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Know you lawyers can, with
Iwift words and meanings as you pleafe;
That language, by your {kill made pliant,

To ¢ LAWYRR,

afe,

Will bend to favour ev'ry client ;
That *tis the fee direéts the fenfe,
To make out cither fide’s préetence.

When you perufe the cleare

{t cafe,

You fec it with a douiblé face

For feepticifin’s your profeflion’s
You hold there’s déabrin all expreflion.
Hence is the bar with fees fiipply’d;
Hence eloquence takes e
Your hand would have bur paultry gleaning,

Could ev'ry man exprefs his meaning.,

Vor, II,

er fide,

K
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Who dares prefume to pen a deed,
Unlefs you previoufly are feed?

"Tis drawn ; and, to augment the coft,
Tn dull prolixity ingroft.

And now we're well fecur’d by law,
Till the next brother find a flaw.

Read o’cr a will. Was’t ever known,
But you could make the will your own !
For when you read, ’tis with intent
To find out meanings never meant,
1gs are thus, [ defendends
1 bar fallacioug innuendo.

gacious Porta’s fkill could trace
Some beaft or bird in ev’ry face.
The bead, the eye, the nofe’s thape,

Prov’d this an owl, and that an ape.
‘When, in the fketches thus defign’d,
Reftmblance brings fome friend to mind,
You fhow the piece, and give the hint,
And find cach feature in the print ;

So monftrous-like the portrait’s found,
All know it, and the laugh goes round.
Like him I draw from gen’ral nature :
is’t I or you then fix the fatyr ?

So, Sir, I beg you fpare your pains
In making comments on my (trains,
All private flander I deteft,

1 judge not of my neighbour’s breaft ;
Party and prejudice I hate,
And write no libels on the ftate.

Shall not my fable cenfure vice,

Becaufe a knave is over-nice ?
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And, left the guilty hear and dread,
Shall not the decalogue be read ? ity
If I lath vice in gen’ral fiction,
Is't I apply, or felf-conviction ? By
Brutes are my theme. - Am I to blame, {
If men in morals are the fame ?

I no man call an ape or afs;

*Tis his own confcience holds the glafs,

Thus void of all offence I write : !
Who claims the fable, knows his right, f

A fhepherd’s dog, unfkill’d in fports,
Pick’d up acqnaintance of all forts ;
Among the reft a fox he knew;

By frequent chat their friendthip grew.

Says Reynard, "Tis a cruel cafe,
That man (hould (igmatize our race.
No doubt, among us rogues you find,
As among dogs and human kind ;
And yet (unknown to me and you)
There may be honeft men and true.
Thus flander tries, whate’er it can,

To put us on the foot with man.

Let my own aétions recommend 3

No prejudice can blind a friend :

You know me free from all difguife ;

My honour as my life I prize.
By talk like this, from all miftruft

The dog was cur’d, and thought him juft,
As on a time the fox held forth

On confcience, honefty, and worth,

Sudden he (topt ; he cock’d his ear 3

Low dropt his brufhy tail with fear.

Ka

BLB BADISCHE

LANDESBIBLIOTHEK BadenWiirttemberg



BADISCHE
LANDESBIBLIOTHEK

A B

hupters are

)

g but a falfeala

At yonder town, ti
f

Dame Dobbins w

Reynard grew |

From you | little thought to

make her; poultry
|

that [ owe t

Then why fo captious? “why fo warm
My words, in common acceptation,
Could never give this provocation.

No lamb, (for aught liever knew),

May be more

At this, gall'd Reynard wine'd, and'{wore

What’s lamb to me ?

Shows me, bafe knave, 'which way you: fquint:

If Cother night your mafterlalt

Three lambs ; am ltoupayp the

Your vile reflc@ions wou

“hat 1'm the thief. 1 Yoirndbg, you lie:

The name is juft, take eithes

Thy guilt thefe applicationsfpeak 2

Sirrah, "tis confcience makes ‘you-fgucaks

I

ter on the road?

, we're fa

me farmer’s wife is on the way
s fo, (I know her pye-ball'd mare),
her poultry-ware,
uff. - Says he, this {neer

r in your looks I fee,

Dame Dobbins, friead; to me?’

1e dame a dinner.

fu’.(!, (g;’lf‘,'h the enry I meant ne harm ¢

innocent thian you.

language ne’er. was givin before

This fauey hint

re, thou fouly (the Bog reply’d)
t
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aying, on the fox he fites,

f=convidled felon diks,

The VuLT® RE, the Spar ROW, and oth:

To a FRIEND

VR E [ begin, I muft premife
Our minifters are good and wife;
5o, though malicious tongues apply,
Pray, what care they, or what care [ ?
If Iam free with e urts ; be’t known,
I ne’er prefume to mean our owi,
If general morals feem to Jjoke
Our minifters, and firch like folk,
A captions fool may tal
What thea ? I

ke offence

1e knows his own pretence
Fmeddle with no ftate-affairs,

But fpare my jett, to faye my cars,

Our prefent fehemes are too profound,

For Machiavel himfelf to found 3

To cent

e ’em I’ve no pretenfion ;

Lown they’re pait my comprehenfion,
You fay yoitr brother wants a place,

("Tis many a yeunger brother’s cafe),

And that he very foon intends

To ply the coutt, and teaze his fricadse

K 3
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