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ANSWERED.

TEmPItaANCE ORATOR-'< Friend, you
of work only for the saloon."

SoA4KE-" But you would."

wouldn't Le out

THE EDISON DOLI.

A FARCICAL TRAGEDY IN ONE AcT.

Dra,,,alised byf. iV..,from a humôzrous poen, b' F. ApIs1cy.

DRAMATIS PERSONIE.
Ma. JINKINS, a Bachelor.
MaS MOMuRPHT, a Charwoman.
FLOSSIE FITZALTAMONT, a Juvenile Patrician.
BOODLES, a Shop-boy.

SCENIR - A scan1î/y furniszed /odging for- a sinçiýge gentie.
inan. Grate, willi smou/der-ing fir-e, R. table, C
Shelf on rear wail wi/h a square parcel in bro-zn
paper iipen it. A fe-w chair-s, pictiures, tc.

(ONTINUED.)M R.J. wlI love you, Dolly-g 1w/il love you 1 W7hat
heart could steel itself against

such an appeal!1 It comes from
a phonograph I knoiw - but,
heaven forbid ' hat I should treatILit lightly on that account. hti
the voice of my long-lost love, as
thtou art the image ofher! 1 wzvl
love you, Dolly. Speak to mueil again. Tell me once more that

you love me. See, I touch the
lu littie spring. Speak wvitb that voice

'NI' which thrills my soul.
[Tht Do/i r-epeaz': the 7vords

You are my olIy - and I wl
Le l'always very krnd to you"

or foe's-that sent you to me. Come, rest, nestle in this
desolate bosom next my heart, and let me recaîl the blissful
days of long ago when-

He is standing 7vith the Do/Z i his arns. Re-ettr
.Airs. Mfcillrphy. .f.J. basti/y conctals tht
])o/l beiteath lus eoal-toils andpiets on an ait- of
ciabor-ate indifference.

Mas. MçM.-You'Il excuse me, 'Mistber Jinkins, sor, for
shteppin' in widout knockin', but 1 thought mebby ye
!moight be takin' a nap. Sure, mie mimory is failin' me, so
it is, an' I clanie forget to take me parcel wid me.

MR. J.- (me«ih emôtarrassedanidalarmpýed>-Your parcel?
MaIS,.%ICM. -YiS, sor. A bit av a parcel me daughter

Norah gev me to lave at Mrs. Bradley's, that kapes the
fancy-work shop beyant, hein' that 1 must pass the dure.

MR, J.-Er-wýhat sort of a parcel was it, Mrs. Mc.
Murphy?

[He is ner-vousiy, concealig the .12ol beneath hi$ coal.. 1
MRS. M\cM.-A bit av a pase-boord box, 1 think it wvas,

wid floss an' fancy work in it, to be returned to the shop.
It was covered widý paper, so 1 couldn't say, but it had the
feel av a box.

MR. J.-Are you sure you. brought it with you this

n'rMfRS. McIM.-O)h, P'm sartin. Niver a doubt av it. Sure,
Norah handit it tili me whin I was lavin' home, an' Il drop
that in at Mrs. Bradley's as you pass,"I sez she, "lan' teil
ber l'Il Le ini to see her this avenin'," sez she. Have ye
happeued to notice it in your apartments, Misther Jinkins,
sor ?

MR. J. (nertoisly)-No, Mrs. McMurphy-I'm quite
sure I-a-

MaS. MCL\.- (sudden/y seeiig the boxv tht D.-ll caine i)
Sure, there it is now. roight forninst me oyes! (Sht rutshes
and seizts the box.> But, saints defind us! Av it isn't open
an' imipty 1

ME. J. -Er- er-are you sure tbat's-
MRS. McM. - (ve'chcmett/) Sure!1 Av coorse I'r sure!1

Cali the police, Mr. Jinkins. There's thaves in the prim-
ises!.

MaI. J.-Thieves, Mrs. MeiMurphy?
MES. McM\.-i'is, thaves ! Oh, the blaggards! Norah'l

murther me !
MR. J.-I'r very sorry, Mrs. MiýcMurphy, very. 1 can't

imagine what-
MaRs. 'McM.I (siddet/j, injspircdi)-Oli, I see it ai. It's

your little joke, Misther finkins-though it's littie 1 wud
expectyoz to play sich a prank.

MaR. J.-Me, MINrs. McMýurphy?
MaIs. Mc.-'iot-thiough whin I leit you a whoile

ago I thought ye wior feelin' more like wveepin' for yer
bliglitcd heart tior playin' a lark loike this on a poor lone
wîddy that neyer did ye a bad tura.

,l R. J. - Me, 1%rs. MlcMurphy ? I assure you I-1--
IMRS. ýIM-Oh, it's the straight face ye can kape! But

sure, sor, I'm in a lîurry, an' don't kape me waitin'. It's

cidS plY. etoirely. Give me what ye tuk out av the box.
MaR. J-%V~ht Itook? Do you really believeI1
MaIS. i\cM-\.-Av coorse ye did, ye shly ould joker!1 Ve

have it ln yer hand- there behoind yer back.
Ma. J.- Mrs. McMurphy, I assure you, you are mistaken.

1 haven't even seen your box or fiancy wvork.
Mas. MciM.-Wýorse an' worse!1 Sure it's carryin' the

0oke too Far whin a dacint gintiernan loike you wud tell a
barefaced loy-av I nia' Le so bould. Not seen me box,
whin it's there on the table forniust ye, an' the contents in
yerhand, there? Corne, now!

MaI. J. (shPzwing ,a band>-On my honor, Mrs. Mc-
Murp)hy- see for yourself.

M4RS iMci%-Ah, but let mie see the other, you shly fox
-av I may be so bould !

MRl. J.- (idrin'his hand after- exchangiùg Do/i
iiiio tht otherp.) There it is.

Mats McM.- Oh, Le doue wid your foolery-sbow me
them both at wance, thin!1

ME. J.- Er- you'll excuse me-I 'really- ahem-there
are reasons- er-er--


