
TUIE PROVINCIAL.

plaining. Surely the fulness of the land shall be hers where they 'shall
huîiger and thi rst no more;' where ' the sun shall fot smite theni by day, nor
the inoon by niglit.' But now, with hopeless destitution visible in the squalid
garînents ;-tîe terrible reality of' broken-heartcdness in the face, whieh only to
sec is a passim, agoiy ;-and death iii the tottering stops, and ghastly eyes,
she goos lloating along upon the current of this gaudy life, lîke an awful
reproacli to, the souls of' its brilliaîît voyagoers.

]3requently, too-taking the inside of' the sidewalk froni women, or driving
his handsome horses with vast importance-appears the man of money Mr.

Ph pWar-. Foolish, arrogant, and coarse inded ;-staring into every
woman's face with a gaze that siekens those who meet it-what communion
can ho have with the refined, frail, graceful creature, fate has bounid to hini.
Look at bier and look again till yoii feel. as if the early purity o? a spring
morning dawn refreshedl your weary sight. Oh! the charml and peace of the
gnileless brow and eyes, that will be young for evermore. There is no0 strength.
in the fair pale face, and beautiful forin; nor wîli enough for seif-defence in
the small irresolute mouth; but she is safe in lier very helplessness.

And ho ln whom. even your mereiless sense, and exacting standard, could
find no fiaw, is here too, thougli sore against his wil; and because 1 would do
him especial honor, and prove to you beside thnt our verse machine bas not
fallen into disuse-I shail give you my handsome friend and favorite in
rhyie :

Another, son of ocean,
Whose strong heart, Lite scarce tarneth,

lvhose pulse huats1, 'neata the banner,
The 'lunviolate Island ' claineth.

Who wears lu Duty's patb, a mnien-
A trille sterai and scornful,

And muasks, witl, cahm contre!, the face
That othervwisc were nanurniel.

Amid bis soft locks, lustrons,
No touch ef Mine lies darkling

lis social moeds acconiplislied,
Keen, versatile, and sparkling.

And bis hroad, carnest brow's expanse,
No paltry thought c'er braîaded,

Nor ever treachcry stained the light
Of eyes, so cear and candid.

But tbrough lais gayest seeming,
Ail present things look dreary,

And mark-Ineath brilliant phrases,
The smile, so sweet and wcary.

le needs the distant happiness,
'Vorld strite bath never tainted,

To sec again lte magie lhues,
lis iamost heart once painted.

Re longs to feel thc clasping,
Of tiny arns, and sieucler,

Hec ycarns to sec beside him,
A face that's fair and tender.

PrM, that a wlfc's sweet eyes behold,
Ere many days go round-

As truc au English gentleman,
As c'cr trod Englisb ground.

Thon, sir, 'we are frequently sprinkUed with refined dust from thc State-
carrage wheels of the -. Grander, sifler and more impertinent than-


