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The vain coquette each fuit difdains,
And glories in her lovers pains,

With age {he fades, each lover flies,

Contemn’d, forlorn, fhe pines and dies.
When Jove the father’s griet furvey’d,

And heard him heav’n and fate upbraid,

Thus fpoke the God, By outward fhow

Men judge 6f happinefs and woe ;

Shall ignosance of good and ilt

Dare to dire&t th’ eternal will?

Seek virtue; and of that poflelt,

To providence refign the reft.
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The two MoNKEYS,

HE learned, full of inward pride,

The fops of outward fhow deride;
The fop, with learning at defiance,
Scofls at the pedant and the {cience:
"The Don, a formal, folemn ftrutter,
Defpifes Monfieur’s airs and flutter;

While Monfieur mocks she formal fool,
Who looks, and fpeaks, and watks by rule,
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Britain, a medley of the twain,

As pert as France, as grave as Spain,

in fancy wifer than the reft,

aughs at them both, of both the jeft.
Isnot the poet’s chiming clofe
Cenfur’d, by all the fons of profe?
While bards of quick imagination
iDefpife the fleepy profe narrations®
1Men laugh at apes, they men contemn;
For what are we, but apes to them?

. Two Monkeys went to Southwark fair, 1
| No critics had a fourer air,

 They forc’d their way through draggled tolks,
| Who gap’d to catch Jack-Pudding’sjokes.
Then took their tickets for the thow,
And got by chance the foremolt row.
To fee their grave obferving face
 Provok’d a Jaugh through all the place.
Brother, fays Pug, and turn’d his head,
The rabble’s monitroufly ill-bred. |
~ Now through the booth loud hifles ran;
Nor ended till the fhow began. -
The tumbler whirles the flip-flap round, -
With fommerfets he fhakes the ground,  *
The cord beneath the dancer {prings;
Aloft in air the vaulter {wings,
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Diftorted now, now prone depends,

Now through his twifted arms afcends;

The croud, n wonder and delight,

With clapping hands applaud the f; ght

‘ With {iniles, quoth Pug; if pranks like thcﬂ,
'The giant apes of reafon pleafe,

How would they wonder at our arts!

They muft adore us for our parts.

High on the twig I've feen you cling;

Play, twift and turn in airy ring;

How can thefe clum{y things, like me,

Fly with a bound from tree to tree?

But yet, by this applaufe, we find

'Thefe emulators of our kind

Difcern our worth, our parts regard,

Who our mean mimics thus reward.

Brother, the grinning mate replies,

In this I grant that man is wile,

While good example they purfue,

We muft allow {ome praite is due;

But when they ftrain beyond their guide,

I laugh to fcorn the mimic pride.

~ For how fantaftic is the fight,

T'o meet men always bolt upright,

Becaufe we fometimes walk on twol

I hate the imitating crew.




The Owi and the FARMER.

N Owl of grave deport and mien,
Who (like the Turk) was feldom. {ecn,

Within a barn had chofe his {tation,

As fit for prey and contemplation :

Upon a beam aloft he fits,

And nods, and feems to think, by fits.

So have I feen a man of news

Or Poft-boy, or Gazette perule;

Smoke, nod, and: talk with voice profound,

And fix the fate of Europe round.

Sheaves pil’'d on fheaves hid all the floor :

At dawn of morn to view his ftore

The Farmer came. The hooting guelt

His felf-importance thus expreft. |

Reafon in man is mere pretence:

How wezk, how fhallow is his {enfe!

To treat with fcorn the bird of night,

Declares his folly or his ipite;

Then too, how partial is his praife!

The lark’s, the linnet’s chirping lays
H=2 *
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To hisill-judging ears are fine;

And nightingales are all divine.

But the more knowing feather’d race
See wifdom ftampt upon my face.
Whené’er to vifit light T deign,

What flocks of fow] compofe my train !
Like flaves, they croud my flight behind,
And own me of fuperior kind.

The Farmer laugh’d, and thus reply’d.
Thou dull important lump of pride,
Dar’ft thou with that harfh grating tongue
Depreciate birds of warbling fong?
ndulge thy fpleen. Know, men and fowl
Regard thee, as thou art, an owl.
Befides, proud blockhead, be not vain
Of what thou call’ft thy flaves and train.

