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This Man is great; whate’er be his Degree ;
- O blefs him, Heav’n, if fuch a one there be :
| May Life’s beft Comforts on his Days attend,
| Bleft in himflf, and happy in his Friend :
'_:_"Far from his Gate fly Poverty and Woe ;
~ Let not a Sigh his quiet Manfion know :
' ; But the fair Dome each roving Eye allure,
- With Peace and Plenty {miling at the Door:
Let him foft Days and happy Ev’nings find,
| And live ftill bleft, and bleffing all Mankind:
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d."‘ The Fox and the HE N, AFABLE,

] 5T W AS on a fair and healthy Plain,
There liv’d a poor but honeft Swain,
. Had to his Lot a little Ground,
Defended by a quick-fet Mound :
*T'was there he milk’d his brindled Kine,
- And there he fed his harmlefs Swine :
~ His Pigeons flutter’d to and fro,

| And bask’d his Poultry in a Row:
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Much we might fay of each of thefe,
As how his Pigs in Confort wheeze;
How the fweet Hay his Heifers chew,
And how the Pigeons foftly coo :

But we fhall wave this motley Strain,
And keep to one that’s fhort and plain
Nor paint the Dunghill’s feather’d King,

For of the Hen we mean to fing.

A Hen there was, a ftrange one too,
Cou’d fing (believe me, it is true)
Or rather (as you may prefume)
Wou’d prate and cackle in a Tune:
This quickly fpread the Pullet’s Fame,
And Birds and Beafts together came::
All mixt in one promifcuous Throng,

To vifit Partlet and her Song.

It chanc’d there came amongfit the Crew,

Of witty Foxes not a few:
But one more {mart than all the reft,
His ferious Neighbour thus addreft:
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¢ IWhat think you of this Partlet here ?
¢ *T'is true her Voice is pretty clear

I ¢ Yet without paufing I can tell,

I. ¢ In what much more the wou’d excel :

¢ Methinks {he’d eat exceeding well.

| This heard the lift’ning Hen, as fhe

" Sat perch’d upon a Maple-tree.

The threwd Propofal gall’d her Pride;
And thus to qurmrcf fhe reply’d :
- ¢ Sir, you're extremely right I vow,
¢ But how will you come at me now ?
¢ You dare not mount this lofty T'ree;
¢ So there I'm pretty fafe, you fee.
¢ From léng ago; (or Record lies)
- ¢ You Foxes have béen counted wife *
~ ¢ But fure this Story don’t agree
¢ With your Device of eating me,
- ¢ For you,; Dame Fortune {till intends

¢ Some coarfer Food than finging Hens :
¢ Befides €’er you can reach fo high,
- ¢ Remember you muft learn to fly.
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< T own ’tis but a fcurvy way,
¢ You have as yet to {eize your Prey,

¢ By {culking from the Beams of Light,
¢ And robbing Hen-roofts in the Night :
¢ Yet you muft keep this vulgar Trade

¢ Of thieving till your Wings are made.

- ¢ Had I the keeping of yoﬁ tho’,

¢ I’d make your fubtle Worfhip know,
¢ We Chickens are your Betters due,
¢ Not fatted up for fuch as you:

¢ Shut up in Cab with rufty Chain,

¢ I’d make you lick your Lips in vain :
¢ And take a fpecial Care, be fure,

¢ No Pullet thou’d come near your Door ¢

¢ But try if you cou’d feed or no,
¢ Upon a Kite or Carrion Crow.’

Here ceas’d the Hen. The baffl’d Beaft
March’d off without his promis’d Feaft.
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