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THE ROSE TREE AND THE POPPY,

A FABLE.
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DEzr in a lone fequefter’d grove

A beauteous Rofe-tree grew;
It’s bloffloms breath’d perfume as frefh

As morn’s ambrofial dew.

Each {preading branch luxuriant ftrew’d
The verdant turf below,' |

And high it’s blooming head 1t rear’d,
And made a lovely thew.

Yet not it’s flowers of choiceft hue,
It’s branches fprc;ading wide,

It’s lbfty head or rich perfume
Provok’d one {park of pride.

Humbly




Humbly to every breeze it bow’d,
That gently fann’d each tree,
And courteoufly difpens’d 1t’s {weets

To the induftrious bee.

Near to 1t’s mofly {tem there {prung
A flower {pontancous-bred,
A fingle Poppy, ’twas no INore,

It’s hue a vivid red.

With envy fir'd, the Poppy cried—
Your boughs exclude the hight,
Your {mell affe&ts my head, in (hort,

You’re odious to my fight.

Your fhatter’d leaves beftrew the ground,
Your dew-drops fall like tears,
Your ftraggling buds grow wild and rude,

Your thorns alarm my fears.

What




What tho” you deck Belinda’s breaft,
Or twine 1n Delia’s hair,
You never long enjoy your blifs,

But droop and wither therc.

What tho’ the paintér may compare
Your tints with Chloe’s bloom,
Or poet madly may exelaim,
Her breath is your peffume.

Such flattering rhapfodies may plant
Sharp thorns in Chloe’s brealt,

Like thofe that arm thy venom’d ftalk,
And rob her mind of reft.

Whilft I am known of {overeign power
To calm the aching {enfe,
So foporific 1s miy juice, '

Such pcace can T difpenic.

"Ts




>Tis I can lull the monarch’s care,
I blunt the edge of pain;
Then fay, thou {plendid ‘trifling fhrub,

If I am born in vain,

But thou with indolence {upine,
In garden or 1n grove,
" Art only form’d to be the food

Of poetry and love,

But that I longer fcorn to plead,
Or half your faults relate,
Elfe could I tell how oft you’ve caus’d

Commotions in the ftate;

Commotions of the deepeft dye,

With your own kindred bred ;
Witnefs the well known feuds betwixt

The White-rofe and the Red.

Such




Such rebel livery I difdan,
Tho’ white as pureft fnow ;

Yau’re only in falfe colouring dreft
To ftrike the deadlier blow.

The Poppy paus’d—--—ivhen thus the Rofe
In accent mild rephed :
Ah'! let us not in conteft try

What we can ne’er decide.

Know that ’tis Providence beftows
To each 1t’s proper fhare;

Thus you receive a healing power,
Whilft I may be more fatr.

Then let us each our lot reccive,
And thankfully improve,
So fhall your enmity be turn'd

To friendfh:p, peace, and love.

Abh,
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Ah, had not envy touch’d your root,

~ In me no faults you'd found;

But ftoop your head, and Aeign to view
Thofe Daifies on the ground.

No gaudy calouring can they boaft,
No h‘ealing power have they; - C

Yet ftll they {fmiling fill their {pace,
And thus they feem to fay: .

* Learn mortals- learn to be content, -
‘“ Let pride and envy ceafe, .

“ So fhall-your ways be ftrew’d with ﬂowch,
“ And all your paths be peace.”




