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BARDOLPH REDIVIVUS.

(To À Pmmm.)

WRm PIatý in hiua cradle élept, the bee.4

Swarmed at his lips, forso the legend goeis;

But, fickle matures, coy and hard to pleme,

Theysure nùstook, and settled on your nose!

Mayhap it is your wife who loves to teaze,

And on your patient knèb incessant blowEk

Doth strike for her own, sweet amusemenes sake.

Perchance it cometh of the drams you take,,

Tbis mbtle, fiery redne&.4--who can tell

Ay, who can tell, great nasid organ bright!

What vintages and distffiations dwell

Pent in thSe ý caverns awful « în our sight 2.

Dark with the morn, but, in the dar 3, light5

A purple cloud by day, a flame by night .1


