
1 lis life wa.;; gentle, and the elementç;
ç-ýo mi\ed in hiiii, that nriture might stand tipAnd say to ail the m orld, 1 Ill &-ý MAS A MAN

-SliaXi,,sl5eare. rit,
T is night Not the cold, wet, chilly night, that is

c 1 settling down on the forlorn-looking city outside ; notel the cheerless night, that makes the news-boy gatherhis rags more closely about him, and stand under thepro)ecting doorway of some dilapidated, tenantless bLiilding,as he cries " -Free Press, only two cents: " not the awful nighton which the gaunt haggard children, who thrive on star-vation, crouch shiveringly around the last hissing fagot on 
-is

the fire-place, with big, hungry eyes wandering over the lowceiling and the mouldy walls, or resting perchance on the wet,dirty panes, with their stuffings of tattered clothing, or gazingin a wilder longing still, on the bare shelves and the emptybread-box Oh no There are no such nights as these inreality; such a scene never existed out of the imaginationsof men ; there are no cries rending the very beavens thisnight for bread while handfuls are being flang to pet poodiesor terriers. There are no benumbed limbs aching in thedingy corners of half-tumbled down houses, no wrinkled,aged jaws chattering, no infants moaning at their mother'sbreasts with cold while many a pampered lady grows peevishand irritated, if, Dobbs' forges the jars of warm water forthe end of her cosy bed. Merciful God 1 and this is tolive 1 But no ! this is to dream 1
I said it was night, so it was, but the heavy curtainswere drawn, the gas was lighted, the grate-fire roared up thechimney, the lounge was supplied with its cushions, theauteuil was drawn up to the fender-stool, the decanter andglass stood on the silver salver and in his velvet slippers andembroidered cap, Henry Rayne smoked the "pipe of peace"before his cheerful fire. As we intrude upon him in hissanctuary, he lays down his meerschaum, stretches- histoasted limbs, and extending his hand touches the little
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