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A FARCICAL TRAýGEDY IN OYqE ACT.

DRAIMATIS PERSO%.-E.
Ma. JiNKiNs, a Bachelor.
MaRs MoMuRPHy, a Charwvonan.
FLOSSir. FITZALTAMONT, a juvenile Patrician.
I300DLE-s, a Shop-boy.

ScENE-A .rcanti1y furniszcd ldigfor a çù,ngle gente-
man. Crate, w/tz ;noz1dering fire, B. table, .
S/ici/on rear wa/l w/vth a square parcc? in broton
paper zipon î?. A fea chairs, pictures, etc.

(CONTÎNUlED.)
Mats. ic't%.-Indade? Not her i'ault, waSn't it? Poor

tbing. Who was it done bier out av a good, tbrue husband,
thin ? Some divii av a scallawag, l'Il be bound!1

Ma. J.-It was ber mother. fier thrii'ty and respected
mother, wbo had preferences for a man in the lumber trade.
Melinda simply obeyed maternaI monitions, and took hlm.
0, fair but lost MUelinda!

MRS. McMý%.-Fa/, yourcali ber? I don't think itw'as a
f. ir shake she gev you !

MR. J.-She wvas ),outn&, Mrs. McMurphy, she was young
-and she was a most dutiful dauc'hter. She was mindful
of the injuniction, 1«Chîldren obey your parents ;" it was the
wish of hier mother that she should n-arry this person -a
man aif substance îvho bad a flourishing business in the
iumber-yard Wvay. But bier heart %vas true ta me, P'm sure,
Mrs. McMurphy, and she was divinely fair!

MRS. mcm.-it's too bad, entoirely, s0 it is, Misther
Jinkins, sor. It's loike fiwbat you rade about in books, isn't

MR. J.-Such tbings have been known to bappeiî in
fiction, I believe. But it was a cruel, cruel stab ail the sanie,
though the dagger was held in an innocent bandl.

MRS. MicM.-She was young, you sa),? And %v'as she
purty ? Av coorse she %vas, lIl be bound.

Mit. J.- Her beauty was heavenly, Mrs. McMurphy, that
ls alt-only beavenly. Her eyes were large ard b lue and
surprised looking; ber bair was flufly, and of the delicate
shade of the canary ; bier cheeks wvere rounded and soft and
tinted like the peacb, Mlrs. McM,%urphy, and bier mouth was
sweet, and ivore a p]acid, persistent smile that baunts me
yet. 1 Nvill neyer get over Melinda. Neyer!1 never 1

MaS. MCM. wpiig /zcr eyces witz the corner of her
aj~rn)-t'stoo bad entirely, Misther Jinkins, sor, so it is.

Sure I'ni sorry I ixed you the question that's fetched it ail
back on you an give you such a turn. But there's good fisb
in the sea yet, Mr. Jinkins 1 Plenty of thirn An' it's a
fool you are (av I rnay be so bowd> to think any more about
this shlip av a girrul that was Nvance, but is mebby be tlhis
time the mothtr of sivin.

Mit. J.-Don't speak unkindlv of bier, Mrs. McM\urphy.
It wounds me. She is in ai likélihood the mother of' seven
now-and the grandnîother of' a few.

MaS. MÇM,%. -Thin cheer up, man aloive, an' take a
i'riend's advice, an' find sorte other beautiful crature an'
marry hier, an' be happy loike Misther Fitzaltamont on the
ground floor.

Mit. J.-It can never be. Never.
[le restimes hù/scat.]

Masip. McM.-WVell, that's ail I can do for you, atnyhowv.
Think it over, Mfistber Jinkins. Don't be an ould luiatic:
any longer-(av I may be so bould.)

MR. J. -Xou are very kind, Mrs. ',%cMurphy.
Mas. MvcM.-I mane well, anyhowv. But 1 must lave

you nowv, as I bave a washin' engagement up the street.
TIhink it over, Misther Jinkins, sor, an' thry an' have some
sense-(av 1 înay be so bould>. Good mornin' Misther
Jinkins.

MR. J.-(wzearili,)-Good mornîng, 'Mrs. McMei\urpby.
[Ex/t jiv's. i1C.1111.

Good soul! She means weil, but hier poor simple mind
is not competent to grasp the situation. (He~ r/ses audpacecs
thcfloor.> She bas neyer k-nown anything of sucb a passion
as bas laid 'vaste my) life. Fitzaltamont 1 X'es, lie is happy.
1 have no doubt of it. He looks it. But hie is not-he

DiCTATIN THE TERMS.
MR. BUL-"I.arn pained and surprised, Sir Hibbert,

to read yolur recent rcmarkýs about me. They were only
îvorthy of my worst Fenian eneniy)."

SIR HIBRERT-" II, 1\r1. Bull, if you wisb to secure
mnj' good opinion, you'll bave to drop that ridiculous Froc
Traâe Policy."


