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wrangle. Now the best
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CECl.
Love, after all, is but of taste a question,
And hearts, like palates, educated grow;
[Love, like our drink, at times assists digestion,
Our boyish faces with a soft flame glow,
As for one gil“.\h face we all the rest shun,

No,

In boyhood’s days, which never will endure,

Yet Passion tinges not our being.

From life’s bright glass we take our water—pure,

CCII.

As youth advances, boyhood’s fancies fade,

’Neath Passion’s sun our pulsing blood grows heated,
The lover shrinks no longer ’fore the maid,

Frighted lest his demands be coolly treated.
Love’s fierce assault 1s fearlessly essayed

With force not easily to be defeated.
Man, toasting beauty, wishes he may win it,
And takes life-water with some spirit in it.

CCIIL

Then manhood comes, and at the height of life,

Strong, ruddy-faced, with passion at full force,
Fit for fierce onslaught in the wildest strife,

With tastes all strengthened he some shape adores,
Takes an exceeding pleasant form for wife,

Then in his glass, life’s growing liquor pours,
Glittering, strong, intoxicating, sweet,
That is to say, he takes his spirit—neat.

CCIV.

One always thinks of love before a wedding,

Folks at such time will nurse the amorous mood,
Louise leaves Berks (whose county town is Reading)
Her fond mamma, her chamber and her snood—
That’s Scotch for something ; but “avast” I’'m treading

On dangerous ground, where few at most intrude—
So here’s a toast—* Long may Louise adorn
With all her virtues the bleak house of Lorne.”

CCV.

Weddings—those wondrous weldings into one

Of folks who legally before were two—
Are quite imposing sights when royally done,

[n ev'ry detail smartly carried through.
A priest, an altar, then some minor fun,

Some pouts, smiles, tears, more smiles and then

adieu.

And as results the manifold small joys,
The human annuals called girls and boys.
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