Few follow wifdom or her rules,
Fools in derifion follow fools.
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The JucGLERS.

A JUGGLER long thro’ all the tow,
ﬁ Had rais’d hus fortune and renown;
You’d think {fo far his art tranfcends)
‘The devil at his fingers ends.
~ Vice heard his fame, fhe read his bill ;
;meinc’d of his mferior fkill,
She fought his booth, and from the croud
Defy’d the man of art aloud.
- Is this then he fo fanyd for flight,
Can this flow bungler cheat your fight,
‘Dares he with me difpute the prize?
I ieave it to impartial eyes.
Provok’d, the Juggler cry’d, “us done.
In {cience I fubmit to none. |
Thus faid. 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 birds;
His little boxes change the grain,
Trick after trick deludes the train. . .~

H 3
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He fhakes his bag, he (hows all fair,

His fingers {pread, and nothing there,
Then bids it rain with fthowers of gold,
And now his iv’ry eggs are told,

And when from thence the hen he draws,
Amaz’d fpetators hum applaufe.

Vice now ftept forth and took the place
With all the forms of his grimace.

"This magic looking-glafs, fhe cries,
(There, hand it round) will charm your eyes:
Each eager eye the fight defir’d,

And every man himfelf admir’d.

Next, to a fenator addreffing;

See this baak-note ; obferve the blefling
Breathe onthe bill.  Heigh, pafs! *Tis gone
Upon his lips a padlock fhone.

A fecond puff the magic broke,

The padlock vanifh’d, and he fpoke.,

Twelve bottles rang’d upon the board,
All full, with heady liquor ftor’d,

By clean conveyance difappear,
, And now two bloody fwords are there.

A purfe fhe to a thief expos’d :
At once his ready fingers clos’d ;
He opes his fift, the treafure’s fled,
He fees a halter in its ftead.

She bids ambition hold a wand,
He grafps a hatchet in his hand.
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i A box of charity the fhows:

Blow here; and a church-warden blows,
Tis vanifh’d with conveyance neat,

And on the table imokes a treat.

She fhakes the dice, the board fhe knocks,
gAnd from all pockets fills her box.

She next a meagre rake addrelt:

iThis picture {ee; her {hape, her breaft!
I\What youth, and what iviting eyes !
IHold her, and have her. With furprife,
{ Lis hand expos’d a box of pills ; |
i And a loud laugh proclaim’d his ills.

i A counter, in a mifer’s hand,

{ Grew twenty guineas at command ;

 She bids hig§ heir the fum retamn,

EAnd 'lis a connter NOW again.

! gulnea with her touch you fee

| Take ev'ry fhape but Charity;

! And not one thing, you faw, or drew,

| But chang’d from what was firft 10 view.
i The Juggler, now in grief of heart,

| With his fubmiflion own’d her art.

| Can I fuch matchlefs flight withftand?

i How practice hath improv’d your hand!
But now and then I cheat the throng;

| You ev’ry day, and all day long.



. How cumb’rous is the gilded coach!
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The Council of Horsks.

PON atime a neighing ftecd,
Who graz’d among a num’rous breed,
With mutiny had fir’d the train,
And fpread diffention through the plain.
On matters that concern’d the ftate
The council met in grand debate.
A colt, whofe eye-balls flam’d with ire,
. Elate with ftrength and youthful fire,
'In haite {tept forth before the reft,
And thus the liitning throng addreft.
Good Gods! how abjett is our race,
Condemn’d to flav’ry and difgrace!
Shall we our fervitude retain,
Becaufe our fires have born the chain ?
Confider, friends, your ftrength and might:
->T'1s conguelt to aflert your right,
The pride of man s our reproach. =
Were we defign’d for daily toil,
To drag the plough-fhare through the foil,
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{0 {weat in harnefs through the road, -
1'0 oroan beneath the carrier’s load ?
Rlow feeble are the two-legg’d kind!

W hat force is in our nerves combin’d !
#hall then our nobler jaws fubmit

J'0 foam and champ the galling bit?

