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P O E T R

Tuiz MONKEY »n CLOWN.

A TAYr..

HALL man, with ail hie hoafied fenfe,
. His reafon, wit, and eloquence,

Pis pow'r his drefs, and fulfom pride,
'he brutal commonwealth deride ?
For îlrengtlh or pow'r wou'd any dare,
lnweapn'd, to attack a bear ?
Or who coulud rein the mighty horfe,
.iou'dl le exert his pow'r and force ?

In art each animal exceeds
Theceateftl arrmt's gre.tef deeds ;
'le heaver, archirea ni nature,

fi from the hurt nf human creature,
I njioys a nobler ranfin lar,
Thar w har our cits have huilt the may'r.

For cunning, ail who deal in flocks,
Can ne'er excel the cunning fox.
Fvr clrefs, ti-e beau wou'd flnd it hard
To match the fpotced lynx or pard.
If man has courage, let him try't on
The lionefs and eke the lion
Say, has he re.ifon, let him weigh't
.Againft the brutes that ne'er betray't:
Sa y, bas he truth, the dog has more,
Ns'or Ieaves his mafter for a whore ;
A bitch I mean ;-but then the rhyming
Could not have had its proper chiming.

Sec honefi inflina rife fuperior,
.And miiighty reafon fink inferior i
And huian art, with brutal nature,
Appears as leffer things to greater ;
As this, tho following tale will tell ye,
Unleft your brains are in your belly.
An hnneil farmer, you (hall hear,
Who liv'd, I think, in Bedfordfhire ;.
le kept a farn, tho' not his own,
The landilord of it liv'd in town.

1'1ow twice or thrice a year the tenant
WVould fend up partridge, hare, or phea-

fant,
To mafler landlord, as a prefent.

Now Hodge, his man, who ne'er bad
been

Fron fiuld, or heath, or vale, or green,
As grear a clow.'n as funi c'r fhone on,
Was on th'. occaflon ftnt to Lordon.
Thle Ioad he bore was no fuch liard.

fhip,
.A hrace of partridge for his lordfhip
ýAnd thus equipt, for London firait,
He iiTues forth at'five. barr'd gare.
* Suppo,:lhim now in London tireets,
Gaping and ' fnng ail he ineets
For mafter landlord's great fine houftn,
At, knil the biggeft o a thoufand.

Tharfoutnd, he rap.the door, in fear,
And fir.it inoauires for 'the jeer ¡

The faucy porter in a rum key,
Hums him, and points hin out the mon..

key ;
The clown heheld his lordflip's grace,-
And thus addreffed his monkey face :

An't pleafe your worfhip's pow'r and
glory,

'fe corne from farmer Manglefilory
Then bowing fhcw'd his grace tlie let.

ter,
At which the monkey 'gan ta chatter ;
Held out at oncelhis nimble paw,
And gave poor Hodge a defperate claw,
Puts on a thoutand odd grimaces,
And tears the letter ail to picees.

Hodge (carch'd bis head, and bow'd
again ;

Thought-lindlord in an angry ftrain ;
And thus rejoin'd, There's no offence,
1 hope-we country folk want rente,
That's to be fure-but pleafe your grace,
'fe brought you, Sir, a prefent here,

Some of our homely country cheer.
His lord(hip'sjacko fmoak'd the game,
And flew diredliy to the fame :
Hodge ftar'd-the ponter laugh'd-and

pug
Began to grin and tear and tug ;
And faon, without a drop of watridge,
He gobbled down a brace of partridge
Hodge thought the peer was mad, and

went
To ftop his monkeyflhip's intenf,
When firait he'fix'd on Hodge's nof'e,
And maul'd it, well, you may fuppofe
The porter fearing further danger,
Took off the peer and freed the firanger i
That done, hero ends the bloody fray,
And Hodge quite frihïhen'd tan away.
Ndw Hodge retu*rn'd, began to wail,
And tell bis melancholy tale ;
As how. he faw his wor (hip's grace,
And how his lworfhip Tcratch'd his face
As how his worlhip's grace did chatter

.With ail pertining to the matter.
The farmer angry-very foon

To know the caufe-came-up to town,
Was fon inform'd of Flobha' difafter,
And ail the country rong with laughter.

;y this at once we plainly fre
W'bat humnan nature'ts fel wou:ld be;
The mind of man, wher, fairly ilatëd,
You'd, find, untill'd, uncunltivated,
Exempt from ail the arts and lnow.

Iedge,
B3y praEtice learn'd at court or collecg
Unikilful in the uie oi chings,
And lft ta ail the pofip ci kir-is
For reafon is but mere fenfation,
Without the help of cultikaton.
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