
T HE ENQUIREN.

THE WHISKERS.

Ladies msark the Moral.

A noble captain woo'd a maid,
la hçlisIkers and a buge cockade,
And vow'd and swore, as lovers do,
What might be, but it was'not true.
For her and her affeetions, he .
Swore he would compass !and or sea;
To prove bis passion seek the Pole,
Or cross the lne, upon his soul!
Fetch ber the ber.rd of PresterJohn,
The turban once Mah'met bad on ;
Nay, al of whathe'd be the donor,
Was wbat he couldn't tell-2pon honori
But Ana lhad been three years from
-- school,
And was'nt therefore qùite a fool;
She thought an easier taskmight prove
Ils having, or bis lack of love,
Than sending hirà a Bruce-like jour-

neyy
WVith his own story to relurn t' ye.
So simply said-'Dear Sir, I own
' You might this wond'rous love make

known-
' But then I feat-.' ' Your fears are

wrong ;
•My passiob's ardentifirin and strong;

Words canuot paint its fervent force,
' My body, life, and soul are yours !
'Augelic maid , swear-'s äaid he.

' Ys, and lie too, I fearb' thought
she.

But,quick rejoiti'd-' the-proof lask
'Wili he at least nodistant task;
But you will promise first to do,

'Whatever I request of you.'
'Ah, Madani! ean you doubt- ue.

still?

' Well, by my whiskers! the& 1 wi-
' Those whiskers,' said shep'ad tli

feather,
'Are awkward, Sir, or frigbtfal

ther:
'Pray cet them of--when abav

clean, W
'You'll look half as genteel again.'
'My whiskers-whiskers,did you Fa
'No, curse me! not my whiskers! ay
'My feather-mai be--ratherstrangc
'Thate Madam, I May cut o ' change

No y whiskersI abominatei.
' A.triio.- ca yon besifate '

' A trifle ! curse me, Madamm, no!
'My whiskers are not triles.' Nu*,
There isaot in the land beside,

'A pair so red, so thick, so widé.
' Y u ly jest-' 'No,no,act I-

'Your whiskers, or.your suit muet fil
'Then, Madam, tho' I love yo

more
'Than ever lover lov'd before-
'And tho'1 might give vp my feather
'l'l not cut -offmy whiskers neither

Pray, ladies, mark the moral bere.
When lovers flatter, vow, anmsweS
Glancè~thro' the glitt'ring sophistrieb
And find out where the whisker lies
Some fat'rite folly prompts %sl,
And only Love cap work its fait;
But where afection truly reigns,
Al vain pretensions it disdains:
As shadows shun the beam of day,
It throws the itbiskCrs far away.
The mind anuother temper takes,
Nor feefs the sacrfice it iakes.

ROYAL SOL1LOQÚY.
Isshe a qieen? Oha word ofimport dire!
For God's sake C -. bdo str that fire
Js she a prinfess? âh'What man cala tell?
W)wt moder n vight, what learned Sydrophel?
'flie world says vye-and Laloîe say no.

A queci !there's tiat drsed word again!
e kind,'ye .stars. nr let it curse uny reige.
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