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THE CALLIOPE. °

How many minutes thus passed I am
unable to tell, for 1 was ahsolutely deunk
with the deep droughts of bliss T was
quaffing I wasatlaststartled into come

parative sobriety by a sound close at}”

hand,which jarred mo<t auhibly apon my
high-strung nerves. It waszan every day.
vulgar, female tivter, and ithin three feet
of my elbow. Before T had any time for
speculation, ithad growan intoa full mouth

ed laugh. TIn another moment a candle
was lit, and the summer house was flood

ed with light, and then, before my eyes
(but certainly not in my arms) stooll
pretty Mavy holding her sides, and laugh

ing as if she would burst them. And
who in the name of* Venus, had I been
hugging and kissing so furionsly all thi-
time., One glance told the story. It
was black Moll the cook, a great. fat,
frowsy, greasy, ¢she nigger,” with a
head a yard long (almost) and nose hke
a flat iron. The sooty wench was asgrey

- as a badger, though her kinky wool wa~

well tied up, to prevent me from ferling
it ; and sixty-five years il'she was a day.
For a single v mment ] tried to humor the

joke, and Taugh with the laughers; but the|

extraordinary noise I made absolutely,
frightened me. Far from being a ka-fiu!
it wasa regular Joo-£00 !—as much lik.

. crying as augthing that was'nt erying

could be. Finding that that dodge wpuly
not do, I was preparing to cut and run,
when another obstacle preserted itselt
in "he shape of the farmer’s wife, who
was still fatter than old Mall, and who
completely blocked up the doorway.

¢What on earthis all this vumpus about™?
asked the old lady, as she stared round
the place ‘in gvery direetion. Her eyes
finally restingon Moll, she exclamed !
¢And what in merey’s name is the matte
withyou?” '

¢ Dere’s a heap de matter, mistress,’ re-
phed Moll 1 dout know but Ishill git ober

~ it dough ; but Twasa’ mes’ gone, dat’s a

fae’  Dis young gempelum done kiss me)
to _def a’ mos’ indeed, mistress, sHore a»
ye're alive. .

<At this juncture, all eyes were turned
upon ihe young ¢ gempelum,’ and 85 the

\

novelists say ¢ the effect can he more
easily imagined than deser bed.”

The old lady however seemed dis-
posed to be skeptical about the kissirg.
< You Moll,? rejoined she, ¢ how dure
you say such a thing 2

Indeed, an’ deed an’ double deed, it’s
de rale gospii trufe, mistress. Jist you ax
Miss Mary ef’taints  Asking Miss Mary
was well enough.”but answering  was
another thing,  She nodded however and
pointed her fore fisger at me. | was
worth looking at, about that tune, beyond
adoubt 5 and i a clevercaricaturist had
seen and made a drawing of me, in the
rharactor of a % stuck pig,” it would
have heen a little fortune to him.

The farmer’s wife still doubiing, Moll
hecame energetic ¢

hy, mistress, jistlook-ee here a! dese
fipses 0 mine [ ’raly was afraid young
marster was a gwine to chaw’s® em all
up into sassinge-meat, and den de way he
serouged me up in his arms ! Great good-+
ness. marey me ! Ihad’nt no niore brefl
lefin me dan a busted blather.

The old lady conld vt reject such can-
clusire 1estimony, as Moll’s lipses ; and
Sviunately for me, got so overcome by
her exestions that she staggered hack
from the doar, feaving the coast clear, of
which circumstance 1 took advantage,
amd clearmg the way of all remaining ob-
stacles, with one bound I eleared the
fenve and regained my horse.

Stopping ‘my ears, I dashed the spurs
wnto the horse’s sides, He bounded
forward, and I tunbied off, like a sack of
potataes, the saddle rolling on top of
me ; some one at Mary’s instigation hav-
ing cut the girth, I regained my horse
and quickly rode off minus my saddle,
aud ata rate thatsoon left my tormenters
far behind.

There was wurh sound truth in the
speecit of a country lad to an idler, who
boasted his descent from an sneient
family. .

% Su much the worse for you,” said
the peasant; ¢ as we ploughmen say—
the older the seed, the worse the crop.”
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