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Yet this is all that virtue brags,

At beft ’tis only worth 1n rags.
Such whims my wvery heart derides,
Indeed you make me burft my fides.
Truft me Mifs Bee—to {peak the truth;
I’ve copyed men from -earlieft youth ;
The {fame our tafte, the fame our ichool,
Paflion and appetite our rule.

And call me bird,

1’1l ne’er forego my fport or dinner.

or call me finner,

A prowling cat the mifcreant {pies,
And wide expands her amber-eyes :
Near and more near Grimalkin draws,
She wags her tail, protends her paws ;
‘Then fpringing 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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ITH gallant pomp, and beauteous pride
The floating pile in harbour rode,
Proud of her freight, the {fwelling tide
Reluéant left the veflel’s fide,

And rais’d it as fhe flow’d
The

——







