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Curb that impetuous Tongue, before too 1 t 

The Gods behol<l,- and tremble at thy Fate. 

Pity~ng, but daring nGt, in thy Def~nce~ 
• 

To lift a Hand againft Omnipotence. [Fear: 

T.bishe~rd,th'Imperious Que nfat~ m'tne with 

Nor fm:ther dudt inoenfe tl e gloomy Thunderer 
Sllen{;e was in the Court at this Reh ike: n k 

L'-'oO • 
Nor cou'd theGoo s abatlh' d) fufiain their Sav'reigns 

The LimpingSmithobferv' the fadden"dFeaft, 

And hopping here. and there (himfelf a Jell) 
Put in his ore!, tMt neither might oftentl; . 

To J1)ve obfequious, ~t his Mothe-r's Friend. 
What end in Heav'n will be of civil W-ar, 

IfGodll 'Of Plea[are will for Mortals jar ~ 

Such l)ifcm-d but dHl:urbs our Jovial Feafl:; 

One Gra' of Bad., em Itters.all the hen. 

Motmer, o· 'wii1 yot, fdf, my Connf.el weigh; 

QTis.tmIch unrue y 're to diiobey. 
Not only you provoke him to Y()Ut Coft., 

ut irth is ruarrld, -an th he r is loft. 

Te pt ot . heavy Hand; for be has Pow't 

To throw you headlong, from his Heav'nly Tow'r. 
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But one fubmiffive Word, which you let faU, 

Will ~ake him in good Humour with us All. 
He faid no more; but crown'd a Bow], unbid : 

The laughing Nettar overIook'd the Lid: 

Then put it to her Hand; and thus purfu'd, 

,This curfed ~arrd be no more renew'd. 

, 

Be, as becomes a Wife, obedient frill; 

Though griev'd, yet fubjeB: to her Husband's Will. 
I wou'd not fee you beaten; yet afraid 

Of Jove's fupe rior Force, I d,are not aid. 

Too well I know him, {inee that haplefs !-lour 

When I, and all the Gods employ'd our Pow'r 

To break your Bonds : Me by the Heel he drew.; 

And o'er Heav'n's Battlements with Fury threw. 

All Day I fell; lv1y Flight at Morn b~gun, 

And ended not but wid. the fetting Sun. 

Pitch'd on my Head,at len ~th theLemnian Groun3 

Receiv'd my batter 'd Skull, the SinthiafU ~eal'd 

my Wound. 

At Vulcan's homely Mirth his Mother fmil'd, 

And. fmiling tQok the Cup the Clown had liII'd. 

The 
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The Reconciler iowl went round the Board, 

Which empty'd, the ru e Skinket fiill refior'd 

Loud Fit of Laughter feiz'd the Gueil:s, to fe 

The limping God fo deft at his new Minifiry. 

The Feafi continu'n till declining Light: 

They dtank, they laugh'd, they lov'd, and then 
'twas Night. 

Nor wanted tuneful Harp, not vocal Quire; 

The Mllfes fung; Apollo touch'd the Lyi·e. 

Drun~en at la£1:, and drowfie they depart, 

Each to his Houfe; Adorn)d with labour'd Art 
Of (he lame ArchiteB: The thund'ring God 

Ev'n he withdrew to Refi, and had his Load. 

His f Wimm!hg Head to needful leep apply'El. 

And Juno lay unheede'lY his Side. 



THE 

CO C [( a11d the FO ~.;: 
o R, THE 

TA~Eofthe NuN 's PRIEST, 

From C H .A 'V C E R . 

H ER E liv'd, as Authors tr11, In 

Days of Yore, 
A \ 1 idow fomewhat old, and very 

, < 

poor: 
\ \ 

Deep in a Cell her Cott\l ~'e lon~ly frood, 
,. \ 

ell thatch'd, and underl Covert of a Wood. 
il 

This Dowager, on '(v.hom my T Jle 1 fo , . 

Since 1all {be laid her Husban i"it the Ground, 

A lim 1 fob r Life, in Patience led, . 

nd had but jufi: enough to buy be,r Br~ad: ' . 

Hut Hufwifing the littl t.feav'n had lent, 

She duly paid a Groat ~"r Quarter-Rent; 
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And pin~h)d her elly ith her Daughters two. 

To bring the Year about with much ado. 

The C nel in h~r Homefiead were three ows, 
An Ewe catl'd Afallj; and three brin ed Cows. 
Her Parlor- Window fitick with P:Ierb~ arbuhd, 

Of fav'ry Smell; and Rullies firew'd the Ground. 

A Maple-Dreffer in her Hall fhe had, 
On'which ftilt many a fie der Meal ihe made: 

ror no delicious M6rfel pafs'd h~r Throat; 
Aeeo~dihg to her Cloth me cut her Goat: 

No poynant Sa wee ili~ knew, no colBy Treat, 

Her Hunger gllve a it lim to her Me : 
A fparing Diet did lier Health ::tffure'; 

Or fiek, a .Pepper-Porret as h Cute. 

Before the Day was dd , Her orJC lhe fped, 
And' never wen y (A. die-light to sea : 
With Exercife fh t! f t ill Humours out, 
He, ancing W:J:S not hinder'd by the Gut. 

Her Poverty was glad; her Heart cOfltent, 

Nor kne me What tfie-Sple n or Vapours meant. 
. .Of in -ffie De 'Ct-tailed through the Yeat, 

But • ~ e Hi c · aU her hom Y' Cheat, 
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Brown Bread, and Milk, (but firll ihe skim'd 

her nowIs) 

And Rafhers of findg'd Bacon, on the~Coals. 

On l-JoIy-Days, an Egg, or two at moll; 

But her Ambition never reach'd to Roafi. 

A Yard fue had with Pales enclos'd about, 

Some high, fome low, and a dry Ditch without. 

Within this Homefiead liv'd, without a Peer 

For crowing loud, the noble Chanticleer: 

So hight her Cock, whofe finging did furp~fs 

The merry Notes of Organs at the Mafs. 

More certain was the crowing of a Cock 

To number Hours, than is an Abbey-clock; 

And fooner than the Mattin-Bell \.\ as rung, 

He c1ap'd his Wings uPQn his Rooll, and fung: 

For when Degrees fiftee~t.afcended right, 

By fure Infiintl he 1 new '~Tas One at Night. 

High was his Comb, and Coral-red withal, 

In Dents embatrel'd ]ike a Cafile- \Vall ; 

His Bill was Raven- lack, and fuone Ii] e Jet, 

Blue were his Legs, and Orient were his eet: 

White were his Nails, lik Silver to behold, 

His Body glicc 'ring like che burnifh'd Gold. 
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This gentle Cock, for folace of his Life, 

Six Miffe had befide his lawful Wife; 

Scandal that fpares no King, tho' ne'er fo good: 

Says, they were all of his own Flefh and Blood: 

His Sifrers both by Sire, and Mother's fide, 

And fure their Likenefs iliow'd them near aI1y'd. 

But make the worfi, the Monarch did no more, 

Than all the Ptolomey's had done before: 

When In~efi is for. Int'refi of a Nation, . 
'Tis made no Sin oy Holy Difpenfation. 

Some Lines have been maintain'd by this alone, 

Which by their common Uglinefs are known. 

But paffing this as from our Tale apart, 

Dame Par~let was the Sovereigll o{his Heart: 

Ardent in Love, outrag' ous in his Play, 
He feather'd her a hup red time a Day: 

And fhe that was not JnlY pailing fair, 

· But was withal difcreet, and debonair, 

Refolv'd the paffive Dofuine to fulfil 

Tho' loath: And let him york his wicked Will . . 
At Board and Bed was affable and kind, 

According as their Marriage-Vow did bind, 

And as the Churches Precept had enjoin'd. 
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Ev'n fince 1he w~~ ~ Sennight ol~, ~hey fiY, ~ 
Was chafi, and hurpble tQ he~ dying Day, , 
NpT Chick nQr Hen W~S, kqq""ll ~P, difpbey. 
~y this her Husband's Hean !he di~ obtaiq ; 

What cannot J3ea~~y, j~in)d w~th Virtue, g:lin I 

She was h~~ pnly Joy, ~nq he her Pr-i~e, 
She, when he w~lk'd, weqt reckip~ hy his Ctq~; 
If fpurnill~ up the 4foqnd, he fp.rung a Corp, 
The Tribute in his Bill to her was born. 

o • 

But oh! what Joy it was to hear hill\ (jng 

In Summer, when the Day began to fp,ring, 

Stretching his Neck, af\el. warbling in his Throat, 
So/us mm. Soja., then WllS all hi~ Note. 

