Match

HEe's a burly, churly fellow,

With a gruff and gusty voice,

And a manner rather hearty than polite.

He accosts you with a ¢“ Hello ! "—that laconical word ‘* Hello!”
And his language isn’t mild, nor is it choice ;

While his bluster puts the timid in a fright.

He's a lusty, crusty chap.

When he wakes up from a nap,

How he storms, and raves, and winnows things about him !
Yet betwixt, sir, you and me, though he handsomer might be.
We may sceld him, but we cannat (o v ithapg b
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Foll of pranks and fnnny tricles,

Comng, whistling. round the corner with a bound,
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He's a furiouns, cutions man,
Never following a plan;
Of the twelve apostles surely he’s the Peter.
But he does less harm than good, when he's really understood,
Though he often pipes in most uncommon metre,
Tl you think all Pandemoniuny’s in the wood.
Yet, to take him as he is :
Nature, manner, voice and phie,
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