
The Fable of the Cicada and the Ant

iHen didit thou sue with tearful eyes,

S«ywi«. "Ala.! Thi. deadly bree«i..^miji me everywhere?! fJe^
" vJL* " '*?^ **t copiouj store-

"ewrelshaUrepaytheloanI '

"Lend me a little comi "—Absurd!Of course she wiU not hear a woJd •

muw.tpotwi„foraIIthy7a'n:
" bTo^^*?* «cb a single'^ain

« 2k ff ""*'.«:"Pe the binnsi '• ie crie«.Who sang in June, in winter d,W' *

kJ!1!^'w** »"^''«=«^ f«'I impart

bIT"^ ^S' l"'«''« heart;
^

Bids him all charity forget
Arid draw his purse-strings tighter vet

With pangs mtemal to their gravSl

Asoriy fabulist, indeed.

Would
T-'^?*' the winter's need

Vn «i?' " ^^^' °n K^a ns of co^ •No need was ever thine of thoseFor whom the honied fountaili^ows.

What matters winter? All thy kinBeneath the earth are gathered S

;
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