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Few rcal Pleafures are on Earth pofieft,
And Mortals only in their Dreams are bleft ;
Then dream no longer, my well-meaning Friend,
That Mira’s Follies with her Mufe fhall end :
Some younger Vanity fucceeds the firft,
And the laft Folly often proves the worft :

No : While the reft in fruitlefs Cares are hurl’d,
Let me enjoy my vifionary World :

To this glad Bofom hug the dear Miftake,

If Dreams are Bleflings, who won’d with to wake 2

g N Y e A S S
The Sow and the PE A c 0O ck

A FABLE

N Days of Yore, as Authors tell,
When Beafts and Birds cou’d read and fpell,
(No matter where, in Town or City,)
There liv'id a Swine exceeding witty,
And for the Beauties of her Mind,
Excclhng all her briftl’d Kind :
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But yet to mortify her Price,
She found at laft her failing Side.

Philefophy fhe had good Store,
Had ponder’d Seneca all o’er;
Yet all Precautions ufelefs prove
Againft the Pow’r of mighty Love.
It happen’d on a fultry Day,
Upon her fav’rite Couch fhe lay :
"T'was a round Dunghil foft and warm,
O’er-thadow’d by a neighb’ring Barn,
W hen lo, her winking Eyes behold
A Creature with a Neck of Gold,

With painted Wings and gorgeous Train,

That fparkl’d like the ftarry Plain:
His Neck and Breatt all brilliant fhine
Againft the Sun: The dazzl’d Swine,
Who never faw the like before,
Began to wonder and adore ;

But feeing him fo fair and nice,

She left her Dunghil in a trice,

And
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And (fond to pleafe) the grunting Elf
Began to wafth and prune herfelf,
And from the ftinking Wave the run
To dry her Carcafe in the Sun :

Then rubb’d her Sides againft a Tree,

And now as clean as Hogs can be,
‘With cautious Air and doubtful Breaft,

The glitt’ring Peacock thus addreft ;

¢ Sir; I, a homely rural Swine,

¢ Can boaft of nothing fair nor fine,

¢ No Dainties in our Troughs appear,

¢ But as you feem a Stranger here,

¢ Be pleas’d to walk into my Sty,

¢ A little Hut as plain as I ;

¢ Pray venture through the humble Door;
¢ And tho’ your Entertainment’s poor,

¢ With me you fhall be f{ure to find

¢ An open Heart and honeft Mind ; |

« And that's a Dainty feldom found '

| ¢ On Cedar Flow’rs and City Ground.
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Thus far the Sow had preach’d by rule,
She preach’d, alas! but to'a Fool ;
For this fame Peacock (youmuft know)
Had he been Man, had been a Beau :
And had (like them) but mighty little
To fay: So {quirted out his Spittle. |
And with an Air that teftified,
He’d cot at leaft his fhare of Pride,
He thus began: ¢ Why, truly now,
¢ You’re very civil Mrs. Sow 2
¢ But I am very clean; d’ye fee?
¢ Your Sty is not a Place for me.
¢ Shou’d I go through. that narrow Door,
¢ My Feathers might be {oil’d or tore ;
¢ Or {cented with unfav’ry Fumes :
¢ And what am I without my Plumes ¢
" The much offended Sow replies,
(And turns a-fquint her narrow Eyes)
¢ Sir, you’re incorrigibly vain,

¢ To value thus a fhining Tramn ;

¢ For




PokMs on feveral Occafions. 183

¢ For when the northern Wind fhall blow,

¢ And fend us Hail, and Sleet, and Snow ; ' i
¢ How will you fave from fuch keen Weathers 11
¢ Your Merit? ~— Sir, I mean your Feathers: w )

" As for myfelf: — to think that I i!

¢ Shou’d lead an Idiot to my Sty, | h*

¢ Or firive to make an Oaf my Friend, ol
¢ It makes my Briftles ftand an end : it
¢ But for the future when 1 fee it
¢ A Bird that much refembles thee, i
I’ll ever take it as a Rule,

The fhining Cafe contains a Fool.

FLoRIMEL1A, 2be Firf} PAsTORAL.

By Mr. NEw T oN.

| il
F Flortmelia and her Charms I fing, H
Fair as the Blofloms of the fmiling Spring ; |
Whofe lovely Temples wore a Myrtle Wreath, i ;
That ferv’d to thade her glowing Cheeks beneath : B
N 4 How i E




