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Tum demim exattis non infeliciter annis,

Sortiri tacitum lapidem, aut fub cefpite condi !,

On a GoLprincu farved to Death in bis- Cage.

I.
TIME was when I was free as air,
The thiftles downy feed my fare,
My drink the morning dew ;
I perch’d at will on ev’ry {pray,
My form genteel, my plumage gay,

My ftrains for ever new.

2.

But gawdy plumage, fprightly ftrain,
And form genteel were all in vain

And of a tranfient date,
For caught and caged and ftarved to death,
In dying fighs my little breath

?ﬂun pafs’d the wiry grate. |
Thanks
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Thanks, gentlc fiwain,’ for all M N, ¢l bitAs,
And thanks for this effectual clofe un i
And cure o7 ev'ry ill! it aH
More cruelty could noné exprefs, = W o
And I, if you had fhewn me lefs ¢ ot afd' L
Had been your p:is'ncl: ftll. : o
A

Tbe PINE “ARPLE and the BEEY
THE f:.ilne apples i triple row, I
Were bafking hot and all in blow, =
A bee of moft difcerning tafte i o AT
Pcrc:iﬁ‘d the fragrance as he pafs’d, ]
On eager wmg the fpoiler came, \92

And fearch’ d for crannies in the ﬁ*amg, o s Vil
Urg'd his attempt on ev e s et sy S

Toev'ry pane his trunkapplied, (. .. . 4.
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