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Se.-WeIl MNr. Greenisx, it wvill give me great pleasure to afford, you nuy
gratification 'which Ican. I>orhaps I nia> liave soniothing which. nay suit you.
(Lookmg,, over .soie books ou a table). Iloro are somo sonnets of Shonstone's.

Git.-Oh, the very thing I waîitod. (seizinzg the book).
(JAPT. D.-Ha, ha, lia! Whiat an appetite you must have for poetry.

(yatns). WVhat the Devil à a fellew to do with himscif licrc, ail the morning?
Dreadf'ully dul! (drinks). By the bye, I must cali on Younghusband and
claimi that bot.

Si.-Whlat! Jack Youngyhusband ? Is it possible this is where Jack has
pitched his tent ?

OAPlT. ]).-Yes, aud a dcvilish fine Lent it is too; and what is more a
devilish pretty littie wife in it te cheer Up lis deehiniug ycaxs.

SP.-Jack Younghusband inarricd ? Truly, wonders neyer will cease. 1
nîust cert-ainly find hini eut immediately. I &el curious te sec Jack Young-
husband's wife.

QiPT~. D.-I shahl bc most happy to, introduce you. You will flnd the
coast clear there, old boy-at Ieast, se, far as I arn concernod. She is a
daughter, by the bye, of Mrs. Topton's, cousin of my friend Greenish's Lady
love.

Si.-I feel extremely gratef'ul for your kind proposai; but you quite
inist-ake iny motives. I have a few other calis te maake this meruîing, and I
eau search ont Jack's domicile on my roturn.

OAiT. D.-IIa! Speedwell, damme yeu're an old hand, I se that-ha,
ha,-welI, take your ewn way. (Exit).

Si'.-Mr. Greenish, I bcg that yeu wi1' excuse nie. I shahl bc under Ghe
ncossity of leaving you. flore are a nuinber of other books; and I hope yen
ivili flnd some of thoîn to your taste.

Git.-Oli, thank you,-certainly, cortainly. 1 do'nt nxind being alone at
all. Ah! thon 1 eau give fil scope te the iimagiination, -and have s-uc sweot
dreanis about my doar Laura. ilciglie!

Sr.-His Laura tee! Poor ninuy! (asic/c).
Gn.-Oh, my dear Sir, if you have ever folt your wholc seul absorbe in a

love of the most Ileavonly hoing that ever thc sun shone upon, yen may know
how te synipathize ivith me.

Si.-Wel Sir, Il foar I ani tee cold-hocartcd a mortal te appreciate your
felings. But 1 must Icave you te yeur blissful solitude. Good rnorning-
pleasant dreams-whicli, as you shail find, wl1 ho iaterpreted aceerding te thc
eld adage, by thc ruie eof contraries. (Exit.)

Gx.-Ile appears te, ho a vcry civil sort eof gentleman, this Spoodwell. I
think I shail inake a confidant eof lim. Ah, swvcet Laura-lovely angel ! 1
woîxder if that ivas thc truth Pashley was telling. I fèci almost Î.inchined te,
doubt it. What business had hoe te sec hier this morning ? I began te think


