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JVAX.

KoQght, I wy nought. 'Tis bat a toilwine mm*
To b«t upon that feather Policy,
And guess where after twice a hundred puni
'Twill catch another feather crosning it:

Guess bow the Pope will blow and how "the king-
What force my lady's fan baa ; how a cough '

Seizing the Padre's throat may raise a gast,
And how the queen may sigh the feather down.
Such catching at imaginary threads,
Such spinning t^risted air, is not for me.
If I should want a game, I'll rather bet
On racing snails, two large, slow, lingering snaib-
>o spurring, equal weights-a chance sublime,
Nothing to guess at, pure uncertainty.
Here comes the Duke. They give but feeble shouts.
And some look sour.

Host.

f,. .,.^ . .

'That spoiJs a fair occasion.
tiTility brings no conclusions with it,

And cheerful I'u-as make the moments glide
Instead of grating like a rusty wheel.

JVAX.

they are dullards, kick because they're stuncAnd bruise a friend to show they hate a wasp

Host.

Best treat year wasp with delicate regard-
J\hen fhe right moment comes say, "By ^our leave,"r.e your heel-so! and make an end of him.
That s If we talked of wasps; but our voung Duk*^bpam hold., not a more gallant gentlem'an.
Live, hve Duke Silval 'Ti. a rare smiJe he has,
iJUt seldom seen.
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