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mife to go unpuni(h*d ? But as the prefcnt Mini-
ftry fcems to think thcfc virulent Penmen not

worth their Notice, or lead Confideration, I will

here adjoin a Fable, that depids this whole Ncft

of Hornets in their proper Colours. I make no
Apology for the Introduftion of the Fable, as it

an Honour to the Britijh Nation to have produced

fo eminent a Poet.

The OAK and DUNGHILL.

ON r fair Mead a Dunghill Iry

That rotting fmoakt, and flunk away.
To an excelTive Bignefs grown,

By Night-mens Labour on him thrown. ;

Ten thoufand Nettles from him fpruug.

Whoever came but near, was (lung.

Nor ever fail'd he to produce.

The baneful Hemlock's deadly Juice :

Such as of old at Athens grew.

When Patriots thought it Phocion\ due :

And for the Man its Poifon preft, -v •' /.

Whofe Merit fhone above the reft. t

Not far from hence ftrong- rooted ftoo4

A fturdy Oak, itfelf a Wood !

With friendly Height o'ertopt the Grovc»

And looked the FavVite Tree of Jove ;

Beneath his hofpitable Shade,

The Shepherds all at Leifure play'd ; ;

They fear'd no Storms of Hail or P^ain,

His Boughs prote(5ted all the Plain.

Gave Verdure to the Grafs around.

And bcautify*d the neighbouring Ground.
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