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,,THE MAI SIN THE PA RK." *

ASnGtMENT. -La! Snmmei is here, and the voice cf the Park.preacher is
heard in the Land.

WREN tlie whispeiing tones of a Sabbath-kiss'd breeze
Sigh, with musical cadence, "'niidst sumimer crowvn'd trocs,"
When the rays cf blest Sunshine, and Nature's own voice,
iBid the trance-risen landscape, in boauty, rejoice,
When the azure resounds witlî the notes cf tIc lark,
()! 'tis thon tliat we gaze on "lThe muan in the park."

Ah ! IlThe man in the park," Sirs ; blest creaturo is lie,
Fromn the frailties cf menoraIs be's perfectly free,
He's an alien, truc, in the realin cf succs,
And a failure in life, tlîouglî hoe sucers noue thc less
At ail wealth (yet a sail in prosperity's bark
Weuld uncoinumonly tickle IlThe inan in tIc park").

lie eau smnash up agnostics with tlunderîng kuoclis,
or, W'yu llnis-appli à logic, bo lieterodox;,
And can spouhough bis nose be suspiciously md--
On1 the Temiperance woî'k, tili lis bearons have fled;
Per te argue black's white, and te swcar light is dark,
11 the undenied riglît cf Il"he man in the park."

HIe blackguards the parlons, from first unto last,
Witli smaîî hope for their future, less respect for their past
Thoy are wastrels wlo drink tle sweet wincs cf ltme lees
-And are le8s inîoresîed in souls than in focs.

Thlyinbiebc le navvy, mcbanic, or clerk, pr.

W8 thcuglit lin erratic, but esteem'u liim sincere,
11n lis hewlings on "lFaitb," and lis sîrictures on beer
But ener, day, as ive travers'd a Don-watered vale
We beleld " Black Maria," on lier way te the gael,
And the rogue who pecp'd out thro' tle bars cf Ilhe Ark"
Was that stumbler fromi gracc yclept " Thc man in the park."

Yet We like bim, thc scamp, and lis overworked tenigue,
Tlougîî tIc force cf bis logic ne'er equals lis lung,
We admire so the man who ean shame a bassoon,
Who ean discouint inatc, a es buifoon,

And we tender or thauks (Hceav'n assoilzie thc mark)
Te the Ilidjut" who's known as IlThc man in the park."
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XIV.-Continued.
but home Pauline pausod, for a servant entered with a card. Slic

'SImcd ai the card, and made an actually doleful grimace.
4Mr. Leander Pmawle is bore," shc said te lier visiter.

Mr. Barrowe gave a stan. Il[I tîat case Ii muust go," lie said. "
Olice 8poke ill cf thal yeung gentleman's mcst mevered peem, and since thon

e ba 'ever deigned te notice nie."

Pauî(but Yen will net forget thc dinner, and wliat is te follow," said
ne1, as she shook huands.

aha ," - Barrowe pretested. " If yen cloave my hean in twain I
~hl ry te live the botter wiîîî the otîmer haîf cf it."

SshDuld net like te cleave it in txvain," said Pauline, " It il tee
cab"l0 and liealtliy a heart fer tliat. I should only try te inake it beat
'ith MoetOmpemate strokes . . Au revoir, thon. If yen sleuld moet Mr.

Paee eutsiide, tell lin Ibat yen are sorry."
cc" erry 1 But bis poem was abominable"

4e Al the mcre rcasen fer yen te lie magnanimausly sorry .. Ah, bore

'Il6Mr. Leander Pmawle indeed was, but as lie entered the reen Mn.
1hi5 r'w ~eSliPped past him, and wiîl a suddennoss that almeat prevented

hil O ltihication on the part cf tIc new-camer
of es. Varick," exclaimed Leander Prawle, whlb lie pressed the baud

0f is hostess. "Ji came here because duty pnomptcd me te camle."

" 1hPe pleasuro liad a littho te do 'wilh the mattor, Mr. Prawle,"
anim ule, while indicaling a lounge on which they were bath. presently

aeated.

4 .el',Prawle loeked just as pale as wben Pauline lad last seen lin, just
,eark.baired, and j ust as dark-eyed ; but the irenical fatigue lad someow

bill visage ; tlore was a tatally new expression tlere.

1ie PSuppose,'l lie bogan, with bis black eyes very fixedly directod
Panime' f ace, " tlat yen bave beard ef the . . the Morning Monitor's

nOtrage0 0 " i

"Ad itMr Prawlo," Panline broe in. J have heard all about it.")
Poet "it bas paineà yen beyond expression!" i murmured the yeung

c aturally,"> replied Pauline.

IlIt . .it lias made me suifer!1" asserted the new visiter, laying one
slim white hand upon tlie region of bis lieart.

IlReally ï"i was the answer. " That is very nice and sympathetic of
you'

Mr. Prawle regarded lier witli an unrelaxed and very fervid scrutiny.
Hie now spolie ini lowcred and eotional toiles, leaning toward bis liearer s0
tliat bis siender body made quite an exaggerated curvo.

