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Tbe SquixRE and h

Jo a CouNRY - GENTIL

IHE man of pure and ſimple heart
Through life ins a double part .

He never needs the ſerecn of lies
His inward boſom to diſguiſe .
In vain malicious tongues affail .
Let Envy ſnarl , let Slander rail ,
From Virtuc ' s ſnield ( ſecure from wound )
Their blunted venom ' d ſhafts rebound .
S0 ſhines his light before mankind ,
His actions prove his honeſt mind .
If in his country ' s cauſe he tiſe ,

Debatingſenat es to adviſe ,
Uabrib ' d, unaw' d, he dares i

5
No miniſterial frown he fears ,
But in his virtue perſeveres .

But would you play the p
Whoſe heart ' s averſe to intuition ,
Lour lips at all times , nay, your reaſon
Muſt be controul ' d by place and ſeaſon .
What ſtateſman could his pow' r ſupport ,
Were lying tongues forbid the court ?
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168 F A B Li E S .

Di princecly ears to truth attend ,
What miniſter could gain his end ?
How could he raiſe his tools to place ,
And bow his honeſt foes diſgrace

That politician tops his part ,
Who readily can lie with art.
The man' s proficient in his trade
Ilis povwer is ſtrong ,his fortune ' s 8001
By that the int ' reſt of the throne
Is made ſubſervient to his o ] :
By that have kings of old deluded ,
All their own friends for his excluded .

By that , his ſelfiſn ſchemes purſuing ,
He thrives up the ruin. 0

Antiochus , with hardy pace,

Wg the 3 5
of che chace ;

5
The 0 nian clown brougt t forth lis beſt .
The king unknown his feaſt enjoy ' d,

y' d

From wine what ſudden friendſhip ſprings
And various chat the hours employ

Frankly they talk ' d of courts and kings.
We country - folk ( the clown replies )

Could ope our gracious monarchl ' s eyes.
7The king (as all our neighbours ſay)

Migbt he ( God bleſs him I) have his way,
Is ſound at heart , and means our good,
And he would 8 it, if he cou' d.

Plutarch



If truth in courts 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 :
And what mind they ? their own affairs .
If ſuch rapacious hands he truſt ,
The beſt of men may ſeem unjuſt .
From kings to coblers ' tis the ſame :
Bad ſervants wound their maſter ' s fame.
In this our neighbours all agree :
Would the king kneweas much as we.
Here he ſtopt ſnhort. Repoſe they ſought .
The peaſant ſlept , the monarch thought .

The courtiers learn ' d, at early dawvn,
Where their loſt ſov' reign was withdrawn .
The guards approach our hoſt alarms ,
With gaudy coats the cottage ſwarms .
The crown 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 croud ,
Wbo fawningly before him bow' d,
Thus ſpoke . Since , bent on private gain ,
Vour counſels firſt miſled my reign ,
Taught and inform ' d by you alone ,
No truth the royal ear hath known
Till here converſing . Hence , ye crew,
For now Iknow myſclf , and you.

Whene' er the royal ear' s ingroſt ,

State· lies but little genius coſt .



nker and dolder S0 n inil,
ally poiſons dares inſtil ;

as Eis preſent views ſuggeſt ,
Inflames or ſooths the royal breaſt.
Thus wicked miniſters oppreſs 0

unedreſs . 10

jects hear,
When oft the monarch mèans

Would 1 their priv
A miniſter muſt talk with fear.
If honeſty oppos ' dhis views,
He dar' d not innocence accuſe.
Twould Kcep him in ſuch narrow bound , bche
He could not ri und.

gs, could they diſcloſe el
Their real friends and real foes!

* Were both themſelves and ſubjects known ,
A monarch ' s will might be his own.

it and wrong confe
Happy were ki

＋
0

Had he the uſe of ears and eyes,
Knaves would no more be counted wiſe.
But then a miniſter might loſe

( Hard caſe ! ) his own ambitious views
When ſuch as theſe have vex' d a ſtate
Purſu ' d by univerſal hate ,
Their falſe ſupport at once hath fail ' d,
And perſevering truth prevail ' d.
Expos ' d, their train of fraud is ſeen :

„

Truth will at laſt remove the ſcreen .

A countty Squire ,by whim directed ,
The true , ſtanch dogs of chace neglected .



His ſycoph
Room muſt be m
Whe
0¹4Old faithful f nts all muſt out.

The Cur on ev' rycreature flew,
( As other great mens puppies do) ,
Unlet⸗ due court to him were ſhowun,
And both their face and bus' neſs Kknown.
No honeſt tongue an audience ſound :
He worried all the tenants round :
For why, he liv'd in conſtant fear,
Lelt truth by chance ſn

Wralls
nterfere .

If any ſtranger dar' d intr
The noiſj Cur his heels purſu ' d.
Now fierce withirage , now 0 with dread ,
At once he ſnarled, bit , and fled.
Aloof he bays, with briſtling hair ,
And thus in ſecret growls !his fear.
Who knoes but Truth , in thisdiſguiſe ,
May fruſtrate my beſt guarded lies ?
Should ſhe ( chus maſld ) admittance find ,
That very hour my ruin ' s ſign ' d.

hi
thĩ

No w in his houl ' s continu ' d ſound ,
Their words were loſt , the voĩce was drown' d.
Ever in awe of honeſt tongues .
Thus ev' ry day he ſtrain ' d his lungs .



172 Fa

It happen ' d, in ill - omen' d hour ,
That Vap, unmindful of his pow' r ,
Forſook his poſt , to love inclin ' d.
A fav' rite bitich was in the wind.
By her ſeduc ' d, in am' rous play ,
They friſk ' d the joyous hours a way.
Thus , by untimely love purſuing ,
Like Antony , he ſought his ruin .

5

For now the Squire , unvex ' d with noiſc,
An honeſt neighbour ' s cl dat enjoys .
Be free ( ſays he) your mind impart ;
Ilove a friendly open heart .
Methinks my tenants ſhun my gate.
Why ſuch a ſtranger grown of late ?
Pray tell me what offence they find :
Tis plain they ' re not ſo well inclin ' d

Turn off your Cur, ( 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 checkt ,
Jou ' d find again the ſame reſpect .
Hear only him, he' ll ſwear it too,
That all our hatred is to you.
But learn from us your true eſtate ;
Tis that curs ' d Cur alone we hate .

The Squire heard truthb. Now Lap ruſn ' d in ;
The wide hall echoes with his din :
Let truth prevail ' d; and with diſgrace ,
The dog was cudgell ' d out of place.
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