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BLB

SQUIRE and bis

T0 a COUNTRY-GENTI

I VHE ‘man of pure and fimple heart

Through life d

laios a double part.
He never needs the i

1 of lies

His inward bofom to difguife.

In vain malicious tongnes affa
Let Linvy fnarl, let Slander rail,
From Virtue’s (hield (fecure from wound)
Their blunted venom?d fhafts rebound.
So fhines his light before mankind,
His a&tions prove his honeft mind.
If in his country’s caufe he rife,
cha:ing fenates ‘to -advile,
Unbrib'd, unaw’d, he dares impatt
The honeft dictates of his heart.
No minifterial frown he fears,
But in his virtue perfeveres.

But would you play the politician,
Whofe heart’s averfe to inthition,
Your lips at all times, nay, your reafon
Muft be contronl’d by place and feafon.
What ftatefman could his pow’r {fupport,
Were lying tongues forbid the court !
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168 F,A B L E S

Di princely ears to trath attend,

‘What minifter could gain his end ?

How could he raife his tools to place,

And how his honeft foes difgrace ?
That politician tops bis part,

‘Who readily can lie with art.

‘The man’s proficient in his trade;

His power is ftrong, his fortune’s made.

By that the int’reft of the throne

Is made fubfervient to his own :

By that have kings of old deluded,

All their own friends for his excluded.

By that, I

He thriv

is felfith fchemes purfuing,

upon the public ruia;

1 Antiochus, with hardy pace,
Provok’d the dangers of the chace 3

And, loft from all the menial train,

Travers'd the wood and p:
A cottege lodg’d the roya.

athlefs plain.

guelt ;

The Parthian clown brought forth Lis b
The king unknown his feaft enjoy’d,
And various chat the hours employ’d.

From wine what fudden friendfhip fprings!

Frankly they talk’d of courts and kings.

We country-folk (the clown replies)
Could ope our gracious monarch’s eyes.
The king (as all our neighbours fay)
Might he (God blefs him !) have his way,
Is found at heart, and means our good,
And he wonld do it, if be cou’d,

+ Plutarch
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If truth in courts were not forbid,

Nor kings nor fubjeéts would be rid.

Were he in pow’r, we need not doubt him
But that transferr’d to thofe about him,
On them he throws the regal cares :

And what mind they ? their own affairs.
If fuch rapacious bands he truft,

The beft of men may feem unjutt.
From kings to coblers *tis the fame :
Bad fervants wound their malter’s fame.
In this our neighbours all agree :

Would the king knew as much as we.
Here he ftopt fhort. Repofe they fought.
The peafant flept, the monarch thought.
The courtiers learn’d, at early dawn,
ere their loft fov’reign was withdrawn.
The guards approach our hoft alarms,

With gaudy coats the cottage fwarms.

The crown and purple robes they bring,

And proftrate fall before the king.

The clown was call’d ; the royal gueft

By due reward his thanks expreft.

The king then, turning to the croud,

Who fawningly before him bow’d,

Thus fpoke. Since, bent on private gain,

Your counfels firt mifled my reign,

Taught and inform’d by you alone,

No truth the royal ear hath known

Till here converfling. Hence, ye crew,

For now I know myftlf, and you,
Whene’er the royal ear’s ingroft,

State-lies but little genius colt.
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rown in ill,

ly poifons dares inftil

And, as his prefent views fuggeft,
Inflames or fooths the royal breaft. }

Thus w

d minifters oppr
When oft the monarch means redrefs.

Would kings their private fubje@s hear,
A minifter muft talk with fear, :
If honefly oppos’d his views, L

He dar’d not innocence accufe

"Twould keep him in fuch narrow bound,

He could not right and wrong confound. k)

Happy were kiogs, could they difclofe
Their real friends and real foes!
Were both themfelves and fubje@s known,

A monarch’s will might be his own. iy

Had he the ufe of ears and eyes,

Knaves would no more be counted wife.
But then a minifter might lofe
(Hard cafe!) his own ambitious views,

When fuch as thefe have vex'd a ftate, by
Purfu'd by univerfal hate,
Their falfe fupport at once hath fail’d, g

And perfevering truth prevail’d.
Expos'd, their train of fraud is feen !

Truth will at lalt remove the fereen.

A country Squire, by whim dire&ted,

The true, ftanch dogs of chace negledteds
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The Cur on ev'ry
(As other great mens pup
Unlefs due
And both

surt to him were thown,
.1]
dience found :

c
th

s'nefs kno

ieir face 2

No honeft tongue an a
He woriied all the tenants round:
For why, he liv’din conflant fear,

Left truth by chance thould interfere.

If any ftranger dar’d intrude,

The noify Cur his heels purfu’d.

Now fierce with rage, now ftruck with dread,
At once he fnarled, bit, and fed.

Aloof he bays, with briftling
And thus in feeret growls his fear.
Who knows
May frultrate my belt guarded lies?
Should fhe (thus mafk’d) admittance find,
That very hour my rnin’s fign'd.

Fruth, in this difguife,

Now in his howl’s continu’d found,
Their wor,

s were loft, the voice was drown’d.

Ever in awe of honeft tongues,

Thus ev’ry day he ftraia’d his lungs,
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It happen’d, in ill-omen’d hour,
That Yap, unmindful of his pow’r,
Forfook his poft, to love inclin’ds
A fav’rite bitch was in the wind.
By her feduc’d, in am’rous play,
They frifk’d the joyous Lours a way.
Thus, by untimely love pur fuing,
Like Antony, he fonght his ruin.
For now the Squire, unvex’d with noife,
An honelt neighbour’s

1at enjoys.
Be free (fays he) your mind impart ;
1love a friendly open heart.
Methinks my tenants (hun my gate.
Why fuch a ftranger grown of late ?
Pray tell me what offence they find :
*I'is plain they’re not fo we

L inclin'd
Turn off your Cur, (the farmer cries),
Who feeds your ear with daily lies.
His fharling infolence offends.
*I'is he that keeps you from your friends
‘Were but that faucy puppy checke,
You'd find again the fame refpeét.
Hear only him, he'll {wear it too,
That all our hatred is to you.
But learn from us your true eftate ;
*Tis that curs’d Cur alone we hate.
The Squire heard truth. Now Yap rufh’d in 3
The wide hall echoes with his din :
Yet truth prevail’d; and with difgrace,
The dog was cudgell’d out of place.
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