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triU and tremble in it, at its loudest, which suggested
Its being carried off its legs, and made to leap again,
bjr its own intense enthusiasm. Yet they went very
weU together, the Cricket and the Kettle. The burden
of the song was still the same; and louder, louder,
louder still, they sang it in their emulation.

The fair little listener—for fair she was, and young,
though something of what is called the dumpling shap^'
but I don't myself object to that—lighted a candle;
glanced at the Haymaker on the top of the clock, who
was getting in a pretty average crop of minutps; and
looked out of the window, where she saw nothing,
owing to the darkness, but her own face imaged in the
glass. And my opinion is (and so would yours have
been), that she might have looked a long way, and
seen nothing half so agreeabla When she came back,
and sat down in her former seat, the Cricket and the
Kettle were still keeping it up, with a perfect fury of
competition. The Kettle's weak side clearly being that
he didn't know when he was beai

There was all the excitement of a race about it
Chirp, chirp, chirp! Cricket a nule ahead. Hum, hum,
hum-m—m

! Kettle making play in the distance, like
a great top. Chirp, chirp, chirp! Cricket round the
comer. Hum, hum, hum—m—m ! Kettle sticking to
him in his own way; no idea of giving in. Chirp,
chirp, chirp 1 Cricket fresher than ever. Hum, hum,
hum—m—m

! Kettle slow and steady. Chirp, chirp,
chirp! Cricket going in to finish him. Hum, hum,
hum—m—m! Kettle not to be finished. UntU at
last, they got so jumbled together, in the hurry-skuny,
helter-skelter, of the match, that whether the Kettle


