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PREFACE. 

THE fiory of REYNARD THE Fox, here prefented to the 

Engliih public in the Tranfiation of Mr. Arnold, is one which 

has been famous for centuries. The earliefi edition known 

of this remarkable work is preferved in the Grenville Library 

at the Britiih Mufeum, and is fuppofed to be a umque 

copy; it is a black letter octavo in Dutch, and was printed 

at Gouda, near Rotterdam, in 1479· Upon this work was 

bafed the tranfiation of William Caxton, publiihed in 148 I. 

This firfi Engliih REYNARD is alfo extremely rare, only three 

copies being known, of which two are in the Britiih Mufeum; 

it is, however, eafy of reference, having been reprinted by 

the Percy Society in I 844. The firfi German verfion was 

publiihed at Lubeck in 1498, but the origin of the legend 

is much more remote, the poem having been known in Low 

German, French, and Latin, even in the twelfth century. 

At the prefent day, it is impoffible to trace the author­

ihip of the oldefi verfion, referred by fome to Willem die 

l\1atoc; but a Reinhart Fuchs is fiill preferved, dating about the 

middle of the thirteenth century, and it would feem that the 

earliefi traces of the Poem mufi be fought in Flanders, where 

the nucleus of the feries of adventures was formed. Henry 
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von Alkmar, who was iu the fervi ce of the Duke of 

Lorraine, is fi:ated, in the Preface to the Lubeck Edition, 

to be the firfi: who tranflated the fi:ory from the Italian and 

French into German; but other authorities refer the author:lhip 

to a certain Nicholas Baumann, who died at Rofiock in 1526, 

and the motive of his writing the Poem is fi:ated to have been 

revenge for the perfecution with which he was vifited at 

the Court of Jiilich. Yet the fi:ory was evidently not of his 

invention, therefore he muft only be regarded as one of the 

numerous editors. Its earliefi: public feems to have been the fame 

which received with avidity the Eulenfpiegel legend, the Lay 

of the Niebelungen, the Ship of Fools of Sebafi:ian Brandt, and 

fimilar productions-and in its general fatiric views of mankind 

it belongs efpecially to the grotefque fchool which has given 

to Germany fome of its mofi: enduring fictions. Its celebrity, 

however, is European, and tranfiated into almoft every language, 

it has become a native of many lands. 

Such a work, to be adequately reprefcnted to the prefent age, 

required the hand of a mafi:er who :lhould unite with the grave 

wifdom of the acute and experienced man of the world, the 

happy and playful facility of the better kind of critic ; fuch 

a combination prefented itfelf in GCETHE : fuch a book the 

product naturally to be expected. The enlarged views of later 

centuries blend mofi: opportunely with the antique form, and 

under the veil of animals the fymbolic reprefentations of the 

diverfe paffions of men fi:and boldly in relief, creations as real 

as many palling forms which, like mirror-:lhadows, endure not. 

This is, however, no place for entering upon the criticifm of 

a poem like the Reynard of Grethe, which was publi:lhed in 

1793, while the French Revolution was at its height, a biting 

commentary on that fearful time. Books of fuch fignificance 



Preface. v 

, 
defcend into the depths of the foul without the dead weight of 

the critic's laudation being attached to them. 

One of the fpecialities of the prefent edition confifi:s in the 
reproduction, for the firfi: time in this country, of the wonderful 

engravings of Kaulbach, who feized upon the fpirit of Gcethe's 

defign, and aifumed with a happy facility the mood, which, as 
by a witch's fpell, transformed men into their brute fynonyms. 

Reared into artifi:ic power, under the careful eye of Cornelius, 

Wilhelm von Kaulbach has been one of the foremofi: men 

of Germany in art. At an early period he difi:inguiilied 

himfelf in farcafi:ic and humorefque drawing, and it would 
be curious to know whether the pictorial epic of Reynard 
was not an early conception in the artifi:'s mind, cherifhed 

there as only true and wiilied for defigns can be cheriilied, 
and executed in enthufiafi:ic leifure. 

The work, in its original quarto form, appeared in I 846, and 
has obtained for Kaulbach an ineffaceable reputation. So great 

was the popularity of that edition, that, in 1857, a reduction in 

the fize of the engravings was made, and the Poem republiilied 

by Cotta. From this fmaller book the prefent edition has 

originated. The defigns have been faithfully transferred by 
Engliili artifi:s, and reproduced with every attention to detail 

and execution. Thus the reader will have, at a moderate 
price, a feries of artifi:ic productions, which, for a union of 

idealifm and naturalifm, have never been furpaffed and rarely 

equalled. Thefe varied and remarkable conceptions of Gcethe's 

poem vividly render the epic defign of the author, and their 
fingular fertility in detail evidences the clofefi: fi:udy of animal 

habits, conjoined with the greatefi: attention to the leading 

purpofe of fatirifing the peculiarities of fociety. No feries of 

engravings could fo adequately have fulfilled this object--the 
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thorough adaptation of homely and domefiic furniture in the 

abode of Reynard is firangely, but mofi admirably contrafied 

by the magnificence which reigns in the leonine houfehold, 

while in no cafe has Nature been wronged by a departure from 

the laws which govern brute forms and peculiarities. 

Not only in the REYNARD, however, has Kaulbach dif­

played his fingular knowledge of animal forms, but the frefcoes 

which adorn the fiaircafe of the new Mufeum at Berlin are 

full of remarkable and playful ideas-here we may fee the 

Badger teaching the boy architeCture-there the Donkey waits 

to crown with laurel the impaffioned poet, while the Elephant, 

in luxurious eafe, fits gravely by. Thefe frefcoes are now in 

courfe of publication, as alfo another great work, the Shakfpere 

Gallery. 

Thefe words will, it is hoped, fufficiently explain to the 

reader the end and aim of the poet, and the truthfulnefs and 

genius of the artifi. 
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REYNARD THE FOX. 

CHAPTER THE FIRST. 

'I'he .Accujation. 

THE pleafant feaft of Whitfuntide was come; 

The woods and hills were clad in vernal bloom ; 

The full-awakened birds, from every tree, 

Made the air ring with cheerful melody ; 

Sweet were the meadows after paffing ihowers ; 

Brilliant the heaven with light, the earth with .flowers. 

N able, the King of Beafts, now holds his Court; 

Thither his fummoned V affals all refort; 

From North and South they troop, frorn Eaft and Weft, 

Of Birds and ~adrupeds the Firft and Beft. 

The Royal will had been proclaimed, that all l 
I 

Of ev'ry clafs ihould come, both Great and Small, ~ 

To grace the pomp of that high feftival : J 
Not One ihould fail; and yet there did fail One; 

Reynard the Fox, the Rogue, was feen of none ; 

His many crimes from Court kept him away; 

An evil confcience ihuns the light of day. 

B 



Reynard the Fox. 

To face that grave Affembly much he feared, 
For all accufed him; no one had he fpared: 
Greybeard, the Badger, flood his friend alone, 
The Badger, who was Reynard's Brother's fon. 

Begirt with many a Relative and Friend, 
Who aid in war, in peace might counfel lend, 



The Acctijation. 

Sir Ifegrim, the Wolf, approached the throne, 
And with due .rev'rence bowing humbly down, 
His fuit in plaintive accents he began, 
And thus his wrathful accufation ran :-

" Moft gracious Lord and King! in pity hear! 
Let my complaint find favour in Your ear. 
Happy the fubjeets of Your glorious reign ; 
Here none who feek for juftice feek in vain. 
Vouchfafe, then, to commif'rate n1y diH:refs ; 
For Reynard's malice grant me fome redrefs. 
Me in all ways the vVretch hath wronged and ihamed, 
My Spoufe diihonoured and mv Children maimed ; 
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Reynard, who latter! y has given out 
That he has turned afcetic and devout, 
Promif'd he'd teach him at the quickeft rate, 
How he, as Chaplain, might officiate; 
' The fervice you ihall chant; ' quoth he, 'as we do; 
And we '11 begin our leifon with the Credo ! ' 
So down they fat together and began ; 
For he had no mifgivings, the good Man. 
But not long time continued they to fing ; 
For, 'gainft the Peace of our dread Lord, the King, 
And fetting at defiance all his laws, 
He feized on Pufs with his pernicious claws. 
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I heard their fong as I was paffing by, 
And wondered that it ftopped fo fuddenly ; 
I'd fcarce proceeded though a dozen fpan, ere 
I took the Felon Reynard with the mainour. 
Fafl: hold had he of Puffy by the throat, 
That he could fcarce articulate one note. 
Certes, at that time had I not come up, 
He'd gone that night in Paradife to fup. 
Yon ftands our timid Friend; and in his flefh 
You frill may fee his wounds all raw and frefh. 

7 

" Will not our Sov'reign Lord thefe ills abate ? 
Will you, brave Peers, and pillars of the State, 
Such daily breaches of the peace permit, 
Such violations of the Royal writ ? 
If there no ftop be put to thefe foul crimes, 
Much do I fear me, that in future times 
Frequent reproach the King will have to hear 
From all to whom Justice and Right are dear." 

Again fpake Ifegrim ; " 'T is even fo, 
Reynard has ever been the common Foe ; 
'T were better he had perifhed long ago. 
For while that wretch fhall live, no refl: will be 
For honeft, loyal, peaceful Folk, like me. 
Albeit, according to the prefent fafhion, 
The Felon ever meets with most compaffion; 
If fuch crimes pafs un punifhed, not a year hence 
We all ihall rue our moB: unwife forbearance." 

U nda un ted by this hoB: of angry Foes, 
The Badger, Reynard's Nephew, now uprofe ; 
Boldly prepared to plead his Uncle's caufe, 
All ftained with crime and falfehood as he was. 

" Now fair and [oft, Sir Ifegrim," said he; 
" Your words fmack lefs of truth than enmity. 
'Tis known you hate my Uncle ; and, in footh, 

I 
I 
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8 Reynard the Fox. 

A fair word had he ne'er from your foul mouth. 
Yet from your malice hath he nought to fear: 
In the King's favour fl:ood he now but here, 
He'd give you ample reafon to repent 
Stirring in thefe fl:ale fubject:s of complaint. 
You take good care too not to fay one word 
Of ills that he for your fake hath incurred. 
Yet many of the Barons here well know 
What happened not fo very long ago ; 
When you and he a folemn covenant fware, 
That friendihip Each ihould to the Other bear, 
And, like true Comrades, Good and Evil ihare. 
I m ufl: relate, it is not long to tell, 
The firange adventure which that time -befell, 
When you and he, in the cold winter weather, 
Went through the country travelling together. 

l 
I 
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" It chanced a Carter, on the King's high road, 
Was driving homeward with a heavy load ; 
Your fubtle nofl:rils foon fniffed out 'twas fiih, 
You'd foon have had them if you'd had your wiih: 
But they were clofely packed; and what was worfe, 
You'd not a fingle fl:iver in your purfe. 
What then did my kind-hearted Uncle do ? 
Ah ! what indeed hath he not done for you ? 
Down in the road he laid himfelf for dead : 
'Twas a bold thought to come into his head! 
And when the Carter faw him lying there, 
To kill him out-an-end did he prepare; 
But, cunning Reynard frill held in his breath, 
Stiff'ning his li1nbs and counterfeiting death; 
'Twas a confum1nate mafl:erpiece of art, l 
That ihowed him cool of head as brave of heart ; ~ 
The Carter picked him up, and pitched him in his j 

cart. 



The Accufation. 

·A cap he thought to make out of his ikin, 

And a bag too to keep his dollars 111. 

This did my Uncle do for Ifegrim : 

When would he venture fuch a riik for hin1 ? 

While o!lward went the Carter with his load, 

Reynard kept throwing filh down in the road ; 

And Ifegrim, who was in hafte to fup, 

Faft as he threw them down, gobbled them up. 

Reynard grew weary of this fport at lair, 

9 

And thought 'twas his turn now to break his faft ; 

So down he fprang; but with difguH: and wonder \ 

Found Ifegrim had pilfered all the plunder : ~ 
He'd ftuffed till he was nigh to burft in funder. j 
He told my Uncle he had left .his lhare-

But nothing but the heads and bones were there. 

" Another of his tricks I muft narrate ; 

And fo Heav'n help me, as I truth relate. 

A Countryman had lately killed a Swine ; 

Large were its hams and noble was its chine. 

Reynard had found out where the carcafe hung, 

And told it Ifegrim with truthful tongue. 

And they agreed in common they would toil, 

Would lhare the danger and divide the fpoil : 

To Reynard's lhare the danger fell alone ; · 

But of the fpoil, forfooth, he'd next to none. 

The larder-walls were ftrong and fteep and high ; 

My Uncle clomb them, though, right ikilfully; 

True to his word, did he the Porker throw 

Out of the window to the Wolf below. 

Now, by bad fortune, there were in the grounds 

A couple of moft ill-conditioned Hounds ; 

They chafed my Uncle with appalling din ; 

He got away, but not with a whole ikin : 

And ftraight unto the Wolf his way did make, 

c 
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To ihow what he had fuffered for his fake, 
And claim his lawful iliare ; then Ifegrim 
Said he'd referved the prime tit-bit for him ; 
A.nd thrufting in his cheek his lying tongue, 
Produced the hook by which the Pig had hung. 
His feelings Reynard had no words t'exprefs, 
But what he felt all prefent here may guefs. 

" Scores of fuch pranks I might remember well, 
Were you inclined to hear, and I to tell : 
But 'tis enough : were Reynard fummoned here, 
Soon would he make his innocence appear. 

" As for the other charge, 'tis n1oft abfurd ; 
You, my .dread Liege, and you, my Lords, have heard 
What Ifegrim has faid about his Wife, 
Whom 'twas his duty to protect with life. 
In all its details that affair I know ; 
It happened now juft feven years ago, 
That Reynard's bofom firfl: received a wound 
Fr01n the foft eyes of Lady Gieremund. 
My Uncle is not to be blamed at all : 
They met together at a fancy ball : 
If'grim had gone upon a tour to Rome : 
Huibands, if wife, would always ftay at home. 
My Uncle proffered her his faith and troth ; 
She fanct:ioned his attentions, nothing loth. 
Is it not, therefore, a moft crying ihame, 
That her own Lord ihould fully her fair fame ? 
What any Man of honour would conceal, 
He feems to take a pleafure to reveal. 

" What have we next ? This trumpery affair, 
The Panther has brought up about the Hare. 
Such utter traih ! what ! ihall a Mafter fcrnple 
To chaftife a perverfe or fluggiili Pupil ? 
If this be fo, how are our Youth to be 

.. 
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Trained up in learning and morality ? 
The wifeft book that ever was compiled 
Says, if you fpare the rod you fpoil the child. 

I I 

" Then we have Mounfeer Frizpate, who complains 
He was deprived of his ill-gotten gains. 
A pretty fufs, forfooth, about a faufage ! 
'Twere better he faid nothing of that pa.«age. 
For it turns out 'twas ftolen; and the Thief 
Has the a.«urance now to aik relief. 
The Evil on his own head has recoiled : 
'Tis only juft the Spoiler ihould be fpoiled. 
Is Reynard blamed, that from a Robber he 
Has wrung the fruits of his diihonefty ? 
He did his duty, that deny who can, 
Like a true Fox and loyal Gentleman. 
Why, had he hanged him on the fpot, I ween, 
He 1nuft a.«uredly have pardoned been : 
But he refpects the King's Prerogative, 
And therefore fpared the Thief and let him live. 

" But little juftice can my lJ ncle get ; 
At 1eaft, but little hath he got as yet; 
Since the King's Peace was publicly made known, 
No one hath led the life that he hath done, 
With books he pa.«es half his time away, 
And takes but one abftemious 1neal a day. 
Water his only drink, and roots his food; 
Poultry and butchers~ meat he hath efchew'd, 
And cannot bear the very thought of blood; 
With whips doth mortify his :fleih, and wear 
Next to his very ikin a ihirt of hair. 
I heard it mentioned only yefterday, 
By one who happened to have pa.«ed that way; 
His caftle, Malepartus, he hath ihut, 
And in the defert built a Hennit's hut. 

l 
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So lean and pale and haggard he hath grown, 
By his bell: Friends he fcarcely would be known. 
But 'tis the burden of a good old fong, 
That abfent Folks are ever in the wrong. 
I only wifu to Heav'n that he were here; 
From all thefe fcandals he would foon be clear." 

Scarce had he ceafed, when from a neighb'ring 
A cry refounded, like a clarion ihrill. 
The voice it was of honeft Chanticleer, 
Who with his \Vives and Concubines drew near; 
A dead Hen borne behind him on a bier. 
It was the headlefs corpfe of young Greyleg, 
As good a Fowl as ever laid an egg; 
His fav'rite Daughter of a num'rous brood; 
And impious Reynard now had ihed her blood. 

hill 
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F oremoft the fad and mourning Sire doth {hide, 
His dappled wings low trailing by his fide; 
While after him two youthful Cock'rells m <irch, 
Each bearing in his grafp a burning torch ; 
Cantart of one, Cryart the other's name ; I 

I 'Twixt France and Holland none more known to fame; ( 
They were the Brothers of the murdered Dame. 
Four tender Pullets bore their Mother's bier, 
Clucking fo loud 'twas pitiful to hear; 
Dire was the clatter, awful were the cries, 
And the ihriJl clamor pierced the ftartled fkits. 

Soon as the Heralds fil ence had refior'd, 
Unto the throne ftepped up the martial Bird ; 
O'erwhelm'd with woe he thrice eifayed to fpeak, 
And thrice the words died choking in his beak. 
Afuamed fo chicken-hearted to appear, 
He gave one vig'rous crow his voice to clear, 
And thus began :-" My Liege and Sov'reign J hail ! 
With pity lifien to my grievous tale ; 



Tlu: Accujat·ion. 

~--~----""'--
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Bet ore You fl:ands the wr etchedefl: of Cocks, 

A haplefs Vittim of that cruel Fox. 

" WhenCls fl:ern Winter fled on fiormy wing, 

And the glad Earth welcomed the cheery Spring, 

I--Iow pleafed was my paternal heart and proud, 

As I furveyed my young and hopeful Brood : 

Ten gallant Sons and fourt en Daughters fair 

Partlett had hatched 1ne, with parental care ; 
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Partlett, the befl: and mofl: fubmiffive Wife 
That ever folaced a poor H nib and's life. 
How joyed was I with her and them to rove, 
And watch my Ofrspring full of life and love. 
That time no terrors for their lot I felt, . 
For in complete fecurity we dwelt: 
Our home was in a convent's fpacious yard, 
\iVhofe lofty walls its inmates fafely guard; 
And fix fl:out Dogs belonging to the farm, 
Who loved us well, proteCted us from harm. 

" Reynard, it feems, that lawlefs Reprobate, 
Like Satan, envying our happy fl:ate, 
Around our Eden often lay in wait. 
Stealthily round the walls by night he'd creep, 

1 
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And through the crannies of the gates would peep. 
The trufl:y Guardians of 1nyfelf and Wife 
Oft made the Ruffian fca1nper for dear life; 
Once they did catch him, and well tanned his 
He got away, though forel y fcarified; 

hide, I 

And for a good while after let us bide. 
" But ah, Sire! now begins my tale of woe : 

Again he came, and that not long ago ; 
Within our convent walls he flily flunk 
Clad in the vefl:ments of a holy Monk, 
Wore a long frock, and fandals 'fl:ead of ihoes, 
And looked for all the world like a Reclufe. 

~ 
J 

He brought a Writ; 'twas fealed with the Great Seal ; 
'Twas genuine ; I know the imprefs -well : 
This Writ proclaimed, in unambiguous worcls, 
Peace ihould be kept between all Beafl:s and Birds. 
As for himfelf, he'd vowed his ways to mend, 
And think of nothing hut his latter end; 
He'd quite reform'd, he faid, his mode of life, 
Had e'en forfworn the embraces of his Wife; 
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Water his only drink and roots his fuod; 

All Belli of every kind he had efchew'd, 

And could not bear the very thought of blood. 

But that my Wife and Daughters prefent were, 

He faid he would have ihown the ihirt of hair, 

Which he for penance next his fkin mufl: wear : 

And, on the word and honour of a Fowl, 

I n1yfelf faw the tonfure 'neath his cowl. 

Tow'rds hitn I own I felt my heart relent, 

He feem'd fo really, truly penitent ; 

He fpoke of his pafl: fins with fuch compunCtion, 

l 
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16 Reynard tlze Fox. 

And of the Heav'nly grace with fo much unction. 
' Farewell ! ' at length he cried, ' I needs muft go ; 
' I fl:ill have many pious deeds to do ; 
' I have the Nones and V efpers yet to fay, 
' And by a dying Vulture's bed to pray ; 
' He too was a fad Sinner in his day. 
' Blefs you, my Children, may you ever thrive 

l 
I 
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' In the calm peace which this World cannot give.' 
And faying thus, the odious Hypocrite 
Croiling himfelf departed from our fight. 
He left us, all his foul on mifchief. bent; 
While ours were filled with happieft content. 

'' We ventured forth; and habit, more than fear, 
Kept us at firft to the old convent near. 
Reynard we daily faw near our abode ; 
It feem'd forr1e buf'nefs led him oft that road ; 
His looks were ever bent upon the ground, 
As though his mind were loft in thought profound; 
Or, if he chanced our family to fee, 
It was ' Good'en' and ' Benedicite;' 
And he would tell his beads and feem to pray, 
And fmite his breaft, and fo pafs on his way. 

" Now, bolder grown, we further went abroad, 
In fearch of pleafure and our daily food. 
Ah ! fatal error ! from behind a bulh 
Reynard among us n1ade a fudden rulh. 
Scatt'ring and fquand'ring to the left and right, 
Tow'rds our old home we took our [creaming flight, 
In vain, alas ! our Foe was there before ; 
In threat'ning guife he barred us from the door : 
With furer aim this time he bore away 
Of all my Sons the faireft as his prey : 
And I was there, and i1npotent to fave ! 
My Son! my Son! my Beautiful, my Brave! 
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" And now he once had tafied of our blood, 
It feemed as he difdained all other food : 
At all times came he on us-night and day­
Nor Dogs, nor Men, nor gates, kept him away. 
Of all mine Offspring I'm well nigh bereft ; 
Five, out of twenty, all that now are left: 
With grief and terror I am all but wild; 
Soon will he leave me neither Chick nor Child. 
Oh, give me jufiice ! 'twas but yefierday 
He tore my Daughter fron1 my fide away ; 
Villain ! without or pity or remorfe : 
The Dogs were but. in time to fave her corfe. 
See, there fhe lies ! my Child whom Reynard flew ! j 

Help me, or he will have the Others too ! r 
Oh ! Cock-a-doodle, cock-a-doodle doo ! " J 

Fierce was the fire that in the King's eye burned, 
As to the Badger wrathfully he turned, 
And thus began ; " Come hither, Sir, and fee 
This fample of your lJ ncle's piety ! 
Now by my royal mane I make a vow, 
This Mifcreant fhall not pafs unpunifh'd fo, 
If Heav'n preferve my life another year. 
But words avail not. Honefi Chanticleer, 
I claim the right your inj'ries to redrefs, 
To ihare, if not to leffen, your difirefs. 
Ent01nbed ihall your fair Daughter be, with all 
The pomp befits a royal funeral: 
A Vigil ihall be fung, a Mafs be faid, 
The more to honour the illufirious Dead : 
We with our Council will the while take thought 
How may the Murd'rer be to jufiice brought." 

In fable was the Chapel Royal hung; 
The Mafs was duly faid, the Vigil fung : 
The People, joining with the ~irifiers, 

D 
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Sang Domino placebo, verfe by verfe. 
I could relate who gave each vedicle, 
Who the refponfes ; but 'twere long to tell ; 
And fo I pafs it by : 'tis jufi: as well. 

Deep in a grave they laid the honor' d Dead, 
And placed a marble tablet at her head ; 
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'Twas thick, and fquare, and polifhed bright as glafs, 
With this infcription graven on its face : 

GREYLEG THE SPECKLED ONE LIES BURIED HERE 

THE DEAR-LOVED DAUGHTER OF BRAVE CHANTICLEER 

THROUGHOUT THE EARTH 'TWERE VAIN TO SEEK HER l\IATCH 

NO HEN COULD OFT'NER LAY OR FEATLIER SCRATCH 

IN REYNARD'S CLUTCH SHE DREW HER LATEST BREATH 

AND PASSED UNTIMELY TO THE REALJ\IS OF DEATH 

LET ALL GOOD l\IE HER MURD'RER EXECRATE 

AND SHED A TEAR OF PITY FOR HER FATE 

Meanwhile the King in folemn Council fate, 
Difcuffing with the Wifefi: in his fi:ate, 
How they the Culprit might to J ufi:ice draw 
And vindicate the majefi:y of Law. 
At length it was refolved, by one and all, 
To fend a fummons to the Criminal, 
Commanding him, all buf'nefs laid afide, 
He fhould to Court repair, and there his doom abide. 

The fummons writ and fealed, Bruin, the Bear, 
Selected they to be the Meffenger ; 
And him the King addrefi"ed; " Sir Bruin, fee 
1~hat you perform your miffion faithfully. 
We know you fi:out of limb and brave of heart ; 1 

I 
yet would we counfel caution on your part ; r 

I 
Courage is oft but a poor match for art. J 
Reynard, remember, fpeaks but to deceive; \ 
Neither his lies nor flattery believe, ~ 

I 
Or you may foon have too good caufe to gri<:.ve." 
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" Fear not, my Liege," the trufiy Bear replied, 

Confident in his firength and ihaggy hide ; 

" Reynard1 howe.ver trickfy he may be, 

Will not, I wager, try his tricks on me. · 

Me or my miffion an he treat with fcorn, 

I'll make him rue the hour that he was born ." 



CHAPTER THE SECOND. 

The Firfl Summons. 

NOW with his ragged fiaff the Bear fet forth, 
And with his beit greafe larded the lean earth. 

Through forefis vail he went and deferts drear; 
But his bold heart knew neither doubt nor fear. 
At length the mountain region he approached, 
Wherein Sir Reynard generally poached : 
But Bruin would not tarry or delay ; 
Tow'rds Malepartus held he on his way, 
The fav'rite fafinefs of the Robber Chief; 
And there he hoped to catch the wily Thief: 
Thither for fafety ufually he fled, 
When threat'ning danger overhung his head. 

At length Sir Bruin flood before the gate, 
And, finding it was ihut, he fcratched his pate, 
Not knowing whether beit to go or wait. 
Then he began to cry, with mighty din; 
"What, coufin Reynard, ho ! are yon within? 
Bruin the Bear it is who calls. I bring 
A miffive from our Sovereign Lord, the King : 
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He orders yon, all buf'nefs laid afide, 

Repair to Court and there your doom abide ; 

That equal right and jufiice may be done, 

And fatisfaetion giv'n to every one. 

I am to fetch you : if you hefitate, 

The gallows or the wheel will be your fate. 

Better to come at once, fair coufin, fith 

The King, you know, will not be trifled with." 

Reynard, from the beginning to the end, 

Had heard this fum mons; and did now perpend 

In what way he might puniih his fat Friend. 
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Into a private corner he had fled, 
Where he could hear fecurely all was faid. 
His keep was built with many a fecret door, 
With traps above and pits beneath the floor; 
With labyrinthine paffages and channels, 
With fecret chambers and with fliding panels. 
There he would often hide, the cunning Hound, 
When he was wanted, and would not be found. 
A1nid this intricate obfcurity, 
Where none could fafely find his path but he, 
Full 1nany a Ul'l!ple Beafl: had loft his way, 
And to the wily Robber fall'n a prey. 

Reynard fufpeCt:ed there might be fome cheat; 
For the Deceitful always fear deceit. 
Was Bruin quite alone? He felt afraid, 
There might be others hid in ambufcade. 
But foon as he was fully fatisfied 
His fears were vain, forth from the door he hied ; 
And, "Welcome, dearefl: Uncle, here;" quoth he, 
With fl:udied look of deep humility, 
And the mofl: jefuitical of whifpers, 
"I heard you call; but I was reading Vefpers. 
I am quite grieved you iliould have had to wait, 
In this cold wind too, fl:anding at my gate. 
How glad I am you're come; for I feel fure 
With your kind aid, my caufe will be fecure ; 
However that may be, at leafl:, I know 
More welcome nobody could be than you. 
But truly 'twas a pity I mufl: fay 
T'have fent you fuch a long and tedious way. 
Good Heav'ns ! how hot you are ! you're tired to 

death! 
How wet your hair is, and how fcant your breath ! 
Although no flight our good King could have meant, 
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Some other Meffenger he might have fent 
Than Bruin, the chief glory of his Court, 
His kingdon1's main adornment and fupport. 
Though I ihould be the lafl: to blatne his choice, 
Who have, in footh, no caufe but to rejoice. 
How I am :flandered well aware am I, 
But on your love of J ufl:ice I rely, 

2J 

That you will fpeak of things jufl: as you find them ; 
As to n1y Enemies I need not mind them : 
Their malice vainly ihall my caufe affail; 
For Truth, we know, is great, and mufl: prevajl. 

"To Court to-morrow we will take our way: 
I ihould myfelf prefer to fiart to-day, 
Not having caufe-why ihould I have ?-to hide; 
But I am rather bad in my infide. 
By what I've eaten I am quite upfet, 
And nowife fitted for a journey yet." 

"What was it?" aiked Sir Bruin, quite prepar'd, 
For Reynard had not thrown him off his guard. 

"Ah!" quoth the Fox, "what boots it to explain? 
E'en your kind pity could not eafe my pain. 
Since fleih I have abjured, for my foul's weal, 
I'1n often fadly put to't for a meal. 
I bear my wretched life as beft I can; 
A Hermit fares not like an Alderman. 
But yefl:erday, as other viands failed, 
I ate fome honey ,-fee how I am [welled ! 
Of that there's always to be had enough : 
Would I had never touch'd the curfed fluff. 
I ate it out of iheer neceffity ; 
Phyfic is not so naufeous near to me." 

"Honey!" exclaimed the Bear; "did you fay honey? 
Would I could any get for love or money ! 
How can you fpeak fo ill of what's fo good ? 
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Honey has ever been my fav'rite food; 
It is fo wholefome, and fo fweet and lufcious; 
I can't conceive how you can call it naufeous. 
Do get me fome on't; and you may depend 
You'll make me evermore your fteadfaft friend." 

" You're furely joking, Uncle!" Reynard cried; 
" No, on my facred word ! " the Bear replied; 

"I'd not, though jokes as blackberries were rife, 
Joke upon fuch a fubject for my life." 

"Well! you furprife me;" faid the knaviih Beafl:; 
" There's no accounting certainly for tafte; 
And one Man's meat is oft Another's poifon. 
I'll wager that you never fet your eyes on 
Such ftore of honey as you foon ihall fpy 
At Gaffer Joiner's, who lives here hard by." 

In fancy o'er the treat did Bruin gloat; 
While his mouth fairly watered at the thought. 

"Oh, take me, take me there, dear Cvz.," quoth he, 
"ii.nd I will ne'er forget your courtefy. 
Oh, let me have a tafl:e, if not my fill : 
Do, Coufin." Reynard grinned, and faid, " I will. 
Honey you fhall not long time be without : 
'Tis true juft now I'm rather fore of foot ; 
But what of that ? the love I bear to you 
Shall make the road feem ihort and eafy too. 
Not one of all my kith or kin is there 
Whom I fo honour as th' illufl:rious Bear. 
Come then! and in return I know you'll fay 
A good word for me on the Council-day. 
Yon ihall have honey to your heart's content, l 
And wax too, if your fancy's that way bent." ! 
Whacks of a different fort the fly Rogue meant. J 

Off ftarts the wily Fox, in merry trim, 
And Bruin blindly follows after him. 
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' If you have luck,' thought Reynard, with a titter, 

' I guefs you'll find our honey rather bitter.' 

When they at length reached Goodman Joiner's yard, 

The joy that Bruin felt he might have fpar'd. 

But I-Iope, it feems, by [orne eternal rule, 

Beguiles the Wifeft as the mereft Fool. 

'Twas ev'ning now, and Reynard knew, he faid, 

The Goodman would be fafe and found in bed. 

A good and ikilful Carpenter was he: 

Within his yard there lay an old oak tree, 

Whofe gnarled and knotted trunk he had to fplit; 

A flout wedge had he driven into it : 

The cleft gaped open a good three foot wide; 
Towards this fpot the crafty Reynard hied; 

" Uncle," quoth he, " your fteps this way direct 

You'll find more honey here than you fufpect. 

In at this fiffure boldly thruft your pate ; 

But I befeech you to be moderate : 

Remember, fweeteft things the fooneft cloy, 

And Te~perance enhances every joy." 

"What!" [aid the Bear, a ihock'd look as he put on 

Of felf-reftraint ; " d'ye take me for a Glutton ? 

With thanks I ufe the gifts of Providence, 
But to abufe them count a grave offence." 

And fo Sir Bruin let himfelf be fooled: 

As Strength will be whene'er by Craft 'tis ruled. 

Into the cleft he thruft his greedy maw 

Up to the ears, and either foretnoft paw. 

Reynard drew near ; and tugging might and main 

Pull'd forth the wedge ; and the trunk clofed again. 

By head and foot was Bruin firmly caught: 

Nor threats nor flatt'ry could avail him aught. 

He howled, he raved, he ftruggled and he tore, 

Till the whole place re-echoed with his roar ; 
E 
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And Goodman Joiner, wakened by the rout, 
J nmped up much wond'ring what 'twas all about; 
And feized his axe, that he might be prepar'd, 
And danger, if it came, might find him on his guard. 

Still howled the Bear and ftruggled to get free 
From the accurfed grip of that cleft tree. 
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He frrove and ftrained; but frrained and ftrove in vain, I 
His mightiefr efforts but increafed his pain : 
He thought he never ihould get loofe again. 
And Reynard thought the fame, for his own part ; 
And wiilied it too, devoutly from his heart. 
And as the Joiner coming he efpied, 
Armed with his axe, the jefring Ruffian cried ; 

I 

r 
J 

" Uncle, what cheer? Is th' honey to your tafte? 
Don't eat too quick, there's no fuch need of hafte. 
The Joiner's coming ; and I make no gueftion, 
He brings you your defert, to help digeftion." 

Then deeming 'twas not longer fafe to ftay, 
T'o Malepartus back he took his way. 

The Joiner, when he ca1ne and faw the Bear; 
Off to the ale-houfe did with fpeed repair, 
Where oft the Villagers would fit and [will ; 

And a good many fat caroufing frill. 
" Neighbours," quoth he, " be quick ! In my 

· court-yard 

A Bear is trapped ; come, and come well pre par' d : 
I vow, 'tis true." Up frarted every Man, 
And pell-1nelJ, helter-ikelter off they ran ; 
Seizing whatever handiefr they could take, 
A pitch-fork One, Another grafps a rake, 
A Third a flail ; and arm' d was ev'ry one 
With fome chance weapon,_ frick or frake or frone. 
The Priefr and Sacriftan both joined the throng, 
A mattock this, the other bore a prong. 
The Parfon's Maid came too ; (Judith her name, 
And fair was ihe of face and fair of fame ; 
His Rev'rence could not live without her aid ; 
She cooked his victuals, and ihe warmed his bed.) 
She brought the difraff ihe had ufed all day, 
With which ihe hoped the lucklefs Bear to pay. 
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Bruin with terror heard th' approaching roar, 
And with freih defperation tugged and tore : 
His head he thus got free from out the cleft: 
But hide and hair, alack ! behind he left; 
While from the hideous wound the crimfon blood 
Adown his breaft in copious currents flow'd. 
Was never feen fo pitiable a Beaft ! 
It holp him nought his head to have releaf'd: 
His feet ftill being faftened in the tree, 
Thefe with one more huge effort he fet free. 
But than his head no better fared his paws; 
For he rent off alike the ikin and claws. 
This was in footh a different fort of treat 
From what he had expeCted there to meet ; 
He wiihed to Heav'n he ne'er had ventured there : 
It was a moft unfortunate affair ! 

