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INTRODUCTION

TO THE

FABLES.

PART THE FIRST.

THE SHEPHERD AND THE PHILOSOPHER.

an‘r: from eities liv'd a swain,

Unvex'd with all the cares of gain;

His head was silver'd o'er with age,

And long experience made him sage ;

In summer's heat, and winter's cold,

He fed his flock, and penn'd the fold :

His hours in cheerful labour flew,

Nov envy nor ambition knew :

His wisdom and his honest fame

Through all the conntry rais'd his name.
A deep philosopher (whose rules

Of moral life were drawn from schools)

The shepherd's homely cottage songht,

And thus explor'd his reach of thonght:
Whenoe is thy learning? Hath thy toil

O'er books consum'd the midnight oil ?
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INTRODUCTION.

Hast thou old Greece and Rome survey'd,
And the vast sense of Plato weigh'd?
Hath Socrates thy soul refin’d,
And hast thou fathom'd Tully's mind ?
Or, like the wise Ulysses, thrown,
By varions futes, on realms unknown.
Hast thou thvpugh varions eities stray'd,
Their customs, laws. and manners weigh'd ?

The shepherd modestly reply'd,
I ne'er the paths of learning try'd ;
Nor have I roam’d in foreign parts,
To read mankind, their laws, and arts;
For man is practis'd to disguise,
He cheats the most discerning eyes;
Who by that search shall wiser grow,
When we ourselves can never know ?
The little knowledge I have gain'd
‘Was all from simple Nature deain'd ;
Hence my life's maxims ook their rise;
Hence grew my settled hate to vice.

The daily labours of the bee
Awake my soul to industry.
Who can observe the careful ant,
Aud not provide for futare want ?
My dog { the trustiest of his kind )
With gratitude inflames my mind;
T mark his true, his faithful way,
And in my service copy Tray. ’




INTRODUCTION.

Ta constancy and nuptial love,

1 learn my duty from the dove.

The hen, who, from the chilly air,

With pioos wing protects her care;

And ev'ry fowl that flies ar large

Instructs me in a parent’s charge.
From Nature too [ take my rule,

To shun contempt and ridionle,

1 never, with important air,

Ta conversation overhear,

Can grave and formal pass for wise,

When men the solemn owl despise ?

My tongue within my lips I rein;

For who talks mach must talk in vain,

We from the wordy torrvent fly:

Who listens to the chatt'ring pye?

Nor wounld 1, with felonious slight,

By stealth invade my neighboor's right.

Rapneions animals we hate:

Kiten, hawks, and wolves, deserve their fate.

Do not we just abhorrence find

Against the toad and serpent kind ?

But envy, calumny, and spite,

Bear stronger malice in their bite.

Thus, ev'ry object of creation

Can furnish hints to contemplation ;

And, from the most minute and mean,

A virtuous mind can morals glean.




INTRODUCTION.

Thy fame is just, the sage replies;
Thy virtue proves thee trnly wise.
Pride often guides the anthor's peny
Books as affected are as men
But he who studies Nature's laws
From certain truth his maxims draws
And those, without pur schools, suffice
To make men moral, good, and wise.
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BY JOHN GAY.

PART THE FIRST.

R

TO HIS NIGHNESS

WILLTAM,
DUKE OF CUMBERLAND.

FABLE L

THE LION, THE TYGER, AND YHE TRAVELLER.

.A.cr.tn, young prince, the moral lay,
And in these tales wankind survey ;
With early virtues plant your breast,
The specions arts of vice detest.
Princes, like beauties, from their youth
Are strangers to the voiee of tenth :
Learn to contemn all praise betimes;
Tor flattery’s the nurse of erimes.
Friendship by sweet reproof is shown,
(A virtue never near a throne ;)
In courts such freedom must offend ;
‘There none presumes to be a friend.
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To those of your exalted station
Each conrtier is a dedication.
Must I too flatter like the rest,
And turn my morals to a jest?
The muse disdains to steal from those
Who thrive in courts by fulsome prose.

But shall I hide your real praise,
Or tell you what a nation says?
They in your infant-bosom trace
The virtues of your royal race:
In the fair dawning of your mind
Discern you gen'rous, mild, and kind,
They see you grieve to hear distress,
And pant already to redress.
Go on: the height of good attain,
Nor leta nation hope in vain :
For hence we justly may presage
The virtues of a riper age.
True courage shall your bosom fire,
And future actions own your sive.
Cowards are crnel: bot the brave
Love merey, and delight to save.

A tyger, roaming for his prey,
Sprung on a trav'ler in the wiy;
The prostrate game a lion spies,
And on the greedy tyrant flies;
With mingled rosr resounds the wood;
Their teeth, their claws distil with blood ;
Till vanquish'd by the lion's strength
The spotted foe extends his length.
The man besought the shaggy lord,
And on his knees for life implor'd.
His life the gen'rous hero gave.
Together walking to his cave,
The lion thus bespoke his guest:
What hardy beast shall dare contest




PART THE FIRST.

My matchless strength ! Yon saw the fight,

And must attest my pow’r and right ;

Fore'd to forego their native howe,

My starving slaves at distance roam,

Within these woods [ reign alone.

The boundless forest is my own.

Bears, wolves, and all the savage brood,

Have died the regal den with blood.

These carcasses on ¢ither hand,

Those bones that whiten all the land,

My former deeds and triumphs tell,

Beneath these jaws what nnmbers fell.
True, says the man, the strength T saw

Might well the brutal nation awe:

But shall a monarch, beave like yon,

Place glory in so false a view?

Robbers invade their neighbonr's vight.

Be lov'd: let justice bound your might.

Mean are ambitions heroes’ boasts

OF wasted lands and slaughter'd hosts.

Pirates their pow'r hy murders gain,

Wise kings by love and merey reign.

To me your clemency hath shown

The virtue worthy of 4 throne,

Heav'n gives yon pow'r above the rest,

Like heav'n, to succonr the distrest.
The ease is plain, the monarch said ;

False glory hath my youth misled ;

For beasts of prey, a servile train,

Have been the flatterers of my reign.

You reason well. Yet tell me, friead,

Did ever you in courts atrend ?

For all my fawning rogues agree

That human heroes rule like me.
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FABLE IL
THE SPANIEL AND THE CAMELEON.

A spaN1EL, bred with all the care
That waits upon a fay'rite heir,

Ne'er felt correction’s rigid hand :
Indulg'd to disobey command,

In pamper'd ease his hours were spent 3
He never knew what learning meant.
Such forward airs, so pert, so smart,
Were sure to win his lady’s heart 5
Each little mischief gain'd him praise; '
How pretty were his fawning ways !

The wind was south, the morning fair,
He ventures forth to take the air:
He ranges all the meadow round,
And rolls upon the softest ground :
When near him a cameleon seen
Was scarce distinguish'd from the green:
Dear emblem of the Hatt'ring host,
What, live with clowns ! a genius lost !
To vities and the court repair;
A fortone canmot fail thee there :
Preferment shall thy wlents crown,
Believe me, friend : I know the town.
Siry says the sycophant, like yon,
Of ald, politer life T knew :
Like yon, a courtier born and bred,
Kings lean'd their ear to what 1 said.
My whisper always met 3
The ladies prais'd me for address.
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1 knew to hit each courtier's pansion,
And flatter’d ev'ry vice in fashion:
But Jove, who hates the liae's ways,
At onee gut short my prosp'rous days;
And, sentenc’d to retain my natore,
Transform'd me to this erawling creatare;
Doom'd 1o a life obscure and mean,

I wander in the sylvan seene.

For Jove the heart alone vogards;

He ponishes what man rewards.

How diff ‘rent is thy case and mine!
With men at least you sup and'dine:
While I, condemn’d to thinnest fare,
Like those 1 flatter’d feed on air,

e

FABLE 11L

THE MOTHEN, THE NURSE, AND THE FAINY.

Gru me a son. The blessing sent,
Were ever parents moie content?
How partial are their doating eyea!
No child is half so fair and wise.

Wak'd to the morning’s pleasing care,
The Mother rose, and sought her heir.
She saw the nurse, like one possess'd,
With wringing hands, and sobbing breast.

Sure some disaster has befel :

Speak, nurse ; I hope the boy is well.

Dear madam, think not we to blame ;
Tnvisible the fairy came:

Yonr precious babe is hence convey'd,
And in the place a changeling laid.
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Where ave the father's mouth and nose,
The mother's eyes, as black as sloes ?
See here, u shocking aukward creature,
That speaks a fool in every feature!

The woman's blind, the motlher cries;
I see wit sparkling in his eyes.

Lord! maduam, what a squinting leer !
No doubt the fairy hath been here.

Just as she spoke, a pigmy sprite
Pops through the key-hole, swift as light ;*
Perch'd on the eradle’s top he stands,
And thus e folly reprimands.

Wheneo sprung the vain conceited lie
That we the world with fools supply ?
What! give our sprightly race away,
For the dull helpless sons of clay ?
Besides, by partial fondness shown,

Like yon we doat npon our own.

Where yet was ever found a mother,
Who'd give her hooby for another?

And, should we change with hunman breed,
Well might we pass for foals indeed.

FABLE 1V.

THE EAGLE, AND THE ASSEMELY OF ANIMALS,

A s Jupiter's all-secing eye

Survey'd the worlds beneath the sky,
From this small speck of earth were sent
Murmurs and sounds of discontent ;
For ev’ry thing ulive complain'd

That he the hardest life sustain'd.




PART TRE FIRST.
Jave calls his eagle. At the word,
Before him stands the royal bird.
The bird, obedient, from heav'n's height,
Downward directs his rapid flight:
Then cited ev'ry living thing,
To hear the maudates of his king.

Ungrateful ereatures, whenge arise
These murmurs which offend the skies ?
Why this disorder? say the cause;

For just ave Jove's eternal laws.
Let each his discontent reveal;
To you, sour dog, I first appeal.

Hurd is my lot, the hound veplies,

On what fleet nerves the greyhound flies!
While I, with weary step and slow,

O'er plains and vales, and mountains go.
The morning sees my chase beguo,

Nor ends it till the setting sun.

When, says the greyhonnd, I parsue,
My game is lost, or caught in view;
Teyond my sight the prey's secure,

The hound is slow, but always sure;
And, bad 1 his sagacious seent,
Jove ne‘er had heard my discontent.

The lion erav'd the fox's arts
The fox , the lion's force and heart.

The cock implor'd the pigeon's flight,
Whose wings vere rapid, strong . and light ;
The pigeon strength of wing despis'd,

And the eock's matchless valonr priz'd :
The fisheswish'd to graze the plain;

The beasts, to skim beneath the main :
Thus, envions of another's state,

Fach blam'd the partial hand of Fate.

The bird of heav'n then ery'd alond,
Jove bids disperse the murm'ring crowd ;
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The God rejects your idle pray'rs.
Wounld ye, rebiellions mutineers,
Entirely change your pame and nature,
And be the very envy'd creatace
What, silent all, and none consent !

Be happy, then, and learn content;
Nor imitate the restless mind,

And proud ambition of mankind.

FABLE V.

THE WILD BOAR AND THE RAM.

As a1wsT an elm a sheep was tied,

The butcher’s knife in blood was died :

The patient flock, in silent feight,

From fur bebeld the horrid sight.

A savage boar, who near them stood,

Thus mock'd to scorn the fleecy hrood.
All cowards should be serv'd like yon:

See, see, your murd'rer is in view ;

With purple hands, and reeking knife,

He strips the skin yet warm with life:

Your guarter’d sires, your bleeding dams,

The dying bleat of harmless lambs

Call for revenge. O stupid race!

The heart that wants revenge is base.
I grant, an aucient ram replies,

We bear no terror in onr eyes;

Yet think us not of soul so tame,

Which no repeated wrongs inflame;

Insensible of ev'ry ill,

Becanse we want thy tasks to kill.




PART THE FIRST. 17
Know, those who wiolence pursue
Give to themselves the vengeaner due :
For in these massacres they find
The two chief plagues that waste mankind.
Our skin supplies the wrangling bar,
1t wokes their sluomb'ring sons 10 warg
And well revenge may rest conten ted,
Sinee deoms and parchment were invented.

o e

FABLE VI

THE MISER AND PLUTOS.

Tnx wind was high, the window shakes,
With sudden start the miser wakes
Along the silent room he stalks,

Looks back, and trembles as he walks.
Fach lock, and ev'ry bolt, he tries,

In ev'ry ereck and corner pries ;

Then opes the chest with treasnre stor'd,
And stands in rapture o'er his hoard.
But now with sudden qualms possest,
He wrings his hands, he beats his breast.
By conscience stang, he wildly staves ;
And thus his guilty sonl declares.

Had the deep earth her stores confin'd :
This heart had known sweet peace of mind :
But virtue's sold. Good gods ! what price
Can recompense the pangs of vice!

O bane of good ; seducing cheat !

Can man, weak man, thy pow'r defeat ?
Gold banish’'d honour from the mind,
And only left the name behind :

m oo
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Gold sow'd the world with ev'ry ill;
Gold mught the murd'rer's sword to kill :
“Twas gold instrocted coward hearts
In treach’ry’s more pernicious arts.
Who can reconnt the mischiefs o'er?
Virtue resides on earth no more!

He spoke, and sigh’d. In angry mood,

Platus, his god, before him stood.

The miser, trembling, lock'd his chest :

The vision frown'd, and thus addrest:
Whence is this vile ungrateful rant,

Each sordid rascal’s daily cant?

Did 1, base wretch, cnrmpt mankind ?

The fault’s in thy rapacions mind.

Becanse my blessings are abus'd,

Moust I be censur'd, cors'd, nncn.s’d?

Elen virtne's self by knaves is made

A cloak to carry on the trade;

And pow'r, when lodg'd in their possession,

Grows tyranny, and rank oppression.

Thas when the villain crams his chest ,

Gold is the canker of the breast :

‘Tis av'rice, insolence , and pride,

And ev'ry shocking vice beside.

Bat when to virtuons hands tis given,

It blesses, like the dew of heaven:

Like heay'n it hears the orphan's cries ,

Aund wipes the tears from widows' eyes.

Their erimes on gold shall misers lay ,

Who pawn their sordid souls for pay?

Let hravoes then, when blood is spilt,

Upbraid the passive sonl with guilt. «
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FABLE VIL

THE LION, THE FOX, AND THE GEESE.

A. L10x, tir'd with state affairs,
Quite sick of pomp, and worn with cares,
Resolv'd, remote from noise and strife,
In peace to pass his latter life.
It was proclaim’d : the day was set
Behold the gen'ral council met.
The fox vas viceroy nam’'d. The erowd
To the new regent humbly bow'd.
Waolves, bears, and mighty tygers bend,
And strive who most shall condesoend.
He straight assumes a solemn grace,
Collects his wisdom in his face;
The crowd admire his wit, his sense ;
Each word hath weight and eonsequence.
The flatt’cer all his art displays:
He who hath pow'r is sure of praise,
A fox stept fortly before the rest,
And thuos the servile throng addrest:
How vast his talents, horn to rule,
And train'd in virtue's honest school |
What elemency Lis temper sways !
How uncorrupt ave all his ways !
Beneath his conduct and command,
Rapine shall cease to waste the land.
His brain hath stratigem and art;
Prodence and mercy rule his heart;
What blessings must attend the nation
Under his good administration !




LT

FABLES BY JOHN GAY.

He said, A goase, who distant stood,
Havanga'd apart the eackling hrood,
Whene'er 1 hear a knave commoni,
He bids me shon his worthy friend.
What praise ! what mighty commendation!
Fout "twas o fox whe spoke th' oration,
Foxes this government may prize,
As gentle, plentiful, and wise;
If they enjoy the sweets, 'tis plain
We geese must feel a tyrant reign.
What havock now shall thin onr race,
When ev'ry petty clerk in place,
To prove his taste, and seem polite,
Will feed on geese both noon pud wight !

e

FABLE VIIL

THE LADY AND TME WASE.

L L i AT whispers must the beauty beav!
What hourly nonsense hounts her enr!
Where'er her eyes dispense theiv charau,
Impertinenee acound her swaems,

Didd not the tender nonsense strike,
Contempt and scorn might look dislike:
Forbidding aivs might thin the place,

The slightest lap o fly can chase.

Rar who ean drive the num'rous hreed P
Chiase one, another will succeed.

Who knows a fool, must know his brother
Oune fop will recommend another :

And with this plague she's rightly evrst,
Because she listen'd to the fivsr.

m oo
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As Doris, at her toilette's duty,

Sat meditating on her beaury,

She now was pensive, now was gay,

And loll'd the sultry hours away.
As thna in indolence she lies,

A giddy wasp around her flies.

He now advances, now retires,

Now to her neck ond cheek aspires.

Her fan in vain defends her charms ;

Swift he retarms , again alurms;

For by repulse he bolder grew,

Perch’d on her lip aud sipt the dew,

She frowns; she frets. Good gods ! she cries,
Proteet me from these teazing flies !

Of all the plagnes that Heav'n hath sent,
A wasp is most impertinent.

The hov'ring insect thus complain’d;
Am 1 then slighted , scorn'd , disdain’d ?
Can such offence your anger wake ?
"Twas beauty eans'd the bold mistake.
Those chorry lips that breathe perfume,
That chieek so vipe with youthfnl bloom
Mude me with strong desive pnrsue
The fuirest peach that ever grew,

Strike him not, Jenny, Doris eries,
Nor murder waspy like vilgar flies :

For though he's free, (1o do him vight,)
The creature’s civil and polite.

In ecstacies away hie posts ;

Where'er he came the favanr hoasts ;
Birags how her sweetest tea he sips,
And shews the sugar on his lips.

The hint alarm'd the forward crew:
Sure of suceess away they flow,

They shave the dointies of the day
Round her with airy musick play ;
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And now they flutter, now they rest,
Naw soar again , and skim her breast.
Nor were they banish'd, till she found
That wasps have stings , and felt the wound.

FABLE IX.
THE SULL AND THE MASTIFF.

Snztyr.m to train your fav'r'te boy?
Each caution, ev'ry care eimploy;

And ere you venture 1o conlide,

Let his preceptor’s heart be try'd :

Weigh well his manners, life, and scope ;
On these depends thy futare hope.

As on a timn in peaceful reign,

A bull enjoy'd the flow'ry plain,

A mastiff pass'd ; inflam’d with ire,

His eye-balls shot indignant fire ;

He foam'd, he rag'd with thirst of bload.
Spurning the ground , the monarch stood,

And roar'd alond. Suspend the fight;

In a whole skin go sleep to night:

Or tell me, eve the battle rage,

‘What wrongs provoke thee to engage?

Is it ambition fires thy breast,

Or avarwee that ne'er can rest?

From these glone nnjustly springs

The world-destroying wrath of kings.
The surly masiiff thas vetarns:

Within ny bosom glory burns,

Like heroes of erernal name,,

‘Whom poets sing, ! fight for fame,
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The butcher's spirit-stirring mind
To war my youth inclin'd;
He wdmug beroick deed,
Tunght me to conguer , or to bleed.

Curs'd dog. the bull reply'd, no more
1 wonder at thy thiest of gore;
For thou { beneath a buteher train’d,
Whose hands with cruelty are stain'd,
Mis duily murders in thy view )
Must, like thy tator, blood pursue.
Take then thy fate. With goring wonud,
At onee he lifts him from the ground ;
Aloft the sprawling hera fies,
Mangled he falls , he howls, and dies.

FABLE X.

THE ELIPHANT AND THE ROOKSELLER.

Tu man who, with undannted toils,
Sails unknown seas, to nuknown soils,
With various wonders feasts his sight :
What stranger wonders does he write !
We read, and in description view
Creatures which Adam uever knew:
For when we risk no contradietion,

Tt prompts the tongne to deal i lictiou.
Those things that stavile me or you

1 grant are steange, yer moy be true.
Who doabts that elephants are found
For svienee and for sense venown'd ?
Borri records their strength of pacts,
Extent of thonght, and skill in arts:

o Aowou]




24

FABLES BY JOHN GAY.

How they pecform the law's decrees,

And save the state the hangman's fees,
Aud how by ravel understand

The language of another land.

Let those who question this report,

T'o Pliny's ancient page resort.

How learn'd was that sagacions breed !
Who now, like them, the Greek can read ?

As one of these, in diys of yore,
Rummag'd a shop of learning o'er;
Not, like onr modern dealers, minding
Only the margin's breadth and binding;
A book his curious eye detains,

Where, with exactest care and pains,
Were ev'ry beast and bivd portray'd
That e'er the search of man surve'yd ;
Their notures and their pow'rs were writ,
With all the pride of human wit.

The page he with attention spread ,

And thus remark'd on what he read.

Man with strong reason is endow'd;
A beast seorce instinet is allow'd ;

But let this anthor's worth be wy'd ,
"Tis plain that neither was his guide.
Can he discern the GifF rent natures ,
And weigh the pow'r of other creatures,
Who by the partial work hath shown
He knows so little of his own ?

How falsely is the spaniel drawn !

Did man from him first learn to fawn ?
A dog proficient in the trade !

He, the chief fatt'rer nature made !
Go, man , the ways of courts discern ,
You'll find a spaniel still might learn.
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How can the fox's thelt and plunder
Provoke his eensure or his wonder ?
From courtiers’ trichs, and lawyers’ aris
The fox might well improve his paris.
The lion , wolf, and tyger's hrand ,

He curses for their thiest of blood :

But is not man to man a prey ?

Bensts kill for hunger , men for pay,

The bookseller, who beard him speal,
And sy him tarn a page of Greek,
‘Thonght, what a genius have [ found !
Then thus addeess’d with bow profonnd.

Learn'd Siv, if you'd employ your pen

ainst the senselesy sons ol men
Or write the history of Siam ,

No man is hetter pay than I am:
Or , sinee yon're learn'd in Greek, let's see
Something against the Trinity.

When weinkliog with o sneer his trank
Vedend , quath the glephant, you're drunk:
Flen keop yonr money , and be wise ;
Leave man on man to eviticise :

For that you ne'er can want a pen
Among the seuseless sons of men:
They nnprovek'd will conrt the fray:
Envy's a sharper spur than pay,
No author ever spur'd a brother;

T Wits ave gnme-cocks to one another.

FABLE XI.
THE FEACOCK; THI AURKEY , AND THE GOOSE.
Iw beanty fanlts conspicuons grow ;

The smallest speck is seen on snov,
3
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As near a harn, by hunger led

A peacock with the poultry fed;

All view'd him with an envious cve.

And mock’d his guudy pageantry.

He y conscions of superior merit,
Contemns their base reviling spirit;

His state and digaity assames ,

And to the sun displays his plumes
Which , like the heav'n's o'ec-arching skies,
Arve spangled with a thousand eyes.

The civeling rays, and vavied light,

At once confound their dazzled sight :

On ev'ry tongoe deteaction burns,

And malice prompts their spleen by turns,

Mark with what insolence and pride
The creature takes his haughty stride !
The turkey ories. Can spleen contain ?
Sure never bird was half so vain:

Pt were intrinsick merit seen
We turkeys have the whiter skin.

From tongue to tongne they canght abuse;
And next was hoard the hissing goose.
What hideous legs | what filthy elaws!

I scorn to censure little Haws,
Then what a horeid squawling throat !
Ev'n owls ave frighred at the note.

True, those ave fanlts, the peacock cvies;
My seream, my shanks you may despise;
But such blind eriticks vail in vain:
What, overlook my radiant teain !

Know, did my legs, your scorn and sport,
The turkey or the goose support ,

Aund did ye seream with harsher sound,
Those foults in you had ne'er been fonnd ;
T all apparent beanties hiind ,

Each hlemish strikes an envious mind.
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Thus in assemblies have [ seen
A nymph of brightest charms and mien
Wake envy in each ugly face,
And burzing scandal fill the place.

e

FABLE XII.

CUPIDy, WYMEN , AND FLUTUS

A.s Cupid in Cythera's grove

Employ'd the lesser pow'rs of love,

Some shape the bow, or fit the string,

Some give the taper shaft its wing,

Or turn the polish'd quiver's monld,

Or head the darts with remper'd gold.
Amidst their toil and various care,

Thus hymen, with assuming air,

Address'd the God. Thon purblind chit,

Of ankward and ill-judging wit,

1T matches ave not better made,

At once I must forswenr my teade.

You send me sach i)l coupled folks,

That 'tis a shame to scll them yakes.

squabble for a pin, a feather,

And wmnk-r how they came together,

The hushand’s sullen, l]q.lgtﬁ, shiy;

The wife grows flippant in reply:

He loves command and due restrietion ;

And she as well likes contradiction :

She vever slavishly sulunits -

She'll have her will, or have her fits.

He this way tags, she Yother draws ;

The man grows jealous, and with cauze.
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Nothing con save him but divoroe ;
And hero the wife complies of conrse.

When, says the boy, had 1 tado
With either your affairs or you?
I never idly spend my darts;
You trade in mercenary hearts,
For settlements the lawyer's fee'ds
Is my hand witness to the deed ?
IF they like cat and dog agree,
Go rail ar Plutas, not at me.

Plutns appear’d, and said : "Tis true;
In warriage golid is all their view:
They seck not beanty, wit, or sense ;
And love is seldom the pretence.
All offer incense at my shrine,
And I alone the bargain sign,
How can Belindn blame her fate ?
She only ask'd a great ostate.
Daovis was vich enough, "tis teue;
Her lovd must give her title too;
And ev'ry man, or vich or poor,
A fartune asks, and nsks no more.

Av'rice, whatever shape it bears,
Must still be coupled with its cares.

FABLE XIIL

THE TAME STAG.

A: a young stag the thicket past,
The branches held his antlers fast ;
A clown, who saw the captive hong,
Across the horns his halter flung.
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Now safely hamper'd in the cord,
He bore the present to his lord.
His lord was pleas'd; as was the clown,
When he was tip'd with half-a-crown.
The stag was bronght before his wife ;
The tender lady begg'd his life.

How sleek’s the skin ! how speck’d like ermine !
Sure never ereature was 5o charming !
At first within the yard confin’d,

He flies and hides from all monkind ;
Now bolder grown, with fix'd amaze,
And distant awe, presumes 10 gaze;
Munches the linen on the lines,
And on a hood or apron dines;

He steals my little master’s bread,
Foliows the servants to be fed :
Nearer and nearer now he stands,

T'o feel the praise of patting hands ;
Examines ev'ry fist for ment,

And though repuls’d, disdains retreat:
Attacks again with levell'd horns ;
And wan, that was his terror, scorns.

Sach is the country maiden's fright,
When first a red-coat is in sight,
Behind the door she hides her face ;
Next time at distance eyes the lace.
She now can all his terrors stand
Nor from his squeeze withdraws her hand.
She plays familiar in his arms,
And ev'ry soldier hath his charms,
From tent to tent she spreads her flame
For eustom conguers fear and shame,
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FABLE XIV.

THE MONEEY WHOD HAD SEEN THE WONRLD.

A. moxkny, to veform the times,
Resolv'd 1o visit foreign elimes:
For men in distanl regions roam
To bring politer manoers home.
So forth he faress all toils deties :
Misfortune serves 1o mahe us wise,

At length the trench’vons suare was laidg
Poor pog was eanght, 1o town ponvey 'd,
There suld. Tow envy'd was his doom, |
Made captive in a lady's vnom !

Proud as a lover of his chains,

He duy by day her favour gains,

Whene'er the duty of the day

The toilerte calls ; with mimick play |
Heo twirls lier knots, he ecacks her fan,

Like any other gentleman. ’
In visits tno. his parts and wit, !
Wihen jests grew dull, were suve to hit,

" Proud with applause, he thought his mind

To ev'ry courthy art refin’d;
Like Orpheas, bornt with publick zeal, i
To ..»;unfu thie Monkey-weal :
So watel'd oecasion, broke his elmin,
And sought his native woods again.
The hairy sylvans round him press,
Astonish'd ar his strot and deess.
Some praise his sleeve; and others glote
Upon his rich embroider’d eoat;
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His dapper perriwig commending,
With the black tail behind depending :
His powder'd back, above, helow,
Like hoary frost o fleecy snow;

Rut all, with envy and desire,

His flatt'ving shonlder-knot admire.

Heav, and improvey he peotly eries;

I come to make a nation wise,

Weigh your own worth ; support yony place,
The next in rank to human race,

In cities long 1 puss'd my days,

Convers'd with men, and learn'd their woys,
Their dress, their courtly manners see ;
Reform your state, and copy me.

Seek yo to thrive ? in flatt'ry deal;

Your scorn, your hate, with that concenl.
Seem only to vegurd yonr friends,

But use them for your private ends,

Stint not to trath the flow of wit;

Tle prompe to lie whene'er "ts fit.

Bend all your force to spatter merit :
Seandal is conversation’s spirir,

Holdly to ev'ry thing pretend,

And men your talents shall eommend,

T knew the great. Observe me vight ;

So shall you grow, like man, polite,

He spoke, and bow'd. With muatt'ring jaws
The wond'ring eircle grinn'd applanse.
Now, warm'd with malice, envy, spite,
Their most obliging friends they bite;
And, fond to copy buman ways,

Practise now mischiefs all their days.

Thus the dull lad, too tall for school,
With travel finishes the fool ;

m oo
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Studions of ev'ry coxcomb’s nirs,

He drinks, games, dresses, whores and swears ;
O'erlooks with seorn all virtuous arts,

For vice is fitted o his parts,

FABLE XYV.

THE THILOSOMHER AND THE PHEABANTS,

Ta x sage, awak'd at early day,
Through the deep forest took his woy;
Drawn by the musick of the groves,
Along the winding gloom he roves:
From tree to tree the warbling throats
Pralong the sweet alternate notes.
ot where he past, he teevor threw,
The song broke short, the warblees lew;
The thrushes chotter'd with affright,
Avnd nightingales abhore'd his sight;
All animals befove him ran,
To shun the hateful sight of man.
Whence is this dread of ev'ry creatuve?
Fly they our fignre or onr nature ?
As thus he walk'd in musing thought,
His ear imperfect accents caught :
With eantious step he nearer drew
By the thick shade conoceal'd from view.
High on the branch a pheasant stood,
Avound her all her list'ning brood ;
Prood of the blessings of her nest,
She thus a mother's care exprest.
No dangers here shall circomvent;
Within the woods enjoy content.

RO o]
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Sooner the hawk or volture trast,

Than mun, of animoals the worst.

In him ingratitude you find,

A vice peculiar to the kind.

The sheep, whose annnal fleece is died,
To goard his health and serve his pride,
Fore'd from his fold and native ploin,
Isin the erael shambles slain,

The swarms, who, with industrions skill,
His bives with wax and honey fill,

I vain whole summer days employ'd,

Their stores are sold, their race desiroy'd.

What tribate from the goose is paid!
Does not her wing all seience aid !
Does it not lover's hearts explain,

And drudge to raise the merchant’s gain?
What now rewards this gen'val use?

He takes the quills, and eats the goose.
Man then avoid, detest his ways;

‘8o safery shall prolong your days.

When services are thus aequitied,

Be sure we pheasants must be spitted.

FABLE XVL

THE TIN AND THE NEEDLE.

A r oy who lang had serv'd a beanty,
Proficient in the toilette’s duty,

Had form’d her sleeve, confin'd her hair,
Or giv'n her knot a smarter ajy,

Now nearest 1o her heart was plac'd,
Now in her mantaa’s tail disgrac'd;

ey
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But conld she partial fortune blame,
Who saw her lovers serv'd the same?

At length from all her honours cast ,
Through various turns of life she past ;
Now glitter'd on a tailor's arm;

Now kept a heggor's infant warm;
Now, rang'd within a miser's cont,
Contributes to his yearly groat; .
Now, rais'd again from low appranqh'
She visits in the doctor's coachs

. Here, there, by various fortune tost,
At last in Gresham-hall was lost.
Charm'd with the wonders of the show,
On ev'vy side, above, below,
She mow of this or that enguires,
What least was understood admires.
"Tis plaing each thing so struck her mind,
Her head's of virtuoso kind.

Aud pray what's this, and this, dear Siv?
A neadle, says th' interpreter,

She knew the name. And thus the fool
Address'd hee us a tailor's tool,

A needle with that filthy stone,
Quite idle, all with rust o'ergrown !
Yon better might employ your parts,
And aid the sempstress in ber arts.
But tell me how the friendship grew
Between that paltry int and you ?

Friend, says the needle, cense to blame:
I follow real worth and fame,

Kuow'st thou the loadstone’s pow's and art,
That virtne vivtues can impart

OF all his talents I partske,

Who then can such a friend forsake ?

"Tis | direct the pilot's hand

Ta shun the vocks aud treach’rons sand ¢
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By me the distont world is known,

Aud either Indin is our own.

Had I with milliners been bred,

What had T been? The guide of thread ;
And drudg’d as valgar needles do,

Of po more consequence thin you.

wd

FABLE XVIL

" THE SHEPHEED'S DOG AND THE WOLF,

ﬂ.f

A. warr, with honger erco and hold,
Ravag'd the plains, and thinn'd the fold;
Deep in the wood secure he lay,
The thefts of night regal'd the day.
In vain the shepherd’s wakeful care
~ Had spread the toils, and wateh'd the snare 5
& - In vain the dog parsu'd his pace,
 The fleerer robber mock'd the chase.

¢

g : As Lightfoot vang'd the forest round,
i By chanee his foe’s retreat he found.
'I’ ‘Lot us awhile the war suspend

And reason as from friend to friend.

A truce ? replies the wolf. 'Tis done.

" The dog the parley thus begun :

How can that strong intrepid mind
Attack a weak defenceless kind ?
Those jaws should prey on nobler food,
And drink the boar's and lion's blood.
Grreat souls with gen’rons pity melt,
Which coward ryrants never felr.

How barmless is our fleecy care!
Be brave; and let thy merey spare.
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Frieud, says the wolf, the matter weigh -
Natare design’d us beasts of prey;
As such, when hunger linds a ireat,
“Tis necessary wolves should eat.
1f mindfal of the bleating weal,

Thy bosom burn with real zeal,
Hence, and thy tyraut lord beseech;
To him repeat the moving speech:

A wolf eats sheep, but now and then;
Ten thonsands are devour'd by men.
An open foe may prove a curse,

But a pretended friend is worse.

