and side-walk, past lamp-post and square,
At home and up stairs, in my own easy chair
Poked my feet into slippers, my fire into blaze,
And said to myself, as 1 lit my cigar,
Suppesing a man had the wealth of the Czar
(’)f the Ruesias to boot, for the rest of his days,
On the whole, do you think he would have much to spare,
If he married a woman with nothing to wear?
Since that night, taking pains that it should not be bruited
Abroad in society, P’ve institated
A course of enquiry, extensive and thorough,
Un this vital subject, and find, to my horror,
That the fair Flora’s case is by no means surprising,
But that there exists the greatest distress
In our female community, solely arising
From this unsupplied destitution of dress,
Whose unfortunate victims are filling the air
With the pitiful wail of ¢ Nathing to wear.’
Researches in some of the ¢ Upper Ten ? districts
Reveal the most painful and startling statistics, .
Of which let me mention only a few:
1n one singlo house, on the Fifth Avenue,
‘Three young ladies were found, all below twenty-two,
Who have been three whole weeks without anything new
In the way of flounced silks, and thus left in the lurch,
Are unable to go to ball, concert, or church.
In another large mansion near the same place,
Was found 2 (Teplomble, heart-rending case
Of entire destitution of Brussels point lace.
In a neighbouring block there was found, in three calls,
Total want, long-continued, of camel’s hair shawls;
And a suffering family, whose case exhibits
The most pressing need of real ermine tippets ;
One deserving young lady almost unable
To survive for the want of a new Russian sable ;
Another confined to the house, when its windier
Than usual, because her shawl isn’t India.
Stilt another, whose tortures have been most terrific
Ever since the sad loss of the steamer ¢ Pacific,’
In which were engulfed, no friend or relation
(For whose fate she perhaps might have found consolation
Or borne it, at least, with serene resignation),
But the choicest assortment of French slesves and collars
Ever sent out from Paris, worth thousands of dollars,
And all as to style most recherché and rare,
The want of which leaves her with nothing to wear,
And renders her life so drear and dyspeptic
That she’s quite a recluse, and almost a skeptic,
For she touchingly says that this sort of grie?
Cannot find in religion the slightest relief,
And Philosophy has not a maxim to spare
For the victims of such overwhelming despair.
But the saddest by far of all these sad features
Is the cruelty practised upon the poor creatures
By husbands and fathers, real Bluebeards and Timons,
Who resist the most touching appeals made for diamonds
By their wives and their daughters, and leave them for days
Unsupplied with new jewelry, faus, or bouquets,
Ever ]augh at their miseries whenever they have a chance,
And deride their demands as useless extravagance ;
One case of a bride was brought to my view,

Too sad for bolief, but alas ! ’twas too true,

Whose husband refused, as savagoe as Charon,

‘To permit her to take more than ten trunks to Sharon.
The consequence was, that when she got there,

At the end of three weeks she had nothing to wear,
And when she proposed to finish the season

At Newport, the mouster refused ont and out,

For his infamous conduct alleging no reason, .
Except that the waters were good for his gout

Such treatment as this was too shocking, of course,
And praceedings are now going on for divorce.

But why harrow the feelings by lifting the curtain
Prom thieso scenes of woe?  Linough, it is certain,
Has here been disclosed to stir up the pity

Of every benevolent heart in the city,

And spur up humanity into a canter

To rush and telieve these sad cases instanter.

Wont somebcdy, moved by th*~ touching description,
Come forward to-morrow anu nead a su'l-;scription?
Won’t Stewant, or some of our dry goods importe;s,
Take a coniract for clothing our wives and daughters ?
Or, to furnish the cash to supply these distresses,
And life’s pathway strew with shawls, collars, and dresses,
Fre the want of them makes it rougher and thornier,
Wont some ono discover a new California ?

Oh ladies, dear ladies, the noxt sunny day

Please trundle your hoops just out of Broadway,
From its whirl and its bustle, its fashion and prido,
And the tomples of trade which tower an each side,
To the alleys and lanes, where Misfortune and Guilt
‘Their children have gathered, their city have built ;
Where Hunger and Viee, like twin beasts of prey,

Have hunted their victims to gloom and despair;;
Raise the rich, duinty dress, and the fino broidered skirt,
Pick your delicate way through the dampness and dirt,

Grope through the dark dens, climb the rick .y stair
To the garret, where wretches, the young and th+; old,
Half-starved, and half-naked, lie crouched from the cold.
See those skeleton limbs, those frost-bitten feet,

All bleeding and bruised by the stones of the street ;
Hear the sharp cry of childhood, the deep groans that swell

From the poot dying creature who writhes on the floor, .
Hear the curses that sound like the echoes of Hell,

As you sicken and shudder and fly from the door;
Then home to your wardrobes, and say, if you dare—
Spoiled children of Fashion—you’ve nothing to wear !

And oh, if perchance there should be a_sphere,
Wher. all is made right which so puzzles us here,
Where the glare, and the glitter, and tingel of Timo
Fad and die in the light of that region sublime
Where the soul, disenchanted of flesh and of sense,
Unscreened by its trappings, its shows, and pretence,
Must be clothed for the life and the service above,
With purity, truth, faith, meckness, and love;

Oh, daughters of Earth ! foohish virgins beware !

Lest in that upper realm you have nothing to wear!

SCIENCE.

Description of four Specles of Canadian
Butterfifes.

Having in our last number expressad an opinion that £, troilus
was probably an inhabitant of the more southern portions of these
Provinces, we were much gratified by receiving a specimen of that
species from D. W. Beadle, Esq., of St. Catherines, Canada West.
As it is therefore now pioved to be a Canadian species, we subjoin
a figure and description of it. We shall be reatly obliged if other
entomologists follow Mz, Beadle’s example, and forward us speci-
mens of such species as may come under their notice, and which
we may overlook in the course of our future papers on the Canadian
Lepidoptera, together with such information regarding their larve,
pupm, food-plants, habitats, seacons, &e., as our correspondents can
furnish, and if required we shall be happy to return the specimens,
and defray the cost of conveyance. sz would also be glad of an
useful and accurate observaticns on the Natutal History of those

species which we describe, and e especially desire notice of their
accurrence in different localities, and whether common or rare. jf
- Cunadian Lepidopterists will respond to this appeal, we shall then