Bhall haughty man my back beftride?
hall the {harp fpur provoke my fide ?
forbid it, heavns! Rejed the rein,

: Your fhame, your infamy difdain.

Let him the lion firft controul,

fnd ftill the tiger’s famifh’d growl.

et us, like them, our freedom claim,

fnd make him tremble at our name.

E A general nod approv’d the caule,

find all the circle neigh’d applaufe.

i WWhen, lo, with grave and {olemn pace,
P {teed advanc’d before the race,

Vith age and long experience wife,
firound he caft his thoughtful eyes,

find, to the murmurs of the tram,

Ihus fpoke the Neftor of the plain.

i When T had health and ftrength, like you,
[Che toils of fervitude I knew;

Now grateful man rewards my pains,

find gives me all thefe wide domains;

At will I crop the year’s increafe,

y latter life is reft and peace.
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I grant to man we lend our pains,
And aid him to correlt the plains:
But doth not he divide the care,
Through all the labours of the year?
How many thoufand ftrutures rife,
To fence us from inclement fkics
For us he bears the {ultry day,

And ftores up all our winter’s hay;

He fows, he reaps the harvelt’s gain,
We fhare the toil and fhare the grain.

Since ev’ ry creature was decreed
To aid each other’s mutual need,
Appeafe your difcontented mind,

And a& the part by heav’n aflign'd.
The tumult ceas’d. The colt fubmitted,

And, like his anceftors, was bitted.

#ERRETNT A TN ERARS KA
FABLE XLIV.

The Hounp and the HunTsman,

MPERTINENCE at firft is born

With heedlefs flight, or fmiles of {corn
Teaz’d into wrath, what patience bears
'The noify fool who perfeveres?
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{ The morning wakes, the Huntfman founds,
L: once rufh forth the joyful hounds;

.-, hey feek the wood with eager pace,

{ hrough bufh, through brier explore the chace :
Now fcattel ’d wide they try the plain,

nd (nuff the dewy turf in vain.

BVhat care, what induftry, what pains!

‘_53 'hat univerfal filence relgns!

i Ringwood, a dog of little fame,

Soung, pert, and ignorant of game,

tonce difplays his baubling throat; ¢
flhe pack regardlefs of the note,

Purfue the {cent ; with louder ftrain

He (il perfifts to vex the train.

E The Huntfman to the clamour flies,

The fmacking lafth he {martly plies;

His ribs all welk’d, with howling tone

The puppy thus expreft his moan,

| 1 know the mufic of my tongue

; ong fince the pack with envy ftung;

i\ hat will not fpite: T'hele bitter fmarts

Il owe to my {uperior parts.

f When puppies prate, the Hunt{man cry’d
iThey fhow both ignorance and pride, 3
tFools may our {corn, not envy raife; -
For envy is a kind of praile.

1Had not thy forward noify tongue,

Proclaim’d thee always in the wrong,
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Thou might’ft have mingled with the reft,
And ne’er thy foolifh nofe confeft;

Bur fools, to talking ever prone,

Are lure to make their follies known,
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- F A B L E XLV,

. The PoxT and the RosE.
H A TE the man who builds his name

On ruins of another’s fame.
Thus prudes, by chara&ers o erthrown,
Tmagine that they raife their own: |
Thus feribblers, covetous of praife,
Think flander can tranfplant the bays,
Reauties and bards have equal pride,

With both all rivalsare decry’d.
Who praifes Lesbia’s eyes and feature,

Muit call her fifter, aukward creature;
TFor the kind flatt’ry’s fure to charm,
. 'When we fome other nymph difarm,

* As in the cool of early day
A DPoet fought the {weets of May,
The garden’s fragrant breath afcends,
And ev'ry ftalk with odour bends.




rofe he pluck’d, he gaz’d, admir’d,
Thus fingmg as the mufe infpir’d.

Go, Rofe, my Chloe’s bofom grace;
How happy {hould I prove,
Might I fupply that envy’d place
With never-fading love!
There, Phoenix like, beneath her eye,’
iInvolv’d in fragrance, burn and dic!

