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The luiicli was o'er, their spirits liitrli,

They quart' full many a toast,

When Hopeful joins in haste, to try

His skill ajjainst a post.

But sleighs are made of timber frail,

Nor brass nor iron they;

The post was stron<r, so he must tniil

To Mills' his liroken sleigh.

Now wending home, we thought that all

Adventures were past over,

Wlien Major Markham had a fall.

The Club's retreat to cover.

And so long live our noble Queen,

And send her children twenty;

To flourish on old England's scene.

In constant peace and plenty.

And may we have another time

A drive as rich in frolics;

And laugh, and joke, and spin a rhyme.

To keep off melancholies.

HIHONDELLE.
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