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coînpany of' t questionable cliaracter. Lot us hecar your reasons for this moral
inf'orence ?

D.-Flaith tiiii, she's been necaîîdheringc tbroughi the fields ail the morniug
with Captaîn Da.shley above stairs hiere-liujît that's suekin' the dollars out of
Mr. Grcny, every niglit-Pivil a less.

SP.-lla! Jiere is soine neii lighlt. (asùle)--'ooli ! Is that al? Well?
D.-IVcll faix, I loitherod about the big house, purtonidin' that 1 iwas

adinirin' every thitng in gînerai. You sec I was ini hopcs I'd got iny oye on
Miss Jeiiy - betune ourselvos, it's niot a batl sort of' a, pieco, that saine-
Arrali, ai)' it's Miss Jeînimy wud-

Si.Nvrmid lier now. Did you. sec Miss Modwin agrain?
D.-I begr your hionour's pardon-troth an' I did. She kemi up to the dour

a lould of that whiskered Devil's arum, ani' thin I mnade bould, to waik up
thinkin' I miit give the note to hierseif while the Captain was iooking t'other
way. Ne was sthrivin' mighty liard to, rade somebody's naine on a tundhierin'
great thrunk that the neyger wias 3ý,rryin' past-morc bc tokoen, the aiwkwvard
divil had it upside-down, so ho cud'nt niakoc it out anyhow. WoiIjoost thin
-oh, licaven purtoot us ! the noyger, puffin' an' biowin', like a great black
porpoiso, lots out on' to me, an' wants to know what I mane by prowlin' about
the primisos ail the mornini'; n' thin, faix 1 stuffed tlue ietthier into my pooket
agun quicker than ye'd ho saying'. 4Shtick,,' an' mighty glad to get away too.

Sr.-You have certainly beon vory unniecess-arily cautious, ])ennis. Wh1y
did you iuot givo the note to _Miss Medwin at once ?

D.-Ali, thin, sure ye wnd'nt ho wantin me to give lier the biily-dcuce
riglit afore the Captain ?

SP.-Billet dowa, you rascai. Who toid you it was a biillet doux ?
D.-Faix thin, rnaybe I wa.s decayved. But sure, yer honour, she's thec

jewel of a fine lady. Ah, did'nt I hear her, when I was turnin aif, telliîîg that
ould black-a-moor, in lier owni soft, swate purty voice, nover to be spakin to
anny one-that was me, you perca,,yve-ia that niannier again! Ocli, Saint
Pathriek be with us! Little did, my poor unother tliink--eavon rest lier
sowl in glory, amin-that ivor thue son thiat she rayred. wud ho insoolted by a
'wully-headed haythen like that.

Sr.-Ha, ha, lia! Neyer mimd, Dennis, nman; these, trilles m-ust ho borne.
You eau go DOW. I shail Dot want you again this nuorning.

D.-Thrifles, is it?
Enter Captainz Dasley.

0db, to be buihied by a neyger ! (Exit.)
C.APTA&iN DA&suLEY.-Hoilo, Speodweil! Dem it, mnan, how are you ?

(Tkrowîng hirnself i7zto a chair) Phoo! I'm half dead-been ont ruralizing
ail tlic nawning.

Sp.--4ndeed! I was not awarc of' your partiality for pleasures of' that ind


