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U R A SIS

SCIENCE AT OTTAWA,

HAGGART (Laking obscriations of the Planct Alars)~“The Canals are quite distinetly visible, and, as already

noted by the astronomers, seem now to be duplicated.”

FostER—* Guess they've got a General Election in prospect up there, hey, Jack?”

MR. J. No; Isuppose I could hardly enter into the joy
of being the mother of seven. Indeed, I find little joy of
any kind in life.

Mrs. McM.—Amn’t I tellin’ you, that's the very raison
av it—you're not bein’ married. Thry it, man—(av I may
be so bowld). Look at Misther Filtzaltamont down on the
ground floor below. There'sa sample av a married man
for you —as happy as the day is long.

MR. J.—Do you think he is really happy ?

Mags. McM.—Do I #:nk? Noj; but I Anozw it. Don't
I do the family washin,” an' see firhat’s goin’ on in the house
whin I'm there on business? Happy, is it? Sure, he’s
happier nor a lark, wid his purty woife an’ daughter, an’
his birds, an’ books. It’s loike a shmall taste av heaven,
Misther Jinkins, an’' makes me croy almost whin I wit-
nessit.

MgR. J.~Much more cheerful than my apartments up
here, you think, then, Mrs. McMurphy ?

Mrs. McM.—Well —savin' your presince—(av I may be
5o bowld) —yes, a trifle cheerfuller. ?niver wance saw Mr.
Fitzaltamont sittin' forninst the foire-place lookin’ at
nothin’ an’ waitin’ for the funeral sarvices to begin.

Mr. J.—~No: I suppose not, Mrs. McMurphy.

Mgs. McM.—An’ no more shud I see yor. An I woddu't
av you had a beautiful woife an' little girrul—or maybe,
siven av them, Misther Jinkins, sor. An, fiwhy not? ~ Av
the tinder passion would only come to you wance! But

I suppose you know nothin' av what I mane be the tinder
passion? I mane Lz¢, Misther Jinkins, sor !
Mr. J. starts as if @ painfil memory had been suddenly
roused,
MR. J.—I know more about it, perhaps, than you sup-
pose, Mrs. McMurphy.
Mus, McM— (muckh interested)  Ah, well now! Woryou
wance crossed, Misther Jinkins, sor, (av I may be so bould) ?
Mie. J.—You are a good woman, and the only mortal I
may call friend. Tam sure your enquiry is madein no light,
mocking spirit. I will answer it. Yes. I once loved, madly,
wildly. But it isall ashes now.
Mes McM.—Saints presarve us!
Jinkins, sor ?
MR. J.—Yes, Mrs. McMurphy, butitis years and vears
ago—oh, so many years.
Mrs. McM.—Well, well,
wuddn't have you, the huzzy!
MR. J.—No ; please don’t speak of her unkindly. Her
image 1s still dear to me, though she is now the wife of
another.
He rises and walks about in an agitaied manner. AMys.
MMM following him in @ sympathetic way.
Mrs, McM.—Wint aff wid a handsomer man, I supposc -
I mane to say—that is——
Mg, J.—It’s no matter, Mrs. McMurphy. But don’t call
hera Zuzzv. It was not her fault.
[CONTINUED IN OUR NEXT]

Is that so, Misther

So you axed her, and :he
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