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We had, like others of our race,
In credit liv ' d, as beaſts of chace .
Tis infamy to ſerve a hag;
Cats are thought imps , her broom a nag ;
And boys againſt our lives combine ,
Becauſe, ' tis ſaid , your cats have nine .

The BUrTERFTY and ibe 8

LL upſtarts , inſolent in place ,
Remind us of their vulg ar race.

As, in the ſun - ſhine of the morn ,
A butterfiy ( but newly born )
Sat proudly perking on a roſe ;
With pert conceit his boſom glows ;
Eis wings, (all glorious to behold ) ,
Bedropt with azure , jet , and gold ,
Wide he difplays ; the ſpangled dew
Reflects his eyes, and various hue.

His now forgotten friend , a ſnail ,
Beneath his houſe , with ſlimy trail
Crawls o' er the graſs ; whom when he ſpies ,
In wrath he to the gard ' ner eries :

What means yon peaſant ' s daily toil ,
From choaking weeds to rid the ſoil ?



Shall prove of caterpillar breed .
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Why wake you to the morning ' s care ?

Why with new arts correct the year ?
Why glous the peach with erimſon hue
And why the plum' s inviting blue ?
Were they to feaſt his taſte deſign ' d,
That vermin of voracious kind ?
Cruſh then the ſlow, the pilf ' ring race ;
So purge thy garden from diſgrace .

What arrogance ! the ſnail reply ' d;
How inſolent is upſtart pride !
Hadſt thou not thus , with inſult vain ,
Provok ' d my patience to complain ,
had conceal ' d thy meaner birth ,
Nor trac ' d thee to the ſcum of earth .
For ſcarce nine ſuns have wak' d the hours ,
To ſwell the fruit , and paint the flowers ,
Since Ithy humbler life ſurvey ' d,
In baſe and ſordid guiſe array ' d;
A hideous inſect , vile, unclean ,
Lou dragg ' d a ſlow and noiſome traing
And from your ſpider - : bowels drew
Foul film, and ſpun the dirty elue.
Jown my humble life, good friend :
Snail was 1 born , and ſnail ſhall end.
And what' s a butterfiy ? At beſt ,
He' s but a caterpillar dreſt :
And all thy race (a num' rous ſeed )
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