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The B, the AnT, and the Sparrow:
AscBaASBolawE,

Addrefs’d to Preee and Kirty C. at Boarding School.

MY‘ dears, ’tis faid in days of old,
That beafts cow’d talk,'and birds cou’d {eold.
But now it feems the liuman race

Alone engrofs the fpeaker’s place.

Yet lately, if report be true,
(And much the tale relates to you)
There met a Sparrow, Ant, and Bee,
Which reafon’d and convers’d as we.

Who reads my page will doubtlefs grant
That Phe’s the wife induftrious Ant.
And all with half an eye may fee
That Kitty is the bufy Bee.
but where’s the third ?
Go fearch your fchool, ‘you'll find the Bird.
Your fchool ! T afk your' pardon fair,
P’m fure you'll find no Sparrow there.

Here then are two

Now to my tale—One fummer’s morn
A Bee rang’d o’er the verdant lawn;
Studious
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Studious to hufband every hour,

And make the moft of ev’ry flow’r.
Nimble from ftalk to ftalk fhe flies,

And loads with yellow wax her thighs ;
With which the artift builds her comb,
And keeps all tight and warm at home :
Or from the cowllip’s golden bells
Sucks honey to enrich her cells :

Or every tempting rofe purfues,

Or fips thelilly’s fragrant dews ;

Yet never robs the fhining bloom,

Or of its beauty or perfume.

Thus fhe difcharg’d in every way

The various duties of the day.

It chanc'd a frugal Ant was near,
Whofe brow was wrinkled o’er by care:
A great ceconomift was fhe,

Nor lefs Iaborious than the Bee;

By penfive parents often taught

‘What ills arife from want of thought ;
That poverty on {loth depends,

On poverty the lofs of friends.

Hence every day the Ant is found
With anxious fteps to tread the ground ;
With curious fearch to trace the grain,
And drag the heavy load with pain.

The aétive Bee with pleafure faw
The Ant fulfil her parents’ law,
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Ah! fiter-labourer, fays fhe,

How very fortunate are we !

Who taught in infancy to know

The comforts, which from labour flow,
Are independent of the great,

Nor know the wants of pride and ftate.
Why is our food fo very fweet

Becaufe we earn, before we eat.

Why are our wants fo very few i
Recaufe we nature’s calls purfue.
Whence our complacency of mind ?
Becaule we ad our parts affign’d.

Have we inceffant tafks to do ?

Ts not all nature bufy too!

Doth not the fun with conftant pace
Perfift to run his annual race ¢

Do not the ftars, which fhine fo bright,
Renew their courfes every night?
Doth not the ox obedient bow

His patient neck, and draw the plongh ?
Or when did e’er the generous fteed
Withhold his labour or his fpeed ?

If you all nature’s fyftem fcan,

The only idle thing is man !

A wanton Sparrow long’d to hear
Their fage difcourfe, and ftrait drew near.
The bird was talkative and loud,

Aud very. pert and very proud ;
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As worthlefs and as vain'a thing,

Perhaps as ever wore rL\ving.

She found, as on a fpray fhe fat,

The little friends were deep in chat ;

"T'hat virtue was their favourite theme;

And toil and probity their fcheme :

Such talk was hateful to her breaft,

She thought them arrant prudes at beft.

When to difplay her naughty mind,

Hunger with cruelty combin’d ;

She view'd the Ant with {avage eyes,

And hopt and hopt to fnatch her prize.

The bee, who watch’d her opening bill,

And guefs’d her fell defign to kill ;

Afl’d her from what her anger rofe,

And why fhe treated Ants as foes ?
The Sparrow her reply began,

And thus the converfation ran.
Whenever 'm difpos’d to dine,

I think the whole creation mine ;

That I'm a bird of high degree,

And every infect made for me.

Hence oft T {earch the emmet brood,

For emmets are delicions feod :

And oft in wantonnefs and play,

1 flay ten thoufand in a day.