Bleeding upon the ground he could but fprawl, 
For he could neither ftand, nor wa1k, nor crawl. 
The Joiner now came up with all his Crew : 
To the attack with eager fouls they flew ; 
With thwacks and thumps belabouring the poor Wight; 
They hoped to flay him on the fpot outright. 
The Prieft kept poking at him with his prong, 
From afar off-the handle being long. 
Bruin in anguiih rolled and writhed about ; 
Each howl of his called f<;>rth an anfwering ihout. 
On every fide his furious Foemen fwarmed, 
With fpits and fpades, with hoes and hatchets armed; 
Weapons all wielded too by nerves of pith : 
His large fledge-hammer bore the finewy Smith. 
They flruck, they yelled, they pelted and they hallooed; 
While in a pool of filth poor Bruin wallowed. 

To name thefe Heroes were too long by half: 
There was the long-nofed J em, the bandy Ralph ; 
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Thefe were the worfl: ; but crooked-fingered Jack, 
\Vith his flail fetched him many a grievous thwack: 
His Step-brother, hight Cuckelfon the Fat, 
Stood, but aloof, with an enormous bat : 
Dame Judith was not idle with her difl:aff : 
While Gaffer Grumble ftirr'd him up with his ftaff; 
And Men and Women many more were there, 
All vowing vengeance 'gainft th' unhappy Bear. 

The foremoft-in the noife-was Cuckelfon : 
He boafl:ed that he was Dame Gertrude's Son ; 

And all the World believed that this was true ; 
But who his Father, no one ever knew. 
Fame indeed faid -but Fame is fuch a Liar, 
That Brother J ofeph, the Francifcan Friar, 
l\!Iight, if he chofe, claim the paternity ; 
Or fhare the fame with Others, it might be. 

Now i1:ones and brick-bats from all fides were 
fhower'd; 

And Bruin, tho' he [corned to die a Coward, 
Was by oppofing numbers all but overpower'd. 
The Joiner's Brother then, whofe name was Scrub, 
Whirling around his head a maffive club, 
Ruilied in the midft, with execrations horrid, 
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And dealt the Bear a blow plump on the forehead. 
That blow was ftruck with fuch tremendous might, 
Bruin loft both his hearing and his fight. 
One defp'rate plunge he made though, and as luck 

Would have it, 'mong the vVomen ran a-muck. 
Ye Saints! how they did fcrean1 and fhriek and fquall ! 
Over each other how they tumbled all ! 
And fome fell in the ftream that ran hard by, 
And it was deep just there, unluckily. 
The pafl:or cried aloud-" Look, neighbours, look ! 
See, yonder-in the water-Jude, my Cook ; 
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With all her wool-fhe's left her difiaff here, 
Help ! fave her ! you fhall have a cafk of beer; 
As well as abfolution for paft crimes, 
And full indulgence for all future times." 

Fired with the promifed boon, they left the Bear, 
Who lay half dead, all fi:unned and fi:upid there; 
Plunged to the Women's refcue ; fifhed out five ; 
All that had fallen in, and all alive. 

The miferable Bear, while thus his Foes 
Were bufied, finding refpite from their blows ; 
Managed to fcramble to the river's brim; 
And in he rolled ; but not with hopes to fwim ; 
For life a very burden was to him : 
Thofe fhameful blows no more he could abide ; 
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They pierced his foul more than they pained his hide. 
He wifhed to end his days in that deep water, 
Nor feared t' incur the perils of felf-flaughter. 
But no! againfi: his will he floated down; 
It feemed in truth he was not born to drown. 

Now when the Bear's efcape the Men defcried, 
"Oh fhame! infufferable fhame!" they cried; 
Then in a rage began to rate the Women ; 
"See where the Bear away from us is fwimming; 
Had you but fi:ayed at home, your proper place, 
We fhould not have encountered this difgrace." 

Then to the cleft tree turning, they found there 
The bleeding fi:rips of Bruin's hide and hair; 
At this into loud laughter they broke out, 
And after him thus fent a jeering fhout ; 
"You'll fure come back agajn, old Devil-fpawn, 
As you have left your wig and gloves in pawn." 

Thus infult added they to injury, 
And Bruin heard them and fore hurt was he; 
He curfed them all, and his own wretched fate; 
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He curfed the Honey that had been his bait; 
He curfed the Fox who led him in the Snare; 
He even curfed the King who fent him there. 

Such were his pray'rs as quick he fwept along, 
For the fl:ream bore him onward, fwift and fl:rong ; 
So, without effort, in a little while, 
He floated down the river near a mile. 
Then with a heavy heart he craw led on ihore, 
For he was wet and \Veary, fick and fore. 
The Sun throughout his courfe would never fee 
A Beafl: in fuch a ihocking plight as he. 
Hard and with pain he fetched his lab'ring breath, 
And every moment looked and wiihed for death. 
His head fwam round with a fl:range fort of dizzinefs, 
As he thought o'er the whole perplexing bufinefs. 

"Oh, Reynard !" he gafped out, "Thou Traitor vile! 
Oh, Scoundrel, Thief!" and more in the fame fl:yle. 
He thought upon the tree; the jibes and knocks 
He had endured; and once more curfed the Fox. 

Reynard well pleafed t' have cozened Uncle Bruin, 
And lured him, as he thought, to his fure ruin, 
Had fl:arted off upon a Chicken-chafe; 
He knew, clofe by, a tried and fav'rite place. 
A fine fat Pullet foon became his prey, 
Which in his felon clutch he bore away : 
This he devoured, bones and all, right fpeedily; 
And, if the truth be fpoken, fomewhat greedily. 
Prepared for any chance that might betide, 
He flow ly fauntered by the river fide ; 
Stopping from time to time to take a draught; 
And thought aloud, while in his fleeve he laugh'd : 

"How pleafed I am t' have trick'd that fl:upid Bear! 
Honey he longed for, and has had his ihare; 
I'm not to blame; I warned him of the wax: 
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By this he knows how taftes a Joiner's axe. 
I'm glad to have fhown him this good turn, as he 
Has ever been fo good and kind to me. 
Poor Uncle! well; by chance ihould he be dead, 
I'll for his foul have [cores of 1na.ffes faid. 
It is the leaft methinks that I can do." 
While mufing thus he chanced to look below; 
And faw Sir Bruin on the other fhore 
Writhing and welt' ring in a pool of gore. 
Reynard could fcarce, fo great was his furprife, 
Believe the evidence of his own eyes. 

" Bruin alive ! and in this place ! " quoth he, 
" Why, Joiner, what a Booby you must be ! 
A Bear's hams make the mofl: delicious food ! 
You could not furely know they were fo good. 
A difh, by which a Duke would fet vafl: ftore, 
To be fo flighted by a fiupid Boor ! 
My Friend has left though, I am glad to fee, 
A pledge for your kind hofpitality." 

Thus fpake the Fox, as he beheld the Bear, 
Lying all weary-worn and bleeding there. 
Then he called out-" vVhy, Uncle, is that you ? 
What upon earth can you have here to do ? 
You've fomething at the Joiner's left, I fear, 
Shall I run back and let him know you're here ? 
Prithee, is fl:olen Honey very fweet ? 
Or did you honefl:ly pay for your treat ? 
How red your face is ! you have ate too quick ; 
I trufl: you have not gorged till you are fick. 
Really you fhould have been more moderate ; 
I could have got you lots at the fame rate. 
Nay, I declare-! trust there is no harm in't-
You feem t' have on fome fort of Priestly garment ; 
With fcarlet gloves, and collar too, and hat ; 
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Rather a dangerous prank to play is that. 
Yet, now I look more clofe, your ears are gone, fure ; 
Have you of late fubmitted to the tonfure, 
And did the fiupid Barber cut them off ? " 
Thus did the cruel-hearted Reynard fcoff; 

While Bruin, all unable to reply, 
Could only moan with grief and agony. 
No longer could he thefe iharp jibes fufiain, 
So crept into the water back again : 
He floated downward with the fiream once more, 
And again landed on the fuelving ihore. 
There in a miferable fiate he lay, 
And piteoufiy unto himfelf did fay ; 

" That Someone would but flay me here outright ! 
Ne'er ihall I reach the Court in this fad plight ; 
But on this fpot in ihame and grief Jball die, 
A mortal proof of Reynard's treachery. 
Oh ! I will have a dire revenge, I fwear, 
If it pleafe Providence my life to fpare." 

With firm refolve his pain to overcome, 
.i\.t length he fiarted on his journey home ; 
And after four long toilfome days were pafi, 
Crippled and maimed, he reached the Court at lafi. 

When the King faw the Bear fo forely maimed, 
<' Great Heaven! Is this Sir Bruin ? " he exclaimed; 
cc My trufiy MeiTenger in fuch a fiate ! " 

cc Ah, Sire ! " faid Bruin, " and is this the fate 
That ihould a King's Ambafrador befall ? 
Bu~ fpare my breath-the Fox has done it all." 

Then fpake the King in wrath ; " Now by the Mafs, 
This outrage vile ihall not unpuniihed pafs. 
What ! ihall the no blefi Baron of our court 
Afford this ,..fraitor means of favage fport ? 
No ; by my fceptre and my crown I fwear, 

F 
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If crown or fceptre I am fit to bear, 
Or of fl:ern Justice longer wield the fword, 
Right fhall be done ! Pledged is my royal word." 

Summoned in hafi:e the Council promptly fate, 
On this frefh outrage to deliberate. 
SubjeCt to the King's will, they all agree 
That Reynard once again mufi: fummoned be ; 
At Court he fhould appear ; and, if he might, 
Anfwer th' impeachment and defend his right : 
Tybalt, the Cat, fhould now the fummons carry, 
As he was well known to be wife and wary. 

So counfelled One and All : the King concurr'd ; 
And thus to Tybalt fpoke his Sov'reign Lord 

" Now mark your miffion and the fequence well ; 
If a third fummons Reynard ihould compel, 
He and his whole Race, I have fworn an oath, 
Shall feel the deadly power of my wrath. 
So let him come in time, if he be wife ; 
Nor this lafi: warning recklefsly defpife." 

Tybalt replied ; " My Liege, I fear that I 
Shall fcarcely profper in this embaify ; 
Not that indeed I ought to fay, ' I fear ; ' 
To do Your will all danger would I dare 
I merely hint, that for this tafk, of All 
I am leafi: fit, being fo very fmall. 
If the fi:out, fi:alwart Bear was fo abufed, 
What can poor I do ? Hold me, pray, excufed." 

" Nay," faid the King, " Wifdom and Wit) 'tis 
known, 

Are not the attributes of Strength alone. 
How often do we fee a little Man 
Succeed more neatly than a great one can. 
Though not a Giant, you are learned and wife, 
.. And Wifdom compenfates for want of Size." 
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The Cat was flattered and he bowed his head ; 

" Your will be done, my Sov'reign Liege," he faid ; 

" If on my right I only fee a fign, 

A profp'rous journey will, I know, be mine." 



, 

CHAPTER THE THIRD. 

'I' he Second Summons. 

NOT far did Tybalt on his journey get, 
Before a Magpie on the wing he met: 
" Hail, noble bird; " quoth he, "vouchfafe to 'light, 
As a propitious omen, on my right." 

The Magpie fcreeched; his onward way he cleft; 
Then ftooped his wing and perched on Tybalt's left. 

The Cat much ferious ill from this forebode, 
But on it put the beft face that he could. 
To Malepartus he proceeded ftraight, 
And found Sir Reynard .fitting at his gate. 

" Good Even, gentle Cou.fin," Tybalt faid, 
"May bounteous Heav'n ihow'r .bleffings on your head. 
I bring fad news ; the King has fen t to fay, 
If you come not to Court without delay, 
Not only your own life will forfeit be, 
His wrath will fall on your whole Family." 

"Welcome, dear Nephew," quoth the Fox ; "not Jefs 
I wifh you ev'ry kind of happinefs." 
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Though thus he fpoke, it went againfi his will ; 

For in his heart he wifhed him ev'ry ill; 

And thought 'twould be the very befi of fport 

To fend him alfo back difgraced to Court. 
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" Nephew," faid he ; for he fiill called him 

Nephew; 

" Step in and fee what [upper we can give you ; 

You mufi be tired; and all phyiicians tell ye, 

You can't fleep foundly on an empty belly. 

I am your Hofi for once; you fiay to-night; 

And we'll to Court fiart with to-morrow's light. 

For you of all tny Kindred love I befi, 

To you confide myfelf the readiefi. 
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That brutal Bear was here the other day, 
Bouncing and fwaggering in fuch a way, 
That not for all the world contains would I 
Myfelf have trufl:ed in his company. 
But having you my Comrade, travelling 
Will be a very different fort of thing. 
So you will !hare our potluck, then to bed, 
And off we fl:art by funrife: that's agreed." 

" Nay," replied Tybalt, "why not go to-night? 
The roads are dry ; the moon is ihining bright.'' 

May be, the omen on his mem'ry fl:ruck; 
May be, he had no fancy fo( potluck. 

" I am not fond of trav'lling after nightfall ; " 
Replies the Fox; " fome People are fo fpiteful; 
Who, though by day they civilly would greet you, 
Would cut your throat, if they by night fhould meet you." 

" Well but," fays Tybalt, in a carelefs way, 
" What have you got for fupper if I fl:ay?" 

Says Reynard, "\{\Tell, I candidly avow, 
Our larder is but poorly fl:ocked juft now; 
But we've f01ne honey-comb, if you like that." 

" Like f uch infernal rubbiih ! " quoth the Cat, 
' 

And fpat, and fware a loud and lufl:y oath, 
As he was wont to do when he was wroth; 
" If you indeed had got a Moufe or [o, 
I fhould much reliih them ; but honey-pooh ! " 

"What!" anfwers Reynard, "are you fond of Mice? 
I think I can procure fome in a trice, 
If you're in earnefi; for the Priefl:, my Neighbor, 
Vows that to keep them down is quite a labor ; 
In his tithe barn fo num'roufl y they fwarm; 
They do him, he declares, no end of harm.'' 

Thoughtlefsl y faid the Cat, " Do me the favor 
To take me where thefe Mice are; for in flavor 
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All other game they beat out of the field ; 
Befide the fport which they in hunting yield." 
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" Well," fays the Fox, " now that I know l 
your tafte, 

I'll promife you ihall have a fumptuous feafi:. l 
We'll fi:art at once and not a moment wafi:e." J 

Tybalt had faith and followed; quickly they 
Reached the Priefi:'s tithe barn, built with walls of clay. 
Only the day before, Reynard a hole 
Had through it fcratched, and a fat Pullet fi:ole. 
Martin, the Priefr's young Son-or Nephew rather, 
For he was ne'er allowed to call him Father,­
Had found the theft out, and, if poffible, 
Determined to find out the Thief as well ; 
So, craftily, a running noofe he tied, 
And fixed it firmly by the hole infide; 
Thus hoped he to avenge the frolen Pullet, 
Should the Thief chance return, upon his gullet. 

Reynard, fufpecting fomething of the fort, 
Said, " Nephew dear, I wiih you lots of [port; 

In at this opening you can fafely glide ; 
And while you're moufing, I'll keep watch outfide. 
You'll catch them by the dozen, now 'tis dark: 
How merrily they chirrup; only hark! 
I ihall be waiting here till you come back; 
So corne as foon as you have had your whack. 
To-night, whatever happens, we '11 not part, 
As we fo early in the morning il:art." 

Tybalt replies, as any prudent Beafi would, 
" I 've no great faith, I own it, in the Priefi:hood: 
Is 't quite fafe, think ye? " Reynard anfwers, "Well ; 
Perhaps not: 'tis impofiible to tell ; 
We 'd befi: return at once, as you're fo nervous; 
My Wife, I'll anfwer for it, will not fiarve us; 
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She'll tofs us up for fupper fomething nice, 
If not quite fo much to your tafi:e as Mice." 

Stung to the quick by Reynard's taunting tongue, 
Into the op'ning Tybalt boldly fprung, 
And plunged directly in the ready fnare: 
Such entertainment and fuch dainty fare 
Did the fly Fox for all his Guefi:s prepare. 

When the Cat felt the firing about his neck, 
He gave a fideward fpring and got a check; 
This made him throw a wondrous fomerfaut, 
And, the noofe tight'ning, he was fairly caught. 
To Reynard then he loudly called for aid, 
Who li.fl:'ning at the hole in mock'ry faid; 

l 
I 

~ 
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" Nephew, how are the Mice ? I hope they're fat; 
They are well fed enough, I 'm fure of that : 
If the Priefi: knew his vermin were your venifon, 
I'm fure he'd bring fome mufi:ard, with his benifon; 
Or fend his Son with it,-that befr of Boys. 
But Nephew, prithee, why make fuch a noife? 
Is it at Court the fafhion fo to fing 
At meals? It feems an inconvenient thing. 
Oh! but I wifh the gentle Ifegrim 
Were in your place ; how I would badger him ! 
I fi:ake my tail on't I would make him pay 
For all the ill he's wrought me many a day." 

Then off he frarts t' indulge fome other v1ce ; 
No matter what; he was not over nice : 
There never lived a Soul, at any time, 
More foully tainted with all kinds of crime ; 
Murder and theft, adultery and perjury ; 
'T was pail: the ikill of fpiritual furgery : 
He'd broke the Ten Commandments o'er and o'er, 
And would as readily have broke a fcore. 

He fancied now fome frefh fport might be found 
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In a ihort viiit to Dame Gieremund; 
This he propofed with a two-fold intent; 
To learn the grounds of Ifegrim's complaint; 
And likewife to renew an ancient fin, 
Which he efpecially delighted in. 
If' grim, he knew, was abfent at the Court; 
And it was common fubjeet of report, 
The She-Wolf's paffion for the ihamelefs Fox 
Had made her Hu!band's hatred orthodox. 

When Reynard to the Wolf's retreat had come, 
He found Dame Gieremund was not at home : 
" God blefs you, my Stepchildren dear : '' quoth he ; 
And to the young ones nods good-humour'dly : 
The objeCt: of his call he never mentions; 
But haftes away after his own inventions. 

Dame Gieremund returns at break of day ; 
" Has no one called here, while I 've been away ? " 
Aiks ihe; her Children anfwer, " Yes, Mamma; 
We've had a viiit from our God papa, 
Reynard ; he called us his Stepchildren though ; 
What did he mean by that ? " " I '11 let him know ; " 
~oth ihe, and angrily ihe hurried off, 
Determined to avenge this cutting fcoff. 
She knew where it was likely ihe ihould meet him; 
And when ihe found him thus began to greet him: 

" Wretch, Moniter, Brute ! " her rage was qutte 
bewild'ring ; 

" How dare you ufe fuch language to my Children ? 
You, of all Men, t' attack my charaCter! 
But you ihall dearly pay for it, I fwear. " 

With that ihe flew at him, and-oh difgrace ! 
She pulled him by the beard and fcratched his face. 
Then firfi: he felt the power of her teeth, 
As, grappled by the throat ; he gafped for breath : 

G 
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l-Ie 'fcaped her clutches though, and Bed amain ; 

She, after him; and mark, what happened then. 

It chanced a ruined abbey ftood in fight, 
And thitherward in hafte both bent their flight : 
A fiffure was there in the crumbling wall, 

Narrow it was and low and all ways f:nall; 
Through this the fubtle Fox contrived to pafs, 

Though hardly, thin and lanky as he was ; 

My Lady, who was anything but flim, 
Rammed in her head and tried to follow him ; 

But faft ihe ftuck- it feemed Fate helped the 
Blackguard, -

And ihe could neither forward get nor backward. 
Soon as the Fox faw how ihe was confin'd, 

~ick he whipped round and fell on her behind; 
And not without full many a bitter fcoff, 
For all ihe'd done he amply paid her ofr 
Wearied with vengeance, if not fatiated, 

The mifchief-loving Rogue at length retreated. 

And when Dame Gieremund at length got free, 
No where in all the neighbourhood was he. 
Homeward, with tott'ring fteps, ihe then return'd; 

While with revenge and ihame her panting bofom 
burn'd. 

Return we now to Tybalt; when he found 

How in that flipknot durance he was found, 

That firength and ftruggling nothing might avail, 
After the mode of Cats, he 'gan to wail. 

This Martin heard, and fwift fprang out of bed : 

" The Lord be praifed ; " the fpiteful Urchin faid, 

" The Thief is caught that ftole our Hen away ; 

And, pleafe the pigs, he ihall the piper pay; 

And that right dearly too, if but the noofe hold: " 
Then {huck a light and woke up all the Houfeho1d ; 
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Shouting, " The Fox is caught! " Up rose they all, 

And came down helter-ikelter, great and fmall ; 

Women and Men, in ihirts, and in chemifes, 

But ill protected 'gainfl: the cool night-breezes. 

Roufed from his fieep, e'en the good Father came; 

But threw a mantle round his decent frame ; 

His Cook with lighted flambeau ran before ; 

The little Martin a front cudgel bore ; 
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With this, foon as the wretched Cat he fpies out, 
He firikes a blow and knocks one of his eyes out. 
All fell upon him; with a threepronged fork, 
The Priefi approached and deemed to end the work. 
Then Tybalt thought it was his hour to die ; 
One plunge he made with defperate energy, 
Darting between the Rev'rend Paftor's thighs, 
He fcratched and bit with wild demoniac cries, 
And fearfully avenged his injured eyes. 
The Parfon fhrieked and fell into a fwoon; 
The Cook befide him knelt in anguifh down; 
Pitying the fufferings of the good old Priefi, 
She faid, " The Devil damn the vicious Beafi ! " 
And wildly did fhe prattle in her ravings ; 
She would have lofi far fooner all her favings, 
Than this mifhap had chanced; fhe even fwore, 
That if fhe had poifeifed of gold a fiore, 
In alms fhe would have freely giv'n it, rather 
Than fuch hurt had been done the worthy Father. 
Thus did fhe wail, and many tears fhe fhed : 
At length they bore him bleeding to his bed. 

l 
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In grief fome paifed the night, and fome in chat, l 
Trying to put together this and that; ( 

I And quite forgetting all about the Cat. J 
But Tybalt, when he found himfelf alone, 

Maimed tho' he was, with half his fenfes gone, 
Felt the firong love of life tenacious yet, 
And from that fiubborn noofe refolved to get. 
He feized it in his teeth and gnawed amain, 
And with fuccefs, for the cord brake in twain ; 
And he was loofe. How happy then was he, 
If fuch a woful Wretch could happy be. 
Out at the hole he crept, where he fprang in, 
And fled the fpot, where he'd fo outraged been. 
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He haftened on his road, in ihame and forrow, 
Towards the Court, and reached it on the morrow. 
And bitterly did he himfelf upbraid: 
" Me ! to be fo completely gulled ! " he faid; 
" How ihall I ever ihow my face for ihame, 
All batter'd a.s I am, half blind, and lame? 
The very Sparrows in the hedge will cry out, 
'There you go, Mafter Tybalt, with your eye out!'" 

Who ihall defcribe the wrath King Noble felt, 
When at his feet the injured Tybalt knelt? 
He [wore the Traitor vile ihould die the death : 
His Council in all hafte he fummoneth: 
The Lords Spiritual and Temporal 
A if em bled in obedience to his call : 
And the King faid-He wiihed it to be known 
He would maintain the honor of His Crown; 
That is, fo it were done confiftently 
With the true principles of libtrty : 
But fomething muft at once be done to ftem 
Rebellion; and He left it all to them.-
Judgment, 'twas moved, againft the Fox ihould pafs, he 
Being doomed at once to death for contumacy. 

The Badger, feeing what a ftorm wa:s brewing, 
How all confpired to work his Kinfman's ruin, 
Thus fpake; " My Liege, it boots not to deny 
Thefe charges prefs on Reynard grievoufl_ y ; 
But J uftice follows one eternal plan : 
Remember, Sire, the Fo:x; is a Free Man ; 
The Law in fuch a cafe is moft precife 
Requiring that he ihould be fummoned thrice: 
If then he fail, there is nought more to fay; 
But Law and J uftice both muft have their way." 

" Ha!" faid the Monarch fternly, "fay you fo? 
Where ihall be found the l\1eifenger to go ? 
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Who hath an eye too many ? who will flake 
His life and limbs for this bad Traitor's fake? 
'Gainfi Reynard's cunning who will wage his wit? 
I doubt if any one will venture it." 

The Badger anfwered, " I will venture, Sire ; 
And undertake the tafk, if You defi.re ; 
Happen what may. Whether 'tis better, I 
A fummons bear firaight from Your Majefiy ; 
Or of my own accord appear to go : 
Whichever You think beft, that will I do." 

" Go then ! fo let it be ; " the Monarch faid ; 
" You know what crimes to Reynard's charge are laid; 
You know too all his malice ; [o beware, 
Your Predeceffors' fate left you may ihare." 

Greybeard replied, " I trufi I may prevail ; 
But ihall have done my duty, if I fail." 

Away to Malepartus doth he hie; 
Finds Reynard with his Wife and Family; 
And greets him ; " Save you, Uncle : I can't tell 
How charmed I am to fee you look fo well. 
E'en let your Enemies fay what they can, 
You're a mofi extraordinary Man : 
Prudent and ·wife and wary as you are, 
Yet the King's wrath fo fcornfully to dare. 
You'd befi be warned in time : on every fide 
Are ill reports againfi you n1ultiplied. 
Take my advice; with me to Court away, 
'Twill help you nothing longer to delay. 
You're charged with almofi every fort of crime ; 
You're fummoned now to-day for the third time, 
And furely fentenced if you fail t' appear: 
The King wil~ firaightway lead his Barons here ; 
And what can you expect will then befall ? 
You will be ta'en and hanged : nor is that all : 
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Your fortrefs razed, your Children and your Wife 

Cruelly butchered, or enflaved for life. 

From the King's wrath you cannot hope to flee ; 

Better then, furely, to return with me. 

You need not dread to frand before your Judges ; 

You're never at a lofs for cunning dodges : 

With your confummate fkill and artifice, 

You've got thro' many a [crape, and will thro' this." 

Thus Grey beard fpake, and Reynard thus replied ; 

" Your counfel, Nephew, ihall my condutl: guide : 

I were to blame, ihould I your warning flight; 

I will to Court; and Heav'n defend the right; 

The King befides, I trufr, fome grace may ihow ; 

The ufe I've been to him he well doth know ; 

That for no other caufe than this I'm hated, 

And, fave your prefence, like a Badger baited. 

The Court would go to pieces but for me ; 

I don't pretend that from all blame I'm free; 

But were I ten times deeper in difgrace, 

Could I but fee my Sov'reign face to face, 

And come to fpeech with him, I would engage 

To foothe the tranfports of his Royal rage. 

Many 'tis true may at his council fit; 

But many heads have oft but fcanty wit: 

When they get fixed in one of their dead Jocks, 

To whom fend they for aid, but to the Fox? 

No matter how involved the cafe may be, 

They find it fmooth and eafy, thanks to me. 

For this I meet with envy; even thofe 

I mofr befriend turn out my bitt'refr foes ; 

But moralifrs agree 'tis not more hateful, 

Than it is natura], to be ungrateful. 

'Tis this I have to fear ; for well I know 

My death they have intended long ago. 
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Ten of the mightieft Barons in the land 
My utter downfal feek-a pow'rful band : 
Can I alone fuch odds as thefe withftand ? 
'Twas only this kept me from Court, I vow; 
But I agree 'twere beft to go there now. 
By far more honorable that will be, 
Than bring my deareft Wife and Family, 
By tarrying here, into difgrace and trouble ; 
For that would only make the mifchief double. 
And of the King I ftand in wholefome awe, 
His arm is mighty and his will is law. 
Mine Enemies perchance by courtefy 
I may fubdue; at leaft I can but try." 
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Then to his Wife, who ftood with weeping eyne, 
He turned and faid-" My gentle Ermelyne, 
Be mindful of our Children ; yet I know 
You need no hint from me to make you fo. 
Our youngeft, Greykin, will 1noft care require; 
He'll be the living image of his Sire, 
If thefe convulfions do not ftop his breathing, 
_.1\.nd by Heaven's ble.ffing he furvive his teething. 
And here's this cunning little rafcal, Ruifel, 
He thro' the world will manage well to buftle; 
His pluck may get him into many a [crape, 
His craft will ever teach him how to '[cape; 
I love him well, and have no fear for him ; 
He'll be a match, I ween, for Ifegrim 
And all his Brood. And now, farewell, dear Chuck ; 
When I return, as, have I any luck, 
I foon ihall do, I '11 prove me fenfible 
Of all your kindnefs : fo once more, farewell." 

Then from his home with Greybeard he departed; 
And fad he felt in fpirit and down-hearted; 
And fad too, grieving for her mate and fick fon, 
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Was the leal foul of Ern1elyne, the Vixen. 

Reynard nor Greybeard neither filence brake 

For near an hour; then thus the former fpake; 

"Ah, Nephew, heavy is my foul to-night; 

For truth to fpeak, I'm in a mortal fright; 

My frame with ftrange- forebodings ihuddereth; 

I feel aifured I go to certain death; 

My confcience finks 'neath mine enormities; 

You little think how ill I am at eafe. 

Will you, dear Nephew, my confeffion hear ? 

There is, alas ! no reverend Paftor near : 

Could I but of this load my bofom free, 

I then ihould face the King more cheerfully." 

" Confeffion certes benefits the foul," 
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~oth Greybeard, "but you muft confefs the whole; 

All treafons, felonies and mifdemeanors, 

However great-and great, no doubt, have been yours." 

"Yea," anfwered Reynard, "I will nought conceal ; 

Lift then, oh, liH:, while I my crimes reveal. 

Con .fit eor tibi, Pater-" " Nay, no Latin ! " 

~oth Greybeard: "'tis a tongue I'm nowife pat m. 

It would not much avail you to be ihriven, 

If I knew not the fins I had forgiven." 

"So be it then;" the Fox rejoined; "I ween 

A very wicked finner I have been; 

And I muft do what penance you enjoin 

To fa ve this miferable foul of mine. 

The Otter, and the Dog, and many more, 

With many a trick have I tormented fore : 

Indeed of living beafts there fcarce is one 

To whom I've not fome turn of mifchief done. 

Mine Uncle Bruin I beguiled of late ; l 
With honey he prepared his maw to fate; ( 

I fent him back with bloody paws and pate : J 
H 
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And Coufin Tibby, he came here to moufe; l 
I cozen'd him into a running noofe, ~ 

I i\ .. nd there, I'm told, an eye he chanced to lofe. J 
But I muft fay the fault was fomewhat theirs ; 
They ihould have minded more the King's affairs, 
With juftice too complains Sir Chanticleer ; 
I ate his chicks-and very good they were. 
Nay, with unfeigned repentance I muft own 
I have not fpared the King upon the throne ; 
And, Heaven forgive me for it! even the ~een 
Has not been fafe from my malicious fpleen. 
But moft I've outraged Ifegrim, the Wolf; 
'Twixt him and me yawns an abyfmal gulf. 
Him I've difgraced in every way I could ; 
And if I might have done fo more, I would. 
I've even called him Uncle, as a jibe; 
For I'm no kin to any of his tribe. 

" He came to me about fix years ago ; 
I lived then in the cloifter, down below ; 
He fought my help a Monk to get him made; 
His fancy was to toll the bells, he faid ; 
He loved the found fo much: fo with a loop, 
I faftened his fore-feet into the rope : 
He was delighted, and began to toll-
'Twas the great bell-with all his heart and foul ; 
But not much credit did his efforts win ; 
For he kicked up [ uch an infernal din, 
Out ruilied the People when the noife they heard, 
Thinking fome dread miihap mufi have occurr'd. 
They came and found my friend the Wolf; and cr 
His purpofe to turn Monk he could declare, 
rfhey fell to work, and fo belabored him, 
'Twas all but up with Mafter Ifegrim. 

"The Fool was fiill unfatisfied; fl:ill craved 
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To be a Monk and have his noddle fhaved; 

With a hot iron then I finged his poll, 

Till the fwart fkin all fhrivelled on his fknll. 

Ah ! many are the blows and thumps and kicks 

That he has been regaled with through my tricks. 

I taught him the befl manner to catch Fiili; 

And he caught jufi as many as I'd wiili. 

" Once, when in partnerfhip we chanced t' engage, 

We groped our way into a parfonage ; 

Well flared the larder was of the good Priefi, 

For he was rich and amply benefic'd. 

Bacon there was and hams more than enough, 

And lots of pork lay falting in a trough. 

If'grim contrived to fcratch the fione wall through , 

And crept in at the hole with much ado, 

Urged on by me and his own appetite ; 

For with long fafiing he was rav'11ous quite. 

I did not follow, as I had fame doubt 

How, if I once got in, I might get out. 

Ifegrim gorged till chuck-full to the eyes, 

And fwell'd to nearly twice his former fize ; 

So that, although he flrove with might and tnain, 

He could not for his life get out again. 

' Thou lett'fl me in,' he cried, ' oh, faithlefs hol e ! 

Empty, and will not let me out when full.' 

Away I hafiened; raifed a loud alarm, 

On the Wolf's track in hopes the Boors might fwarm. 

Into the Parfon's dwelling then I run ; 

And find him to his dinner fitting down,­

A fine fat capon jufi brought on the tray,-

l 
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This I [napped up, and with it flole away. 

Up rofe the Priefl in hafie and overthrew 

The table with the food and liquors too; 

On every fide the glafs and crockery flew. j 
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' Kill him! ' call'd out th' enraged Ecclefiafiic; 
'Oh! that the bones in his damn'd gullet may flick!' 
Then, his feet catching in the cloth, he fiumbled, 
And all among the mefs and fragments tumbled. 
But loudly he continued frill to bawl : 

The hubbub brought the Houfehold, one and all. 
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Away I fped, as fail as I could go ; 

They after me, with whoop and tally-ho : 

The Parfon ihouting loud as he was able, 

' The Thief! he's ilole my dinner from my table ! ' 
I ne'er, until I reached the pantry, ilopped; 

But there} ah, well-a-day ! the fowl I dropped; 

I could no longer toil beneath its weight, 

But lightened of my load efcaped by flight. 

The Parfon, ilooping to pick up the fowl, 

Spied Mafier If'grim iluck fail in the hole : 

' Halloo ! ' he cried, 'halloo ! come here, my friends ! 

' See what a fcapegoat righteous Heaven fends ! 

'Here's a Wolf caught; if he ihould get away 

'We were difgraced for ever and a day.' 

The Wolf no doubt wiihed he'd ne'er feen the larder; 

Meanwhile their blows rained on hi1n, harder and harder; 

And many a grievous thump and kick and thwack 

He got upon his ihoulders, fides and back ; 

And all the while, as if the Devil ilirr'd them, 

They yelled and fcreamed and f wore-I ilood and 

heard them. 

At length it feemed all up with Ifegrim ; 

He fwooned ; and then they left off beating him. 

I'd lay a bet he never had before 

His hide fo curried, and will never more. 
'Twould make an altar-piece, to paint the way 

They made him for the Parfon's viCt:uals pay. 