Fo~ in the Days of Yore~ the Birds of Parts 
Were bred to fp~k.) ~nd f:ng: and le;lrn ~he lib'ra\ 

Arts, 

It happ'd tb~t perching, 11 the Pa,rlo . be ~ 

AI1}idH his 'Vives ~e had a, dead~y DrCI\ID; 

JuH at the Da\fD, and fi h:'-d, and gro n'd. fa 
5i ev'ry l3[e~ h he drew 04'd be his lan. 

Dame Panter, ever n~rc{t to his Side, 

Heaf;d all hi pir ous M<;l;\l1, and how he cry' . , 

" 
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For Help from Gods and Men: And fore :lghaft 

She peek'd and puIl'd, and waken'd him at laft. 

Dear Heart, faid {he, for Love of Heav'n declare 
• 

Your Pain, an~ make me Partner of your Care. 

You gro~n, Sir, ever finee the Morning-light, 

As fomething bad di!turb'd your noble prighr. 

And Madam, weIll might, [aid Chanlicleer, 

Never was Shr()vetidc- Cock in fueh a fear. 

Ev'n !till I run all over ill a Sweat, 

"My Princely Senfr's not recover'd yer. 

For fueh a Dream I had of dire Portent, 

That much I fear my Body will be fhent; 

It bodes I {hall bav Wars and woful Strife, 

Or in a loathfom Dungeon end my Life. 

Know Dame, I dreamt within my troubled Hrean'f 
That in our Yard I fa · a murd 'rou Bean, 

Tbat on my Body w~fld have made nell. 

With waking Eyes ,Ine'er beheld his Fellow, 

His Colo r was bet ixt a Red and Y eHow: 

Tipp'd was his Tail, an both his priel ing ar 

With blac ; and much unlike his other Hairs: 

The reft, in fuape a Beagle's \Vhelp throughout. 

W~tl} hroader ForeQead, ~nq a fllarper Snoqt: . 
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Deep in his Front were funk his glowing Eyes, 

That y~t ·methinks I fee him with Surprize. 

Reach out your Hand, T drop wi th clammy Sweat, 

And lay it to my Heart, and feel it bea,t. 

Now fie for Shame, quoth the, by Heav'n above~ 

Thou haft for ever loft thy Lady's Love; 

No Woman can endure a Recreant Knight, 

lie muil be bold by Day, and free by Night ~ 
I 

Our Sex defires a Husband or a Friend, 

Who can our Honour and his own defend; 

Wife, Hardy, Secrer, lib'ral of his Purfe: 

A Fool is naufeous, but a Coward worfe : 

No bragging Coxcomb, yet no baffied Knight. 

How dar'tt thou tdlk of L ove, and dar'fi not Fight ~ 

How dar'O: thou tell thy Dame thou art afer'd, 

Baft thou no manly Hear\ and hail a Beard? 

If ought from fearful Dr ~ms may be divi,n'd~ 

They figni fie a Cock of Dunghill-kind. 

All Dreams, 2.S in old Galen I have read, 

Are from Repletion and Complexion bred ~ 

from riling Fum s of indigeiled Food, 

And noxious Hum,ours ~hat infeCt the Blood ~ 
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And fure, my Lord, if I can read aright, 

Thefe tOolilh Fancies you have had to Night; 

Are certain Symptoms (in the canting Stile) 

Of boiling Choler, and abounding Bile: 

This yellow Gaul that in your Stomach floats, 

Ingenders all thefe vifionary Thoughts. 

When Choler overflows, then Dreams are bred 

Of Flames and all the Family of Red; 

Red Dragons) and red Beafis in Sleep we view; 

For Humours are difiinguifh'd by their Hue. 

From hence we dream ofW ars and WarlikeThings, 

And Walps and Hornets with their double Wings. 

Choler adufi congeals our Hlood w.ith Fear; 

Then black Bull~ tofs us, and black Devils tear. . . 
In fanguine airy D reams 310ft we bound, 

WithRhume opprefs'd .w fink inRiversdrown'd. 

More I could [ y, bu'· thus conclude my Theme, 

The dominating Hum ur makes the Dream. 

Cato was in his time accounted Wife, 

And he condemns them at for .empty Lies. 

Take my Advice, and when we fly to GrOUnd~ 

With Laxatives preferve your Body found, 

And purge the pec"ant Humours that abound. 



'dJe Cock ""a the Fox. Or, 

I 1hould be loath to Jay you o~ a Bier; 

And though there live5 no 'Pothecary near J 

I dare for once prefcribe for your Dife~fe, 

Andfave long Bills, and a damn'd Doaor's Fees. 

Two Soveraign Herbs, which I by Praaice know, 

And both at Hand, (for in our Yard they grow;) 

On perit' of my Soul ihall rid you wholly 

Of yellow Choler, and of Melancholy: 

Y QU mufi both Purge, and Vomit; but obey, 

And for the love of Heav'n make no delay. 

Since hot and dry in your Complexion j')in, 

Beware the Sun when in a vernal Sign; 

For when he mounts exalted in the Ram, 

If then he finds your Body in a Flame, 

Replete with Choler, I dare lay a GrQat, 

1\ T rtian Ague is at 1 J: your Lot. 

Perhaps a Fever (which t~e Gods forefen ,d) 

May bring your Youth to ~me untimely end. 

~nd therefore; Sir, as you defire to hve, 

A Day or two be are your Laxative, 

Take jufi three Worms, nor over nor above, 

~ecaufe the Go s l.lnequal mbe~s l~ve. 
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There pig~fii~es prepare you for your Purge, 

Of Fumetery, C~ntflu,rY7 li~d Sp.ur~e, 

And of Groung-Ivy ~q4 ~ Lc;af~ r two, 

All which within our Yard pr Garden grow. 

Eat the[e~ and be, my Lorg, of better Ch~er ; 

Your Father's S9P was never born to feat;". 

Madarp, ~qoth he, Gramm~rcy for your Care, 

But Cato, whom yoq quoted, you may [pare: 
'Tis true, a wife ~nd worthy Man he feems, 

And ((1 YOll f~y) gave nq Belief to Dreams: 

But othe~ Men of more Authority, 

And, by th'!m\llonal PQw'rs, as wife as Be, 
Maintain, with foupderSenfe, thatprea'tlls forbode; 

For Homfr phunly fays. they come from God • 
• 

Nor Cato fa'iq it: But fame mo.dero Fool, , 
Impos'd in Cato's Nallle. on Boys at SchQol. 

Beli e mc;, M~dam, .orning Dreams forefhow 
, Th' Events of Th,ings nd future \V eal or Woe: 

Some Truths ar~ not by ReafQn to be try'd, 

Bu~ we have (Qre Experience for our Guide. 
An an,cient AlltQor,. equal with the beft, 

elates t i Tale Q( Dream~ among the reU. 
~ 
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Two Friends, or Brothers, with dev.out Intent, . 

On fome far Pilgrimage together went. 

It happen'd fo that when the Sun was down, 

They juil arriv'd by twilight at a Town; 

That Day had been the baiting of a Bull, 

'Twas at a Feail, and ev'ry Inn fo full, 

That no void Room in Chamber, or on Ground, 

T And but one forry Bed was to be found: 

And that fo little it would hold but one, 

Though till this Hour they t.Iever lay alone. 

So were they forc'd to part; one ilay'd beh· nd, 

Hi:; Fellow fought what Lodging he could find: 

At laft he found a Stall where Oxen ftood, 

And that he rath~r chafe than lie abroad. 

'Twas in a farther Yardfithpl1t a Door, 

But for his Ea[e, welliitter'd was the Fl r. 

