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We had, like others of our race, i
In credit liv’d, as beafts of chace. |
’Tis infamy to ferve a hag 3

Cats are thought imps, her broom a nag;

And boys againft our lives combiue,

Becaufe, ’tis faid, your cats have nine,
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The BUTTERFLY and the SNAIL.

L L upftarts, infolent in place,
Remind us of their vulgar race.

As, in the fun-(hine of the morn,
A butterfly (but newly born)
Sat proudly perking on a rofe;
With pert conceit his bofom glows ;
His wings, (all glorious to behold),
Bedropt with azure, jet, and gold,
Wide he difplays; the fpangled dew
Reflects his eyes, and various hue.

His now forgotten friend, a fnail,
Beneath his houfe, with flimy trail
Crawls o’er the grafs; whom when he fpies,
In wrath he to the gard’ner cries:

What means yon peafant’s daily toil,
From choaking weeds to rid the foil 2
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Why wake you to the morning’s care !
‘Why with new arts correét the year 2
Why glows the peach with crimfon hue?
And why the plum’s inviting blue ?
Were they to feall his tafte defign’d,
That vermin of voracious kind ?
Crufh then the flow, the pilf'ring race;
So purge thy garden from difgrace.

What arrogance ! the fnail reply’d;
How infolent is upftart pride!
Hadft thou not thus, with infult vain,
Provok’d my patience to complain,
I had conceal’d thy meaner birth,
Nor trac’d thee to the fcum of earth.
For fearce nine funs have wak’d the hours
To {well the fruit, and paint the flowers,
Since I thy humbler life furvey'd,
In bafe and fordid guife array’d 3
A hideous infeét, vile, unclean,
Youdragg'd a flow and noifome train;
And from your fpider-bowels drew
Foul film, and fpun the dirty clue,
Iown my humble life, good friend 3
Snail was 1 born, and fbail fhall end,
And what's a butterfly ? At beft,
He's but a caterpillar dreft :
And all thy race (a num’rous feed)
‘Shall prove of caterpillar breed,
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