FABLE XVIIL

THE PAIXTERL WHO PLEASED NORODY AND EVERY LODY.

Lgﬂ men saspect your tale antrue,
Keep probability in view.

The trav’ler leaping o'er those boonds,
The credit of his book confounds,

Who with his tongue hath armies routed,
Makes ev'n his real conrage doubted.
But flatt'ry never seems absurd;

The flatter'd always take your word ;
Impossibilities seem just:

They take the strongest praise on trast.
Hyperboles, the' ne'er so grear,

Will still come short of self-coneeir.

8o very like a painter drew,
That ev'vy eye the picture knew;
He hit complexion, feature, air,
So just, the life itself was there.
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No flate'ry with his colonrs laid,
To bloom restor'd the faded maid ;
e gave ench musele all its strength;
The month, the chin, the nose's length,
His honest peneil touch'd with truth,
And mark'd the date of age and youth.
He lost lus friends, his practice fail'd;
Troth should not always be reveal'd;
In dusty piles his pictures lay,
Vor no one sent the second pay,
Two bustoes, fraught with ev'ry grace,
A Venus' and Apollo’s fuce,
He plac'd in view; resolv'd to please,
Whoever sat he drew from these,
From these corvected ev'ey feature,
And spirited each ankward creatare.
« Al things were set; the hour was come,
His pallet veady o'er his thomb;
My lord appear'd; and seated right,
Tn proper mtitude and light,
The painter look'd, be sketch’d the piece,
Then dipt his peneil, tall'd of Greeoe,
OF Titian's tints, of Guido's air;
Thoso eyes, my lord, the spirit there
Might well a Raphael’s hand voquive,
To give them all the native five;
The features frunght with sense and wir,
You'll granty ave very havid to hirg
Bat yer with patience you shall view
As much as paint and art can do.
Observe the work. My lord veply'd,
Tl now T thought my mouth was wide;
Resides, my nose is somewhat long;
Duar Six, for e, “tis for too young.
Oh! pardon me, the avtist ery'd,
In this we painters must decide:
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The piece ev'n common cyes must strike;
I warrant it extremely like.
My lord examin'd it a new;
No lnohn,g—glm seem’d half so true.
A lady came: with borrow'd grace
He from his Venus form’d her face.
Her lover prais’d the painter’s art;
8o like the pictare in his heart!
To ev'ry age some charm he lent;
Ev'n beanties were almost content.
Throogh all the town his art they prais'd;
His custom grew; his price was rais'd.
Had he the real likeness shown,
Wauld any man the picture own?
But when thus bappily he wrought,
Each found the likeness in his thought,

FABLE XIX.

THE LION AND THE CUR.

How fond are men of role and placs,
‘Who court it from the mean and base !
These cannot bear an equal nigh

But from superior merit fly.

They love the cellar’s vulgar joke,
And lose their honrs inale and smoke;
There o'er some petty club preside;
8o poar, 5o paltry in their pride!

Nay, ev'n with fools whele nights will sir,
Tn hopes to be supreme in wit,

If these can read, to these T write,

To set their wortls in traest light.
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A lion-enb, of sord.d mind,
Avaided all the Lion kind;
Fond of applanse, e sought the feasts
Of vulzar and ignoble beasts;
With asses all his time he spent,
Their club’s perpetual presudent.
He canght their manoers. looks, and airs;
An ass in ev'ry thing, but ears!
If ¢’er his highness meant a joke,
They grion'd applauvse before he spoke;
But at each word, what shonts of praise!
Good gods! how vatoral be brays !

Elate with flatt'ry and conceit,
He seeks his roval sire’s retreat;
Torward, and fond to show his parts,

‘Jﬂs ighness brays; the lion starts.

uppy, that cors'd vociferation

Betrays thy Lfe sud conversation :
Coxzcombs, an ever-nopisy race,
Are trumpets of ther oon disgrace.

Why so severe! the cub replies;
Qur senute always held me wise,
How weak is pride! retorns the sire;
Al fools are van, when fools admire !
But know, what stopid asses prize,
Lions and nobie beasts despise,

FABLE XX,

TEE OLD HEN AND THE COCK.

Rn rrA1x yoor child; yon'll soon believe
The text which says we sprung from Eve,
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As an old hen led forth her train,
And seem’d to peck to shew the grain;
She rak'd the chalf, she serateh'd the ground,
And glean'd the spacions yard aronnd;
A giddy chick, to try hes wings,
On the well's narrow margin springs,
And prone she drops. The mother’s breast
All day with sorrow was possest.
A cock she met ; her son she knew,
And in her heart affection grew.
My son, says she, I grant your years
Have reach’d beyond a mother’s caves.
1 see yon vig'rous, strong, and bold :
1 hear with joy your triumphs tald.
"Tis not from cocks thy fate I dread;
Bat let thy ever-wary tread u--‘
Avaid yon well; that fatal place
Is sure perdition to our race.
Print this my counsel on thy breast;
To the just gods I leave the rest.
He thank’d her care: yet day by day
His bosom burn'd to disobey 3
And ev'ry time the well he saw,
Seorn'd in his heart the foolish law ;
Notr indmsaos atonch day B dvev, - 8
And long'd to try the dang'rous view,
Whiy was this idle charge P he eries:
Let courage female fears despise.
Or did she daubr my heart was brave,
And therefore this minnction gave?
Or does her harvest store the plage,
A treasure for her yonnger vace !
And would she thos my search prevent ?
T stand resolv'd, and dare th' event.
Thus said. He mounts the margin's ronnd,
And pries into the depth profound.
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He streteh'd his neck ; and from below
With strerching neek advane'd a foe;
With wrath his ruffled plome be rears,
The foe with rafflod plome appears:
Theeat answer'd threat: his fory grew,
Headlong to meet the war lie flew.
But when the wat'ry death he found,
He thus lamented as he drown'd:

I ne'er had been in this eondition,
Bat for my mother's prohibition.

FABLE XXL

% TUE AAT-CATCUER AND CATS.

"Iz rats by night such mischief did,
Tetty was ev'ry morning ohid :
They uudermin'd whole sides of bacon,
Her cheese was sapp'dy her tars were taken
Her pasties, fenc'd with thickest paste,
Were all demolish'd and laid wasre,
She curs'd the cat for want of dory,
Whio left her foes a constant hooty.

An enginver, of noted skill,
Engag’'d to stop the growing il

From room to room he now surveys’
Their haunts, their works, their secret ways.
Finds where they "scape an ambuseade,
And whence the nig'hly sally’s made.

An envious eat from place 1o place,
Unseen, attends his silent pace ;
She saw thar, if his trade went on,
The purring race must be vndone;
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So seeretly rewoves his baits,
And ev'ry stratagem defeats.
Again he sets the poison’d toils,
And again the labonr foils.
Wmoe, to frustrate my designs,
My schemes thas nightly countermines ?
Incens'd, he eries; this very hour
The wreich shall bleed beneath my pow's.
So said, A pond’rous trap he bronght,
And in the fact poor puss was canght.
Smuggler, says he, thou shalt be made
A victim to our loss of trade.
The eaptive cat, with piteons mews,
For pardon, life, and freedom sues.
A sister of the science spare ;
Osne int'rest is our common care,
What insolence ! the man reply’d :
Shall eats with ns the game divide ;
Were all your interloping band
Extinguish'd, or expell’d the land,
We rat-catchers might raise our fees,
Sole guardians of a nation’s cheese!
A cat, who saw the lified knife,
Thus spoke, and sav'd her sister’s life:
I ev'ry age and clirug, we see,
Two of a trade can ne'er a
Each hates his neighbonr for encronching ;
‘Squire stigmatises squive for poaching ;
Tieauties with beauties ave in arms,
And scandal pelts cach other's chaems 3
Kings too their'neighbonr kings dethrone,
In hope 1o make the world theie own.
Rat let us limit onr desives,
Not war like beanties, kings, and "squires:
Tor though we both one prey pursue,
There's game enongh for us and yon.

|
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FABLE XXIL

THE GOAT WITHOUT A REARD.

’Tl s certain that the modish passions
Descend among the crowd like fashions:
Excuse me then if pride, canceir,

{ The manners of the faivand great, )

1 give to monkeys, asses, dogs,

Fleas, awls, goats, buttertlies, and hogs,
I say that these are proud. What then?

I never said they equal men.

A goat, as vain as goat can be,
Affected singularity.
Whene'er o thymy bank he found,
He roll'd upon the fragrant ground ;
And then with fond attention stood,
Fix'd o'er hix image in the flood.
I hate my frowzy beard, he eries:
My youth is lost in this disgaise.
Did ot the femules know my vigour,
Well might they loath this rev'vend ligure.
Resolv'd to smooth his shagpy faee,
He sought the barber of the ploce,
A lippany monkey, sproce and smurt,
Hard by, profess’d the dapper art,
His pole with pewter basons hung,
Black rotten teeth in order strung !
Tang'd enps, that in the window stoml,
Lin'd with red rags, to look like hlood,
Did well his threefold trade expluin,
Who shay'el, drew teeth, and breath'd n vein.

VA
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The goat he welcomes with an air,

And seats him in his wooden chair:
NMouth, nose, and checks the lather hides:
Light, smooth, ond swift, the vazor glides.

I hope your cnstom, Sir, says pugs
Sure never face was hall s smog.

The goat, impatient for npplanse,
Swilt to the neighb'ring hill withdraws ;
The shaggy people grinn'd and star'd,
Heighday ! what's here? withonta beard.
Say., brother, whenee the dive disgrace?

t envious hand hath rolb'd your face?
When thus the fop with smiles of scora:
Are hearids by civil nations worn ?

Liv'n Muscovites have mow'd their chins,
Shall we, like formal eapuchins,
Stubborn inpride, retain the mode,
And bear about the hairy load
Whene'er we through the village steay,
Are we not mock'd along the woy;
Insalted with loud shonts of scom ;

By boys our heards disgeac'd and torn ?

Were you np more with goots to dwell,
Brother, I grant you veason well,

Replies a bearded chief. Beside,

If boys can mortify thy pride,

How wilt thoun stand the ridicule

Of vur whole flock ? affected fool !
Coxcombs distinguish'd from the rest
T'o all but coxcombs are a jest.
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A ATLAARAR LA b it L

FABLE XXIII

THE QLD WOMAN AND HER CATS.

L i wo friendship with a knave hath made
Is judg'd a partoer in the teade,
The watron who conduets abroad
A willing mymph, is thought a bawd;
~ And if a modest girl is secn
With one who cures o lover's spleen,
We guess her not extremely nice,
And only wish 1o know her price,
“Tis thus, that on the chaice of {lends
Our good or evil name depends,

A weinkled hag, of wicked fame,
Teside o little smoaky flame
Sat hov'ving, pinch'd with age and frost;
Her shrivell'd hands, with veins emboss'd,
lwlpfm hier knves hor weight sustains,
hile palsy shook her crazy brains :
She mumbies forth her backward pray'es,
An antam'd scold of fonrscore years,
4 About her swarm'd o num‘eous brood
OF eats, who Lk with hunger mew'd,
Leaz'd with their cries, her eholer grovw,
And thus she sputter'd: Hence, ye erew;
Fool that I was 1o entertain
Sueh imps, such fends, a hellish train
Harl yo been never hous'd and nues'd,
I, for o witehy had ne'or heen cnrs'd,
1o you Lowe that evowds of boys
Worry me with cternul noiso;

m oo
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Straws laid noross my paee vetard,

Thehorse-shoe’s nail'd, (each threshold's guard.b_

The stonted braom the wenches hide,

For fear that I should np and ride;

They stick with pins my bleeding seat,

And bid me show my secret teat. \
To hear you prate wonld vex a saint:

Who hath most veason of complaint?

Keplies a cat. Let's come to proofs

Had we ne'er starv'd beneath yon'tlmﬁh

We had, like others of our raes, VL N
In credit liv'd as beasts of chase. ~i<1 B
'Tis infamy to serve a hag; I
Cats are thought imps, her broom a nag;

Aud boys against onr lives combine,

Because, "tis said, your cats have nine.

FABLE XX1V.

THE BUTTERFLY AND THE SNAIL.

A LL upstarts insolent in place, 4
Remind us of their volgar race.

As in the sunshine of the mora,
A butterfly, bat newly born, i
Sat proud y perking on a rose.
With pert coneeit his bosom glows;
His wings, all glorions to behold,
Bedropt with azare, jet, and gold,
Wide he displays; the spangizd dew
Reflects his eyes, and varions hoe.
His now forgotten friend, a snail,
Beneath his house, with slimy tiail
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Crawls o'or the grass; whom when he spies,
In wrath he to the gaed'oer evies:
What means yon peasant's daily toil,
From choaking weeds to eid the soil !
Why wake you to the morning’s care ?
Why with now arts cortect the year?
Why grows the peach with erimson hue ?
And why the plum’s inviting blae?
Ware they 1o feast his taste design’d,
That vermin of voracious kind ?
Crush then the slow, the pill"ring race ;
So thy garden from disgrace.

it arvogance ! the soail reply’d ;
How insolent is opstart pride?

* Hadst thon not thos with insalt vain

Provek'd Py patience to complain,

1 had coneeal'd thy meaner birth,

Nor trac’d thee 1o the soum of enrih.
Tor searee nine suns have wal’'d the hours,
To swell the feaity and paint the Sow'vs,
Sinee I thy humbler life survey'd,

In base and sordid guise aveay'd,

A hideons inseot, vile, unclean,

You dragg'd a slow and noisome teaing
Aund from your spider bowels diew
Foul film, aud spun the dirty eloe,

T own my humble Life, good friend ;

. Suoail was I born, and sunail sholl end.

And what's a butrerfly ? Az best,
He's bat a eaterpillar drest ;

And sl thy race, a nom'rous seed,
Shall prove of caterpillar breed,

Lh
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FABLE XXYV.

TUE SCOLD AND THE PABRROT.

—

Tnl husband thos reprov'd his wife:
Who deals in slander, lives in strife.
Axt thou. the hewald of disgrace,
Denounging war to all thy race ?
Can nothing quell thy thunder's rage,
Which spares nor friend, nor sex, nor age?
That visen tongoe of yours, my dear,
Alrms onr neighbonrs far and near:
Gaod gods! “tis Like arolling river,
Phat marm'ving Hows, and fows for ever!
Ne'er 1ir'd, perperunl discord sowing!
Like fame, it gnthers steength by going.
Heighday! the flippant tongue replies,
How solemn is the fool ! bow wise!
Is nature’s choicest gift debare'd?
Noy, frown nots for I will be heard.
Women of late ave finely vidden,
A parvot’s privilege forbidden?
You praise his 1alk, his squawling soug;
Bt wives are alwavs in the wrong.
Now repatations flew in pieces,
Of mothers, danghiters, aunts, and nieces 3
She ran the parrot's linguage o'er,
Bawd, hussy, drunkard, slattern, whore;
On all the sex she vents her fary,
Tries and condemos without a jury.
At onee the torvent of her words
Alarm'd cat, monkey, dogs, and birds:
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All join their forces to confaund her,
Puss spits, the monkey chatters round her;
The yelping cur her heels assanlts ;
I'he magpie blabs ont all her faults;
Poll, in the nproar, from his cage,
With this rebuke out seream’d her rage.
A parrot is for talking priz'd,
But pratding women are despis'd.
She who attacks another’s honour
- Draws ev'ry living thing upon her.
Think, madam, when you stretch your lungs,
‘lma.llnyour weighbours too have tonguoes:
0 der must ten thousand get,
The world with int'rest pays the debr.,

G LR YR

FABLE XXVL

THE CUR AND THE MASTIVF.

Asyriniva cur, the master's spy,
Rewarded for his daily lie,
With secret jealousies and fears
Set oll together by the ears,
 Poor puss toedoy was in disgence,
Another cot suppiy'd her place
The hound was beat, the mastill ehid,
The mpnkey was the room Tovlid §
Ench to his dearest friend grew shy,
Aund none could tell the reason why.
A plan 1o rob the honse was laid :
| The thief with love seduc'd the muid,
© Gajol'dhe cur, and steok'd hos head,
Auil bonght his secrecy with bread.

5

-
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He next the mastiff's honoue tried,
Whose biunest jaws the biihe defied.
He steeteh’d his hand 1o proffer more;
The surly dog his lingers tove.

Swiflt van the coe: with indignation
The master took his information.

Hang him, the villoin's eues'd, he ories;
And round his neck the halter ties,

The dog his humble snit prefere'd,

And begg'd in justice to be heard.
The master sat. On either hand
The cited dogs confronting stand;
The enr the bloody tale volutes,

And, like o lawyor, aggravates.

Judge not unheard, the mustiff evied,
Bt weigh the couse of either side.
Think not that teench'vy can he juar,
Take not informers’ words on trust.
They ope their hand to ev'ry pay,

Anil you and we Ly toms betray.

He spoke. And all the teuth appear'd,

The cur was hang'd, the mastiff clear'd.

FABLE XXVIL

THE SICK MAN AND TUE ANGEX.

I'l there no hope ? the sick man said.
The silent doctor shook his head,

And took his leave, with signs of sorrow,
Despairing of his fee to-morraw.

When thas the man, with gasping breath

I fecl the chilling wound of death :
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Since 1 must bid the world adien,
Lot me my former life review.
I grant, my bargains well were made,
Tt all wen over-rench in trade 5
‘Tis self-defence in each profession:
Sare self-defence is no transgression.
The lirtle portion in my hunds,
By good security ou lands,
Is well increas’d. I noawares
My justice to myself and heirs
Hatly Jer my debtor rot in jail,
For want of good sufficient bail;
if I by writ, or bond, or deed,
Redne'd a family to need,
My will hath wade the world amends ;
By hope on charity depends.
\\'hrnr am number'd with the dead,
And all wy pious gifts are read,
By hieav'n aod earth ‘twill then be known
By chavities were amply shawn,
An angel came. Aly, friend! he eried,
Na mare in flatt'ring hope conlide.
Can thy good deeds in former times
Outweigh the balance of thy crimes?
What witdow or what orphan prays
‘o cxown thy life with length of duys?
A pious action’s o thy pow's,
Embrace with joy the happy hour:
Naw, while you draw the vital air,
Prove your intention is sincore :
This instant give u handred ponnd ;
Your neighbonrs want, and you abonnd.
But why such haste? the sick man whines;
Who knows as yet what heav'n desigas?
Perbaps I may recover still :
Thut surm and more are in my will.
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Foal, snys the vision, now 't plain,
Your life, your soul, your heav'n was gain,
From ev'ry side, with all your might,
Yon sorap'd and serap'd beyond your vight;
And after death would fain atone,
Fy giving what is not your own,
“While there is life, there's hope, he cried ;
Then why such haste? So groan'd, and died.

FABLE XXVIIL

THE PERSIAY, THE sSUN, AXD THE cLOUD.

Is there a bard whom genins fires,
Whose ev'ry thought the god imspires?
When envy reads the nervous lines,
She frets. she rails, she raves, she pines;
Her hissing snakes with swell;
She calls her venal teain from hell :

The servile liends her nod obey,

And all Carl's anthors are in pay ;

Fame calls up calusny and spite :

Thus shaloaw awes its birth to light.

As prostraie to the god of day,
With heart devount, a Persian lay,
His invocation thus begon ¢
Parent of lizht, sll-secing sun,
Prolifick beamn , whose rays dispease
The varions gifts of Provid
Agcept onr praise, onr daily pry's,
Smile on onr fields, and bless the year.
A cloud. whe moek'd his gratefal tong¥e,
The day with sudden darkness hung »

|
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With pride and envy swell'd, aloud
A voioce thes thander'd from the eloud :
“ Weak is this gandy god of thine,
Whom I ot will forhid to shine.
Shall T uor vows, nor incense know ?
Where praise is due, the praise bestow.
With fervent seal the Persisn mov'd
Thus the proud caluwny veprov'd.
Tt was that god, who claims my pray'r,
Who gave thee bicth, and vais'd thee there ;
When o'er his heams the veil is thrown,
‘I'hy substance is but plainer shown.
A passing gale, a poff of wind,
Dispels thy thickest troops combin'd,
The gale aroses; the vapour tost
The sport of winds in aiv was lost,
The glorions orh the day vefines.
Thos envy breaks, thus werit shines.

53

FABLE XXIX,

THE FOX AT THE POINT OF DEATH.

A. rox, in life's extreme decay,
Woealk, siok, and faint, expiving lay ;
All appetite had left his maw,
And age disarm’d his mumbling jaw,
His nnm'rons vace avonnd him stand
Tolearn their dying sive’s command :
He rais'il his bead with whining moau,
And this was heard the feeble tone :

Ab, sons! from evil ways depare:
My crimes lic heavy on my ieart,

&
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Sen, see, the moeder'd geese appear!

Wihy ave those hleeding turkeys theve?

Why all avonnd this eackling train,

Who hannt my ears for chickens slain 2
The hungry foxes rouod them star'd,

Awl for the promis'd feast prepar'il.
Whene, Siryis all this dainty chieee?

Nor tnrkey, goose, nor hen is here.

These ars the phantoms of your brain,

Aul your sons lick their lips in vaim.
O pluttons ! suys the drooping sire,

Restepin inordinate desive,

Your liqu'rish taste yon shall deplore,

When peaee of conseience is no moce,

Does not the houud betray our pace,

And gins and guos destroy our race?

Thieves dread the seavehing eye of pow'ry

And never feel the quiet hour,

Old age . which few of us shall know,

Now puts s pevied to my woe.

Waonld you true happiness attain

Let honesty your passions rein.

So live i eredit and esteem,

And , the good name you lost, redeem.
The counsel’s good, n fox vaplies,

Conld we perform what you advise.

Think what our ancestirs have done:

Aline of thigves from son 10 son :

To us descends the long disgrace,

And infamy hath mark’d our rce.

Though we, like harmless sheep , should feed

Honest in thought, in word, and deed |

Whatever hen-roost is decreas'd,

We shall be thonght to shave the feast.

The change shall never he believ'd :

A lost good pame is ne'er votriev'd.
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Nay, then, replies the fechle fox,
But hark! I hear a hen that elocks :
G, but be moderate in your food ;
A chicken too might do me good.

1. e
FABLE XXX.

THE SRITING-DOG AND TOE PARTRIDGE.

Tu eranging dog the stubble tries,
Al searches ex'vy breeze that flies ;
‘I'he scent grows warm ; with cantions fear
Te ereeps, ond points the covey near;
The men, in silence, far bebind,
Consvions of game, the net unbind.
A portridge, with experience wise,
The fraudful preparation spies:
She moeks their toils, alarms hee brood;
The eovey springs, and seeks the wood ;
But. eve hor certain wing she teies,
Thus to the ereeping spaniel eries :
Thou fawning slive to man's deceir,
‘Thou pimp of lax'ry, sneaking cheat,
T OF thy whole species thon disgrace,
Dogs should disown thee of their race!
For if I judge their native parts,
They're born with open honest hearts ;
And, ere they serv'd man's wicked ends,
Were gan'rous foes, or real friends.
When thus the dog, with scornful smile :
Secare of wing, thou dar’st revile.
Clowns are to polish'd manners hiind ;
How ignorant 's the rustick mind !

D o]
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My worth sagacions conptiers see,

And to preferment rise, lilie me. %
The thriving pimp, who beauty sets,

Hath oft enhune’d a nation’s delis:

Friend sets his friends withont regard ;

And ministers his skill reward : \
Thuos teain'd by mun, Tlearnt bis ways, I
And growing Tuvoue Feusts my days.

I might have gaess'd, the partreidge said
The place where you were teain'd aud fed :
Servants are apt, und io a trice
Ape 10 1 hair their master’s viee.

Youn came from court, you say. Adien,
She soidy and to the covey flow.

~Before him vose, and thus began:

FABLE XXXIL

THE UNIVERSAL APPATITION. . i
A nAx#, by ev'ry passion rul'd, \
With ev'ey vice his youth had cool'd; =,
Disease his winted blood assails s ¢

Tiis apivits deoop, his vigour fails:
With secret ills at home he pines,

And, like infiym old age. declines. I
As, twing'd with pain, he pensive sits, |
And raves, and prays, and awens by fita ; i

A ghastly phantom, lean and wan,

My name, perhaps, hath veach'd your
Attend, and be advis'd by Care:
Nor lo'v!, nor honour, wealth, nor pow'r,
Can give the heart a cheerful hour, '-!

——
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When health s lost. Be timely wine:
With health all taste of pleasare flies,

Thns said, the phantom disapposes,

The wary counsel walk'd his fears:
Ve now from all exeess abstains,
¥ With physick povifies his veins ;

And, to prooure & sober life;

It esolves to ventare on a wife.

Bot now again the sprite aseends,
Where e'er lur walks his éar attends;
Tusiguates that heauty's frail,

That perseverance must prevail ;

With jeslousies his brain intlames,

Anil whispers all her lovers’ names,

Tu other hours, she vepresents

His household chavge, his annnal rents,

Inevensing debts, peeplexing duns,

And nothing for his younger sons.

Strait all his thoughts to gain he turos,

And with the thivst of lnere burns.
Tt when possess'd of fortane’s store,
The speetra hannts him move and more;
Sits want and misery in view,

Told thieves, and all the murd'ving evew;

Alavms him with evernal feights,

Inafests his dveam, or wakes hus nights,

How shall e ehase this hideous guest ?
 Pow’e may perhaps protect lis vest.

To pow'e lie pose. Again the sprite

Tiesets him morniag, noon, and night ;

Talks of ambition's i ving seat,

How vnvy proseentes the Breaty

OF pival hate, of treachvons friends,

And what disgrace his fall attends.

The convi he quits to fly from Care,
And seeks the peace of varval aiv:
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His groves, his liclds, amug'd his Lours
He pron'd his trees, e vais'd his fow'vs,
But Care again his steps pursues,
Warns him of hlasts, of hlighting dews,
OF plund’ving inseets, soaily, and raius,
And droughts that staeve the labone'd plains.
Abroad, at howme, the spectie’s there;
In vain we seeh to ly fram Care,

At length hie thus the ghost addrest :
Sinee thou must be my constant guest,
e kind, and fllow me no were
Ior Cave by right should go hefore,

FABLE XXXIIL

THE TWO OWLS AND THE SPARROW.

Twu formal owls togethes sap,
Conferring thus in solenn char:
How is the modern tiste decay'd !
Whaore's the vespect 10 wisdom paid #
Ounr worth the Grecinn sages knew ;
They gave our sires the hononr due:
'l hey weigh'd the dignity of fowls,
And pried into the depth of owls.
Athens, the seat of learned fame,
“With gen'ral voico rever'd our name 3
On merit title was counlere'd,
And all ador’d th" Athenian bird.
Erother, you reason well, replies
The solemn mate, with balf-shuat eyes;
Right. Athens was the seat of learning,
And truly wisdom is discerning.
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PBesides, on Pallas’ helm we sir,
The type and ornament of wif :
But now, slas! we're quite neglected,
And a pert sparrow’s more rospeeted.
A sparrow, who was lodg'd beside,
Oerhears them sooth each other's pride,
And thos he nimbly veats his heat :
Who meets a fool must find coneeit.
I grant, you were at Athens grac'd,
And on Minerva's helm were plac'd ;
But ev'ry bird that wings the sky,
Excepr an owl, can tell you why.
From bence they tanght their schools to luow
How false we judge by outward show;
Tt we should never looks esteem,
fince fogls as wise as you might seem,
Would ye contempt and soorm avoid,
Let your vain glory be destroy'd :
Humble your arcogance of thooght,
Pursue the wiys by nature tanght ;
So shall ye find deligdans fave,
And gratefal farmers praise your eare ;
Sp shall sleek mice your chase reward,
And no keen cot find more regard.

FABLE XXXIIL

TUR COUNTIER AND PROTEUA.

b i nxxe'wna conrtier’s ont of place,
The vountry sheliers his disgraces
Where, doom'd tg exergise and henlth,
His house pad gardens owa his wealth.
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He huilds new schemes, in hope to gain
The plunder of another reign 3
Like Philip’s son, wonld fam be daoing,
And sighs for otler realms to ruin,
As aie of these , withont his wand
Pensive along the winding strand,
JEwploy'd the solitary hour
In projects to regain his pow'r:
The wavey in spreading viveles ran,
Protens arosey and thus hegnn:
Came you from eourt ! For in your micn
A soll-important air is seen.
He frankly own'd his friends had teick'd im,
And iow e fell bis party’s vietim.
Know, says the god, by marchless skill
I change to ev'ry shape at will :
Bt yet, U'm told at court yon see
‘Those who presume to vival me.
s snid. A snake with hideous trail,
Protens extends his scaly mail.
Know. suys the man, though prond in place,
All conrtiers ave of veptile race.
Like you they take that dreadful form,
Bak in the spng and fly the storm 5
With malice hisn, with envy glote,
And for eonvenience change their coat;
With new-got lustre rear theiv head,
Though on x dunghill born and bred.
Sudden the god a lion stands
He shnkes his mane, he spuras the sunds ;
Now a flevee lvonx, with iery glare,
A woll, an nss, a fox, a bear,
Had 1 neer liv'd ot court, he cries,
Suech transformation might suvprise;
But there, in quest of daily gane,
Each abile eonvtivr acts the same,
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Waolves, lions, lynxes, while in place,
Their friends and fellows are their chase,
They play the hear's and fox'sgart;
Now rob by foree, now steal with art.
They sometimes in the senate bray;

Oy chng'd aguin to beasts of prey,
Do from the lion to the ape,
Practise the frgnds of ev'ry shape.

S0 said, Upon the god Le flies,
In cords the struggling ecaptive tics.
Now Proteus, now, to truth compell'd,
Speak, and confess thy avt excell'd.
Use strength, surprise, or what you will,
The courtier finds evasions still :
Not to be bound by any ties,
And never fore'd to leave his lies.

FABLE XXXIV.
AR MASTIFFS.

T wose who in quarrels interpose,
Must often wipe a bloody nose.

A mastiff, of true english blood,
Lov'd lighting better than his food.
When dogs were snarling for a bone,
He long'd to make the war his own,
And often found, when two contend
To inverpose obtain’d his end :

He glory'd in his limping pace;

The scars of honour seam’d his face ;

In ev'ry limb a gash appears,

And freguent fights retvench’d his ears.
6
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As,on a time, he heard from far
Two dogs engag’d in nowsy war,

Away he seours, and lays about him,
Resoiv'd oo fay shonld be without bim.,

Fortls from his yard a tanner flies,
And to the bold intruder eries:

A endgel shall corveol your manners.
Whence sprung this cursed hate 1o tanners?
While un my dog you vent your spute,
Sirrah ! "tis me yon dare not bite.

Vo see the battle thus perples'd,

With equal rage a butcher vex'd,
Hourse-sereaming from the circled erowd,
To the cuvs'd Mastiff evies aloud :

Bath Hockley-hole and Mary-bone
The combats of my dog have known,

He ne'er, like bullies coward-hearted,
Attacks in publick. to be parted.

Think not, vash fool, to share his lame ;
Pe his the honour or the shame.

Thns said, they swore and rav'd Like thund-. T :
Then dragg’d their fasten'd dogs asunder 5
While clobs and kicks from ev'ry side
Rebounded from the ift’s hide.

All reeking now with sweat aad blood,
Awhile the parted warriors stooi,

Then pour’d npon the meddling foe:
Who, worry'd, howl'd, and sprawl’d below.
He roses and, Hmping from the feay,

Ny hoth sides mangled, sneak'd away.
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FABLE XXXV. "
THE BARLEY-MOW ANXD THE nuxulul.t.:

Huw many sauoy airs we meot

From Temple-bar to Aldgate street !

Proud rogues, who shar'd the southesea prey,
And sprong like mushrooms in a day !

They think 1t mean 1o condescend

To know a beother or o lviend 3

They blush to hiear their mother's name,

Aund by their pride expose their shame,

Ascross his yard, at carly day,
A vavefol faemer took his way,
He stop'd; and , leaning on his fork,
Obsery'd the flail's incessant work,
In thonght he measur'dgllhis store,
His geese, his hogs, he nugger'd o'ers
To faney weigh'd the lleea - shorn,
And muoltiplied the pext year’s corn.

A harJey-mow, which stood beside,
Thus to its musing master cried :

Say, good Siey i it fir, or vight,
To tecat we with negleet and slight?
Me, who contribute to yonr cheer,
And raise your mivth with ale and beer!
Why thus insalted, thos disgeac'd,
Angl that vile dunghill near me plac’d ?
Are those poor sweepings of a groom,
That Elhby sight, that nanseons fume,
Meet abjeets heve? Cosnmand it hence !
A thing so mean must give offence.




64

FABLES BY JOHN GAY.

The humble Dunghill thus replied :
Thy master hears and mocks thy pride :
Tnsnlt not thus the meek and low 3
In me thy benelactor know §

My warm assistance gave thee birth,
Or thon hadst pevish'd low in earth.
But upstarts, to support their station,
Cancel at onae all obligation.

FABLE XXXVL

PYTRAGORAS AND THE COUNTRYMAN.

Pr'ru Ao’ nAs rose atearly dawn,
By sopring meditation drawn,
To b v the fragrance of the day, .
Through flow'ry fields he toak his way.
In musing cont “Iplation warm,
His steps mist Vhin g a favuy
Where on the 8es 1o, wost ronnd
A peasant stood 3 the hammer's sound '
Shook the weak barn. Say, friend, what care
Calls for thy honest laboar therve?
The clown with surly voies replies,
Vengeonee alond for justice eries.
This kite, by daily rapine fed,
My hens' annoy, my turkeys' dread,
At length his forfeit life hath paid ;
See on the wall his wings display'd,
Here nail'd, a terror to his kind,
My fowls shall future safety find ;
My yard the thriving poultry feed,
And my barn's refuse fat the breed.
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Faiend, says the sage, the doom is wise :
TFor publick good the mnrd'rer dies,

Tt af these tyrants of the aiv
Demand a sentence 5o severe,
Think how the glatton man devonrs ;

* What bloody feasts regale bis hours !
O impudence of pow's and might ,

- Thus to candemn a hawk or kite,
When then pevhaps, carniv'rous sinner,
Hadsg pullets sesterday for dinner !

