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Muts. S. -Next winter, did 1 say? Yes-oh, ycs-next winter-wby not?
You do not k-now, iny doar fricnd, how dosolato the world appears to one who,
like Myseif, is alone in the midst of its bustie. Ah, you have nover feit that
lonliness--andl besidos men are' so faitlclss. I put no trust in these long
engaý,gements. Do you think lie wilI koop a carrnage? Are his habits ex-
pensivec?

Nitîs. T.-Oh, you can inake him, do anything..
Enter 111r. Topton.

Oh, Mr. Topton, cangratulate us-we may cxpcct to have a wedding soon.
Julia and Mr. Greenish.

Mus. S.-Mr. Greenish ?
Mut. T.-Yes, so, I understand. Pon't blush so, chlld.
Mits. S.-Mr. Grreenish ?
Nits. T.-Oh, nover mimd Mr. Topton, niy doar.
Mits. S.-I fear thore is some, mistake. Is not Mn. Speedwell the persoit

'who--
Mut. T.-low ? What's this?
MitS. T.-Speedwell ? The young mnan whom 1 lef t you, with, this morn-

ing ? Nereiful Ileavens, no!
MiRs. S.-Merciful Iloavens, I say. Grconish! Oh Lord, I shail faint.
Mu. T.-Mrs. Topton, is it possible you were not aware of' this bef'one?
Mus. T.-I aware of it ? Wbat do you nican, air ?
Mu. T.-I nicant ta asic if yau were so shont-sighted, as nat to have seen

this bef'ore. That iras the nature of my intcrragatary. 1 tell you, woinan,
ihat I saw it in hor countenance as soon as I entorod the roani. I took cogui-
zance of> it at once.

Mus. T.-I shart-sighted! You saw it! IIow ridieulous!
Mn. T.-M«Nadam ?
Mus. T.-Well ?
Mr.. T.-Pshaw ! I shall take nxy own course. (Retiring-.) IDictate to,

nme? I would like to6 sec the persan who would have the hardihood to do it.
Whero is that dark villain-thatabontian of nature ?-Nicro!(Eicaln)

Mus. T.--And now, Julia, I trust you have not been led, by this unfantu-
nate mistake, to give that fellow, Speodwell, any encouragement.

Mns. S.-iellow Speedwcll ! Iloavens. you do flot protend f0, compare
him, with that poor, whimpcning spoon, Grcenish ?

Muts. T..-Such epithots applied to, Mr. Greonish
Mus. S.-Oh, I have seen bini. Maura and 1, in aur walk, this af'tcrnoon,

encaunterel flic creature sighiYng, on the skirts of a grave, aven a dead robin ;
aniî we were bored with his awkward, attentions, bis idiotie naptures, ana is
doggrel poetry, until aur return home. Ile is your romantie, sentimental
youth! Mis sontinientalisni is (luite too, excessive for my faney.


