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SCIENCE AT OTTAWA.
I-AGG.\RT (taking q'sr4t0/ <)/t/w I'/ailt zrs) -" The Can:;ils are quitc dli.ititnctlv, visible, and, as already

iloted by the astronomcers, sceni now to bc (luiplicateI."
FOSTELtu-" Guess te' got a Gencral Election ini prospect uip therc, ]le\. J;Ickz?'

MaR. T. No. I suppose I could hardly enter into the joy
of being, the mlothcr of seven. Indeed, 1 find little joy of
any kind ini jîfe.

MRs. McM.-Aii-n't I tellin' you, that's the very raison
av it-you're flot beiui' nîarried. Thry it, nîan-<av I nlay
bc so bowld). Look at Mlisther Filtzaltamont down on the
ground floor beloiv. Tlhere'sa saniple av a married mnu
for you -as happy as the day is long

Mn. J.-Do you think he is rea9%y happy?
lMits. 1MçMN.-Do 1 tldnýk? No; but 1 kno it. Don't

1 do the farnily washin,' an' see fwhat's goii' on ini the house
whin Vin there on business ? Happy, is it ? Sure, he's
happier uîor a lark, w'id his purty woife an' daughlter, an'
bis brds, an' books. It's loike a shmall taste av heaven,'T'istller jinkins, an' mnakes mie croy alinost whin I wit-
iIC5S it.

MNR. J. -Miuch more cheerful than niy apartilients ut)
here, you think, then, Mrs. MciMutrphy?

Mas. MciN.-Well -savin' your presince-(av I may he
so bowld> -),es, a fi-zfle cheerfuller. I niver wance saw Mr.
Fitzaltamont sijuin' forninst the foire-place lookiui' at
nothin' an' waitin' for the funeral sarvices to begin.

MR. J.-No:- I suppose not, Mrs. McMiurphy.
MRS. Mci.-An' no more shud I seeyýoze. An I wuddii't

av you had a beautiful %voife an' little girru-or rusybe,
siven av thern,,3isther Jinkins, sor. An, fwhy flot ? Av
the tinder passion wvould only corne to you mince 1 But

1 suppose ),ou kilo%% uothin' av what I marie be the tmnder
paso ? 1 nmalle love, Misther Jinkins, sor 1

. J. js/ar41 as if a painfit/ iwenzoiy lard bce.' sideilly
roused.

MR. J.-I know more about it, perhaps, than >'ou sup-
pose, Mrs. M-\cM.urphy.

Mits. 1câf- (mnucz infcrcs1cd1) Ali, well noiv Wor you
wiance crossed, Misther Jinkins, sor, (av I rnay be so bould) ?

Muit. J.-You are a good wonlan, and the only mortal 1
may cali friend. I ain sure your enquiry is ruade in no light,
mocking spirit. I %vill answer it. XTes. I once Iovcd, madly,
wildlv. But it is ailashes now.

MuS MicMI.-Saints presarve us! Is that so, Misther
Jinkins, sor ?

MR. J.-XreS, Mrs. McIlurphy, but it is years and Nears
ago-oh, so, rnany years.

Mas. )McM.-WNeIl, welI. So you axed hier, and blhe
wuddin't have you, the huzzy!

Ma J.- No ; please don>t speak of ber unkindly. lier
image is stili dear to nie, though she is now the wife of
aniother.

lie r-ises and wa/ks about in aiz agita cd nianneer. ~f
J1fc.i[' foloiving h'i*,i n a svnpal/zdic waj,.

MRs. b1c M. -Wint aff wvid a handsomer man, I suppose -
1 miaie to say-that is-

MR. J. -It's noa natter, îUrs. M\cM7%urpliy. But don't c.111
her a hz.It wvas flot hier fault.
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