Hold, exied the clown, with passion heated,
Shall kites and men alike be tented @

When heav'n the world with creatures stor'd,
Man was ordain’d their sov'veign lord.

Thas tyrants boust, the sage replied ,
Whose murders spring from pow'r and pride.
Own then this manlike kite is slain

1y greater lnx'ry 1o sustaing

Peuty vogues submit to fate,
o« T nes way gy theie stote, (1) »
tleiag and ol
mqﬂqr R L L T T T,

.ﬁ ABLE XXXVIL

TAE FARMER'S WIFK AND THE RAVEXN,

Wn are those tears? Why droops yoor head?
In then your other hushund dead ?
O does a worse disgrace hetide ?
Hath no oue sinee his death applied ?
Alas ! you know the canse to well :
The salt is spilt, to me it fell.

(1) Garth's dispensary.
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Then to contribate to my loss,

My knife and fork were luid across ;

On friday too ! the day I dread 3

Would I were safe ar home in hed !

Linat night ( I vaw to heav'n "tis true ) s

Rounce fram the five a coffin flew ;

Next post some fatal news shall telly :

Gnd nnd my Cornish friends be well 1
widow, cease thy tears, E

Nor fml iction in thy fears ;

Let not thy stomach be snspended ;

Eat now, and weep when dinner’s ended ;

And , when the botler clears the tble,

For thy desert I'll read my fable.

Betwixt her swagging panniet’s lond
A farmer's wife Lo marker rode,

And, jogging on, with thoughtfol care x
Summ'd up the profits of her ware; - “ i
When, starting ©) 0} her ai]wm!m..i. d 1
Thus far ond W lu.h 19 nsacar, o, ea, 3

That raven o Yan 1de, wad vk .

Bodes me no good. No more she a5, t
When poor blind Ball, with stumbling tread,
Fell prone; o'ertoen’d the pannier lay,

And her mash'd eggs bestrew’d the way.

She, sprawling i the yellow road,

Rail'dy swore, and curs'd, Thou eronking toad,
A murrain take thy whoreson throat!
1 knew misfortune in the note.

Dame, quoth the Raven, spare your onths,,
Unelench your {ist, and wipe your cloaths.,
Fut why on me those curses thrown ?

Goody, the fault was all your own;
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For had you luid this brittls ware
* On Dun, the old snre-fonred mare, -
Though all the vavens of the hondred "
With cvosking bad yonr tongne ont-thundedd,
Sure-footed Dan had kept her logs,
Aud you, good woman, suv'd your eggs.

FABLE XXXVIIL

. AHE TURKEY AND THE ANT,

A« other men we faults ean spy,

nd blume the mote that dims their eye,
little speck and blemish fnd,

apv own stranger errors biiud.

ey, tir'd of comman food,
F’arl'!ok and suipht the wood 3
&-hm bmnlhs infant train,

hiere and theve o grain.
Drmilff, my birds, the mother cvies,
This Lill delicions fare sopplies ;
Tehold. the bosy negeo race,
Sce, millions blacken all the place !
Feur not : like me with freedom eat 5
An ant is most delightful meat,
How bless'd, how envy'd were onr life,
Coulid we but 'seape the poult'rer’s knife!
Rt wan,cors'd man, on tarkeys prevs,
And Christmos shortens all our days :
Saetimes with oysters we combine,
Sumetimes assist the sav'ry chine ;
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From the low peasant to thu lord,
The tovkey siokes on ev'ry hoard,
Sure men for gluttnay ave curs ',
OF the sev'n deadly sins the woest,

An sty who elimb’id beyond her reach,
Thu answer'd feom the umnhb ving beeh :
Ere you vemurk another’s sin,

Bid thy own conscience look within :
Controul thy more voracious bill,
Nor for a breakfust wations kill.

&
FABLE XXXFEX.\ o .
.
THE FATHER AND JUPITER,, - = e

Tu r man to Jove his suit prnl’vrr}"h_;: . 2
He beggrd a wite. His pray'c was hear®
Jove wonder'd at his bold uldmmg -

For how precorions is the blessing !

A wife he takes. And now for hyds
Again he worries heav'n with prigtese,
Jove nods assent. Two hopal'nl boys
And o fine girl veward his j

Now more solicitous he
Al spt theie fotaree lives in viuw 3
He suw thatall respect and diny
Were paid to wealth, to pow'r, and beanty.

Ounee more he cries. Acoept my pray't:
Make my lov'd progeny thy ecare.

Let my fivst hope, my fav'vite boy, -
All ?t?nm'mn gifts enjoy. e
My next with strong ambition five ;.
May favonr teach bim to aspive ;
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Till hie the step of pow'r ngegend,
And gourtiers to their idol bend.
With ev'ry grace, with ev'ry charm,
danghrer's perfect foatures arm.
I Ilﬂl\f ‘n approve, n father's blest,
Jove smiles, and grants his full request.
The first, a miser at the heact,
Studious of ev'ry griping art,
Heaps hourds on hoards with ansious pain,
Aund all his life devotes to gain.
He fels no joy, his cares inerease,
e neither wakes nor sleeps in peace;
Tn 'd want { a wretch complete
Mu, and yet he dupes nort’ eat. )
e next 10 sudden oponrs graw :
art. of courts he kuew

- Me reach’d the hicight of pow'r and place-

Then fell the vietim of ﬂhgrm:»
Beauty with early bloom supplies

His ter's cheek, and points her oyes,

The ‘coguette ench suit disduios ,
And glories in her lover's pains.
Wirh 3« she fades, each lover ies,
'y farlorn, she pines and dies,

e Jove the futher's grief suevey'd,
And heard him heav'n and fate upbraid,
Thus spoke the God : By outward show,
Men judge of happiness and woe:
Shall ignorance of good and ill
Dare to divect th' eternal will
Seek virtaes and of that passest,
To Providence resign the vest.

6y
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FABLE XL
THE TWO MOSKEYS.

Tn  learned, full of inward pride,

The fops of ontward show deride;

The fop, with learning at defiance,

Scoffs at the pedant and the science :

The Don, a formal, solemn strotier,

Despises Mopsieur’s airs and flutter;

While Monsieur the formal fool, f
Whao looks, zﬂﬁ and walks by rule. 9
Britain, a m ‘of the twain, » 8
As pert as France, as grave as Spain,
In faney wiser than the vest,

Laughs at them both, of both the jest. £

Is not the Poet’s chiming close - = !
Censur'd by all the sons of prose? « 9
While bards of guick imsgination

Despise the sleepy prose narmation.

Men lnngh at apes, they men conteiing
For what are we butapes 10 them? . @

Two monkeys went to Southwar! air,

Mo eriticks had a sourer air :

They fore'd their way through draggled folls,

Who gap'd to catch Jack-pudding's jokes; 1

Then took theiv tickets for the show,

And got by chance the foremost row. .

To see their grave observing face

Provok'd a laugh through all the plaes
Brother, says pug, and toen’d las o o,

The rabble’s monstrously ill bred.

D o]
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Now through the booth lond Lisses ran,
Wor ended till the show hegan. \r
The tumbler whivls the flip-flap rofind,
With sonersety he shakes the ground
The eord beneath the dincer springs
Aloft in aiv the vaulter swings ;
Distorted now, now prone depends,
Now throngh his twisted avms ascends :
The ceowd, in wonder and delight,
With clapping hands applawd the sight.,
With smiles, quoth pug : If pranks ke thege
The giant apes of yeason please,
How woulll they wonder at our arvis!
They most adore us for our parts.
High on the twig I've seen yon cling
. Play, twist snd tovn, in aivy ving :
How et those elpmsy things, like mey
Fly with a hound from tree o tvee?
Put yer, by thisapplanse, we lnd
‘These gmulators of our kind
Discel Mour worth, our parts regnrd,
Who ofir mean mimichs thos reward.
Brather, the grioning mate replics,
thiS T grant that man is wise,
Tiile good example they pussie,
We must allow some praise is die 5
But, wh m they stenin beyond their guide,
Tlangh to soorn the mimick pride,
Vor how fantastick is the sight,
Fo meer men alwayn bolt apright,
Beehtse we sometimes wolk ou two
I hate the fmitating eresw.

1

ik
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FABLE XLL

THI OWL AND THE FANNER.

A 5 owl of grave deport and mien,
Who , like the Turk, was seldom seen,
Within a barn had chose his station,

As lit far prey awl cantemplation.
Upon a beam aloft he sits, -

And nods, and seems to thmllyﬁu.

S0 have I seen o man of news,

Or post-hoy, or germ 3 >
Smoke, nod, and talk with v vand,
And fix the fate of

Sheaves pil'd on sheaves hid all the floor;

At dawn of morn , 1o his store -
The farmer came. 'I'hc hooting goo

-His self-importance thus exprest ;

Reason in man is mere pretence :
How weak, how shallow is his sensg! *
To treat with scorn the bird of night, T
Declires his folly or his spite. .
Then, ton, how partial is his praise !
The lark’s, the linnet's chirping lays
To his ill-judging cars are fine;
And nightingales are all divine. a
But the more knowing feather'd race
See wisdom stamp’d upon my face.
Whene'er to visit light I deign,
What flocks of fowl compose my train
Like slaves, they crowd my Hight hehind,
Awl own me of snperior kind. -
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The farmer lough'd, and thus veplied =
Thow dull important [ump of prlle,
Dar'st thon with that hvesh geatingtongue
Depreciate bivids of warbling song ¢
Imrulgc thy spleen. Know, men and fowl
Regard thee,as thon art, un owl.
Besides, proud blockhead, be not vain
O what thou eall'st thy slaves and train:
Few follow wisdom or Eer rules;
Tools in derision follow fools,

-

FABLE XLIL
" THR-JUUGWR!:

A Ju Inng mrongh all the town
Had rais'd his fortune and renown 3
You'd think ( a0 far his art transeends )
e devil ut bis fingers' ends.

Viceleard his fume, she vead his bill; !
Conving'd of kis inferior skill,

She songht Lis booth, and from the erowil
Défied the man of art aloud.

Ta this then be so fam'd for slighe?

Can this slow bupgler cheat your sight ?
Dures he with me dispute the prize ?
I leave it to impartial eyes.

Provol'd, the juggler eried: 'Tis doug:
In science I submit to none.

Thus said, The cups and balls he play'd;
By turns, this here, that there, convey'd.
‘The cards, obedient to his words,

Are by a fillip turn'd to bieds.
His little boxes change the graiu:
Trick ufter trick deludes the train.
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He shakes his bag, he shews all fair;
His fingers spread, and nothing there ;
Then bids it rain with show'ss of gold,
And now his iv'ry eggs are told.
But, when from thence the hien he draws,
Amaz'd spectators hum appleuse.

Viee now stept forth, and topk the place
With all the forms of his grimace.

This magick looking-glass, she cries,
( Thiere, hand it pound ) will charm your eyes.
Each eager eve the sight desir'd,
And ev'ry man himself admir'd.

Next, to a senator addressing =
See this bunk-note ; observe the blessing.
Breathe on the bill. Heigh, pass ! "I'is gone.
Upon his lips a padlock shown :
A second puffl the magick broke 5
The padlock vanish'd and he spoke.
Twelve botiles rang'd upon the board,
All full, with heady liquor stor'd,
By clean convevance disappear,
Aund now two bloady swards are there.

A purse she to a thief expos'd;
At once his ready lingers clos™d:
He apes his list, the treasure’s fled ;
He sees a halter in its stead.

She bids ambition hold a wand
He grasps a hateliet in his hand.

A box of charity she shows;
Blow here; and a chureh-warden hlows,
“T'is vanish'd with conveyanee neat,
And on the table smokes a treat.

She shukes the dice, the board she knocks,
And fram all pockets fills lier box.

She next a meagre rake addpest :
This picture see ; her shape, her breast ;
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‘What youth, and what inviting cyes!
Hold her, and have her. With%urprise,
His hand expos'd a hox of pills,
And a lond laugh proclaim’d his ifls.

A counter, in a miser's hand,
Grew twenly guineas at comuand :
She bids his lieir the snm rotaing
And "tis a counter now again.

A guinea with her touch von see
Take ev'ry shape but charity ;
Andwnot one thing you saw, or drew,

Pt chang'd from what was first in view,

The juggler, now in grief of heart,
With this submission own'd her agt.
Can I such matchless slight withstand #
How practice hath improv'd your hand.
Rt now and then I cheat the throug,
You ev'ry day, and all day long.

75

FABLE XLIIL

THE COUNCIL OF HORSES,

Urox a time a neighing steed,
‘Who grar'd among 2 num'rous hreed ,
‘With mutiny had lir'd the train,

And spread dissention throngh the plain.

On matters that coneern'd the state
The council met in grand debate.
A colt, whose eve-halls flam’d with ire,
Elate with strengtlh and yonthfol fire,
In haste stept forth before the rest,
And thus the list'ning throng addrest:
Good gods ! how abject is our race,
Condemn’d to shay'ry and disgrace !
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Shall we our servitude retain,
Beeanse onr sires bave borne the chain ?
Consider, friends, your strength and might :
"Tis conquest to assert yoor right.
How enmb'rous is the gilded coach!
The pride of man is onr reproach.
Were we design’d for daily toil,
To drag the plongh-share through the soil ?
To sweat in harness through the road,
To groan beoeath the carrier’s load ?
How feeble are the two legg'd kind !
‘What force is in our nerves combin'd !
Shall then our nobler jaws sabmit
To foam and champ the galling bit?
Shall hanghty man my back bestride?
Shall the sharp spur provoke my side ?
Forbid it heav'ns ! Reject the reing - i
Your shame, your infamy disdain. , i
Let him the lion first contronl, -
And still the tyger's famish'd growl. -
Let ns, like them, oar freedom claim,
And make him tremble ar our name. )
A gen'ral nod approv'd the cause,
And all the circle neighl applanse.
When, lo ! with grave and solemn pace,
A steed advane'd before the race, g |
‘With age and long experience wise ; |
Around he cast his thonghtful eyes,
And, to the marmurs of the train,
Thus spoke the Nestor of the plain : |
When [ had health and strength like you, |
The toils of servitude 1 knew,
Now grateful man rewards wy pains,
And gives me all these wide dowains., y
At will I erop the year's increase ;
My latter life is vest and peace,
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¥ grant to man we lend one paing,

And aid him to eorvect thgeplaing :

Faut doth not he divide the cdre,

Through all the labours of the year?

How many thousand structures rise

To fence us from inclement skies!

For us he bears the sultry day,

And stores np all our winter's hay.

He sows, he reaps the harvest's gain ;

We share the toil and shave the grain.

Since ev'ry ereature was.decreed

To vid each other's mutual need,

Appease your discontented mind,

And act the part by heav’n assign’d.
The tunmult ceas’'d. The colt subunitted,

And, like Liis ancestors, was bitted.

i FABLE XLIV.
THE HOUND AND THE HUNTSMAN.

Immmuu at first is horne

With heedless slight, or smiles of scorn
Tear'd into wrath, what patience bears
The noisy fool who perseveres?

The morning wakes, the huntsman sonnds.
At once rush forth the joyfnl hounds.
They seek the wood with eager pace,
Thro' bush, thro' bri'r, explore the chace.
Now scatter’d wide they try the plain,
And snaff the dewy turf in vain.

What care, what industry, what pains!
What universal silence reigns!
7
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Ringwood, a dog of little fame,
Young, pert, and ignorant of game,
A1 ouce displays his babbling throat ;
The pack, fegardless of the note,
Pursae the scent ; with londer strain
He still persists to vex the train.

The huntsman to the clamour flies ;
The smacking lash he smartly plies;

His ribs all welk'd, with howlisg toue
The poappy thus express’d his moan :

1 know the musick of my tongue

Lony sinee the pack with envy stang.’
What will not spite? These bitter smarts
1 owe 1o my superior parts.

When puppies prate, the hontsman eried,
They show both ignomnce and pride :
Fools may oar scorn, not envy raise,

For envy is a Kind of praise.

Had not thy forward noisy tengue
Proclaim’d thee always in ‘the wrong

Thou mgln st have mingled with the rea
And ne'er thy loolish nose confest. s
Tut fools, to ralking ever proge,

Are sure to make their [ known.

FABLE XLV.

' THE POET AND THE NOSE.

I waTE the man who builds his name
On roins of another’s fame.

Thos prodes, by characters o'erthrown,
Tmagine that they raise their own,
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Thus scvibiblers, covetons of praise
Think slander can trunspl bays.
Treanties and bards have equdl pride,
With both all ¢ivals are decried.

Who praises Lesbin's eyes and feature
Must call her sister ankward creature
Tor the kind flatt'ry’s sure to charm,
When we some other nymph disarm.

Asin the cool of sarly day
A powt songht the sweets of May,
The garden’s fragrant breath dsy
And ev'ry sintk with odour bends,
A rose he pluck'd, he gaz'd, admir'd,
Thus singing, us the muse inspir'd:

Go, rose, my Chloe's bosom grace :
How happy should I prove,

Might I supply that envied place
With never-fading love!

There, pheenix-like, beneath her eye,

“Involv'd in fragrance, barn and die !

Know, hapless ﬂai-v‘r, that thon shalt find
More frageant roses there ;

I see thy with'ring head reclin’d
With envy and despair!

* Oue common fate we both must prove ;

You die with envy, I with love.

Spare your comparisons, replied
An angry rose, who grew beside.
O all mankind you should not flout ns;
What esm a poet do withont ns!
In ev'ry love-song roses bloom ;
We lend you colour and perfume;
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Does it 1o Chloe's charms conduce,
To found her praise on our abuse?
Must we, to flatter her, be made
To wither, envy, pine and fade?

FABLE XLVL
TUE CUR, THE HORSE, AND THE SHEPUERD'S DOG,

Tsu lad of all-sufficient merit,
With modesty ne'er damps his spirit;
Presuming on his own deserts,

On all alike his tongue exerts;

His noisy jokes at random throws,
And pertly spatters friends and foes;
In wit and war the bully race
Contribute to their own disgrace.
Too late the forward youth shall find
That jokes are sumetimes paid in kind ;
Or, ifthey canker in the breast,

He makes a foe, who makes a jest.

A village-cur, of snappish race,”
The pertest pappy of the place,
Imagin'd that his treble throat
Was bless'd with musick's sweetest note;
In the mid-road he basking lay,

The yelping nuisance of the way ;
For not a ereature pass'd along -
But had o sample of his song.

Soon as the trotting steed he hears,
He starts, he cocks his dapper cars;
Away he sconrs, assnults his hoof;
Now oear him suarls, now barks aloof;
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With shirill impertinence attends ;
Not leayes him il the village ends.
1t chane'd upon his evil day,
A par came Eucin.g down the way :
The cury with never-ceasing tonfue,
Upon the passing tray'ler sprong.
'l’ll':r: hovse, from seorn provok'd to ire,
Flung backward : rolling in the mire
The puppy howl'd, and hleeding lay;
Tho pud in peace pursn’'d His way.
Asshepherd’s dog, who saw the deed,
Detesting the vexatious breed,
Bespoke him thus : When coxeombs prate,
They kindle wrath. contempt, or hate 3
Thy teazing tongne had judgment tiod,
Thou hudst not, like a puppy, died.

.

FABLE XLVIIL
THE COURT OF DEATH.

Dnm, on a solemn night of state,

Tw all his pomp of tervor sate :

Th' attendants of his gloomy reign,

Diseases dive, a ghastly train ,

Crowd the vast conrt, With hollow tone,

A voice thus thunderd from the throne:
This night onr minister'we name,

Let ev'ry servant speak lis claim ;

Merit shall bear this ebon wand.

Ally ot the word, stretely’d forth theie hand.
Fever, with hurning heat possest,

Advane'd, and for the wand addrest :
I to the weekly bills appeal,

Let those express my fervent zeal 3
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On ev'ry slight occasion neary
With violence I persevere.

Next Gout appears with limping pace,
Pleads how he shifts from place to place:
T'rom head 1o foot how swift he flies,

And ev'ry jointand sinew plies,
Still working when he seems sapprest,
A most tenacious stubborn goest.

A haggard spectse from the crew
Crawls furth, and thus asserts his duoe:

"Tis 1 who taint the sweetest joy,
And in the shape of Love destroy :
My shanks, sonk eyes, and noseless face,
Prove my pretension to the place.

Stone vrg'd his ever-growing force:
And next, Consumption’s meagre covse,
With feeble voice, that scarce was heard,« .
Broke with short conghs, his suit prefers’d;
Let none object my ling'ring way, -

T gain, like Fabius, by delay 3
Fotigue and weaken ev'ry foe
By long attack, secure, though slaw,

Plagne represents his rapid pow'r,
Who thinn'd a nation in an honr.

All spoke their elaim, and hop'd the wand.
Now expectation hush'd the band;

When thos the monareh from the throne: .

Merit was ever modest known §
What,no Physician speak his right! ¢
Nane here! but fees their toils requite. -
Let then Intemp’rance take the wand,

Who fills with gold their zealons Imnd
Yon, Fever, Gant, and all the rest,
Whom wary men, as foes, detest,
Forego your elaim; no more pretend: |
Intemprance is esteem'd o friend ;
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Me sharves theie micth, their social [oyb
Anid, as o courted guest, destrovs:

The charge ou bim wast justly fall
Whao finds employment for yon all.

FABLE XJLVIIL
THE GARDENER AND TUE HOG.

A aann'nen, of pecolinr taste,
Un a young hog his favour plac'd,
Who fed not with the common heed;
Fiis teny was to the hall prefere'd.
He wallow'd underneath the board,
Or in his master's chamber suoe'd 5
Who fondly stroak’d him ev'ry day,
And tanght him all the puppy’s play.
Where'er hie went, the granting friend
Ne'or fuil'd his pleasure to attend,
As on a time the loving paiv
Walk'd forth to tend the garden’s care,
The master thus addreess’d the swine :
My house , my garden, all is thine.
On tarnips feast whene'er you please,
And riot in my heaus and pease 3
I the potatoe’s vaste delights,
Or thered corvot's sweel invites,
Tndulge thy morn and ev'eing hours,
But lot due cave vegard my flow'rs:
My tulips ave my gnrden’s pride ;
What vast expence those beds supplied !
The hog, by chance,, one morning roam'd
Whe'te with new ale the vessols fonm'd,
He munches now the steaming grains,
Now with full swill the liquor drains,




35 FADLES BY JOHN GAY.
Intoxicating fumes arise ;
He reels, he rolls his winking eyes.
Then stagg'ring thro' the garden sponrs, |
And treads down painted ranks of flow'rs.
With delving snont hie turns the soil,
And cools his palate with the spoil,

The master came, the ruin spicd,
Villain suspend thy rage, he cried.

Hast thon, thou most ungratefol sof,
My charge, my only charge forgot !
What, all my How'rs! no more he said,
But gaz'd and sigh'd, and hong his head.

The hog with statt'ving speech returns:
Explain, Sir, why your anger burns,

See there; antonch'd, your tulips strown ¥
For 1 devour'd the roots alone.

At this the gard'nor'’s passion grows ;3
From oaths and threaty he fell vo blows.
The stubborn brate the hiows sustains
Assanlts his leg, and tears the veins.

Ah! foalish swain, too late you find
That sties were lor such friends design'd !
Homeward he limps with painful pace,
Rellecting thus on past disgrace.

Whao cherishes a brotal mate,
Shall mourn the folly soon or late,

FABLE XLIX,
THE MAN AND THE FEEA.

l’ U HETHER on earth, in air, or main,
Sure ev'ry thing alive is vain!

Daes not the huwk all fowls survey,
As destin'd only for his prey?
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And do'not tyrants, pronder things,
Think men were born for slaves i
When the crab views the pl‘arli"sl‘.nmls,
Or Tagus bright with golden san
Or crawls beside the coral grove, -
And hears the ocean roll abave ;
Nature is too profuse, says e,
Who gave all these 10 pleasare me !
When bord'ving pinks and roses bloom ,
And ¢v'ry garden breathes perfume;
When peaches glow with sunny dies;
Like Laura's cheek, when blnshes vise;
When with huge figs the branches bend,
When elusters from the vine depend ;
The snail looks round on flow's and tree,
And cries, All these were made for me!
What dignity’s in homan nature !
Says man, the most conceited creature,
As from a eliff he cast his eye,
And view'd the sea and arched skys
The sun was sunk beneath the main;
The moon, and all the starry train,
Hung the vast vaolt of heav'n. The man
- His contemplation thus began:
When 1 behold this glovious show,
And the wide war'ry world below,
The scaly people of the main,
The beasts that range the wood or plain,
The wing'd inhabitants of air,
The day, the night, the varions year,
And know all these by heav'n design’d
As gifts to pleasure homan kind ;
I connot raise my worth too highs
Of what vast consequence am 1!
Not of th' inportance you suppose,
Replies a fleg upon his nose.
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Be humble, Jearn thyself to scang

Knuw. pride was never made for man.
"Tis vauity that swells thy mind.

What heay'n and earth for thee design’d!

For thee, made only for our need ,

Thut more important fleas might f:e.d.

-

e ——

FABLE L. \
THE BARE AND MASY FIIENDS.

Fn:msn. like love, is but a name,
Unless to one you stint the flame. -
The child whom many fathers share, »
Hath seldom known a father's care.
“Tis thus in friendships; who dey
On many, rarely find a friend.

J

A hare, who in a civil way,
Complied with ev'ry thing, like Gax,

Was known by all the hestial train -
Who haunt the wood or graze the plain.
Her care was never to offend ; -

And ev'ry creature was ber friend.
As forth she went at early dawn,
To taste the dew-besprinkled lawn,
Beliind she hears the honter's eries,
And from the deep-month’d thunder fies.
She starts, she stops, she pants for breath ;
She hears the near advance of death ;
She doubles to mislead the hound,
And measures back her many ronnd
Till, fainting in the publick way,
Half dead with fear she gasping lay.

D o]
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What transport in her bosom grew,
When first the horse appear'd in vidy!
. Let me, says she, your back ascend,
And owe wy safety to a friend. B
Nou know my feet beteay my flight:

To friendship ev'ry bueden's light,

The horse replied, poor honest puss,
Tt grieves my heart to see thee thus,

e eamforted, relief is near;
For all your friends are in the rear.

She next the stately bull implord
And thus veplied the mighty lord:
Since ev'ry heast alive can tell
That 1 sincerely wish yon well,

1 may, without offence, pretend

To take the freedom of a friend :

Love calls me henee; a fav'rite cow
Expeots me near yon bharley-mow ;

And when a lady's in the ease,

You know all other things give place.
To leave you thos might seem unkind ;
But seey the gont is jnst hehind.

The gont vemark'd her pulse was high,
Her languid head, her heavy eye.

My hack, says hie, may do you harm
The sheep's at hand, and wool is warm.

The sheep was feeble, and complain'd
His sides a load of wool sustain'd :

Saic he was slow, confess'd his fears;
For hounds eat sheep as well as hares.

She now the trotting ealll address'd,
To save from death a friend distress'd.

Shall I, says he, of tender ago,

T this important care engage !
Older and abler pass'd you by :
How strong are those ! how weak am I!

.8y
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Should T presume to bear you hence,
Those friends of mine may take offence,
Excuse me then 3 you know my heart =
But dearest friends, alas ! must part,
How shall we all lament! Adien:

For see the hounds are justin view.

END OF PART THE FIRsT.
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ADVERTISEMENT.

These fables were finished by Mr. Gay, and intended for
the press, a short time before his death; when they
were loft, with Lis other papees, 1o the care of his
uoble friend and patron the duke of Queensberry, His
Grace has nceordingly committed them to the press,
and they were printed from the originals in the
author’s own hand-writing. We hope they will please
equally with his former fables, though mostly on yul-
jeets of o graver and more political turn, They will
certainly show him to hove heen, what he esteemid
the best ehuvacter, o« o man of a traly honest haart, and
wa sineere lover of his eountey,

FABLE L
THE DOG AND THE FOX.

To a Lawyer.

I Kwow you lawyers can, with ease,
Twist words and meanings as you please ;
That langunge, by your skill made pliant,
Will bend to favonr ev'ry elient;

That "tis the fee divects the sense,

To muke onr either side’s pretenge.
When you peruse the olearest case,

You see it with a double face:

eI oo
N
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For seepticism is your profession ;
You hold there's doubt in all expressions

Heneo is the bar with fees supplied,
Henew eloquence takes either side. LM
Your hand would have but paltry glfmmng,
Could ev'ry man express lis meaning,
Who daves presume to pen a decd,
Unless you previously ave fee’d?

"Tis deawn ; and to augment the eost,
In dull prolixity engrost.

And now we're well seone’d by liw,
Till the next brother find a flaw,

Read o'er a will. Was't ever kuown,
Put you coald make the will your own?
For when you read, "tis with inteat
To find oot meanings never meant.
Sinee things ave thus, se defendendo,
1 bar fallacious innoendo,

Sagacious Porta's skill conld trace
Some beast or bivd in ev'ry face:

The head, the eye, the nose’s shape,
Prov'd this an owl, and that an ape
When, in the sketclies thus design'd,
Hesemblanee hrings some friend to mind,
Yon show the piece, and give the hint,
And find each feature in the print;

So monstrous-like the porteait's found,
All know ity and the langh goes round.
Like him I draw from gen'ral natare ;
1s't Lor yon then fix the satire?

8o, Sir, I beg you spare your pains
In making comments on my strains,
All private slander I detest,

I judge nov of my neighbour's breast:
Party and prejudice 1 hate,
And write no libels on the state.
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Shall not my Fable censure vieg
Because o knave is over nice ? - ‘
And lest the gnilty bear and dread,
Shall not the deealogue be read ?
10 L lash viee in gen'val fiction,

Is't Lapply, or self-convietion ?

Frutes are my theme Am I to blame,
A0 men in morals are the sante?

1 no man call an ape or ass ;

“Vis his own conscience holds the glass.
Thus void of all offence 1 write :

Who claims the fable, knows his right.

A sheplierd’s dog, nnskill'd in sports
Piek'd np acquaintance ol all sorts
Among the rest a fox he knew;

By Freqnent chat theiv friondship grew.

Says Reynard, "I's & ernel cose,
That man should stigmatize oure race,
No doubt, among us rogues you find,
As among dogs and hnman kind,
And yet , unknown to e and you ,
There moy be honest men and true.
Thus slander tejes whato'er it can,
To puat us on the foot with man.
Let my Own actions recommend 3
No prejudion can blind a friend :
Yon know me free from all disgnise 3
My honour as my life T prize.

By talk like this, from all mistrost

The dog was ear'd, and thought him just,

As on a time the fox held forth
On conscienee, honesty, and worth,
Sudden he stopt; he cock'd Lis sar ;
Low dropt his hrushy tail with fear.

less us! the hunters are abroad.
What's all thae lotier an the voad !

0r
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Hold, says the dog, we're safe from harm,

"Twas nothing bat a false alarm

At yonder town 'tis market-day;

Some farmer's wife is on the way;

"Tis so , I know her pye-ball'd mare ,

Dame Dobbins with her ponltry ware.
Reynard grew huff. Says he, This sneer,

From you I little thonght to hear; .

Your meaning in your looks I see.

Pray what's dame Dobbivs, friend, to me?

Did I ¢'er make her poultry thinner?

Prove that I owe the dame a dinner.
Friend, quoth the cur, [ meant no harm :

Then why so captions ? why so warm ?

My words, in common aceeptation,

Could never give this provoeation.

No lamb , for anght I ever knew,

May be more innocent than youo.

At this, gall’d Reynard winch'd and swore

Snch language ne'er was giv'n before,

What's lamb to me? The sancy hint

Shews me, base knave, which way you squint.

If t'other night your master lost

Three lambs, am I to pay the cost?

Your vile reflections would imply

That I'm the thief. You dog, you lie.

Thon knave, thou fool, the dog replied,

The name is just, take either side;

Thy guilt these applications speak :

Sirrah, 'tis conscience makes youn squeak.
So saying, on the fox he flies.

The self-convicted felon dies,
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’ FABLE IL

TUE VULTURE, THE STARROW, AND OTUER lll\hb;
Toa friend in the country.

Enk T hegin, I must premise

Our ministers are good and wise;

So, though malicious tongues apply,

Vewy, what eare they, or what care [?
1f L am free with conrts; be't known,

I ne'or presome Lo mean our own,

1§ general morals seem to joke

Ou winisters, and such like folk,

A captious fool may take offence ;

Whnt then? He knows his own pretence.

T meddle with no stateaflairs,

Tt spare my jest o save my ears.

Onr present schemes are too profound

For Machinvel himself to sound :

To censure 'om I've no pretension 3

L own they're past my comprehension,

You say your brother wants a place,
{ "Tis many & yonnger hrother's case, )
And that he very soon intends
To ply the conrt, and teaze his friends.
1F there his merits chance to lind
A paotriot of an apen mind,
Whose constant netions prove him just
T'o both a king's and people’s trust
May he, with gratitade, attend,
Aund owe his rise to such u friend.
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Yon praise his parts for bus'ness fit,
His learning, probity, and wit;
But those alone will never do,
Unless his patron have "em too.
T've heard of times , ( pray God defend us,
We're not so good but he can mend us)
When wicked ministers have trod .
On kings and people, law and God ;
With arrogance they girt the throne,
And knew no int'rest but their own.
Then virtue, from preferment barr'd,
Gets nothing but its own reward.
A gang of petty knaves attend ‘em,
With proper parts to recommend 'em.
Then if hispatron burn with lust,
The first in favour's pimp the first.
His doors are never clos'd to spies,
Who cheer his heart with donble lies;
They flatter him, his foes defame,
So Inll the pangs of guilt and shame.
1f schemes of luere haant his brain,
Projectors swell his greedy train:
Vile brokers ply his private ear
With jabs of plunder for the year;
All ¢onsciences must bend and ply 3
You must vote on, and not know why @
Through rhick and thin yon must go onj
One seruple, and your place is gone.
Since plagues like these have curs'd a land,
And fay'rites cannot always stand ;
Good courtiers should for change be ready,
And not have principles too steady :
For shonld a knave engross the pow'r,
(God shield the realm from that sad honr )
He must have rogues, or slavish fools; l
For what's a knave without his tools?

m oo
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Wherever those a people drain,
And strut with infanry and gain;
I envy not their guilt and state
And searn mshmlb:puhhr_k‘uu,
Let their own servile creatures rise,
By screening frand and venting lies :
Give me, kind heav'n, a private station,
A mind serene for contemplation :
Title and profit I resign ;
The post of honour shall be mine.
My fable vead, their merits view,
Then herd who will with such a crew.
In days of yore, (my cantions rhimes
Always except the present times )
A greedy vultare, skill'd in game,
Tour'd to guilt, unaw’d by shame,
Approach'd the throne in evil hour,
Aund step by step intrudes to pow'r:
When at the royal eagle’s ear,
He longs to ease the monarch's care.
The monarch grants, With pride elate,
Behold him minister of state!
Around him throng the feather'd rout;

Friends must be serv'd, and some must ont.