At length out in the ilreet for dead they threw him ; 

And over fhards and pebbles rough they drew him: 

Then flung him, as no figns of life he ihow'd, l 
I 

Into a ilagnant ditch befide the road, ( 
I 

And left him buried there in flime and mud. J 
How he recovered's more than I can tell; 

It almoil feems a fort of miracle. 
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" Yet after this, about a year, he fwore 
To be my Friend and firm Ally once more : 
I cannot fay his word I quite believed ; 
I felt that one of us would be deceived. 

I foon found out his objeCt was to get 
A meal of Fowls on which his heart was fet. 
I told him of a rafter, where there u['d 
A Cock with [even fine fat Hens to roofl:. 
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It was pafl: twelve o'clock one clou~y night, 
When moon and fl:ars gave not one ray of light, 
I took him to a houfe I'd known before, 
Where was a window on the fecond floor ; 
The lattice ihutter by good luck fi:ood ope; 
To this along the wall we Dily crape ; 
And, being never barren in expedients, 
I prayed mine Uncle he would take precedence : 
' Go boldly in,' I whifpered; ' do not fear; 
'You never faw fuch Fowls, as you '11 find here ; 
' I'll warrant, you ne'er finer met or plumper; 
' I'd lay my life you'll carry off a thun1per.' 
CautiouDy in he fl:ole, while I frayed out; 
And here and there he 'gan to grope about: 
But before long in tones fubdued he faid, 
' Reynard, by all that's Holy, I'm betrayed; 
' You've led me, I fufpect, a wildgoofe chafe; 
' Of Fowls I find not the remotefr trace.' 
' The foremofl: I've long had,' faid I; 'you'll find 
' The others jufl: a little way behind : 
'You'd better make your way acrofs the rafter; 
' Don't be afraid ; I '11 follow clofely after.' 
This rafter now was anything but broad, 
And no ways suited to fufl:ain a load ; 
And Ifegrim was fain to ufe his talons 
In order any how to keep his balance. 
Out at the window I contrived to back, 
And then Dammed to the ihutter in a crack; 
It jarred the rafter, and the Wolf fell plump, ere 
He could refl:ore himfelf, a monfl:rous thumper. 
Thus was again my prophecy fulfill'd; 
In fuch prophetic warnings am I fkill'd. 
The Houfecarles, who around the chimney dozed, 
Were, by his heavy fall, fron1 Dumber roufed; 
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'What's that fall'n from the window?' cried they all, 
And lit the lamp and fearched about the hall; 
And in a corner found they Ifegrim ; 
Good Saints in Heav'n ! how they did puniih him ! 
Yet fomehow he contrived to get away 
With a whole !kin, but how I cannot fay. 

" I mui1 corifefs too, even though it wound 
A lady's honor, with Dame Gieremund 
I've oftentimes committed mortal fin :-
It is fo hard to ftop when you begin. 
This fault with deep contrition I deplore, 
And trufl: I never may be tempted more. 
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" Such are my fins, 0 Father ! if not all, 
At lec..ft I have confefied the principal. 

I pray for abfolution, and fubmit 
To whatfoever penance you think fit." 

Then Greybeard fhook his head, looked wife 
and big-; 

And from a neighb'ring bufh plucked off a twig. 

" My Son," quoth he, " this rod receive; with it 
Three tirnes your back in penance muft you fmite ; 

Next, having laid it gently on the ground, 

Three times acrofs it muft you gravely bound; 
Laftly, in humble and obedient 1nood, 

Three times with rev'rence muft you kifs the rod. 

This done, I pardon and abfolve you quite, 

And every other punifhment remit." 

This penance cheerfully by Reynard done, 

Greybeard refumed; "Let your good works, my Son, 
Prove the fincerity of your repentance. 

Read pfalms, and learn by heart each pious fentence ; 

Go oft to Church ; mind what the Paftor fays ; 

And duly fail: on the appointed days ; 

Show thofe, who feek, the right path ; from your ftore 

Give willingly and largely to the poor ; 
And from your heart and foul renounce the Devil 
And all his works, and ev'ry thought of evil. 
So fhall you come to Grace at laft." " To do 
All this," faid Reynard, " folernnly I vow." 

The fhrift now ended, tow'rds the Court they bent 

Their fteps,-the Confefior and Penitent-

In feeming meditation wrapt : their way 

Through pleafant woods and fertile paftures lay. 
On their right hand an ancient cloifter ftood, 

Where holy women of religious mood, 

Pafied a pure life in facial folitnde. 

I 

l 
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Stored was their yard with Cocks and Hens and 

Chickens, 

Who often roamed abroad in fearch of pickings. 

Reynard, when not with weightier matters bufied, 

Would pay them frequently a friendly vifit. 

And now to Greybeard did he turn and fay, 

" By yonder wall you'll find our ihorteft way." 
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I 
He did not mean exaCtly what he faid ; 

His ConfeiTor towards the wall he led ; 

While greedily his eyes rolled in his roguifh 

One Cock'rell notes he in particular, 

I 
head. j 

Who plump and proud was {h-utting in the rear : 

On him pounced Reynard fudden from behind, 

And made his feathers fcatter in the wind. 

While the Fox licked his difappointed chaps, 

Greybeard, incenfed at fuch a fad relapfe, 

Exclaimed, " Alas ! alas ! what have you done ? 
Is this your penitence, unworthy Son? 

Frefh from confefEon, for a paltry Fowl 

Will you fo peril your unhappy foul ? " 
Said Reynard, " You rebuke me as you ought ; 

For I have finned in truth, tho' but in thought. 

Pray for me, deareft Nephew, pray to Heaven, 

With other fins that this may be forgiven. 

Never, oh ! never more will I offend." 

The cloifter paiTed, the highway they regain'd : 

Their pathway lay acrofs a narrow nook : 

The Fox behind caft many a longing look 

Towards thofe tempting Fowls; it was in 

He !trove his carnal yearnings to reftrain. 

If any one had then !truck off his head, 

. 
vam 

Back to the Fowls it muft perforce have fled. 

Greybeard faid fternly, "Whither doth your eye 

Still wander? This is hateful gluttony." 

~oth Reynard, " You quite mifconceive th' 
affair; 

You fhould not interrupt me when in pray 'r. 

Let me conclude my orifons for thofe 

Whofe fouls I've fent to premature repofe; 

Their bodies to my maw a prey were given : 

For thus accompliihed was the will of Heaven." 
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Greybeard was filent; Reynard did not turn 
His head, while yet the Fowls he could difcern. 

They've left the cloifier now behind them quite ; 
They near the Court ; the Palace is in fight : 
Reynard's bold heart beats faintly in his breafi; 
So grave the charges that againfi him prefi. 



CHAPTER THE FOURTH. 

'I'he 'I'rial. 

SOON as 'twas· known by general report 

Reynard was really coming to the Court, 

Out they all ruihed in hafte, both Great and Small, 

Eager to fee the famous Criminal : 

In flocks and herds and droves they thronged to 

meet him, 

But fcarce did one with word of welcome greet him. 

Reynard cared little though for this : he thought­

Or feem'd at 1eaft to think-it mattered nought. 

With Greybeard on indiff'rent things he talked 

As, bold as brafs, along the ftreet he walked ; 

He could not, had he been the King's own Son, 

Free from all crime, with prouder ftep have gone: 

And_ fo before the King and all his Peers 

He ftood, as though he felt nor doubts nor fears. 
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"Dread Lord and gracious Sov'reign ! '' tl1us faid he, 

" For ever gracious have You proved to 1ne ;­

Therefore I itand before You, void of fear, 

Sure that my tale with patience you will hear ;­

A more devoted Servant to the Crown, 

Than I have been, my Liege hath never known ; 

'Tis this brings me fuch hoits of Enemies, 

Who itrive to work me mifchief in Your eyes ; 

And bitter reafon ihould I 1-:ave to grieve, 

Could You one half their calumnies believe. 

But high and juit and righteous all Your views are ; 

You hear th' Accufed, as well as the Accufer : 

Howe'er behind my back they flander me, 

You know how great is my integrity." 

" Silence that lying tongue!" the Monarch cries, 

" Nor think to veil your crimes with fophifiries. 

In one career of vice your life is fpent ; 

It calls aloud to Heav'n for puniiliment. 

How have you kept the peace that I ordained 

Throughout My kingdom's breadth ihould be main-

tained? 

Yon mourns the Cock, difconfolate with grief; 

His Children flain by you, falfe-hearted Thief! 

You boaft of your devotion to the Crown , 

Is 't by your treatment of My Servants ihown ? 

Bruin, by your devices, hath been lamed ; 

My faithful Ty bait fo feverel y maimed, 

The Leech doubts if he may his health refiore­

But I will wafie My words on you no more; 

Lo ! your Accufers prefs on every fide; 

All further fubterfuge feems now denied." 

"Ah! Sire," rejoined the Fox, "am I to blame 

My Uncle Bruin has returned fo la1ne ? 

Or is it my fault he has tafies fo funny, 
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He 1nufi needs pilfer honefi People's honey ? 

What if the Peafants caught him in the faCt, 

And, 'fpite his fize and firength, he got well whack'd? 

I could not help it, nor could fuccour him; ·-

In footh 'twas lucky he knew how to fwim. 

Then as for Ty bait, when he came to me, 

I ihewed him ev'ry hofpitality. 

Gave him the befi I had ; but not content, 

His mind was wholly upon thieving bent: 

He fcorned my larder, and would poke his nofe in 

The Parfon's granary to go a moufing, 

In fpite of all my caution and advice-

It feems he has a firange penchant for Mice. 

Shall I be puniihed becaufe they were Fools ? 

Does that comport with J ufiice' facred rules ? 

But You will do Your royal will I know ; 

And I mufi e'en fubmit for weal or woe : 

Whether I am im prifoned, tortured, martyred, 

Burnt or beheaded, or hung, drawn and quartered ; 

So it mufi be, if fo it be You lift ; 

Your pow'r is great, how can the Weak refifi ? 

Tho' to the State fmall good my death will bring; 

I ihall at leafi die loyal to my King." 

Up fpake the Ram then, " Friends, the ttme ts 

come; 

Urge now your plaints, or evermore be dumb ! " 

Then, all confederate for Reynard's ruin, 

Stept Tybalt forth, and Ifegrim, and Bruin; 

And other beafis came [warming by the fcore, l 
The thin-ikinn'd Roebuck and the thick-fkinn: d l 

Boar, l 
N eddy the Donkey too, and n1any more. J 
Frizzy the Poodle alfo, and the Goat, 

The Squirrel, and the W eaze1, and the Stoat; 
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Nor did the Ox or Horfe fail to appear; l 
And Beails of favage nature too were there; ( 

I The flitting Rabbit, cmd the nimble Hare. J 
The Swan, the Stork, the Heron and the Crane ; 
All thither flew, all eager to complain. 
Sibby the Goofe, with anger hiffing, came, 
And the Duck Q8ackley, who was fadly lame ; 
And Chanticleer, that moil unhappy Cock, 
Whofe farrows· might have touched a heart of rock, 
With the few Children that to him were left, 
A.ccufed the Fox of murder and of theft. 
In countlefs flocks came [warming in the Birds, 
The Beails in vail innumerable herds ; 
All vehement alike on vengeance bent, 
All clam'rous prefs'd for Reynard's puniiliment. 
Charge upon charge there followed, thick and fail, 
And each freih plaint more weighty than the lail. 
Since Noble fat upon his Father's throne, 
Was never yet fuch a Grand Oyer known ; 
Indeed fo num'rous the complainants were, 
It feemed an Oyer with no Terminer. 

Meanwhile the Fox conduCted his defence 
With moil confummate ikill and impudence; 
One time a Witnefs he would browbeat fo, 
That what he faid . the poor man fcarce iliould know; 
Or elfe repeat his anfwers in a tone, 
Which gave a fenfe quite diif'rent from his own ; 
Or interrupt with fome facetious jeil, 
Or tell a ilory with fuch hurn'rous zeil, 
That, ferious things forgotten in the fport, 
They laugh'd the Profecutor out of Court. 
And when he fpoke, Truth feemed to tip his tongue, 
Indignant as each charge afide he flung ; 
They heard with wonder and diverfion blent, 
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Almofr difpofed to think him innocent ; 
Nay, fome there were who more than half believed 
He was himfelf the Party mofi aggrieved. 

At length came Witne.tTes who frood fo high 
For unimpeachable veracity, 
That all his crimes and outrages, as clear 
As is the fun at noon, were made appear. 
The Council all agreeing, with one breath, 
Pronounced him guilty and condemned to death ; 
Bound, to the gallows he ihould thence be led, 
And hanged there by the neck till he was dead. 

And Reynard now gave up the game for loft ; 
His ikill had ferved him for difplay at 1nofr ; 
And as the King himfelf his doom pronounced, 
All hope of mercy he as vain renounced ; 
For feized and pinioned, hopelefs was his cafe, 
With ignominious death before his face. 

As there he frood, difgraced, difconfolate, 
His Foes beflirred themfel ves to fpeed his fate. 
His Friends the while in fi.lent awe flood round; 
Great was their trouble, and their pain profound; 
Martin the Ape, Greybeard, and many more, 
Who to the haplefs Culprit kindred bore : 
The King's will they refpeCted as they ought; 
But forrow'd all-more than one might have thought: 
For Reynard was a Peer of high degree, l 
And now flood flripped of every dignity ; ~ 
Adjudged to die a death of infamy. j 
A fight indeed to make his Kinfmen grieve! 
Then of the King they one and all took leave, 
And left the Court, as many as were there; 
Reynard's difgrace they had no mind to ihare. 

The King was fore chagrined though in his heart, 
1 o fee fo many Peers and Knights depart : 

K 
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It proved the Fox had fome Adherents ftill 

Too much difpofed to take his fentence ill. 

Then turning to his Chancellor, he faid, 

"Though Reynard's crimes his doom have merited, 

'Tis caufe for anxious thought and deepeft care, 

How we his num'rous friends from Court may fpare." 

But Bruin, Ifegrim and Tybalt, all 

Were bu!ied round the lucklefs Criminal. 

Anxious to execute the King's decree, l 
They hurried forth their hated Enemy, jr 
And onward haftened to the fatal tree. 

Thus to the Wolf then fpake the fpiteful Cat : 

"Sir Ifegrim, you've now got tit-for-tat ; 

You need not be reminded, I '11 be fworn, 

Of all the wrongs from Reynard you have borne. 

You '11 not forget, unlefs your heart's grown callous, 

He had your Brother hanged on that fame gallows, 

And taunted him with many a biting fcoff; 

In his own coin you now can pay him off. 

Remember too the foul trick you were played, 

Sir Bruin, when by Reynard's craft betrayed 

T'o that bafe Joiner and his rabble Crew ; 

The infults you received, the beating too ; 

Be!ides the deep and fcandalous difgrace 

To be the talking-ftock of every place. 

Keep clofe together then and have a care ; 

Left he £lip off before one is aware : 

For if, by any artifice or chance, 
He now contrive to '[cape our vigilance, 

We fhall remain eternally difgrac' d, 

Nor ever fhall the fweets of vengeance tafte." 

~oth Ifegrim, " What boots it chattering fo ? 
B etch me a halter without more ado. 

A halter, ho ! and fee that it be ftrong : 
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vVe would not have his fuff'ring laft too long. " 

Thus againft Reynard did they vent their wrath, 
As tow'rds the gibbet they held on their path. 
He'd heard all they had faid, and not yet fpoke; 
But now, with fidelong leer, he filence broke ; 

" If you a halter want, Tybalt's the man 
To fit you one upon the neweft plan; 
He knows how beft to make a running noofe, 

Fr01n which one cannot poffibly get loofe; 
He learnt it at the Parfon's granary, 

Where to catch Mice he went, and loft an eye. 
But, Ifegrim ! and Bruin ! why pretend 
Such zeal to haft en your poor Uncle's end ? 
In footh it does not to your credit tend." 

Now rofe the King, with all his Lords, to fee 

J uftice was done with due folemnity; 
And, by her courtly Dames accompanied, 

The ~een herfelf walked by the Monarch's fide : 
And never was there feen a Crowd fo great 
As followed them to witnefs Reynard's fate. 

Meanwhile Sir Ifegrim his Friends befought 

l 
\_ 

I 
J 

To march clofe packed, and keep a iharp look out ; 

For much he feared, left by fome ihifty wile 
The Fox might yet their watchfulnefs beguile: 
And fpecially did he conjure his Wife; 

"See that the Wretch efcape not, on thy life ; 

If he ihould this time flip from out our pow'r, 

We ne'er ihould know another peaceful hour. 

Think of your wrongs; " thus Bruin he addrefs'd; 

" And fee you pay them with full intereft . 
1'yba1t can clamber; he the rope ihall fix ; 

You hold Sir R eynard tight, and mind his tricks : 
I '11 raife the ladder, and you may deper.d on ' t 

In a few minutes we ihall make an end on ' t." 
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~oth Bruin, " ~ick ! and get the ladder plac' d : 
I '11 warrant me I '11 hold the Ruffian fafr." 

"Why ihould you take," again thus Reynard faith, 

"Such pains to expedite your Uncle's death ? 
You know, the more the hafre, the worfe the fpeed. 

Ah! fad and cruel is my lot indeed, 
To meet with hate from fuch old Friends as you ! 
I knovv 'twere vain, or I for grace would fue. 
Stern Ifegrim hath e'en compelled his Wife 

Join this unkindly plot againfr my life: 

Her memories of the pafr might furely wake 

Some feelings of com paffion for my fake : 
But when you can foretell to-morrow's wind, 

Then trufr the confrancy of Womankind. 
But if fo be it muft; fo let it be. 

The fooner done, the fooner I am free. 
My fate will but with my poor Father's match; 

Albeit, good Soul, he died with more defpatch. 
Neither did fuch a goodly Company 

Attend his death, as now has honor'd me. 
You feem to fancy, if you fpared me now 

You'd all be ihamed; and haply, 'twould be fo." 

" Hear him!" cried Bruin; "hear the Ruffian boafi ; 

OEick ! prithee, quick ! let no more time be loft.'' 
Then Reynard ferioufly to think began­

' Could I but now devife fome cunning plan ; 
ThJ.t, in this hour of my extremefr need, 

I 1night be pardoned and from bondage freed ; 
Efcape with credit from death's bitter throes, 

And heap difgrace on thefe detefred Foes. 

What can be done ? 'tis worth fame pains to take, 

Since nothing lefs than life is here at frake. 

Slight feem the chances for me ; frrong, againft ; 

The King, no doubt, is bitterly incenf'd ; 



My Enemies all here ; my Friends away ; 

All my mif deeds brought to the light of day :­

And, truth to fpeak, but little good I've done; 

Yet ever hoped this evil hour to ihun. 

