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(ustance July, or August,)~—then to follow

A mode of drass in some way made, reticular—-
13 plensanter assuredly than wallow

In woollens,—which (twixt you and I, auricular
Id est, in seeret,) is the nastiest fashion
Of keeping up, a violent perspiration.—

However, as the atinosphere now stood
Some cloaths, at least, had not been decm'a noplensunt,
Buat yet, Baptisto,—(whether Fear imbued
A certain glow, when Nature cflervescent
Is thrown out in a warm perturbed mood
From hurry or from danger,)—still at present
Stood, a uncover’d, as the gods of old
Nor even, once, had shiver’d with the cold ;—

Atlength some servants bursting in the room
Brought back his stariled tacullies to reason—
One pale with fright, onc sobbing at her doom,
And some half naked, tho’ in that cold season,~—
And all exclaiming. « De pray, master, come,"—
Whilst, Betty, with his drawers,—said, Sir,put thescon.™
And Johy, tho’ frighten’d asthe maids, nought saying,
And the two Catholics,—cressing themselves, and praying,

And there was Annelte bursting into {ears
And calling to her spouse,—love, do you venture
« Without the doors,—those vile Chari-variers,
« Will seize you then.—or in the house will enter ;”~-
But to all this, Baptisto,—(tho’ his fears
Had made upon his feelings an indenture)
Nought said,~—Dbut putting on his dreesing gown
And inexpressibles, and cap, went boldly down.

Al was still uprear without side the walls
As it was fear within,—the shrieks,—the cheering
With the incessant, undiminish'd calls
For poor Baptisto,—who, at length appearing
Brought forth a clap, like thzt when thunder pails,
And startles every sense, and deadens hearing,—
Aund made the street, so echo with the sirain
You would have thought, Chaos had come again.—
* % ¥ *
Now, {o my tale again,—Bapiisto stood
As youmay well suppose,—betlwixt the feeling
Of Pride, and Fear ;—as any person would
Who saw a hundred leoke,—before them dealing
Their jibes and ridicnle In wagrich mood
Andinany otber different modes, appealing
To the splentic organs, which arouse
‘The bile, iz every cause, which we espouse.—

He tried addressivg them,—but al each trial
The horn, and whistle rose in treble shakes,
With the harsh scraping of au old erack'd viol
And an odd sound such as the cuckoo makes
In spring-time ;—each attempt had a denial
Sufficicut to arouse all nervous aches ;—
Then follow’d murnmurs, with an cath or twg,
At which the laughter more exeessive grew.



