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Tlis brain hath ſtratagem and art ;
Prudence and merey rule his heart .
What bleſſings muſt attend the nation
Under this good adminiſtration !

He ſaid. A gooſe , ho diſtant ſtood ,
Haran gu 8 apart the cackling brood .

a knave commend ,
worthy friend .

bty commendation !
VWhOſpoke th' oratien .

overnment may prize ,

eikäl. and 398

eſe muſt 1 a 18 reign .
havock now ſhall thin our race,

hen ev' ry petty clerk in place ,
To prove his taſte , and ſeem polite ,
Will fecd on geeſe both noon and night !

E ‚Alllk⸗

The Lap and the Wasp .

W HAT whiſpers muſt the beauty bear !
What hourly nonſenſe haunts her ear !

Where ' er her eyes diſpenſe their charms ,
Impertinence around her ſwarms .
Did not the tender nonſenſe

3*PContempt and ſcorn might lookdiſlike ;
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Forbiddiog airs might thin the place ,
The ſlighteſt flap a fly can chace,
But who can drive the num' rous breed ?
Chaſe one, another will ſueceed .
Who knous a fool, muſt know his brother ;
One fop will recommend another :
And vith this plague ſlie' s rightly curſt ,
Becauſe ſhe liſten ' d to the firſt .

As Doris , at her toilette ' s duty ,
Sat meditating on her beauty ,
She now was penſive , now was gay,
And loll ' d the ſultry hours away .

As thus in indolence ſhe lies,
A giddy waſp around her flies.
He now advances , now retires ,

Now to her neck and cheek aſpires .
Her fan in vain defends her charms :
Swift he returns , againalarms ;
For by repulſe he bolder grew,
Perch ' d on her lip , and ſipt the dew.

She frowns , ſhe frets. Good gods ! Cries,
1
Of all the plagues that heav ' n hath ſent ,

rotect me from cheſe teazing flies !

Awaſp is moſt impertinent .
The hov' ring inſect thus co

Am I then ſlighted , ſcorn ' d,
Can ſuch offence your anger
Twas beauty caus ' d the bol
Thoſe cherry lips that breathe perfume ,
That cheek ſo ri with youthful bloom,



Made me with ſtrong deſire purſue
The faireſt peach that ever grew.

Strike him not, Jenny , Doris cries ,
Nor murder waſps like vulgar flies ;
Kor though he' s free ( to do him right )
The creature ' s civil and polite .

In exſtaſies away he poſts ;
Where' er he came the favour boaſts :
Brags how her ſweeteſt tea he ſips ,
And ſhews the ſugar on his lips .

The hint alarm ' d the forward crew ;
Sure of ſucceſs , away they flew.
They ſhare the dainties of the day,
Round her with airy muſic play ;
And now they flutter , now they reſt ,
Now ſoar again , and ſkim her breaſt .
Nor were they baniſh ' d, till ſue found
That waſps have ſtings , and felt the wound .

F R

TDDeBurt and tbe MAsTIFr .

E E K you to train your fav' rite boy ?
Each caution , ev' ry care employ ;

And ere you venture to confide ,
Let his preceptor ' s heart be tryd ;
Weigh well his manners , life , and ſcope ;
On theſe depends thy future hope.
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