His Fellow, who the na(:J"ow Bed had kept, 

Was weary, and without a ~ocker Dept: 

Supine he fnor'd; but in the dead of Night, 

He dreamt his Friend appear'? before his Sight, 

ho, with a ghafrly Look and doleful Cry, 

Said Help me Brother, or this Night I die: 
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Arife, and help, before all Help be vain, 

Or in an Oxes Stall I fhall be fl ain. 

Rowz'd from his Reft he waken'd in a fiart. 

Shiv'ring with Horror, and with aking Heart; 

At length to cure himfelf by Reafon tries; ~ 

'Twas but aDream,and what areDreams butLies? 

So thinking chang'd his Side, and c1os'd his Eyes. 

His Dream returns; his Friend appears again, ~ 
The Murd'rers come; now help, or I am flain: 

'Twas but a Vifion ll:iIl,.and Vifions are but vain. 

He dreamt the third; But now hisFriend appear'd 

Pale, naked, pierc'd with Wounds, with Blood 

befmear'd: 

Thrice warn'd awake, faid he; Relief is late, • 
T he Deed i~ done; but t~~u revenge my Fate: 

Tardy of Aid , unfeal thy heavy Eyes, 

Awake, and with the ~awning Day arife: 

T ake to the Wefiern Gate thy ready way, 

For by that PafTage they my Corps convey: 

My ,Corps i in a Tumbril laid ; among 

The Filr a d Ordure, and endos'd with Duns. 

That Cart arreft, and raife a common Cry; 

or facred Hunger of my Gold 1 die; 
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Then fl1ew'd his grt£1yWOll'lid~; artdi laft 
A piteous Sigh; and wok a Ibrt~ Adletf. 

The fright~d Friend atofe by bteak bf Day, 
And found the Stall ",the'r~ l~te hi5 ~'ellow lay. 

Then of his itnpions Hoft enquiring thore, 

as anfwer'd that his GU'efi was gotie before: 

uttering he went, faid he, by Morning-light', ~ 
And much complain'd of his ill Re£l: by ight, 

\ 

This ra1s'd Sufpiciort in tlie Pilgrim's Mmd; ~ 
eeatlfe aIt Hails ate of all evil Kintl~ , 

Aljd orr, to fhare the Spoil, with Robbers join'd. 

His ITream coil Rrhi7d his Thought: With trou­

bled Look 

Strait. to ttie W eAerI1-G~te his Way he tooR. 
-Tliere, as his-Dteam fo r tdld; a Cart He found, 

That carry'd Compofs forth to dung the Gronnd. 

This,wnen the Pilgrimfaw~he firetch'd hisThtoat, 

And cry'd out Murther, whh a yelling Note. 
My murrher'd Fe low in this Cart lies dead, 
Vengeance and Jutlice on the Villain's Head. 
Y.ou, Magift ates, who {acred Laws d enfi, 

On youJ calf to punilb this Offence. 
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'the Word thus giv'n, within a little fpace, 

The Mob came roaring out ,and thtong'd the Place. 

All i~ a trice they caa the Cart to Ground, ) 

And in the Dung the murther'd Body bound; (r 
Tho' breathlefs, warm, and reeking from ther 

Wound. ) 

Good Heav'n, whofe darling Attnbute we find 

Is boundlefs Grace, and Mercy to Mankind, 

Abhors the Crttel; and the Deeds of Night 

By wond'rous Ways reveals in open Light: 

Murther may pafs unpunifh'd for a time, 

But tardy Jufiice will o'ertake the Crime. 

And oft a fpeedier Pain the GUilty feels; [ Heels, 

The Hue aI.1d Cry of Heav'n p rfues him .at the 

Frefh from the Fact; a-s i,h the prefent Cafe; 

The Criminals are feiz'd upon the Place-: 

Carter and Hoff confrqnted Face to Face. 

Stiff in denial, as {he Law appoinrs, 

On Engines they diftend rheir tortur d Joints: 

S&was Co'nf~1H'on forc'd, th' Offence was known, 
And public Jufiice on rh'Otl'enders done. 

Here may you fer! that Vifions are to dread; 

And in the Pa-ge that follows this; I read 
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Of two young Merchants, whom the hope of Gain 

Induc'd in Partnerlhip to crofs the Main: 

Waiting till willing Winds thei r Sails f1aPPIY'd'~ 
ithin a Trading-Town they long abide, 

Full fairly fituate on a H a Ven's fide. J 

One Evening it befel that looking out~ 

The Wind they long had wilh'd was come about ~ 

Well pleng'd they went to Refi; and if the Gale 

'Till Morn continu'd, both refolv'd to Sail. 

But as together in a Bed they lay, 

The younger had a Dream at break of Day. 

A Man, he thought, fiood frowning at his fide;~ 
Who warn'd bim for his Safety to provide, 

Not put to Sea, but fafe on Shore a bide. 

I come, "thy Genius, to ,';ommand thy Stay § ~ 

Trull not the Winds, for fatal is the Day, 

And Death unhop'd a~tends the watry way. 

The V ifion faid: And ~nifu' d from his fight, 

The Dreamer waken'd in a mortal Fright: 

Then pull'd his drow'lY Neighbour, and declar'J 

What in his Slumber he had feen, and heard. 

Hi sF riend fmil'd fcornfu) ,and with proud Contempt 

Rejects as idle what his Fellow dreamt. 
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Stay, w;ho will flay: For me no Fears refirain, 
Who fol1?w Mercury the God of Gain; 

Let each Man do as to his Fancy feems, 
• I wait, not I, till you have better Dreams. 

Dreams are but Interludes, which Fancy makes; 

When Monarch-Reafon fieeps,this Mimick wakes: 
Compounds a Medley of disjointed Things, 

A Mob of Coblers, and a Court of Kings: 

Light Fumes are merry, grafTer Fumes are fad, 

Both are the reafonable Soul run mad: . 
And many monfirous Forms in Sleep we fee, 

That neither were, nor are, nor e'er can be. 

Sometimes, forgotten Things long cafi behind 

Rulli forward in the Brain, and come to mind. 

The Nurfes Legends are for Tfllths receiv'd, 

And the Man dreams but what the Boy believ'd 

Sometimes we but rehearfe a former Play; ~ 

The Night refiores 0" ABions done by Day; 

As Hounds in Sleep will open for their Prey. 

l!t fhort, the Farce of D,"p.ams is of a piece; 

Chimera's all; and more abfurd, or lefs ~ 

T 
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You, who believe in Tales, ab'de albne; 

Whate'er J get thi s Voyage,is my own, 

Thus while he fpoke he heard ~ he fhoUJ:ing Crew 

That call 'd aboard, and took his Iaft adieu. 

The VefTel went before a merry Gale, 

And for quick PafTage put on ev'ry Sail: 

But when leafi fear'd, and ev'n in open Day, 

The Mifchief overtook her in the way: 

Whether ihe fprung a Leak , I cannot find, 

Or whether fhe was overfet with Vi nd, 

Or that fome Rock helow her Bottom rent; 

But down at once \:ri th all her Crew fhe w~nt: 

Her Fellow-Ships from far her Lofs defcry'd; 

But only {he was funk, and all "'ere fafc bdide . ., 
By thi ') Example you,~re taught again, 

That Dreams and Vifions are not always vain : 

But if, dear Panlet, you are yel in doubt, 

Another Tale thall make t\\e f~rme! out. 

Kt;nelm the Son of Kenulph, ltfercia's King, 

Whofe holy Life the Legends loudly ling, 
I 

\Varn'd, in a Dream, his Murther did foretel 

From Point to Point, as after it befel: 
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All Circumllances to his Nurfe he told, ' 

(A Wonder, from aChild offev'n Years old:)' 

The Dream with Horror heard, the good old Wife 

From Treafi J counfell'd him to guard his Life~ 
But clofe to keep the Secret in his Mind, 

For a Boy' Vifion fmall Belief would find. ' 

The pious Child, by Promife bound, obey'd, 

Nor was the fatal Murther long delay'd : 

By ff2uenda flain he fell before his time, 

Made a young Martyr by his Siller's Crime. 

The T ale is toid by venerable Btde, 

Which, at your better Ieifure, you may r 
Macrobitts too relates the V iflon fent 

To the gr~at Scipio, with the !am'd Event. 