Know, -haplcfs flower, that thou fhalt find .
More fragrant rofes there;
I {ee thy with’ring head reclin’d
With envy and defpair!
One common fate we both muft proves
l'lou die with envy, I with love.

i Spare your comparifons, reply’d

' An angry Rofe who grew befide;

Of all mankind vou {hould not flout us:

| What can a poet do without us! '

In every love-fong rofes bloom; |
We lend you colour and per fume. ‘

Does it to Chloe’s.charms conduce,

T9\ found her praife on our abufe
My &t we, to flateer her, be made

 wither, envy, pine and fade?

1
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. FABLE XLVL

The Cur, the HorsE and the
SHEPHERD’S Doo.

HE lad, of all-fufficient merit,
With modefty ne’er damps his fpirit,
Prefuming on his own deferts,
On all alike Liis tongue exerts;
His noify jokes at random throws,
And partly fpatters friends and foes;
In wit and war the bully race
Coutribute to their own difgrace:
Too late the forward youth fhall find
That jokes are fometimes paid in kind;
Or if they canker in the breatt,
He makes a foe who makes a jeft.

A village-cur, of fnappith race,
The perteft puppy of the place,

*@@fgin’d that his treble throat

WS bleft with mufic’s fiveeteft note ; /
In the mid road he bafling lay, ! ol
The yelping nufance of the way; |
For not a creature paft along, ‘&J
But had a fample of his {ong. .
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- Soon as the trotting fteed he hears,

He ftarts, he cocks his dapper cars,  +
Away he fcowers, affaults his hoof,

Now near hun fnarles, now barks aloof ;
With {hrill impertinence artends,

Nor leaves him ull the village ends,

- It chanc’d, upon his evil day,

A Pad came pacing down the way;

The Cur, with never-ceafing tongue,
Upon the paffing trav’ler {prung,

The Horfe, from fcorn provok’d to ire,
Flung backward ; rolling in the mire,
The Puppy howl’d and bleedmg lay;
T'he Pad in peace purfu’d his way.

- A thepherd’s Dog, who faw the deed,
Detefting the vexatious breed,

Befpoke him thus, When coxcombs prate,
They kindle wrath, contempt, or hate.
"Thy teizing tongue had judgment ty’d,
‘Thou hadlt not, like a puppy, dy’d.

!~
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FABLE XLVIL

The CourTof DEAT H.

EAT H, on a folemn night of {tate,

In all his pomp of terrors fate:

Th’ attendants of his gloomy reign,
Difeafes dire, a ghailtly train,

Croud the vaft court, With hollow tone
A voice thus thunder’d from the throne.
This night our minifter we name,
Let ev’ry fervant fpeak his claim;
Merit fhall bear this eban wand.
All, at the word, ftretch’d forth their hand.
Fever, with burning heat poffeft,
Advanc’d, and for the wand addreft.
I to the weekly blls appeal,
Let thofe exprefs my fervent zeal,
On ev'ry flight occafion near,
With violence I perfevere.
Next Gout appears with limping pace,
Pleads how he fhifts from place to place,
From head to foot how fwift he fhies,

And ev’ry joint and finew plys,
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Still working when he feems fuppreft,
A moft tenacious ftubborn guett.

A hageard fpe@re from the crew
Crawls forth, and thus afferts his due.
Tis I who taint the {weetelt joy,
‘And in the {bape of love deftroy;
‘My fhanks, fink eyes, and nofelefs face,
' Prove my pretenfion to the place.
. Stone urg’d his ever growing force.

| And, next, Confumpnon s meagre corfe,

With feeble voice, that {carce was heard,
' Broke with fhort coughs, his {uit preferr’d

Let none objet my lingring way,
I gain, like Fabius, by delay,
Fatigue and weaken ev’ry foe
By long attack, fecure though flow.
Plague reprefents his rapid power,
Who thinn’d a nation 1n an hour.
All fpoke their claim, and hop’d the wand,
Now expectation hufh’d the band,
When thus the monarch from the throne,
Merit was ever modeft known.
What, no phyfician fpeak his right:
i None here? But fees their toils requite,
Let then intemp’rance take the wand.
|Wh0 fills with gold their zealous hand,
You, Fever, Gout, and all the reft,
(Whom wary men, as foes, detedt,)
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