My wliole soul," lie said, Il is brîmmîuig with sympatliy
Pauline conquered lier amnazeinent at this entirely unforeseen outburst.
IlTlhanlis vcry iucli," shc returnoed. " Sympathy is always a pleasant

thing to reccive."
Mr. Prawle, stili describing lis physical curve, gave a great sigli. Il Oh,

Mrs. Yarick," lie murmured, "I1 should like to kill the man wlio wrete
that horrible article !i

"Suppose it were a wcman," said Pauline.
"Thon 1 should like to kili the womnan! . . Mrs. Yarick, wvill you

pardon me if I. read you . . a few linos whicli indignation ceui . . -yes,
comibined witli reverence-actual roverence-inspired lue to write after
reading those Jisgraceful statemients? The linos are-are addressed to
yourself. Witli-witli your permission 1-I will draw thenm fortli."

Mr. Prawle, however, now drew forth the inanuscript to whieh lie had
tlius rather agitatedly referred, without any permission on Pauliine's part.
His long pale fingers underwent a- distinct tremor as lie unrolleil a large
crackling sheet of foolscap. And then, wlien ail, so to speak, was ready,
lie swcpt bis dark eyes over Paulineos attentive countenance. Il have 1
your permission? " lie falteringly enquired.

Il t is granted, certainily, Mr. Prawle."
Af ter a slighit pause, and in a toile of sepulclirally ininotonous quality,

tlie young gentleman read these linos:

Il WhIite soul, what impie us voicc hath dared Io blarne
With virulent slander thine unsullied lule ?
Met hi uks that nowi the very siars should blutsh
In their chaste silver stateliness aloft I
Methinks the immaculate Mies should droop low
For very sha»be at this coarse obloquy,
The uîquarried înarble of Penteljoas
Deny its hue of snow, and even the dawn,
Forget her stainless birthright.1/'r th11 sake
Curséd the hand that wrote ci' Mec such wvronq;
Curséd the peu such hand hath ba8ely clasped;
Curséd the actual ink whose.

"My dear Mr. Prawle "l ex -lainied Pauline, at this point 1 "Ilmust

beg yeu net to niake ne the cause of so terrible a cuise ! lnideed, 1 canneot
sanctioni it. I must ask yen to rend no mnore."

She was wbolly serious. She forgot te look upon tlie humorons side cf
Mr. Prawle's action; his poem, so-called, addressed lier jarred nerves and
wounded spirit as a piece cf aiggravating impudence. Tlie whole ovent
cf lis visit seemed like a final jeor frein tlie sarcastic episode recently
ended.

Ho regarded lier, now, with a sorte wful astonisliment "You-you
wisli me te road ne more" ili ho xclaimed.

1Yes, if you pleaso," said Pauline, centrolling lier impatience as best

slie could.
IlBut J-I wroe it espocially for yen 1 " lie proceeded. " I have put

my soul inte it! I consider it ini many îvays the inost perfect thiug that
I liave ever done. J intended to ineludo it in my furtlicoiIug volume,
"e M oonbeams and MonanPas"undor the title cf " ler Vinidication."
Even the grossly miaterial pootic mmid cf Arthur Trevor, te wli I road
it a few heurs ugo, admiitted its sublimity, its spirituality

1I will admit both, also," said Pauline, whose mood grew less and lass

tolerant cf this self-poised fatuity. IlOîîly, J must add, Mr. Prawle, that
it weuld have been botter taste for you te have left this exasperating aifair

untouclied by your samnewliat saintly muse. And 1 shall furthmerniere

request that yen do net iinclude the linos in yeur 'Iioonbeams and Hill-
Tops,' or-"

ciMountain-Peaks !"i corrected Mr. Prawle, risingy witli a visible

shudder. Il Oh, Mrs. Varick," lie went on, 1J sec witlî greaï,pain that

ycu are a miost biauglity and ungenerous lady! Yeu-you bave smitten mie

witli a fearful disappointment 1 1 camne liore brimning witli tIe loftiest
lumnan sympathy ! J bohîoved that to-day would bo a turning-point in my

existence. 1 contidently trusted that after liearing my poem there would

lie ne further obstacle in my career cf greatness "
Pauline ii0w slowly lef t lier seat. Unhiappy as sIc was, tliere could bie

ne rosisting sudh nagnificenu, opportunities cf amusement as were new

presented te lier.
"4Your career cf greatness? " she quietly repeated. "lDid I lîear yen

properlye Mr. Prawle? "
lier guest was re-felding lis manils(ript witli an aggrieved and pertur-

bed air. As hoe put the paper wîthin a breast-pecket lie rolleci lis dark

eyes toward Pauline witlî infinite soleînnity.
"iYeu doubt, tlien," lie exclaimed, "lthat I amn hem te be great-

supromelY great? Ah, there is ne neod fer me te put tlat question, new!

1 liad thouglit ctherwise before . . when yen smiled upon me, when yen

seemed te liave *read my peems, te be familiar with my grcwing fame 1"i
"lYen mistake," said Pauline "il neyer meant te sliew yeu that I liad

read yeur poems. If I smiled upon yeu, Mr. Prawle, il was frcm court-
esy only."

cilHorrible !"ejaculated tlie young peet. He clasped bis liands

tegether in a somewhat tlieatrically despairing way, and for an instant
lowered bis liead. ' 1-1 thougît tlat you were prepared te enderse, te

425