Objeaions makes , but 1fter makes Replies, 

And adds, that Dreams are often Prophec' s. 

Of 'Daniel, you may read in Holy Writ, .. 
Who, when the Kin his Vifion did forget, 

Cou'd Word for Word the wond'rous Drea 
repe~t. 

N r lefs of Patriarch Joflph underfiand, 

Who by a Dream inflav'd th' Egyptian Land 

T 2 



The Cock and the Fox: Or, 

The Yea!s of Plenty and 'of Dearth 'foretold, 

When, for their Bread, their Liberty they fold. 

Nor muil th' exalted Buttler be forgot~ 

Nor he whofe Dream prefag'd his anging Lot. 

And did not Crd!fus the fame Death fo refee, 

Rais'd in his Vifion on a lofty Tree ~ 

The Wife of PfeBor, in his utmofi Pride, 

Dreamt, of his Death the Night before he dy'd: 

Well was he warn'd from Battel to refrain, ~ 

But Men to Death decreed are warn'd in vain: 

He dar'd th~ Dream,and by his fatal Foe was £lain. 

Much more I know, which I forbear to fpeak, 

For fee the ruddy Day begins to break: 

Let this fuffice, that plainly I forefee 
• 

My Dream was bad, and bodes Adverfity: 

But neither Pills nor Laxatives I like, 

They only ferve to make a well-man fick: 

Of thefe his Gain the fhar~\ Phyfician makes, 

And often gives a Purge, but feldom takes: 

They not correa, but poyfon all the Blood, /' 

And ne'er did any but the Doaors good. ! 

Their Tribe, Trade, Trinkets, I defy them all, 

With ev'ry Work of 'Pothecary's Hall. 
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Thefe melancholy Matters I forbear: 

But let me tell Thee, Partlet mine, and [wear, 

That when I view the Beauties of thy Face, 

I fear not Death, nor Dangers, nor Difgrace: 

So may my Soul have Blifs, as when I fpy 

The Scarlet Red about thy Partridge Eye, 

While thou art confiant to thy own true Knight,~ 

While thou art mine, and I am thy Delight, 

All Sorrows at thy Prefence take their fljght. 

For true it is, as iI1°Trincipi{) , 

lrfulier eft homi1tis C011fufio. 

Madam, the Meaning of this Latin is, 

That Woman is to Man his Sovereign Blifs. 

For when by Night I feel your ~nder Side, . -
Though for the n3rrow P~rch I cannot ride, 

Yet I have fuch a Solace in my Mind, 

That all my boding Cares are call behind; 

And ev'n alread y I for~et my Dream: 

He faid, and downward flew from off the Beam. 

Day-light now began apace to fpring, 

The Thruili to whifile, and the Lark to flng. 

Then crowing c1ap'd his Wings, th' appointed Call 

To chuck his Wives together in the Hall. 



to 78 The CO&'k and the Fo~': Or, 

By this the Widow had unbarr'd the Door, 

And Chanticleer went firutting out before, 

With Royal Courage, and with Heart 'fo light, 

As thew'd he fcorn'd the Vifions of the Night. 

Now roaming 'in the Yard hefpl! rn'd the Ground, 

And gave to PartIet the fi rfi Grain he found . 

. Then often feather'd her wilh wanton Play, 

~nd trod her twenty times ere prime of Day; 

And took by turns and gave fo much Delight, 

Her Sifters pin'd u"ith Envy t the fight. 

He chuck'd again, when other Corne; he found, 

And fcarcely deign'd to fet a Foot to Ground. 

But fwagger 'd like a Lord about his Hall, 

And his fev'n ~ives came running at, his Call. 

'Twas now the Month~n which the\Vorld began, 

(If March beheld the firft created Man:) 

And fince the vernal Equinox, the Sun, 

In ./iries twelve Degrees,\.or more had run, 

hen cailing up his Eyes againfi the Light, 

Both Month,andDay,and Hour he meafur'd rire; 
And told more truly, than th' Ephel1leris, 

For Art may err, but Nature cannot mifs. 
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Thusnumb'ringTirpes,and Seafons in his Brea{l. 
His fecond Crowing the third Hour confefs'd. 

T hen turnIng, faiq to Pankt, See, my Dear, 

How lavifh Nature has adorn'd the Year; 

How rhe pale Primrofc, an,} blue Violet fpring, 

And Birds effay their Throats difus'd to fiog: 

All thefe are ours ; and I with PJeafure fee 

Man {hutting on two 1 cgs, and aping me! 

An unfled2, 'd Creature, of a lumpilh Frame, 

. Indew'd wilh fc-u;e l' Particles of FI01mc: 

OUI' Dame fits couring o'er a r i tchen~fire, 

I draw frefh Air, and Natu re's \ ' orks admire : 

And ev'n this :Cay, in more d light abound, 
Than fince J was an Egg, I ever t r)und. 

The rirhe fhall come wh ant icleer 1h 11 wiJh , 
His \\' ords unfaid, anl hate his boo fled Blifs : 
The creit d ~ird {hall by Experience know, 

Jove mad not him )li Mailer-piece below' 

And learn rhe latter end of Joy is \Voe. 

The \' effel of his Blifs tv Dregs is run, 

.t)lld Heav'n wii ha e him taile his other Tun. 

lYe \\ ife draw near, and harken to my Tl\le, 

\V hich proves that oft the Proud by F latt'ry fall· 
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The Legend is as true I undertake 

As Trijfrtl;n is, and Launcelot of the Lake: 

Which all our Ladies in fuch re"'rence .hold, 

As if in Book of Martyrs it were told. 

A Fox full fraught with feeming Sanaity, 

That fear'd an Oath , but, like the Devil, would lie, 

Who Iook'd like Lent, and had the holy Leer, 

And durfr not {i ... before he fay'd his Pray'r: 

This pious Cheat that never fuck'd the Blood, ~ 
Nor chaw'd the Flefh of Lamt s but when hecou'd. 

Had pafs 'd threeSummersin theneighb'ringWood~ 
And mufing long, whom next to circumvent, 

On Chanticleer his wicked Fancy bent: 

And in his high Imagination cafi, . 
By Stratagem to gratifie pis Tafie. 

The Plot contriv'd, before the break of Day, 

Saint Reynard thro' the Hedge had made his way; 

The Pale was next, but prchdly with a bound 

He lept the Fence of the forbidden Ground; 

Yet fearing to be feen, within a Bed (, 

Of Coleworts he conceal'd his wily Head; 

Therefculk'd till Afternoon, and watch'd his time, 

'As Murd'rers ufe) to perpetrate his Crime. 
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o Hypocrite, ingenious to cefiroy, 

o Traitor, worfe than Sinon was to Troy; 

o vile S101bverter of the Gallick Reign, 

More falfe than Gano was to Charlemaign! 

o Chanticleer, in au unhappy Hour 

Didfi thou forfake the Safety of thy Bow'r: 

Better for Thee thou hada believ'd thy Dream, 

And not that Day defcended from the Beam! 

But here the Dottors eagerly difpute: 

Some hold Predefiination abfolute: 

Some Clerks maintain, that Heav'n at firfi forefees, 

And in the Virtue of Forefight decrees. 

If this be fo, then Prefcience binds the Will, 

And Mortals are not free to Good or Ill: 

For what he firfi forefa~, ~ufi ordain, 

Or its eternal Prefcience may be vain: 

As bad for us as Prefcience had not bin: 

For firfi, or lafi, he~ Author of the Sin. 

And who fays that, iet the Blafpheming Man 

.. y worfe ev'n of the Devil, if he can. 

F ~ how can that Eternal Pow'r be jufi 
:I 

'1'0 punifh Man, who fms becaufe he mufi? 
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Or, how can He reward a virtuous Deecl, 

'''hich is not done by us; but firfi decreed? 

I cannot boult this Matter to the Bran, 

As Bradwardilt and holy Auf/in, can : 

If Prefcience can determine ACtions fo 

That we mufi do, becaufe he did foreknow. 

Or that foreknowing, yet our Choice is free , 

Not forc'd to Sin by frric1 Neceflity: 

This ftriCt NeceHicy they fimple call, 

Another fort there is conditional. 