Each thinks his own the best pretension;
This asks a place, and that a pension ;
The nightingale was set side;
A forward daw hie room supplied.

This bird, says he, for bus'uess fit,
Hath both sagacity and wit.
With all his turns, and shifts, and tricks,
He's docile, and at nothing sticks.
Then with his neighbours oue so free
At all times will connive at me.
The hawk had due distinction shown,
For parts and talents like his own.

of
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Thousandys of hireling coeks attend Tim, ™
As blust'eing bullies to defend him.
At onee the ravens were discarded,
And magpies with their posts vevarded.
Those fowls of pmen I detest,
That pry into another's nest :
State lies must lose all good intent;
For they fovesee and croak th' event.
My friends ne'er think, bot talk by rote,
Spenk what they're tanglt, and so too vote.
When rogues like these, a sparrow erics, _
To honours and employments rise,
T court no favonr, ask no place,
For such preferment is disgrace.
Within my thateh'd retreat I find
{ What these ne'er feel ) true peace of mind.

-~

FABLE IIL
TUE BADOON AND THE POULTRY.

To a levee-hunter,

i i  frequently misplace esteem,
By jndging men by what they seem.
To birth, wealth, pow'r, we should allow
Precedence, and our lowest bow.
Tn that is due distinction shown :
Esteem is virtue's right alone.

With partial oye we're apt to ses

The man of noble pedigree ;
We're prepossest, my lord inherits,
Ia some degree his grandsire’s merits;
For those we tind npon reegrd ;
But find bim nothing but wy lord. »

D oo
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When we with superficial view
Gaze on the rich, we're dazzled too.
We know that wnllh, well nm.lmtood,
Hath frequent pow'r of doing
Then fancy that the thing is dun:,
As if the pow'r and will were one.
Thus oft the cheated crowd adore
The thriving knaves that keep "em poor.
The eringing train of pow'r survey:
What creatares are so low as they !
‘With what obsequiousness they bend !
To what vile actions condescend !
Their rise is on their meanness built,
And fatt'ry is their smallest guilt.
What hommage, rev'rence, adoration,
In ev'ry age, in ev'ry nation,
Have sycophants to pow'r address’d !
No matter who the pow’r possess'd.
Let Ministers be what they will,
You find their levess always fill.
Ev'n those who have perplex'd a state,
Whose actions elaim'd contempt and hate,
Had wretches to appland their wlumes,
Though more absurd than madmen’s d
‘Whan barbrons Moloch was invok'd,
The blood of infants only smok'd!
Bt heve, unless all hist'ry lies,
Whaole realms have been a saerifice.
Look through all courts; "tis power we find
The gen'ral idol of mankind;
There worshipp'd under ev'ry shape;
Alike the liou, fox, and ape,
Are follow'd by time-serving slives,
Rich prostitutes and needy knaves.
Who then shall glory in his post#
How frail bis pride! how vain his boast!
9
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The foll'wers of his prosp'rous boue
Are as unstable as his pow'r.
Pow'r, by the breath of flait'ry nurst,
The more it swells, is neaver burst.
The buhble breaks, the gewgaw ends,
And in a dicty tear descends.,
Ouee on o time an aoncient maid,
By wishes and by time decay'd,
To cure the pangs of restless thooght,
I birvds and beasts amusement sought :
Dogs, parrots, apes, her hours employ'd ;
With these alone she talk'd and toy'd.
A huge baboon her fancy took,
Almost a man in size and look :
He finger'd ev'ry thing he found,
And mimick'd all the seevonts rounds
Then too his parts and ready wit .
Shew'd him for ev'ry bus'ness fit :
With all those talents, “twas but just
That pug should hold a place of tensts
S0 to her fav'rite was assign'd
The charge of all her feather'd kind.
"Twas his to tend 'em eve and morn,
And portion ot their daily corn.
Bohold um vow, with haughty stride,  «
Assume o ministerial pride.
The morning rose; in hope of picking,
Swans, turkeys, peacooks, ducks,and chicken,
Fowls of all ranks surround his huat,
To worship his importaot steut,
The minister appears. The crowd,
Now here, now there, obsequious how'd.
This prais’d his parts, and that his face,
Tother his dignity in pliee :
From hill ta bill the fai'ey ran;
Me hears and bears it like a man : -
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For, when we flatter self-conceit, ;
‘We but his sentiments vepeat.
If we're too sern pulous!y. ATy
What profit's in« place of thust P~
The common practice of the great
s to secure a snug relveat.
So png began to turn his brain
Like other folks in plave , on gain,
An apple-woman's stall was near,

99

Well stock’d with fraits theough all the year:

Here ev'ry day he eramm’d his gots,
Henee weve his hoards of pears and nuts ;
For "twas ageeed in woy of trade,

His payments should in corn be made,

The stock of grain was qmrkly spent,
And no sccount which way it went.

Then too the poultry’s starv'd condition
Cans'd specnlations of suspicion,

The facts were prov'd beyond dispute;
Pug must refond his hoaeds of fruit:
And, though then minister in chief,
Was branded as o publick thief ;
Disgrac'd, despis'd, eonfin'd to chains,
He nothing but his pride retains,

A goose pass'd by 3 he knew the face,
Seen ev'ry levee while in place.

What, no respect! no rev'rence shown !
How saucy are these creatures grown !
Not two days since, says hie, yon bow'd
The lowest of my fawning crowd. .

Proud fool, replies the goose, "tis trae,
Thy corn a flutt'ving levee drew;

For that I join'd the hougry train,

+ Aud sold thee flatt'ry for thy graiu.
But then, as now, conceited ape,
We saw thee in thy proper shape.
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FABLE IV.
THE ANT IN OFFICE.

To a friend.

Yu u tell mo that you apprehend
My verse may touchy folks offend.
In prodence too you think my rhimes
Should never squint at courtiers’ crimes ;
For thongh nor this, nor that, is meant,
Can we another's thooghts prevent ?

You ask me, if I ever knew
Court-chaplains thos the lawn pursue.
1 meddle not with gown or lawn ;
Poets, 1 grant, to rise must fown.
They know great ears are over-nice,
And never shock their patron’s viee ;
Buat 1 this hackoey path despise;
"Tis my ambition not to rise.
If T mnst prostitute the mose,
The base conditions I refuse.

I neither flatter nor defame,
Yet own [ wonld bring guilt to shame.
I T corrnption’s hund expose,
1 make corrupted men my foes.
What then ? I hate the paltry tribe,
Be virtue mines be theirs the bribe,
I no man's propeety invade :
Corenprion’s yet no lawful teade.
Nor would it mighty ills produce,
Could [shame brib'ry out of use.
I know "twould eramp most politicians,
Were they tied down to these conditions,
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“T'would stint their pow'r, their riches bonnd,
And make their parts seeim less pquu_ud
Were they denied their proper tools,
How could they lead their knaves and fools?
Weré this the case, let’s take a view
What dreadful mischiefs wounld ensue.
Though it might aggrandize the state,
Could private lnx'ry dine on plate?
Kings might indeed their friends reward,
But ministers find less vegard.
Tnformers.sycophants, and spics,

Would not augment the .-Eenr‘n supplies:
Perhaps too, take away this prop,
An snnnal job or two might drop.
Besides, if pensions were denied
Could avarice support its pride?
It might ev'n ministers eonfound,
And yet the state be safe and sound.
I care not though “tis understood;
I only mean my country's good :
And, let who will my freedom blame,
1 wish all courtiers did the same.
Nay, though some folks the less might get,
1 wish the nation out of debt.

I put no private man's ambition.
With publick good in competition :
Rather than have oar laws defac'd,

I'd vote n mintster disgrac'd,

1 strike at vice, be't where it will,
And what if great folks take itill !

I hope corruption, brib'ry, pension,
One may with detestation mention ;
Think you the Jaw, let who will ke it,
Can scandaliom magnatim muke it?

I vent no slander, owe no gradge,

Nor of another’s couscience judge:
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At him or him I take no aim,

Yet dare against all vice declaim.,
Shall 1 not censure breach of trast, .
Beenuse knaves know themselves nonjust? .
That o, whose tis clear,
Demands his honour may appear:

His actions never shun the Light:

He is, and would be prov'd upright.

Pt then you think my fable bears
Allusion too to state-affairs.

1 grant it does: and who's so grear,
That hos the privilege to cheat ?

IF then in any futore reign

( For ministers muy thirst for gain )
Corrupted hands defrand the nation,
I bae no reader’s application.

An ant there was, whose forward prate
Contraul'd all matters in debare,
Whether he knew the thing or uo, -

His tongue eternally would go:

For he had impudence ar will,

And boasted nniversal skill,
Ambirion was his point in view;
Thus by degrees to pow'r he grew.
Nehold him now his deift attain
He's made eloef teens'ver of the grain.

Pt as their anciont laws are just,
And punish breach of publick tenst,
"T'is order'd, lest wrong application
Should staeve thit wise industrions nation,
That all sccounts be stated clear,

Their stock, and what defray'd the year;
That auditors shonld these inspe

Awd publick rapine thus be check'd.
For this the solemn day was sot,

The auditors in coqmif met:
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The gran'ry-keeper must plain,
Aund balance his acoonnt of grain. -
He brought, since he could'not refuse ‘em,
Some seraps of paper to amoge ‘em.

An honest pismire, warm with zeal,
Tu jostice to the publick weal,
Thos spoke : The nution's hoard is low §
TFrom whence does this profusion flow?
1 know onr annoal fund's amount,
Why such expence, and where's th' acconnt ?

With wonted arvogance and pride,

The ant in office thos replied :

Consider, Sirs, were secrets told,

How could the best-schem'd projects hold:
Should we state-mysteries disclose,
"Twould lay us open to our foes.

My daty and my well-Enown zeal

Bid me our present schemes conceal :

But, on my h yall th' expence,
Though vast, was for the swarm's defence.

They pass'd th' aceount as fuir and just,
Aud voted him implicit trost.

Next year again the gran'vy drain’d,

He thus his innocence waintoin'd:

Think how onr present matters stind,
What dangers threat from ev'ry hand ;
What hosts of turkeys strall for food,

No farmer’s wife but hath her brood.
Consider, when invasion's near,
Intelligence most cost ns dear;

And, in this ticklish situation,

A secret told beteays the nation.

Bat, on my hononr, all th' expence,
Though vast, was for the swarm’s defence.

Apain, withoat examination,

They thank'd his sage administration.
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The vear vevolves ; the treasure spent
Again in secret service wenl. 3
His hanour too again was pledg'd
To satisfy the charge alledg’d.

When thus, with panick shame possess'd,
An anditor his friends address'd :

‘What are we ! ministerial tools :
We little knaves are greater fools.

At lust this secret is explor'd ;

"Tis our corruption thins the hoard:
For ev'ry grain we tonch’d, at least
A thovsand his own heaps increas'd.
Then, for his kin, and fav’rite spies, .
A hundred hardly could suffice. s
Thus, for a paltry sneaking bribe,

‘We cheat onrselves, and all the tribe;

For all the magazine contains

Grows fram our snnual toil and pains.

They vote th' acconnt shall be inspected ;
The cunning plund'rer is detected ;

The frand is sentenc'd; and his hoard,
As due, 1o publick use restor'd.

FABLE V.
TRE NEAR 1§ A BOAT.

To a coxcomb,

Taax man mnst daily wiser grow,
Whaose search is bent himself 1o know ;
Binpartinlly he weighs bis scope,

Aund on firm reason founds his bope;

TR oo
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He tries his strength before thé race,
Amnil never seeks his own cfl'égrace;
He knows the compass, sail, and oar,
Ornever launches from the shore ;
Refare he builds, computes the cost,
And in no proud pursait is lost:
He learns the bounds of human sense,
And safely walks within the fence :
Thus couscious of his own defect,
Are pride and self-importance check'd.
If then, self-knowledge 1o pursue,
Direct our life in ev'ry view,
Of all the fools that pride can boast
A coxcomb claims distinetion mosi.
Coxcombs are of all ranks and kind 3
They 're not to sex ov age conlin'd,
Or vich, or poor, or great, or small 3
And vanity besots ‘em all,
By ignorance is pride inereas'd ;
Those most assume who know theleast:
Their own fulse balance gives "em weight,
Bur ev'ry other finds 'em light.
WNot that all coxcombs’ follies strike,
And draw our ridicule alike 3
To diff'rent merits each pretends :
This in love-vanity transcends;
That, smitten with his face and shape,
By dress distinguishes the ape;

T other with learning erams his shelf,
Knows books aud all things but himself.
All these are fools of low condition,
Compnar'd with coxcombs of nmbition.

For those, puff'd up with flatt'ry, dare
Assume a nation’s varions eare.

They ne’er the grossest praise mistrust,
Their sycophants seem hardly just:

oo

m



1ol

FABLES BY JOHN GAY.

For these in part alone attest

The Hatt’ry their own thooghts suggest.
In this wide sphere 4 coxcomb’s shown
In other realms besides his own:

The self-deem’dsMachiavel at large

By turns contronls in ev'ry charge.
Does commerce saffer in her rights ?
"Tis he directs the naval fights.

‘What sailor daves dispute his skill 2
He'll be an adm’ral when he will.

Now, meddling in the soldier’s trade,
Troops must be hir'd and levies made.,
He gives ambassadors their cue,

His cobbled treaties to renéw;

And aunual taxes must sullice

The corrent blunders to disguise.

When his crude schemes in air are lost,

And millions scarce defray the cost,

His arrogance, nought nndismay’d, -
ing in uﬂ'—mfgﬂ:iml aid,

On other rocks misguides the realm,

Aupd thinks a pilot at the helm.

He ne'er susprets his want of skill,

But blunders on from ill to ill ;

Aund when he fails of all intent,

FTlames ovly unforgseen event.

Lest yon mistake the application,

The fable calls me to relation,

A bear, of shag and manners rough,
At climbing trees expert enongh ;

Fur dext'ronsly and safe from barm
Year after year he robb'd the swarm,
Thus thriving on industrions toil,
He gloried in his pilfer'd spoil.

This trick so swell'd him with coneeit,
He thought no enterprize too great.
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Alike in sciences and arts,
He boasted universal parts:
Pragmatick, busy, bustling, bold,
His arrogance was nncontronl'd ©
And thos ke made bis party good,
And grew dictator of the wood.

The beasts with admiration stare,
And think him a prodigions bear.
Were any common booty got,
"Twas his each portion to allot =
For why, he found there might be picking
Ev'n in the earving of a chicken.
Introding thus, he by
Claim’d too the butcher's larger fees:
And now his oversyesning pride
In ev'ry province will preside.
No task too diflicult was found ;
His blund'ring nose misleads the hound «
In steatagem and subtle arts,
He over-rules the fox's parts.

It chane’d, as on a certain day |
Along the bank he took his way,
A boat, with rndder, sail, and-oar,
At anchor floated near the shore;
He stopt, and, turning to his train,
Thuos pertly vents his vaunting strain :

What blund'ring puppies are minkind,
In ev'ry seience always blind!
I mock the pedantry of schools,
What are their compasses and rnles ?
From me that helm shall condact learn,
And man his ignorance discern.

So saying. with audacious pride
He gains the boat and climbs the side.
The beasts astomsh'd line the strand
The anchor’s weigh'd, he drives from land <
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The slack sail shifts fram side to side;
The boat unteimm'd admits the tide,
Porne down, adrift, at random tost,
His oar breaks short, the rodder’s lost,
The bear, presuming in his skill,

s here and there officions still;

Till striking on the dong'rons sands
A-ground the shatter'd vessel stans.
To see the bungler thus distrest,

The very lishes sneer and jest,

Ev'n gudgeons join in vidicale,

To mortify the meddling fool.

The clam'rous watermen appear ;
Threats, enrses, onths, insult is ear
Seiz'd, thresh'dand chain'd, he's dragg'd to land:
Derision shouts along the strand,

L]
'

3

FABLE VI.
THE "SQUIRE AND HIS CUR,

To% country-gentleman.

Tn rman of pore and simple heart
Throogh life disdains a donble part,
He never needs the sereen of lies

Hin inward bosora to disguise.

In vain malicious tongues assail;

Let envy snarl, let slander rail,

Fram virtne's shield, secure from wound,
Their blunted venom'd shafts vebound.
S0 shiues his light before mankind,

His aetions prove his honest mind,

If in his conntry's cause he rise,
Debating senates to advise,
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Unbrib'd, unpw'd, he daves impapt
‘The honest dietates of his hearct,
'No ministerial frown he lears,
But in his vietue perseyeres, =
Bat woald you play the politician,
Whose heart's averse to intuition,
Your lips at all times, nay, yoor reason,
Must be controul'd by place and season.
What statesman vould his pow'r snpport,
Were lying tongues forbid the conrt ?
1hid prineely cavs to teath attend,
What Minister conld gain his end ?
How could e vaise his tools to place,
And how his honest foes disgrace
That palitician 1ops his part,
Who veadily enn lie with art,
The man's proficient in his teads
His pow'r is strong, his fortune's made.
By that the int'vest of the theone
I made subservient 1o his own:
By that have kings of old, delnded,
All their own friends for his exeladed.,
By that, his selfish sehemes pursuing,
He thrives apon the publick coin.
Antiochus (1), with hardy poce,
Provok'd the dangers of the chace ;
And, lost from all his menial train,
Travers'd the wood and pathless plain:
A cottage lodg'd the royal guest:
The Parthian clown brought forth his best.
The King unknown his feast enjoy’d,
And varions chat the hours employ'd.
Trom wine what sndden friendship springs!
Fraunkly they talk’d of conrts and kings.

(v) Plutarch,
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We conntry-folks, the clown replies,
Could ope onr gracions monarch’s eyes.
The king, as all our neighbours say,
Might ke { God bless him!) have his way,
Is sonnd at heart, and means our good,
And he would do ir, if he eould.

If truth in conrts were not forbid,
Nor kings nor subjects would be rid.
Were he in pow'r, we need not doubt him ;
But that transferr'd to those about him,
On them he throws the regal cares :

Aud what mind they ? Their own affairs.
1f such mapacious hands he trust,

The best of men may seem unjust.

From kings to coblers 'tis the same:

Bad servants wound their masters' fame.

In this our neighbours all agree;

Would the king knew as much as we.

Here he stopt shorr. Repose they songht:

The peasant slepts the monarch thought.

The conrtiers learn'd, at early dawn,
Where their lost sov'reign was withdrawn.
The guards’ approsch our host alarms,
With gaudy coats the cottage swarms,
The erown and purple robes they bring,
And prostrate fall before the king.

The clown was call'd, the royal guest |
By due reward his thanks exprest,

The king then turning to the orowd,
Who fawningly before him bow'd,

Thus spoke: Sinee, bent on private gain,
Younr connsels fivst misled my reign,
Tunght and inform'd by you alone,

No veath the voyal ear hoth known,

"Till here eonversing. Hence, ye ceew,
Fornow I know myself and yon.
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Wheno'er the royal car's engrost,

State-lies bur little genius cost:

The fav'rite then seourely robs

Aund gleans a nation by his joba,
Franker and holder grown in illy

He daily poisons dares instill §

And, a5 his presont views snggest,
Tnflames or spoths the rayal breast.
Thus wicked ministers nppress,
When oft the monureh means redress.

Waould kings their private subjects hear,

A minister must tall with fear:

I homesty oppos'd his views,

He dare not innocence decuse !

"I'would keep him in sneh narvow bound,
e could not right and wrong confound,
Happy were kings, could they disclose
Their veal friends and veal foes !

" Waore hoth themselves and subjects known,
A monareh's will might be his own.

Had he the vse of ears and eyes,

Koaves would no more be connted wise.
But then o minister might lose

( Hard case ! ) his own ambitions views,
When snch s these have vex'd a state,
Pursu’d by universal hate,

Their false support at onee hath fail'd,
Aund persevering truth peevail'd.

Expos’d their teain of frand is seen
Treuth will at lase vemove the sereen.

A country ‘Squire, by whim directed,
The troe, stanch dogs of chinse neglected,
Beneath his board no hound was fed s
Mis hamd ne'er steoak'd the spanicl’s head.
A snappish cur, alone cavest,

By lies hud banish'd all the rest;




112

TARLES BY JOUN GAY.

Yap had his ear; and defamation
Gave him full seope of conversation,
His syoophants most he prefece'd,
Room must be made for all his herd:
Wherelore, to bring his schemes abouat,
Old faishful servants all must out.

The enr on ev'ry creature Hew,
( As other great men's puppies do, )
Unless dure court to him were shown,
And both their face aod bus'ness known,
No honest tongne an audience found :
Fiee wonried all the tenants round §
For why, he liv'd in constant fear
Lest truth by chanee shonld interfere,
Il any stranger doe'd intrade,
The noisy cur his heels pursu'd,
Now fierce with rage , now struck with dread;
At once he saarled, bitg and fled.
Aloof e bays, with hristling hair,
And thas e secret growls his fear :
Who knows but teath, in this disguise,
May [enstrate my best gnarded lies?
Shoald she, thus mask'd, admittanee find,
That very hour my ruin's sign'd,

Now in his howl's continn'd sound,
Their words were lost, the voice was drown'd.
Ever in awe of houest tongnes,
Thus ev'ry day he strain'd his longs.

It happen'd, in ill-omen'd hour,
That Yap, unmindiul of his pow'r,
Forsook his post, 1o love inelin'd ;
A fav’rite hitch was in the wind :
By her sedoc’d, in am’rous play
They frisk'd the joyous hours away.
Thus by untimely love pursuing,
Like Antany, he songht his ruin,
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[ For uow the 'Squire, uhvex'd with noise,

An honest neighbour's chat enjoys.

R free, snys liey your mind impart;
I love a felendly open hearvt,
Methinks my tesants shun my gate ;
Why such a steanger grown of late?
Pray tell me what offence they find :
"I'is plain they've not so well inelin'd.

Turn off your ¢ur, the farmer cries,
Who feeds your ear with daily lies;
His snarling insolence offends:
"Tis he that keeps you from your friends,
Were but that sauey puppy checkr,
You'd find again the same respeet.
Hear only him, he'll swear it too
That all onr hatred is to you;
Bt learn from ns yonr trine estate :
"Tis that eurs’d cur alone we hate.

The ‘Squire heard teath, Now Yap rosh'd jo;
The wide hall echoes with his din
Yet trath prevail'd ; and, with disgeace,
The dog was eudgell'd out of place.

FABLE VIL

TARE COUNTRYMAN AND JUPMITER.

To Myself.

H av e you a friend (look ronnd and spy )
So fond, so prepossess'd as1?
Your faults, so obvious to mankind,
My partial eyes conld never find.
‘When, by the breath of Fortune blown,
Your airy castles wore o'erthrown,

10,
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Have I heen over prone 1o hlame,
Or mortified your hones with shame?
Was 1 e'er knpwn to damp your spirit,
Or twit you with the waut of merit?
"T'is not so strange that Fortane's frown
Sull perseveres to keep you down,
Look round, sad see what others do.
Wonld you be rich and honest too?
Have you, like those she rais'd to place,
Been opportunely mean and base !
Have you, as times requic’d, resign'd
Truth, honour, virtue, peace of mind ?
I these ave seruples, give her o'er s
Write, practise morals. and be poor.
The gifts of fortune truly rate ;

¢ Then tell me whot wonld mend your state.

Il hoppiness on wealth were huilry

Rich rogues might comfort find in guilt:

As grows the maser’s honrded store,

His fears, his wants, increase the more,
Think, Gay, (what ne'er may be the case, )

Should fortune take you into grace,

Would that your happiness angment ?

What can she give beyond content ?
Suppose yourself a wealthy heir,

With a vast annual income clear!

In all the afflnence you possess,

You might not feel one care the less,

Might you not then, like others, lind

With change of fortune, change of mind?

Perhaps profuse beyond all rale,

Yo might start out a glaring fool ;

Your Inxory might hreak ail bounds :

Plate, table, horses, stewards, hounds,

Might swell your debts : then lust of play

No regal income con defray.

Toow

m
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t Sunk iy all eredit, writ assail,
And doom your fature life to jail.

Or, were you dignified with pow’r,
Would that avert one pensive houi?
You might give avarice its swing,
Defrand a nation, blind a king :

Then, from the hivelings in your eause,
Though daily fed with false applanse,
Could it a veal joy impart ?

Great guilt knew never joy at heart.

Is happiness your point in view ?

(T mean th' intrinsick and the troe)
She nor in camps or courts resides,
Nor in the humble cottage hides;

Yet found alike in ev'ry sphere;

‘Who finds content, will find her there.

O'erspent with toil, beneath the shade
A peasant vested on his spade.

Good gods ! he eries, 'tis hiard to bear
This load of life from year 10 year.

Soon as the morning streaks the skies,
Industrious lubour bids me rise;

With sweat I earn my homely Fare,
And eviry day renews my care.

Jove heard the discontented strain,
And thos rebuk’d the murm'ring swain :

Speak out your wants then, hounest friend
Unjust eomplsints the gods offend.

If you repine at partial fate,

Tustruct me what could mend your state.
Mankind in evry station sce.

What wish you? Tell me what you'd be.

So saul : upborne upon a clond,

The elown sorvey'd the ansions crowd,

Yon face of care, says Jove, behold,

His bulky bags are fill'd with gold.

RO o]
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See with what joy he counts it o'er!

That sum to-day hath swell'd lus store.

Were I that man, the peasant eried,

What hlessing conld Iask heside?
Hold, says the god ; fivst leavn to know

Troe happiness from outward show.

This optick glass of mtnition — —

Here, take ity view his true condition.
He look'd, and saw the miser's breast,

A trounbled oceun, ne'er at rest;

Wint ever stares him in the face,

And fear anticipates disgrice:

With conscions guilt he saw him start;

Extortion gnaws his throbbing heart

And never, or in thought or dream,

His breast admits one happy gleam.
May Jove, he ories, reject my pray'ry

And goard my life frow guilt and care!

My soul abhors that wretel's fate:

O keep me in my humble state!

Bt see, amidst a gandy crowd,

Yon minister so gay and proud,

On him what happiness attends,

‘Who thus rewards his grateful friends!
First tuke the glass,the God replies;

Man views the world with partial eyes.
Good gods! exelaims the stavtled wight,

Defend me from this hideous sight!

Corrnption, with corrosive smart,

Lies cank'ring on his gailty heart:

1 see him. with polluted hand,

Spread the contagion o'er the land.

Now av'rice with insatiate jaws,

Now rapine with her harpy claws,

His bosom tears, His conscions breast

Groans, with a load of crimes opprest.

Toow

m
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. See him, mad and deonk with poser,

" Stand 1ott'ring on ambition's tower.
Sometimes, in speeches vain and prond,
His bogsts insalt the nether crowd ;
Now, seiz'd vith giddiness and feur,

e trembles lest his fall is near.
Was ever wreteh ke this, he cries,
Such misery in such disguise!
The change, O Jove, T disavow;
Still be my lov the spade and plongh.
He next, conlinm'd by speeulation,
Rejects the lawyer's oocupation ;
For he the statesman seem’d in pare,
And bore similitnde of heart.
Nor did the soldier’s trade influme
His hapes with thirst of spoil and fame:
The miseries of war he mown'd 3
Whaole nations into deserts turn'd.
iy these have laws and rights been brav'd;
By these was free-born man enslav'd,
When batles and invasion cease,
Why swarvin they in the lands of peace?
Such change, savs he, may Idecline;
The seythe and civil arms be mines
Thus weighing life in each condition,
The elown withdresw his rash petition.
When thus the God : « How mortals err!
If you true happiness prefer,
“Tis to no rank of Lfe confin'd,
Pat dwells in ev'ry honest mind.
Be justice then your sole pursuit :
Plant virtoe, and content’s the fruit,
So Jove, to gratify the clown,
Where first he found him, set him down.

NI oo
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FABLE VIIL

THE MAN, THE CAT, THE DOG, AND THE FLY.
To my native country.

H A, happy land ! whose fertile grounds
The liguid fence of Neptune bounds; |
By bonnteons nature set apart,
The seat of industry and art!
O Tiritain! chosen port of trade,
May lax'vy ne'er thy sons invade ;
May never minister, intent
His private treasures 1o augment,
Carrupt thy state. If jealous foes

» Thy rights of commerce dare oppose,
Shall not thy Heets their rapine awe?
Who is't preseribes the Ocean law ?

Whenever neighb'ving states contend,
"Tis thine to be the gen’ral friend.
What is't who rales in other lands ?
On trade alone thy glory stands.
That benefit is unconfin’d,
Diffusing good nmong mankiod :
That fivst gave lastre to thy reigns,
Aud scatter'd plenty o'er thy plains:
"Tis that alone thy wealth supplies,
And draws all Europe’s enyious eyes.
Be commeree then thy sole design;
Keep that,and all the world is thine.
When naval traltick plonghs the main,

Who shares not in the merchant's gain?

eI T
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*Tis that supports the vegal state,
And makes the femer’s heart viate:
The pum'rons flocks, that cothe the land,
Can scavce supply the loom’s demand ;
Prolifick culture giads the ficlds,
And the bare heath a harvest yields,
Nature expects mankind shoald share
The duties of the publick care.
Who's born for sloth (1)? To some we lind
The plongh-share’s annual toil assign’d.
Some at the sounding anyil glow:
Some the swift-gliding shottle throw
Some, studious of the wind and tide,
FProm pole to pole our commerce guide :
Some, taught by industry, impart
With hands and feet the works of art:
While some, of genins move refin'd,
With head and tonguoe assist mankind :
Lach, aiming at one common end,
Proves to the whole a needful friend.
Thus, born each other's nseful aid,
By tarns are obligations paid.
The monarch, when his table’s spread,
Is to the clown oblig'd for bread
And, when in all bis glory drest,
Owaes to the loom his royal vest,
Do not the mason’s toil and care
Protect him from th’ inclement air !
Does not the cutler's art supply’
The ornament that guards his thigh!
All these, in duty to the throne,
Their eommon obligations own.
“Tis Ire ( his own or people’s canse )
Protects their propertics and laws.

(1) Barrow. y

eI oo
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Thus they their honest toil employ,
And with content theie fruits enjoy.
In ev'ry rank, or great or smally
"Lis industry supports us all.
The animals, by want oppress'd,
To'man their services addresy'd.
While eacl presn'd their selfish good,
They hunger'd for precavions food,
Their hours with anxions eaves were vext ;
One doy they fed, and starv’d the next.
They saw that plenty, suve and rife,
Was found alone in social life;
That mutual industry profess’d
The varions wints of man vedress'd.
The eaty half-famish'd, lean and weak,
Demands the privilege to speak.
Welly puss, snys man, and what ean yon
T'o beaelit the publick dop?
The car peplies : These teeth, these elaws,
With vigilanee shall serve the canse.
The monse, desteoy'd by my pursuir,
No longer shall your feasts pollote.
Nor vats, from nightly ambuseade,
With wastelul teeth your stoves invade,
1 grant, says man, to gea'ral use
Your parts and talents may conduce;
For mats and mice purloin onr geain,
Aud threshers whurel the flail in vain:
Thus shall the cata foe to spoily
Protect the favmer’s honest toil,
Then, tmrning to the dog, he cried,
Well, sir; be next your merits tried.
8ir, says the dog, by self-applause
We seem 1o own a friendless couse,
Ask those who know me, if distrust
E'er found me treach'rous or unjust
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Did T e'er fiuith die friendship breal ?
Ak all those ereatures; let them speak,
My vigilence and trusty zeal
Perhups might serve the publick weal,
Might not your Hooks m salety feed,
Were 1o guard the fleeey breed ?
Diel 1 the nightly wariches keep,
Couid tlieves invade you while yon sleep?
The man veplies: "Tis justand right ;
Rewnrds suely sevvice shonld requite.
So rare, in property, we lind
Trust uncoreapt among mankind,
That, taken in a publick view,
The livst distinetion is your due.
Such merits all veward teanscend :
Be then my comeade and my friend,
Addtessing now the fy : From yon
What publick serviee can acorue ?
From mel the lutt’ving msect soid,
T thought you koew me herter bred ;
Sir, 'm a gentleman, 1t fit
That 1 to mdustry sobmit?
Let mioan meehanicks, to be fed,
By hus'ness earn ignoble bread.
Lost in excess of daily joys,
No thouvght, no eare my life annoys,
At woon  the lady’s matin hoor,
I sip the tea’s delicions flow'r.
On cates lnxnriousiy 1 dine,
And drink the fragrauce of the vine.
Studious of elegance and ease,
Myself alove I seck 1o please.
The man his pert coneein derides,
And thns the nseless coxoomb chides:
Hener, from that peach, that dowuy seat;
No idle foal deserves to eat,
11




122

na

FABLES BY JOUN GAY.

