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“ Know, puppy, I'm an Englifh pipe,

““ Deem'd worthy of each Briton’s gripe,

¢ Who, with my cloud-compelling aid

¢« Help our plantations and our trade,

¢ And am, when fober and when mellow,
¢« An upright, downright, honeft fellow.
¢« Tho' fools, like you, may think me rough,
¢« And {corn me, ’caufe I am in buff,

¢ Yet your contempt I glad receive,

¢« "Tis all the fame that you can give:

¢« None finery or fopp’ry prize ;

«« But they who've fomething to difguife ;
¢« For fimple nature hates abulfe,

<«¢ And Plainnefs is the drefs of Ufe.”
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CArRe and GENEROSITY.

A FABLE

L D Care with Induftry and Art,
O At length fo well had play’d his Part ;

He heap'd up fuch an ample ftore,
That Av’rice cou'd not figh for more:
Ten thoufand flocks his thepherd told,
His coffers overflow’d with Gold ;
The land all round him was his own,

With corn his crouded granaries groan.
In
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In fhort fo vaft his charge and gain,
That to poflefs them was a pain;

With happinefs opprefs’d he lies,

And much too prudent to be wife.
Near him there liv'd a beauteous maid,
With all the charms of yeuth array’d ;
Good, amiable, fincere and free,

Her name was Generofity.

"Twas hers the largefs to beftow

On 1ich and poor, on friend and foe.
Her doors to all were open’d wide,

The pilgrim there might fafe abide -
‘For th’ hungry and the thirfty crew,
The bread fhe broke, the drink fhe drew;
There Sicknefs laid her aching head,
And there Diftrefs cou’d find a bed. ----
Each hour with an all-bounteous hand,
Diffufed fhe bleflings round the land :
Her gifts and glory lafted long,

And numerous was th’ accepting throng,.
At length pale Penury feiz'd the dame,
And Fortune fled, and Ruin came,

She found her riches at an end,

And that the had not made one friend. ---
All curfed her for not giving more,

Nor thought on what fhe’d done before ;
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She wept, fhe rav'd, fhe tore her hair,
When lo! to comfort her came Care. ----
And cry’'d, my dear, if you will join,
Your hand in nuptial bonds with mine;
All will be well--you fhall have ftore,

And I be plagu’d with Wealth no more,----
Tho’ I reftrain your bounteous heart,

You ftill fhall a& the generous part. -~--

The Bridal came--great was the feaft,

And good the pudding and the prieft ;

The bride in nine moons brought him forth
A little maid of matchlefs worth :

Her face was mix'd of Care and Glee,

They chriften’d her Oeconomy ;

And ftyled her fair Difcretion’s Queen,
The miftrefs of the golden mean.

Now Generofity confin’d,

Is perfeét eafy in her mind ;

She loves to give, yet knows to {pare,
Nor wifhes to be free from Care;
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