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The ^achelor, and the ^abe.

A Christmas Story.

" And now, f»ir d«mei. methinkt I ««

' .' You U«t«n to my inintir«l«y

;

Your waving lock*, ye backwards throw,

And tidelonR bend your necV» of »now

:

Ye • jn to hear a melting tale."

NCE on a time, not long ai; >

When Mother Earth was clad in snow j

When jingling sl'-'ph-bells rang full chime,

And trotters fa .hough past th^^i. prime,

Ran neck by neck with fault} gait,

Hurrying on their eouiiv: fate ;

And stalwart youth and merry maid,

By etiquette nor prudence staid,

Dashed down the street in fierce delight.

All reckless of the waning light.

Sharp snapp'd the whip ! a smothered cry

Betrayed the maiden's ecstacy,

While he with manly effort tries

To gain her love and win the prize.

Here met the gayest of the gay,

" The dark, the fair, in fit array.

So fashion rules the dress, the drive-

Ten thousand on its vouries thrive

—

And Hymen foremost on the roll.

Takes full, and frequent, fateful toll.

Old Christmas laughed a hearty laugh.

Like ancient topers when they quaff

A fruity wine refined by age,

• Which connoiseurs, with sapient nods.

Declare fit tipple for ihe gods ;

And sipping, look most wond'rous sage.
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