Could you have sapp'd the blushing rind,
And on that pulp ambrosial din'd,
Had not same hand with skill and tofl,”
To roise the tree, prepac’d the soil
Consider, soty what would ensne,
Were all such worthless things as you,
Yon'd soon be fore'd 5 by hungee stung
To make your divty meals on dung:
On which such despicable need,
Unpitied, is redac’d to feed.
Besides, vain sellish inseety learn,
(T you eon vight and wreong diseern )
That he who with industriong zenl
Contributes to the publick weal,
By adding to the common good,
His own hathe rigltly nnderstond.

So saying, with o sudden blow,
He laid the noxious vagrant low:
Crush'd in his loxury and pride,
The spunger on the publick died.

FABLE IX.
THE JACKALL, LEOPARDy AND OTHER BEASTS.
To a modern Politician.

Toxann corruption sways mankind;
That int'vest too perverts the mind
T'hat bribes have blinded common sense,
Poil'd veasony teath, and eloquence :

1 grant you too, our present crimes

Can equal those of former times.
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Aginst plain facts shall [ engage,
To vindicate our righteous age ?
1 know, that in a modern fst,
Bribes in full energy subsist.
Since then these arguments prevail,
And itehing palms are still 5o frail,
Hence politicians, you suggest,
Should drive the nail that goes the best;
That it shews parts and penctration,
To ply wen with the right temptation.

To this I bumbly must dissent:
Prewdsing, No reflexion’s meant.

Does justice or the client’s sense
Teach lawyers either side’s defence?
The fee gives eloquence its spirit ;

That ou'y is the client’s merit.

Does art, wit. wisdom, or address,

Obtain the prostitute’s caress ?

The guinea, as in other trades,

From ¢v'ry hand alike persuades.
Man, Scriptore says, is prone to evil;
But does that vindicate the devii?
Besides, the more mankind are prone,
The less the devil’s parts are shown.
Corrnption’s not of modern date §

It hath been tried in ev'ry state.

Great kuaves of old their prw's have fenc'd
By places, pensions, hribes dispens'd ;
By these they gloried in sucecess,

And impudently dar'd oppress;

By these despoticly they sway'd,

Aud slaves extoll'd the hand that paid;
Naor parts nor genins were employ'd,
Ty these alone wers realms destroy'd.

Now see these wretches in disgrace,
Stript of their treasures, pow'r, and place;
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View them abandon'd and forlorn,

Fxpos'd to just reproach nnd scorn.

What now is all your pride, your boast?
Where are yone slaves, your flatt'ring host?

Wit tongues now feed yoa with applause?
Where are the champions of your canse?
Now ev'n that very fawning train
Who shar'd the gieanings of your gain,
Press foremnst who shall fiest acense
Your seliish jobs. your paliry views,

Younr narrow schemes, your breach of trost,
And want of talents 1o be jost.

What fools were these amidst their pow'r't
How thonghtless of their adverse honr!
What friends were made? A horeling herd,
For temporary voles prefece'd.

Was it, these sycophants to get,

Your bounty sweil'd a nation's debt ?
You're bit. For these, like Swiss, attend;
Mo longer pav, no longee friend.

The lion is ; beyond dispute ,
Allow'd the most majestick brute;
is valonr and his gen'rous mind
Prove bim superior of his kind.
Yet to jackalls , as "tis avere'd ,
Some lions have their pow'r transferr’d :
As il the parts of pimps aod spies
To govern fovests could suffive,

Ouave, studious of his private good,
A proud jackall oppress'd the wood;
To cram his own insatiate jaws
Invaded property and laws.
The forest groaus with discontent,
Fresh wrongs the gen'ral hute foment.
The spread ng miurmurs reach’d his ear;
His seeret hours were vex'd with fear.
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Wight after night he weighs the mm,
Andl feels thegerrors of disgrace,

By friends 4 says hey Ul guard my seat;
By those , malicions toogues defeat:

Il strenghien pow'e by new ailies, .
And all my clom'vous foes despise.

To muke the gen'rous beasts his friends
He eringesy fawns, and condescends ;

Tt those repuls'd lus abject court,

And scorn’d oppression to support.
Friends must be had. He can't subsist.
Biribes shall new proselytes enlist.

Bt these nonght weigh'd in honest paws;
Var bribes confess'd a wicked canse:

Yot thiitk not ev'ry paw withstands

What hod prevail'd in homan hands,

A tempting rarnip's silver skin
Deew a baso hog theongh thick and thin:
Pought with o stag's delicious hannch,
The mercenary walf was stanch :

The convert fox grow warm and hearty,
A puller guin'd lim to the party:

The golden pippin in his fist,

A ehaitving monkey join'd the list.

But soon, expos’il to publick hate,
The fav'rite's fall redress’d the stare.

The leopard, vindieating right,

Hiul brought his seceet frauds to light,
As rats ( before the mansion falls )
Desert late hospitable walls,

In shoals the servile creatures ron,
To bow before the rising sun.

The hog with warmth express'd his zeal,
And was for hanging those that steal;
Tiat hop'd, though low, the publick hoard
Might half a turnip still afford,
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Since SUVING measures Were profest,
A lamb’s head was the wolf's request,
The fox submitted, if 10 tonch
A gosling wonld be deem’d tao much.
The monkey thought lus grin and chatter
Might ask a nat, or some such matter.
Ye lurelings, bence! the leopard ovies; ¢
Your venal conscience [ despise.
He who the publick geod intends
Ty brihes needs never purchase friends,
Who acts this just, this apen part,
Ts propt by ev'ry honest heart,
Corraption now too late hath show'd,
That bribes are always jif hestow'd:
By vou your hubbled master’s taught,
Time-serving tools, not frien:ls, are hought.
‘

FABLE X.

THE DEGENERATE BEES.

To the reverend Dr. Swift, dean of St. Patrick’s.

Tu ouGu courts the practice disallow,

A frignd ar all times Il avow.

In politicks I know "tis wrong :

A friendship may be kept too long;

And that they eall the prudent part,

Is to wear int'rest next the heart.

As the times take a Jiff*rent face,

Ol friendships should to new give place.
I koow too you have many foes,

That owning you is sharing those:
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That ev'ry koave in ev'ry station,
Of high and low denom ation
For what you speak, aud what you write,
Dread you ut once, and brar you spite.
Such freedoms in your works ace shown,
They can’t enjoy what's not their own.
Al dances too i chareh and stato
In frothy nonsense show their hate;
With all the petty seribbling erew,
( And those pert sots are not a few, )
"Gainst you and Pope their envy spurt ¢
The booksellers alone are havt.
Good gods! by what a pow’eful vace
( For blackheads may have pow'r and pluce)
Arve seandals rain'dy and libels writ,
To prove your honesty and wit!
Think with yourself: Those worthy men,
You know, have suffer'd by your pen.
From them you've nothing but your due.
Vrom hence, 'tis plain, your friends are few.
FYoxeept myself, Tknow of noney
Liesides the wise anil good alone.
To set the case in faiver light,
My fable shall the rest vecite;
Which, though vnlike onre present state,
1 for the moral's sake relate,
A boe of conning, not of parts,
Luoxuriows, negligent of acts,
Rapacioos, areogant, and vain,
Groedy of pow'r, but more of gain,
Corraption sow'd throughout the hive,
By petty rogues the great ones thrive.
As pow'r and wealth lus views supplied,
"Twas seen in overhearing pride.
With kim loud impodence bid merit
The bee of conscience wanted spirit
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And those who follow'd honoor's rules
Wore langh'd to soorn for squeamish fools,
Wealth claim'd distinetion, favour, grace;
And poverty alone was base.

He treated industry with slight,

Unlegs he fonnd his prolit hy't,

Righty, lows, and liberties gave way

To bring his selfish schemes in play :

The swarm forgot the common toil,

To share the gleanings of his spoil.

While valgar souls, of narrow parts,

Wiste life in low mechanick arts,

Let us, says he, to genius born,

The deadg'ry of onr fathers soorn.
The wasp anil drone, you must agree,
Live with more elegance than we.
Like gentlemen they sport and play ;
No bus'ness interrupts the duy :
Their boors to lnxury they give,

And nobly on their neighbonrs live.

A stubborn beey among the swarin,
With honest indignation warm,

Thus from his cell with zeal veplied ;

1 slight thy frowns, and hate thy pride.
The laws our native rights protect;
Offending thee, I those respect.

Shall luxury corrupt the hive,

And none against the torrent strive?
Exert the honour of your race :

He builds his rise on your disgrace.

"Tin industry our state maintains.

"T'was 1 t toils and h gaios

That rais’d oure sives to pow'r and fame.
Rie virtuous ; save yonrselves from shume.
Know that in sellish ends pursuing

You seramble for the publick ruin,
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Te spokes and, from his cell dismiss'd,
Was insolently seolt*d and uss'd,
With him a frieud or two vesizn'd,
Disdnining the degen’rate kind,

These drones, says he, these insects vile,
{1 peear them in their proper styie )
May fora time oppress the state
They own onr virtoe by their hote;
Py that onr merits they reveal,
And recommend anr publiclk zeal 3
Dsgrae'd by this eoernpred crew,
We're hononr'd by the virtuous few.

FABLE XL
THE PACK-HORAE AND THE CANRIER.
To a young nobleman.

B wo i, my lord. in ear'y youth,
To suffor, nay, encourage teuth :
And bleme me non far diarespeet,
IE 1 the Flattrer's s'yle veject
With that. iy menial tongues supplied,
You'e daily cock-r'd ap in pride.
The tree’s distinguish'd by the fruit,
Pe virtoe then your first pnrnil;
Set your greal ancestors in view 5
Like them deserve the title too;
Like them ignoble actions scoro :
Let virtue prove you greatly born.
Tho' with less pllll' their side-board shone,
Their conscience always was their own ;
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They ne'er ar levees meanly fawn'd,
Nor was their honour yearly pawn'd
Their hands, by no corruption stain’d,
The ministerial bribe disduin'd ;

They serv'd the crown with !oynl zeal;
Yet jealons of the publick weal,

They stood the bulwark of onr lnwn,
And wore at heart their conntry's canse ;
By neither place nor pension boughe,
They spoke aud voted as they thonght.
Thus did your sives adorn theie seat;
And such alone are truly geeat,

1F yon the paths of learning slight,
You've but a dunee in stronger light;
In foremost vank the coward plac'd
Is more conspic’onsly disgrac'd,

If you, to serve a paltry end,

To knavish jobs con condeseend

We pay you the contempt that's due;
In that you have precedence too.
Whenee had you this illostrions name?
Fram virtue and nmblemish'd fame,
Tiy birth the name alone descends 3
Your honour on yoursell depends;
Think not your coronet ean hide
Assuming ignoranoe and pride.
Lenruing by study must be won,
“T'was ne'er entail'd from son to son.
Supevior worth your vank vequires;
For thut mankind reveres your sives :
1f you degen'vate from your race,
Thele merits heighten your disgrace.

A garrier, ev'ry night and morn,
Would see his horses eat their corn.
This sunk the hostler's vailx, "tis troe,
But then his horses had their doe.




PART THE SPOND.

Were we so cautious in all cases,

Small gain would rise from greater places.
The manger now had all its measare,

He heard the grinding teeth with pleasure ;

When all ar onee confusion rung,

They snorted, jostled, bit, and Hung.

A puck-horse tum’d his head aside,

Foaming, his eye balls swell'd with pride,
Good gods | says he, how hard's my lot!

Ts then my high descent forgot ?

Redue'd to dradg'ry and disgrace,

{ A life unworthy of my rmce )

Must I too bear the vile attacks

OF ragged serubs, and vulgar hacks?

See senrvy Rosu, that brate ill-bred,

Dires from the manger thrust my head !

Shail I, who boast a double line,

On offals of these creatures dine?

Kick'd by old Ball! so mean a foe !

My honour suffers by the blow.

Newmarket speaks my grandsire’s fame,

All jockeys still vevere his name:

There yearly are his trimmphs told,

There all his massy plates enroll'd,

Whene'er led forth upan the plain,

You saw him with a liv'ry teaing

Returning 100, with lanrels erown’d,

You heard the drams and trampets sound.

Let it then, Sir, be understood,

Respeet’s my due : for I have blood.

Vain-glorious fool ! the carrier eried,

Respect was never paid to pride.

Know “twas thy giddy wilfal heart

Tedue'd thee to this slavish part.

Did not thy headstrang vouth disdain

To learn the conduet of the sein ?
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Thus coxeombs, blind to real merity

In vicions frolicks faney spirit,

What is't to me iy whom begot?

Thon vestive, perty coneeited sot,

Your sives Lrev'vence ; 'tis their doe:
Bat, worthless fool, what's that 1o you ?
Asle ali the earriers on the voud,
Lhey Il say thy keeping's ill bestow'd.
Then yannt no mare thy noble race,
That neither mends thy steength uor pace.
What profits me thy boast of biood ?
An s hath more intringick goodl.

By ontward shew let's not be cheated !
A ass should like an asy be treated.

FABLE XIL
PAN AND PORTUNE.
To a young lieir,

S oox as your father's death was known,

Asif th' estave had bewn their own

The gamesters outwardly exprest

The decent juy within your breast,

S0 lavish in your praise they grew,

As spoke their cectain hapes in you.
One connts yoor income of the year,

How much in ready money clear.

No house, says he, is more compleat;

The gurden's elegant and great.

How fine the park aronnd it lies!

The timber's of a noble size. I
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Then connt his jewels and his plate.
Resides, "tis no entail'd estare.

1 ensl van low, his lands in fee
Areor for sale, or mortgage, free.

Thus thry, hefore you threw the main,
Seem'd to anticipate their gain.

‘Waould you, when thieyes were known abiroad,
Tiring forth your treasures in the road ?
Would not the fool abet the stealth,

Wihio rashly thus expos'd his wealth?

Yet this yon do, whene'er you play

Amaong the gentlemen of prey.

Could fools to keep their own contrive,
On whaty on whom eould gamesters thrive ?
Is it in charity yon game
To save your worthy gang feom shame?
Unless you farnish'd daily bread,

Which way conld idleness be fid 3 E
Conld these professors of decvit
Within the law no longer cheaty
They must ran bolder risks for prey,
And steip the tray'ler on the wiy,
Thus in your anuual rents they share,
And "scape the noose from yent to year.
Consider, ere you make the bet,
That sum might cross your tilor's debit.
When you the pill'ring vattle shake,
1s not your hovour too at stake?
Must yon not by mean lies evade
To-morvow's duns from ev'ry trade?
By promises so ofien paid,
Is yot your tailor's bill defeay'd?
Must yon not pitifully fawng
To have yonr hutchor's writ sithdrawn ?
This must be dove. Tn debts of play
Your honour sullees no delay:

12
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And not this year's and next yoar's
The sons of rE;";e van mnmft. rﬂ‘
Look ronnd. The wreeks of play hehold,
Estates dismember d, mortgog'd, sold!
Their owners, not 1o jails condin'd,

Shew equal poverty of mind.

Same, wha the spoil of knaves were mades
Too lare attempt to learn their trade.
Some, for the folly of one hoor,

Become the dirty tools of pow'r,

And, with the mervenary list,

Upon conrt-charity subsist.

You'll find ar last this maxim frne,
Fools ave the gaoe which knaves pursne.
The forest, a whole cent'ry's shade,

Must be one wastefal ruin made,

. Nomercy's shewn to age orkind;

The gen'val massacre is sign'd,
The pack too shares the deeadfol fate,
Tor duns grow Ionder at the gate.
Steen clowns obedient to the ‘squire,
( What will nor barb’rous hands for hire?)
With brawny arms vepeat the stroke :
Fall'n are the elm and revirend oak.
Through the long woeod lond axes sound,
And echo grouns with ev'ry wound.

To see the desolation spread,
Pan drops a tear, and hangs his head :
His bosom now with fory burns;
FReneath his boof the dice he spurns.

Cards too, in peevish passion torn,
Tlhie sport of whirling winds are borne.

To smails invet'rate hate 1 bear,
Who spoil the verdure of the year; .
The caterpillar 1 detest,

The blooming spring’s voracious pest; *
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The locest too, whase rav’nous band

Spreads sulden famine o'er the land,

But what ave these! The dice’s throw

At onee bath laid a forest low.

The « ards ace dealt, the het is made,

And the wide park hoth lost its shade,

Thus is my kingdom's pride defne'd,

A all its avcient glovies waste.

All this, he ¢r.es, is Fortone's doing :

"Tlis thos she meditates my rum.

By Fortune, thar false, flckle fade,

More havock in one hour is made,

Than all the huogry wuserct race

Combm'd can in an nge defuce,
Partune, by ehanee, who near him past,

O'erhward the vile aspersion east,
Why, Pan, says she, what's ail this rant?

"Tis ev'ry country-bubble's cant;

Am T the patroucss of viee !

Is't I who cog or palm the diee?

Did 1 the shulfling art reveal,

To mark the cards or range the deal P

To all th' employments men pocsue,

T mindl the least what gomesters do.

There may. if compuration’s jost 4

Oue now and then my conduct teast:

1 blame the fool, for what can 1,

‘When vinety-nive my pow'r d-fy?

These trust a'one their fiogers’ ends,

And not one stake on me depends.

Whene'er the gaming-hoard is set,

Two classes of manki d are met :

Bart if we connt the greedy race,

The kaaves (ill op the greater space.

"1'is a gross error, held in schools,

‘That Fortuge alyways favours fools.
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In play it never bears dispute;

That doetrine these fell'd onks eonlute :

Then why to me such raueony shew ?

"Tis folly, Pan, that is thy foe.

By me bis late estate he won,

But he by folly was undone.

FABLE XIIL

PLUTUS, CUFIDy AND TINE.

On all the burdens man must hear,
Time seoms most galling nnd severe :
Teneath this grievons load oppress'd,
Whe daily meet some friend distvess’d.
What can one do? T rose at nine:
"Tis full six honrs hefore we dine:
Six hours ! no carthly thing to do!
Would I had doz'd in bed till two!
A pomphlet is hefore him spready
And almost half a page is vead :
Tir'd with the study of the day,
The fintt'ring sheets are toss'd away. -
He opes his snoff-hox, hums an air,
Then yawns and steetchos in his chair.
Not twenty by the minnte hand!
Good goda! says he, my watch must stand !
How muddling "tis on books to pore!
I thonght I'd read an hour aud more.
The morning, of all hours, T hate.
One ean't contrive to rise too late.
To make the minutes faster run,
Then too bis tivesome self to shun,
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To the next collee-1 he

Takes np the news, some ncru[m l:e mldl.
Saunt ving, Meom cluir to chaor he teails;
Now drinks his tea, now hites his nails,
He spies o partner of s woe;

By chut afflictons Lghter grows

Each othier's grievanees thy share,

And thus ther devadful houes compare.

Says Tom. since al' men must vonfess
That tme liex heavy more or less,

Why should it be so hard 10 get

Tl two a poarty at piquet ? .

Ploy might reueve the lagging morn
Ty cards long wintey nights are borae,
Does not quadrille awuse the fuiry
Nighr after wight, throughout the year?
Vapours and spleen lorgnt, at play
They cheat oncounted hours away,

My casey says Willy then must be hard,
By want of skill from play deborr'd.
Couortiers kill time by various ways;
Dependance wears ont hall their days.
How happy these, whose time ne'er stands !
Attendapce takes it off theie hands,
Were it not for this cnrsed show'r,

The park had whil'd xway an howr,

At conrt, without or place or view,

I daily lose an honr or two.

It fully answers my desizn,

When I bave pick'd np friends 1o dine,

The tavern makes onr burden light

Wine puts our tme and eare to flight,

At six, (hard case!) they eall to pay.

Wher can one go? 1 hate the play.

From six to ten! anless I sleep,

One caunot spend the honrs so cheap.
18,
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The comedy's no sooner done,
Bt some assembly is begun :
Loit'ring, from room to room [ steay
Converse, bnt nothing hear or say :
Quite tie'd, from fair to fair T roam,
So spon! I dread the thoughts of home.
From thenece to quicken slow-pac’d nighe
Again my tavern-friends invite :
Here too our enrly mornings pass,
"Till deowsy sleep vetard the glass,
Thus they their wretehed lifo bemoan,
And mike cnch other's case their own.
Consider, friends, no hour rolls on,
Put something of your grief is gone.
Were you to schemes of bus'ness hred,
Did yon the paths of learning tread ;
Your hours, your doys, would Hy too fast;
Yon'd then vegreet the minute past,
Time's fugltive and light as wind!
"Tis indolence that clogs your mind !
That Load from off your spirits shake;
You'll own, and grieve for yoor mistake.
Awhile your thonghtless spleen suspend,
Then read; and, if you can. attend.
As Plutus, 1o divert his cave,
Walk'd forth one morn to take the air,
Cupid o'ertook his strutting pace.
Each star’d upon the stranger’s face,
"Till recollection set “em right ;
For each knew t'other but by sight.
Alter some complimental talk,
Time met ‘em, bow'd, and join'd their walk.
Their chat on various subjects ran,
Bat most, what each had done for man.
Plutus assumes a haughty air,
Just like onr purse-proud fellows here.

L}
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Let kings, says he, let coblers tell,.
Whose gifts among mankind excel.
Consider conrts ; what degws their train ?
Think you 'tis loyalty or gain?

‘That statesman hath the strongest hold,
Whose toal of politicks is gold.

By that, in former reigns, "tis said,

The knave in pow’r hath senates led ;

By that alone he sway'd debates,

Eurich'd himself, and beggar'd states.
Forego your boast. Yon must conclude,
That's most esteem’d that's most parsu’d.
Thiuk too in what a woful plight

That wretch must live whose pocket’s light.
Are not his hours by want deprest?
Penurions care corrodes his breast.
Without respect, or love, or friends,

His solitary day descends.

You might, says Copid, doubt my parts,
My knowledge 100 in homan hearts,
Should I the pow'r of gold dispute,
Which great examples might confute.

I know, when nothing else prevails,
Persnasive money seldom fails ;

That beauty tao, like other wares,

115 price, as well as conscience, bears,
Then marringe., as of late profost,

Is but a money-job at best,

Consent , compliance may be sold
But love's beyond the price of gold.
Smugplers there ave who by retail
Expose what they eall love to sale.
Such bargains are an arrant cheat:
You parchase flatt'ry and deceit.
Those who trae love have ever tried,
(The common cares of life supplied )
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No wants endure, no wishes make,

Bot ev'ry real joy partake.

All comfort on seives depends :

They want not pow's snor weaith, nor friends,
Love then hath ey'ry bliss in stove : J
"Tis frendstup, and "tis sometlvug more.

Each other ev'ry wish they give:

Not 1o koow love, 18 not 1o Live,

Or love, or money, Tane replied,
Were mea the qoestion 10 decide,
Won'd bear the prize: on beth ntent,
My boou's negiccted or nuspent,

*Tis I who me-asure vital space,

Auad deal ont years 10 humon race.
Though little prie'd. and seldom songht,
W.thont me love and go/d are nonght.
How does the miser time employ 2

Did 1 e'er see him life enjoy 2

By me rorsook. the hourds he won

Are scatter’d by his lavish son.

By me all nseful arts are gan'd;

Wealth, learning, wisdom, is attain’d,
Wiio then would think. since such my pow's,
That e'er I knew an idle hour!

So subtle and so awift I fly,

Love's not morve fagitive than 1.

Wha hath not heard eoynettes complain
OF days, months, years, mispent in vain?
For time misus'd they pine and waste,
And love's sweet pleasure never taste.
Those who divect theiy time avight,
15 love or wealth their hapes excite,

In each pursuit fit bours employ'dy

And hoth by time have heen enjoy'd.
How heediess then are mortals grown |
How little is their int'rest kuown !
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In ev'ry view they ought to mind me;
For when onoee lost they never lind me.

He spoke. The gods no more contesr,
And his superior gift eonfest,
That time, when truly understood,
Is the most precions earthly good.

FABLE XIV.

FRE OWL, THE SWAN, THE COCK, TuE SPIDUR, THE Asy,
AND THE FARMERN,

To s Mother,

Cauv Euson g with your sprightly boys,
Your eyes have spoke the mother's joys.
With what delight U've heard you quote
Their sayings in imperfect note !

I grant, in body and in mind,
Nature appears profusely kind,
Trost not to that. Act you your part;
Tmprint jost morals on their hoavt;
Tmpartially their talents scian :
Just education forms the man,

Perhaps ( their genins yet unknown )
Each lot of life's aleeady thrown;
That this shall plead, the ngxt shall fight,
The last assert the chureh's vight,
I eensure not the fond intent 3
Tut how precarions is th' event!
By talents misapplied and cros,
Consider, all your sons are lost,

Oue day ( the tale's by Martial penn'd )
A father thus address'd hiv friend :
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To train my boy, and call forth sense,.

Yon kuaw I've stnek at no expence,

T've tried him in the sev'val arts,

( The lad, na doubt, hath Jatent parts )
Yet trying all, he nothing kuows;

But, erab-like, rather backward goes,
Teach mewhat yet remains nndone;
“Tis your advice shall fix my son.

Sir, says the feicnd, T've wergh'd the matter,
Exense me, for Lseomn 1o atters

Make him ( nor think his genius checkt)
A herald or an arehitect.

Perhaps, as commonly "tis known,

He heard thiadvice, and took his onn,

The hoy wants wit : he's sent to school,
Where lesruing but improves the fool :
The eollege next must give lim parts,
And cram him with the lib'val arts,
Whether he blnnders ar the bar,

Or owes his infamy to warg

Or if by heence or degree

The sexton shares the doctor's fee;
O feom the pulpit by the honr

He weekly Hoods of nonsense pour,
We lind ( th” intent of natore foil'd )
A tai or or a butcher spoii‘d,

Thus ministers have royal boons
Confere'il on blockheads and buffoons :
In spite of nature, mevit, wit,

Their friends for ev'ry post were fit.

But now let ev'ry muse confess
That werit finds ity due success.

Th' examples of our davs regarid 3
Where's virtne seen withont reward ?
Distngnish'd, and in place, you lind
Desert and worth of ev'ry kind.

CRERIDT oo
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Survey the rev'rend bench and sep.
Religion, learning, piety;

The patron, ere he recommends,
Sees his own image in his friend’s,
1s honesty disgrac’d and poor?
YWhat is't to us what was before?

Wieall of times coreapt have heard,
When paltey minions were prefere'd ;
When a'' great oftices, by dozens,
Were lili'd by brothers. sons, and cousins.
What matter ignovance and pride?
The min was happily ailied.

Provided that his clerk was good,
What thongh he nothing noaderstood ?
In church aund state, the sorry race
Grew more cons icnous fools in place,
Such heads, ns then a treaty made,
Haod bungled in the cobler’s trade.

Consider, patruns, that sach elves
Expose your fully with themselves,
"I'is yours, as "tis the parent’s care,

To lix each genins mits sphere.

Yonr partial hand can ve Ith dspense,
Burvever give o blockhead sense.

An owl of magisterial air,

Of salemn voice, af hraw austere,
Assom’d the pride of hnman race,
And bare his wisdom in his face;

Not to depreciate learned eyes,

I've seen a pedant look as wise.

Within a barn, from notse retir'd,
Tie scorn’d the world, himself admir'd;
And, like an ancient sage, conceal'd
The follies puhlick life reveal'd.

Philosophers of old he read,

Their country’s youth to science bred,

eI oo
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Their manners form’d for ev'ry station
Anid destin’d each his oconpation.
When Xenophon, by numbers brav'd,
Retreated, and a people sav'd,
That laurel was not all his own;
The plant by Socrates was sown.
To Aristotle’s greater name
The Macedonian ow'd his fame.
Th’ Athenian bird, with pride replete,
Their talents equall’d in conceit ;
And, capying the Soeratick rule,
Set up for master of a school.
Dogmatick jurgon learnt by heart, /
Trite sentences hard terms of art,
To vulgar cars seem “d so profound,
.nle, [ = aaad L ning ’h the 3
The school bad fame - the crowded plaes
With pupils swarm'd of ev'ry race.
‘With these the swan's maternal eare
Had sent her scarce-fiedg'd exgnet heir:
The hen, tho” fond and loth to part,
Here lodg'd the darling of her heart:
The spider, of mechamick kind,
Aspir'd to science more refin'd :
The ass learnt hors and
But most on musick fix'd his hnpﬂ.
The pupils now, advane'd in age,
Were call'd to treead life's busy siage ;
And to the master "twas submitted,
That each might to his part be fitted.
The swan, says he, in arms shall shine;
The soldier's glorious tail be thine,
The cock shall mighty wealth attain :
Go, seek it on the stormy main,
The conrt shall be the spider’s sphere!
Pow'r, fortune , shall veward hun there,
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In musick’s art the ass’s fame  «
Shall emmulate Gorelli's name.
Each took the part that he advis'd,
And all were equally despis’d. .
A farmer, at his folly mov'd,
The dull preceptor thus reprov'd :
Blockhend, suys he, by what you've done,
One would have thonght “em each your son:
For parents, to their offspring blind,
Consult nor parts nor turu of miod ;
Bt ev'n in infaney decree
‘What this, what t'other son should be.
Had yon with judgment weigh'd the case,
Their genina thus had fix'd their place,
The swan had learnt the sailor’s art:
The cock had play'd the soldiee’s part ;
The spider in the weaver's teade
With credit bad u fortune made
Bt for the foal, in ev'ry elass
Tlhe blockhead had appear'd an ass.

FABLE XYV.
THR COOK-MAID, TUE TURNSTIT, AND TUE OX.

To a poor Man,

Cnﬂman wman in ev'ry sphere,
Then tell me, is your lot severe ?
"T'is murmur, discontent, distrost,
That mukes you wretched, God is just.
1 grant that honger must be fed,
That toll 10e carns thy daily bread. 2
1
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What then? Thy wants are seen and kuown

But ev'ry mortal feels his own.

We're born a restless needy crew :

Shew me the happier man theo yoo.
Adum, thongh bless’d above his kind,

For want of socinl woman pin'd.

Eve's wants the subtle serpent aow,

Her fickle tmate transgress'd the law

Thus fell our sives; and their disgrace

The eurse entail'd on human race,
When Philip's son, by glm‘\' led,

Had o'er the globe his empire upmad;

When altars to his nume were dress'd,

Thiat b was man his tears confesy'd,
The hopes of avarice are cheekr :

Thie proud man always wants respect.

What varions wants on pow'r attend !

Ambition never gaing its end.

Who hath oot heard the rich eomplain

OFf ynrfeits and mrpnrenl pain?

He, barr'd from ev'ry ase of wealth.

Envies the ploughman's strength and health,

Another in a beauteous wile

Finds all the miseries of life :

Domestick jars and jealovs fear

Tmbitrer all lis duys with care,

“This wants an heir; the line is lost ;

Why was that vain entail ingrost?

(-'Iml thou disoern another's mind P

Why is't you envy? Knvy's blind.

Tell Favy, when she wonld annoy,

That thousauds want what you enjoy.
The dinoner most be dish'd at one.

Where's this vexations turnspit gove P

Unless the sealking cure is canght,

The sovloin’s spoil'd, and I'm in fauls,
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Thus suid; ( for sure you'll think it it

That | the cook-moid’s oaths omit }

With all the fury of a cook,

Her cooler kitehen Nan forsook.

The broomstick o'er her head she waves;

She sweats, she stamps, she pulls, she raves,

The sneaking cur before her flies:

She whistles, calls ; tair speech she tries:

These nonght avail. Her choler burns ;

The fin and codgel threst by turns:

With Linsty stride she presses near;

He shoks aloof, and howls with fear.
Was ever eur so cova'd ! he cvied,

What star did at my birth preside!

AT for Lfe by eompact bonnd

To tread the o beel’s eternal ronud?

Inglosions task ! Of all our race

No stave is half so mean and bose.

Had fate a kinder lot assign'd,

Aud form'd me of the lap-dog kind,

1 then, i higher life employ'd,

Had mdolence and ease enjoy'd;

And, like a gentlemun, caresty

Had been the lady's fav'rite gnest :

Or were [ sprang from spaniel line,

Was hus sagacions nostril mine,

By me, their never erring guide,

From woud and plain their feasts supplied,

Kuishis, squives, attendant on my pace,

Had shur'd the pleasures of the chase.

Endu'd with native strength and fire,

Why call’d 1 not the lion sive?

A Tion! sneh mean views 1 scorn.

Why was I not of woman born?

Whao dares with reason’s pow'r contend?

On man we brutal slaves depend
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To him all ereatures ribute pay,
And luxury employs his day.

An ox by chance o'erheard his moan,
And thus vebuk'd the luzy drone :

Dare you at partial fate repine?
How kind's your lot eompar'd with mine!
Decteed to toil, the barh'vons knife
Hath sever'd me fram social life
Urg'd by the stimuolating goad,
1 deag the combrons waggon's load :
"T'is mine to tame the stabborn plain
Break the stiff soil, and house the grain :
Yot I without o murmur bear
The various lahours of the year,
Tiut then consider that one day
{ Perhiaps the hour's not for away )
Yon, by the duties of your post,
Shall turn the spit when 'm the roast ;
And for veward shall share the feast,
T mean shall pick my bones at least.

"Till now, th’ astonish’d cur veplies,
T look'd on all with envious eyes.
How false we jndge by what appears!
All ereatnres feel their sev'ral cares.
1 thus yon mighty beast complains,
Perhips man knows superior pains.
Let envy then no more tormenty
Think on the ox, and learn content,

Thus said ; elose foll'wing at her heel,
With chearful heart he mounts the wheel.
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FABLE XVI

TAF BAVENS, THE SEXTON, AND TRE EANTEWONM.

To Laura.

L_uug. methinks yoa're over-nice.
True. Flatt'ry is a shocking vice;
Yet sure, whene'er the praise is just,
One may commend without disgust,
Am [ a privilege denied,
Indulg'd by ev'ry tongue beside?
How singular are all yonr ways !
A woman, and averse Lo praise !
If "tis offence sach truths to tell,
Why do your merits thus excel?

Since then I dare not spesk my mind,
A truth conspicuous to mankiod ;
Though in full lastre ev'ry grace
Distinguish your celestial face :
Though beauties of inferior ray
Tilee stavs before the orb of day
‘Turn pale and fade; I cheek my lays,
Admiring what I dare not praise.