Thefiril fo binds the \Vill,that Things foreknown' 

By Spontaneity, not Choice, are done; 

Th~s Galley-Slaves tug willing, at their 0 ;11", ~ 

Confent to work, in pro[pcCl of the Shore; 

But wou'd not work at aH,if not confirain'd before. 
" That other does not Liberty confirain, 

But Man may either aCt, or may refrain. 

Heav'n made us Agents fr~e to Good or 111, 

And forc'd iT not, tho' he f,orefaw the Will. 

Freedom was £ira befiow'd on human Race, 

And Prefcience only held the fecond place. ( 

lfhe could make fuch Agents wholly free, 

I not difpure; the Point's too high for me; 
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For Heav'n's unfathom'd Pow'r what Man can 

Or put to his Omnipotence a Bound? [found, 

He mad€ us to his Image, all agree ; 

That Image is the Soul, and that muff be, 

Or not the Maker~!; Imlge, or be free. 

But whether it were better M~m had been 

By Nature bound to Good, not fr C' to Sin, 

1 wave, fo r fear of [plitting on a Rock. 

The Tale I tell is only of a Cock; 

'Vho had not run'the hazad of his Life, 

Had he believ'd his Dream, an.! not his Wife: 

For Women, with a Mifchief to their . nd, 

Prevert, with bad Advice, OLlr bp.tter Mind. 

A Woma?'s Counrel brou ht us firfi to Woe, 

And made her Man hi~IParadife forego, 

WhereatHeart's eafe he liv'd; and might have be n 

As free from Sorrow as he was from Sin. 

For what the Deviltad their Sex to do, 

That, born to Folly, they prefum'd ro know, 

. nd could not fee thV Serpent in the Grafs? 

D1t I my felf prefume, and let it pafs. 

I Silence in times of Suff'ring is the beft, 

I'Tis dang'rous to difturb a Hornet's Neft. 



Tbe cock nd tbe Fox: Or,' 

1n other Authors you may find enough, 

But all they fay of Dames is idle Stuff. 

Legends of lying Wits together bound, r 

The Wife of Bath would throw 'em to the Ground: 

Thefe are the Words of Chanticleer, not mine, 

I honour Dames, and think their Sex divine. 

Now to continue what my Tale begun. 

Lay Madam PartIet basking in the Sun, 

Breaft-high in Sand: Her Sifters in a row, 

Enjoy'd the Beams abQve, the Warmth below. 

The Cock that of his Flefh was ever free, 

Sung m ier than the Mermaid in the Sea: 

And fo befel, that as he cafr his Eye, 

"Among the Col worts on a Butterfly, 

He faw falfe Reynard wh ~re he lay full low, 

I need not fwear he had no lift to Crow : 

But c;:ry 'd Cock, Cock, and gave a fudden fiart, 

As fore difmaid and frighted at his He:1rt. 

For Birds and Beafrs ~ inform d by Nature, know 

Kinds oppofite to theirs, and fly their Foe. 
4 

So, Chanticleer, who never fawa Fox, 

Yet fhun'd him as a Sailor fhuns the Rocks; 
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But the falfe Loon, who cou' 

By open Force, emplotd his flatt'ring Skill; 

I hope, my Lord, faid he, I not offend; . 
Are you afraid of me, that am your Friend? 

I were a Beaft indeed to do you wrong, 

I, who ,have lov'd and honour'd you fa long: 

Stay, gentle Sir, nor take a falfe Alarm, 

For on my Soul I never meant you harm. 

I .come no Spy, nor as a Traitor prefs, 

-To learn the Secrets of your fofc Recefs : 

Far be from Rey11ard fo prophane a Thought, 

But by the fweetnefs of your Voicewa ,brought: 

For, as I bid my Beads, by chance I heard, 

The Song as of an Angel in the Yard: 

A Song that wou' d have cha th' infernal Gods, 

And baniili'd Horror from [he dark Abodes: 

Had Orphtus fung it in the neather Sphere, ) 

So much the Hymn h d pleas'd the Tyrant's Ear,( 

'Toe Wife had been etain'd, to keep the Huf-( 
band there. . ) , 

y Lord, your Sir familiarly I knew, 

eer ~eferving fuch a Son, as you: 
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He, with your dy-Mother(whom Heav'nrefi) 
I 

Has-often grac~d myHoufe, and been' my Guefi: 

To view his living Features does me gQod, 

For I am your poor Neighbour in the Wood; 

And ill my Cottage 1hou'd be proud to fe'e 

The worthy Heir of my Friend's Family. 

But flnce I fpeak of Singing, let me fay, 

As with an upright Heart I fafely may, 

That, fave your {elf, there breaths not on the 
One like yourF ather for a Silver found. [Ground, 

So fweetly wou'd he wake the Winter-day), 

That Mattonsto the Church mifrook their Way, ~ 
And thought they heard the merry Organ play.:> 

And he to raife his Voice with artful Care, 

(What will not Beauxatt~mpt to pleafethe Fair?) 

On Tiptoe ftood to flng with greater Strength, 

And frretch'd his comely Neck at all the length: 

And while he pain'd his vO

t
' to pierce the Skies, 

As Saints in Raptures ufe, 1would 1but hi,s Eyes, 

That the Sound {hiving th 0' the narrow Thr03~, 
\ 

His winking might avail, to mend tbe Note. t 
By this, in Song, he never had his P-eer, 

From fweet Cecilia down to Chanticleer; 
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Not Maro's Mufe who fung the .mighty Man, 

Nor Pindar's heav'nlyLyte,norHo"ace when a Swan. 

Your An~eftors proceed from Race divine, 

From Brmntts and BeJimu is your Line: 

Who gave to fov'reign Rome fuch loud Alarms, 

That ev'n the Priefrs were not excus'd from Arms. 

Befides, a famous Monk of modern times, 

Has left of Cocks recorded in his Rhimes, 

That of a ParHh-Prieft the Son and Heir, 

(W hen Sons ofPriefis were from the Proverb clear) 

Affronted once a Cock of noble Kind, 

And either lam'd his Legs, or {huck him blind; 

For which the Clerk his Father was difgrac'd, 

And in his Benefice another plac'd . 

Now fing, "my Lord, if J1 or love of me, 

Yet for the fake of fweet Saint Charity; 

Matte Hills, and Dales, and Earth and Heav'n re­
And -emulate your FaJner's Angel-voice. [joice, 

The Cock was p1ea 'd to bear him fpeak fo fair, 

ncl proud be6de, . a folar ' cople are: 

N cou'(l me Trellfo from the Truth defcfY, 

S was he ravHh'd with this Flattery: 
t 



, 

So much the more as from a little ruf, 
He had a high Opinion of himfelf: 

Tho' fickly, {lender) and not large of Limb, 
( 

Concluding all the WorId was made for him. 

Ye Princes rais'd by Poets to the Gods, 

And Alcxander'd up in lying Odes, 

Believe not ev'ry flatt'ring Knave's Report, 

There's many a Reynard lurking in ,the Court; 

And he flull be receiv'd with more regard 

And lifien'd to, than mod eft :Truth is heard. 

This Chanticleer, of whom the Story fiogs, 

Stood high upon his Toes, and clap'd his ,\\7ings; , 

Then ftretch'd his Neck, and wink'd with both 

his Eyes; 

Ambitious, as he l~ ..: ght th' Olympick Prize. 

But while he pain'd hi~felf to raife his Note, 

FalfeReynard rufh'd,and caught him by theThroat. 

Then on his Back he laid the precious Load, 

And fought his wonted S~Iter of the Wood; 

Swiftly he made his Way the Mifchief done, " 
Of all unheeded, and p ofu'd by none. .' 



Alas, what flay is there in human State, 

Or who can iliun inevitable Fate? 

The Doom was written, the Decree was pall, 

Ere the Foundation of the World were can ! 

In .Arje~ though the un exalted £lood, 

His Patron-Planet to procure his good, 

Yet Sat1trn was his mortal Foe, and he 

In Libra rais'd, 0ppos'd the fame Degree : 

The Rays both good and bad, of equal Pow'r, 

Each thwarting other made a mingled Hour. 

