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[ ax: ]
His brow in {weat, his foul in perturbation ;
Mindlefs of trees, and bufhes, and the brambles,

Head over heels intnlthe lane he fcrambles,

Where qu ftood loft in wide-mouth’d {peculation!

¢ Speak,” roar’d the Prefident, ¢ this inftant—fay,
«¢ Haft {feen, haft feeﬁ, my lad, this way |
‘¢ The Emp’ror of Morocco pafs ? "~
Hob to the infe@-hunter nought replied,
But {hook his head, and fympathizing figh’d,.
¢ Alas!
¢ Poor gentleman, I'm forry for ye ;

¢ And pity much your .#pper flory I”

Lo! down the lane alert the Emp’ror flew,
And ftruck once more Sir Jofeph's hawk-like view ;
And now he mounted o’er a garden wall !
~In rufh’d Sir Jofeph at the garden door,
Knock’d down the Gard’ner—what could man do more,

And left him as he chofe to rife or {prawl.
F o O'er
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And fiercely in his turn purfu’d the Knight !

From bed to bed, full tilt the champions rac’d,
This chac’d the Knight, the Knight the Emp’ror chac’d,
Who fcal'd the walls, alas! and vanifh'd out of fight;
To find the Emprefs, p’rhaps, and tell her Grace
The merry hift'ry of the chace.

At length the Gard'ner, {well'd with rage and dolour,
O’ertaking, grafps Sir Jofeph by the collar,
And bleI’E with fav'rite oaths, abundance thow'rs j—

¢ Villain,” “he cried, ¢ beyond example!

£

L)

Juft like a cart-horfe on my beds to trample,
¢« More than your foul is worth, to kill my flow’rs!

¢¢ See how your two vile hoofs have made a wreck——

i

-

Look, rafcal, at each Beauty's broken neck !”"——

Mindlefs of humbled flow’rs, fo freely kill’d,
Although fuperior to his foul declar’d,
And vegetable blood profufely {pill’d,

\  Superior, too, to all reward ;
G Mindlefs