If you the tribute due disdain,
The muse's mortifying strain
Shall, like & woman, in mere spite,
Set beanty in a moral light,

Thoengh such revenge might shock the car
Of many a celebroted fair;
1 mean that superficial race
‘Whose thoughts ne'er reach beyond their lace §

1.
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What's that to you P I but displease
Such ever-girlish cars as these, .
Virtue can brook the thoughts of age,
That lasts the same through ev'ry stage,
Though you by time must suffer more
Than ever woman lost before 3
Toage is such indiflrence shown,
Axif your face were not your own.
Ware you by Antoninus taught?
Or is itnative strength of thought,
That thus, withont concern or fright,
You view yourself hy reason’s light?
Those eyes of so divine a ray,
What ave they ! Mould'ving, mortal clay.
Those features, cast in heav'nly mould,
Bhall, like my coarser edvil, grow old
Like common grass, the faivest flow's
Must feel the hoary season's pow'r.

How weak, how vain is human pride!
Dares man npon himself confide?

The weeteh who glories in his gain
Amasses heaps on heaps in vain.

Why lose we life in anxions cares

To lay in hoards for futare years?

Can those, when tortur'd by disease,
Chear our sick heart, or purchase case?
Can those prolong one gisp of breath,
Or calm the troubled hoar of death?

What's iwm?? Call ye that yoar own ?
A flow'r that fades as soon as hlown,
What's man in a}l his boast of sway?
Perhaps the tyrant of a day.

Alike the laws of life take place
Through ev'ry branch of human race:
The manarch of long regal line
Was rais'd from dust as frail as mine.
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Can hie pour health into his veins,
Or cool the fever's reatless pains P
Can he, worn down in nature’s course,
New-brace his feeble nerves with foree?
Can he (how vain is mortal pow'n!)
Steetch life beyond the destin’d hour?
Consider, man; weigh well thy frame;
The king, the beggar is the same,
Dust form'd us all. Each breathes his day,
Then sinks into his native cluy.

Beneath a venerable yew,
That in the lonely chareh-yard grew,
Two ravens site, In solemn eronk
Thus one his hungry friend bespoke :

Methinks I scent some rich repast;
The savonr steengthens with the blast:
Snuff then, the promis'd feast inhale 3
1 taste the carcase in the gale.
Near yonder teees, the faemer's steed,
Vrom toil and daily dradg'ry freed,
Hath groan’d his lnst. A dainty weat !
To birds of taste delicions meat.

A sexton, bosy at his trade,
To hiear their chat snspends his spade.
Death struck him with no farther thought
Than merely as the fees he bronght.
Was ever two such hlund'ving fools,
In brains and manners less than owls!
Rlockheads, snys le, learn more vespeet:
Know yo on whom you thus reflect
Tu this same grave (who does me right,
Must own the work is strang and tight)
The “squire that yon faiv hall possess'd,
To-night shall luy his bounes at vest.
Whenee could the gross mistake proceed
The "squire wos somewhat fat indeed.
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What then ? The meanest bird of prey
Such want of sense could ne'er beteay:
For sure some diff rence most be fonnd
(Suppose the smelling organ sound)
In cargasses, (say what we can)
Or where's the dignity of man?
With due respect to human race,
The ravens undertook the case.
In such similitnde of seent,
Mun ue'er conld think reflexions meant,
As Epicures extol a treat,
And seem their sav'ry words to eat,
They prais'd dead horse, lusarions food,
The ven'son of the prescient brood.
The sexton's indignation mov'd,
The mean comparison reprov'd;
Their undiscerning palate blam'd,
Which two-legg'd earcion thas defam’d,
Reproachinl speceh from either side
The want of argument supplied :
rail, vevile: as often ends
The contest of disputing friends,
Holil, says the fowl; since human pride
‘With confutation ne'er complied,
Let's state the case, and then refer
The knotty point: for tastes may err.
As thus he spoke, from oat the mounld
An earth-worm, huge of size, unroll'd -
His mopstrons length. They strait agree
To choose him os their referee.
S0 1o th' experience of his jaws
Each states the merits of the canse.
He pans'd, and with a solemn tone
Thus made his sage opinion known.
On carcasses of ev'ry kind
This maw hath elegantly din'd ;

D oo
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Provok'd by lnxury or need,

On beast, or fowl, or man I feed

Soch small distinetion's in the savour,
By turns [ehoose the fangied flavour,
Yet I must own, that haman beast,

A glutton, is the rankest fenst.

Man, cease this boast; for human pride
Hath varions traets to range heside,

" The prinee who kept the world in awe,
The judge whose dictate fix'd the law,
The rich, the poor, the geeaty the small,
Are levell'd. Death confounds them all,
Then thivk not that we reptiles shace
Such entes, such elegnnee of fare:

The ouly trae and real good

OFf man wis never vermin's foad,

*Tis seateid in th' immortal mind ;

Virtne distingnishes mankind,

And that , as yet ne'er harhour'd here,
Mounnts with the soul we know not where.
S0, good man sexton, since the case
Appenrs with such a dnbious face,

To neither I the canse determine ;

Por diff'rent tastes please diff’rent vermin,
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PREFACE.

Tna following fables were written at intervals, when
I found myself in humour, and disengaged from
matlers of greater moment. As they are the writingg
of an idle hour, so they are intended for the reading
of those, whose only business is amosement. My
hopes of profit, or applause, are not i derate;
nor have I printed throngh necessity, or request of
friends. 1 huve leave from her Royal Highness to ad-
dress her, and I claim the Fair for my readers. My
fears are lighter than my expectations: I wrote to
please myself, and I publish 1o please others; and
this so universally, that I have not wished for cor-
revtness to rob the eritick of his censure, or mny
friend of the langh.

My intimates are few, and T am not solicitous to
inerease them. 1 have learnt that where the writer,
wonld please, the wan should be unknown. An au-
thor is the reverse of all other objects, and magnifies
by dist , but diminishes by apy h. His private
artachments wust give place 1o poublick favour; for
no mun ean forgive his friend the ill-natuved attempt
of buing thought wiser than himself.

To avoid therefore the misfortunes that may at-
tend me from any aceidental suceess, T think it e
cessary to inform those who know me that I have
been assisted in the following papers by the anthor
of Gustavus Vasa. Let the erime of pleasing be lis,
whose talents as o writer, and whose virtues as a
many have rendered him a living affront to the whole
circle of his acquaintance.
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FABLE L

TAE BAGLE AND THE ASSEMALY OF BIADS.

To her Royal Highness the princess of Wales,

Tn ® moral lay, to beanty due,
1 write, fair excellence, to youy
Well pleas’d to hope my vacant hones
. Have ‘Jm-.a employ'd to sweeten yours.
Truth under fietion 1 impart,
To weed out folly from the heart,
And shew the paths that lead asteay
The wand'ring nymph from wisdom's way.

1 flatter none. The great and good

Are by their actions understood ;
Your monument if actions raise,
Shall I deface by idle praise?

1 echo not the voice of fame,

That dwells delighted on your name;
Her friendly tale, however true,
Were llatt’ry, if I told it you.

The proud, the envious, and the vain,
The jilt, the prade, demand my strain;
To these, detesting praise, I write,
Augd vent, in charity, my spite:

14
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With fifendly hand 1 hold the glass
Toall promiscuons as they pass ;
Should folly there her lilenvss view,
I fret not that the mirvor's teoe ;
If the fangastiok form offend,
I made it noty but wounld amend,
Virtne, in ev'ry clime and age,
Spurns at the folly-soothing page,
While sative, that offends the car
Of vice and passion, pleases her.
Premising this, your anger spare,
And claim the fable yon who dare.
The birds in place, by factions press'd,
To Jupirer their pray’rs address'd;
By specious lies the state was vex'd,
Their couneils libellers perplex'd :
They begg'd ( 10 stop seditious tongnes )
A gracious bearing of their wrongs.
Jove grants their soit. The eagle sute
Decider of the grand debate,
The pie, to trust and pow’s prefer'd,
Demands permission to be heard,
Says he, Prolixity of phrase
You know I hate. This libel says,
« Some birds there are who, prone 1o noise,
o Are Lir'd to silence wisdom's voioe,
« And, skill'd to chatter ont the hour, _
« Rise by their emptiness to pow's. » -
That this is aim'd direet at me,
No douht you'll veadily agree;
Yet wellthis sage assembly knows,
Ty parts to government 1rose;
My pradent connsels prop the state;
Magpies were never known to prate.
The kite rose up, His honest heare
In yvirtue's suff'vings hore s part.
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That there were birds of prey e Knew;
S0 far the libeller sl tene ;

« Yoravious, bold, 1o rapine prone,
« Who knew no int'rest but their own;
« Who hov'ving o'er the favmer's yard,

» Nor pigeon, chick, nor duekling, spa'd:

This might be trae , but if applied

To him, in troth, the sland'rer lied.

Sinee ign'runce then might be misled,
Such things, be thought, were best unsaid.

The ceow was vex'd. As yester-morn

He flew across the new-sown corn,

A screaming boy was set for pay,

e knew, 1o drive the crows away,

Scandal had foand him out in tarn,

And burz'd abroad that crows love corn.
The owl arose with solemn face,

And thas baranga'd upon the case:

That magpies prate it may be true;

A kite may be voracions too;

Crows sometimes deal in new-sown pease:

He libels not who strikes at these;

The slander’s here— » But there are birds,

« Whose wisdom lies in looks, not wordss

= Bhund rers who level in the dark,

o And always shoot beside the mark. «

He names not me; but these ape hints,

Which manifest at whom he squints;

T were indeed that blood ving fowl,

T'o question il he meant an owl.

Yo wretches, brm:e the eagle eries,
"Tis conscience, thit appli
The virtuous mind takes oo alarm,
Seene'd by innocence from horm 3
While guilt, and his associate fear,
Are sturtled at the passing air,

Ll_m,\
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FABLE IL

THE PANTHER, THE MORSE, AND OTHER BFEASTA.

Tn: man, who seeks to win the fair,
( So castom says ) must truth forbear
Must fawn and flatter, eringe and lie,
And raise the goddess to the sky.

For truth is hatefal to her ear,

A rodeness, which she eannot bear.

A rudeness ? Yes. Ispeak my thoughts;
For teath upbraids her with er faults,

How wretched, Chloe, then am 1,
Who love you, and yet cannot lie! &
And still, to muke you less my friend,

I strive yonr errors to amend !

Bt shall the senseless fop impart
The softest passion to your heavt,
While lie who tells you honest truth,
And points 1o happiness your youth,
Determines by his eare his lot,

And lives negleoted and forgo ?

Trust me, my dear; with greater ease
Your taste for ﬂ!m'ry T conld please,
And similies in each dull line,

Like glow-worms in the dark, should shize.
What, if I say your lips disclose

The freshness of the op'ning rose P

Or that your cheeks aro heds of flow’rs,
Enripen'd by refreshing show'rs ?

Yet certain as these flow'rs shall fade,
Time ev'ry beanty will invade.
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The butterfly, of vavious hue, = ‘
More thun the fow'r resembles yon ;
Fair, flutt’ving, fickle, bluy thing,
To pleasure ever on the wing,
Gayly coquetting for an hour,
To die and ne'er be thought of more.
Woald you the blaom of youth should lust ?
"Lis vivtae that most bind i fant;
An easy carriage, wholly free
From sour reserve, or levity;
Good-natur’d mirth, anopen heart,
And logks nnskill'd in any art;
Humility, etio 10 own
The frailties v a friend makes koown ;
And decent ongh to know
The worth thaevirtue ean bestow,
Thesé nre the chuyins, which ne'er decay,
Though youth and beputy fade away;
And time, which all things else removes,
Still beightens virtue, and improves.
You'll frown, and ash to what intent
This blunt address to yon is sent P
'l spare the question, and confess
1'd praise you if 1 lov'd you less;
Fut rail, be angry, or complain,
T will be rude, while you are vain.
Beneath a lion's peaceful voign
When beasts met friendly on the plain,
A panther of majestick port,
( “The vainest female of the conrt )
With spotted skin, and eyes of fire,
Fill'd ev'ry hosom with desire.
Where o'er she mov'd, a sepvile exowi
OF fawning creatures cring'd and how'd,
Assemblies ov'ry woek she held
{ Like modern belles ) with coxcombs fill'd,
14
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Where noise, and nonsense, and grimace,
And lies,and scundal, fill'd the place.

Behold the gy, fantastick thing,

Encireled by the spacions ring!
Low-bowing, with important laok,

As fiest in rauk, the monkey spoke.

Gad rake me, madam ! bat T swear,

No angel ever look'd so fair:

Forgive my rudencss, but T vow

Yon were not yuite divine 1ill now.

Those limbs ! that shape! and then those eyes!
O, close them, or the gazer dies! —

Nay, gentle pug! fnt hush;
I vow, and swear Ilhi blhsh,
1 shall be angry at &

"Tis so like fatt'ry, w) ieh ¥ hate. —

The fox, in dmper cunning vers'd,
The beanties of her mind rehears’d, F
And 1alk'd of knowledge, taste, and sense,
To which the fair have vast pretence!

Yet well he knew them always vain
OF what they strive pot to attain,
And play'd so mmnghr his part,
That pug was rival'd in his art.

The goat avow’d his am’rous fame,
And burnt — for what he durst not name ;
Yet hop'd a meeting in the wood
Might make his meaning understoosl.
Half angry at the bold address,

She frown'd ; but yet she must confess,
Such beauties might inflame his blood;
Fut still his phrase was somewhat rode.

The hog her neatness much admir'd ;
The formal ass her swiftness fir'd ;

‘While all 1o feed her folly strove,
Aud by their praises shar'd her love; |
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The horse, whose gen'rons heart disdain'd
Applause by secvile fart'ry gain'd,
With graceful convage silence hrole,
And thus with indignation spoke :
When flatt'ving monkeys fawn and prate,
They justly vaise contempt, or hate ;
For menit’s turn'd 10 ridicule,
AEplamlrrl by the grinning fool,
"The artful fox your wit conumends,
To lure yon to his selfish ends;
From the vile gatt'rer turn away,
For knaves mifke friendships to betray,
Dismiss the t?ﬁfnf fops and foals,
And Ighen 16 live by wisdom's rales ;
ﬂﬂnhhunnihhig%hu liow warm,
Did not you fally break the eharm 3
For who wonld court that lovely shape,
. To be the vival of an ape !
e said : and, snorting in disdain,
Spurn'd ut the erowd and sought the plain,

FABLE III

THE NIGETINGALE AND GLOW-WORM.

"L x pradent nymph, whose cheeks disclose
The lilly and the blushing rose,
From publick view ber charms will screen,
And rarely in the crowd be seen;
This simple trath shall keep her wise,
= The fairest fraits attract the flies »,

One night a glow-worm, proud and vain,

Contemplating her glitt'ring train,
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Cried, Sure there never was in natare
So elegaut, so line o oreatore!
All other insects, that I see,
T'he frugal any, industrions bee,
Or silk-worm, with contempt I view,
With all that low mechanick crew
Who servilely their lives employ
In bus'ness, enemy to joy.
Mean volgor herd ! ye are my scorn;
Vor grandeur only L was born,
Or sure am sprung from race divine,
And plac'd on earth to live and shine,
Those lights, that sparkle seon hizh,
Are but the glow-worms of the sk¥;
And kings on earth the Eﬁuim admire,
Becanse lhqimint&:l; .
She spoke. Attentive on a spray
A nightingale forbore his lay; !
He saw the shining morsel near,
And flew, directed by the glare;
Awhile he gaz'd with sober look,
And thus the trembling prey bespoke:
Deluded fool, with pride elate!
Know “tis thy beauty brings thy fate :
Less dazzling, long thon might'st have lain
Unheeded on the velvet plain:
Pride, soon or late, degraded mourns,
And beanty wrecks whom she adorns.

FABLE 1V.

WYMEN AND DEATH.

Sl:rn:. d'ye say ? Nay then "tis time;
Another year destroys your prime.

D oo
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soab stiy, — The settlement ! o That's made., »
Why then's my simple gicl afvaid #

Yot hold a moment, it you can,

Aud heedfully the fable sean,

The shades were fled, the morning hiash'd,
The windy were in their cayerns hush'd,
When hymen, pensive and gedate,

Helid o'er the fields his muosing gait,

Behind him, through the green-wood shado,
Demli's meagre fovm the god snrvey'd ;
Who gquickly, with gigantiek stride,
Outwent his paee and join'd his sid,

The ehat on various subjects ran,

Till angry hopmen thus began.

Relentlosy death, whase ivon sway
Mortals reluctant must obey,

Still of thy pow'r shall T complain,
And thy too partial hand arraigo ?
When Cupid brings o paiv of hearts,
Al aver stuck with egual daris,
Thy eviel shufts my hopes deride,
And eut the knot that hiymen ted,

Shall not the bloody, and the bold,
The miver hoarding up his gold,

The havlor veeking from the stew,
Alone thy fell revenge pursue?
But gt the gentle.and the kind,
Thy favy, nndistinguish'd, find

The monareh calmly thos replied 5
Weigh well the eanse, and then decide,
That friend of yours you Jately nam'd,
Crpid, alone is to he Mam'd ;

Then let the charge be justly laid;
That idle boy negleots his trade,
And hardly onee in twenty years
A couple 1o your temple bears.
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The wretches, whom yonr office blends,
Silenus now, or Plutus sends;
Henee care, and bitterness, and steife,
Are comman to the nuptial life.
Believe me; more than oll mankind,.
Youn vot'ries my eompassion find 5
Yer erael am 1 eall’d, and hase,
Who seek the wretched to releases;
The enptive from his bonds to free
Tndissoluble but for me,
"Tis I entice him to the yoke
Ty me, your erowded altars smoke :
For mortals boldly dare the uoose,
Secure that death will set them loose.

FABLE V.

THE POET AND HIA PATROS.

Wn ¥, Crelia, is your spreading waist
S0 loose, 50 negligently lac'd?

Why must the wrapping bed-gown hide
Your snowy hosont's swelling pride
How ill that dress adorns your head,
Distain'd, and rumpled from the bed !
Those clowds, that shade your blooming face,
A little water might displace,

As nature ev'ry morn bestows

The erystal dew to cleanse the rose,
T'hose tresses, as the raven black,

That wav'd'in ringlers down your back,
Uneomb’d, and imjue’d by neglecty
Destroy the face, which onee they deck'd.

eI oo
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Whenee this forgetfalness of devss ?
Pray, madany, ave yon macried P — Yos,
Nay, then indeed the wonder coases,
No matter now how loose your dress is;
The end is won, your fortune's made ;
Your sister now may take the trade.

Alas ! what pity "tis to find
This fault in baif the female kind !
From hence proceed aversion, strife,
Andd all that sones the wedded life.
Reanty can only point the dart,

"Tis neatness guides it to the heart;
Let neatness then and hpanty strive
To keep a wav'ring llame alive.

“Lin harder far (you'll find it troe )
To keep the conguest, than subdue ;
Admit us onee behind the screen,
What is there further to be seen?

A newer face muy raise the Hame,
But ev'ry woman is the same,

Then study chiofly 1o improve
The ¢harm that fix'd your husband's love
Weigh well his hamour, Was it dress
That gave your beauty pow'r to bless ?
Pursue it still ; be neater seen ;

“1'is always frugal to be clean;
So shall you keep alive desire,
And time's swift wing shull fan the fire,

In garret high { as stories say )

A poet sung his tuaeful lay

8o soft, so smooth his verse, you'd swear
Apollo and the Muses there §

'I'E:m' all the town his praises vung,

His sonnets at the playhouse sung 3
High waving o’er his lab'ring head

The goddess want her pinions spread,
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And with poetick fury fir'd,
What Phwpl:nn fain::;rhml Inspiv'd.

A noble yonih of taste and wit
Approv'd the sprightly things le writ,
And songht him in his cobweb dome,
Discharg'd his rent and brought him home,

Behold him ot the stately board,
Whao, but the poet, and my lord !

Ench doy deliciously he dines,

And greedy qualfs the gen'rous wines :
His sides wore plump, his skin was sleek,
And pleaty wantou'd on Lis cheek ;
Astonish'd at the change so new,

Away th' inspiring goddess lew.

Now, dropt for politicks and news,
Negleeted lay the drooping muse,
Unimindful whenee his fortune came,
He stifled the poetick fume ;

Nor taley nor spunet, for my lady,
Lampoon, nor epigeam was veady.

With just eontempt lis patron saw,
( Resolv'd his bounty to withdmw )
And thus, with anger in his look,

The late vepenting fuol bespoke.

Blind to the good that conrts thee grown,
Whenee has the sun of favour shone !
Delighted with thry tanefol art,
Esteem was growing in my heart,
Butidly thou reject’st the charm
That gave it birth, and kept it warm,

Unthinking fools, slone despise
The arts that tanght them first 1o rise.
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FABLE VL

THE WOLF, THE SHEKT, AND THE LANME.

Dorx demands, the pavents' voice
Should sanetify the doughrer's choice;
1o that is due obedience shown :

To choose belangs to her alone.

Muay horrone seize his midnight honr,
Whao builds npon o purent’s pow'r,

And cluims, by paeehase vile mnd bose,
The loathing maid lor his embrace!
Henee vietne sickens s and the breast,
Where peace had huilt her downy nest,
Tiecomes the troubled seat of cave,

Aund pines with angaish and despair.,

A wolf, rapacions, rangh, and bold,
Whose nightly plunders thinn'd the fold,
Contemplating his ill-spent life,

And eloy'id with thelts, wonld tuke a wifs,
His purpose known, the savage tace

Tn nium‘rons erowds attend the place;
For why, o mighty wolf lie was,

And held dominion in his jaws.

Her fav'vite whelp each mother hronghit,
And humbly his alliance songht 3

But cold by age,or else too niee,

None found aceeptance in his eyes.

It happen'd, as at carly down
He solitary eross'd the lawun,

Stray'd from the fold, 4 sportive lnmb
Skipp'd wanton by her feecy daw ;
15
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« When Cupid, foe to man and beast,

Discharg'd an arrow at his breast.

The tim'rons breed the robber knew,
And trembling o'er the meadow flew,
Their nimblest speed the wolf o'ertoak,
And counrteons thus the dam bespoke :

Stay, fairest! and suspend vour fear ;
Trust me, no enemy is near:

These jaws, in slanghter oft imbro'd,
At length have known enough of blood ;
And kinder bos'ness brings me now,
Vanquish'd at beauty’s feet to bow.
You have a daughter — Sweet! forgive
A wolf’s address — In her [ lives

Love from her eves like lightning came,
And set my marrow all on Bame ;

Ler your consent confirm my choice,
And ratify our nuptial joys.

Me ample wealth and pow'r attend,
Wide o'er the plains my realms extend ;
‘What midaight robber dare invade
The fold, if I the guard am made?

At home the sheplhierd’s cur may sleep,
While 1 his master’s sheey

Discourse like this attention claim’d ;
Grandeur the mother's breast inflam'd ;
Now fearless by his side she walk'd,

OF settlements and jointures talk’d;
Propos'd, and doabled her demands
Of flow'ry fields, and turnip-lauds.
The wolf agrees: her bosom swells ;
To Miss her happy fate she tells;
Aud. of the grand alliance vain,
Contemns her Kindred of the plaid,

The loathing lamb with horroar hears,
And wearies out her dam with pray’s ;




BY EDWARD MOORE.
Put all in vain ; mamma best knew
- What unexperiene’d giclashould do;
So, to the neighb'ring meadow carried,
A formal ass the conple married.

Torn from the tyrant-mother's side,
The trembler goes, a vietim-hride ;
Rel ts the rude embrace,
And bleats among the howling race.
With horronr oft her eyes hehold
Her murder'd kindred of the fold ;
Each day a sister-lamb is serv'd,

And at the glatton’s table carv'd s

The crashing bones he grinds for food,

And slakes his thirst with streaming blood.
Love, who the cruel mind detests,

And lodges but in gentle breasts,

Was now no more. Enjoyment past,

The savage hunger'd for the feast ;

Fut (as we find in homan race,

A mask conceals the villain's face )

Justice must anthorize the treat;

Till then he long'd, but durst not eat.

As forth he walk'd in quest of prey,
The hunters met him on the way;

Fear wings his flight ; the marsh he sought;
The snuffing dogs are set at fanlr.

His stomach balk’d, now hunger gnaws ;
Howling, he grinds his empty jaws;
Food must be had, and lamb is nigh;
His maw involes the frandful lie.

Is this ( dissembling rage, he eried )

The gentle virtne of a hride?

That, leagu'd with man’s destroying race,
She sets hier hushand for the chase;

By treach'ry prompts the noisy hound
To scent his footsteps on the ground ?

Iy
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Thau trait'ress vile! for this thy bload
Shall glut my rage and die the wood !
So saying, on the lamb he flles,
Beucath his jaws the victim dies.

FABLE VIL

THE GOOBE AND THE SWANS,

I mare the face, however fair,

That carvies an affected air;

The lisping tone, the shape constrain’d,

The studied look, the passion feign'd,

Are fapperies which only tend

To injure what they strive to mend.
With what superior grace enchants

The face which nature’s pencil paints;

Where eyes, unexercis'd in art,

Glow with the meaning of the heart ;

‘Where freedom, and good-humonr sit,

And easy gaiety, and wit!

Though perfect beanty be not there,

The master-lines, the fnish’d air,

We cateh from ev'ry look delight,

And grow ennmonr'd at the sight :

For beanty, thongh we all approve,

Excites onr wonder more than love;

While the agrecable strikes sure,

Aud gives ihe wonnds we eannot core.
‘Why then, my Amoret, this care

That forms yon, in effect, less faic ?

If nature on your cheek hestows

A bloom that emulates the rose.
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Or from some heny'nly image dreew
A form Apelles never knew,
Yourill-judg'd aid will you impuart,
And spoil by mevetricions art?
Or hnd you, nutnre’s ercor, come
Abortive from the mother's worab,
Your forming enve she still rejects,
Which only heightens hee defeets.
When such, of glitt'ving jewels prond,
Still press the foremost in the erowd,
At ev'ry publick shew are seen,
With look awry, and aukward mien,
The gaudy dress atteagts the eye,
And magnifies deformity,
Nature muy underdo ler part,
But seldom wants the help of art:
Trust her, she is your surest frienid;
Nor made yone form for you to mend,
A goose, affected, empty, vain,
The shrillest of the cackling teain,
With prond and elevated orest,
Precedence olaim'd above the rest.
Says she: 1langh at human race,
Who say geese hobble in their pace ;
Look here! — the sland'rous lie devect
Not haughty man iy so erect,
That peacock yonder, lord! how vain
The creature’s of his gandy topin!
Il both were stript, I'd pawn my word,
A goose wonld be the liner bird.
Nature, to hide her own defects,
Her hungled work with finery deckss
Were geese set off with half that show,
Would men admire the peacock ? No.
Thas vounting cross the mead she stallos;
The caokling breed attend her walks;

15,
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The sun shot down his noon-tide beams,
The swans were lpﬂﬂjllﬂ in the streams
Their sowy plumes and stately pride
Provok'd her spleen. Why there, she aried,
Again, what arrogance we see!
Those ¢reatuces | how they mimick me?
Shall ev'ry fow! the waters skim,
Tlecanse we geese are known to swim'!
Humility they soon shall learn,
And their own emptiness discern.
So saying, with extended mngs,
Lightly upon the wave she springs;
Her bhosom swelly, she sproads Tier plumes,
Aund the swan's stately crest assumes.
Contempt and mmhmy ensu'il,
And bursts of Iauglm-r shook the flood.
A swan, superior to the vest,
Sprang forth, and thas the fool address'd,
Congeited llmrg, elate with prids !
Thy affeotstion all deride;
These airs thy ankwardness impart,
And shew thee plainly as thou art.
Among thy equals of the flock,
Thon hadst escap'd the publick mock,
And s thy pacts 1o good condace,
Been deem'd un lonest hnhblmg goose.
Learn hience 1o study wisdom's rules;
Know foppery's the pr dé of foals;
And striving natare to coneeal,
You only her defects reveal.
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FABLE VIIL ”

THE LAWYER AND JUSTICR,

L ove! thou divinest good helow,
Thy pure delights few mortals know ;
Ony rebel hearts thy sway disown,
While tyrant lust usurps thy throne,

The bounteans god of vatave made
The sexes for each other’s aid,
Their matnal talents to emplay
To lessen ills and heighten joy,
To weaker woman he assign’il
That soft' ning gentleness of mind,
That cin by sympatly impace
Tts likeness to the ronghest heart :
Her eyes with mngick pow'r endu’d,
To fire the doll, and awe the rode ;
His rosy fingers on her faoe
Shed lavish ev'ry hlooming grace,
And stamp’d ( perfoction to display )
His mildest image on her clay,

Man, active, resolute, and bold,
He fashion'd in a diff'rent monld;
With nseful arts his mind inform'd,
His breast with nobler passions warm'd;
He gave him knowledge, taste, and sense,
And courage Tor the fair's defence :
Hey frame, resistless 10 each wrong,
Demands protection from the strong;
To wan she flies when fear alarms,
And claims the temple of bis arms.
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By natare’s author thas declac’d
The woman's sov'reign, and her guard,
Shall man by tresch’vons wiles invade
The wenkness he wias meant o aid?
While beauty, given o inspire
Protecting love and soft desire,
Lights up o wild-live in the heart,
And toits own breast points the dart,
Becomes the spoiler’s base pretence
To teinmph over i
The wolf that tears the tim'rons sheep
Was never set the fold to keep ;
Nor was the tyger, or the pard,
Meunt the benighted reav’ller’s goard ;
Hat man, the wildest beast of prey,
Waenrs friendship’s semblanee to beteay ;
His strength against the weak employs,
And, wheve he should protect, destroys,
Past twelve o'clock the watehman eried,
His brief the stndions Lawyer plied ;
The all-prevailing fee lay nigh,
The earnest of to moreow’s lie.
Sudden the farious winds arvise,
The jarving casement shatter'd ﬁi!a,
The doors admit a holl
And rattling from their hinges bound ;
When Justice, in a blaze of light,
Reveal'd her radinnt form to sight.
The wretch with thrilling horvour shook,
Loose ev'ry joint, and pale bis look ;
Not having seen her in the conrts,
O fonnd her mention'd in veports,
He ask'd, with falt'ving tongue, her name,
Her ervand theve, and whenee she cmome ?
Sternly the white-vrob'd Shade replied,
(A crimson glow her visage died )
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Cangt thon be donbtfal who Tam?

Is justice grown so strange a name ! 4
Were not your courts for justice rais'd ?
Twas there of old my altars blaz'd,

My guardian thee dil T eleer,

My sacred temple to protect,

That thon and all thy venal tribe

Shonld spurn the goddoss for the bribe ?
Alond the pain'd client evies,

Tustice has peither cars, nor eyes;

T foul allinnee with the Bar,

'Gainst me the judge denonnees way,
And ravely issues his deerce,

FBut with intent to bafile me.

She puus'd. Her breast with fury hurn'd,
The trembling lawyer thos return’d,

1 own the charge in justly laid,

Aund weak th' exeose that ean be made ;
Yet seavch the spavious glabe, and see
IF all mankind are not like me,

The gown-man, skill'd in romish les,
Ty faith’s fulse glass deludes our eves,
O'vr conscience eides withont contronl,
And vobs the man to save lus sonl.

The doctar, with importaot face,

Ry sly design mistakes the case;
Prescribies, and spins oot the disense,
To trick the patient of his fees.

The soldier, vough with many a scor,
Aundred with slanghtee, leads the war;
IE be o nation’s tenst betray,

The foe has offer'd donble pay,

When viee o'er all mankind provails,
And weghty intvest turns the seales,
Must I be better than the vest,

And havbour justice in iy breast 7
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On ome side only take the fee,
Content with poverty and thee ?

Thon blind to sense, and vile of mind !
Th' Shade rejoin'd,
If virtne from the world is flown,'!
Will others’ frands excuse thy own?
For sickly souls the priest was made ;
Physicians for the body’s aid 5
The soldier gnarded liberty ; -
Man, woman ; and the Jawyer, me.
If all are faithless to their trust,
They leave not thee the less nnjust.
Heaceforth your pleadings 1 discluim,
And bar the sanetion of my name
Within your conrts it shall be read,
That Justice from the law is fled.

She spoke; and hid in shades her face,
"Till Hardwick sootl'd her into grace.

FABLE IX.
THE FARMER,THE SPANIEL, AND TEE CAT.

i ; 1 knits my dear her angry brow ?
What rande offence alarms you now ?
T said that Delia’s fairy "tis true,
Tout did 1 say she equall’d you ?
Can’t Tanother's face commnend,
Oc to her virtaes be a friend,
But instantly your forehead low'rs,
As il her merit lessen’d yours ?
From female envy never free,
All must be blind because you see.
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i
Survey the gardens, fields, und how'rs,
The buds, the blossoms, snd the How'psg
Then tell me where the wood-bind grows,
That vies in sweetness with the rose,
. Ov where the lilly's snowy white,
That throws sueh beanties on the sigh ?
Yet folly is it 1o declire,
That these ave neither sweet, nov fair. b g
The erystal shines with fainter rays,
Before the ditmond's brighter blase;
And fops will soy the di'mond dies
Before the lustee of your eyes :
Put I, who deal in teuth, deny
Uhat neither shine when you ave by,
When zeplira o'er the blossoms steny,
And sweets along theair convey,
Shn'n't Lihe fragrant hreese inhale,
Becguse you breathe a swoeter gale P
Sweet ave the flow'vs that deck the field;
Swoet iy the smell the blossoms yield 3
Sweet is the snmmer gale that blows
And sweet, tho sweeter you, the roure.
Shall envy then torment your hreast,
If you are lovelier than the vest ?
For while T give to each her due,
By praising them Iilatter you 3
And praising most 1 still declare
You fairest, where the rest ave faie,
As at his hoard o farmer sate,
Replenish'd by his homely eat,
His fav'rite spaniel near him stoad,
And with his master shar'd the food ;
The erackling bones his jaws devone'd,
His lapping tongae the trenchers sconr'd ;
"Lill sated now supine he oy,
And snor'd the rising fumes away.

