
RONALD.-Why, St. Clair, what is the mat-
ter with you? Are you in-love? Hà-ve the

starry eyes of the fair Grit cast their spell
athwart your heart ? Has your soul been

captured by tlat smile whieh 'breaks likt sun-
shine from the purple eloudlets of Ile lips, and'.

glories each dimpled rosebud, ai,,-id wreathles, her
snowy chin wiih subtle charms. Ha! ha! ha!

Say-Have the darts of Dan Cu' id pierced the
joints of your worship's, harness ? Ha! 'ha! ha.!

GEORGE.-Come, Ronald. No chaff. Good
Heaývens! what a beautiful gi-rli.1 How she dances !

What a lithe figure Her little feet I could
take Uotfi within my hà-nd. And her eyes And

that columned 'reek on which the bead rests in
lovely praise 1

-ROXALD.-YeS the neck- of a swan ancl the
,eye of ea Basilisk.- I see you're hit hard. But

there's no, use; she's a Grit.
GEORGE.-She told me that herself. But what

matter ? I suppose mine is the oldefit- -fàn--fily in
the coùiïtry.

RONALD.--ý--Barring the Indians.
GEOP.GË.-I'm well off; or shall- be.

RONALD.-Of good appearancà---ý-go OU.
GEORGE.-Come, don't chaff.

BONALD.-Well, then, your fàther would eut
you off to a 'enny if you were to mingle the

aristocratie bléod of an earlier wi ' th the plebeian
blood of a later emiggrant, ànd a Grit too-fair
though she be.l.

GFOP.GÙ.-Are there indeed such:great causes
of division bet-ween the two parties'?

BONALD.-You aÈe as ignorant of our polities
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