-- ,_::""'"-?_<,(,(~~~~~ 

~~~~~~==-~ ~...:=--,: ~ ~-- .;::::-~:_ • 

If they 'd but grant me liberty of fpeech, 

Some of their cruel hearts I yet might reach ; 

And fo get free of this ~ccurfed rope ; 

At leaft I'll try it :-while there's life there's hope.' 
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Then turning on the ladder where he flood, 
He thus addreffed th' a!fembled Multitude : 
" My doom is fixed ; chance of efcape is none ; 
Grant then a dying man one trifling boon : 
Before you all, as many as are here, 
Ere yet I clofe my criminal career, 
Fain would I freely all my fins confefs, 
Lamenting that their number is not lefs ; 
Elfe for fo.me crime in fecret done by me, 
The Innocent perchance might puniihed be : 
And thus my finful foul fome hope may have 
Of mercy on the other fide the grave.') 

Many were moved at this and 'gan to say ; 
"Small is the favor, brief is the delay." 
And as it feemed a reafonable thing, 
rfhey begged it and obtained it of the King. 
A load was now removed from Reynard's heart, 
And he at once prepared to play his part : 
While through the Crowd expectant murmurs ran, 
With well-feigned penitence he thus began : 

"Oh, aid me now, Spiritus Domini! 
For I am fentenced and mufi: ihortly die. 
Vafi: as this meeting, fcarce can I fee one, 
To whom I've not fon1e grievous inj'ry done. 
Whilfi: I was fiill a tiny little Brat, 
Scarce weaned, and not much higher than my hat, 
I loved to watch the Lambs and Kids at play 
When from their watchful Herds they chanced to firay : 
It made my bofom throb to hear them bleat, 
My bowels yearn too for fu bfiantial meat. 
Ere long, in jefi, I bit to death a Lamb, 
Who'd firoll 'd away fome difi:ance from its D am; 
While yet 'twas warm and freih, I licked the blood, 
And found that it was exquifiteTy good. 
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Four of the youngeft Kids I next did fiaughter : 
The thought-Heav'n help n1e !-makes my mouth 

yet water. 
Grown bolder, I indulged each wild caprice; 
My tooth fpared neither Fowls nor Ducks nor Geefe; 
I caught and ate them wherefoever found, 
And fome, half-eaten, buried in the ground. 

" One winter, on the Rhine, it chanced I met 
If' grim,-a meeting I may well regret. 
He claitned direct relationfhjp with me, 
Showed we were Confins, and in what degree. 
Guilelefs myfelf, I readily believed ; 
Perhaps too ready to be fo deceived. 
Ourfelves we bound then in a folemn league ; 
Force iliould be ufed by him ; by me, intrigue ; 
Eternal friendiliip each to each we [wore, 

Ah ! little did I ween what fruit his friendiliip bore. 
" The provinces we traverfed, one and all ; 

He the large booty ftealing; I, the ftnall. 
Our bargain was, we iliould divide all fair; l 
But what he chose to leave was all my iliare ; ~ 
Nor was this all th' injuitice I muft bear. j 
If e'er he chanced a Goat or Sheep to ftea1, 
And I came up, and found him at his meal ; 
Or caught him gorging a freili-fiaughtered Calf, 
Of which he'd not devoured more than half; 
He'd grin his teeth at me, and fwear and curfe ; 
I was e'en glad that matters were no worfe. 
And thus it was he always treated me, 
However large the booty chanced to be. 
In hunting, if we ever caught, by luck, 
Some head of noble game, as Hind, or Buck, 
Or Ox, or Cow, whofe carcafe vaft was more 
Than e'en his gluttony could all devour; 
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His Wife and Children firaight made their appearance, 
And in a trice there was a total clearance ; 
Not e'en a fpare rib fell unto my ihare, l 
But what was gnawed and poliihed, clean and bare: ~ 
And thus was I for ever forced to fare. J 
But Heav'n be thanked I never fuffered hunger; 
I'd means to live on, twenty years or longer; 
A treafure vaft of fi.lver and of gold, 
Securely hidden in a fecret hold. 
More than a fi.ngle waggon, I might fay 
Even at [even loadings, could convey." 

Noble, the King, heard all that Reynard said, 
And bending forward now his Royal head ; 
" Say then, where did you get it from ? " he cried, 
"I mean the treafure." And the Fox replied, 
" It boots me nought to keep my fecret now ; 
I cannot take my wealth to where I go. 
All, as Your Grace commands me, will I tell ; 
From fear or favor nought will I conceal. 
Stol'n was the treafure ; I'll not tell a lie : 
Th' occafi.on though the theft ihall jufiify. 

" There was a plot, a moft atrocious thing ! 
Even to murder You, my Lord and King ; 
And then to feize upon the vacant Throne : 
Beyond all doubt the deed would have been done, 
If but fecure that treafure had been left ; 
Your life, my Liege, depended on that theft, 
It helped indeed to lay my Father low, 
Perchance involved his foul in endlefs woe : 
But private interefis, however dear, 
With public duties muft not interfere.)} 

The ~een had heard this lengthy rigmarole 
With moft extreme bewilderment of foul, 

• 
Alternating between alarm and pleafure; 
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Her H uiband's n1urder, heaps of glitt'ring treafiu·e, 
And widow's weeds, and bridal garments white, 
In wild confufion danced before her fight. 

" Reynard," !he cried, "your hour is almofi: con1e ; 
Before you lies the road to your long home ; 
Nought but true penitence can fave your foul ; 
Tell nothing but the truth, and tell the whole." 

Then fpake the King, " Be filent, ev'ry one ! 
Let Reynard from the gallows-tree come down; 
And let him,-but frill bound,-approach mine ear, 
'Tis fit that this fi:range hifi:'ry I !hould hear." 

With cheerful hopes buoyed up the Fox defcends, 
While grieved his Foes were, and rejoiced his Friends; 
Approached, as he was bid, the King and ~een ; 
Who longed to know what might this myfi:'ry mean. 
His web of lies he fi:raight prepared to fpin ; 
'If the King's grace,' he thought, 'I could but wm, 
And, by fame cunning trick of policy, 
Could ruin thofe who feek to ruin me, 
From peril then fhould I be wholly freed. 
Ah ! that would be a mailer ihoke indeed 
'Tis a bold cafi: : if I would prof per in 't, 
'Twill need the ufe of falfehood without fi:int.' 

The ~een impatient quefi:ioned him again: 
" The whole proceeding, Reynard, now explain ; 
Speak truth, and eafe your confcience and your foul." 
"Truly," faid Reynard, "will I tell the whole. 
Am I not doomed, too jufi:ly doomed, to die ? 
No chance there is to 'fcape my defi:iny. 
My foul to burden more at fuch a time 
Were but to add a folly to 1ny crime. 
Better to fpeak the truth at any rate, 
Though Friends and Kinfmen I may implicate. 
There is no help for it, I know right well ; 

L 
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Before mine eyes I have the pains of I-Tell." 

And the King's heart with gloom was overfpread; 
''And fpeak'fl: thou nought but faber truth?" he faid. 

Reynard replied with fanct:imonious mien, 
" A miferable Sinner have I been ; 

And oft have lied to ferve mine interefl: ; 
But furely now the truth fhall aid me befl: : 

Falfely to make a dying declaration 
Would be to court eternal condemnation. 

Y ourfelf, my Liege, have doomed that I muft die ; 
With my laft words I dare not breathe a lie." 

While thus did Reynard, vile Diifembler, fpeak, 
Remorfe and terror feemed to blanch his cheek. 

And the ~een faid, " His anguifh moves my ruth : 
Encourage him, dear Lord, to fpeak the truth ; 
And hear his fl:ory calmly to the end : 

Our fafety may upon his tale depend. 
Give your commands that no one filence break, 

And let him publicly his fl:atement make." 

At the King's bidding not a found was heard; 

And Reynard fpake, " Pleafe yon, my gracious Lord, 
Receive with favor what I have to fay; 

Though note nor minute have I here to-day, 
The whole confpiracy will I lay bare, 

And no one, be he Friend or Foe, will fpare." 



CHAPTER THE FIFTH. 

The Pardon. 

NOW hear what lying tales the Fox dared fiate, 

To fcreen himfelf, and others inculpate ; 

To what bafe falfehoods utterance he gave, 

Slandered his very Father in the grave, 

Traduced the Badger too, his fl:aunchefi Friend; 

He thought all means were fancrioned by the end; 

So he could but get credit for his lies, 

.l\.nd have revenge upon his Enemies. 

Thus he began : "It chanced that once my Sire, 

Whofe wit and wifdom frill the World admire, 

Difcovered, hid in an obfcure retreat, 

The treafures of King Emmerick the Great; 

It feemed a Godfend, but it brought fuch evil, 

'Twas much more likely fent him from the Devil. 

With his new fortune he waxed haught and proud ; 

For his old Comrades deemed himfelf too good; 



Reynard the Fox. 

Fancied that by ailii1:ance of his pelf 0 

To higher circles he n1ight raife himfelf; 
Conceived ideas the mofi: abfurd and vain, 
And hatched the fi:rangei1: maggots in his brain. 
He fent off Tybalt to Ardennes' wild regions 
For Bruin, tend'ring him his fworn allegiance ; 
Inviting him to Flanders to repair, 
And promifing to make him King when there. 
Bruin with vafi: delight his letter read, 
Without delay to Flanders off he fped; 
Him did my Sire exultingly receive ; 
And planned how their defigns they might achieve. 
They got to join them in the enterprife, 
If'grim the favage, and Greybeard the wife. 
Thefe four in the confpiracy combin'd ; 
Four perfons truly, though but one in mind; 
While Tybalt joined their counfels for a fifth : 
They journeyed onwards till they ca1ne to Ifth ; 
A little village is there of that name, 
Obfcure it is and all unknown to Fame ; 
'Twixt this and Ghent, in a fequefi:ered fpot, 
They met together to arrange their plot. 
Over the meeting, which murk night did hide, 
The Devil and my Father did prefide ; 
One o'er their minds with falfe hopes kept his hold, 
One, with the influence of his dirty gold. 
Regardlefs of all loyalty and faith, 
They compaifed and imagined the King's death; 
The five then [wore on If'grim's curfed head, 
Bruin the Bear fhould reign in Noble's fiead; 
And at Aix-la-Chapelle, upon the throne, 
Should bind his temples with the golden crown. 
If any one their trait'rous fche1ne withfi:ood, 
Bound to the King by fealty or blood, 
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Him ihould my Sire with wor<ls or bribes perfuade, 

Or, failing thefe, call force in to his aid. 

I learnt the buf'nefs in the flrangeft way; 

1'he Badger had been drinking hard one day, 

( 

- - -_; - :_,, ~~ 
~-~, ) 

'T h' uxonous blockhead, though it rifked his life, 

Told the whole fecret to his wheedling Wife; 

He bound her though to folemn fecrecy, 

And the Fool fancied that he fafe would be. 
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But what are woman's vows ? His Wife and mme 
Goilips had been together from lang fyne ; 
And when they met, the former, as with child 
Of her grand fecret, nodded, fmirked and fmil'd ; 
And having made my Wife firft fwear an oath, 
By the three Kings, and by her faith and troth, 
Never to breathe one word to mortal foul, 
Relieved her lab~ring bofom of the whole. 
My Wife was horror-fl:ruck, and fl:raightway fhe 
Felt it her duty to tell all to me; 
Of courfe ; for Moralifl:s have all one mind, 
That inofficious vows can never bind. 
I faw at once-what man of fenfe would not ? -
The wickednefs and folly of the plot: 
All living Beafl:s had gone unto the Dogs,­
And fared, as formerly thofe fl:upid Frogs ; 
Who with their ceafelefs croakings worried Heaven, 
To change the King who firfl: to them was given ; 
His tranquil reign inglorious they deemed ; 
They long'd for greater freedom, as it feemed ; 
Then o'er them to prefi.de Heav'n fent the Stork ; 
Like a Legitimate he fet to work ; 
All who oppofed he banifhed from the State, 
Decreed their lands and chattels confiscate ; 
And while he thus enrich'd himfelf, he fwore 
'Twas all to benefit the Church and Poor ; 
While love for law and order he profeifed, 
Freedom in fpeech and acrion were repreifed; 
And none were heard, or fuffered, to repine; 
Thus did he prove he ruled by Right Divine. 
The poor Fools cnrfl: their [elf-invited fate, 
And wifhed the old King back; but 'twas too late." 

Thus fpake the Fox ; and lied at ev'ry word, 
T'hat all who heard him wondered as they heard. 
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(( The State," he thus proceeded, cc had been loft ; 

But 'twas Your fafety, Sire, concerned me moft: 

The riiks I ran to fave You were immenfe, 

And merited fame better recompenfe. 

Bruin's fell mind I knew; his temper curft, 

His love of cruelty forebode the worft; 

Our lives, if he had chanced to get the fway, 

Had not been worth the purchafe of a day. 

Our prefent King enjoys a cliff 'rent fame ; 

Noble alike by nature and by name. 

A fad and ftupid change indeed i~ were­

A royal Lion for a clownifh Bear ! 
Thus with myfelf I oft communed in thought; 

And means to ward this evil daily fought. 

" One thing was certain ; if my Sire retain'd 

This vaft amount of wealth at his command, 

Hofl:s of Allies together he might bring, 

W auld win his game, while we fhould lofe our King. 

And now my chiefeft fl:udy was to trace 

This fecret treafure to its hiding place ; 

Then bear it fafe away, if fo I might; 

Of this I dreamed by day and fchemed by night. 

Wherever now the crafty Old-one went, 

Through field or foreft where his fl:eps he bent, 

Whether in cold, or heat, or wet, or dry, 

Clofe on his track inceirantly was I. 
" Bnt Chance at length, or rather, Heaven's high 

will, 

Procured me what I could not gain by ikill. 

Concealed behind a bufh, one fummer's day, 

Chewing the cud of bitter thought, I lay ; 

Grinding all forts of plans within my pate, 

This treafure to fecure, and fave the State: 

\iVhen from a fifsure in the rocks hard by, 
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I faw my Father creep out fi:ealthily ; 
With expectation breathlefs I lay hid : 
While, cautious, he looked round on ev'ry fide ; 
Thought himfelf fafe, perceiving no one near, 
And then began his games, as you ihall hear. 

The hole with fand he filled, and all around 
He levelled :fkilfully th ' adjacent ground ; 
Nor was this all ; before he left the place, 
. ..L\..11 marks of footfteps he contrived t' efface : 
Bent to the earth, he fwifh ed his tail about, 
And fmoothed it o'er with his elaft:ic fnout. 
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Ah ! truly was my Sire a wondrous Man ! 
The wide World now may match him, if it can ! 
How many quips and cranks and wanton wiles 
I learnt from him, mofi: cunning of old Files ! 

" But to proceed. He quickly left the fpot ; 
' Here then the treafure is concealed,' I thought. 
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I hafi:ened to the rocks with eager foul, l 
Soon fcratched away the fand and cleared the hole, (-
And down into the cleft with caution fi:ole. J 
Good Heav'ns ! what precious things there met my 

fight! 
What ma.ff'es of red gold and filver white ! 
The oldefi: prefent here, I'm bold to fay, 
Ne'er faw fuch fl:ores as I beheld that day. 
My Wife I brought the glorious fight to fee ; 
To move the treafure hourly laboured we; 
And footh, it was a work of toil and pain; 
We'd nought to help us,-neither cart nor wain . 
My good \Vife held out bravely to the lafl:, 
Till we in fafety had the treafure plac' d. 

" Meanwhile my Sire confulted day by day~ 
With thofe who fought our Sov'reign to betray. 
For dread and horror now your fouls prepare, 
Their machinations bafe whiHl: I lay bare. 
By Ifegrim and Bruin briefs were fent, 
To raife Recruits and fl:ir up difcontent ; 
All were allured in Bruin's hofl: to ferve ; 
Whom lucre might from duty tempt to fwerve. 
And that the call they fooner might obey, 
They were a.ff'ured a month's advance of pay. 
Thefe briefs my Father round the country bore; 
He deemed in fafety he had left his fi:ore ; 
Though if with all his friends he'd fearched for ever, 
He ne'er had found a folitary fl:iver. 

M 
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No pains he fpared to further the defign ; 
Sought ev'ry fpot between the Elbe and Rhine, 
And many Converts to the caufe he made;­
Who largely promifes may foon perfuade. 

"At length the fummertide once more was come; 
With it returned my weary Father home ; 
Of troubles and miihaps he'd much to tell, 
Of many hair-breadth '[capes by field and fell ; 
How for his life he had been forced to flee, 
Among the towered heights of Saxony ; 
Where wicked hunters chafed him out of fpite, 
With horfe and hound, from morn till fl:arry night ; 
That fcarce he faved his ikin by rapid flight. 
With joy then to his Comrades he difplay'd 
The long lift of Adherents he had made. 
Bruin was charmed, and, with the other four, 
Studied th' impqrtant writing o'er and o'er. 
Twelve hundred Souls of If'grim's favage Clan, 
Had pledged themfelves to join him to a man, 
With iharp and hungry teeth and open jaws, 
They promifed to fupport King Bruin's caufe. 
The Cats and Bears enrolled without a bribe ; 
And all the Glutton, all the Badger tribe ; 
But, lefs devoted, or more cautious, they 
Had bargained for the month's advance of pay. 
All thefe and many more had fworn t' attend, 
At the firfl: fummons which the Bear ihould fend. 
By me this plot was foiled : but thanks be given 
Not unto me for this ; but unto Heaven ! 

l 
I 

~ 
I 

J 

" My Sire now hafl:ened to the cave once more ; 
Eager to tell his cheriihed treafure o'er : 
But, though the firmefi faith poffeffed his mind, 
The more he fought the more he did not find. 
Vain were his labors, his regrets as vam, 
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Doomed neve" to behold his wealth again. 

Three days difconfolate he roamed the wood, 

Shunning his mates, and never tafting food; 

The fourth-fad day for me ! although his Heir­

He hanged himfelf from grief and fheer defpair. 

" Thus have I done, thus fuffered, good my 

Lord, 
To countervail a plot my foul abhorr'd. 

Though for my pains this frrange return I get, 

The fteps I took I never can regret. 

If' grim and Bruin fit at Your right hand, 

Doomed as a Traitor the poor Fox muft frand; 

But yet this thought fhall confolation bring ; 

I loft my Father, but I faved my King. 

The ill I've done be buried in my grave, 

l\!Iy name this one good deed from infamy fuall fave." 

He ceafed: a murmur ran through all the crowd; 

But what all thought, none dared to fpeak aloud. 

The King and ~een both felt a ftrong defire 

This wondrous frore of treafure to acquire; 

They call'd the Fox afide and bade him fay 

In what place he had ftowed it all away. 

Though Reynard found it hard his joy to hide, 

Still in defponding accents he replied; 

'' Why fhould I tell this fecret to my Lord, 

Who dooms my death and ever doubts my word ? 

In Traitors he prefers his truft to place, 

Whofe triumph is achieved in my difgrace." 

''Nay," faid the ~een, impatient; "nay, not fo! 

His vengeance jufr my Lord may yet forego, 

The pail: he may forgive, may e'en forget ; 

And you may live a life of credit yet ; 

Could he but have fome certain pledge, that you 

Would for the future loyal prove and true." 
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"Ah gracious ~een!" the wily Fox replies, 
" Let me find favor in King N able's eyes ; 
Through your mild influence let me pardoned be, 
And hence depart in life and member free; 
Amply will I atone for all my crimes; 
Nor King nor Kaifer lives of modern times 
Can truly boaft one half the wealth to own, 
Which I will lay before my Sov'reign's throne." 

" Believe him not!" the angry Monarch cries; 
" Whofe lips ne'er open but to utter lies. 
If he would teach you how to cheat or thieve, 
His words you then might readily believe." 

And the ~een faid-" Let not my Lord be 1 
wroth: I 

Though Reynard's life ill augurs for his truth ; j 
Yet furely this time hath he fpoken footh. J 
His Father and his Uncle hath he not 
Shown to have ihared in that accurfed plot ? 
He might have fure devifed fome ftratagem, 
While blaming others, to exon'rate them. 
And if he do fpeak truth, how great a prize 
We lofe, if now with him his fecret dies." 

Awhile the Monarch paufed, immerfed in thought, 
In his foul's depths as though he counfel fought. 
Then anfwered-" If you think 'twere better fo, 
Nor deem that ill from fuch a courfe may flow, 
I may purfue the bent of my own mind, 
To mercy more than vengeance ftill inclin'd. 
The Culprit I will pardon, and reftore, 
As a new man, to all he held before. 
This time I truft him-let him though take heed­
This time I truft him, for the laft indeed ; 
For by my Father's crown I make a vow, 
If with falfe tidings he deceive me now, 
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On all who claim his kin, where'er they be, l 
My wrath ihall fall, e'en to the tenth degree, >· 
In torture ihall they periih utterly." J 

Seeing the King fo eafily was fway'd, 
Reynard took heart and fpake out undifmay'd: 
" To lie now were mofl: criminal, no doubt; 
When I ihould be fo fpeedily found out." 

Thus the fly Knave the Royal pardon won, 
Both for his Father's treafons and his own. 
Freed from the gallows and his Enemies, 
Great was his joy nor lefs was their furprife. 

" N oblefl: of Kings ! " he cried, "and befl: of Lords! 
My gratitude is all too vafl: for words. 
But the warm thanks of this poor heart are given 
To You, and your augufl: Spoufe, next to Heaven. 
My life You [pare ; my wealth is but Your due ; 
For life and wealth belong alike to You. 
The favors heaped on my unworthy felf 
Far, far outweigh all thoughts of paltry pelf. 
To You as a free gift I now make o'er 
The whole of good King Emmerick's mighty fl:ore. 
Then lifl:en, Sire, while I its hiding place 
By certain figns enable You to trace. 

"Now mark me! Far in Flanders, to the eafl:, 
There lies a wild inhofpitable wafl:e; 
There grows a fingle copfe named Hutter low, 
Near it the waters of a fountain flow, 
Called Krekelburn ; thefe names remember well; 
Why they're fo call'd is more than I can tell. 
It is a favage and romantic fcene, 
Where foot of Beall: hath ne'er or rarely been; 
There dwell alone the Owl, the Bat, the Jay ; 
And there it was I fl:ow'd my wealth away. 
Remember, Sire, clofe each to each they lie, 
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The copfe, and the fpring Krekelburn hard by. 
Y ourfelf and Royal Spoufe had befl: go there, 
It were not fafe to fend a Meifenger ; 
'Twere far too great a rifk to trufl: a Stranger ; 
And with the truefl: Friend not much lefs danger. 
Now further mark my words : at Krekelburn 
Sharp to the left you take a fudden turn; 
A fione' s throw off two birches fhall you fee, 
Their penfile branches drooping gracefully. 
Directly up to thefe then mufi you go; 
There delve forthwith ; the treafure lies below. 
At firfl: but mofs you'll find about the roots, 
But foon your toil will meet with richer fruits ; 
Heaps of red gold you'll find; in ingots part,­
Part fabricated by the Goldfmith's art ; 
Among it will be feen King Emmerick's crown, 
Which filly Bruin hoped to call his own ; 
And many a. cofl:ly chain and jewel rare, 
Far more than I can reckon up, are there. 
Then, gracious Sire ! when all this wealth You fee, 
Will You not think with kindnefs on poor Me ? 
' That honefl: Fox ! ' me thinks I hear You fay, 
' With fo much {kill to fl:ore his wealth away ! 
' My bleiling be upon him day and night ! '" 
Thus Reynard fpake, the wily Hypocrite. 

And the King anfwered: " You mufl: with me go, 
Or ne'er fhall I find out this Hufierlow? 
Of Lubeck and Cologne I've oft heard tell, 
Of Paris alfo and Aix-la-Chapelle ; 
But never yet of Hufl:erlow before, 
Or Krekelburn, until this very hour. 
How may I know that this is not again 
A pure invention of your fubtle brain?" 

Sadly perplexed and daunted fore to find 
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Sufpicion haunting fiill the Royal mind ; 

" Ah, Sire ! " exclaimed the Fox, " ' tis all the fame 

To hang a Dog as give hitn a bad name ! 

A trip through Flanders fure is no fuch burden ! 

'Tis not a pilgrimage beyond the J orcian ! 

It is enough to drive one to defpair, 

To find one's word fo doubted every where ! 

Haply there may be fome one here in Court 

Who may avouch the truth of my report." 

He looked around and call' d the Hare,-who 

came-

A timid terror trembling through his frame. 

"Come hither, Mafl:er Pufs!" the Fox began; 

" Hold up your head, and look, Sir, like a man ! 

The King defires to learn if aught you know 

Of either Krekelburn or Hufl:erlow : 

Speak truly now, on your allegiance oath." 

And the Hare anfwered~" Sire ! I know them 

both. 

Far off in Flanders in the wafl:e they lie, 

Hufl:erlow firfi, and Krekelburn clofe by : 

H ufl:erlow is the name they give a copfe, 

Where crookhack Simon had his working ihops ; 

He coined falfe money ; that was years ago. 

It is a dreary f pot, as well I know ; 

From cold and hunger there I've fuffered much, 

\Vhen :flying from the cruel Beagles' clutch." 

OEoth Reynard then ; " Enough ! you may retire. 

I trufl: I now have fatisfied you, Sire ! " 

And the King faid to Reynard; "Be content: 

My doubts were not to wound your feelings meant." 

(He thought indeed by what the Hare had fl:ated 

The Fox's tale was quite corroborated. 

And thus it is that many a man of fenfe 
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Will deal with the effeCt: of evjdence.) 

"But you muit with us go; for much I doubt 
That elfe I ne'er ihall find the treafure out." 

" Dread Sire!" rejoined the Fox; " to go with You 
W auld be a fource of pride and pleafure too ! 
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But, footh to fpeak, my company would be 

A caufe of farrow to Your Majefl:y. 

I hoped to 'fcape expofure of this evil; 

But I mufl: fpeak the truth and ihame the Devil. 

"How Ifegrim turned Monk, Sire, you have heard; 

'Twas more to ferve his belly, than the Lord. 

Soon were his Brethren weary of his tricks ; 

Almofl: fl:arved out ; he ate enough for fix ; 

And caring nothing for his wretched foul, 

For fleih on fafl:-days would he rave and howl. 

At lafl:, one afternoon, about Mid-Lent, 

He fent for me, and fl:raight to him I went: 

And I mufl: needs confefs that I was fl:agger' d 

To fee him look fo fadly gaunt and haggard. 

He thus entreated me, with tearful eyes, 

By all our loves, by all our kindred ties ; 

' Get me fame food, or I ihall die of famine ! 
' Sweet Coz, you fee the wretched plight I am in.' 

My heart was foftened; for he is my kin; 

And in my weaknefs I committed fin: 

To the next town I hied and fiole fame meat ; 

Placed it before the Wolf, and he did eat. 

But for my goodnefs ill was I repaid, 

By this vile Judas treach'roufly betray'd. 

And I, for this offence, more heinous than 

All my pafl: crimes, lie 'neath the Church's ban. 

But now I have efcaped my threatened doom, 

I thought, with Your kind leave, to wend to Rome; 

By penitence and alms I there might hope 

To purchafe abfolution of the Pope; 

Thence, having kiifed his Holinefs's toe, 

I purpofed to J erufalem to go ; 

With cockle hat and fl:aff and fandal fhoon ; 

Why ihould a Fox not take a Palmer's tone ? 
N 
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Returned, from all fins purged, I might with pride 
Then take my place, Sire, at Your honored fide. 
But if perchance I ventured this to-day, 
Would not the pious Scandal-mongers fay ; 
' Lo! how the King feeks Reynard's company, 
' Whom he fo lately had condemned to die ; 
' And he ftill excommunicated too ! ' 
But judge You, Sire, what may be beft to do." 

" Heav'ns ! " cried the King, " how fhould I 
know all this ? 

It were a fin to keep you here, I wis ; 
The Hare, or fame one elfe, can ihow the way : 
You have Our leave to go without delay. 
For worlds I'd not your pilgrimage prevent; 
Since I believe you truly penitent. 
May Heaven, which alone your heart can read, 
Prof per your purpofe and your journey fpeed!" 
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CHAPTER THE SIXTH. 

'rhe Relapje. 

THUS Reynard gained once more his Sov'reign's 

grace: 
Who flowly mounting up to his high place, 

Prepared t' addrefs the meeting from his throne ; 

Bade then1 be filent all, and all fit down, 
After their rank, ranged on the verdant fward ; 

On either hand drew up the Royal Guard ; 

At the 08een's fide th' undaunted Reynard fl:ood ; 

And thus the Monarch fpake in thoughtful mood : 

" Be fl:ill and lifl:en, all ye Beafl:s and Birds, 

Both fmall and great, hear and attend Our words ! 
Here, in Our mercy, fee where Reynard fl:ands, 
Late doomed to fuffer by the Hangman's hands. 

But now for certain reafons, grave and high, 

Touching Ourfelf, Our crown and dignity, 
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And, at the interceffion of Our OEeen, 
Refl:ored to grace and favor hath he been ; 
And free We here pronounce him, from this date, 
In life and limb, in perfon and efl:ate. 
In Our proteCtion him and his We take, 
Defiring they be honored, for Our fake : 
And furthermore, it is Our Royal will, 
Henceforth of him none dare to utter ill ; 
Convinced, as We his former faults forgive, 
In future he a better life \Vill live. 
To-morrow will he leave his hearth and home, 
And fl:art upon a pilgrimage for Rome ; 
Thence will he make, as he doth now aver, 
A journey to the Holy Sepulchre; 
And then return, his fins confeffed and ihriven, 
Completely reconciled to Us and Heaven." 

He ceafed. The Cat, in anger and defpair, 
Sought out his dear Allies, the Wolf and Bear : 
"Our labor's loft ; " he cried, "ah! well-a-day, l 
The very Devil is there here to pay! jl 
From this curfl: place would I were fafe away! 
If Reynard once get power, be fure that he 
His fierce revenge will wreak on all us three. 
Of my right eye already am I reft ; 
Alas ! the other will not long be left." 

"Woe's me! what ihall we do?" exclaimed the 
Bear. 

" Let us," faid If'grim, " to the Throne repair ! 
Sure 'tis the fl:rangefl: thing that e'er was feen!" 
Forthwith they knelt before the King and ~een : 
For jufl:ice loud they fpoke, or rather fl:ammered; 
For jufl:ice, inarticulately clamored. 

But angrily the King broke forth:-" My Lords! 
Either you did not hear, or mark my words. 
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It is my pleafure Reynard to forgive; 

It is a branch of my prerogative; 

For is it not to every Schoolboy known, 

Mercy's the brighteft jewel of the Crown ? " 

His mighty wrath had now to fury rifen ; 

He bade them both be feized and caft in prifon ; 

Deeming they ftill might plot, if left at large, 

The treafons, laid by Reynard to their charge. 

The Fox was now well paid for all his pains; 

Himfelf in favor, and his Foes in chains : 

Nay more-he from the King contrived to win 

The grant of a fquare-foot of Bruin's ikin ; 

He vowed-and never could enough extol it,­

I t was the very thing to make a wallet. 

Thus was he for his pilgrim-journey fuited; 

But liking not to make it quite bare-footed, 
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He fued· the ~een; "May 't pleafe your Majefty, 

Your own devoted Pilgrim now am I ; 

The road I have to go is rough and long, 

And I in health am any thing but ftrong; 

It greatly would protect my tender toes, 

Saving your prefence, if I had fame ihoes. 

Now Ifegrim the Wolf hath got two pair; 

Stout-built and ftrong; and one he well may fpare; 

It cannot incommode him much to lofe them, 

Since he has no occaiion now to ufe them. 

Speak for me, gracious Madam, to the King, 

He will not fure deny fo fmall a thing. 

Dame Gieremund, too, cannot be averfe 

To let me have the loan of two of hers ; 

As ihe '11 not fee her Lord fame time to come, 

Like a good Houfewife, ihe will ftay at home." 

The ~een replied, ihe thought it was but fair 

That each of them ihould let him have a pair : 
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And Reynard thanked her with his befr of bows, 
Saying; " I promife, if I get the fhoes, 
Your Majefl:y ihall have my daily pray'rs, 
That Heaven preferve you free from fretting cares; 
Befides, what holy relics back I bring, 
You fhall be fure to fhare them with the King." 

He had his wiih : from Ifegrim's fore paws 
Two fhoes they fl:ripped him off, both ikin and claws ; 
And Gieremund, his next to widowed Dame, 
As to her hinder feet, they ferved the fame. 

Now while the Wolf and Bear together lie 
In prifon and in pain, and wiih to die ; 
With Jhoes and wallet fitted out, the Fox 
Draws near to Gieremund, whom thus he mocks ; 
" Look, befl: and deareft one, thefe fhoes, you fee, 
Fit juft as though they had been made for me! 
Though you have wifhed me ill in days bygone, 
Such well-timed kindnefs can for all atone. 
Who would have thought, a few fhort hours ago, 
To fee me honored and accoutred fo? 
But Fortune's wheel is ever on the move; 
And what is now depreffed foon mounts above. 
Act on this maxim, and you baffie Fate; 
Hope, when in trouble; fear, when fortunate. 
vVhene'er to Rome I get, or crofs the fea, 
My heart untravelled with my Friends will be; 
And you the largeft portion fhall obtain 
Of thofe Indulgences I hope to gain." 

Poor Gieremund meanwhile in torture lay, 
And fcarce could mufter ftrength enough to fay ; 
" This hour is thine, and we mull: needs fubmit ; 
But there may come a day of reck'ning yet." 

Thus Ifegrim and Bruin both remained 
W ounded, difgraced, imprifoned and enchained ; 
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And Reynard's triumph feemed complete to be;­

Although he grieved that Tybalt fl:ill was fi·ee. 

When morning came, the Hypocrite arofe, 

And firfl: he greafed, and then he donned his ihoes ; 

Next to the Royal levee hafl:ening, 

To make his conge, thus addreifed the King ; 

" Your Servant, Sire, your notice would engage 

Ere he fets out on his long pilgrimage. 

Sad is my lot : the Church's ban hangs o'er me, 

A dreary, dang'rous journey lies before me: 

'Twould give me hope, and confidence of heart 

To have your Chaplain's bleffing ere I fl:art; 

Succefs would then my onward fl:eps attend, 

And bring my travels to a happy end." 

Now N able's private Chaplain was the Ran1 ; 

A gentle Brute, and Bellyn was his name ; 

The King, who of his fervices was chary, 

Employed him a]fo as his Secretary. 

Him now he bade come forth and thus addreif'd ; 

"Speak over Reynard,--'tis his own requefl:,-­

Some holy words, his deep remorfe t' aifuage, 

And cheer him on his lonely pilgrimage; 

He goes, you know, to Rome; then o'er the fea ; 

And by your bleffing fancrified would be ; 

Then, having hung his wallet by his fide, 

Give him a Palmer's fl:aff his fl:eps to guide." 

And Bellyn anfwered thus; "My gracious Lord, 

What Reynard has avowed you furely heard ; 

H e owns he frill is excommunicate; 

And truly I lament his wretched fl:ate ; 

But ihonld I do the thing you now require, 

I might incur my worthy Biihop's ire ; 

The matter eafil y might reach his ear ; 

And he could puniih me, and would, I fear. 
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To Reynard, certes, I wiih nothing ill ; 
And gladly would perform my Sov'reign's will; 
For this, all things in reafon would I venture, 
Could I be fure to '[cape my Biihop's cenfure : 
But the good Prelate is an awful Man, 
And fuch a ihiet Difciplinarian ; 
Betides, there are th' A.rchdeacon and the Dean "­
The King no longer could contain his fpleen,-
" What," he exclaimed, " boots all this idle prate ? 
I aiked for deeds, not words, Sir W oolypate." 
And then he [wore, and loudly, at the Ram, 
Saying, " Are you aware, Sir, who I am ? 
Nor Prieft nor Pope ihall in my realm have fway; 
I look My SubjeCts ihall their King obey. 
And whether you wi.ili Reynard well or ill 
Can have no influence on My Royal will. 
It is my pleafure he ibould go to Rome ; 
May be 'tis yours he ibould remain at home." 

Afiounded by the Monarch's ftern reproof, 
The poor Ram trembled to his very hoof; 
And firaight he took his book and 'gan to read 
A bleiling over Reynard's finful head; 
But little did that Wretch attend to it, 
Or little care about the benefit. 

The bleiling o'er, they bring his fcrip and ftaff ; 
How in his sleeve doth the falfe Pilgrim laugh ; 
While down his cheeks diifembling tear-drops courfe, 
As though his heart were melting with remorfe. 
And in good footh he did feel fame regret, 
That Tybalt was not in his power yet : 
He wiibed to cage him with the other Three, 
Whom he had brought to fuch extremity. 
He begged them all, and chiefly Ifegrim, 
That they would pardon and would pray for him ; 
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Then, with fame fear {till ling'ring at his heart, 
Left he might be detained, prepared to ftart. 

And N ohle, King of Beafts, much edified 
To fee fuch fymptoms of repentance, cried; 
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" Say, my good Reynard, prithee, why fuch hafte ? 
Some few hours with your Friends you fure may waite." 

1~~-~~~~---~-.-~~-l'i_l_l_lillllf_ 
-- -----

-

"Nay, my kind Lord," faid that falfe-hearted Loon, 
"J\ good work r;e'er can be commenced too foon. 
Difmifs me, Sire ; th' important hour is come, 
Big with the fate that Reynard leads to Rome." 

0 
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The Monarch, taken in by Reynard's art, 
Gave hin1 his gracious licenfe to depart; 
And bade th' affem bled Barons of his Court 
The Pilgrim a ihort difiance to efcort. 
The Wolf and Bear 'fcaped this humiliation ; 
And from their fetters forged fame confolation . 

To the King's favor quite refiored again, 
Reynard fets forth with all that lordly train, 
Upon his pious journey to be ihriven,-
Much the fame road that Lawyers go to Heaven ;­
Pleafed to have brought the King to fuch a pafs, 
Led by the nofe as eafy as an Afs. 
Honored was he and waited on by thofe 
Who even now had been his bitter Foes. 
Nor could he yet let his old tricks alone; 
But turning back he knelt before the Throne, 
Kiffed the King's hand, and cried ;-" Ah, dearefi Lord l 
V ouchfafe to let me fpeak one parting word : 
Remember what great int'refis are at flake, 
And of thofe Traitors an example make : 
Sotne aCl:s of mercy Reafon will condemn ; 
Your People fuffer, if You pardon them." 

And then with downcafi look away he went, 
And all the bearing of a Penitent. 

The King broke up his Court without delay; 
Then to his ~oyal palace took his way: 
And thofe who, to their iliame, and Reynard's pride, 
I-Iis progrefs had fame way accompanied, 
Now took their leave and hafiened to depart. 
Meanwhile the Rogue fo well had plied his art, 
I nfifl:ing on the bleffings of repentance, 
He'd fofteneci. not a few of his Attendants ; 
And fpecially the tender-hearted Hare 
From fympathetic tears could not forbear. 