For truth it is, without difguife,

That I love mifchief as my eyes.
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Oh! fie, the honeft Beereply’d,

I fear you make bafe man your guide;

Of every creature fure the worft,

Tho’ in creation’s {cale the firft!

Ungrateful man'! tis firange he thrives,

Who burns the Bees; to rob their hives!

1 hate his vile adminiftration,

And fo do all the emmet nation.

What fatal foes to birds are men

Quite to the Eagle from the Wren!

Oh ! do not men’s'example take,

Who mifchief do-for mifchief’s fake;

But {pare the Ant—her worth demands

Efteem:and friendfhip at your hands.

A mind swith every virtue bleft,

Muft raife compaflion in‘your breaft.
Virtue! rejoin’d the fneering bird,
Where did-you learn that gothic word ?

Qince I was hatch’d, I never heard,
That virtue was at all rever’d.

Butifay it was the ancients’ claim,

Yet moderns difavow the name ;
Unlefs; my' dear, you read vomances,

I cannot recongile your fancies.
Virtue.in fairy tales is {feen

To play the goddefs or the queen ;

But what’s 2 queen without the pow’r,
Or beauty, child, without a dow’r ?
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Yet this is all that virtue brags,
At beft *tis only worth in rags.
Such whims my very heart derides,
Indeed you make mie burft my fides.
Truft me Mifs Bee —— to {pedk the truth,
T’ve copyed men from earlieft youth ;
The fame our tafte, the fame our fchool,
Paflion and appetite our rule.
And call me bird, or call me finner,
’ll ne’er fdrego my fport or dinner.

A prowling cat the mifcreant fpies,
And wide expands her amber eyes:
Near and more near Grimalkin draws,
She wags her tail, protends her paws ;
Then {pringing on her thoughtlefs prey,
She bore the vicious bird away.

Thus in her cruelty and pride,
The wicked wanton Sparrow dy’d.
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I'T H gallant pomp, and beauteous pride
"The floating pile in harbour rode,
Proud of her freight, the (wc]ling tide
Reluctant left the veflel’s fide,
And rais’d it as fhe flow’d.
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The waves with Eaftern breezes curl’d,
Had filver’d half the liquid plain ;
The anchors weigh’d, the fails unfurl’®’,
Serenely mov’d the wooden world,
And ftretch’d along the main.

The fcaly natives of the deep,

Prefs to admire the vaft machine,
In {porting gambols round it leap,
Or fwimming low, due diftance keep,

In homage to their queen.

Thus, as life glides in gentle gale
Pretended friendfhip waits on pow’s,

But early quits the borrow’d veil

When adverfe Fortune fhifts the fail,
And haftens to devour.

In vain we fly approaching ill,
Danger can multiply its form;

Expos’d we fly like Jonas ftill,

And heaven, when ’tis heaven’s will,
Q’ertakes us in a ftorm.

The diftant furges foamy white
Foretel the furious blaft ;

Dreadful, tho’ diftant was the fight,

Confed’rate winds and waves unite,

And menace ev’ry maft.

Winds
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Winds whiftling thro’ ithe fhrouds, proclaim
A fatal harveft on the deck,
Quick in purfuit-as a&ive flame,
Too foon the rolling rain.came,
And ratify’d the wreck.

Thus, Adam {mil’d with new-born grace,
Life’s flame infpir’d by heav’nly breath;
Thus the fame breath fiveeps off his race,
Diforders Nature’s beauteous face,
And fpreads difeafe and death,

Stripp’d of her pride, the vefiel rolls,
‘ And as by fympathy fhe knew
i The fecret anguifh of our fouls,

Flti e With inward deeper groans condoles

The danger of her crew.

Now what avails it to be brave,

On liguid precipices hung?
Sufpended on a breaking wave,
Beneath us yawn’d a fea-green grave,

And filenc'd ev’ry tongue.

The faithlefs flood forfook her keel,
i L And downward launch’d the:lab’ring hull,
i Stun’d fhe forgotawhile to recl
And, feel almoft, or feem’d to feel
J | A momentary lull,
- Thus
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