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F AR B EUR

The Doè and the Fo x .

IVa LAWVER .

1 Know yon lawyers can, with eaſe,
* Twiſt words and mea nings as you pleaſe ;
That language , by your ſkill made pliant ,
Will bend to favour ew' ry client;
That ' tis the fee directs the ſenſe ,
To małe out either ſide ' s Pretence .
Wben Jou peruſe the cleareſt caſe,
Lou ſee it with àadouble facé :
For ſcepticilm ' s your pro
Tou nold chere' s doubt in all expreſflön .

Hence is the bar with fees füpply ' dz
Hence eloquence takes cither ſide.
Lour hand would have but paultfy gleaning ,
Could ev' ry man expreſs his meéaning .
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Who dares preſume to pen a deed,
Unleſs you previouſly are feed ?
Tis drawn ; and, to augment the coſt ,
In dull prolixity ingroſt .
And now we' re well ſecur ' d by law,
Till the next brother find a flaw.

Read o' er a will. Was' t ever known ,
But you could make the will your oοn ?
For wvhen you read , ' tis with intent
To find out meanings never meant .
Since things are thus , ſe defendenda,
I bar fallacious innuendo .

ious Porta ' s ſkill could trace
Some beaſt or bird in ev' ry face.
The head, the eye, the noſc' s ſnape ,
Prov ' d this äàn owl, and that an ape.
When , in the ſketches thus deſign ' d,
Reſemblance brings ſome friend to mind ,
LJou ſhow the piece, and give the hint .
And find each feature in the print ;
So monſtrous - like the portrait ' s found ,
All know it, and the laugh goes round .
Like him I draw from gen' ral nature :
Is' t Lor you then fix the ſatyr ?

So, Sir, Jbeg you ſpare your pains
In making comments on my ſtrains .
All private ſlander 1 deteſt ,
Ijudge not ot my neighbour ' s breaſt

Party and prejudice J hate ,
And vrite no libels on the ſtate .

Shall not my fable cenſure vice,
Becauſe a knave is over - nice ?
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And, leſt the guilty hear and dread ,
Shall not the decalogue be read ?
If Hlaſh vice in gen' ral fiction ,
Is' t Japply , or ſelf· conviction ?
Brutes are my theme . Aml to blame ,
If men in morals are the ſame ?
Ino man call an ape or aſs ;
Tis his o - n conſcience holds the glaſs .
Thus void of all offence Iwrite :
Who claims the fable , knows his right .

A ſhepherd ' s dog, unſkill ' d in ſports ,
Pick ' d up acquaintance of all ſorts ;
Among the reſt a fox he knew ;
By frequent chat their friendſhip grew.

Says Reynard , Tis a cruel caſe ,
That man ſhould ſtigmatize our race.
No doubt , among us rogues you find ,
As among dogs and human kind ;
And yet ( unknoun to me and you )
There may be honeſt men and true .
Thus ſlander tries , whateꝰer it can,
To put us on the foot with man.
Let my oun actions recommend ;
No prejudice can blind a friend :
Vou know me free from all diſguiſe ;
My honour as my life L prize .

By talk like this , from all miſtruſt
The dog was cur ' d, and thought bim juſt .

As on a time the fox held forth
On conſcience , honeſty , and worth ,
Sudden he ſtopt ; he cock ' d his ear ;
Low dropt his bruſhy tail with fear .
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re from harm
alarm .

Some farmer
Tis ſo, (I knov her pye- ball ' d mare) ,

ame Dobbins wich her poultry - ware.
ynard grew huff. Says he, this ſneer

From yon little thonght to hear :
Vour meanigg in

885 8 Jſee .
friend , to me?⸗

dinner .
1„ Imeant no harm : Con

why ſo warm ?
nacceptation ,

r give this provocation
No 1 (for aught Ilever WN ht
May bemore innocent tk

At this , gall ' d Reynar and ſwore1„
en before

sſauoy hint
guagée ne' er w28

What ' s lamb to me
Shows me, baſe knave , — ich way you ſquint⸗
If t ' other night your maſter laſt
Three lambs ; 3

The name is
2
2

Thy guilt theſe

Sirrah , ' tis conſ



g, on the fox he flies.
icted felon diks.

RE l begin , Imuſt
Our miniſters are good and wiſe ;

premiſe

580, though malicious tongues apply ,
Pray, what care they , or what care 1?

If Jam free with cour
Lne' er preſume to r

be' t Known,
can our ow̃n.

If general morals ſcem to joke
Our miniſters , and fuch like folk ,
A captious fool may take offence ;
What then ? He Knows his n pretencẽꝰ;
Emeddle with no ſtatesaffai s ,
But ſpare my jeſt , to ſave my cars .
Our preſent ſchemes are too profound ,
For Machiavel himſelf to ſound :
To cenſure ' em l ' ve no pretenſion :
Loun they' re paſt my comprehenſion .

Vou ſay your brother wants a place ,
( Tis many a younger brother ' s caſe ) ,And tha
To ply t

t he very ſoon intends
he court , and teaze his friende .
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