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Hin1 now the cunning Fox accofted thus; 
" And muft we part indeed, dear Coufin Pufs ? 
If you and Bellyn could perfuaded be 
A little further yet to go with 1ne, 
'T would be an aCt: of kindnefs on your part, 
And comfort much my poor affiicred heart. 
How greatly to my credit 'twill redound 
If I in fuch fociety am found ; 
Pleafant Companions are ye both, I ken, 
And, what's far better, honeft, gentle men; 
Ne'er doing wrong, you others' wrongs forgive, 
And, as I lately did, you always live, 
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Of grafs and herbs and leaves you make your food , 
And never foil your guiltlefs teeth with blood ; 
Hence are your confciences ferene and quiet;-
Such Good refults from vegetable diet." 

And thus into the fnare he laid they fell : 
A little flattery fometimes does well. 
To Malepartus, journeying on, they came; 
When thus the wily Fox addreffed the filly Ran1 ; 

" Dear Bellyn, will you tarry here a little ? 
You muft, by this time, furely want fome vicrual; . 
And hereabouts you '11 find enough to eat; 
The herbage is particularly fweet, 
In faCt: we rather of our pafiures vaunt ; 
I '11 juft take Puffy in to fee his Aunt;­
Poor Soul ! fhe fits alone difconfolate, 
And mourning over my unhappy fate ; 
And when fhe hears that I to Rome muft go, 
'Twill caufe her quite an edl:acy of woe. 
Puffy, I know, for his dear Uncle's fake, 
Will to his Aunt the fad news gently break." 

And thus, to carry out his own vile ends, 
'fhe Fo contri eel to feparate the I~"'riends. 
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Pufs entered with him ; when-01nen of ill ! 
His footfteps ftumbled on the very fill; 
But Reynard fmiled, and they paifed onward, where 
His vixen Vlife and cubby Children were. 
How Ermelyne rejoiced to fee her Lord 
In fafety to her longing arms reftored ! 
She'd fuffered much anxiety and pain, 
Lefl: by his wrathful Foes he fhould be !lain, 
Or a clofe prif'ner for his life remain, 
And feeing him decked out with fcrip and ftaff, 
She fcarce knew whether firft to cry or laugh, 

l 
I 
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So great her joy and wonder: thus fhe fpoke; 
"Reynie, my Love; my heart had almofl: broke; 
How glad I am you're come ! Where have you been ? 
And what does all this 1nafquerading mean?" 

And thus the Fox replied-" Ah, dearefl: Wife ! 
But narrowly have I efcaped with life: 
My Foes were powerful, and I was weak ; 
I had the halter round my very neck; 
But our good King, with that peculiar fenfe 
That marks all Sov'reigns, faw my innocence ; 
Apd, as a teftimonial to my worth, 
In pious Palmer's weeds has fent me forth; 
My charaCter without the flighteft ftain; 
The Wolf and Bear as Hoftages remain; 
And mailer Pufs, you fee, has by the King 
Been giv'n to me as a peace-offering : 
For the King faid-' Reynard, you fee that Hare, 
' Yon trembling Coward, who ftands crouching there ; 
' That is the wretch by whom you've been betray'd.' 
And for his treafon he fhall now be paid." 

Pufs heard thefe threat'ning words with mortal fear; 
They feemed to ring a death-knell in his ear; 
Confufed and feared he {hove in hafte to fly, 
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But Reynard darted on him viciouily, 

And clutched him by the throat; Pufs ihrieked amain, l 
" Help, Bellyn, help!" he cried, and cried again, ~ 
" Help ! or by this falfe Pilgrim I atn ilain." J 

But long he did not cry: for Reynard's teeth 

Soon cut his windpipe, and let out his breath. 

Thus did this curfed and incarnate Fiend 

Betray and murder his too-trufling Friend. 

" Come now," he faid, "to fupper let us hafte ; 

Our Friend is fat and delicate to tafl:e ; 

The Simpleton was ne'er of ufe before ; 

'l'o make him fo long ti1ne ago I fwore. 
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He wiihed to wound, but was afraid to .fi:rike ; 
So periih every one who does the like ! " 

Then the whole Family fat down to fup ; 
'The Hare was ikinned and ihared and eaten up: 
The Vixen greatly the repafi: enjoyed, 
And oft exclaimed, as with the bones ihe toyed ; 
" Heaven blefs the King and Queen ! how good they are, 
To cater for us fuch delicious fare." 

" For this time," faid the Fox, " it may fuffice ; 
I hope ere long a nobler facrifi.ce ; 
T'hat I may let the whole world plainly fee, 
None injures Reynard with impunity." 

~oth Ermelyne-- " Dear Lord, I prithee tell, 
How you have got away fo fafe and well." 

" 'Twould take," faid he, " full many a weary holll 
To ihow how I efcaped the Law's grim pow'r; 
T' explain the tricks, I played my Enemies, 
And how I dammed-with dufi:-King N able's eye~ . 

In footh the bonds that now our hearts unite, 
Though we are fworn as Lieges, are but :flight; 
And when the trnth ihall break upon his mind, 
Within no bounds his rage will be confi.n'd. 
Me if again within his power he hold 
No wealth can fave of filver or of gold; 
No chance of mercy left, my fate will be 
To hang like fruit, upon the gallows tree. 

" Let us, dear Love, at once to Swabia fly ; 
Unknown by all, perdue we there may lie ; 
A fafe afy lum we are fure to find, 
And heaps of provender of every kind ; 
Fowls, geefe, hares, rabbits ; butter, cheefe, and cream; 
Birds in the air and fi.ihes in the fi:ream. 
There far from faithlefs Friends and fur ious Foes 
Our life will ehh in leifurP and 1 epo{;~ ; 
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In charity with all we'll pafs our days, 
And bring our Children up in Virtue's ways. 

" For, deareft Chuck, to fpeak without difguife, 

I 've told a moft infernal pack of lies : 
A tale I forged about King Emmerick's ftore ; 

And that 'twas hid at Krekelburn I fwore . 

If they go thither, as they will no doubt, 

They soon muft find the whole deception out; 

And when 'tis all difcovered, you may form 
Some faint idea of how the King will fiorm, 

How he will fwear ; what vengeance he will vow ; 

And fure I feel that what he fwears, he'll do. 

You may fuppofe what fibs I told, dear Wife; 

l'J e'er was I fo put to it in my life : 
Again to lie were not the flighteft ufe, 

And therefore would admit of no excufe. 

"But happen now what may, one thing 1s plain; 

Nothing ihall tempt me back to Court again : 

Not for the wide world's wealth, from north to fouth, 

I'd thruft my head into the Lion's mouth." 

Him anfwered thus the farrowing Ermelyne ; 

" And why ihould we be Outcafis, Hufband mine ? 
Why ihould we leave our comfortable home, 

Abroad, like Rogues and Vagabonds, to roam r 
Here known by all, by all refpeCl:ed too, 

Your Friends are faithful and your V aff'als true ; 

And certainties againft uncertainties 

To change, is neither provident nor wife. 

Againft our will we cannot hence be torn ; 

Our firong-hold here might laugh a fiege to fcorn. 

Let the King hither come with all his Hoft : 

He'll have his journey for his pains at moft. 

Of our efcape I entertain no doubt ; 
So many wavs v, e have of getting out. 
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The King is il:rong and we are weak; but yet 
We to his pow'r can well oppofe our wit. 
For this I have no fears : but for your vow 
To undertake a pilgrimage jufl: now, 
That chills my heart with icy fears I own : 
What can I do, left friendlefs and alone ? " 

To her thus Reynard; " Sweet, you have prevailed; 
'Twas but a moment that my courage failed : 
His threats are idle, and my fears are vain ; 
Shadows avaunt ! Reynard's himfelf again ! 
As for my vow-better to be forfworn, 
Than live the wretched finger-mark of [corn : 
Vows, when compulfory, bind not the leafl:; 
I've heard that docrrine taught by many a Priefl: : 
For my part, it may to the devil go ;­
I fpeak not of the docrrine, but my vow. 

" So be it as you wifh. I fl:ay at home ; 
For what on earth have I to do at Rome? 
And for my promifed journey to J erufalem, 
I only named the projeCt: to bamboozle 'em ; 
Nor if, infl:ead of the one oath I [wore, 
I'd [worn a dozen, would I go the more. 
With you and my dear Children will I fl:ay, 
And get out of my [crape as befl: I may. 
And though the King fhould have me in his clutch, 
Perchance it may not help him over-much; 
I may fucceed, as I have done ere now, 
To fit a Fool's cap on his Royal brow : 
At leafl: I'll try : the vow I freely make, 
I dare be [worn, I think, I fhall not break." 

Bellyn meanwhile had all impatient grown ; 
Han ate his fill, and wanted to be gone ; 
" Pufs ! are you ready? It is getting late." 
Thus he calls out at Ma1epartus' gate ; 
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And foftly at the firft, then louder knocks : 

When to the door proceeds the wily Fox, 

And fays-" You muft excufe our coufin Pufs; 

You can return ; he'll pafs the night with us." 

" Methought," replied the Ram, " I heard him cry, 

' Help! Bellyn, help ! oh, help me or I die ! ' 

I truft no ill could here my Coz befall." 

"I thought," faid Reynard, "you'd have heard him call; 

For in good footh he made a mighty din; 

I '11 tell you how it happened-juft ftep in." 

But Bellyn's heart was not quite free from fear ; 

So he faid, " .Thank ye ; I am better here." 

Then wily Reynard anfwered ; " Very well ! 
You ihall hear how the accident befell. 

I had juft told my wife about my vow-

My promifed pilgrimage to Rome, you know­

When ihe, alas ! good foul, was fo caft down, 

That with the ihock ihe fell into a fwoon. 

Our fimple Friend, alarmed, began to cry, 

' Help ! Bellyn, help !-help, or my Aunt will die.' " 

" Certes," faid Bellyn, " he did loudly call." 

" He did," quoth Reynard. " Now I've told you all. 

J\.s for my inj'ring him ; " the Falfe One faid; 

" I could not hurt a hair of that dear head. 

I would be torn to pieces, limb by limb, 

Sooner than even think of harming him. 

"And now," quoth he, " to buf'nefs. Yefterday, 

The King defired me, as I came away, 

That I, by letter, ihould communicate 

My thoughts on certain grave affairs of State. 

This letter, with fome other papers too, 

I beg you'll carry back to Court with you. 

I've giv'n the King fome excellent advice, 

Which, though I fc1.y it, is beyond all price. 
p 
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While Pufs was refiing from his weary jaunt, 
And talking old tin1es over with his Aunt, 
I jufi contrived a fpare half hour to fnatch, 
And have drawn up a mafierly defpatch." 

" I would with pleafnre all your letters take ; " 
Said Bellyn, " but I fear the feals might break ; 
And I a ferious cenfure ihould expect, 
Having no pouch the papers to protect." 

" That's true, dear Nephew; " anfwered Reynard, pat, 
" But we can very foon get over that : 
The wallet that they made of Bruin's ikin, 
Will be the very thing to put the1n in ; 
'Tis firong and thick, and will the wet repel ; 
I've one within will fuit me jufi as well ; 
And doubt not that your labor will be vain ; 
Some favor from the King, you'll fure obtain. " 

The filly Ram believed all Reynard faid ; l 
Then back into his houfe the Sly One fped, ( 

I 
And in his wallet crammed the poor Hare's head; J 
Next having thought how he might befi prevent 
The Ram from finding out what 'twas he fent ; 
Unto the door returning, thus he fpake ; 

" Here, Nephew, hang this wallet round your neck. 
In its contents I trufi you will not pry ; 

'Twould prove a fatal curiofity. 
The knots in a peculiar way are done, 
Which only to the King and me are known ; 
A mode that I invariably ufe, 
Whenever I tranfmit important news; 
If the King fees the faftenings all right, 

The Me.ffenger finds favor in his fight. 

" Nay if a greater rnerit you defire; 
And to preferment in the church afpire; 

You have my full eft leave to tell the King, 
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The letters were of your imagining ; 

That though the handy-work by me was done, 

The whole idea was yours, and yours alone ; 

So ihall your mental powers be highly ratedJ 

And you, no doubt, be duly elevated. 

You'll rife to any ftation, that yon wiih, up ; 

Be made a prebend or--who knows ?--a bifhop." 

Who then [o happy as that filly Ram ? 

He frifked and gamboled like a very lamb ; 

And joyfully he cried; " Now do I fee 
T'he love, dear Uncle, that you bear to me. 

What credit will not this adventure bring ! 

How fhall I be refpeCted by the King! 

That I fuch clever letters fhonld indite-

!, who was ne'er confidered over bright! 

And all this pleafure and this honor too, 

I've none to thank for, Uncle dear, but you. 

No longer will I tarry. Let me fee:-

You're fure that Pufs will not go back with me ? " 

"Nay," anfwered Reynard, "that's impoilible: 

For, truth to [peak, he's juft now far from well; 

A cold he's got has fettled in his head ; 

He's had his gruel and is gone to bed : 
His Aunt it is, this treatment doth advife; 

She's greatly !killed in all fuch remedies. 

He'll follow fpeedily; nay, I would [wear 

He'll be at Court as foon as vou are there." 
' 

" Farewell, then! " [aid the Ram, "no tin1e I'll wafte , 

Farewell! " And off he ftarted in great hafte : 

Travelled all night, the roads not being heavy, 

And juft arrived in time for the King's levee. 

When the King faw him with the wallet on, 

He motioned hi1n he ihould approach the Throne, 

Then [aid, while he held out his hand to kifs, 
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" Bellyn, you're welcome back; but what means this ? 
Is not that Reynard's wallet that you bear ? 
Methinks that I ihould know it any where. 
I truft you left him fafe and well in health ; 
I would not have him harmed for thrice his wealth." 

And Bellyn faid; " Defpatches, Sire, I bring 
From Reynard greeting to my Lord the King ; 
To get them all complete we both combin'd; 
And what he executed, I defign'd. 
For though the handy-work by him was done, 
The whole idea was mine, and mine alone. 
He tied the knots in a peculiar way, 
Which you would underfiand, he bade 1ne fay." 

The King, perplexed, firaight for the Beaver 
fent, 

He was a man for learning eminent ; 
Could read off-hand, and feldom fiopped to fpell ; 
Knew foreign tongues- and his own pretty well ; 
He atl:ed for the King as Notary; 
To read defpatches oft employed was he; 
V aft was his fcience ; Cafior was his name ; 
And at the Royal bidding now he came. 
And Tybalt was commanded to affifi, 
The faftnings of the wallet to untwift. 

The ftrings untied, the pouch was op'd; when lo! 
A fight of dread and agonizing woe ! 
Forth Caftor drew the poor Hare's mangled head ; 
" This call you a defpatch, forfooth ? " he faid ; 
" I own it fairly puzzles my poor brains; 
Heav'n only knows, for I don't, what it means." 

Both King and Queen were fiartled and diftreff' d ; 
And Noble's head funk down upon his breaft; 
The only words he faid diftinttly were-
" Oh! J{eynard! Reynard ! would I had you here! " 
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Then long a ftern and folemn illence kept ; l 
Till, hy degrees, along the circle crept ~ 

I 

Th' afiounding tidings that the King had wept. j 

At length his grief found utt'rance, and he fpoke, 

While his ftrong frame like to a Woman's fhook ;-

" He has deceived me ;-Me ! his King and Lord! 

How could I truft the perjured Traitor's word? 

Oh ! day of fhame ! where fhall I hide my head ? 

Difgraced ~ difhonored ! would th at I were dead ~ " 
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He feemed quite frantic; and the Courtly Crew 
Felt it their duty to feem frantic too. 

But Leopardus, near the throne who fiood,­
A Prince he was, and of the Royal blood-­
Thus fpake; "My gracious Liege, I cannot fee 
Why You and our good Queen thus grieved ihould be. 
Banifh fuch gloomy feelings, and take heart ; 
Defpair was never yet a Monarch's part. 
As Yon, Sire, who fo prudent? who fo firong ? 
Remember too, a King can do no wrong." 

" Alas ! " cried Noble, " it is even fo ; 
And this it is adds fharpnefs to my woe. 
'Tis not alone that I have been deceiv' d ; 
For that, I might have well in private griev'd; 
But that the Wretch, to gain his wicked ends, 
Has caufed me do injufrice to my Friends; -­
Bruin and If'grim, who in prifon lie, 
The Victims of his curfed villany. 
Is 't not enough my foul to overwhelm, 
That the two noblefr Barons of my realn1 
Should be fo punifhed, and for no offence, 
But my blind trufr in Reynard's evidence. 
Alas ! 'twas in an evil hour, I ween, · 
I heeded the perfuafions of the Queen ; 
She, in fimplicity a very child, 
By his falfe tongue was eafily beguil'd, 
And for his pardon did fo warmly pray-
! fhould have been more firm-but I gave wav. 
Idle is all regret ; advice too late ; 
For even .Kings mufr fometimes bow to Fate." 

The Leopard anfwered, "Sire, though you know be!l:, 
Haply I may a ufeful hint fuggeH:. 
Some comfort to the Wolf and Bear 'twould bring 
To have the Ram as a peace-offering : 
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You heard him boldly, as a boafl:, declare, 

'Twas he that counfelled killing the poor Hare. 

Thus fhall you deal him forth a righteous fate, 

And thus the injured Peers propitiate. 

1 I I 

Then will we hunt the Fox through all the land, 

And kill him,-if we catch him,-out of hand ; 

For if he get but liberty of fpeech, 

The very Devil will he over-reach. 

In fine, until that crafty Brute is flain, 

No refpite from our griefs fhall ''e obtain." 

He ceafed ; and Noble, King of Beafl:s, replies; 

" Your counfel pleafes 1ne, as jufl: and wife. 

Hafl:en and fet th' imprifoned Barons free; 

In honor fhall they take their fi:ate near me. 

Be all the Council fummoned : they fhall learn 

How foully that bafe Traitor is forfworn ; 

How he and Bell yn killed the gentle Hare; 

How he traduced the loyal Wolf and Bear : 

And, as you counfel, Bellyn and his Heirs 

For ever I make o'er to them and theirs." 

'fhen Leopardus went without delay 

To where the Wolf and Bear in Prifon lay. 

Straight from their bonds by his commands releafed, 

In foothing words the Twain he thus addrelfed. 

" Hail, N able Lords ! good tidings, lo, I brjng ! 

Full pardon and free conduCt from the King ! 

By law, you both have been condemned of treafon ; 

And law is the perfeCtion of all reafon ; 

/ But fi.nce 'tis proved you're free of all offence, 

You're freely pardoned, for your innocence. 

And likewife in fame meafure to atone 

For all the fuff 'rings you have undergone, 

Bel1yn and all his Tribe, the King declares, 

re given up to yon and to our Heirs : 
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In grove or green whene'er you chance to meet them, 
You have full privilege to kill and eat them. 
Further, the King will lend his royal aid 
To puniih him by whom you've been betray'd; 
The Fox and all his Kindred, to a man, 
You've leave to take and torture, if you can. 
Thefe rights, which unto you the King doth yield, 
Will all by his Succe£rors be upheld ; 
And, in return, you from your fouls will caft 
All painful recollections of the paft ; 
Raifed to your old eftate, afreih will fwear 
Loyal allegiance to the King to bear." 

They took the pardon at the proffered price, 
Bel1yn the Simple fell a facrifice: 
And all his Kindred fuffered too with him, 
ViCtims to the fierce Clan of Ifegrim. 
Eternal war was entered on that day ; 
The Wolves thenceforward made all Sheep their prey ; 
Hunting and worrying them by day and night; 
They had the power, and therefore had the right. 

The Monarch further folace yet imparts 
To Ifegrim's and Bruin's wounded hearts, 
By ordering a twelve;.days' feftivaJ, 
At which his Barons ihould be prefent all ; 
That fo his Lieges might difl:inetly fee 
Thofe the King loved, ihould duly honored be. 



CHAPTER THE SEVENTH. 

The Outlawry. 

THE Court was for the feftival prepared; 

And all who came, the banquet freely ihared ; 

By day and night fucceeded endle:Cs feafis ; 

Was never fuch a gathering of Beafis; 

All to do homage to the Wolf and Bear, 

Who in their prefent joy forgot pail: care. 

Nor did the Guefis do nought but feed like Brutes; 

The fcene was varied with refined pnrfuits ; 

The charms of mufic lent their foothing aid ; 

The big drums thundered and the trumpets bray'd; 

The dance enlivened the convivial hall, 

The courtly minuet and the common brawl ; 

While day by day the fports afreih begin, 

And day by day new Guefis come trooping 111. 

To name them all would too much time engrofs; 

There came the erudite Rhinoceros : 

Q 
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T'hick-ikinned himfelf, he flayed the thin-ikinned tribe, 
A favage Critic, though himfelf a Scribe; 
ln all the goffip verfed of former times, 
He fafhioned hifl:'ry into nurf'ry rhymes; 
Or, told in profe, made it feem all a iham, 
By cooking up his facts a l' epigramme. 

Next the HyGena, the good Bifhop, cameJ 
His refl:lefs zeal for ever in a flame ; 
With his devices the whole kingdom rang, 
So mixed they were of piety and flang : 
No Blood-hound e'er [o quick a fcent as he 
To track the tainted fons of Herefy; 
Not Gaul by Roman, nor by Spartan, Helot, 
Were ufed as they were by the reverend Prelate : 
fhem with his pen he mangled fore ; and would 

I-I ave had the1n burnt by inches, if he could. 
He came ; but not in over-cheerful mood, 
For at this time his thoughts could nought but brood 
On that accurfed and deadly fchifn1 which taught 
That in, and not by, baptifm Grace was caught. 

There was Sir Nibble too, the long-haired Rat, 
Haggard and grim and [worn Foe to the Cat; 
Though he at one time, unlefs Rumor lied, 
Had wifhed to 'lift himfelf on Tybalt's fide ; 
Hoped all pafl: differences to efface, 
And in his favor to obtain a place. 
But when he found his fawning flatt'ry fpurned, 
His fembled friendfhip into hate was turned ; 
Where once he flavered, now he fpat his fpite, 
And !hewed his rodent teeth and fl:rove to bite; 
But Tybalt thought it prudent to detern1ine 
T'o bide his time till he might cruih the Vermin. 

There too was J ocko feen, the long-armed i\.pe, 
Who was in mind ungainly as in ihape; 
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Malice and fun in him fo nicely blent, 

When playful mofi, then mofi _he mifchief meant; 

He chattered nonfenfe with · look fo demure, 

Mofi Folks would think-he mufi mean fomething fure ; 

His very talents he would twifi to ill, 
For he could limn and draw with ea(e and ikill ; 
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But, jufl to prove his power at grimaces, 

Caricatured his befl Friends to their faces. 

To count them all, for ages would endure; 

But Reynard was not one of them, be fure. 

In watchful idlenefs he lurk'd at home, 

That falfe pretended ·Palmer, bound for Rome. 

To vifit Court he was too circumfpett; 

He knew what welcome he might there expeCt. 

Safely at home himfelf he might applaud ; 

But not fo fafely could appear abroad. 

Meanwhile was held high junketing at Court ; 

There all was mirth and jollity and fport ; 

Feafling and gambling were there, night and day ; 

And thofe who came to fluff remained to play. 

Full was the royal palace as Noah's ark ; 

J oufls were there held, and tourneys, in the park. 

From his high place the King furveyed the whole, 

And the vafl tu1nult fill'd his mighty foul. 

'Twas now the eighth day of the feflival ; 

The King was fet at table in his hall, 

His Peers around, and by his fide his OEeen ; 

When lo ! the Rabbit ruihed upon the fcene t 

Bunny the Mild, his face all fmear'd with blood; 

And thus he fpake, as panting there he flood: 

" Ah, Sire ! ah, hear me ! Lords and Gentles all ~ 

Or fome fuch fate may fame of you befall ; 

What murderous wrongs from Reynard I've received; 

Too fcandalous almofl to be believed ! 

I paifed by Malepartus yeflerday; 

My road in coming hither led that way ; 

Dreifed out in Pilgrim's habits there he fate , 

Seemed to be reading Matins at his gate . 

I hurried on, in hafle to reach this Court, 

D eeming Your fummo ns, Sire, a fafe efco rt . 
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When Reynard faw me, up he rofe to meet me, 

Intending as I deemed, to come and greet me : 

When lo ! he feizes me behind my ears, 

And my [oft ikin with his iharp talons tears ; 

While to the earth with force he pre1Ted me down ; 

I verily believ'd my head was gone. 

I firuggled hard, and, thanks to Heav'n ! being light, 

J ufi manag'd to get off by fpeed of flight. 

I heard his curfes failing down the wind ; 

But on I fped and never look'd behind; 

And here I am, all 1nangled as yon fee ; 

Ah, gracious Lord ! have pity on poor me ! 
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If thus from Court we all may be debarr'd, 
Of what avail ihall be the King's fafe-guard ? 
Oh ! on the common ill in time refleCt:, 
Nor let this Robber's crimes remain uncheck'd ." 

Scarce had he ended, when the noify Crow, 
Entering the Court, began his ta.le of woe ; 
And thus he fpake; ".l\.h, gracious Lord and King ! 
Mofl: melancholy news to You I bring; 
For grief and farrow fcarcely can I fpeak; 
For grief and farrow fure my heart will break. 
This morn, my Wife and I-my Wife, I fay ; 
Alas! my Wife that was but yefl:erday !-
In fearch of food abroad prepared to fly, 
J ufl: as the dawn lit up the watchet {k.y ;­
For fcarce need I your Majefl:y inform, 
The early Bird picks up the morning worm. ­
Croffing, near Reynard's home, that blafl:ed heath, 
I faw a fight that took away my breath ; 
Himfelf lay there to all appearance dead ; 
Stiff were his limbs, his eyes turned in his head ; 
His tongue protruded from his open jaws; 
Awe-fl:ruck I called aloud, with ample caufe ; 
' Alack ! ' I cried1 ' alack ! and well-a-day ! 
He's dead and '-fcarcely knew I what to fay ; 
Loud did we both in lamentations join, 
For my Wife mixed her clamorings with mine. 
The body then I cautioufly approached, 
And with my beak the back and belly touched ; 
While ihe, poor Soul, perched boldly on his chin, 
And, fl:ooping down, his mouth ihe peered within ; 
Trufl:ing fame trace of life ihe might deteCt: ; 
For little did ihe ought of ilJ expeCt: : 
But the bafe Wretch foon proved he was not dead ; 
For in a moment off he fnapped her head ! 
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With horror rooted to the fpot was I ; 

And deemed upon the inftant I fhould die. 

~lick ftarts he up and n1akes a dafh at me ; 

l 'fcaped, I know not how, into a tree; 

Unconfcious terror muft have winged my flight : 

Ancl thence I faw, oh heavens ! what a fight! 

Sooner, alas ! would I have loft my life ·! 

I faw the Murderer mangle tny dear Wife; 

Her tender fl.efh I faw his talons tear, 

'fhe crunching of her bones too could I hear. 

So tnacl with hunger feem'cl the Cannibal, 

That h devoured fl.efh, feathers, bones and all ! 

I 19 
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That hour of anguiih ne'er will be forgot ! 
The Wretch now fatiated left the fpot; 
And I alighted on that curfed ground, 
But nothing there fave drops of gore I found, 
And thefe few feathers from my poor Wife's \ving, 
Which here in Court, to prove my cafe, I bring. 

" My tale is ended, Sire ! my taik is done : 
I've humbly laid my griefs before the Throne. 
From his mifdoings, all the Realm complains 
'Tis Reynard rules, and not the King that reigns. 
For thofe who have the pow'r fuch crimes to fl:em, 
And yet rep refs them not, encourage them. 
Forgive me if too bold in what I fay ; 
But grief is voluble and will have way." 

Now all the Court had heard thefe tales of woe, 
Both from the gentle Rabbit and the Crow. 
And much incenfed was N able, King of beafl:s, 
Who liked not this difl:urbance in his feafl:s. 

Thus then he fpake in angry tones though fad; 
" Much have I borne with; but this is too bad! 
In vain it feems that n1y behefl:s are fpoken ; 
My laws are outraged and my peace is broken. 
This Traitor has deceived me once before; 
But never, never ihall deceive me more! 
Nor my fault is't that fuch a Criminal 
Is fl:ill at large ; the ~een has done it all. 
I ihall not be the lafl:, as not the :firfl:, 
By woman's idle counfels to be curfl:. 
But if this rebel Thief go longer free, 
The name of jufl:ice will a mock'ry be. 
Take counfel then, my Lords, and do your befl: 
To rid our kingdom of this common Pefl:." 

Pleafed were the Bear and Wolf this fpeech to hear; 
And thought their hour of vengeance now was near; 
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But prudently were iilent, feeing both 

The King fo much difl:urbed and deeply wroth. 

At length the OEeen in gentle accents fpake ; 

" Do not, dear Lord, your plans too railily make ; 

Calm dignity will befl afiert the Right; 

Of angry words th' efFeCl: is oft but :flight. 

Men oft blame Others their own guilt to hide ; 

J uflice demands to hear the other fide ; 

Of thofe who 're loudefl in his abfence, fome, 

If he were prefent, would perchance be dumb. 

For Reynard ; ikilful, wife and wary fEll 

I knew him, and fufpeCl:ed nought of ill. 

All I advifed was with the befl intent, 

Though the refult has prov'd fo different. 

From all I ever heard or underftood, 

If bad his deeds, yet his advice was good. 

Behoves us to remember in this cafe 

His num'rous Followers and powerful Race. 

With over-hafle affairs but badly fpeed; 

But what your Royal will !hall have decreed, 

That !hall your faithful SubjeCl:s execute ; 

And thus ripe counfels yield their proper fruit." 

Then fpake the royal Libbard thus; "My Lord, l 
Permit me humbly to throw in a word ; ~ 
I own I think that Reynard fhould be heard. J 
With eafe You can Your objeCl:s carry out, 

When he comes hither, as he will, no doubt. 

I think this is the general view ; I mean, 

We all would take the fame view as the ~een." 

Then Ifegrim fpake out; " Forgive me, Prince, 

Your words, though wife, do not my mind convince. 

Put cafe that Reynard now were prefent here, 

And from this double charge himfelf could clear ; 

Yet would I undertake to !how good caufe 

R 
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His worthlefs life lies forfeit to the laws. 
But of fuch matters better .filent be 
Until we have him fafe in cuftody. 
Have you forgot the wondrous tale he told 
About King Emm'rick's hidden frore of gold? 
At Hufterlow, near Krekelburn, he [wore 

It would be found, and fifty falfehoods more. 
Both me and Bruin hath he brought to ihame ; 
And life we hold lefs dear than our good name. 
And yet at freedom roams the Rebel frill, 
And fteals and murders whom and what he will. 
If to the King and Council this feem fit, 
We, howfoeve~ wronged, mufr needs fubmit. 
Prince Libbard though fuggefts he may appear 
E'en yet at Court ; but why is he not here ? 
The Royal miffive bade all Lieges come ; 
But he, the ikulking Thief! remains at home." 

Then faid the King of Beafrs ; " Why more delay ? 
Why for the Traitor's coming longer ftay ? 
My Royal will is, ye all ready be 
On the .fixth day from this to follow me. 
Unlefs our pow'r ihall quite be fet at nought, 
Thefe ills, my Lords, mufr to a clofe be brought. 
Prepare yourfelves at once for battle's din ; 
Come, armed with fword and bow and javelin; 
Let each right worthily his weapons wield, 
So he may merit knighthood on the field. 
My Subjecrs I expecr will aid their Liege; 
The fortrefs Malepartus we '11 be.fiege ; 
And all its myfr'ries into daylight bring." 
Then cried they all aloud ; " Long live the King ! " 

Thus were the Monarch and the Peers agreed ; 
And Reynard's certain doom now feemed decreed. 
But Greybeard, at the banquet who had been, 
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In fecret left the gay and fefl:ive fcene. 
He hafl:ened off the wary Fox to find, 
And let him know what now was in the wind. 
And as alone his weary way he fped, 
Thus to himfelf the grieving Badger faid ; 

" Ah ! Uncle dear ! how I deplore thy cafe ! 
Thou prop and ornament of all our Race! 
With thee to aid us and to plead our caufe 
We never feared the rigor of the laws." 

Thus he arrived at Malepartus' gate, 
Where in the open air Sir Reynard fate. 
Two youthful Pigeons he his prey had made, 
Who their firfl: flight that morning had eifay'd ; 
But ill-fupported by their new-fledged wings, 
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They fell, and he pounced on the poor weak Things. 
Soon as he faw the Badger drawing near 
He rofe and faid; "Ah, welcome, Nephew dear!­
For dear you are to me 'fore all my Kin ;-
But what a mortal hurry you feem in! 
How hot you are ! and how you puff and blow ! 
You bring fome cheerful news for me, I know." 

" Alas ! " faid Greybeard, panting, "anything 
But cheerful, Uncle, are the news I bring. 
For all, excepting honor, now is loft: 
Ne'er have I known King Noble feem fo croft; 
Deep hath he vowed a ihameful death ihall be 
The doon1 of Reynard and his Family. 

He and his Barons bold, a doughty Band, 
Anned at all points,-for fuch is his command,­
With bow and {word and javelin and {pear, 
On the fi.xth day from this will all be here. 
Bethink you then in time; for what can you, 
:Gainfl: fuch an army, fi.ngle-handed do? 
Bruin and Ifegrim are with the King 
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~ite reconciled ; their will is every thing. 

The Wolf of crimes of every fort and kind 

Accufes you, and [ways the Royal mind. 

He has,-as you will but too ihortly fee,­

Been raifed to a Field Marihal' s dignity. 

The Crow and Rabbit have been both at Court, 

And of your doings made a fad report. 

Should the King this time get you in his pow'r, 

Your life's not worth the purchafe of a.n hour." 

"That all ? Your flory moves me," quoth the Fox, 

" As [ ummer breezes do primreval rocks. 

As for the King and all his Council too, 

I '11 warrant me they'll have enough to do; 

A.t leafl to talk about ; becaufe, in faCt, 

They '11 prate and prate for ever, and not aCt. 

About fuch trifles, Nephew, do not fret; 

But jufl flep in and fee what we can get. 

You fee thefe nice young Pigeons I've jufl caught; 

They are the befl of eating, to my thought ; 

Their bones and fleih like jellied milk and blood : 

So light ; and I'm compell'd to take light food ; 

My Wife too is of the fame tafie as I ; 

Come in ; fhe '11 welcome you right heartily. 

She is not well though, fo I would not let her 

Know why you come ; for trifles quite upfet her. 

We '11 flart to-morrow; and I'm nought afraid 

But you '11 afford me kind and kindred aid." 

~oth Greybeard, "I would die for you with pleafure." 

~oth Reynard, " You oblige me pafi: all meafure. 

And if I live, as well I trufl I may, 

Be fure that I your kindnefs will repay." 

"Go," faid the other, " go before your Peers, 

With that brave honefl heart, devoid of fears ; 

At leafl a hearing you '11 obtain from them. 
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Even Prince Libbard fays they can't conden1n, 

Until they've heard all you may have to fay ; 

And the ~een thinks precifeJy the fame way. 

This hint to your advantage you 1nay guide." 

" Be {ure 1 will ;" the crafty Fox replied; 

"Howe'er the King may fl:orm; in his defpight, 

I have no doubt to make the matter right; 

I know the bait at which he '11 furely bite." 

So into Reynard's dwelling now they went; 

The Houfewife welcomed them with kind intent ; 

The hofpitable board was quickly fpread, 

And on the Pigeons daintily they fed ; 

Duly divided each one had his ihare; 

Much were they reliihed and was nought to fpare, 

They could, for it was but a fcanty feaf.t, 

Have eaten half a dozen more at leafr. 

The meal concluded, they to chat begin; 

And the fond Father has the Children in ; 

And as they climb and cling about his knees, 

They waken his parental fympathies : 
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" Are they not charming little Rogues?" he faid, 

" So frolic, yet fo thoroughly well .. bred. 

Ruifell is fuch a Scamp ; and his you~g Brother, 

Grey kin, will one day prove jufl: fuch _another. 

Never will they their lineage dif grace ; 

Their principles do honor to their Race. 

One a young ftraggling Bantam up ihall pick, 

The other pounce upon a Guinea-chick; 

Nor do they refi: contented on dry ground, 

But plunge for Ducklings in the Parfon's pond. 

To hunt I'd fend them oft'ner, if I durfl:; 

But care and prudence they mufl: frudy firfl:; 

Learn never to be taken unawares, 

And to avoid all Hunters, Dogs and fi1ares. 
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And when by habit they expert ihall grow, 
And courage, tempered with due caution, ihow, 
In fearch of prey then daily ihall they roam, 
And never ihall we want for food at home. 
Slow fiealthy ftep, low crouch and fteadfaft aim, 
Sure fpring and firm grip ; that is Reynard's game ; ~ 
Thus have we fiill upheld the credit of our name." J 

" Ay, Children are in truth great bleilings, Sir ; ' ' 
Said Greybeard, who was ftill a Bachelor 
" Pledges of holy and of lawful love, 
A confiant joy and folace muft they prove; 
Centred in them, the happy Parents fee 
The pleafures both of Hope and Memory ; 
And if fometimes they prove a fource of trouble, 
That makes, no doubt, the latter pleafure double. 
Nor are your joys confined to you alone ; 
I love your Children as they were my own." 

" Suffice it for to-day;" then Reynard faid; 
" We all are fieepy ; let us now to bed." 

Then on the floor, [oft ftrewn with leaves and hay, 
Their weary limbs adown to reft they lay. 
But Reynard could not fieep for haunting cares, 
So grave appeared the pofture of affairs. 
He to.fTed and tumbled all the livelong night, 
With aching eyes he met the morning light. 
Then to the Partner of his joys and woes 
Thus did he fpeak, as from his couch he rofe ; 

" Be not alarmed ; to Court I go again 
At Greybeard's wiih ; at home you '11 fafe remain . 
That no one know where I am gone 'twere beft; 
Be of good cheer and leave to Heav'n the reft." 

" What ! " cried· Dame Ermelyne, "Again to Court ! 
Methinks your foes would wiih no better fport. 
Are you obliged to go ? Bethink you well 
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Of what on your laft vifit there befell." 
" Indeed," quoth Reynard, " it was paft a jeft, 

I ne'er remember to have been fo preft. 

But nothing certain 1s beneath the fun ; } 
No matter how a thing rna y be begun, 
l'J one can fay how 'twill finiih, till 'tis done. 
Albeit 'tis needful that to Court I go,-
For I have much that's weighty there to do,-
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Be calm, I beg you; there is nought ro fear ; 
A week at furthefl: I '11 again be here. 
Adieu then, for a time, dear Love;" he cried; 
Then off he fl:arts with Greybeard at his fide. 



CHAPTER THE EIGHTH. 

The Journey. 

