Badische Landesbibliothek Karlsruhe

Digitale Sammlung der Badischen Landesbibliothek Karlsruhe

Poems

Poems and fables

Gay, John
Edinburgh, 1773

Fable XXXVII

urn:nbn:de:bsz:31-263877

Visual \\Library


https://nbn-resolving.org/urn:nbn:de:bsz:31-263877

F A B L E XXXVIL

The FaAR MeR's WIFE and the RAVEN.

HY are thafe tears, why droops your head?
Is then your.other hufband dead ?

Or does a worfe difgrace betide ?
Hath no one, fince his death, apply’d ?

Alas! you know the caufe too well.
The falt is fpilt, to me it fell.
‘Then to contribute to my lofs,
My knife and fork were laid acrofs ;
On Friday too! the day 1 dread !
‘Would I were fafe at home in bed !
Lalt night (I.vow to heav'n ’tis true}
Bounce from the fire a:coffin flew.
Next poft fome fatal news fhall tell.
God fend my Cornifh friends be well!

Unhappy widow, ceafe thy tears,
Nor feel afli€tion in thy fears.
Let not thy ftomach befufpended ;
Eat now, and weep when dinner’s ended;
And when the butler clears the table,
For thy defert I'll read my fable.

Betwixt her fwagging pannier’s load
A farmer’s wife to market-rode,
And, jogging on, with thoughtful care
Summ’d up the profits of her ware;
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When, Rarting from her filver dream,

Thus far and wide was heard her feream,
That raven on yon left-hand oak

(Cutfe on his ill-betiding croak)

Bodes me no good. - No more fhe faid,

When poor blind Ball, with ftumbling tread,

Eell prone; o’erturn’d the pannier lay,

And her mafh'd eggs beftrow’d the way.

She, fprawling in the yellow road,

Rail’d, fwore, and curs’d, - Thou croaking toad,
A murrain take thy whovefon throat !
Lknew misfortune in the note.

Dame, quoth the raven, fpare your oaths,
Unclench your filts, and wipe your cloaths.
But why on me thofe curfes thrown ?

Goody, the fault was all your own ;

For, had you laid this brittle ware

On Dun, the old fure-footed mare,

Though all the ravens of the bundred,

With croaking had your tongue out-thunder'd,
Sure-footed Dun had kept his legs,

And you, good woman, fav’d your ¢ggs,

:

PEA S p e X XV

The TorRREY and the ANT:

IN' other men we faults can fpy,
And blame the mote that dims their eye;
Hz
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