On Friday-morn he dreamt this direful Dream, 

Crofs to the worthy Native, in his Scheme! 

Ah blifsful Vmus, Goddefs of Delight, 

How cOll'd£1: thou fuffer thy devoted Knight, 

On thy own Day to fall IN Foe opprefs'd, 

The Wight of all the World who ferv'd thee beft? 

Who true to Love, was all for Recreation, 

And minded not the ork of Propagation. 

GlIMfride, who cou'dff 0 well in Rhime complain, 

e Death of Ricbar • ith an rrow ilain, 

WH had not I rtiy U~9 or thou my Heart, 

T fmg this h y Dirge wit equal Art! 

U 
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That I like tbee on Friday might cofnpltin ; 
. For on that Day was Ceur lie Lio. flain. 

Not louder Cries when IIi"", was in ~ lames, 
ere fent to Heav'n by woful Troj." Dames, 

When Pyrrhu.rtofs'don high his burnifh'd BIade,~ 

And offer'd Pri(Jm to his father's Shade, 

Than for the Cock the \tridow'd Poultry made. 

Fair Pattlet firfi, when he was born from fight, 

With fovereign Shrieks bewail'd her Captive 

Farlowder than the Carthagi11ian Wife, [Knight'. 

hen Afdrubal her Husband loft his .He, 
When {he beheld the fmouldring Flames afcend, 

And aU the P'I-hic/t. Glories at an end: 
WiIlihg into the ;..rps,llie plurtg'& her, Head, 

ith greater Eafe than .:>thers feek their Bed. 

ot more aghaR the Matrons of Renown, 

When Tyrant Nero burn'd th'Imperial Town, 

Shriek'd for the downfall it a doleful Cry, 
or which their guiltlefsLol is were doom'd todi " 

Now to my Story l retu n gain: 

The trembling idow, I d ber Daughtets t. "n, 

is woru1 cacklin Cry with Horror Iieatd, 

. Of {hofe difiraBed Damfels in the Yard; 



And ,flarting beheld the heavy Sight, 
How R~"4rtJ to the FareR took his Flight, 
And crofs his Back, as in triumphant Scorn, 

, The Aope and Pinar of the Houfe' was bam. 

The Fox, the wicked Fox., was all the Cry; 
Out from his Haufe ran ev'ry eighbour Digh: 
The Vicar firft, and after him the Crew, 
With Forks and Staves the Fellon to purfue. 
Ran Coli our Dog, and. Talbot with the Band • 
• 
And Matlin, widiher Diftaffin her Hand; 
Ran Cow and Calf, anci Family of ogs, 
In Panique Horror of purfuing Dogs, 
With many a deadJy Grunt and doleful Sqaeak, 
PoorSwin~, as if their prett ~rts would b.rea 
The Shouts of Men, theIW omen in difmay, 
With Shrieks augment the Terror of the Day. 
The Ducks th t heard the Proclamation cry'd, 
And fear'd a Perfecu . on might betide, 
Full twenty Mile fro Town their oyage take, 

cure in Rulhes of e liquid Lake . 
. Geefe tly o'er the arn I the Bees in Arms, 

Ivehea ongfr tbeirWaxenCellsioSwarms. 
U2. 
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J.&I. Str,IIwat LOlldo,,-ftonr:, with all his. ~out, 

Struck not the City with fo loud a Shout; 

Not when with E"glijh Hate they did.purfue 

Frt"ch Ma~, or an unbelieving 'Jew: 
Not when the Welkin rung with one and all; ~ 

.AndEchoesbounded back from FII/JC's HaJI; [fall. 
Earthfeem'd to fmk beneath, andHeav'n al;>ove to 

With Might and Main they chas'd the murd'rous 

Fox, 
, 

. With Brazen Trumpets, ' and inflated Box, 0 

To kindle Mar.r with military Sounds t 

or wanted Horns t'infpire fagacious Hounds. 

But fee how Forn~ne can confound the Wife, 

And when they leafi expeCt it, turn the Dice. 
~ , . 

The Captive Cock, who fcarce cou'd draw his 

And lay within the 'Very Jaws of Death;[Brearh, 

et in this Agony his Fancy wrought, 

And Fear fupply'dhim wit~ this 112 y Thought: 

X ours .is the Prize, via. . rus nnce, faid he, 

The Vicar my Defi at, a 3 all the Vlllage fee. 

Eojoy your friendly For ne while yQU may, 
And bid the Charls, at envy you the Prey 

~ 
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Call back their mungril Curs, and ceafe their Cry,~ 
See Fools, tbe Shelter of the Wood is nigh, 

And Chat1ticleer in your defpight Ihall siie. 

He nllll be p}uck'd, and eaten to the .Bone. 

'Tis well advis'd, in Faith it fhaH be done; 

This Reynard faid: But as the Word be fpoke, 

The Pris'ner with a Spring from PriCon broke: 

Then ilretch'd hjs feather'dFans With all his migbtp 

And to the neighb'ring Maple wing'd his ight. 

• Whom when the' Traitor fafe o~ Tree beheld, 

He curs'd the Gods, with Shame and Sorrow fill'd ; 

Shame for his Folly; Sorrow out of time, 

For Plotting an unprofitable Ctime : 

Yet mafi'r~~g both, th' Artific of Lies 

Renews th' Aifault, and t 1ail Batery tries. 

Though I,faid he, did ne'er in Thought offend, 

How jufily may my Lord fufpeB: his Friend? 

Th'appearance is agail ft me, I confers, 

Who feemingly, have t you in Diftrefs : 

OJ~, if your Go , . e not plead myCaufe, 

May think I broke aU h pitable Laws, 

Tclbear you from your Palace-yard by Might 
~d put your noble erfon in a Fright; 



T1;ris, fioce yon take it ill, I mufi repent, 

Though, eav'" can witnefs, witb no bad Intent; 
I praais'd it, to make you tane your Cheer 

With double Pleaful'e, firft prepar'd by fear. 

So loyal St!bjetts often feize their Prince, ~ 

Forc'd (for his Good) to feemiog Violence, 

Yet mean his facred Perfon nauhe leaaOWence. 

efcend ; fo help me Jove as you fuall ~nd 
That Rryllllr'd comes of no 'diffembling Kind. 

Nay, quoth the ,Cock; but r befhrew us both 
If I believe a Saint upon -his Oath: 

An honeft Man may take a Knave's Advice, 
But Idiots only will be cozen'd twice: 

Once warn'd is wf.ll9,ewar'd: Jot ftatt'ring Liesf 
ShaH foath me more to ~g with winking Eyes, 

And 0 en Mouth, for fear of catcbing Flies. 
\\1 ho blirtdfold walks upon a River's Brim 

'Vhen he fhould fee, has h1. deferv'd to fwim ~ 
Better, Sir Cock, let all C¢.htenrion a:afe, 

Come down, fa~d Rey".r l~t us treat of Peape. 
A Peace with all my Sou, (aid Chanticleer; 

But, with your Favour, I will treat it here. 



'Tis my c;:oncer to have the Tree betwixt. 

Tht MORAL. 

In this plain Fable you th' EffeCt may fee 
Of egligence, and fond Credulity: 
And learn befides of Flatt'reTs to beware, 
Then moil pernicioQS when they fpeak too fair. 
The Cock and ox, the Fool and Knave imply; 
The Truth is m01"al, though the Ta~ a Li,e. 
Who fpoke in Parables, I dare not fay; 
But fur~, Qe k~ew it was a rleaf4l~ way, 
SOij d SenfeJ by pl~jn Ex;amp)e, tQ ,ccmvey. 