TOWARDS King N able's Court without delay, 

Greybeard and Reynard now held on their way. 

And the Fox faid, "My heart feels quite elate, 

This journey wiJl, I know., prove fortunate. 

And yet, dear Nephew, fince I lafr confeft, 

My life has truly not been of the beft. 

Hear what frdh crimes I now have to deplore;­

Some too which I forgot to tell before. 

"A good ftout fcrip I've had from Bruin's hide: 

The Wolf and his good Lady have fupplied 

My tender feet, each with a pair of fhoes; 

'Tis thus I've wreaked 1ny vengeance on my Foes. 

The King too, I confefs, I've badly treated, 

And with grofs falfehoods fcandalou:fly cheated. 

Further,-for nought will I conceal from you,-

I killed the Hare, and what's more, ate him too: 

s 
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His mangled head by Bellyn I fent back, 
Trufl:ing the King would fl:retch him on the rack. 
The Rabbit too, I tried to make my prey; 
Although-thank Heav'n for that !-he got away. 
Th' offence of which the Crow doth now complain 
Is not without foundation in the main; 
For why .fhould I the fimple truth difguife? 
I did devour his wife before his eyes. 

" Thefe my chief fins are fince my lafl: confeffion ; 
But I omitted then an old tranfgreffion; 
A trick, for which I hope forgiv'n to be, 
Againfl: the Wolf, mine ancient Enemy. 

" One day we happened to be travelling 
The road between Kaktyfs and Elverding; 
When we a Mare perceived with her young Foal, 
The Dam and Daughter each as black as coal ; 
' Bout four months old the Filly feemed to be; 
Said If'grim, who was nearly fl:arved, to me, 
' See, prithee, Nephew, if you can entice 
' Yon Mare to fell her Foal at any price.' 
Ra.fh was the venture, I was well aware; 
But up I trotted, and addreifed the Mare; 
' Say, dearefl: Madam, may I make fo bold 
' To aik if this fweet Creature's to be fold ? 
' If fo, for it belongs to you, I fee, 
' I trufl: upon the price we may agree.' 
Said .fhe ; ' Yes, if I get the fum I want, 
' I '11 fell her ; and 'tis not exorbitant; 
' You'll find it written on my near hind hoof.' 
I gueifed her meaning and kept well aloof. 
' Alas ! ' I cried, as though I nought fufpected ; 
' My education has been fore neglected ; 
' Reading and writing are beyond my pow'r ; 
' My parents have a deal to anfwer for. 
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' Not for myfelf the dear Child I defi.re ; 

'It was the Wolf who bade me to inquire.' 

' He'd better come himfelf,' replied the Mare ; 

0Eoth I, 'I'll tell him what your wiihes are.' 

So where he waited I joined Ifegrim : 

' The Foal is to be had,' faid I to him ; 

' The price is written on the Mare's hind hoof; 

' She kindly offered me to fee the proof; 

' But 'twas no ufe to me, who cannot read; 

' My life, alas ! has fadl y run to feed. 

' But you, dear Uncle, foon will make it out ; 
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' Approach and read, for you can read, no doubt.' 

Said Ifegrim, 'I rather think I can ; 

' German, French, Latin, and Italian. 

' To fchool I went at Erfurt, then to college, 

' Where I picked up a vafl: amount of knowledge ; 

' Took duly my degrees and honors too ; 

' I fwear I quite forget how much I knew : 

' All one learns there is wondroufl y abfhufe, 

' Though not, perhaps, in praCtice of much ufe. 

' I'll go and the infcription read at once, 

' To prove that, though a Scholar, I'm no Dunce.' 

So ofF he fl:arted to the Mare, quite bold, 

Afked for how much the Foal was to be fold; 

She gave the anf wer ihe had giv' n before ; 

And down he fl:ooped the writing to explore. 

Her hoof ihe lifted gently from the grafs; 

Freih ihod and armed with fix new nails it was.; 

And fetched him a full plumper on the head, 

That down he tumbled, fl:unned, and lay for dead. 

Then off ihe galloped with her frifky Foal, 

And whinnied as ihe went, for joy of foul. 

For a good hour the Wolf lay on the ground, 

Then 'gan to howl, Jike any beaten Hound. 
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1 haftened up to him, and, ' Uncle, fay,' 
~oth I, 'what caufes you lament this way? 
' I-Iave you your bargain made with Madam Mare? l 

I 
' And eaten up her Foal ? that's not quite fair ! ~ 

' Sure, for my pains, I ihould have had my ihare. j 
' And, as you are fo learned, prithee do 
' Expound to me the writing on the ihoe ? ' 

' Ah me ! I a1n derided!' he made moan ; 
' My fuff'rings though might melt a heart ot ftone. 
' Never before did I fo badly fare. 
' Oh ! may the Devil fetch that long-legged Mare ! 
' Six bleeding wounds I have in my poor head. 
' The only wonder is I am not dead.' 

" Thus I've confeffed, as far as I am able, 
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And made my confcience clean and comfortable. 

Now that is done, I trufl: to hear from you 
Some ghofily counfel what is next to do." 
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Him Greybeard anfwered thus; "'Tis true indeed 
Of ghoflly counfel you fl:and fore in need ; 
For from your tone I gather that, as yet, 
Your crimes you rather boafl: of, than regret. 

'Tis true, regret for pafl: mifdeeds is vain ; 
It cannot bring the Dead to life again. 
Your fins I mufl: in charity forgive, 
Seeing how ihort a time you have to live; 
For certainly the worfl: refults I dread: 

You never can get over that Hare's head . 
It was in footh a moll: audacious thing 

To aggravate the anger of the King l 
More mifchief to your caufe thereby you1ve done 
Than in your thoughtleffnefs you reckon on." 

" Nay, not a jot," replied th' undaunted Rogue ; 
Self-interefl: will always be in vogue. 

Thofe in the world who live mufl: look to rough it, 
And meet with many a kick and many a buffet. 

He who would beft get on mufl: rant and roifier, 
Nor think to pafs his time as in a cloifier. 
As for the Hare, I own he tern pted me ; 
He ikipped and fprang about fo faucily, 
And looked fo plump, that howfoe'er I firove, 

My appetite proved fl:ronger than my love. 
For the Ram's fate I do not care a pin ; 

His was the fuff'ring; mine may be the fin. 
'Tis not my worfl: misdeed by many a one; 

My r enance otherwife were quickly done. 
To love our N eighbors we are told, 'tis true; 

But M ofi do jufl: what they ought not to do. 
What 's done though can't be helped; and, as yon faid, 
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'Tis worfe than ufelefs to regret the Dead. 
Ufelefs indeed, I think, is all regret; 
Save fame advantage from it one can get. 

"Enough of this ! we live in awful times ! 
No Rank or Station feems exempt from crimes! 
Corruption from the Rich fpreads to the Poor ; l 
Good men the gen'ral Ill can but deplore ; ( 
And though we dare not fpeak, we think the more. J 

" The King himfelf will plunder, that we know, 
As much as any of his SubjeCts do ; 
And, what he does not take himfelf, devolves, 
As lawful prey, upon the Bears and Wolves. 
To fpeak the truth dares not a fingle Soul, 
The mifchief rna y be ne'er fo great or foul. 
The Clergy keep quite filent; and no wonder; 
They have a decent portion of the plunder. 
If of extortion any one complains, 
He only has his trouble for his pains. 
If ought that you poffefs the Great allures, 
Then may you fafely fay it has been yours. 
But Few to tales of grievance will attend ; 
And they are fure to weary in the end. 
N able, the Lion, is our Lord and King; 
He aCts as he were Lord of every thing; 
He calls us oft his Children ; and, 'twould feem, 
Forfooth, that all we have belongs to him. 
For let me fpeak my mind; our gracious King 
Loves ever thofe the mofi, who mofl: can bring; 
And who will dance as he may choofe to fing. 
The Many fuffer, though but Few complain; 
The Bear and Wolf are now in pow'r again ; 
They ileal and rob and pillage, left and right; 
And yet .find favor in the Royal fight. 
While each who might have influence is dumb, 

l 
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Living in hopes that his own time may come. 

Let a poor Devil, like myfelf, but take 

A paltry chicken, what a howl they make. 

They're all upon his back without remorfe, 

And he's condemned to fuffer, as of courfe. 

For thofe who crimes commit of deeper dye, 

No mercy ihow to petty larceny. 

" Such thoughts, I own, have often croifed my mind 

When to repentance I have felt inclin'd; 

And to myfelf I've faid, in Reafon's fpite, 

That what fo many do muft fure be right. 

Confcience indeed within me fometimes ftirs, 

And fays, with that peculiar voice of hers ; 

' Reynard, why feek thus to deceive thyfelf? 

' No good came ever of unrighteous pelf.' 

Then deep remorfe I've felt for doing wrong; 

Deep for the moment, but not lafting long. 

Becaufe, look round the world which way I would, 

I faw the Bad fared better than the Good. 

Not, as times go, can every one afford 

To cheriih Virtue as its own reward. 

" The people too, fave their mobility, 

In all their Betters' fecrets love to pry ; 

Their faults they will obferve and con by rote, 

And pick holes e'en in Honor's petitcoat. 

"But the worft feature of this pinchbeck age, 

Which, if my [corn it mov'd not, would my rage, 

Is, that all forts of public men we fee 

Merged in the fiough of mediocrity, 

There will they plunge and wade and flounce and flounder, 

Endeav'ring each to keep the other under; 

For if one ftrive, by merits of his own, 

To rife, his Neighbors pelt and pull him down, 

As though 'twere quite agreed that little men 
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From a dead level had the furtheft ken ; 
That by example n1ight the vVorld be fchooled 
With what a fmall amount of wifdom it is ruled. 

" In private, too, all paltry vices flourifh; 
Men are morofe and felfi.fh, fly and currifh: 
Backbiting, malice, lying and falfe-fwearing 
Have become matters of familiar bearing. 
Hypocrites and falfe Prophets fo abound 
That Truth, fave in a well, can ne'er be found. 

" If to remonftrate with them you fhould try, 
~ickly and coolly will they thus reply; 
' The fins you mention cannot ferious be, 
' Or f ure the Clergy from them would be free.' 
Thus, following thofe of a fuperior ftation, 
The People fin, like Apes, by imitation. 
Thinking and acting much as Monkeys do, 
They often get the fame allowance too. 

" Truly the Priefthood better fhould behave ; 
With common care, their credit they might fave. 
But it quite marvellous appears to n1e 
The flight in which they hold the Laity. 
Before our very eyes they do not mind 

I 

~ To aCt in any way they feel inclin'd; 

blind. j As though we all, like Bats or Males, were 
But ev'ry one, his eyes who uses_, knows 
What kind of ftore they fet upon their vows. 
Beyond the Alps_, 'tis faid, that ev'ry Prieit 
Holds confort with one Miftrefs at the leaft; 
i\..nd what is winked at by the Court of Rome 
No wonder fhould be pract:ifed here at home. 
The holy Fathers, if truth may be fpoke, 
Have Children juft like any married Folk; 
And, with paternal love, take care enough 
None of their Offspring fhall be badly off; 
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These, never thinking what was their Mamma, 
To lawful Children will not yield the pas ; 

Others they treat with as much flight and [corn, 

As they were honefily, nay, nobly born. 
Clad in the armor of Jheer impudence, 
They have of Jhame or modefiy no fenfe. 
Time was, thefe bafe-born Sons o' th' Clergy knew 
What was their proper place, and kept it too. 
But now they go about as hrave and bold 
As any Lords. Such is the pow'r of -gold. 

" You fee the Priefl: poifeifed, go where you will, l 
Of toll and tribute from each farm and mill ; ~ 
And thus the World is difciplined to ill. J 
No marvel the poor People go afiray, 
When, blind themfelves, the Blind lead them the war. 

J 

" Where for that pattern Pafior ihall we look 
Content to feed and not to Jhear his flock; 

Who the pure precepts of the Gofpel teaches, 
And pratl:ifes the doctrines that he preaches ; 
Who, if he fuffer W rang, will pardon it, 
And turn his right cheek if his left be fmit; 
Who upon worldly treafures fets no fiore, 

But fells his all and gives it to the Poor? 
Alas! much readier a Priefi you'll find 
To pride, revenge, and avarice inclin'd. 
Such fet the Laity a vile example, 
And on all precepts of their Mafier trample. 

" As for their Bafiards, would they quiet be, 
No one on earth would notice them, you fee. 
'Tis but their vanity that we condemn ; 
For mofi unjufi it were to carp at them. 
It" is not Race that makes us great or good ; 
Nor Jhame nor honor come by birth or blood. 
Let Heralds draw what fancied lines they can, 

T 



Reynard the Fox. 

Virtue and Vice alone mark man from man. 
The honefr Prieft will ever honored be ; 
The bad be ihunned, whate'er his pedigree; 
How good foe'er the fermons he may preach, 
Folks will contraft his attions with his fpeech. 
' What does he for the Church ? ' they'll argue thus, 
' He who is ever preaching up to us-
" Be fure you keep your Church in good repair, 
" My Brethren, if of Grace you wiih to ihare :" 
' For aught he does himfelf, while us he fleeces, 
' T'he facred edifice might fall to pieces.' 

" In cofily fare and fumptuous array 
They fquander more than· half their wealth away. 
Engrolied with worldly thoughts, how can they fpare 
Their time for aCts of piety and pray'r ? 
While the good Pafror-fo at leaft I've heard­
Devotes his life to th' fervice of the Lord ; 
With modeft temperance and fober gaiety, 
Setting a good example to the Laity. 

" Full well too do I know the hoo:ied clafc:;; 
A dirty, frowzy, hypocritic Race; 
A tribe of prowling, prying Creatures, which 
Spend their whole time in hunting up the Rich. 
Adepts in flattery, they reckon mofr 
How they may ufe it on a liberal Hofr. 
If one but get a footing, three or four 
Are fure to follow, if not many more. 
Who in the cloifter only longeft prates 
Is fure to gain promotion o'er his Mates ; 
Reader he's made, Librarian or Prior, 
Or he 1nay even mount to fon1ething higher . 
Others, as good :1.s he, are thruft afide ; 
The prizes fo unfairly they divide. 
Some pafs their time in fafiing and in pray'r, 
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While others fleep or fumptuoufly fare. 
" As for your Papal Legates, Prelates, Deans, 

Your Abbeffes, your Nuns, and your Beguines, 
What tales might I tell of them if I would; 
Yet little I regret, to fay, that's good. 
One cry they always have, and one alone ; 
'Tis, 'Give me yours and let me keep my own.' 
But few there are, not Ttn affuredly, 
Who firictly with their Founder's rules comply. 
'Tis thus the Church acquires a doubtful name, 
Is brought to weaknefs, and fometimes to ihame." 

" Uncle," the Badger faid, " I cannot guefs 
Why you ihould other People's fins confefs. 
If they've done Ill, what Good is that to you? 
With your own matters you've enough to do. 
Why :fhould you meddle · with the Priefis and Nuns ? 
Sure Mother Church can 1nanage her own Sons. 
Let each his own peculiar burdens bear ; 
Let each th' account of his own deeds prepare ; 
The audit-day will furely come, which none, 
Or in, or out a cloifier-walls, can ihun. 

" You talk too 1nuch though of all forts of things; 
Scarce can I follow all your wanderings ; 
I fometimes fear you'll leave me in the lurch : 
Pity you did not go into the Church. 
Great as your lore, you'd there find [cope for 1t; 
I fbould, with Others, reap the benefit. 
The mofi of us, I own, are Brutes indeed, 
.And of good doctrine fiand in awful need." 

Now the Court's precincts they approached at ]aft; 
Said Reynard to himself-" The die is cafi: ! " 
When on the road Martin the A pe they met, 
Who off upon a tour to Rome had fet ; 
And both he kindly greeted. " U ncle dear, " 
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Thus to the Fox, " be of good heart and cheer." 
Then queftions put he to him, not a few, 
Although the ftate of matters well he knew. 

" My good luck feems for ever to have fled," 
To Martin then the wily Reynard faid; 
" Some [curvy Comrades, moved by dirty fpleen, 
Again, I find, accufing me have been. 
The Rabbit and the Crow complain, I hear, 
That one has loft a Wife, and one an ear. 
But what on earth has that to do with me? 
That would I make them pretty quickly fee, 
If to the King I could but get to fpeak; 
My caufe I know is ftrong, as theirs is weak. 
But ftill I labor 'neath the Papal Ban, 
A wretched excommunicated man! 
There's no_t a Sotll, except the Prebendary, 
Can- refcue me from out this fad quandary. 
Unhappily, though why I cannot tell, 
I don't ftand, fomehow, with the Clergy well. 
This and more evils to a va!l amount, 
I fuifer upon Ifegrim's account. 

" A Monk he once became; hut one fine day 
He from the mona!lery ran away : 
The rules he found too rigid, and he fware 
He loft his time in fafting and in pray'r. 
I helped his flight ; a caufe of deep regret, 
Which I have ever felt and do fo yet ; 
For nought fince then he's done but Dander me, 
And work me ev'ry kind of injury. 
What if I made a pilgrimage to Rorne; 
How would my family get on at home ? 
Ifegrim then would caufe them endlefs Ill , 
He'd have the pow'r, as he now has the will. 
And many Others are there who defign 
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All forts of mifchief both to me and mine. 

If from this awful Ban I were but freed, 

My caufe at Court were certain to fucceed." 

Said Martin, " I am glad 'tis in my pow'r 

To do you fervice in this trying hour. 

I am jufl: fiarting on a tour to Rome ; 

.And may do much t' ameliorate your doom. 

You are tny Kinfman ; fet your mind at refl:; 

I will not fuffer you to be opprefs'd. 

I 've fome weight, as the Biiliop's Secretary ; 

I 'll make him cite to Rome the Prebendary ; 

Againfl: him in your caufe will I make fight, 

And, Uncle, they iliall do you ample right. 

The doom of Ban, reverfed iliall iliortly be, 

Your abfolution I'll bring back with me, 

Your Foes their long hoftility iliall rue, 

Lofing their labor and their money too. 

I know how caufes may at Rome be won, 

And what is beft to do, what leave undone. 

My Coufi.n, Simon, has great influence; 

For our name's fake he'll favor your defence : 

There's Gripeall too, Greedy and Eitherfide, 

And Turncoat, and I know not who befide. 

For I have at the College many a Friend, 

Who to our caufe their able aid will lend; 

Or, rather let me fay, their aid will fell; 

For only thofe they help who fee them well. 

I've fent my money firfl:, for that alone 

Will there enfure that jufiice ihall be done. 

Loudly they talk of jufiice, and fuch cant, 

But 'tis your money that they really want. 

How crooked be a caufe, or intricate, 

I 4 I 

The touch of gold will make it plain and fl:raight. 

With that to find a welcome you are fure, 



Reynard the Fox. 

Without it, clofed againft you ev'ry door. 
" Do you then, Uncle, fray at home; while I 

Your knotty caufe will manage to untie. 
To Court 'twere beft you fhould at once repair; 
Seek out my Wife, Dame Ruckenaw, when there; 
She's a ihrewd Soul, and with the King and ~een 
A fpecia1 Favorite has ever been. 
Take her advice, whate'er ihe recommend; 
There's nothing but fhe'll do t' oblige a Friend. 
On many a ftaunch Ally you there will light; 
Such often help one more than being right. 
Her Sifters two are fure with her to be, 
And my three Children, for I have but three; 
A.nd many others of our common Kin, 
Vlho '11 ftoutly frick by you, through thick and thin. 
Should jufiice be denied you, fend to me, 
And what my pow'r is you .£hall quickly fee : 
An awful Evil on this land ihall fall, 
On King, Men, Women, Children, one and all; 
An InterdiCt ihall on the realm be laid; l 

I 
No fervice fhall be fung, no mafs be faid, r 
No Chriftian grave receive th' unhoufeled Dead. j 
The land a heathen defert will I make ; 
Be of good cheer then, Coz, and comfort take. 

" The Pope is old, nor found in mind or limb ; 
But Few he cares for, and None care for him. 
'Tis Cardinal Wifeacre rules the Church, 
And crows, as roofted on the higheft perch ; 
To which no doubt one day he may afpire, 
For he is full of craft and full of fire. 
He is enamoured of a certain Dame, 
Whom well I know, and, if I would, could name. 
Her wifhes ihe has only to make known ; 
And what fhe willies, is as good as done. 
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" But many tricks and frauds are played at Rome, 

Which to the Pope's ears never chance to come. 

But no one can get on without fome aid; 

Friends one must make, or buy them ready made. 

Rely on me, dear Coz; the King well knows, 

I will not fee you fall before your Foes; 

''rwere juft as well, he ihould remember too 

How Many kindred claim, with me and you : 

For faber counfel, not a Family 

At Court can with the Apes and Foxes vie. 

This cannot fail your dangers to allay, 

Let matters even take what turn they may." 

Reynard replies, " There's nothing, dearefi Coz, 

Gives me fuch comfort as your friendfhip does : 

I ihall remember it, an I get free." 

Then each the other greeted courteoufly; 

And tow'rds the Court, to face his angry Foes, 

Reynard, with no efcort but Greybeard, goes. 
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The Advocacy. 

REYNARD had now reached Court, and {till had hope 

With his accufers he might fafely cope; 

Yet when his num'rous foes he faw arrayed, 

All eager for ~evenge, he felt difmayed; 

But though his heart might tremble, with firm {hide 

He paffed the Barons, Greybeard by his fide. 

Unto the Monarch's throne they both drew near, 

When Grey beard whifpered thus in Reynard's ear ; 

" Take courage, Uncle, for the King is gracious; 

And, we know, fortune favors the Audacious: 

The brave love danger on its own account, 

And are more pleafed the greater its amount." 

And Reynard anfwered, "What you fay is true; l 
Sage your ad vice and comfortable too; jr 
Were you in my place I'd fo counfel you." 
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With fearching eye he glanced th' affembly round, 

Where many Kinfmen, but few Friends, he found; 

For at his hands the mofl: but ill had fared ; 

The Otter nor the Beaver had he fpared; 

None but he'd played fome pranks on, great or fmall ; 

Yet with affurance now he greets them all. 

And down before the throne he lowly knelt, 

And boldly fpake, howe'er he may have felt; 

" May Heav'n above, from whom no thought or thing 

Is hidden, long preferve my Lord the King; 

And my good Lady too and gracious ~een, 

Whofe hnn1blefl: Vaffal I am proud t' have been ; 

And grant you both found judgment, clear and {hong, 

The diff'rence to difcern 'tween Right and Wrong. 

For falfehood now is rife in ev'ry fpot; 

Almofl: all men appear what they are not. 

W auld each man's thoughts were writ upon his brow, 

So that his fecret foul the King might know~ 

Then would it plainly to the world appear 

How true and loyal is the heart I bear. 

I know the Wicked rage together fiill, 

And howl againfl: me, as they always will. 

In ev'ry way to injure me they firive, 

And of Your countenance would quite deprive; 

As though I were the veriefl: Wretch alive. 

But love of J ufiice is a mighty thing ; 

l 
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None own its pow'r 1nore than my Lord and King. 

Let men feek to miflead him as they may, 

From the fl:raight path of Right he ne'er will firay ." 

While thus he fpake the Courtiers round him throng, 

All wond'ring at the boldnefs of his tongue. 

His crimes fo flagrant and notorious were, 

That each was anxious his defence to hear. 

" Thou Rafcal Reynard ! " thus the Monarch faid, 

u 
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" Thy glofing fpeech thy caufe can little aid; 
On thy perfuafive arts no more depend, 
Thy fhamelefs courfe at length hath reach'd its end. 
Thy truth and loyalty we all well know, 
As witnefs here the Rabbit and the Crow. 
Full is the meafure of thy wickednefs, 
And craft can nought avail thee, boldnefs lefs." 

Reynard, uneafy at this Royal fpeech, 
Feared now the King he might not over-reach, 
For he had [poke in terms precife and plain ; 
Ah ! how he wifhed he were fafe home again ! 
But wiihing now could do him little good; 
He muil get through it the bell way he could. 

"N oblell and mightiell of Kings;" he faid, 
"Though you decree my life is forfeited, 
I fain may hope that You will hear me firll; 
You've heard but one fide, and that fide the worll. 
When clouds and tempells o'er the ftate were hovering, 
Firm have I llood and faithful to my Sovereign, 
When fame, that I could name, have fled their poll, 
Some who are now efteemed and favored moil, 
Who bravely take each opportunity, 
When I am abfent, moil to ilander me. 
Hear only my defence and then decide; 
My doom, whate'er it be, I mull abide. 

" Forgotten is my fervice to the State? 
How I have early watched and labored late? 
If of all crimes not quite exempt I were, 
Of my free will fhould I now venture here? 
I fhould have ihunned Your prefence confcience-fcared, 
Nor my Accufers thus to meet have dared. 
Nay, the world's treafures, heaped up feven-fold, 
Should not have drawn me forth fr01n my ftrong hold. 
Upon my native heather I was free, 
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And none might touch me with impunity; 
But my good Greybeard with the meifage came 
That I was wanted here, and here I am! 
I had been counfel holding with the Ape, 
How from the Papal Ban I might efcape ; 
And he had promifed to remove the whole 

Of that oppreffive burden from my foul. 
' I will 1n yfelf,' faid he, ' to Rome refort ; 
' Do you, without delay, repair to Court; 
' I'll undertake your charaCl:er I'll clear.' 
Such his advice; he'd own it were he here. 

Our Biihop knows the truth of much I fiate; 
Five years has Martin been his Surrogate. 
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"And here I find complaint upon complaint; 
Enough to wear the patience of a Saint. 
The ogling Rabbit has, I hear, a cafe; 
Let him fiand forth and meet me, face to face ! 
'Tis a light tafk the Abfent to accufe; 
But none to hear my anfwer can refufe. 
Scurvy Companions, are they, by my troth ! 
My Guefis they've been, the Crow and Rabbit, both. 

" 'Twas but the morning before yefierday, 
The latter tow'rds my dwelling came his way ; 
He greeted me in paffing, foft and fair ; 
I'd jufi begun the form of Morning Pray'r. 
He let me know that he for Court was bound; 

I faid, ' Heav'n grant you get there fafe and found.' 
He fpoke of empty fiomach, weary feet; 
I afked, ' Will you take anything to eat ? ' 
' I fear I might intrude ; ' was his reply. 
' Oh! not the flightefi in the world,' faid I. 
I fetched fome wheaten bread and cherries freih; 
(On Wedn'fdays 'tis my rule to eat no fleih ;) 

And Mafler Bunny feemed contented quite, 
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And ate his bread and fruit with appetite. 

My youngeft Son, a forward little Chap, 
Suddenly jumped into the Rabbit's lap, 
To fee if he might chance pick up a fcrap. 
'Twas rude, I own, but the Boy meant no ill ; 
Children you know, Sire, will be Children ftill. 
But, making no allowance for his youth, 
The brutal Rabbit ftruck him in the mouth. 
Poor little Ru!fell! 'twas too bad indeed ; 
For the blow made his lips and noftrils bleed. 
And then my eldeft, Greykin, quick as thought, 
Leapt up and feized th' Aggre!for by the throat; 
His game he played and 'venged his Brother well ! 
'Tis thus exaCtly how the thing befell. 
I ran direet:ly that I heard the noife, 
Refcued the Rabbit, and chaftifed the Boys. 
I do not fympathize with him a jot, 
For richly he deferved whate'er he got. 
Had I meant ill, I had not interpofed; 
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The Young Ones his account would foon have clofed. 
And this is now my thanks! He fays, I hear, 
'T was I myfelf that tore his ftupid ear. 
A blund'ring tale! I think my powers I know 

Rather too well to botch a buf'nefs fo. 
"As for the Crow, he came quite out ot breath, 

And faid his Wife had ate herfelf to death. 
Some great Fiih ihe had gorged, gills, bones and all, 
Had choked her, as her [wallow was but fmall. 
The truth he beft knows; but the Slanderer 
Now dares a!fert that I have murdered her; 

May-be he did, himfelf; there 's none can tell ; 

For my own part, it were impoffible ; 
Thefe dingy Devils, when they choofe to fly, 

No fpring of mine could reach , however high . 
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" Thofe who bring forward charges fuch as thefe 

Should prove them by trufrworthy Witneifes. 

This ev'ry Freeman may of right demand ; 

And on tn y Right I boldly take my fran d. 

Are there no proofs ; another courfe is clear ; 

Lo ! ready to do batt ell am I here ! 

Let both the day and place be now affign' d; 

And if a worthy Adverf'ry I find, 

In birth my equal, I '11 the combat dare ; 

And he the honor who then wins may wear. 

Such ever was the rtde of law of yore ; 

So be it now, for I defire no more." 

All frood and heard and wondered, Beafrs and Birds, 

At the audacity of Reynard's words. 

The Crow and Rabbit both felt dire difmay, 

And fecretly from Court they £tole away; 

Nor did they dare another word to fay. 
1 

I 

J 
They muttered to each other; "'T' were 

U nwjfe againfr him further to proceed. 

indeed 

Do what we may, no better ihould we be; 

For after all, what Witne!fes have we? 

The truth unto ourfelves is only known, 

For with the Felon we were each alone. 

So in the end the lofs on us would fall. 

Oh ! would the Devil feize him, once for all ! 

· And he propofes battell now ! To us~ 

Truly the thought is too prepofrerous ! 

So powerful and cunning as he is ; 

So full of vigor and of trickeries ~ 

'T would take to face him five as good as we, 

And even then he'd beat them eafily." 

Both Ifegrim and Bruin groaned with ire, 

h n from the Court they faw the Twain retire . 

" re any prefent here," then faid the King, 
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Who againft Reynard have a charge to bring? 
Jf any fuch there be, let them advance ; 
For he ftands here on his deliverance. 
There were enough to threaten yefterday: 
And now their time is come; but where are they ? " 

Said Reynard, cc Ah! 'tis ever the old game; 
Thofe who againft the Abfent moft declaim, 
Boafting what they could do, would he but come, 
When he arrives, fray prudently at home. 
1'hefe Sland'rers vile, the Rabbit and the Crow, 
Fain would have brought poor me to ihame and woe. 
But I forgive, fince they are penitent; 
Moft thoroughly aihamed away they went. 
How dangerous it is, you all have feen, 
T' encourage thofe who flander abfent men. 
They fcruple not the truth afide to wreft, 
And vietimife the Wifeft and the Beft. 
To Others only do thefe words apply, 
Of little moment to the State am I." 

"Hear me!" exclaimed the King, " thou Traitor vild ! 
Say, where is Pufs, the Gentle and the Mild? 
My brave and trufty Courier was he, 
And treacheroufly flain hath been by thee. 
Had I not pardoned thee thy numerous crimes ? 
Equipped thee forth to vifit holy climes, 
With fcrip and ftaff and other pilgrim gear, 
Believing thy repentance was fincere ? 
And thy firft aCt was my poor Pufs to kill ! 
Bellyn thou mad'ft thy Meifenger of ill: 
He in thy wallet brought the mangled head; 
And here in open Cm~rt unblufhing faid, 
He brought defpatches which you both had framed, 
Though he the larger !hare of merit claimed : 
But in the wallet was the head alone ! 
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To make a mock and gibe at Me 'twas done ! 
One though hath fuffered for the bafe defign ; 
Bellyn hath loft his life; look thou to thine ! " 

" Great Heav'ns! What do I hear ? " fly Reynard faid, 
"Pufs murdered! Gracious Pow'rs ! and Bellyn dead! 
Oh, fatal hour! oh, curfed love of pelf! 
Alas ! alas ! that I were dead myfelf! 
With them the choiceft treafures have I loft ! 
Jewels, fuch as the wide world cannot boaft ! 
The rareft things by the1n I fent for You ; 
For I believed them loyal both, and true. 
Of Bellyn who would credit fuch a thing, 
His Friend to murder and to rob his King ? 
Who on this earth could e'er expeCt: to find 
Such craft with fuch fimplicity c01nbin'd?" 

To hear him out the Monarch would not ftay, 
He rofe and tow'rds his palace took his way ; 
Nor caught diftinClly all that Reynard fpake : 
Deterrnined was he deep revenge to take. 
To his own clofet did he firaight withdraw, 
And found the ~een there with Dame Ruckenaw ; 
A fpecial Fav'rite had ihe ever been, 

The fly She-ape, both with the King and ~een ; 
She haply now might do the Fox fame good; 
For ihe was wife and wary, fage and ihrewd. 
Certain was ihe, wherever ihe appeared, 
To be by all refpeCt:ed and revered. 
Marking the angry fluih on the King's cheek, 
With thoughtful words thus gravely did ihe fpeak : 

" Whenever, gracious Sire, at my requeft, 
You have allowed me counfel to fuggeft, 
Ne'er yet have You had reafon to repent; 
Nor have you deemed n1e too impertinent, 
If, when my Liege was in an angered mood, 
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A word of warning I have dared t' intrude. 
Once more vouchfafe, Sire, to extend Your grace ; l 
This matter toucheth one of mine own race; ~ 
Who would defert a Friend in fuch a cafe ? j 
Reynard's my kinfman, be he what he may ; 
But what I think of him I'll frankly fay; 
Now he is here and fiands upon his Right, 
His caufe I view in a more hopeful light. 
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Had not his Father, whofe fame frill endures, 
And who was graced and countenanced by Yours, 
With evil tongues for ever to contend, } 
And from falfe charges his good name defend ? 
But frill his Foes he baffied in the end. 
When thoroughly was fifted the affair, 
'Twas found what clofe infpection it would bear. 
Although his Sland'rers charged him many a time 
With incapacity, as well as crime; 
Yet he retained his fration to the lafr, 
And, as the Bear and Wolf are now, was grac'd. 
'1~would be as well if they themfel ves could clear 
From all that 'gainfr their characters we hear. 
But of the rules of Right they nothing know; 
Both what they fay proves this, as what they do." 

Then the King anfwered; "Can yqu wonder, Dame, 
That Reynard's conduct fhould my wrath inflame? 
My trufry Hare did he not bafely !lay? 
And lead that Simpleton, the Ram, afl:ray ? 
And ': now pr:efumes in open Court, forfooth, 
To boafr about hi.s loyalty and truth; 
When by the gen'ral voice accufed he ftands, 
Of crimes unnumbered as the ocean fands! 
'Tis proved beyond the fhadow of a doubt, 
He breaks My peace and fets My laws at nought. 
With robberies and murders, day and night, 
My land and Lieges doth he vex and fright ! 
I '11 bear no more!" Then anfwered the She-Ape; 
cc Not ev'ry one his courfe can wifely fhape. 
'Tis hard to pleafe all men, and giv'n to few 
Both to deferve fuccefs and get it too: 
And he who profpers, in his path fhall find 
Honor before, Envy and Hate behind; 
His Foes in fecret will his ruin fcheme, 

X 
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When open fight too dangerous they deem. 

" And many a time has this to Reynard happed. 

It cannot have Your memory efcaped, 

How often to your refcue he hath come, 

With counfel fage, when all the refi: were dumb. 

What fine difcernment through his judgment ran 

In that late leading cafe of ' Snake and Man.' 

None could decide the iifue that was raifed, 

But he alone: how was his wisdom praifed ! " 

Noble the King reflected a brief fpace, 

Then anfwered ; " Yes, I recolleCt: the cafe ; 

But all the details I have quite forgot. 

'T was moft confufed and tangled ; was it not ? 

I pray you, if you can, the facts relate." 

" Briefly," faid ihe, " the whole affair I '11 fi:ate. 

" Two years ago, a Snake of Dragon race 

Loudly accufed a Peafant to Your Grace. 

The Man refufed her juftice, ihe complained, 

Though twice againft him ihe had judgment gained. 

The Man appearing to defend the wrong, 

She entered on her cafe with eager tongue. 

" Through a fmall op'ning in a hedge one day 

The Snake, it feem'd, had tried to force her way ; 

A fpringe there was before the op'ning plac'd, 

Which, as ihe entered, caught and held her fafi. 

She muft perforce have periihed where ihe lay, 

But that a Trav'ller chanced to pafs that way ; 

To whom ihe loudly cried ; ' Oh ! pity me ! 

' Let me implore thee, Sir ! and fet me free ! ' 

And the Man faid ; ' Well, I will let thee loofe ; 

' 'T is hard to fee thee ftrangling in that noofe. 

' Yet ere I do it, thou muft frankly fwear 

' From ev'ry mifchief tow'rds me to forbear.' 

A folemn oath the anxious Dragon vowed, 
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Ne'er to harm him to whom her life fhe owed. 
Then from the fnare the Man the Snake releafed ; 
All gratitude fhe was, or feemed at leaft. 

n They travelled on together, but ere long 

The Dragon felt the pains of hunger ftrong, 
And in a moment on the Man fhe flew, 
Thinking to ftrangle and devour him too. 

With fearful energy he fprang aiide, 
And ' Oh ! is this your gratitude? ' he cried, 
' Is this the way you keep that awful oath ? ' 
Said ihe, ' To break it I am truly loath, 
' But I am poiitively faint with hunger ; 
' I feel a gnawing I can bear no longer. 
' I know how ihocking is ingratitude ; 
' But cannot perifh here for want of food.' 
' Spare me a little yet ; ' the Man replied ; 
' Some People we may meet who ihall decide, 

' Impartial Judges betwixt thee and me.' 
' Well! ' tartly [aid the Snake; ' fo let it be !' 

" They journey'd on, till, coming to a pond, 
Strongnib, the Raven, with his Son they found; 
His name was Little Beaky. Thefe the Snake 
Begged the arbitrement to undertake. 
The Raven heard the cafe with thoughtful care, 
And, hoping to himfelf might fall a ihare, 
Straight gave his judgment that the Man be eaten. 

' Now,' cried the Snake triumphant, ' I have beaten ; 

' My honeft purpofe fhall no more be croft.' 

' Nay,' faid the Man, 'I have not fairly loft. 

' How ihall a Thief on life and death decide ? 

' Or fuch a cafe by one fole Judge be tried ? 

' I ftand upon my Right and fhall appeal ; 
' A Court of four or ten I fafe might feel. ' 

' Come on then,' faid the Snake ; and off they fet ; 
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Ere long with both the Wolf and Bear they met. 

The poor Man now was feized with mortal terror; 
Sure five fuch Judges never fat in error; 
A Bear, a Wolf, two Ravens, and a Snake ; 
Well might th' Appellant for his fafety quake. 
The hungry Court were foon unanimous ; 
And the grim Wolf delivered judgment thus;-
' The Snake beyond all doubt the Man might kill, 