CRERIDT oo
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The hungry cat in toen drew near,
And humbly erav'd a seevant’s share ;
Her modest worth the master knew, ©
Aud straight the fatt'ning morsel threw:
Engag'd the snarling onr awoke,

Angl thos with spiteful envy spoke :

They only elam a vight to eat,

Who earn by services their meat

Me zeal and indnstry inflame

To scour the lields, and spring the game ;
Or, plunging in the wint'vy wave,
Farwan the «onnded bivd 1o save.
With watehful diligence 1 keep

From prowling wolves his fleeoy sheop
At home lus midnight hours secnre,
And dyive the robbey from the door.
For this. his breast with kindoess glows ;
For this, lis hund the food bestows 5
And shal thy indolence impnrt

A vaormer friondsligp to his heavt,

Thut thus he eolis me of ray due,

To pamper snch vile things as you ?

1 own, with meckness puss replied,

Superior merit on your side;

Nor does my breast with envy swell,

To find i poonmpene'd so well 3

Yet 1y in what my patare can,

Contribute to the good of man.

Whose claws destroy the pill 'ving mouse !
Who drives the vermin from the house ?
Or, watehful for the lal'ving swoin,

From Inrking rats soeure the grain ?
From hence il he revards bestow,

Why shonid your heart with gall o'erflow?
Why pine my lnppiness to see,

Siuce theve's enongh for you and me?
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Thy words are just, the farmer eried,
And spurn’d the snarler from his side.

FABLE X.

THE STIDER AND THE BEE.

Tn e nymph, who walks the publick strects,
And sets her cap at all she meets,

May catch the fool who tarus to stare;

But men of sense avoid the snare,

As on the margin of the flood,

With silken line, my Lydia stood,

1 smil'd to see the pains you took,

To cover o'er the fraudinl hook.
Along the forest as we stray'd,

You saw the hoy his lime-twigs spread;
Guess'd you the veason of his fear?
Lest heedless we approach’d too near;
For as behind the bush we lay,

The linnet flutter’l on the spray.

Needs there such caution to delude
The scaly fry and feather’d brood ?
And think yon with inferior art
To captivate the human heart?

The maid, who modestly conceals -
Her beauties, while she hides, reveals:
Give but a glimpse, and fancy draws
Whate'er the grecian Venus was.
From Eve's first fig-leaf to brocade,
All dress was meant for fancy's aid,
Which evermore delighted dwells
On what the bashfol nymph conceals.

16
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When Calin strots in man's attive,
She shews too much to raise desive ©
But from the hopp's bewitching round,
Her vevy show has pow's 1o wound,

The roving eye, the bosom bare,
The forward langh, the wanton air,
May eateh the fop ; for gndgeons sivike
At the bave hook, and bait, alike 3
While salmon play vegaedless by,

Till art, ke natave, fomms the fly.

Beneath a ponsant’s homely thateh,
A spider long had held hee watels;
From moro to night, with restless care,
She spun her web, and wove her snare:
Within the limits of her reign, '
Tay many a heedless captive slain,

O furr'ving, stragglod in the woils,
To borst the chains and shup her wiles,

A straying bee, that perel'd hard by,
Beheld her with disdainful vye,

And thus began : Mean thing! give v'ery
And lay thy slender threuds no more g
A thoughtless fly, or two at most,

Is all the conquest thou eanst hoast 3
For biees of sense thy artsevade,

We see so plain the nets are laid.

The gaudy talip that displays
Her spreading foliage to the gaze;

That points her charms at all she sees,
And yields to ev'ry wanton breeze,
Atteacts not me; where biashi s
Gt with Whormd e ot oty
Enamonr'd round and roand I iy,

Or on her fragrant bosom lie;
Reluctant, she my ardour meets,

Aud bashful readers up her swects.
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To wiser' heads attention lengy,
And learn this lesvon (rom a feiend:
She who with madesty vetires
Adds lewel to e lover's fives,
While such incantions jilts as you,
By folly your own schemes nndo,

183
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FABLE XL

THE YOUNG LION AND THE APE.

,TI s true, 1 blame your lover's chinice,

Thongh fatter’d by the publick voice;

And peevish grow and sick 1o hoar

His exelomations, O how fair!

1 listen uot to wild delighis,

And transports of expected nights ;

Wit is to me your hoaed of charms,

The whiteness of your peck and acms?

Needls theve no acguisition more,

T'o keep contention from the door ?

Yes; pass a fortnight, and you'll find

All beanty eloys but of the wind.
Sensey mud good-lamonr ever prove

The surest cords to fusten love.

Yer, Phillis, simplest of your sex,

You never think but to perplex,

Coruetting it with ev'ry ape

That struts abrond in hpman shape;

Not that the coxcomb is your taste,

But that it stings your lover's breast ;

To-morvow you vesign the away,

Prepar'd to honour and obey,
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The tyrant-mistress change for life
T'o the submission of a wife.
Younr follies, if you can, suspend,
And learn instruetion from a friend.
Reluotant, hear the first address
Think often ere yon answer, Yes:
Tt ouce resoly'd, throw off disguise,
And wear your wishes in yonr eyes;
With eaution ev'ry look forbear,
That might create one jealous fear,
A lover's ripening hopes confonnd
Or give the gen'rons breast a wom:ui,
Contemn the girlish arts to tease,
Nor use your pow'r, unless to please;
For fools alone with rigour sway,
When soon or late they mnst obey.
The king of brutes, in life’s decline,
Resoly'd dominion to resign ;
The beasts were summon'd to appear,
And bend before the royal heir.
They came; a day was lix'd; the crowd
Before their future monarch how'd.
A dapper monkey, pert and vain,

Stepp'd forth, and thus address’d the train:

Why cringe my friends with slavish awe,
Refore this pageant king of straw ?
Shall we anticipate the honr,

And, ere we feel ity own his pow'r ?
The counsels of experience prize,

1 know the maxims of the wise;
Subjection let us cast away,

And live the monarehs of to-day :
“Tis ours the vacant hand to spurn,
And play the tyrant each in turn.

So shall be right from wrong discern,
Aund mercy from oppression learn;
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At others' woes be tanght to melt,
And loath the ills himfelf has felr,

He spoke; his hosom swell’d with pride.
The youthful lion thus veplied :

What madness prompts thee to provoke
My wrath, and dare th' impending stroke?
Thou wretehed fool! cun wrongs impart
Compassion 10 the feeling heart ,

Or teach the grateful breast to glow,
The hand 10 give, or eye to flow?
Learn'd in the practioe of their sohoals,
From women thon hast deawn thy rules;
To them return ;in such a canse

From enly snch expect applanse;

The pactial sex I don't condemn

For liking those who copy them.

Woald'st thon the gen'rous lion bind?
Ey kindness bribe him to be kind ;

Good offices their likeness get,

And payment lessens not the debr;
Witk maltiplying hand he gives

The good from others he receives ;

Or for the had makes fair retarn,

And pays with int'rest scorn for scom.

O

FABLE XIL

THE COLT AND THE FATRMER.

) i—— Corinna, if you ean,

Why so averse, 5o coy 1o man?

Did natare, lovish of her core,

From her best pattern form you fair,
16,
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That youy angrateful to lher cause,
Should mock her gifts, and spuin her laws;
And, miser-like, with-hold that store,
‘Which by imparting blesses more ?

Beauty's a gift, by heav'n assign'd
The portion of the female kind ;
For this the yielding maid demands
Protection at her lover's hands;
And though by wasting years it fade,
Remembrance tells him once "twas paid.
And will yoa then this wealth conceal,

For age to rust, or time to steal ,

The summer of yonr youth to rove,

A stranger to the joys of love?

Then, when life's winter hastens on,
And youth's fair heritage is gone,
Dow'rless to court some peasant’s arms
To guard your wither'd age from havms,
No gratitude to warm his breast,

For blooming beauty once possess'dl 3
How will you curse that stubborn peide,
Which drove your hark across the tide,
And , sailing before folly's wind,

Left sense and happiness behind ?

Corinua, lest these whims prevail,

To such as you I write my uTn.

A colt, for blood and mettled speed
The choicest of the running breed,

Of youthfal steength and beauty vaiuo,
Refus'd snbjection to the rein.

In vain the groom's officions skill
Oppos'd his pride, and check'd his will;
In vain the master's forming care
Restrain’d with threats, or sooth'd with pray's;
Of freedom proud, aud scorning mau,
Wild o'er the spacioas plains he ran.
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Where'er luxnriant naturespread
Her flow'ry earpet o'er the mead,
Or bubbling streams soft-gliding pass
To cool and freshen up the grass,
Disduining bounds, he eropt the blade,
Andwanton'd in the spoil he made.

In plenty thus the summer past,
Revolving winter cnme ut Last ;
The trees nomore o shelter yield,
The verdure withers from the figld,
Perpetual snows invest the gronnd,
In icy ehains the streams are bound,
Cold nipping winds, and rattling hail,
His lank unshelter'd sides assail.
As vonnd he cast bis rueful eyes,
He saw the thateh-rool'd cottage rise
The prospect touch'd his heart with ehear;
And promis'd kind deliv'rance near.
A stable, erst his scorn and late,
Was now become his wish'd retreat;
His passion eool, his pride forgor,

A farmer's weleome yurd he sought.
The master saw his woeful plight,
His limbs that totter’d with his weight,

And friendly to the stable led,

And saw him litter'd, dress'd, and fed,
In slothful ease all night he lay ;

The servants rose at break of day;

The market calls: along the road

His back must bear the pond'rous load ;
In vain he straggles or complains,
Incessant blows reward his pains.
To-morrow varies buot his toil ;

Chain'd to the plangh, he breaks the soil;
While scanty meals at night repay

The painful labours of the day.

L
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Subidn'd by toil, with anguish rent,
His sel fuphraidings found a vent.
Wretch that Tam ! he sighing said,
By arroganee and folly led,
Haud but my reative youth heen bronghi
T'o Teaen the lesson nature tanght,
Then had 1, like my sives of yore,
The prize from ev'ry eourser hore;
While man bestow'd rewards and praise,
Aud females crown'd my latter diys,
Now lasting servitude's my lot,
My birth eontemn’d, my upu{l forgot,
Doom'd am 1 for my pride to hear
A living death from year to year.

FABLE XIIL

THRE OWEL AND THE NIGHTINGALE.

Tu know the mistress’ humour vight,

See if her maids are olean and tight;

1 Betty waits without her stays,

She copies bot her lndy's wiys.

When Miss eomes in with boist'vous shout,

And drops no curt'sy going ont,

Depend upon't, mamma is one

Who reads or drinks too much slone |
I bottled beer her thirst asswage,

She feels enthusinstick rage,

And burns with ardonr to inherit

The gifta, and workings of the spirit,

1 lewrning evock her giddy brains,

No remedy but death remains.
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Sum ap the various ills of life,

And all are sweet, to such a wife. 4
At home superior wit she vaunts,
And twits ber husband with his wants 3
Her ragged offspring all aronnd,

Like pigs, are wall'wing on the ground ;
Tmpatient ever of controul,

She knows no order but of soul ;

With books her litter'd floor is spread,
OF nameless authors never read ;

Foul linen, potticoats, and lice

Fill up the intermediate space.

Abroad, at visitings, her tongne

Is never still, and always wrong;

All meanings she defines away,

And stands, with trath and sense, at bay.

If e'ex she meets a gentle heart,
Skill'd in the house-wife's nseful art,
‘Who makes her family her care,

And builds eontentment’s temple there,
She starts ot such mistakes in nature,
And cries, Lovd help us! — what a creature !

Melissa, if the moral strike,

You'll find the fable not unlike,

An owl, puff’d up with self-conceir,
Lov'd learning better than his meat 5
Old manunscripts he treasor'd up,

And rummag’d ev'ry grocer's shop

At pastry-cooks was known to ply,

Aund strip, for science, ev'ry pie.

For modern poetry and wit,

He had vead all that Blackmore writ;
So intimate with Corl was grown,

His learned treasares were his own 3

To all his authors had access,

And sometimes would corvect the press.
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In logick he acguiv'd such knowledge, -
You'd swear him fellow of u college;
Alike to ev'ry art and scicnee
His daring genius bid defiance,
And m-nliow'-l wisdom with that haste,
That eits do costards at o feast.
Within the shelter of & wood,
Oue ev'ning, as be musing stood,
Hard by, vpon a leafy spray,
A nightingale began his lay;
Sudden he starts, with anger stung,
Aund sereeching interrupts the song.
Pert, busy thing! thy airs give o'er,
And let my contemplation soar.
What is the musick of thy voice,
But jarring dissonance, and noise ?
Fe wise : true harmony thow'le find
Not in the throat, but in the mind ;
Py empty chirping not attain'd,
But by laborions stady gain'd.
Go. read the authors Pope explodes,
Fathom the depth of Cibber's odes,
With modern plays improve thy wit,
Read alt the learning Henley writ 3
And if thou needs must sing, sing then,
And emulate the ways of men;
So shalt thou grow like me refin'd,
And bring improvement to thy kind.
Thou wretch ! the little warbler criel,
Made up of ignorance and pride,
Ask all the birds, and theyll declare,
A greater blockhead wings not air.
Read o'er thyself, thy talents sean;
Science was only meant for man.
No senseless anthors me molest,
1 mind the duties of my nest;

-9
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With careful wing proteci™ny young,

Make short the weary trav'iler’s way,
And warble in the poet’s lay.
Thus foll'wing nature, and her laws, -
From men and birds I elaim applavsé;
While, nurs’d in pedantry and sloth,
An owlis scorn’d alike by both.

[ — And chear their ev'nings with a song ;
¢

FABLE XIV.

THE SPARROW AND THE DOYVE.

I-r was, 35 learn’d traditions say,
Upon an April's blishsome duy,
When pleasure, ever on the wing,
Retorn'd, companion of the spring,
And chear'd the hirds with am'rous heat,
Instructing little hearts vo beat;
A sparrow, frolick, gay, and young,
Of bold address, and ilippant tongue,
Just left his Tady of a night,
Like him, tn follow new delight.

The youth, of many o conguest vain,
Flew off to seek the chivping teain
The chirping train e gquickly fouud,
And with a sanoy ease bow'd round.

For ev'ry she his hosam harns,
And this, and that, e wooes by turns;
And heve asigh, and there a hill,
And here—Those eyes, so form'd to Lillt
And now with ready tongue he strings,
Unmeaning, soft, resistless things;

—
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With vows, and dem-me's skill'd 1o wo
As other pretiy follows do. ,
Not that he thonght this short essay
A prologue needful 1o his play ;
Noj; trust me, says our learned letter,
He knew the virtaons sex much betiges; |
But these he held as specious arts,
T'o shew his own superior pirts,
The form of decency to shield,
Aud give a just pretence to yield.

Thus finishing his conrtly play,
He mark'd the fay'rite of a day;
With careless impudence drew near,
And whisper'd hebrew in her ear;
A hint which, like the Masons' sign,
The conscious can alone divine.

The flntt'ving nymph, expert at feigning,
Criud, Sirl—pray Siry explain your meaning—
Go prate 1o those that moy endure ye —

To me this rudeness | — U'll assnre ye

Then off she glided, like a swallow,

As saying You guess where to follow.
T'o such as kuow the patty set,

“T'is needless to declare they met;

The pursons’s barn, as authors mention,

Confess'd the fair had apprehension,

Her honpue there secore from stain,

She held all farther teifling vain,

No more affected ro be coy,

Pt rogh’'d licentioos on the joy.

Hist, love! — The male companion eried,

Hetire 5 while, I fear we're spied,

Wor way the eantion vain; he saw

A turtle rastling in the straw,

While o'er her callow brood she hung,
And fondly thos uddress'd her young:
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Ye tender objects of my care!

Peace, peace, ye little helpless pair;
Anon he comes, your gentle sive,

And brings you all your hearts require,
For us, his infants, and his bride,

For us, with only love to guide, -
Our lord assumes an eagle's speed,
And, like a lion, dares to bleed.

Nor yet by wint'ry skies confin'd,

He mounts upon the rudest wind,
From danger tears the vital spoil,

And with affeetion sweetens toil.

Ah cease, too vent'rous ! cease to dave ;
In thine, our dearer safety spare!

From him, ye cruel falcons, stray,

And turn, ye fowlers, far away!

Should I survive to see the day,
That tears me from myself away,

That cancels all that heav'n could give, |
The life by which alone I live,

Alasy how more than lost were I,

Who, in the thought, alveady die!

Ye Pow'rs, whom men and birds obey,
Great ralers of your erentures, say,
Why mourning comes by biliss convey'd,
And ev'n the sweets of love allay’d!
Where grows enjoyment, tall, and fair,
Around it twines entangling care;
While fear for what our sonls possess
Enervates ev'ry pow'r to bless;

Yet friendship forms the bliss above,
And, life ' what art thou, without love?

Our hero, who bad heard apart,

! Felt something moving in his heart,
But quickly with disdain suppress'd
The virtue rising in his breast;
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And fivst he feign'd 1o laugh alond,
And next approaching smil'd and Low'i.

Madum, you must not think me rude
Good manners never can inteude;

1 vow I come thro' pure good niture —

{ Upon my soul ! a charming ereatige!)
Ave these the comforts of o wife !

This careful, cloister'dy moping life?

No doubt, that odions thing, call'd duty,
Is a sweet province for n beanty.

Thou pretty ignorance ! thy will

1s measw'd to thy want of skill;

That good old-fashion'd dame, thy mother,
Has taught thy infant years no other.
The greatest ill in the ereation,

Is sure the want of education.

But think ye ?—tell me without feigning,
Have all these charms no farther meaning 2
Dame nature, if you don't forget her,
Might teach your lndyship much better.
For shame! reject this mean employment,
Enter the world, and taste enioyment ;
Where time, by circling hliss, we measure:
Beauty was form'd alone for plensure;
Come, prove the blessing ; follow me:
Be wise, be happy, and be free.

Kind Sir, replied onr mati 1
Your zeal seems pretry woch in haste
T own, the fondness 10 be bless'd
Isa deep thirst in ev'ry breast;

Of blessings too I have my store

Yet quarrel not, should heav'n «ive more;
Then prove the change 1o be expedient,
And think me, Sir, yonr most obediont.

Here turning, us 1o one inferior,

Our gallant spoke, and smil'd superior.

-
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Maghinks to quit your hoaasted station

Retuives nworld of hesitation

Where brats and honds are held a blessing,

The case. 1 donbi, is pust redressing.

Wiy, chility suppose the joys Tmention,

Were the mere frois of my invention,

You've cause sufficient Tor yonr carviige,

In flying from the oorse of marriage 3

That sly decoy, with varied suaves,

That tken your widgeons in by puirs;

Abike 1o linshand, and o wife,

The carve of love, sl bane of life;

The only method of foreeasting,

To mnke misfortane fiem and lasting ;

The sin, by Teay'n's peenlioe sentence,

Unpardon’d, thrangh a life's repentance:

It is the donhle sngke, that weds

A common tnd 1o diff rent heads,

That lend the cavenss still astay,

Ty dreagging each o diff'vent way.

OF ull the ills that nivy attend me,

From marriage, n mighty gods, defend me!
Give me fepnk patore’s wilid demaosne,

And honndless teact of air sevene,

Wheee lnuey, ever wing'd for change,

Delights 1 nprwt, drllghia 1o ranges

Therey liberty ! to thee is owing

Whate'er of bliss is worth bestowing ;

Delightsg sill vavied, anid divine,

Sweet goddess of r.lm Jills ! ave thine.
What say you now, yon pretty pink, yoo?

Have 1 for onge spoke remson , think you?

You take me now lor no romoneer—

Come, never sty for an answer;

Away, cast ev'ry eare behind ye,

And Aly where joy alone shall find ye.

T 0w
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Soft yet, return’d our fomale fencer,
A question more, or s0 and then, Sir
You've vallied me with sense exceeding,
With much fine wit, and better breeding;
Bt pray, Sir, how do yon contrive it ?
Do those of yonr world never wive it?
— No, no.— How then ? — Why, dareI 1g]lp
What does the bus'ness full as well.
Do you ne'er love — An hour at leisure. —
Have you no friendships '~ Yes, for pleasure, —
No care for little ones ! — We get "em;
The rest the mothers mind, and let ‘em, —
Thou wretch ! rejoin’d the kindling dove,
Quite lost to life, as lost to love!
Whene'er misfortane comes, how jost !
Anil come misfortune snrely must ;
In the dread season of dismay,
Tn that your hour of trinl, say,
Who then shall prop your sinking heart ,
Who bear affliction’s weightier part ?
Say, when the black-brow’d welkin bends,
And winter's gloomy form impends,
To mourning turns all transient chear,
And blasts the melancholy year ;
For times, at no persuasion, stay;
Nor vice can find perpetoal May ;
Then wheve's that tongue by folly fed,
That sonl of pertness, whither fled #
All shrunk within thy lonely nest,
¥orlorn, abandoned, and uobless'd 5
No friends by cordial honds allied,,
Shall seek thy eold, nnsocial, side ;
No chirping prattlers to delight
Shall turn the long-enduring night ;
No hride her words of balm impart,
And warm thee at her constant heart.
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Freedom, resteain’d by veason’s foree,
Ta as the sun’s novarviog course,
Beniguly active, sweetly bright,
Affording warmth, affocdinglight ;
Buat torn from victue's saered rmles
Becomes a comet, gux'd by fools,
Foreboding eares, and storms, and steife,
And franghe with all the plagues of life.

Thou fool! by union ev'ry crenture
Subsists, through nniversal nature
And this, 10 heings void of mind,
Is wedlock, of a meaner kind.

While womb'd in space, primeval clay
A yet unfashion'd embryo lay,
The source of endless good ahove
Shot down lis spark of kindling love ;
Touch'd by the all-enliv'ning flame,
Then motion first exnlting come;
Each atom songht its sep'rate class
Throngh many a firv, enamounr'd mass 3
Love oast the cental elimem aronnd,
And with eternal nuptials hound.
Then form and arder o'er the sky
Firat train'd their bridal pomp on high 5
The sun display'd his orb o sight,
And burnt with hymeneal light.

Hence nature’s virgin-womb conceiv'd
And with the genial burden heav'd
Vorth came the oak, her first born heir,
Aund seal'd the breathing stoep of air;
Then infant stems of varioos use,
Tmbib'd her soft, materoal juice;

The flow'rs, in early bloom disclos'd ,
Upon ber fragrant breast repos’d;
Within her warm embraces grew

A race of endless form and hue;
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Then poni'd her lesser offspring round,
And fondly cloath'd their parent ground.
Nor hiere alone the virtue reign'd,
Ry matter’s cumb'ring form detain'd ;
But thence, subliming, and refin'd,
Aspir'd, and reach'd its kindred mind.
Capght in the fond, eelestinl fire,
The mind perceiv'd unknown desire,
And now with kind effosion flow'd,
And now with covdial ardours glow'd,
Beheld the sympathetick fair,
And lov'd its own resemblance there;
On all with circling radiance shone,
Rut cent’ring, fix'd on one alone ;
There clasp'd the heav’n-appointed wile,
And doubled ev'ry joy of life.
Here ever blessing, ever bless'd,
Resides this beauty of the breast,
As from his palace, here the god
Still beams effulgent bliss abroad,
Here gems his own eternal round,
The ring, by which the world is bound,
Here bids his seat of empire grow,
Auwd builds his little heav'n below.
The bridal partners thus allied,
And thus in sweet accordance tied,
One body, heart and spirit hive,
Enrich'd by ev'ry joy they gives
Like echo, from her vocal hold,
Return'd in musick twenty fold.
Their union firm, and undecay'd,
Nor time can shake, nor pow'r invade.
But as the stem and scion stand,
Tugrafted by a skilful hand,
They check the tempest’s wint” 3
And bloom and urenp;:hm inwrir:.ge

RO o]




BY EDWARD MOORE, 199

A thonsand amities unknown,

And pow'rs perceiv'd*hy love alone,

Endearing looks, snd chaste desirey | 3
Fan, snd support the mutnal fire,

Whaose llame, perpetual as vefin'd,

Is fed by an immortal mind.

Nor yet the nuptial sanction ends,
Like Nile it opens, and descends,
Which, by apparent windings led,

We trace 1o its celestial head.

The sire, first springing from above,
Becomes the souree of Life and love,
And gives his filial heir to flow,

In fondoess down on sons below :

Thus roll'd in one continu'd tide,

To time's extremest verge they glide,
While kindred streams, on either hand,
Branch forth in blessings o'er the land.

Thee, wretch ! no lisping babe shall name,

No late-returning brother claim,

No kinsman on thy road rejoice,

No sister greet thy ent'ring voice,

With partial eyes no parents see,

And bless their years restor’d in thee.
In age rejected, or declin’d,

An alien ev'n among thy kind,

The partner of thy scorn’d embrace,

Shall play the wanton in thy face,

Each spark unplume thy litte pride,

All friendship fly thy faithless side,

Thy name shall like tlry carcass rot,

1In sickness spurn’d, in death forgot.

All-giving pow’r! great source of life!
O hear the parent! hear the wife !

That life thoa lendest from above,
Thouogh Kutle, make it large in love ;
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O bid my feeling heart expand

To ev'ry claim, on ev'ry hand;

T'o those, from whom my days T drew,
To these, in whom those days renew,
To all my kin, however wide,

In cordial warmith, as blood allied,

To friends, with steely fetrers twin'd,
And to the evnel not nolkind !

But chief, the lovd of my desive,
My life, myself, my souly my sire,
Friends, childeen, all that wish can claim,
Chaste passion clusp, aud vapture names
O spare him, sparve him, gracious pow’r!
O give him 10 my latest hopr!

Let me my length of life employ,

1o give my sole enjoyment joy,

1is love, let mutoal love exeites
Tuen all my caves to his delight,

And ev'ry needless blessing spare,
Wherein my darling wants a share.
When hie with graceful action wooces,
And sweetly bills, and fondly cooes,
Al! deck me, to his eyes alone,

With charms attractive as his own,
And in my circling wings caress'd,
Give all the lover to my breast.

I'hen in our chaste, connubial bed,
My bosom pilow'd for his bead,

His eyes with blissfal slumbers close,
And watch, with me, my lord's repose,
Your peace around his temples twine,
And love him, with a love like mine.

And, for I know his gen'rous flame,
Beyond whate'er my sex can claim,

Me 100 to your protection take,
And spare me for wy busband's sake.
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Let one unenffled, calm delight,
The loving, and belov'd unite;
One pure desive our bosoms warm,
. One will direet, one wish inform;
Throngh life one mutual aid sastaing
In death, one peacefnl grave contain.
While swelling with the darling theme,
Her accents pour'd an endless stream
The well-known wings a sound impart,
That veach’d her car, and touch’d her heart ;
Quick dropp’d the musick of her tongue,
And forth, with eager joy, she sprung.
As swift her entring consort flew,
And p‘ﬂll'(l, and kindled at the view ;
Their wings, their souls embracing meet,
Their hearts with answ'ring measure beat;
Half lost in sacred sweets, and bless'd
With raptares felt, bat ne'er express'd.
Straight to her humble roof she led
The partner aof her spotless bed ;
Her young, » flutt'ring pair, arise,
Their welcome sparkling in their eyes;
Transported, to their sive they bound,.
And hang with speechless action round
In pleasure wrapt the pareats stand,
And see their little wings expand ;
The sire, his life-sustaining prize
To each expecting bill applies,
There fondly pours the wheaten spoil,
With transport givin, tho' won with toil ;
While, all collected at the sight,
And silent through supreme delight,
The fair high heav'n of bliss beguiles,
Aund on her lord, and infants smiles.
The sparrow, whose attention hung

Upon the dove's enchanting tongue,
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OF all his lirtle slights disarm’d,

Aud from himself, by virtoe, charm'd,
When now he saw, what only seem’d,
A fact, 5o late a fable deem'd,

His soul 1o envy he resign’d,

His hours of folly to the wind,

In secret wish'd a tortle wo,

And sighing to himsell withdrew.

FABLE XY.

THE FEMALE SEDUCERS.

Tl s said of widow, muid, and wife,
That honour is a woman’s life.
Unhappy sex! who only claim
A being, in the breath of fame,
Which tainted, not the quick'ving gales
That sweep Sabaa’s spiey vales,

Nor all the healing sweets restore,
That breathe along Arabia’s shore.

The teav'ler, if e chanee to stray,

May torn aneensar’d to Iis way ;
Pollated streams again are pure,

Aud deepest wonnds admit a cure;
Tt woman no vedemption knoyws,
Tlhye wonnds of hononr never close.

Tha' distant ev'ry hand to guide,
Nor skill'd on life's tempestuons tide,

If omee her fechle hark recede,

Or deviate from the conrse decreeid,
In vnin she seeks the friondless shore,
Her swifter folly flies before ;
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The cirgling povts ngainat her cloge,
And shut the wand'rer (rom repose ;
1l by conflicting waves oppress'd,
Her fonnd ving pinace sinks to rest.
Are there no of'rings ta atone
For but a single ervor ~— Naone.
Tho' woman is avow'd, of ald,
No danghiter of celestivl mould,
Her temp'ring not without allay,
And form'd but of the finer clay,
We challenge from the moriai dame
The strength angelick nutuves elaim ;
Nay more; for sacred stories rell,
That ev'n immortal angels fell.
Whatever fills the tesming spheve
OF humid eacth, and gmbient aiv,
With varying elements endu'd,
Was form'd to fall, sl vise venew'd.
The stars no [ix'd daration know,
Wide oceans ebih, again to fow,
The moon repletes her waining face,
All-beanteous, from her lite disgrace,
And suns, that mouyn approaching night,
Refulgent rise with new-born light.
In vain may death and time subdue,
While nature mints her roce anew,
And holds some vital spark apart,
Like virtue, hid in ev'ry heart;
"Tis henee reviving warmth is seen,
To cloath & naked world in green.
No longer barr'd by winter's cold,
Again the gates of life nufold ;
Aguin each inseet tries his wing,
And lifts fresh pinions on the spring;
Again from ev'ry latent root
The bladed stemn, and tendril shoot,
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Exhaling incense to the skies,
Again to perish, snd 10 rise.
And must weak woman then disown
The change, to which a world is prone?
In one meridian brightness shine,
And ne'er like ev'ning suns decline?
Resolv'd and fivm alone ? — Is this
What we demand of woman ?— Yes.
- Bat shonld the spark of vestal fire,
In some unguarded honr expire.
Or should the nig thief invade
Hesperia's chaste and saered shade,
Of all the blooming spoil p *d,
The deagon honour chasm'd 1o rest,
Shall virtue's flame no more return ?
No more with virgin splendor burn ?
No more the ravag'd garden blow
With spring’s snceeeding blossom ? — N,
Pity may mourn, but not restore;
And woman falls, to rise no more.
Within this sublunary sphere,
A conntry lies — no matter where;
The clime may readily be fonnd
Py all who tread poetick ground,
A steeam, call'd life, across it glides,
And squally the land divides;
And here, of Vice the province lies,
And there, the hills of Virtue risc.
Upon a mountain’s airy stand,
Whose summit look'd 1o either land,
An ancient pair their dwelling chose,
As well for prospect as vepose ;
For mutual faith they long were fam'd,
And Temp'rance, and Religion, nam’'d.
A num'rous progeny divine
Confess'd the honouys of their line;

-
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Tut i a linde danghter faie
Was center’d more than half their carey
For heav'n, to gratulate hey hirth,
Gave signs of futore joy o earth s
White was the robe this infant wore,
And Chastiry the name sho bore.
As mow the maid in stature grew,
(A flow'r just op'ning to the view )
Of1 thro' her native lawns she steay'd,
Aud wrestling with the lambkins play'd;
Her looks diffusive sweets bequeatly'd -
The hreese grew puver as she hreath'd,
The moen her radinnt hinsh assum’d,
The spring with earlier fragonee bloom’d,
And natare yealy tovk delight,
Like her, to dress the world in white.
That when her vising form was seen |
To veach the erists of fifteen,
Her pavents ap the wonntaio's head,
With anxious step their dacliog led 5
By turns they snateh'd her 1o theic breast,
Andl thas the fears of age express’d :
O! joylul cause of many u enre !
O ! dunghter too divinely fuin!
Yon warld, on this impoctant day,
Demands thee to a dang’rons way;
A painfol journey, all must go,
Whase doubtful period none can know ;
Whose due direction who can find,
Where reason's mute, and sense is blind 2
Al what unequal leaders these,
Thro' sueh a wide, perplexing maze!
Then wark the warnings of the wise,
And learn what love, and years advise.
Far to the vight thy prospect bend,,
Where ynnderlﬁlr:w'h’, hills ascend ;
i8
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Lo, there the ardnons paths in view,

Which Virtue, and ber sons pursnes

With toil o'er less'ning earth they rise,

And gain, and gain opon the skies.

Narrow's the way her children tread,

No walk for pleasure smoothly spread,

But roagh, and diffieult, and steep,

Painful to elimb, and havd to keep.
Fenits immature those lands dispense,

A fooll indelicate to sense,

OF taste nonpleasant 3 yet from those

Pure henlth with chearfol vigonr llows,

And steength, unfeeling of decay,

Throughout the long, laborious way.
Henee, oy they seale that heay'nly voad,

Each limb is lighten'd of its load ;

From earth refining still they go,

And leave the mortal weight betow;

Then spreads the steait, the donbtful clears,

And smooth the rogged path appears ;

For custom turns fatigue to ease,

And, tanght by virtue, pain can please.
At length, the toilsome journey o'er,

And near the bright, celestial shore,

A gulph, black, fearful, and profound,

Appears, of either world the bound,

Thro' darkness, leading up to light ;

Sense backwards shrinks, and shuns the sight;

For there the transitory train,

OF time, and form, and care, and pain,

And watter's gross incumb'ving mass, |

Man's late associales, euunn;fnu 3

But sinking, qoit th' immortal charge,

And leave the wond'ring soul at large;

Lightly she wings her obvious way,

And mingles with eternal day,
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Thither, O thither wing thy speed,
Tho' pleasure charm, or pain impede;
To such th' all-bounteaus Pow'r has giv'n,
For present earth, o future heav'n;

For trivial loss, onmeasur'd gain ;
And endless bliss, for transient pain.

