
A 'NICOTINE BALLAD

Fair Venus taught Love-and the fools who adore her

Pour feverish prayers at lier dangerous shrine.

Poor înoths they are sure to be scorched and discarded -

1 safeiy buru incense to sweet Nicotine.

Great Bacchus, a god whom nîost of us worship-

Fult pleasant and sweet are libations of wine-

But haif of the pleasures the great Bacchus gives us

Were wanting indeed without dear Nicotine.

OHd Grandfather Tinte, with his pitiless sickle

Keeps hiacking away tilt we're crippled and bent;

But, with half-crippted lirnb3s and a bald-headed noddle,

We ean stiti smoke tobacco to any exteut.

'Twixt doubt and conviction we're ail apt to waver-

Somne follow the Pope and soute Bob Ingersoti;-

But we al] know for certain that sooner or later

The woFms and the grave are the end of us ail,

Now, when you are old and getting grey-headed,

Don t try and mix in with this troublesoine, throng;

Just smoke a good pipe of sweet, fragrant Tobacco;

Be kind to your friends and you'l neyer go wrong.

It must be a god who created Tobacco:-

And a god fuil of love for us ruortats down here,

And a god who thus loves men lias dlaims to de% otion

Front ail Nicotine loyers on this mundane sphiere.

So then, with a pipe and a, pouch of Tobacco,

And old friends about us to greet with a sinile,

We'l cross life's last portage in joy and in gtadness

Thougli rough be the way for many a mtile.
W. P.