'Yet keep her confcience quite unburdened frill ; 
' 'Twas plain no law neceffity could know, 
' And hunger would releafe from any vow.' 

" Anxious enough the Man was, for the five 
Had plain made up their minds he ihould not live. 

Then darting forth her forked and poif'nous tongue 
Again the Snake upon the Trav'ller fprung. 
He leapt afide with prompt dexterity, 
Crying, ' Who gave thee power over me ? ' 
~ Twice thou thyfelf haft heard it ; ' ihe replied ; 

' Twice has the judgment been upon my fide.' 
Then faid the Man, ' Judges yourfelves ye call ! 
' Robbers and Murd'rers are ye, one and all! 
' You and your judgment I repudiate ; 
' King Noble only ihall decide my fate; 
' To him do I appeal; to his decree 
' Will I fubmit, though adverfe it ihould be.' 

" Then faid the Wolf and Bear with jeering grin, 
' You'd better try; the Snake is fure to win.' 
They thought no doubt that the affembled Peers 
Would counfel You, Sire, jufr like Wolves and Bears. 
Five preffed againfr poor One, his life to take ; 

The Wolf, the Bear, the Ravens, and the Snake. 
The Wolf indeed put in a triple claim; 
His Sons, Thinpaunch and Greedyguts by name, 
Each hoped to have a !hare of the poor Man ; 
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A terrible difturbance thefe began; 

Howling and clamoring in fuch a fort, 

That both were promptly ordered out of Court . 

. " Humbly imploring juftice of your Grace, 

Then did the Man begin to ftate his cafe ;­

The Snake now wiih'd to kill him, heedlefs both 

Of all his kindnefs, and her folemn oath. 
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The facts the Snake knew could not be denied, hence 

She pleaded, in confeffion and avoidance, 

Th' almighty power of hunger was the caufe, 

Which owns no mafier and obeys no laws. 

" Sore puzzled were You, Sire, how to decide ; 

Solution it appeared the cafe defied; 

Hard to condemn the honeft Man it feemed ; 

And hard to bear iharp hunger's tooth, You deemed. 

Your Council then You fummoned to Your aid, 

Who only more involved the queftion made; 

Moft part gave judgment that the man ihould die, 

But gave their reafons too, unluckily ; 

And thefe fo bad and incon.fifient were, 

The more they gave the more they 'broiled th' affair. 

For Reynard, as a lafi refource, You fent ; 

He came and heard afreih the argument; 

You the deci.fion left to him alone, 

And faid as he adjudged it ihould be done. 

" Then Reynard faid, ' Ere I decide the cafe, 

' 'T is needful I ihould go and view the place ; 

' And fee the very way the Snake was bound, 

' When by the Traveller ihe firfi was found.' 

So to the fpot they fallied, and when there, l 
I 

The Snake again was fafiened in the fnare; }-

Thus matters ftood exactly as they were. j 
" Then Reynard gave his judgment: 'Things are now 

' J uft as before the caufe arofe below ; 
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' And neither party can of triumph boafl:, 
' For neither now has won, and neither loft ; 
' And as the circumitances now appear, 
' The jufl:ice of the cafe to me feems clear : 
' If the Man pleafe to do fo, from the noofe 
' The Snake, upon her oath, he may let loofe ; 
' If not, then he can let her hang there frill, 
' And go about his buf'nefs if he will. 
' Such are my views: if better here there be, 
' Impart them ; or, if not, ufe thefe with me.' 

" Reynard's decifion of this weighty caufe l 
Met at that time with general applaufe, ~ 
From you, my Liege, and all who knew the laws. J 
The Man vowed better it could not have been ; 
It even gained th' approval of the OEeen. 

" 'Twas on all hands agreed that fitter far 
Bruin and If' grim were to ferve in war ; 
For they were known and feared in ev'ry fpot, 
And gladly went where plunder might be got. 
Strong are they, big and bold ; that none denies, 
Yet are their words more bold and big than wife ; 
And too much of their ftrength alone they brag, 
While in the field behind they often lag. 
At home the Braveft of the Brave are they ; 
At home too always they prefer to fray : 
In footh the Bears and Wolves eat up the land; 
'Gainft their united force there's nought can ftand. 
What matters it to them whose houfe may burn ? 
To warm them by the flames will ferve their turn. 
What matters it to them who pine or ftarve? 
While their own meals they take good care to carve. 
They gulp the yolk, and leave the ihell, and fwear 
That the partition is moft jufl: and fair. 
Reynard the Fox though, on the other hand, 
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The rules of juftice well doth underftand ; 

And if fame evil he perchance have done, 

Remember, Sire, he is not made of ftone. 

A wifer Counfellor You ne'er ihall meet ; 

Hence am I bold his pardon to entreat." 

And the King faid; "I muft awhile refleCt. 

The judgment I diil:inctly recolleCt; 

J uftice was done unto the Snake, 'tis plain : 

Yet frill a Rogue is Reynard in the main. 

Who trufts in him is deceived beyond all doubt; 

No bonds -fo tight but he will riggle out. 

The Wolf, the Bear, the Cat before ; and now 

Hath he aifailed the Rabbit and the Crow; 

One of an eye, another of an ear, 

A third of life itfelf he fpoils, you hear ; 

And yet, though why I cannot comprehend, 

You feek the odious monfter to defend." 

" Ah ! Sire, I cannot from myfelf conceal 

The fervice he hath done the Commonweal ; " 

Thus the Ape anfwered; "nor will you deny 

How num'rous are his Friends and Family." 

Then rose the King of Beafts and iifued ftraight 

To where th' aifembled Court his coming wait. 

Round that vaft circle as he caft his eyes, 

A haft of Reynard's Relatives he fpies ; 

To vindicate their Kinfman's caufe they came, 

And in fuch numbers they were hard to name; 

They ranged together clofe: on th' other fide 

The num'rous Foes of Reynard he defcried; 

The Court they feemed between them to divide. 

l 

} 
And thus began the Monarch ; " Reynard, hear ; 

Thyfelf from this one crime how canft thou clear ? 

By thee, with Bellyn's help, the Hare is dead; 

And as a defpatch thou fend'ft lVIe back his head. 
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'Twas done to mock My pow'r, that well I know; 
But Bellyn has atoned, and fo muft thou." 

" Woe's me ! would I were dead ! " the Fox replied ; 
"But as You find the truth, Sire, fo decide. 
If I am guilty, let me die, and fhame 
Fall as a heritage upon my name. 
Bellyn, the Traitor vile, hath filch'd from me 
The rarefl: Treafure eye did ever fee. 
To him and Pufs 'twas giv'n; and fure I am, 
That Pufs was robbed and murdered by the Ram. 
Oh! could it be but found; though much I fear 
It never more to daylight will appear." 

" Nay," faid the fly She-ape," why thus defpond? 
If 'tis on earth it furely may be found. 
Early and late we'll feek and never tire ; 
Of Priefl:s, as well as Laymen, we '11 inquire. 
But, that our labor may not be in vain, 
What were the Jewels like 'twere befl: explain." 

" Ah, well-a-day ! " faid Reynard; "but they were 
Such wondrous cofl:ly things, fo rich and rare ! 
To get them back I have but little hope ; 
None but an Idiot e'er would give them up. 
How will it vex poor Ermelyne, my wife; 
I fear fhe'll not forgive me all her life. 
For, doubting Bellyn, if not Puffy too, 
She begged me not to let the Treafures go. 

" I would commence the fearch this very day ; 
But thefe falfe charges force me here to fl:ay ; 
I'm bound in honor to defend my Right, 
By the bold ordeal of judicial fight. 
If I fucceed,-as fure fucceed I mufl:, 
Since I am innocent and Heav'n is jufl:,-
U nfought I will not leave one fpot of ground, 
But thefe loft: Jewels fuall again be found." 



CHAPTER THE TENTH. 

The Second Pardon. 

"MY Liege ! " thus ran the Fox's crafty fpeech; 

" Before my Friends a hearing I befeech; 

What Treafures let them learn for You were fent ; 

For though 'twas foiled, yet good was mine intent; 

On me the blame falls not, but on the Thief." 

" Say on ; " the Monarch anfwered, "but be brief." 

" Honor and Faith, alas ! from earth have fled! " 

With well-diffembled grief then Reynard faid: 

" The firft of thefe choice Jewels was a Ring ; 

Defigned a fpecial prefent for my King. 

Of fineft, pureft gold this Ring was caft ; l 
Yet was the fubftance by the work furpafs'd; ( 

E'en the Crown Jewels 't would not have difgrac' d. J 
On th' inner fide, that next the finger worn, 

Engraven letters did the hoop adorn ; 

Three I-Iebrew words of meaning ftrange they were ; 

Few in this land could read the charaCter. 
y 
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To Mafl:er Abryon of Triers alone, 
The meaning of thofe m yfi:ic words was known : 
He is a wife and very learned Jew, 
Skilled in all tongues 'twixt Luen'burg and Poiton ; 
With fi:ones and herbs is he acquainted well; 
Knows of what ufe each one is capable. 
He faid, when unto him I ihowed the Ring ; 
' Concealed here lies full many a curious thing ; 
' Thefe three engraven names, from Paradife 
' Were brought of yore by Seth, the Good and Wife ; 
' When he, of coming Ills to Man fore-taught, 
' In Eden's bow'rs the Oil of Mercy fought. 
' Who on his finger wears this Ring ihall be 
' From ev'ry ri.fk and peril always free ; 
' Lightning nor thunder-bolt nor magic charm 
' Shall potent be to work him woe or harm.' 
And furthermore the cunning Mafl:er faid, 
Whofe finger bore that Ring, fo he had read, 
Should never freeze in winter's direfi: cold, 
And calmly live in years and honors old. 

" On th' outer fide was fet a precious Stone, 
A brilliant Carbuncle by night that ihone, 
And, with its clear and phofphorefcent ray, 
All things difcovered, plain as it were day. 
Great pow'rs too had this Stone the Sick to heal; 
Whofo but touched it free from crime ihould feel ; 
Nor grief nor trouble could his mind difl:urb; 
The pow'r of Death alone it could not curb. 
And the fage Mafi:er unto me made known 
The further virtues of this wond'rous Stone ; 
As thus ; the proud Poifeifor of the Gem 
Both fire and water 1nay alike contemn ; 
Safe from the power of each Enemy, 
Betrayed or captured can he never be. 
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If fafiing, on the Stone he gaze, fourfcore 
Of Foes ihall he o'ercome in fight, and more. 
The virtues of that Jewel can reduce 
The ftrength of poifon and each deadly juice. 
Hate it at once will quell ; nay, e'en will often 
The hearts of thofe you have befriended foften. 

" But who could count this Jewel's virtues o'er ? 
I found it haply 'mong my Father's ftore ; 
And kept it ever facred for my King: 
Myfelf I knew unworthy fuch a Ring. 
Of right it appertained to him alone, 
Whofe virtues ihed a luftre on his Throne ; 
On whom depend our hopes and welfare frill, 
Whofe life I've ever guarded, ever will. 

" I trufted alfo, lucklefs that I am ! 
A Comb and Mirror to that treach'rous Ram. 
I hoped that they accepted might have been, 
As a memorial, by my gracious OEeen. 
They were, in footh, moft precious works of art, 
And form'd too of my Father's hoard a part. 
Coveted were they greatly by my Wife, 
And caufed, alas ! between us, frequent ftrife ; 
She fairly longed for them, fhe ufed to fay ; 
But yet I ne'er a fingle inch gave way. 

" Both Comb and Mirror I, with beft intent, 
Unto my gracious Lady freely fent 
A Benefaetrefs kind in Her I fee; 
From Evil hath fhe ever ihielded me; 
When fland'rous charges 'gainft me were preferr'd, 
She oft hath interpofed a friendly word. 
Royal She is by qualities and birth ; 
And both by words and works She proves her worth. 
None fo deferved thofe Treafures as my OEeen ; 
And yet their beauty hath She never feen ; 
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And-ah ! that I ihould fay fo- never will ! 

To find them now, I fear, is pall: all ikill. 

" Firft of the Comb to fpeak. To fafhion that, 

The Artift took bones of the Civet-cat; 

That wond'rous Beall: that lives on flow'rs and fpice, 

And dwells 'twixt India's fhores and Paradife. 

Dyed is his ikin with tints of various hues; 

And f weeteft odors round doth he diffufe ; 

Hence do all other Beafi:s his footfteps trace, 

And follow him about from place to place; 

For they all feel and know, his very fmell 

Is certain to preferve them found and well. 

'Twas of fuch bone this precious Comb was made ; 

His rareft ikill the Artift had difplayed; 

It equalled polifhed filver in its brightnefs, 

And e'en furpaffed it in its luftrous whitenefs; 

Its fcent excelled cloves, pinks and cinnamon; 

For the Beaft's odor lives in ev'ry bone ; 

Corruption may his flefhly frame afiail, 

But o'er his ikeleton can nought prevail ; 

This never knows decay or gives offence, 

But keeps away all plague and pefi:ilence. 

" Upon the Comb's broad back one might behold 

A large blue Stone engrained with threads of gold , 

Where flood in figures, carved in high relief, 

The tale of Paris, the young Trojan Chief; 

Who one day, fitting by a river's ftrand, 

Three Godlike Women faw before him ftand; 

Juno, Minerva, Venus, were they named ; 

Each for herfelf had long an Apple claimed ;­

Though once 'twas common to them all indeed; ­

To end this ftrife, at length they thus agreed; 

Paris the golden Apple fhould decree l 
I 

~ 
I 

To her he judged the Faireft of the Three, 

And hers alone it evermo re fhould be. j 
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All Three the Youth with curious eye furveyed; 

' Let me be faireft held,' thus Juno faid ; 

' Let but the Apple be decreed as mine ; 

' And riches infinite henceforth are thine.' 

Minerva then; 'The prize on me beftow, 

' And mighty ihalt thou be on earth below ; 

' Dreadful thy name alike to Friend and Foe.' 

Laft, Venus ; ' Why to Wealth or Might afpire ? 

' Is not King Priamus of Troy thy Sire ? 

' Are not thy Brethren, Hector and the reft, 

' Supreme in wealth and pow'r by All confeft? 

I 
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' And while their arms ftill ihelter Troy, your fway 

' Does not this land, and foreign realms obey ? 

' If Beauty's Prize thou unto me award, 

' Thine the beft treafure Earth can e'er afford : 

' That treafure is a Woman paft compare, 

' Noble and prudent, virtuous and fair : 

' Give me the Apple; Greece's peerlefs OEeen 

' Thou ihalt po11efs; Helen the famed, I mean. ' 

To her the Apple then awarded he, 

Adjudging her the Faireft of the Three. 

He by her friendly aid that Lady gay, 

The Spoufe of Menelaus, ftole away ; 

And long did her fweet fellowihip enjoy, 

Secure within the facred walls of Troy. 

" Carved was this ftory on a middle field ; 

Round which, with graven words, ftood many a ihield ; 

That whofo took the Comb up in his hand, 

The fable there might read and underftand. 

" Next of the Mirror hear. In lieu of glafs, 

A clear and beauteous Bery lftone there was; 

All things were ihewn therein, though miles away ; 

And that, by night as plainly as by day. 

Whofo upon his face or [peck or fpot, 
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Or in his eye perchance a cock had got, 
Let him but gaze upon that Mirror clear, 
And ev'ry blemiih firaight ihould difappear. 
Who would not, having fuch a treafure, boafr ? 
Who would not grieve for fuch a treafure loft? 

" Out of a cofrly wood was made the frame, 
Clofe-grained and ihining ; Shittirn is its name; 
No worm can pierce it ; and men jufrly hold, 
'Tis more than equal to its weight in gold. 
The nearefr that comes to it in degree, 
For its rare qualities, is Ebony. 
'Twas of this wood, fo ihining and clofe-grained, 
In days of yore, when King Crompardes reign'd, 
A cunning Artifr framed a wond'rous Steed, 
Of mighty powers and unrivalled fpeed ; 
His Rider in a ihort hour's fpace he bore, 
With greatefr eafe, one hundred miles, or more. 
I know not all the faCl:s ; but any how 
A Steed like that you cannot meet with now. 

"The Mirror's border, for a good foot wide, 
With exquifite carved work was beautified ; 
And 'neath each fubjeCl:: an infcription frood, 
In golden letters, which its meaning ihew'd. 

" Briefly of each of thefe will I difcourfe : 
Firfr came the frory of the envious Horfe; 
Who, racing for a wager with a Stag, 
Was greatly vexed fo far behind to lag. 
A Shepherd, on the plain, he thus add refs' d ; 
' I '11 make thee wealthy, do but my behefr. 
' A Stag has hid himfelf in yonder brake ; 
' I '11 carry thee; mount boldly on my back ; 
' Him thou ihalt flay, and fleih and horns and fell 
' In the next market town canfr dearly fell. 
' Mount on my back at once ; we '11 give him chafe.' 
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' I '11 venture,' faid the Swain, ' in any cafe ; 
' No harm can come of the experiment.' 
So up he mounted, and away they went. 
The Stag they faw a little way ahead; ] 
They followed faft, and faft away he fled, ( 

I Till the earth trembled under their thundering tread. J 

Long the Chafe lafted ; but the nimble Hart 
Of his Purf uers had, and kept the ftart ; 
Until at length, relaxing in his fpeed, 
Thus fpake, panting, the over-wearied Steed ; 
' Prithee difmount, for I an1 quite diftreft ; 
' Heavy thou art, and I have need of reft. ' 
' No, by my foul ! ' the Shepherd Man replied; 
' It was thyfelf invited me to ride; 
' I've got thee and I 'Jl keep thee in my power.' 
And Man's Slave has the Horfe been fince that hour. 
Thus Evils, which for Others had been fped, 
Will oft rebound on the Projector's head. 

" Now further hear, while I with truth allege 
What next was carved around the Mirror's edge : 
How once upon a time it came to pafs, 
A rich Man owned a Spaniel and an Afs ; 
The Dog was never known to bark or bite, 
And was defervedly a Favorite ; 
At table by his Mafter's fide he fate, 
Fiih, fleih and fowl together with him ate; 
Or refted in his lap, and there was fed 
With dainty morfels of beft wheaten bread. 
The Spaniel then, who was a Hound of grace, 
Would wag his tail, and lick his Mafter's face. 
Now Neddy, when he faw the Dog's good luck 
With envy and aftoniiliment was ftruck ; 
' With my Lord's taftes,' faid he, ' how can it fuit 
' To be fo partial to that lazy Brute? 
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' Up m his lap it jumps, and licks his beard, 

' As though by fuch frrange antics 't were endear'd; 

' While I mull toil and travail, in and out, 

' Fetch faggots home, and carry facks about. 

' I wiih my Lord would think the matter o'er, 

' And take a dozen Dogs, or e'en a [core; 

' I'd wager, in a year they'd not get through 

' One half the work that in a month I do. 

' While with the bell his Dogihip fills his maw ; 

' Half llarved am I, or only lluffed with llraw. 

' On the hard earth my couch has ever been; 

' And jeered and mocked am I, wherever feen. 

' I can and will this life no longer bear; 

' In my Lord's favors I will have my ihare.' 

J ull as he [poke, his Maller chanced to pafs ; 

His game at once begins that llupid Afs ; 

Cocks up his bended tail, lays back his ears, 

And o'er his frighted Lord curvetting rears ; 

Brays long and loudly, while his beard he licks, 

And llrives to imitate the Spaniel's tricks, 

Careffing him with hard and lully kicks. 

l 
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His terror-llricken Maller fprang afide; 

' Oh ! take this horrid Afs away ! ' he cried; 

' Kill him at once ! ' His Servants run in halle ; 

With ihowers of blows poor N eddy's fides they balle ; 

Then in his llable lock him up again: 

A_nd thus the Afs he was he doth remain. 

" How many are there of this [elf-fame brood, 

Who, envying Others, do themfelves no good. 

Set thefe in place or pow'r, and jull as foon 

Might you feed Porkers with a filver fpoon. 

Let the Afs llill his burdens duly bear ; 

Of llraw and thillles make his bed and fare : 

Treat him in any other way you will, 
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The Brute retains his former habits frill ; 

And, taking human nature for his guide, 

Seeks his own ends, and cares for nought befi.de. 

" Further will I this narrative purfue; 

If thefe long tales, Sire, do not weary You. 

Around the Mirror's border next was placed, 

Carved in relief, with proper legends graced, 

z 
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The flory how Sir Tybalt, heretofore, 

Eternal friendihip with my Father [wore : 

Each vowed to Each to prove a firm Ally, 

And common danger jointly to defy. 

Trav'lling along one day they chanced to hear 

A cry of Hounds and Huntfmen in their rear. 

' Hark to thofe founds,' cried Tybalt; ' good advice 

' Were worth, at fuch a moment, any price.' 

1~he old one faid, ' Your terrors, prithee, lull; 

' Of wiles and ihifts I have a budget full. 

' Let's fl:ick together, nor forget our oath; 

' And they ihall Neither of us have, or Both.' 

(He faid this merely Tybalt to confole ; 

He had no ihifts or wiles, good fimple Soul!) 

' Bother the oath l ' replied the treach'rous Cat ; 

' Methinks I know a trick worth two of that.' 

Into a tree, as fafl: as he could tear, 

He climbed, and left his Uncle planted there. 

The poor Soul fl:ood awhile in anxious doubt; 

While near and nearer came that Hunter rout. 

Then faid the Cat; ' Uncle, as you don't climb, 

' You'd better ope your budget; now's the time ! ' 

J ufl: then the Beagles caught my Sire in view; 

The Huntfmen ihouted, and their horns they blew; 

Off ran my Father; after him the Hounds; 

Amid a perfeCt: Babel of mad founds ; 

Barking and bellowing and bugle-blowing, 

Enough to fet the very Devil going. 

My Father fwate again for very fright, 

His fewmets cafl:, and made himfelf more light; 

And fo at length he 'fcaped his Foes by flight. 

Thus by his befl: of Friends was he betray'd, 

By him to whom he trufl:ed mofl: for aid. 

His life was perilled, for thofe Dogs were fwift; 

I 
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The hole he fled to was his only fhift; 

And had he not remembered that in time, 

His Foes would foon have made fhort work of him. 

" Would of fuch fcurvy Scum t_he world were rid, 
Who treat their Friends as fubtle Tybalt did. 

How can I love or honor fuch a Knave, 

Who's finned the more, the more I pardoned have? 

All this was figured round the Mirror's frame, 

With legends fit to mark the moral aim. 

" Upon the next compartment might be view'd 
A fpecimen of lupine gratitude. 
The Wolf had found a Horfe's fkeleton, 

For little was there left of it but bone; 

He gnawed voracious, and, by evil luck, 

A pointed fragment in his gullet H:uck ; 

His fufferings were terrible to fee, 

He was as nearly choked as Wolf could be. 

He fent forth Meffenger on Meffenger 

To call the DoCtors in, from far and near ; 

But though he promifed they fhould well he paid, 

Not one .could render him the {lightest aid. 

At length appeared the learned DoCtor Crane, 

With crimfon bonnet and gold-pommelled cane. 
' 0 h ! help me, DoCtor ! ' cries the Invalid ; 
' Oh ! help me, I befeech you, and with fpeed; 
' But fr01n my throat take out this curfed bone, 

' And any fee you name ihall be your own.' 

The Crane of his profeilions felt no doubt; l 
He fruck his long bill down the Wolf's huge throat, J( 
And in a jiffey pulled the iharp bone out. 

' Zounds ! ' howled theW olf; ' you give me monfrrous pain ! 
' Take care you never hurt me fo again ! 
' I pardon you ; had it Another been, 

' I might not have fo patient proved, I ween.' 
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' The bone's extracted; ' faid the cautious Crane ; 
' You're cured ; fo never mind a little pain. 
' As other Patients are expecting me, 
' I'll go, if you'll oblige me with my fee.' 
' Hark to the Simpleton ! ' the rude Wolf faid; 
' He's hurt me, and yet willies to be paid. 

~- 1}'­
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' 'T would feem the fiupid Idiot cannot know 
' How much to my forbearance he doth owe. 
' His bill and head, which both were in my maw, 
' Unharmed have I allowed him to withdraw : 
' Methinks that I ihould alk for the reward ! ' 
'Tis thus the Strong all jufiice difregard. 
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" Thefe tales, and others of a kindred tafie, 

In high relief artifiically chaf'd, 

With legends graved in charatl:ers of gold, 

Around the Mirror's frame one might behold. 

Too good for me fo rare a work had been, 

For I am all too humble, all too tnean ; 
Therefore I fent it for my gracious OEeen. 

l 
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To her and You, my Liege, I hoped 't would prove 

A token of my loyalty and love. 
Much did my Children, little Dears, lament, 

When from their home away the Glafs was fent. 

Before it, they were wont, the livelong day, 

To ikip about and dance and friik and play, 

And laugh, in childifh innocence of mind, 

To fee their long thick brufhes trail behind. 

Ah ! little did I then anticipate 

The Ram's foul treafon or the Hare's fad fate ! 
I thought they both were beafis of honefi worth, 

And the two dearefi Friends I had on earth. 

Accurfed the Murd'rer's mem'ry I denounce! 

All hope though will I not as yet renounce ; 

Where'er the Treafures are, I make no doubt 

To find .them frill ; like Murder, Theft will out. 

Much I fufpett that Some there prefent are, l 
I 

Who know the truth about the whole affair; r 
Both what befell the Jewels and the Hare. J 

" Full well I know, my Liege, what weighty things 

Mufi daily occupy the minds of Kings. 

It does not ftand with reafon to expett, 
Each trifling matter You fhould recollett. 
Then let me that moft wonderful of cures 

RecalJ, which once my Sire performed for Yours. 

" Sick lay the King and dangeroufly ill; 

He tnuft have died, but for my Father's ikill. 
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Who fay then, Sire, that neither he nor I 
Have e'er done fervice to Your . Majefty, 
Not only [peak the thing that is not true, 
But utter a grofs calumny on You. 

" Forgive me, Sir, nor deem my tongue too bold. 
With Your good leave that tale I will unfold. 
My Sire was known, as far as Fame could reach, 
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To be a learned and a ikilful Leech. 
All diagnoftics of difeafe he knew, 

Judged by a Patient's pulfe, and water too ; 
Could heal an injury in any part, 
And aided Nature with his wondrous Art. 
Emetics of all kinds he underftood, 
And what was cool and thinning for the blood. 
With {kill (:lnd fafety could he breathe a vein, 

And draw a tooth without the fiighteft · pain. 
You will not, Sire, remember this the leaft, 

For You were then a Suckling at the brea£1:. 
' 

'Twas when drear Winter's pall the earth o'erfpread, 
Sick lay Your Father and confined to· bed; 

So fadly weak that he could not ftir out ; 

They were obliged to carry him about. 
All who could medicine were bade to come, 
From ev'ry [pot between this Court and Rome. 

Not One of them encouraged any hope ; 

But All, without exception, gave him up. 
Then my poor Father they called in at la£1:, 
'Though not till ev'ry chance of cure feemed pail:. 

He felt the Mon~rch's pulfe, and ihook his head; 

' May the King live for ever! ' then he [aid; 
' Though much I fear he hath not long to live: 
' To fave his life, mine own I'd gladly give. 
' The contents of yon vafe let me infpecr, 
' To fee what mifchief I may there deteCt.' 
' Do as he bids ; ' the King faid to the N urfe ; 

' Do what you will; I'm getting worfe and worfe.' 
" Upon the Mirror's rim was fair engraved · 

The mode in which Your Sire by mine was faved. 
The contents of the veifel they had brought 
My Sire examined, with refleCtive thought; 

Then faid; ' To fave Your health is but one way ; 
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' And that will not admit the leaft delay : 
' Your life is gone, unlefs, within the hour, 
' The liver of a Wolf you ihall devour ; 
' He muft too, at the leaft, be fev'n years old; 
' And you muft eat it, Sire, ere it be cold. 
' All fcruples on the point mufl: be withftood ; 
' The water here is thick and red as blood.' 
It chanced the Wolf was fl:anding near the bed, 
And with disgufl: heard all my Father faid. 
To him with feeble voice the Monarch fpake ; 
' You hear, Sir Wolf, the phyiic I muft take. 
' ~ick, then, about it! to effeCt my cure, 
' You will not grudge your liver, I am fure.' 
' Of no ufe mine would be ; ' the Wolf replied, 
' I am but five years old next Lammas-tide.' 
' N onfenfe ! ' my Father cried ; ' we foon ihall fee; 
' For we muft lay you open inftantly.' 
Off to the kitchen then the Wolf was brought; 
And out they cut his liver, quick as thought. 
'Twas diihed up fmoking on a iil ver plate, 
And by Your Royal Father eaten ftraight. 
From that fame hour he was quite cured and well; 
Reftored to health as by a miracle. 
What gratitude the King, Your Father, ihewed; 
The ftyle of DoCtor He on mine beftowed: 
At Court none dared this title to negleCt, 
Or treat him with the fiighteft difrefpeet. 
Before th' a!Tembled Peers he wore a cap 
Of crimfon velvet, with a golden fnap ; 
His place was ever at the King's right hand, 
And honored was by All throughout the land. 

" Of his poor Son how diff'rent is the lot! 
The Father's virtues now are all forgot. 
The greedieft Rogues are now advanced to pow'r, 
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Who only feek for what they may devour. 

Int'reil: and Gain are thought of now alone, 

And Right and J uftice but by name are known. 

Great Lords are thofe, who Servants were before, 

And without mercy grind the fuff'ring Poor: 

Blindly they ftrike their former Mates among, 

Nor heed the leail: the ranks from whence they fprung. 

Their own advantage their fole end and aim, 

They ftill contrive to win, whate'er the game. 

'Tis fuch as thefe that on the Wealthy fix, 

Their flatt'ry choking All on whom it fticks: 

No man's petition will they ever heed, 

If not by coftly gifts accompanied : 

By rapine and extortion ftill they live, 

And, like the Horfe-leech, ever cry, ' Give! give! ' 

" Such greedy Wolves as thefe, the choice tit-bits 

Would always keep, as their own perquifites : 

When a prompt facrifice their King might fave, 

Time for refleCl:ion they will ever crave. 

You fee how, in this cafe, the Wolf preferr' d 

To fave his liver, rather than his Lord; 

And what a liver too ! The felfiih Brute! 

For I without referve will fpeak my thought. 

In ought that danger to the King involves, 

What fignifies the death of twenty Wolves ? 

Nay, without lofs, the whole Tribe might be flain, 

So but the King and Qgeen their lives retain. 

None feek pure water from a puddled fource, 

Or from a Sow's ear make a filken purfe. 

No doubt, Sire, You the whole affair forget; 

For You were much too young to notice it: 

I'm fure though of the truth of what I fay, 

As though it happened only yefterday. 

" 'Graved on the Mirror all this ftory ftood ; 

A A 
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For 'twas my Father's fpecial wiih it ihould. 
Fair was the work and beauteous to behold, 
Adorned with jewels, and inlaid with gold. 
Oh! for the chance to get that Mirror back, 
Fortune and life how gladly would I flake ! " 

" Reynard ! " faid N able, " I your fpeech have heard, 
And all your tales and fables, ev'ry word. 
Your Father may have been both good and great, 
And haply did vafi fervice to the fiate :-
It mufi have happened a long time ago ; 
I never heard one word of it till now. 
But of your evil deeds I learn each day ; 
Your [port is death; [o all My People fay. 
If thefe are but old tales, as you declare, 
Strange that no good of you e'er meets mine ear." 

" Sire ! " [aid the Fox, " allow me to explain. 
What you have faid has caufed Me deepefi pain. 
To you no good I e'er have done, You fiate ;­
But not a word will I retaliate : 
Forbid it, Heaven! for full well, I know, 
To You the fervice of my life I owe. 

" Permit me one adventure to repeat, 
Which I am certain You will not forget. 
If'grim and I once chanced a Boar to hunt; 
We caught him foon; good Saints! how he did grunt ! 
You came, and much of hunger You complain'd, 
And faid Your Spoufe was following clofe behind· :­
If we would Each give up a little bit, 
We ihould on Both confer a benefit ; 
A portion of our booty we might fpare ; 
And If' grim anfwered, 'Yes; '-with fuch an air; 
While all the while between his teeth he muttered, 
So that one could not hear a word he uttered. 
Said I, ' Sire ! have Your wiih ! I but deplore 
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' Infi:ead of one Swine we have not a [core. 

Say, Which of us the booty fhall divide? 
'The Wolf ! ' You then with dignity replied. 
Well pleafed was If'grim, and with fhamelefs front, 
'Gan to divide, according to his wont. 
One quarter, Sire, he placed afide for You; 
Another, to Your Royal Spoufe as due ; 
The other half he claimed as his own fhare, 

And greedily began the flefh to tear ; 
My humble part, befide the ears and fnout, 
Was half the lungs, and that was all I got ; 
And all the reft he kept himfelf; to us 
In footh he was not over-generous. 
Your portion foon was gone ; but I perceived 
Your appetite was by no means relieved. 
Ifegrim though, jufi: like a greedy beafi:, 
Pretended not to fee it in the leafi:; 
Continuing fi:ill to gnaw and champ and chew, 
Nor offered, Sire, the fmallefi: bit to You. 
But then Your Royal paws did You uprear, 
And [mite him heavily behind the ear; 
It tore his ikin, and fwift away he fled, 

Howling like mad, with bald and bleeding head. 
' Thou blund'ring Glutton ! " after him You cried, 
' I '11 teach thee how thy booty to divide : 
' Hence! quick! go fetch us fomething more to eat!' 
Then I faid, Sire,-Y ou fhould not want for meat ; 

I'd follow quickly upon If'grim's track, 
And I'd be bound, we'd foon bring fon1ething back. 
And You were pleafed to fay, You were content; 
So after Ifegrim with fpeed I went. 
He fhewed his wound, and grumbled bitterly; 
But I perfuaded him to hunt with me. 
We fell in with a Calf, which we purfued, 
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And caught him; 'twas, I knew, Your fav'rite food ; 

We brought and laid it at Your Royal feet ; 

It was an off'ring for a Monarch meet; 

You faw 'twas fat, and to reward our toil, 

With gracious condefcenfton deigned to fmile; 

And many a kindly word to me You fpoke, 

And faid my hunting always brought good ' luck; 

Adding, 'Now, Reynard, you divide the Calf.' 

I anfwered, ' Sire, to You belongs one half; 

' That, with Your leave, I place aftde for You; 

' The other to Your Royal Spoufe is due ; 

' The entrails, fuch as liver, heart, and lungs, 

~ All this to your dear Children, Sire, belongs : 

' I '11 take the feet, for thofe I love to gnaw; 

' And with the head the Wolf may cram his maw.' 

Then, did You thus addrefs me; 'Where, I pray, 

' Learnt you to carve in fuch a courtly way ? ' 

' Yonder my Teacher fl:ands, my Liege ; ' I faid ; 

' The Greedy Wolf, with bald and bleeding head. 

' Had I not learnt, it were indeed a ihame; 

' For, Swine or Calf, the principle's the fame.' 

" Thus pain and farrow did the Wolf befall ; 

And fure his greedinefs deferved it all. 

Alas! there are too many of the kind; 

To facrifi.ce all elfe to Self inclin'd. 

Their confl:ant thoughts all bent in one direction, 

They grind their Vaffals, calling it ' Protection.' 

The Poor perchance are fl:arved, but what care they? 

Ah! wretched is the land that owns their fway! 

Far otherwife, mine honored Liege, You fee, 

That You have always been efl:eemed by me; 

All that I ever either reap or glean 

I dedicate to You and to my ~een. 

Whate'er I chance to gain, or great or fmall, 
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You furely have the largeft ihare of all. 

Think of this ftory of the Calf and Swine; 

Then judge to whom reward You ihould affign. 

But ah! poor Reynard's merits have grown dim; 

All favors now are heaped on Ifegrim! 

All mufl: fubmit perforce to his commands ; 

All tribute pafs through his tenacious hands. 

But little for Your int'reft doth he care, 

Not e'en content with half for his o\vn ihare. 

You heed alone what he and Bruin fay, 

While Reynard's wifeft words are thrown away. 

" But now I am accufed and ihall not budge; 

I know I ftand before an upright Judge. 

Let whofo will, bring forth what charge he pleafe, 

Let him bring forward too his Witnefies ; 

And pledge, upon the iffue of the ftrife, 

As I will do, his wealth, his ears, his life. 

Such were the law and praCtice heretofore ; 

To thefe I now appeal, and aik no more." 

"Happen what may," then faid the King, " by me 

The path of J uftice ihall not ftraitened be. 

Though thou art tainted, by Sufpicion's breath, 

To have a hand in gentle Pufs's death-

My trufty Meifenger ! I loved him well ; 

And mourned his lofs, far more than tongue can tell! 

How did I grieve when I the Beaver faw 

That bleeding head from out thy wallet draw ! 

His crime the Ram atoned for on the fpot; 

But thou haft leave to fight the matter out.-

" We pardon Reynard's treafons 'gainft the Crown, 

For many fervices which he hath done. 

If Any aught againft him have to fay, 

Let him ftand forth and prove it as he may ; 

Or by fworn Witneifes, or else by fight ; 
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For here ftands Reynard to defend his Right." 
Then thus the Fox replied ; " My gracious Lord ! 

My humbleft thanks are all I can afford. 
To ev'ry one You freely lend an ear; 
And e'en the Meaneft meet with J ufl:ice here. 
Heav'n is my witnefs, with how fad a heart 
I fuffered Pufs and Bellyn to depart; 
Some fl:range foreboding of their fate had I ; 
For, oh ! I loved them both right tenderly." 

Thus cunningly did Reynard play his game ; 
Thus artfully his endlefs fables frame. 
Another triumph thus his wit achieved, 
For he again by all was quite believed. 
He spake with fo much earnefl:nefs, in footh, 
It was fcarce poffible to doubt his truth. 
Some with him even for his lofs condoled; 
And thus once more his Sov'reign he cajoled ; 
The fiory of the trinkets pleafed the King; 
He longed to have them, 'fpecially the Ring ; 
He faid to Reynard, " Go, in peace of mind, 
Go, and feek, far and near, the Lofl: to find. 
Do all you can ; more will I not require; 
My aid you may obtain, when you defire." 

"Thanks, Sire ; " faid Reynard, " for this act of Grace; 
Now, in my heart, Defpair to Hope gives place. 
To puniib. Crime, and Falfehood to refute, 
This is, my Liege, Your noblefl: Attribute. 
Though Darknefs fl:ill the whole affair enfhrouds, 
Ere long £hall Light difpel the murky clouds. 
The quefl: forthwith, Sire, will I expedite, 
Inceffantly will travel, day and night; 
