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T HE
EAGLE and ROBIN RED-BREAST:

Aot Al Al i AT B

By Mr, ArcHIBALD ScorTT,

H E prince of all the feather’d kind,
T That with fpread wings outflies the wind,
And tow’rs far out of human fight
To view the fhining orb of light :

This Royal Bird, tho’ brave and great,
And armed ftrong for ftern debate,

No tyrant is, but condefcends
Oft-times to treat inferior friends.

One day at his command did flock
To his high palace on a rock,
The courtiers of ilk various fize
That fwiftly {wim in chryftal fkies 3
Thither the valiant tarfels doup,
And here rapacious corbies croup,

* Written before the year 1690 £
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With greedy gleads, and fly gormahs,

And dimfon pyes, and chattering dawes ;

Proud peacocks, and a hundred mae,

Brufh'd up their pens that folemn day,

Bow'd firlt fubmiflive to my' lord,

Then took their places at his beard.
Meantime while feafting on a fawn,

And drinking blood from lamies drawn,

A tuneful robin trig and young,

Hard-by upon a burr-tree fung.

He fang the eagle’s royal line,

His piercing eye, and right divine

To {way out-owre the feather'd thrang,

Who dread his martial bill and fang :

His flight {ublime, and eild renew’d,

His mind with clemency endu'd ;

In fofter notes he fang his love,

More high, his bearing balts for Jove,
The monarch bird with blithenefs heard

The chaunting little filvan bard,

Call'd up a buzzard, who was then

His favourite and chamberlain,

Swith to my treafury, quoth he,

#nd to yon canty robin gie |

As muckle of our current gear

As may maintain him thro® the year ;

We can well fpart, and its his due :

He bade, and forth the Judas flew,

Straight to the branch where fobin fung,

And with 2 wicked lying tongue, ‘

Said
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' ah 1 ye fing fo dull and rough,
o
veo've deaf’d our lugs more than enough,

va

His Majelty has a nice ear,

And no more of your ftoff can bear ;
Poke up your pipes, be no more feen
At court, I warn you as a frien.

Te fpake, while robin’s {welling breaft,
And drooping wings his grief expreit ;
The tears ran hopping down hischeek,
Great grew his heart, he could not fpeak,
No for the tinfel of reward,

But that his notes met no regard :
Strait to the thaw he {pread his wing,
Refolv’d again no more to fing,

Where princely bounty is fuppreft

By fuch with whom They are opprelt ;
Who cannot bear (becaufe they want it)
That onght fhould be to merit granted,
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