Badische Landesbibliothek Karlsruhe

Digitale Sammlung der Badischen Landesbibliothek Karlsruhe

Poems

Poems and fables

Gay, John
Edinburgh, 1773

Fable XXIII

urn:nbn:de:bsz:31-263877

Visual \\Library


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

BA S RS

When thus the fop with fmiles of fcorn :

Are beards by civil nations worn ?

Ev'n Mufcovites have mow’d their chins.
ball we, like formal Capuchins,

Stubborn. in pride, retain the mode,

And bear-about the hairy load ?

Whene'er we through the village ftray,

Are we not mock’d along the way;

Infulted with lond fhouts of fcorn,

By boys our beards difgrac’d and torn ?
Were you no more with goats to dwell,

Brother, I grant you reafon well,

Replies a bearded chief. Befide,

I boys can mortify thy pride,

How wilt thou ftand the ridicule

Of our whole flock ? affected fool!

Coxcombs, diftinguifh’d from the-reft,

Lo all but coxcombs are a jeft,
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The OLD WomaN ond her CaTs.

HO friendfhip with a knave hath made,

Is judg’d a partner in the trade.
The matron who conduéts abroad
A willing nymph, is thought a bawd;
Andif a modeft girl is feen
With one who eures a lover’s fpleen,
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=1 | ‘We guefs her not extremely nice,
| | And only wifh to know her price.
*Tis thus, that on the choice of friends

| Our good or evil name depends.

A wrinkled hag, of wicked fame,
il Befide a little fmoky flame
! Sat hov’ring, pinch’d with age and froft;
Her fhrivell’d hands, with veins emboft,
i Upon her knees her weight fuftains,
While palfy thook her crazy brains :

She mumbles forth her backward prayers,

An untam’d feold of fourfeore years.

§ About her fwarm’d a num’rous brood

I Of cats, who lank with hunger mew’d.

Teaz’d with their cries, her choler grew, il

And thus fhe fputter’d. Hence ye crew,

Fool that T was, to entertain ‘
1

Such imps, fuch fiends, a hellifh train !

¥ad ye been never hous’d and purs'd,
1 for a witch had ne'er been curs’d.
To you I owe, that crouds of boys

Worry me with eternal noife ;

Straws laid aerofs my pace retard, Sy,
The horfe-fhoe’s nail'd (each threfhold’s guard
| The ftunted broom the wencl

hes hide,

C
For fear that I fhould up and ride;
They ftick with pins my bleeding feat,
And bid me (how my fecret teat.
| To hear you prate would vex a faint}
‘Who hath molt reafon of complaint ? B
Replics a cat. Let’s come to proof. :
Had we ne’er ftarv’d beneath your roof,
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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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