Then fear, ub! fear to turn thy sight,
Where youder flow'ry fields invite ;
Wide on the left l]m path-way beudl,
And with peenicions ease descends
There sweet 1o unue., and fair to ahow,
New-planted Eduns seem to blow,

T'rees that delicions poison bear,
For death is vegetable there.

Hence is the frame of health unbrac'd,
Ench sinew n!nck'ni‘ng at the taste,

The sonl to passion yields her throne,
And sees with organs not hier own
While, like the slnmb'rer in the night,
Pleas'd with the shodowy deeam of light,
Refore her alienated cyes,

The seenes of fairy-land arise ;

The puppet world’s amnsiog show,
Dipt in the gayly colonr'd bow,
Sceptres, and wreaths, and glitt'ring things,
The toys of infants, and of kings,

That tempt, along the baneful pliin,
The idly wise, and lightly vain,

Till verging on the gulphy shore,
Budden they sink, and rise no more.

But list to what the fates declave ;
Thoe' thon art woman, freail as fair,
1f once thy sliding foor shonld stray,
Once quit yon heav'n-appointed way, |
For thee, lost maid, for thee alone,

WNor pray'es shall plead, nor tears atone ;
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Reproach, scorn, infamy, and hate,
Ou thy vetnening steps shall wair,
Thy form be loath’d Ly ev'ry eye,
Anil ev'ry faot thy presence (ly.

Thus arm'd with words of potent sonnd,
Like guardinn-angels plac'd aronnd,

A chipem, by Truth divinely east,
Forward onr young adventrer pass'd,
Forth from linr sacred eyelids sent,
Like morn, fore-running radiance went,
While Honour, hand-wmaid late assign'd,
Upheld her lueid train behind.

Awe-strock the much admiring erowd

Before the virgin vision bow'd,

Gaz'd with an ever new delight,

And canght fresh virtue at the sight ;

For not of earth’s nnequoal frame

They deem the leav'n-componnded dame;
If matter, sure the most refin’d,

High wronght, and temper'd into mind,
Some darling danghter of the day,

And bodied by her native ray.

Where'er she passes, thonsands bend,
And thousands, where she moves, attend ;
Her ways observant eyes confess,

Her steps pursuing praises bless ;
While to the elevated maid
Oblations, as to heav'n, are paid.
"T'was on an ever blithsome day,
The jovial birth of rosy May,
When genial warmth, no more suppress'd,
New melts the frost in ev'ry breast,
The cheek with seeret flnshing dies;
And looks kind things from chastest eyes;
The snn with healthier visage glows,
Aside his clonded kerchief throws,
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And dances up th’ etherial plain,
Where late he us'd to climb with pain,
While nuture, as from bonds set free,
Springs out, and gives a loose to glee.
And now for momentary rest,
The nymph her travell'd step vepress'd,
Just turn'd to view the stage aitain'd,
And gloried in the height she gain'd.
Outstreteh’d before ber wide suvvey,
The realms of sweet perdition iy,
And pity touch'd her soul with woe,
To see a world so lost helow;
When straight the breezo began to breathe
Airs gently wafted from beneath,
That bore commission'd witcheralt thence,
And reach’d her sympathy of sense;
No sounds of discord, that disclose
A people sunk and lost in woes,
But as of present good possess'd,
The very triumph of the bless'd.
The maid in wrapt attention hung,
While thus approaching sirens sung :
Mither, fairest, hither haste,
Brightest beauty, come and taste
‘What the pow'rs of bliss nnfold,
Joys too mighty to be told;
Tuste what extasies they give;
Dying raptures taste and live.
In thy lap, disdaining measore,
Nature empties all her treasure,
Soft desires that sweetly languish,
Fieree delights that rise to anguish;
Fairest, dost thon yet delay?
Tirightest beauty, come away.
List not, when the froward chide,
Sows of pedantry and pride,
18,
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Snarlers, to whose feeble sense
April's sunshine is offence 3
Age und envy will advise
Ev’n against the joy they prire.

Come, i pleasure’s balmy bowl,
Slake the thirstings of thy soui,
‘Till thy raptoc'd pow'rs ave finting
With enjoyment past the painting ;
Fairvest, dost thou vet delay ?
Brightest beauty, come away.

S0 sung the sirens, as of yore,
Tpon the false Ausonion shore;

And 0! for that preventing chain,
That bonnd Ulysses on the main,
That s0 oor fair one might withstand
The covert roin, now at hand,

The song her charm'd attention drew,
When now the templers stood in view;
Curiosity, with prying eyes,

And hands of busy, bold emprise ;
Like Hermes, feather’d were her feet,
And, like fore-running fancy, feet.
By search untaoght, by toil untir'd,
To novelty she stll aspir'd,
Tasteless of ev'ry good pousess'd,
And but in expectation bless'd.

With her associnte Pleasnre came,
Gay Pleasore, frolick-loving dame,
Her mien all swimming in delight,
Her benuties half veveal'd to sight:
Loose flow'd her garments from the ground,
And canght the kissing winds aroand.
As erst Medusa's looks were known
To turn beholders into stone,

A dire reversion here they felr,
Andin the eye of Pleasure melt.
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Her glance with sweet persuasion charm'd,

Unnerv'd the steong, the steel'd disarm'd ;

No safety ev'n the flying tind,

Who, vent'rous, look but ence belind.
Thus was the much admiring maid,

While distant, more than haif betray'd.

With smiles, and adnlation blaud,

They join'd her side, and seiz'd hee hand

Their tonch envenom'd sweets instill'd,

Her feame with new pulsations theill'd;

While hulf consenting, half denying,

Reluctant now, and now compliying,

Amidst o wor of hopes, and fears,

Of trembling wishes, smiling tears,

Still down, and dawn, the winuing pair

Campeli'd the steuggling, yilding fair.

As when some stataly vessel, honnd

To blest Arabia’s distant gronud,

Barne from her conrses, haply lights

Where Barca’s flow’ry elime invites,

Coneeal'd around whose trescli’rous land

Lok the dire vook and dang vous sund;

The pilor warns with sail and oar

To shan the mach suspeeted shorey

In vain; the tide, too subtly strong,

S1ill bears the wrestling bark along,

“Till fonnd'ring, she resigns to fate,

And sinks, o'erwhelm'd, with all her freight.

So, baifling ev'ry bar to sin,

And heav'n's own pilot plae'd within,

Along the devions stuooth descent,

With pow'rs increasing as they weut,

The dames, scenstom’d to subdae,

Aswith a rapid enrrent drew,

And o'er the fatal bounds N“‘I.d

The lost, the long reluctant maid.
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Here stap, ye fair ones, and beware,
Nor send your fond affections there;
Yet, yer your darling, now deplor'd,

May turn, to yon, and heav'n, restor'd;
Till then, with weeping Honoor wait,
The servant of her hetter fate,

With Honour, left upon the shore,

Her friend, and handmaid, now no more;
Nor, with the gailty world, apbraid

The fortunes of a wretch betray'd;

But o'er her failing cast a veil,
Rememb'ring yon yourselves are frail.

And now, from all-enquiring light,
Fast fled the conscious shades of night;
The damsel, from a short repose,
Confounded at her plight, arose.

As when, with slumb’rons weight oppress'd,
Some wealthy miser sinks 1o rest,
Where felons eye the glitt'ring prey,
And steal his hoard of joys away 3
He, borne where golden Indus streams,
Of pearl, and quarried di'mond dreams,
Like Midas, turns the glebe to ore,
And stands all wrapt amidst his store,
But wakens, naked, and despoil'd
Of that, for which his years had toil'd.

S0 fur'd the nymph, her teeasure flown,

And tuen'd, like Niobe, to stone,

Within, withont, ohscure, and void,

She felt all vavag'd, all destroy'd.

And , O thou curs'd, insidious coast !

Are these the blessings thon canst boast ?
These, Virtue! threse the joys they find,
Who leave thy heav'n-topt hills behind ?
Shade me, ye pines; ye caverns, hide ;

Ye mountains, cover me, she cried !

oo
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Her trampet Slander viix’d on bigh,
Aud told the tidings to the sky:
Contempt dischnrg'd a living dart,

A side-long viper to her heart;
Reproach beeath’d poisons o'er her face,
And soil'd, and blasted ev'ry grace ;
Officions Shame, her handmaid new,
Still turn’d the mirror 1o her view,
While those in erimes the deepest died,
Approach’d to whiten at her side ;

And ev'ry lewd, insulting dame

Upon her folly rose to fame,

What should she do? Attempt once more
To goin the late-deserted shore
So tensting, back the Mourner flew,

As fast the train of Liends pursue.

Again the farther shore's attin'd,

Agnin the land of Virtue gain'd;

Bt echo gathers in the wind,

And shews her instaut foes bhehine.
Ampz'd, with headlong speed she tends
Where late she left an host of friends;
Alas ! those shrinking friends decline,

Nor longer own that form divine :

With fear they mark the foll'wing cry,
And from the lonely teembler ily,

Or backward deive ber on the eoust,
Where peace was wreek'd, and honour lost.
Freom earth thus hoping aid in vain,

To heav'n not daring 1o mluplnin.

WNo troee by hostile clamonr giving

And from the face of friendship driv'n,
The nymph sunk prosteate on the ground,
With all her weight of woes aroond.

Enthron'd within a circling sky,
Upon a mounnt, o'er wountuins high,




a1k FABLES

All radisnt sate, as in o shrine,
Virtne, first eflfluence divine;
Far, far above the scenes of woe,
That shut this clond-wrapt world halow;
Superior goddess, essence bright,
Beauty of uncreated light,
Whom should mortality survey,
As doom'd upon u certain day,
The breath of frailty must expire,
The world dissolve in living five,
The gems of heay'n and solar flame
Be quench'd by her eternal beam,
And natare, quick'ning in her eye,
To rvise n new-born phoenix, die.
Henee, unreveal'd o mortal view,
A vetl around her form she threw,
Which three sad sisters of the shade,
Pain, Care, and Melancholy made.
Thro' this her all-enquiring eye, -
Autentive from her station high,
Beheld, abandon'd to despair,
The rains of her fav' v faic;
And with a voiee, whose awfol sound
Appal'd the guilty world around,
Bid the tumaltnons winds be still,
To numbers bow'd each list'ning hill,
nguel'd the surging of the main,
And smooth'd the thorny bed of pain, |
The golden harp of heav'n she strung,
And thns the toneful goddess sung :
Lovely penitent, arvise,
Come, and claim thy kindved skies 3
Come, thy sister angels say,
Thon hast wept thy stains away.
Let experience now deside
T'wixt the good and wvil tried,
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Tn the smooth, enchanted groond,

Say, unfold the treasures found.
Stractures, vais'd by morning deeams,

Sands, that teip the litting streams,

Down, that anchors on the aiv,

Clonds, that paint their changes there,
Seas that smoothly dimpling lie,

While the storm impends on high,

Showing, in an obvions glass,

Joys that in possession pass;
Teansient, fickle, light, and gay,

Flatt'ring, only to betray;

What, alas ! can life contain!

Life! like all its circles — vain.
Will the stork, intending rest,

On the billow build her nest ?

Will the bee demand his store

From the bleak, and bladeless shore?

Man slone, intent to stray,

Ever turns from wisdom's way,

Lays up wealth in foreign land,

Sows the seu, and plows the sand.
Soon this elemental mass,

Soon th' incumb'ring world shall pass,

Form be wrapt in wasting five,

Time be spent, and life expive.
Then, ye boasted works of men,

Where is your asylum then ?

Sons of pleasure, sons of care, 1

Tell me, mortals, tell me where ?
Gone, like traces on the deep,

Like o sceptre grasp'd in sleep

Dews exhal’d from morning glades,

Melting snows, and gliding shades.
Pass the world, and what's behind ?

Virtue's gold, by fice refin’d ;
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I'rom an universe deprav'd,
From the wreck of nature say'id.

Like the lifesapporting gruin,
Vinit of patience and of pain,

On the swain's antamoal diy,
Winnow'd from the chaff away.

Little teembler, fear no more,
Thon hast plenteons ceops in store ;
Secd, by geninl sorrows sown,

More than all thy soorners own.

What the' hostile eavth despise,
Heav'n beholds with gentler eyes;
Henv'n thy friendless steps shall guide,
Cheny thy hours, and gnard thy side.

When the fatal temap shall sound,
When th'immortals poar aronnd,
Henv'n ahall thy return attest,
Hail'd by myriads of the hless'd,

Little native of the skies,

Lovely ponitent, avise ;
Calm thy bosom, clear thy brow,
Virtue is thy sister now,

More delightful ave my woes,
Than the eaptare pleasure knows:
Ticher far the weeds 1 bring,

Than the robes that geace a King.

On mvy wars, of shortest date,
Crowny of endless trimmph wait;
On my caves, a period hless'd §

On my toils, eternal vest.

Come with Vietne at thy side,
Come, be ev'vy bar defied,

"Il we gain our native shove,
Sister, come, and torn no more.
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FABLE XVIL

LOVE AND VANITY,

T hreeey morning broath'd pecfame,
The wak'ning flow'rs unveil'd their bloom,
Up with the sun, from short ropose
Gay health and lusty Iabour rose,
The milk-maid carol'd ot her pail,
Ayud shepherds whistled o'er the dale ;
When Love, who led a varal life,
Hemote from bustle, state, and strife,
Forth from his thatch-rool'd cottage stray'd,
And stroll'd along the dewy glade,
A nymph, whao lightly teip'd it by,
To quick attention turn'd his eye 3
He mark™d the gesture of the fairy
Her self-sufficient grave and air,
Her steps that mincing meant to please,
Her stodied negligence and ense;
And ourious to enguire what meant
This thing of prettiness and paint,
Approachiog spoke, and how'l observanl;
The lady, slightly, — Siv, your servant, —
Such heanty inso rude a place !
Fair-oue, you do the country geace ;
At anurt, no doubt, the publiek care,
Bat Love has small acquaintance there. —
Yes, Sir, replied the forving dame,
This form confesses whenoe it came ;
Bt dear variery, you kuow,
Can make as pride and pomp forego.
My name s Vanity, I swoy
The otmast islands of the sea g

0
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Within my court all hononr centers ; i~

T raise the meanest soul that enters,

Endow with latent gifts and graces,

And model fools for posts snd plices.
As Vanity appoints at pleasure,

The world receives its weight and measure;

Heuce all the grand concerns of life,

Juys, cares, plagnes, passions, prece and sirife,
Refleot how far wy pow'r prevails,

When I step in where nature fails,

And ev'ry breach of sense repairing,

Am bonuteons stilly where heav'n is sparing,
But chiel in all their arts, and airs,

Their playing, painting, pouts, and pray s,

Their various babits and complexions,

Firs, frolicks, foibles,and pecfections,

Their robing, corling and adorning,

From noon to night, from night to mgrning,

From six to sixty, sick or sound,

T vule the female world aronnd.
Hold there a moment, Cupid cried ,

Nor boast dominion quite so wide.

Was there no provines to invade,

Bur that by Love and Meekness sway'd?

All other empire [ resign,

Bt be the sphere of beauty mine.
For in the downy lnwn of rest

That opens on a woman's breast,

Attended by my peaceful train,

1 chaose to live, and choose to reign,
Fav-sighted fuith I bring along,

And truth, above an army strong;

And chastity, of icy mounld,

Within the barning tropicks cold ;

And lowliness, to whose mild brow

The pow'r aud pride of nations bow;
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And modesty, with downenst eye,
That londs the morn her viegin die;
Aund innocence, aveay'd in Light;
And hopour, a5 o tow'r npright:
With sweetly winning goaces, more
Than poets ever dreamt of yore,

In nnadfeeted conduaet free,

All smiling sisters, three times thiee,
And vosy peace, the chernb bless'd,
That nightly sings us all to vest.

Henee, (rom the hud of nature's prime,
From the fiest step of infant time,
Waonnan, the worli's appointed light,
Has slicred ev'ey shade with white;

Hus stood for imitation high,

To ev'ey heart and ev'ry eye;

From ancient deeds of fair renown,

Tan brought her beight memorials down ;
To time aftix'd perpetnal youth,

And form'd each tale of love and teath,

Upon o new Promethen plan,

She woulds the essence of 2 man,
Tempers his magss, his genius fives,
And, as a better soul, inspires.

The rade she softens, waems the cald,
Exalts the meek, and cheeks the hold,
Calls sloth from his supine repose,
Within the coward's bosom glows,

OF pride nnplumes the lafty erest,
Bids bashfiel merit stund confess'd,
And like gosvae metal from the mines,
Collewts, leeadintes, and velines,

The gentle science she imparts,

AN manuers smooths, informs all hearts
From her sweet inllnenee are felt

2ty

Pasyions that please, and thonghts that melt 3

e S———_



220

FABLES

To stormy vage she bids contronl,
And sinks sevenely on the sonl,
Softens Deucalion's flinty vace,
And tunes the warring world to peace.
Thus avm’d to all that's light, and vain,
And freed from thy funiasticl chain,
She fills the sphere by heav'n assign'd,
And rul'd by me, o'er-roles mankind.
He spoke. The nymph impatient stoodl,
And, langhing, thus her speech renew'd.
And pray, Sir, may I be so bold
To hope your pretry talo is told;
And next demand, without a cavil,
What new Utopin do yon teavel ! —
Upon my word, these high-flown fancies
Sliew depth of learning — in romances.
Why, what nufashion’d stuff yoo tell ns,
OF buckram dames and tiptoe fellows !
o, child s and when yon've grown maturer,
You'll shoot your next opinion surer.
O sneh a pretty knack at painting !
And all for soft'ning, awd for fainting !
Guess now, who can, a single feature,
Thro' the whole picee, of female nature!
Then mark ! my looser hand may fic
The lines too conrse for Love to hit.
"Tis snid that woman, prone 1o changing,
Thro' all the rounds of folly rauging,
On life's nneertain ocean riding,
No veason, ruley nor rndder giding,
I like the comet's wand'ving light,
Eccentrick, ominons, and bright,
Tenckless, and shifting s the wind,
A sen whose futhom none can find,
A moon still changing and revolving,
A viddle past all human solving,
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A Wliss, a plague, a heav'ng o bl
A — something that no man ean tell,

Now learn a seerot from a friend,

Bt keep your connsel, and attend,

Tho' in theie tempers thought so distant,
Nor with their sex nor selves consistent,
“Tin bt the diff'rence of a name,

And ev'ry woman is the same,

Foyr as the world, however varied,

And theo' vonomber'd ohaoges earvied,
OF elementa) modes and forms,

Clonds, meteors, ealonrs, calms and storms,
Tho' in o thousand suits aveay'd,

Is of one subject matter made;

Koy Sivy o woman's congritution,

The world's enigma, linds salution,
Anl let her form be what yon will,
Tam the snbjoct essence still,

With the livst sparle of female sense,
The speck of being, Iepmmenee,
Within the womb make fresh advanees,
And dictate fotaee qualms aud faneies;
Thenee in the growing form expid,
With childhood travel hand in hand,
And give a wste 1o al) their joys
In gewgaws, rattles, pomp, and noise.

And now, familiar and anaw'd,

I send the flot'ving soul abroad.
Prais'd for her shape, her air, her mien,
The little goddess, and the q '
Tukes at her infant shrine oblation,

And drinks sweet dranghts of adulation.

Now blooming, tall, ercct, and fair,
To deess, becomes her darling care;
The realms of beauty thea 1bound,
Tawell the hivop's enchanting round,

19
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Bhrink in fhe waist's descending size,
Heav'd in the snowy bosom rise,
High on the floating lappet sail,

Or curl'd in tressos kiss the gale.
Then to her glass I lead the fair,

And shew the lovely idol there
Where, struck as by divine emotion,
She hows with most singere devotion,
And numb'ving ev'vy beauty o'er,

Tu secret bids the world adore.

Then all for parking, and parading,
Coquetting, daneing, masquevading ;
Vor balls, plays, conrts,and erowds what passion !
Aund churches, sometimes — if the fashion;
For women's sense of right and wrong
Ts rul'd by the almighty throng ;

Still turns to each meander tame,
And swims, the straw of ev'ry stream ;
Her soul intrinsick worth rejeets,
Accomplish'd only in defects;

Sueh excellence is her ambition,

Folly, her wisest nequisition,

And ev'n from piry and disdain,

She'll enll some venson to be vain,

Thus, Biv, from ev'ry form and feature,
The wenlth and wants of female natare,
Aud ev'n from viee, which you'd admire,

I gother fuel to the five;
And on the vory base of shame
Epect my monument of fame.

Let me another trath attempt,

OFf which your godship has not dreamt,

‘Vhose shining virtaes which yon musrer,
Whenco think yon they devive their lustre?
From uative honone and dovation ?

0 yos, a mighty likely notion!
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Trust me, from titled dames to spinners,

"Iis 1 mike spints, whoe'er makes sioners :

"Tis 1 instruct them ta withdraw,

And hold presumptaoas man in awe:

For female worth, as Linspire,

In just degrees still mounts the higher;

And virtue, so extremely nice,

Demands long toil, and mighty price:

Like Sampron's pillavs, fix'd elate,

I bear the sex’s toit'ving state;

Sap these, and in a moment’s space

Down sinks the fabrick to ifs base.
Alike from titles and from toys

Tapring, the fount of female joys;

In ev'ry widow, wife, and miss,

The sole actificer of bliss ;

For them each tropick Lexplore,

Teleave the sand of ev'ry shore ;

For them uniting India’s sail,

Saban brenthes her farthest galo:

For them the bullion I refine,

Dig senve and yivtue from the mine,

And from the bowels of invention,

Spin out the varions arts yon mention.
Nor bliss alone my pow'rs bestow,

They hold the sov'reign balm of woe ;

Beyond the stoick's boasted art,

I snoth the heaving of the heart

To pain give splendor and relief,

And gildahe pallid face of grief.
Alike the palace and the plain

Admit the glories of my reign ;

Thro' ex'ry age, in ev'ry nation,

Taste, talents, tempers, state, and station,

Whate'er a woman says, Lsay;

Whate'er a woman spends, T pay;

223



214

FABLES

Alike TAill and empry bags,

Flutter in finery and rags;

With light coguets thea' folly range,

Aund with the prade disdain to change.
And now you'd think, "twixt you and I,

That things were vipe for a veply, —

Bt soft, and while 'm in the mood,

Kindly peemit me to conelnde,

Their atmost mazes 1o unravel,

And toneh the farthest step they travel,
When ev'vy plensnre’s vun sground,

And folly tie'd theo' many a vound,

The nymph coneeiving discontent henoe,

May ripen to an hour's repentance,

And vapoors, shed in pious moisture,

Disnniss her 1o a choreh or eloyster:

Then on 1 lead her, with devotion

Conspicuous in her deess and motion,

Tnspire the heav'uly-breathing air,

Roll up the loeid eye in pray'r,

Saften the voice, and in the face

Look melting harmony, and grace.
Thus far extends my friendly pow's

Nor quits her in her latest hour.

The coneh of decent pain 1 spread,

In form recline her langoid head 5

Her thoughts I methodize in death,

And part not with her parting breath :

Then do T wet, in order bright,

Alength of fun'ral pomp to sight,

The glitt'ring tapers and attire,

The plomes, that whiten o'er her bier;

And last, presenting to her eye

Angelick fineries on high,

To seenes of pointed bliss T waft her,

Aud form the heav'n she hopes hereafter.
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In trath, rejoin’d love’s gentle god,
You've gone a tedious length of road,
And strange, in all the toilsome way
No house of kind refreshment lay:
No nywph, whose virtaes might have tempted,
To hiold her from her sex exempted.
For one, we'll never quarrel, man ;
Take her, and keep her, if yon can ;
And plua d 1 yield to your pm!iou,
Sirice ev'ry fair, by {I
Will hold lumlf the one lzludml,
And so my system stauds protected.
O deaf to virtue, deaf to glory,
To truths divinely vouch'd w story !
The godhead in his zeal return’d,
And kindling at her malice burn'd ;
Then sweetly rais'd his voice, and told
OF heav'nly nymphs, rever'd of old;
Hipsipyle, who sav'd her sive,
And Portia's love, approv'd by fire;
Alike Penelope was quoted,
Noy laurel'd Daphoe pass'd nonoted ;
Nor Laodamia's fatal garter,
Nor fam’d Lucretia, honour's martyr;
Aleeste's wlnnury steel,
And Cath'rine, smiling on the wheel.
But who can hope to plant conviction,
Where cavil grows on contradiction !
Some she evades  or disnvows,
Demurs to ally and none allows;
A kind of ancient thing call'd fables!
And thus the goddess turn'd the tobles,
Now both in srgoment grew high,
Apd choler flash'd from either eye;
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When happily areiv'd in‘f'iew
A goddess whom our grandames knew,
OF aspect grave, and sober gait,
Majestick. awful, and sedate,
As heav'n's antnmnal eve serene,
When not a clond o’erensts the scene;
Onee Prudence eall'd, a matron fam’d,
Aund in old Rome Cornelia nam’d:
Quick, ut a venture, hoth agree
Ta leave their strife to her decree.
Aud now by each the facts were stared
In form and manner as related.
The case was short, They ¢rav'd opinion,
Which held o'er females ehiel dominion :
When thus the goddess, answ'ring mild,
First shook her gracious head, and smil'd.
Alasy how willing to comiply,
Yer how nnfit to judge am 1!
In times of golden date, "tis true,
I shar'd the lickle sex with you;
Rut from theie presence long preelnded,
e held as one, whose form intruded,
Full fifty annval suns can tell
Prodence has bid the sex farewell.
In this dilemma what 10 do.
©Or who 1o think of, neither knews;
For both, still binss'd in opinion,
And arrogant of sole dominion,
Were fore’d to hold the case compounded,
Or leave the guareel where they found it
When in the nick, a roral fair,
Of mexperienc'd gait and air,
Who ne'er had cross'd the neighl'ving lnke,
Norseen the world beyond a wake,
With cambrick enif, and kerchiel clean,
Tript Lightly by them o'er the green.
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Now, now! eried love's trinmphant ehild,
And at approaching conquest smil'd,
L Vanity will once he guided,

Oar diff ‘rence snon miy be decided.
Behold yon wench, a fit occasion

To try your foree of gay persuasion.
Go yon, while I retive aloof,

Go, put those boasted pow'rs to prool;
And if your prevalence of art
Transcends my yet unerring dart,

L give the fav'rite contest o'er,

And ne'er will boast my empire more,
At once, so said, and so consentel ;
And well onr goddess seem'd contented,
Nor pausing, made a moment's stand,

But teipt, and ook the girl in hand.

Meauwhile the godhead, unalarm'd,
As ono to each occasion arm’d,

Farth from his quiver eoll'd a dart,
That erst hiad wounded many o heant
Then bending, drew it to the head;
The bow-string twang'd, the arvow flud,
And to her secret soul addyess'd,
Tranafix'd the whit of her L .

But hiere the dame, whose guardian care

Had 1o o moment watch'd the fuir,
At once hee pocket mivror drew,
Aund held the wonder full in view;
As gnickly rang'd in order hright,
A thousangd beauties rush to sight,
A world of ¢harms till now unknown,
A world veveal'd to hier alone;
Enraptur'd stands the love-sick maid,
Suspended o'er the durling shade,
Hure ouly fixes to adumire,
Aud centers ev'ry fond desire.

THE END.




NOTES

ON THE

FABLES OTF JOHN CAY.

Plce 15, tine 13.  Hound: a dog who follows his
gume by the scent (chien-courant). Grevhound: 4
dog that follows game by his sight ( lévrier).

Pag. 19,1 5. Ouor skin supplies : most of the
contracts made between different persons in Eng-
land, such as leases, mortgages, marviage articles, ete,
which are most subject to livigation, are written on
posrchment made of sheep's skins : the heads of drums
ave made of the same materiyl.

Pug. a4, I. 2. Hangman's 'fees: for every eri-
minal executed in Englind the government pays 1o
the hangman a certain recompense.

Pug. 29, .24, A red-coat: the general militsry
uniform of English soldiers is red: as they are repu-
ted men of gallantry, the conntry maidens are tanght
to fear making scquaintones with them.

Pug. 34, 1. 8. Yearly gront: it is a kind of pro-
verbial saying, thata pin saved every day will amouot
tw the value of a groat (Four pence) a-year.

Ibid. L ra. Gresham-hall: the eollege of phy-
sivians in London.

Pag. 35, lin. 19, Lightfeor: the supposed name
of the shepherd's dog.

Pag. 37, L 1o, Secoud pay: the custom for the
payment of portraits was half the snm agreed on, at
first sitting ; the remainder on delivering the picture.

Pug. 46,1, 1, 2. Straws laid acrass, the horse-shoe’s
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| noiled, ete.: means fmagined by weak conntey peolpe

| to prevent the mischicvons opertions of witches,
whoy to escape therege of the populier, are supposed
able to monnt into the sir vidiog on a broomstick.

Pog. 4y, Loaw Puoss: the commaon name for a cor,
an minetle in freneh,

Pag. fa, Loa8, Cuorl: a bookseller and pulilisher
noted, ot the time those fables were weitten, for sell-
ing connterfeited editions of books, seandslons me-
movinld, ancedoros, ete,

Pag. Go, L 5. Wand : certain officers under go-
vernment earry white wands when they arve in ser-
view, ns marles of distinotion.

Pog. 6a, 1. 16, Hoekloy-lole, Mary-bone: places
near London, noted for combats of dogs, ere.

Pag. 63, 1. a4, Ale and beer : these liquors are
made from barley,

Pag. 05, L 1gy 20. Suobmit to fate, ete.: the
gth and roth verses of o satyrick poem, called the
Dispensaryy written by dovtor Garth,

Thid. L afi; 66,1, 2. The salt is spilt, knife nod
foek laid across, ete. o considered by the ignorant
vulgie as peognostichs of misfortunes.

Pag. 66, 1. 8. Cornish : the inhabitants of Corn-
wall.

Thid. L a4, Dall: o common nime for a farmes's
horse.

Pag. 67, L 24, an, 28. Turkeys. oysters, chine
of salt pork: dishes frequently served at table about
Christmas ( Noal).

Pag. 50, Lar. Sonthwark fuir: a fair anvonlly
beld in a suburh of Londan, like that of 8. Laurent
at Pavis,

Pag. 91, L. 3, 4. Flip-flap vound, somersets :
different tricks shown by tamblers (faire la rowe,
de saut i la carpe).

an
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Pag. 745 Lo a7, Wand : see note page Go, line )

Ibil. 1. 30, A ehipreh-warden blows in: a sary.
vick stroke against the ehurch-wardens, Supposing
that they spend, in rvegaling themselves, the money
destined for the poor.

Pag. g7, L 25. Moloch: a famons god of the
Ammonites, to whose idol childeen were saerificed,
In the Bible, the Tews are often reprouched with ma-
king these snovifices to Moloch.

Pag. 100, L 11, The lawn pursne: solicit to be
made bishops: those dignitavies wearing large sleeves
made of lawn (/inon).

Pag. to1, L 34, Scandalum magnatum: ca-
Tumny against persons of high consideration,

Pag. rea, Lo, Yap: the nome of the squire’s
dog.

f’ag. vy, Loto o Asyllable is wanting to complete
the measure which Gay has adopted in these fubles.
The same defect however appears in all the English
editions we have seen. We believe it ought 1o be

Nowe see him mad and dreonk with power,

Pug. 131, L 15, vg. Roan, Ball: names fre
quently given to cart-horses,

Pag, 133, L. 5. Threw the main: a term used in
certain games with dice.

Ibid. Loa7. Pilf'ring rattle: the dice-box.

Pag. 145, L 2. Corelli: an emivent talian musi-
clan, who died in 1733,

Pag. 151, L. a6, He brought : the pronoun /e
refers to death, which in English is of the mascaline
gender,
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Pior th6, line 29, Author of Gostavus Vasa:
H. Brooke, Exq.

Pug. 196, 1. 1g.  Past twelve o'clock : @ goard,
called o watchman, is posted in almost every street of
London, during the night, To prove his vigilanoe,
heis obliged, when the clock strikes, to sunounce the
hour in a lond voice.

Pag. 158, L. 18. Hardwick : lord chancellor of
Englaud, during twenty years; one of the most able
lawyers and upright judges that kingdom hos over
known,

Pag. 189, L 32. Rlackmore: o ph"'nicinn who
diedin 1926, He wrote several poems, for which he
gained bt little veputation, especially among the
other poets of his time.

Ibid. 1. 33, Curl; see note on page 5a.

Pag. rgo, 1. 9a. Cibber: a celebrated come-
dian, and for many years poet-laureat, in which post
he was obliged to weite two odes every year; one for
the new year, the other for the anniversary of the
king's bicth-day; these subjects had been so ex-
hausted, that they conld not be favonruble to the
genius of any poet. But Cibher so far surpassed the
dulness of lis predecessors, that Pope mode him
the hero of his celobrated mock-heroick pocmy the
Duneind,

Ihid. 1. a4, Wenley: o licentions priest, noted,
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even 1o a proverb, for want of morals, modesty, and
learning.

Pag. 192, L 1. Dem-me: an affected manner of
pronouncing Damn me.

Ibid. L 15, Masons' sign: one of the secrets of
the society of Free-mnsons,

Pag. a0, L. 14. Utopia: an imagivary conniry
where not only the goverament, but every thing, is
perfect. An account of this country hins been given
by Sir Thomas More, chaucellor of England in the
reign of Heury the eighth, under the title of Utopia.

Pag. asa, L rr. Packing: going feequentiy to
the park, which is the priocipal publick walk at
London, as the Tuileries at Paris,

S, Barowiy.

END OF THE NOTES,
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