And in a Heathen Author we may find, ~ 
That Pleature with Inftr . Ion fuould be join'd : 

po take the Corn, and leave the Chaff b ina 
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F aU the Cities in Romanian Lands, , . 
The chief, and mofi /renown'dRa-

~~~-4 fran s: 

dom'd'in ancient Times with Arms and Arts, . , . 
And ric Inhabitants, with generous Hearts. -

But Theodore the Brave, above the refi. 

With Gifts of Fortune and lfNature blefs'd, 

The foremofi: Place for We th and Honour held, I 

And all in Feats of Chivalr excell'd. 

This noble Youth to M~dnefs lov'd a Dame, 

Of nigh Degree, Honoria was her arne: 



Fair as the Faiten, but of haughty Mind, 

Apd fie~~er tha~ became fo f~f[ ~ Kind; . 

Proud ofl\er Birth; (for Equal !he had none;) 

The reil fhe fcorn'd; but hated him alone. . . . 
HisGifts, his conHant Courtfh.ip, ~othing gain'd · 

For fhe, the more he Iov'd, the more dif~ain'd: 

He liv'd w~th all the Pomp he cou'd devife, 

At Tilts and Turnaments obtain'd the Prize, , ,. . . 
1)Ut found no Favour in his ady's Eyes ~ 

• 
~elentlefs as a Rock, the lofty Maid 

Turn'd all to'Poyfon that he did, or faid: 

N~r Pray!rs ~ nor Tears, nor offer'd Vows~ 
ould move; ~ 

TheWorl \vent backward; :he mor~ he {1:,rove' 

l' ad vaJ,lcc his Sure, the anher from her Love. 
\Veary'd at length, and wanting Remedy, , ' 

He doubted oft, and oft refolv'd to, die. 

But Pride flood read) to prevent the Blow, 

For who would die t gr tifle a Foe? 

Hi, gen'rous Mind di ain'd fo mean a Fate; 

That pafs'd his next ndeavot1;r was to Hate. 



Bu-vainer that Relief than all the re(t, 
The lefs he hop'd with l}lOre Deiir-e poH"efs'd; 
Love fiooqthe Siege, and would not yield his 

Breafl:. 
Ch;mge was the ne.xt,bq~Change d~eiy'dhis ~re; 

He fO\lght a Fairer; but found no~ fo Fait. 

He would h;lVe worn her out by flow 1kgrees,~ 
As Men by fafiingilarve tb' pntam'd ifeafe: , . 
But prefent Love requir'd ~ prefent E~f.e, . 
Looking he feeds ;llone his fatbiDt'd Eyes, 
Feeds lingring Dea~~, but looking not he dies. 
Yet ilill he chofe tb~ longeR way to F at~, 
~r afling at once his Life, and his {b.te. 

His FrieJl~s b~beld-, 'ansi pity'd him,in vajn, 
F(lf what Ad ~ ee qn e ~e a Lover's l?ain! 
Abfe1,lce, the beft Expedient they could find 
Might fav~ th~ F<,>ttW)e, if not cure the Mind: 

o 

This Means they long prop s'd, bl1( little gain'd, 

Yet after mucb Pllrfuit, a 'eDJth obtain'd. 

Hard, you JIlJy tbink it ~s, to give Confent. 
But~ {l:rugglipg w~th bi~ ,wn Defiles" he w~t: 

* 



With large Expence, 8Jld witb a pompous TraiDt~ 
Provided, a$ to vifit Fr/l_u or S'.;II, 
Or for fOPle diftant Voyage o'er the Main. 

But Love bad cJipp'd his Wings, and CUt bim ilion, 
Confln'd wi~hin tbe Purlieus of his Coure : 
Three Miles he went, nor farther could retreat ; 
His Tr~v..els ended at bi Country.Sea~: 

To ChaJ1is pleafing Plaio5 he look his way, 
There pi ch'd hi Tents, and there refolv'd to Liay. 
• The Spring was·in the Prime; the neighb'ring 

Grove 

Supply'd with Birds, the Cborifiers of Love: 
Mulick lUlbought, that minifier'd D light 

To Morning-walks, and lu11' d his Cares by ight: 

There hedifcharg'd hisFr' as;butnotth'!£xpence 
Of frequent Treats, and proud Magnificence. 
He liv'd as Kings r th'~' tbo' more at large" 

FroQl p~lick BuliDe ,yet with equal Charse; 
With Houfe, and H" rt ilill open to receive; 

'As well ~ontent a$ ve would give him leave: 

He ould hav.eliv'd efre,e; but many a Gueft. 
Who could forfake the Friend, J'qrfu'd the Feail. 



Theodore and Honor~. 

It happ'd one Morning, as his Fancy led, 

Before his ufual Hour, he left his Bed; 

To walk within a lonely Lawn, that fiotld 

On ev'ry fide, furrounded by the Wood: 

lone he walk'd, to pleafe his penfive Mind, 

nd fought the deepefi Solitude to find: 

'Twas in a Grove of fpreading Pines he firay'd ;~ 
,The Winds within the quiv'ring Branches plaid, 

And Dancing-Trees a mournful Mufick made· . 

The Place it felf was fuiting to 'his Care, 

Uncouth, and Savage, as the cruel Fair: 

He wander'd on, unknowing where he went, 

Lon: in the Wood, and all on Love intent: 

The Day already ha his Race had run, ~ 

An~ fummon'd him to ':-e Repaft at Joon, 

But. Love could feel-no Hunger but his own. 

\Vhile liil'ning to the murm'ring Leaves he !load, 

More than a Mile immers'd 'fithin the Wood, 

At onc~the '"Vind was Jaidj-le whifp'ringSound 

Was dumb;a rifingEarthqu rock'd theGround: 

With deeper Brown the G ve was overfPread}. 
A fudden Horror feiz'd his giddy Head, 

And his Ears tinckled, and his Colour fled . 
I , 

" 



Nature Was in alarm;' fome Danger nigh 

Seem'd threaten'd, though unfeen romortalEye: 

Unus'd 50 fear, he fummon'd all his Soul, 

And flood collected in himfelf, and whole; 

Not long: For foon a Whirlwind rofe armIDd, 

And fro~ afar he heard fcreaming ound, 

As of a Dame diHrefs'd, who cry'd for Aid, 

And iill'd wirh loud Laments the fecret hade. 

A :rhicket clofe befide the Grove there Hood, 

·With Briers amI Brambles choak'd, and dwar­

fifh Wood: [near, 
From then e the Noife: Which now approaching 

With more difiinguifh'd Notes ·nvades his Ear: 

He rais'd his Hea , and faw a beauteous Maid, . 
ith Hairdifhevell'd, L ingthroughth Shade; 

Stripp'd ofherCloaths,and e'en thofeParts reveal'd, 

Which modefl: Nature keeps rom Sight conc:eal'd. 
Her Face, her Hands her na ked Limbs were torn, 

With palling thro' the ,Brakes, and prickly Thorn: 

- Two Mafiiffi gaunt andgrtm her Flight purfu'd, 

And oft their faft n'd ' tngs in Blood embru'd: 

Oft th y came up and pinch'd her tender ide, 

erey, 0 Mercy, Heav'n, fhe r n, and cl'y'd; 
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When Heav'n was natn'd they loos'd their Hold' , 
again; 

Then fptuog {he forth, rheJ follow'd her amain. 

Not far b~hind, a Knight of fwarthy Face, 

High on a. G~lc-black Steed purfu'd the Chace; 

With fllfhiI1g Flamts his ~tdent Eyes were fiIl'd, 

And in hi~ Mands a naked Swotd he held: 

He chear'd the Dogs to foHow her who fled, 

And vow'd Revenge ort her devoted Head. 
As Theodore'was born of oble Kind, 

The brutal Action rowz'd his manly Mind: ' 

Mov'd with unworthy Dfage of the Maid, . 

He, though unarm'd, refolv'd to give hel' Aid,_ 

A Saplin Pine he ~rench'd fromout the Ground, . ' " 
The readiefi \Veapon t t his Fury found. 

Thus furnifh'd for Offence, he crofs'd the way 
Betwixt the gracelefs ,villain, and his Prey. 

The Knight came thundjr~ngon, butfrornafar; 

Thus in imperious Tone fj bad the W:at: 

Ceafe, Theodore, to proffer ,yain Relief, 

Nor fiop the Vengeance 6£ fa juft a Grief; 

But give me leave to feize iny defiirt'c.i Pt ' y, 
And let eternal Jufiice take the wa 
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I but revenge my Fate; dtrdain'd, betuy'd; 
And (tiftlring De~th for this ungr tend M id. 

He fay'd ; at o"nce diftnobntingfrom the Steed; 
For bow the Hell-haunds w~th fuperior Speed 
Had reach'd the Dame, and fall ning on .hell Side, 

