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Tbe Pack - HoksE and ube CaxRTIER .

To à VOUNO NoBLEMAN .

PEgin , my Lord , in early youth ,
To ſuffer , nay , encourage truth :

And blame me not for diſreſpect ,
If Utheflatt ' rer ' s ſtyle reject ;
With that , by meniabtongues ſupply ' d,
Lou' re daily cocker ' d up in pride .

The trec ' s diſtinguiſn ' d by the fruit .
Be virtue then your firſt purſuit :
Set your great anceſtors in view,
Like them deſerve the title too ;
Like them ignoble actions ſcorn :
Let virtue prove you greatly born .

Though with leſs plate their ſide - board ſhone ,
Their conſcience always was their own;
They neꝰer at levees meanly fawn' d,
Nor was their honour ycarly paun ' d;
Their hands , by no corruption ſtain ' d,
The miniſterial bribe diſdain ' d;
They ſerv ' d the croun with loyal zeal ,
Jet jealous of the public weal ;
They ſtood the bulwark of our laws,
And wore at heart their country ' s cauſeʒ



By neither place or penſion bought ,
They ſpoke and voted as they thought . Kbe
Thus did your ſires adorn their ſeat ; Ilen
And ſuch alone are truly great . I 1

If you the paths of learning ſlight , Abet
LJou' re but a dunce in ſtronger light : Kgin
In foremoſt rank , the coward , plac ' d,
Is more conſpienouſly diſgrac ' d.
If you, to ſerve a paltry end,
Lo Knaviſn jobbs ean condeſcend ,
We pay you the contempt that ' s due ;
In that you have precedenee too.

Whence had you this illuſtrious name ?
From virtue and unblemiſh ' d fame.
By birth the name alone deſcends ;
Jour honour on yourſelf depends .
Think not your coronet can hide
Aſſuming ignorance and pride .

Learning by ſtudy muſt be won,
Twas ne' er entail ' d from ſon to ſon .
Superior worth your rank requires ;
For that mankind reveres your ſires :
If you degen' rate from your race,
Their merits heighten your diſgrace .

A Carrier ev' ry night and morn ,
Would ſee his horſes eat their corn.
This funk the hoſtler ' s vails , ' tis true ;
But then his horſes had their due.
Were we ſo cautious in all caſes ,
Small gain would riſe from greater places , 096Iup.1



FE A B3 E 8 .

The manger now had all its meaſure : ;
He heard the grinding teeth with pleaſure :
When all at once confuſion rung ;
They ſnorted , joſtled , bit , and flung .
A Pack - horſe turn ' d his head aſide ,
Foaming , his eye- balls ſwell ' d with pride .

Good gods ! ( ſays he) , how hard ' s my lot ?
Is then my high deſcent forgot ?
Reduc ' d to drudg ' ry and diſgrace ,
A lite unworthy of my race ) ,
Muſt Itoo bear the vile attacks
Of ragged ſcrubs , and vulgar hacks ?
See ſeurvy Roan , that brute illobred ,
Dares from the manger thruſt my head
Shall I, who boaſt a noble 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 revere his name :
There yearly are his triumphs told ,
There all his maſſy plates enroll ' d.
Whene' er led forth upon the plain ,
Lou ſaw him with a liv ' ry train ;
Returning too, with laurels crown ' d,
Vou heard the drums and trumpets ſound .
Let it then . Sir, be underſtood ,
Reſpect ' s my due ; for I have hlood .

Vain- glorious fool, ( the Carrier ery ' d) ,
Reſpect was never paid to ꝓride.
Know, ' twas thy giddy wilful heart
Reduc ' d thee to this ſlaviſn part .
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Did not thy headſtrong youth diſdain
To learn the conduct of the rein ?
Thus coxcombs , blind to real merit ,
In vitious frolics faney ſpirit .
What is' t to me by whom begot ,
Thou reſtif , pert , conceited ſot ?
Vour ſires Irev ' rence ; ' tis their due :

But, worthleſs fool , what ' s that to you ?
Aſk all the carriers on the road ,
They' ll ſay thy keeping ' s ill beſtow ' d.
Then vaunt no more thy noble race,
That neither mends thy ſtrength nor pace.
What profits me thy boaſt of blood ?
An aſs hath more intrinſic good.
By outward ſhow let ' s not be cheated:
An aſs ſhould like an aſs be treated .

*
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Pax and FoxTuxE .

To a NOUNG HEIR .

Oon as your father ' s death was known ,
8 ( Asif th ' eſtate had been their own) ,
The gameſters outwardly expreſt
The decent joy within your breaſt .
So laviſh in your praiſe they grew,
As ſpoke their certain hopes in you.
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