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As o’cr the corfe he frews the rattling duft
The fternelt heart will raife compflﬁol;" fi
Ev’n then 1o longer to his child unjuft ahbiv
The tears may trickle from 2 father,’s eye.
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Tae GIFT: To IRIS.

By Dr. GoLpsmiTh.

S AY, cruel Iris, pretty rake,

Dear mercenary beauty,
What annual offering fhall I make,
Expreffive of my duty?

My heart, a vitim to thine eyes,
Should T at once deliver,

Say, would the angry fair one prize
The gift, who flights the giver ?

A bill, a jewel, watch, or toy,
My rivals give—and let ‘em:

If gems, or gold, impart 2 joy,
I'll give them, when I get ‘em.

Pl give—but not the fall-blown rofe,
Or rofe-bud more in fafhion ;
Such fhort-liv’d offerings but difclofe
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I'll give thee fomething yet unpaid,
Not lels fincere than civil ;

I'll give thee—Ah ! too charming maid,

to the devil,

I'll give thee

Tae' RO OK B R

H thou who dwell'ft upon the bough,
Whofe tree does wave its verdant brow,

And fpreading fhades the diftant brook,

Accept thefe lines, dear fifter rook !

And when thou’ft read my mournful lay,

Extend thy wing and fly away,

Left pinion-maim’d by _ﬁery fhot,

Thou fhould'ft Tike me bewail thy lot ;

Left in thy rook’ry be renew’d =~ =

The tragic fcene which here I view'd.
The day declin'd,’ the evening breeze

Gently rock’d the filent trees,

While fpreading o’er my peopled neft,

I haflb’'d my callow young to reft

When fuddenly an hoftile foynd,

Explofion dire ! was heard around ;

And level'd by the hand of fate,

The angry bullets pierc’d’ fnry ‘mate e

I faw him fall from fpray to fpray,

Till on the diftant ground he ay -
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