The Ground with iifuing teamsofPutple dy'd . 
. Stood Theodore furpth/d in deadfy Fright, . 

ith cha tt'ring Teeth and briftling Hair uptight; 
Yet arm'd with ir\l)orfi Worth, Wliate'er, faid he, 

Thou art, who know'fi rtie better than I thee~ 
Or prove thy rightful Caufe, or be defY'd: 

. The Speare, fiertely fiaring, thus I'eply'd. 
Know, TheodtJte, thy Ancefiry I claim, 

And Guido Cav4ltanti was my arne. 
One common re our F ers did beget, 
My Name and Stoty fome remember et; 
Thee, then a Boy, within my Arm I laid, 
W hen for thy Sins I lov'd this haughty M~id; , 
Not lefs ador'd in Life, bor ferv'd by ~e, 

-r'han proud H07wria now i Iov'd b Thee. 

Wh&t did I ttbt her fiubborn He~rt to g itt? ~ 
But all my Vows were aftfi er'd with ifd irt; 

i :he fcorn'd my Sorrows, and defpis'd my ain. 



Long time I dragg'd my Days in fruitlefs Care; 

Then loathing Life, and plung'd in deep Defpair, 
To finifh my unhappy Life, I fell 

e 

On this 1harp Sword, and nowamdamn'dinHelL 

Short was her Joy; for foon th~infulting Maid 

By Heav'n's Decree in the cold Gl"a~ was laid, 

And as in unrepenting Sin {he dy'd, [Pride; 
Doom'd to the fame bad Place, is punHh'd for her 

Becaufe 1he deem'd I well deferv'd to die, 

And made a Merit of her Cruelty. 

There,then, we met;both try'd,and both werecafi; 

And this irrevocable Sentence pafs'd ; 

That {he whom I fo long purfu'd in vain, 

hould fuffer from my Hands a lingring Pain : ' 
. Renew'd to Life, tha ihe might daily die, 

I daily doom'd to follow, ~e to fly; 

No more a Lover but a mortal Foe, 

I feek her Life (for Love is none below:) 

As often as my Dogs with b'etter [peed 
Arren her Flight, is 1he to beath decreed. 

Then with this fatal Sword, on which I dy'd, 
I> 

I pierce her open'd Back or tender Side) 
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And tear that harden'd Heart from out her Breafi, 

Which, with her Entrails, makes my hungry 

Hounds a Feafi . • 
Nor lies ihe long, but as her Fates ordain, 

Springs up to Life, and frefh to feeopd Pain, 

Is fav'd to Day, to Morrow to be £lain. 

This, vers'd inDeath, th' in~ rnal Knight relates, 

And then for Proof fulfill'd their common Fates; 

Her Heart and Bowels through her Back he drew, 

• And fed the Hounds that help'd him to purfue. 

Stern look'd the Fiend, as frufirate of his Will, 

Not half [uffie'd, and greedy yet to kill. 

And now the Soul expiring through the Wound, 

Had left the Body breathlefs on the Ground, 

'Vhen thu·s the gri£ly SPot.; Co re fpoke again: 

Behold the Fruit of ill-rewarded Pain: 

As many Months as I fufiain'd her Hate, 

So many Years is the condemn'd by Fate 

To daily..neath; and ev'ry feveral Place, 

- Gonfeious of her Difd in, and my Difgrace, 

Mufi witnefs her jufi Punilhment; and be . . 
A Scene of Triumph and Revenge to me. 

X 
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As in this Grove I took my lail FareweI, 

As on this very fpot of Earth I fell, 

As Friday faw me die, [0 fhe my Prey Ii 

Becomes ev'n here, on this revolving Day. 

Thus while he [poke, theVirgin from theGround 

Upilarted frefh, already clos'd the Wound, 

And unconcern'd for all the felt before 

Precipitates her Fli~h t along the Shore: [Ulood 

The Hell-hounds, as ungorg'd with Flefll and 

~urfue their Prey, and feek their .. wonted. Food: 

The Fiend remounts his COUl-fer ; mends his Pace, 

And all the V iLlon vanifh'd from the Place. 

LongHood the noble Youth oppref~'d wilhAwe, ) 

And fiupid at the wond'rous Things he faw ( 

Surpalling commonFai"l:\; tranfgreffingNature's( 

Law. ) 

He would have been afiee-p, and wiJh'd to wake, 

But Dreams, he knew, no long Impreffion make, 

Though {hong at fidl:: If Vifion, to what end'~ 
But fuch as mu{\: his future State portend? <L> 

His Love the Damfe), and himfelf the Fiend . . 
But yet reflecting that it could not be 

From Heav'n, which cannot impious Acts decree, 
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Refolv'd within himfelf to fhun the Snare 

Which Hell for his DeHruaion did prepare; 

And as hjs better Genius lhould dirett, 

From an ill Caufe to draw a good Effect. 

Infpir'd fromHea 'n he homeward took his way, 

Nor pall'd his new Defign with long delay: 

But of his Train a tru!l:y Servant fent ; 

To call hi s Friends together at his Tent. 

They came, and ufual Salutations paid, 

" Vith Words premeditated thus he faid: 

\Vhat you have often counfell'd, to remove 

My vain Purfuit of unregarded Love; 

By Thrift my linking Fortune to repair, 

'Tho'late, yet is at laft become my Cart: 

My Heart 'lhall be my ow ; my vaH Expenee 

Reduc'd to bounds, by timely Providence: 

This only I require; invite for me 

H01JOria, with her Father's Family, 

Her Friends, and mine; the Caufe lhalldifplay, 

- On Friday next, for that's th' appointed Day. 

Well plea'd were ,all his Friends, the Task 
was light; 

The Father, Mother, Daughter they invite; 
, Xl. 
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Hardly the Dame was drawn to this Repaft; 

But yet refolv'd, becaufe it was the laft. 

The Day was come; the Guefis iI vited Fame, 

And, with the refi, th' inexorable Dame: 

Feafi prepar'd with riotous Expence, 

Much Coil, more Care, and mofi Magni~cence. 

The Place ordain'd was in that haunted Grove, 

Where the revenging Ghofi purfu'd his Love: 

The Tables in a proud Pavilion fpread , 

With Flow'rs below, and "Ti{fue over-head: 

The ren in rank; Honoria chief in place, ~ 

Was artfully contriv'd to fet her Face 

To front the Thicket, and behold the Chace. 

he Fean was ferv'd; the time fo well forecaft, 

That jufi when the IXirert, and Fruits were 

plac'd, 

The Fiend's Alar~ began; the hollow found ) 

Sung in the Leaves, the Forefi fhook round, ( 

Air ~lacken'd.; rowI'd the Thunder; groan'd( 

. the Ground. )' 

or long before the loud. Laments arife, 

Of one di1tref~'d, and Mafiiffs mingled Cries'; 
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And firfl: the Dame came rulhing through the 1 
VVood, [ ood 

And ne:&.t the familh 'd Hounds that fo ught their r' 

And grip'd her Flanks, and oft effay'd their 

Jaws in B100d. J 
Lafi came the Fellon on the Sable Steed, [to fpeed : 
Arm'd with his naked Sword, ahd u rg'd his Dogs 

She ran, and cry'd ; her Flight direCtI y b nt, f 
(A GueH unbidden) to the fa tal.T nt , . [ment , 

' TheScene of Death, andPJace ordain'd forP u Hh­
Loud was the Noife, agh afl: was every Guefl:, 

The Women {hriek'd·, the Men forfook the Feafi; 

The H ounds at nearer difiance hoadly ba 'd; 1 
The Hunter cIos'd purfu'd the vifionary \!laid, ( 

She rent th'eHeav'n with ·}dUJLamenrs, imploring( 

Aid, J 
The Gallants, to protect the Lady's Right, ~ 

Their Fauchions brandifu'd at the gdfiy Spright; 

High on his Stirups, heprovok'd the hght . 

- Then on the Crowd he Gail furious Look, 

And wither'd. all their trength before he {hook: 

Back, on your Lives ; let be,faid he, my Prey, 

. And let my Vengeance tal e the defiin'd way. 




