
The Sor^ qfShandygqff

Now there are -poeta many, and aingera bold and free.

But I deeire a epeeial choir to troU a atavefor me.

No limping aUtve, no pimping atave, btU a baliad Huff and rude

In honour qf auieet ahandygajf, thefineat Hpple brewed.

Though Vaehel Lindaay ainga toithfire, alaa, he drinka no beer;

And Maatera never andd be caUed a poet qf good cheer;

And BiU BenU, though people aay he hath a Bacchic vein,

la a married man, and hia bouaing can ia hung up high to drain.

Joyce Kilmer plucka a pleaaing atring, Don Marquia muUa hia

malt;

And Unlermeyer iwanga a lyre with which I find nofauU;

But qf aU who liU when wine ia apiU, who avnm in half-and-

half.

Where ia the Jove, the Proper Cove, to aing qf Shandygaff?

He ahoidd be grey and bearded, and atained with nicotine.

With a five-inch chop btfore him, and a glaaa like a tureen;

Rotund aa any firkin, toith a wit like WeUauTa brand.

And he will chant the ribald aonga that poeta underatand.

Then all the young and feeble will be gently warned away.

And thrice the draught wiU go the round vnth never a word to aay;

But when the gifted mxmvent wmea, and aerving men retiret

H^ll aing the Song qf Shandyg<\ff, the aong that I deaire.