And when I find the Treafures which I feek, 
If to retake them I fhould prove too weak, 
Then will I venture that k ind aid to pray, 
Which You have offered graciou!l y this day . 



The Second Pardon. 

Ah ! let me at Your feet but Jay them down, 

Repaid iball be my toil; my loyal truth made known." 

The Monarch feemed well pleafed to be deceived, 

And all the Court as readily believed ; 

So cleverly the Fox his falfehoods wove, 

That what he only faid, he feemed to prove. 

And Reynard's mind was wonderfully eafed, 

For he was free to wander where he pleafed. 

But If'grim could his wrath no more refi:rain ; 

He gnafhed his teeth, and thus began complain; 

" My Liege, and can you once more yield belief 

To this thrice damned Perjurer and Thief? 

Perceive you not, Sire, that in boafi:ing thus, 

He but deludeth You and beardeth us ? 
Truth doth he from his very foul defpife; 

And all his wit is fpent in feigning lies. 

But I 'II not let hin1 off [o lightly now ; 

What a falfe Knave he is I foon iball ibew; 

Him of three grievous crimes I now indiCt: ; 

And '[cape he iball not, even fhould we fight. 

He talks of calling Witneffes forfooth ;-

As though that were the way to get the Truth ! 
They might fi:and here and witnefs all the day ; 

He'd manage to explain their words away; 

And there might be no Witneffes at times ; 

Should therefore all unpunifhed be his crimes ? 

But who will dare the Culprit to accufe, 

When he is fure his time and fuit to lofe ; 

And from that time for ever, wrong or right, 

Be a marked object for the Ruffian's fpite? 

E'en You Y ourfelf, Sire, by experience know, 

As well as we, what mifchief he can do. 

To-day I have him fafe; he cannot flee ; 

So let him look to 't ; he !hall anfwer me!" 



CHAPTER THE ELEVENTH. 

'fhe IJe.fiance. 

THUS Ifegrim, the Wolf, commenced his plaint; 
Though words would fail his mighty rage to paint; 

" My Liege, this Reynard is a Scoundrel frill, 

He ever has been one, and ever will. 

And there he fl:ands, and dares my wrath defy, 
Sland'ring myfelf and all my Family. 
My black Beafl: has he ever been, through life ! 
What endlefs Evils has he wrought my wife! 
He once contrived the poor Thing to perfuade 
Into a mill-pond through a bog to wade. 
He promifed ihe ihould gratify her wiih, 
And catch that day a multitude of Fiih; 

She'd but to flip her tail into the pond, 

And leave it hanging clofe upon the ground; 
Fait would the Fiihes fix; ihe'd foon take more 
Than Three befides herfelf could well devour. 
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Partly ihe waded on, and partly fwam, 

Till to the fiuice fhe got beneath the dam : 

There, where the waters ftood moft ftill and deep, 

Should -fhe her tail drop down, and quiet keep. 

Tow'rds ev'ning-tide there came a nipping breeze, 

And bitterly did it begin to freeze; 

She had not borne it long; but, in a trice, 

Her tail was fairly frozen in the ice. 

She thought 'twas owing to the Fifhes' weight 

She could not move it, and that all was right. 

Reynard perceived her cafe,-the Reprobate!­

And then-but what he did I dare not ftate­

He fhall not now efcape me, by mine oath! 

That outrage cofts the life of One or Both ! 

Prate as he will, he'll ·not impofe on me ; 

Nor fhall his lying tongue now fet him free ! 

I caught him in the very acr, I fay-

It was the merefl: chance I paired that way­

I heard her cry, the poor deluded One! 

Faft was fhe fixed there, and defence had none. 

I came, and with my own eyes faw a fight-

Oh Heav'ns ! why did my heart not break outright ? 

' Reynard ! what art thou doing there ? ' I cried ; 

He heard me, and away the Coward hied. 

I haftened to the fpot in grief and wrath, 

Slipping and fiith'ring on the glafiy path. 

N e: er had I greater trouble in my life, 

Than then, to break the ice and free my Wife. 

But my beft efforts did not quite avail ; l 
She was obliged, poor Soul ! to tug and hale ; f 

And left behind a fourth part of her tail. J 
Loudly fhe howled, and long ; fame Peafants near 

Her cries of bitter anguiih chanced to hear. 
B B 
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They hurried thither, and foon fpied us out, 
And to each other 'gan to bawl and ihout; 
Acrofs the narrow dam in hafte they fwarmed, ... 
With fpades and mattocks, pikes and axes armed; I 
The Womankind with fpindles ; how they fcreamed I 

and frormed ! J 
' Catch them and kill them ! curfe them ! ' One and All 
Thus to each other did they loudly call. 
Such deep alarm I never felt before, 
Nor my poor Gieremund, till that fad hour. 
We faved our lives, though with the greatefl: pain, 
And had to run till our hides fmoked again. 
There was one Fellow,-curfes on his Soul! 
Armed with a long and iron-headed pole, 
Who, light of foot, kept foll'wing in our track, 
For ever poking at my fides and back. 
Had not the night approached with friendly gloom, 
We from that fpot alive had never come. 
And what a hubbub did the Women keep ! 
Swearing, the Hags ! we had devoured their Sheep. 
As they were armed with neither pikes nor prongs, 
They tried to wound us with their fpiteful tongues. 
We tow'rds the water took our courfe again, 
And crept among the fedges in the fen. 
The Hinds dared not in this purfuit embark, 
For luckily it now had grown pitch dark; 
So they returned, fore difappointed, home; 
And thus we jufl: efcaped our threatened doom. 

"You fee, my Liege, how grave was this offence; 
A meih of treachery and violence. 
Such crimes Your love of jufl:ice mufl: condemn ; 
For None are fafe unlefs You puniih them." 

The King heard this complaint with patient ear ; 
Then faid, " Be fure you fhall have jufl:ice here ; 
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Her rights are ever facred, come what may : 

But We will hear what Reynard has to fay." 

The Fox replied; "If true this tale were found, 

Much to my credit would it not redound; 

The charge is grave; but gracious Heav'n forbid, 

I e'er ihould act as If'grim fays I did. 

All I have done was at his Wife's own wiih : 

I don't deny I taught her to take Fifh ; 

I told her where they would abound, and ihew'd 

How fhe might get there by the nearefl: road. 

But foon as ever of the Fifh I fpoke, 

With greedy hafl:e, away from me ihe broke ; 

Without reflection hurried to the fpot, 

And all my rules and cautions quite forgot. 

Then if ihe happened to get frozen in, 

From fitting there fo long it mufl: have been; 

Had ihe but pulled her tail more quickly out, 

She'd have got Fifh enough, I make no doubt. 

But Gluttony, a vice to be abhorr'd, 

Like Virtue, often brings its own reward. 

The heart that never will be fatisfied 

M ufl: needs oft prove a drear and aching void. 

Whofo the Spirit hath of Greedinefs 

Will lead a life of trouble and diftrefs; 

Him nothing fatisfies : this, Gieremund, 

When frozen in, by fad experience found. 

" And thus it is my trouble is repaid ! 

Thus am I thanked for all my honeft aid! 

I ili.oved and ftrove my heft to fet her free; 

But much too heavy for my ftrength was ihe. 

While in this charitable act engaged, 

Came Ifegrim, and furioufly he raged; 

He had, it feems, been prowling round the fhore ; 

And there he fl:ood, and fiercely curfed and fwore ; 



Reynard the Fox . 

I never heard fuch rude and favage tones; 
They ·made my fleih quite creep upon my bones ; 
Once, twice, and thrice at my poor head he hurl'd 
The wildeft execrations in the world. 
Thinks I then to myfelf, 'It feems · to me 
' My fafeft courfe at once to fly will be; 
' For it were better fure to run away 
' Than to this jealous Madman fall a prey. ' 
And well it was I fled, or, by my faith ! 
Beyond a doubt I had been torn to death. 
When two Dogs fight together o'er a bone, 
The victory can but retnain to one. 
I thought it therefore far the fafer courfe 
To flee his anger and his brutal force. 
For that he is a Brute he can~t deny; 
Aik his own Wife ; ihe knows as well as I ; 
Aik her, and ihe no doubt will anfwer true. 
With him, the Liar! what have I to . do ? 

"When he perceived his Wife in fuch a plight, 
No doubt he went to help her; well he might. 
If by the peafant Rabble they were prefs'd, 
I guefs it happened really for the beft; 
It cannot but have done the She-Wolf good, 
Have ftirred her ftnews, and have thawed her blood. 
'Tis truly infamous, upon my life, 
To hear him now fo fcandalize his Wife. 
But aik herfelf; think ye, if truth he fpoke, 
She would not vengeance on my head invoke. 

"Meanwhile a week's imparlance will I crave, 
Means to confult my Friends that I may have ; 
And fee what anfwer it were beft to frame, 
To meet the Wolf's abfurd and groundlefs claim." 

" Nothing but Rogu'ry ," anfwered Gieremund, 
"In a.ll you fay and do is ever found ; 
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Tricks, treafons, treach'ry, fhatagen1s, and lies,-. -

Falfehood, in fhort, in ev'ry fhape and guife. 

Who truil:s your glozing and deceitful tongue, 

For his credulity will fuffer long. 
This no one better than myfelf can tell; 

Witnefs what happened lately at the well. 

" Two buckets there were hanging ; you in one­

Wherefore I knew not-had yourfelf let down ; 

And nohow able to get up again, 

Of your pofition loudly did complain. 

At morning to the [pot I chanced repair, 

And afked you what you could be doing there; 

You anfwered, ' Coufin dear, come down here too; 

' There's no good luck I would not fhare with you. 

' Get in the bucket and defcend with [peed; 

' Of Fiib. I promife you a glorious feed.' 

" It was fame Demon led me, fure, that way, 

And made me credit what you pleafed to fay ; 

I to your oaths fhould ne'er have trufied more ; 

Well do I recollect what oaths you fwore: 

Not only that of Fiib. you'd had your fill, 

But you had even ate till you were ill. 

My fympathy my judgment over-ruled;­

Afs that I was to let myfelf be fooled ! 

" Into the bucket did I thoughtlefs get; l 
I 

And down it went ; the other mounting firaight ; Jr 
And we about midway together met. 

Afionifhed and alarmed, I called to you; 

' In Heaven's name, where am I going to ? ' 

' Here we go up and down ! ' you anfwered thus; 

' So goes it in the world, and fo with us. 

' Nor let it be a fubject of furprife; 

' By our own merits we muft fall or rife.' 

Safe mounted, on the edge you lightly fiepp'd 
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Out of your bucket, and away you leapt ; 
While at the bottom of the well I lay, l 
In fad diftrefs of mind, the livelong day, r 
And fuffered endlefs blows before I got away. J 

" Some Boors came to the well at eventide, 
Nor was it long before poor Me they fpied; 
Piteous indeed was my unhappy ftate, 
As, cold and wet and hungry, there I fate. 
Then to each other faid the Boors ; ' Halla ! 
' See ! in yon bucket fits our ancient Foe ! 
' The Thief, from whom we nothing fafe can keep ; 
' Who eats our Kidlings and devours our Sheep!' 
' J uft pull him up ! ' faid One ; ' I'll wait for him ; 
' And he fhall catch it, when he reach the brim.' 
' He for our Sheep fuall pay ! ' another faid :-
I think the debts of all my Tribe I paid. 
Blows upon blows fell on me, thick and faft ; l 

I A fadder hour than that I never paft ; r 
I deemed each moment muft have been my laft." J 

Then Reynard anf wered ; " If you but reflect, 
Thofe blows, you'll own, had all a good effect. 
For mine own part, I honeftly admit 
They'd not have fuited with my tafte a bit; 
And as the matter ftood, you fee quite well, 
For both to 'fcape had not been poffible. 
To cenfure me is anything but juft : 
In fuch a cafe you'll ne'er Another truft: 
A leifon for the future let it be ;-
The world you know is full of roguery." 

"Now," faid the Wolf, "what need of further 
proof? 

From this vile Traitor have I borne enough .. 
Of yet another outrage I complain; 
The marks whereof I even ftill retain. 
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Through him I got into the worft of fcrapes, 
In Saxony among a brood of Apes. 
Induced by him I went into the lair; 
He knew what mifchief I fhould meet with there. 
Had I not fled with timely hafte away, 
Both eyes and ears I fhould have loft that day. 
But with his lying tongue he told me firft­
Ah! be that lying .tongue for ever curft !­
That I iliould find his Lady Aunt within ; 
Dame Ruckenaw I fancied he muft mean. 
Of me he wifhed, I doubt not, to be rid, 
And grieved I got away, e'en as I did. 
He fent me down, the fly and juggling Elf ! 
Into that horrid neft ;-I thought 'twas Hell itfelf.' ~ 

Reynard replied before th' a1Tembled Lords, 
Malicious meaning lurking in his words ; 

' ' To pity Ifegrim I'm half inclin'd; 
I doubt if he is in his perfect mind. 
If this adventure he defire to tell, 
To ftate it truly would be jufl: as well. 

" About three years ago, to Saxony, 
With a vafl: fl:ore of booty, travelled he ; 
I followed; fo far truth I recognife 
In what he ftates ; the refl: 's a pack of lies. 
And thofe whofe cruelty he now bemoans, 
They were not Apes at all, but jufl: Baboons. 
With them no kinfhip have I ever claimed ; 
Of fuch alliance I fhould feel afhamed. 
Martin the Ape, and Ruckenaw his Spoufe, 
They are my Kin, as Ev'rybody knows; 
I honor him as Uncle, her as Aunt; 
Of their affinity I well may vaunt : 
He is a Notary, well verfed in law, 
Can fign his name, and protefl:s deftly draw. 
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In what of thofe vile Creatures If'grim fpoke, 
Your fcorn at my- expenfe he would provoke. 
Relationfhi p with them I quite repel ; 
For they are like the very Fiends of Hell. 
If I then called the old Hag 'Aunt,' 'twas done l 
For prudent reafons to myfelf beft known: r 
I nothing loft thereby, I fairly own. j 
Her honored Gueft, I fumptuoufiy fared ; 
Or elfe fhe might have choked, for aught I cared. 

" You fee, my Lords, Sir Ifegrim and I 
Left the high-road and paifed a mountain by. 
A cavern in the rear we chanced to mark, 
Deep it appeared, and long, and wondrous dark. 
My Friend complained, as ufual, of a finking ;­
He's got a Wolf infide him, to my thinking; 
For let him eat as much as e'er he will, 
Who ever heard him own he'd had his fill?~ 
I faid to him; 'The Inmates of this cave 
' Will certainly good ftore of victuals have; 
' I n1ake no doubt they'll let us have a £hare; 
' Moft feafonable is our coming here.' 
But Ifegrim replied, ' Go in and fee ; 
' I'll wait for you meanwhile beneath this tree. 
' Your facial talents no one can deny ; 
' You make Acquaintance eafier far than I. 
' Go in, good Coz; I'm fure you'll be fo good 
' To call me, if you meet with any food.' 
He wanted me to face the danger firft; 
It being more, the Daftard! than he durft. 

" I entered; nor without a fhudd'ring dread 
Did I the long and finuous paifage thread; 
And what I faw-oh! not for worlds of gold, 
W auld I again that awful fight .behold!-
A neft of ugly Monfters, great and fmall, 
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And their Dam with them, uglieft of then1 all. 

With long black teeth brifiled her frightful jaws, 

Her hands and feet with long and crooked claws, 

A long and hairy tail behind fhe bore ; 

Such a grim Wretch I never faw before ! 

Her fwart, gaunt Children had the ftrangeft fhapes, 

And looked, for all the world, like goblin A pes. 

She gazed upon me with an evil eye; 

' W auld I were fafe out of this houfe! ' thought I. 

Than Ifegrim fhe was a bigger Beaft ; 

Some of her Young too were as big, at leaft. 

This horrible and hideous Brood I found 

Bedded on rotten hay on the dank ground, 

With filth all :flobbered o'er. There oozed a fmell 

On ev'ry fide them, as from pitch of Hell. 

The honeft truth to fpeak, for I'll not lie, 

I felt fmall pleafure in their company ; 

They were fo many, and alone was I. 

With mine own bofom then I counfel fought, 

How from this curfed place I might get out . 

I greeted them with many a friendly word; 

Although fuch a deceit my foul abhorr'd; 

But thought it juft as prudent to be civil ;-

E'en as I would be to the very Devil. 

l 
I 

>· 
I 

I called the old One, ' Aunt; ' the young ones, ' Coufins, ' 

And gave them tender epithets by dozens. 

' May gracious Heaven grant you lengthened days ! ' 

Thus I began ; ' and profper all your ways ! 

' Are thefe your Children ? But I need not aik; 

' Their likenefs it were difficult to maik. 

' I vow my very foul with joy it cheers, 

' To fee them look fo well, the little Dears ! 

' So frefh and nice do you contrive to make 'em, 

' Strangers might for the Royal Children take 'em. 

c c 
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' And grateful am I, as I ought to be, 
' That you fhould thus augment our Family, . 
' And graft fuch worthy fcions on our tree. 
' Who has fnch Kinsfolk is mofl: bldl: indeed· ; 
' For they may aid him in the hour of need.' 
As thus lip-honor forth to her I dealt, 
Far different, in truth, from what I felt, 
She, on her fide, of me made much ado; 
Was very civil; called me 'Nephew,' too; 
Although the old Fool knew, as well as I, 
She bore no kinfhip_ .. to my Family. 
I thought, to call her 'Aunt,' was no great cnme; 
Albeit with fear I fweated all the time. 
With kindliefl: words by her was I addreif' d ; 
' Reynard, dear Kinfman! welcome, as my Guefl:! 
' 'Tis very good of you, that I will fay, 
' To drop in on us in this friendly way. 
' From your infl:ructions fhall my Children gain 
' The fkill how they to honor may attain.' 
Her Courtefy thus did I cheaply earn; 
A trifling facrifice jufl: ferved my turn ; 
C~aiming her kin, though fhe was fo uncouth, 
And holding back fame difagreeable truth. 
Mofl: gladly would I then have gone away; 
But fhe entreated me that I would fl:ay; 
·' So ihort a vifit furely you'll not make; 
' At leafl: fome flight refrefhment you will take: ' 
And faying thus, fhe brought 1ne heaps of food, 
More than I might defcribe, all frefh and good; 
Fifh, ven'fon, wild-fowl, and all forts of game;­
Much did I wonder whence the Deuce it came. 
Of all these to 1ny heart's content I ate, 
And heartily enjoyed the bounteous treat. 
And even when I 'd had my utmofl: fill, 

! 
I 
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She kept on urging n1e to take more fl:ill :­

For fome there are fo over-hofpitable, 

1 95 

Would force their Guefts eat more than they are 

able.-

A joint of fine buck ven'fon then brought ihe 

A prefent for my Wife and Family. 

I thanked her, as behoved me, for her cheer ; 

She was all gracious; called tne 'Coufin dear; ' 

And faid, 'I hope to fee you often here.' 

I promifed all ihe afked ; indeed I would 

Have promifed anything, as matters ftood. 

"At length I managed to get fafely off, 

Without an accident, and pleafed enough; 

For nothing found I there, you may fuppofe, 

Either to gratify the eyes or nofe. 

Through the dark gall'ries did I fwiftly flee, 

And haftened to the op'ning by the tree : 

There on the greenfward Ifegrim frill Jay, 

Sighing and groaning in a grievous way. 

' How fares it with you, Uncle mine ? ' I cried ; 

' Ah ! nearly dead with hunger; ' he replied. 

I pitied him, and juft his life to fave, 

The meat I brought to him I freely gave. 

He ate it up with grateful gluttony ; 

Though now he has forgotten all, you fee. 

His meal concluded, he defired to know, 

Who were the Dwellers in the cave below : 

I 
I 
}-
1 
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' What fort of Folk are they down there ? ' he 

faid; 

' And was your entertainment good or bad ? ' 

I told him juft the pure and naked truth; 

The nefl: was vile, the Inmates moil: uncouth; 

In manners wild, unconrteous, and rough ; 

'fo make amends though there was food enough: 
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And if he wiihed himfelf to have a ihare, 
He'd nought to do but enter boldly there; 
Only he muH: be mindful Truth to fpare. 
' Though Falfehood is almoft the worft of crimes, 
' Truth is not to be fpoken at all times.' 
This I repeated to him o'er and o'er, 
And added fev' ral fage inftructions more : 

' He who unwifely fwaggering about Truth, 
' Has it for ever wobbling in his mouth, 
' Is fure to meet with endlefs grief and woe, 
' And perfecution wherefoe'er he go; 
' Others carefTed and profp'rous ihall he find; 
' While he in ev'ry place will lag behind.' 
I fully warned him what he might expect, 
If he thefe warnings madly ihould neglect : 
' He who but fpeaks what Others like to hear 
' Is fure to be refpected far and near.' 

(c Thefe are the very words, Sire, that I fpake, 

Both for his guidance, and my confcience' fake: 
But if he chofe to act quite contrary 
And fuffer'd for it, who to blame but he ? 
Bis locks with age are grizzled, but 'tis plain 
One feeks for judgment under them in vain. 
Such ftupid Brutes on bluntnefs lay a ftrefs, 

And difregard all prudence and finefTe ; 

And, groping underground with mole-like eyes, 
Affect the light of vVifdom to defpife. 
The fole advice I prefTed on him, forfooth, 
Was not to be too fpendthrift of the Truth : 
He rudely anfwered, ' I ihould think I know 
~ How to behave, at leaft as well as you.' 

Jnto the cave then did he boldly trot; 
And you ihall hear what welcome there he got. 

" He finds the frightful Dam within her lai1, 

1 
I 
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Like fome old dotard Devil crouching there : 

The young ones too ! With terror and furprife, 

Help ! help ! what hideous Beafts!' he wildly cries ; 

Are thefe your Offspring, pray ? Faugh ! how they 

fmell! 

' W orfe than the !lime-engendered Spawn of Hell ! 

' Take them and drown them ~-that is all they're worth ;­

' Left the unclean Brood overrun the earth ! 

' An they were mine, I'd have them throttled ftraight; 

' To catch young Devils they might ferve as bait ; 

' One need but take them down to fome bog's edge, 

' And let them hang there, faftened to the fedge. 

' Bog-apes indeed! it is a name that fuits 

' Their nature well, the nafty, dirty Brutes ! ' 

The outraged 1\!Iother anfwered with a ihriek, 

For hafte and anger fcarce would let her fpeak ; 

' What Devil fent this bouncing Knave to us? 

' In my own houfe to be infulted thus ! 

' The vulgar Ruffian ! My poor Children too ! 

' Ugly or handfome, what is that to you ? 

' Reynard the Fox, with fifty times your fenfe, 

' A man of knowledge and experience, 

' Has only juft now left us ; he avow'd l 
• I 

' My Young were handfome, and the1r manners good; ( 

' Nay e'en to call them Couftns he was proud. j 

' A ihort time back, and in this very place, 

' All this he ftated frankly to my face. 

' If you they do not pleafe, as they did him, 

' Remember you came here of your own whim; 

' Nobody afked you, Gaffer Ifegrim ! ' 

But he demanded food of her, and faid ; 

' Bring it at once, or I your fearch may aid ; 

' I cannot ftand your vanity to pleafe.'-

With that he ftrove upon her ftore to feize. 

l 
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Nor prudent was the thought, or wife the deed ; 
But little did he all my cautions heed. 
Upon him, quick as thought, herfelf ihe threw, 
And bit and fcratched him, that the blood ihe drew. 
Her children too were all as bad as ihe, 
And tore and clawed and n1auled him fearfully. 
He did not dare return their blows again; 
But howled and [creamed in agony of pain. 
He fought,-the only chance his life to fa ve­
With hafty fteps, the op'ning of the cave. 

"I faw him come, with mangled cheeks and lips, 
His torn hide hanging down in gory ftrips; 
One ear was fplit and bloody was his nofe; 
He looked, in ihort, one wound from head to toes. 
I afked, for his condition moved my ruth, 
' You furely have not gone and fpoke the Truth ? ' 
But he replied ; ' I faid juft what I thought.-
' Oh ! to what fad difgrace have I been brought ! 
' The ugly Witch! Ah, would I had her here! 
' I 'd make her pay for my diihonor, dear ! 
' What think you, Reynard ? Have you ever feen 
' So vile a Brood; fo nafty and obfcene? 
' I told her fo, and furely I did right; 
' But ftraight I loft all favor in her fight. 
' I came but badly off, upon my foul ! 
' W auld I had never feen the curfed hole ! ' 
Then anfwered I, ' You muft be mad, I fwear ; 
' How widely diff'rent my inftructions were; 
' 'Your Servant, deareft Aunt,' you ihould have faid,-­
' It never injures one to feem well-bred;-
' ' The world, I hope, goes ever well with you, 
' ' A.ncl your fweet darling little Children too. 
' ' The joy I feel is more than I can tell 
' ' To fee you looking all fo nice and well.' '-
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But Ifegrim impatiently broke in; 

' What! call that Bitch my Aunt ! thofe Cubs my Kin ! 

' The Devil may make off with all the Fry ; 

' He their relationihip may claim, not I ! 

' Faugh! but they are a foul and filthy race ! 

' Ne'er again may I meet them face to face ! ' 

" Such were his actions, fuch was his reward ; 

Judge then if I betrayed him, good my Lord. 

He can't deny that what I 've faid is true; 

At leaft 'twill not much help him if he do." 
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Then Ifegrim replied with wrathful tongue, 
His breaft with fenfe of deep injufl:ice wrung ; 
" What boots this idle war of angry words? 
Can we decide our feud with woman's [words? 
Right fl:ill is Right, whate'er the Bad pretend ! 
And he who hath it, keeps it to the end. 
Reynard now bears himfelf as vauntingly 
As though the Right were his ; but we ihall fee. 

" With me you !hall do battel; thus alone 
On which fide truth is marihalled ihall be known. 
A pretty tale forfooth is this you tell 
Of our adventure at the She-ape's cell ; 
That I was ftarving and was fed by you l 
But in what manner gladly would I know : 
For what you brought me was juft nought but bon 
You beft yourfelf know where the fleih was gone. 
And there you boldly fl:and, and flout and jeer­
By Heav'n! but this doth touch mine honor near! 
Sufpicions vile your falfe and flanderous tongue 
On my good name and loyalty hath flung; 
That I, devoid of 'legiance and faith, 
Had compaifed and imagined my King's death : 
While you to Him with idle ~abies prate 
Of fl:ores and treafures, at a ihamelefs rate. 
Treafures and ftores, forfooth! to tny poor mind, 
Such wonders will be fomewhat hard to find. 
But what doth moft my vengeful wrath aroufe 
Is the deep ihame you've done my dearefl: Spoufe. 

" For all thefe grievances, both old and new, 
I will do battel to the death with you. 
Here to your face do I proclaim you are 
A Traitor vile, a Thief, a Murderer; 
And I will make it good, life againft life; 
And thus, and not by chiding, end our ftrife. 
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What I avouch, I am prepared to prove; 
Whereof in token here I fling my glove; 
Thus formally the battel do I wage; 
Stoop then if you have heart, and lift my gage. 
My Sov'reign Liege and all th' affembled Lords 
Have heard and know the import of my words; 
They will affift this trial of the right, 
As Witnefies of our judicial fight. 
But you fhall not efcape me anyhow, 
Until our feud is fettled; that I vow ! " 
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Then with himfelf did Reynard counfel take; 
' Fortune and life are now indeed at ftake : 

' For big and ftrong is he; I, weak and fmall ; 
' 'Twere fad if ill mine efforts now befall ; 
' Vain then were all my cunning and n1y fkill ; 
' Yet will I hope a good concluiion frill. 
' Of fome advantage I may fairly boafl:; 
' Since his fore-claws he hath but lately loft: 
' And, in the end, unlefs his paffion cool, 
' He may perchance be foiled, prefumptuous Fool!' 

Then to the Wolf he boldly thus fpake out : 
" I fl:uff the Traitor's name back down your throat! 
Charge upon ~harge againft me you devife, 
But I denounce them all as groundlefs lies; 
You offer battel now, and haply think 
That from the trial I in fear may fhrink ; 
But long I've wifhed this means my truth to prove; 
The challenge I accept! Lo ! here my glove ! " 

Then Noble, King of Beafl:s, agreed to hold 
The gages proffered by thefe champions bold ; 
And faid, "Bring forth your Sureties now as bail 
That at to-morrow's fight you fhall not fail, 
Both fides I've heard, but underfl:and no more-­
Nay, lefs I may fay-·than I did before." 

D D 
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As If'grin1's Sureties flood the Cat and Bear, l 
I 

Ty bait and Bruin ; thofe for Reynard were f 
Greybeard and Monkie, Martin's Son and Heir. J 

To Reynard then thus fpake Dame R uckenaw; 
"Coolnefs and prudence now muR: be your law. 
My Hufband, who is on his road to Rome, 
Taught me a pray'r laR: time he was at home ; 
Good Abbot Gulpall did the fame compofe, 
And gave it, as a favor, to my Spoufe. 
He faid it was a pray'r of wond'rous might, 
A faving fpell for thofe about to fight : 
He who, the morning, this ihould failing hear, 
Nor pain nor peril all that day need fear; 
Vanquiihed he could not be by any Foe, 
Nor death nor wounds of any nature know. 
This pray'r o'er you to-morrow will I fay; 
Then, Nephew dear, be jocund for to-day." 

" Thanks, deareft Aunt," faid Reynard, "for your care; 
Deeply beholden am I for your pray'r; 
But moftly do I truft, and ever will, 
The juftice of my caufe, and mine own {kill." 

All night his Friends remained with him, and fought 
With cheerful chat to fcare each gloomy thought. 
Dame R uckenaw, more thoughtful than the reft, 
Was ever bufi.ed how to ferve him beft. 
From head to tail ihe had him clofely iheared, 
.l\.nd then with fat and oil his body fmeared; 
He ftood all fmooth and fleek from top to toe, 
That he no grip ihould offer to his Foe. 

Then thus ihe fpake; "We muft be circumfpeet, 
And on all chances of the fight refleCt:. 
Hearken to my advice ; a Friend in need, 
Who gives good counfel, is a Friend indeed. 
To-night, whate'er you do, before you fleep, 
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Of light Liebfrauenmilch drink pottle-deep: 

To-n1orrow, when you enter in the lifts­

Attend me well) herein the point confifts-

W et well your brufh-I need not tell you how ­

Then fly upon your unfufpecting Foe; 

Lafh at his face, and falve him right i' th' eye; 

His fn1arting fight will darken inftantly : 

This cannot fail to caufe him fore diftrefs) 

• 
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And m the combat profit you no lefs. 
Next muft you take to flight, as though in fear; 
He will be fure to follow in your rear ; 
You will take heed to run againft the wind, 
While your fwift feet kick up the duft behind; 
So ihall his lids be clofed with fand and dirt ; 
Then on one fide fpring fudden and alert; 
And while he ftops his fmarting eyes to wipe, 
Upon them deal another fringing ftri pe ; 
Thus, blinded, at your mercy ihall he be, 
And yours the undifputed viCtory. 

" Y ourfelf to reft now, deareft Nephew, lay ; 
We will be fure to wake you when 'tis day. 
But firft, as now the midnight hour is paft, 
Ere yet you fiumber, and while ftill you faft, 
Your heart to ftrengthen, ihould it chance be weak, 
Thofe facred words of power I '11 o'er you fpeak." 

Then both her hands ihe placed upon his head, 
And with a folemn voice thefe words ihe faid ; 
' CJ'iw rof tfo jejfap hjir' bbig gnidnuos-hgih /' 
Now ev'ry adverfe chann you may defy." 

They laid him then to reft beneath a tree; 
And there he fiept both long and tranquilly. 

Soon . as the morning o'er the hill-tops brake, 
The Beaver came his K infman to awake ; 
With him the Otter; greeting kind they gave; l 
Bade him arife, and bear him bold and brave ; r 

I 
And laughing faid, he had no need to ihave. J 

The Otter brought with him a nice young duck, 
And handing it to Reynard, thus he fpoke; 
" For this I've toiled, while you were faft afieep ; 
And it hath coft me many a parlous leap ; 
I caught it at the mill near H uenerbrod; 
Eat it, dear Coz ; and may it do you good ! " 



'Tize Dijiance. 

" Gra'mercy for the handfel l " Reynard faid, 

With cheerful heart as out he :fkipped from bed; 

" So choice a prefent I would never flight ; 

I pray that Heav'n your kindnefs may requite." 

He ate and drank unto his heart's content ; 

Then to the lifts with all his Friends he went ; 

Down to a fandy level near a field, 

Where the appointed combat fuould be held. 
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CHAPTER THE TWELFTH. 

The Batte!. 

WHEN Reynard thus before the throne appeared, 
Shorn of his hair, with oil and ointment fmeared; 

The good King was fo tickled with the fight, 
He could not choofe but fairly laugh outright. 

"Why, Fox, who taught thee fuch a trick?" he cried, 
" As ihave thy hair away, to fave thy hide ! 
Reynard the Fox well may they chrifl:en thee, 
For all thy life is full of foxery; 
No matter how involved may be the [crape, 
Thou'rt fure to find fame loop-hole for efcape.'' 

Low to the King, with reverential mien, 
Bowed Reynard, and fl:ill lower to the ~een ; 
Then gaily did he leap the lifts within, 
Where waited Ifegrim with all his Kin ; 
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Who prayed the Fox might find a ihameful fate, 

And ihowered upon him words of threat'ning hate. 

The Lynx and Libbard, Marihals of the lift, 

Brought forth the holy relics in a cheft ; 

The while, bare-headed ftood the Champions both, 

The Wolf and Fox, and took the wonted oath. 

With many angry words and [cowling looks, 

Firft Ifegrim the Wolf fwore 'gainfr the Fox: 

He was a Traitor, Murderer and Thief; 

Guilty of ev'ry kind of crime, in brief; 

Falfe unto him and outraging his Wife; 

This he would prove againft him, life for life. 

Then Reynard fwore, upon the other fide, 

That Ifegrim, the Wolf, moil: foully lied ; 

A Traitor and a Perjurer was he, 

While he himfelf from ev'ry crime was free. 

The doughty Marihals then, ere they withdrew, 

Bade both the Champions their devoir to do, 

And truly keep the rules of lawful fight; 

And Heav'n in juftice would defend the Right; 

The lifts then duly cleared of ev'ry one, 

They left the Cham pions in the mid it alone. 

To Reynard though Da1ne Ruckenaw drew near, 

And, as ihe pa.ffcd, thus whifpered in his ear; 

" Remember, Nephew, the advice I gave; 

My counfel follow, and your credit fave." 

To her, in cheerful tones, the Fox replies; 

" My heart your kindly warning fortifies ; 

My wiles have carried 1ne through 1nany a fcrape, 

Through riiks of ev'ry kind and ev'ry ihape; 

Nor fear I but they ihall affift me now 

To baffie yonder fierce and favage Foe. 

Shame upon him and his I look to heap, 

While all my Friends ihall fame and honor reap. " 



208 Reynard the Fox. 

Now Hand the Champions in the lifts alone, 
While hufht and ftill the anxious Crowd look on. 

Wildly and favagely, with outftretched claws, 
With briftling hair, and wide-diftended jaws, 
If' grim, the Wolf, the onfet firft began, 
And, fwift as thought, at his Opponent ran. 
The wily Fox dared not the charge abide, 
But, light of foot, fprang actively afide; 
Nor did he now his Aunt's advice forget; 
His bufh y tail already had he wet ; 
On ev'ry fide this did he whifk and flirt, 
And fo befmear it well with fand and dirt. 
Thought Ifegrim, ' I furely have him now;' 
But Reynard dealt him fo fevere a blow, 
Acrofs his eyes, with his bedaggled tail, 
That the Wolf's fight and hearing 'gan to fail. 

'Twas not the only time this trick he'd played ; 
Others this fringing ointment had effayed ; 
Ifegrim's Children he half blinded fo, 
As has been hinted at fame time ago ; 
And now he hoped to blind the Father too. 

Having to If' grim's eyes this falve applied; 
Again the wily Reynard fprang afide ; 
And taking care to run againft the wind, 
He ftirred a mighty cloud of duft behind. 

) 
I 

r 
I 

J 

This filled the Wolf's eyes, that they fmarted fore; 1 
The more he rubbed, they fmarted all the more ; r 

I And worfe he fared than he had done before. J 

Meanwhile the crafty Reynard did not fail 
To ply with vigor his ailiduous tail ; 
Lafhing his Adverfary left and right, 
Till wholly he deprived him of his fight. 
Faint he became, and dazed, and all confufed: 
The wary Fox quick his advantage ufed ; 
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Seeing what tears his fl:raining eye-balls wept, 

On his unhappy Foe he fiercely leapt; 

His hide, with teeth and talons, tore and gaihed, 

And ever with his tail his eyes he laihed. 

While If'grim, fenfelefs, gropes about, the Fox, 

With fleering taunts, thus his Opponent mocks ; 

" Sir Wolf, bethink you well that in your tin1e 

You have committed many a heinous crime : 

E E 
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How many a Lamb and other harmlefs Beail: 

Your maw have furni.fhed with a guilty feail:; 
While I have borne the fcandal and the blame, 

And your bad deeds have fullied my good name; 
But your iniquities henceforth ihall ceafe; 

And the poor Innocents may reil: in peace. 

A boon as gainful 'tis to you, as them, 

Your further guilty progrefs now to fiem ; 
·y c u r only chance is this your foul to fave; 

Yet if my pardon you will humbly crave, 
And freely own that vanquiihed now you are, 
I will have mercy, and your life will fpare ." 

He faid; and griping hard his Foemar/s throat, 
Again his bleeding cheeks he fiercely [mote. 

But If'grim's il:rength uo longer idle lay; 
He gave two vig'rous twiil:s, and tore away._ 

But Reynard at his face once more lets fly, 
And iharply firiking him, tears out an eye: 

A deep and ghail:ly wound! the fmoking blood 
Adown his cheek in crimfon current flow'd. 

" See ! " quoth the taunting Fox ; "he hath it now; 
.Avenged am I, and vanquiihed is n1y foe ! " 
But mad with pain and heedlefs of his wound, l 

I 
The favage Wolf, with one tremendous bound, ( 

On Reynard fprang, and bore him to the ground: J 
His fancy courage now began to quail, 

His tricks and cunning nothing might avail; 
With fudden fnap, one of his foremoil: paws 

The Wolf has feized fafi in his griping jaws : 
And Reynard lay half dead with fear and pain, 
While thoufand thoughts [warmed darting through his brain; 

Then Ifegrim with hot and clammy breath, 
And hollow voice, thus muttered 'tween his teeth ; 

" Thine hour is come ! furrender on the fp ot ~ 
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Or death, upon the infrant, is thy lot. 

Thine hour is come ! it little ihall avail 

To fcratch the dufr up, or bewet thy tail; 

2 I r 

To ihave thy hair; to fmear thyfelf with greafe; 

Woe on thee, Mifcreant! thou'fr run out thy leafe! 

Thou'fr wrought me countlefs ills; told many a lie; l 
Wounded me forel y, and tore out mine eye ; ~ 
But now, efcape thou ihalt not; yield or die!" J 

Thought Reynard then ; ' This is an evil hour ! 

What ihall I do on earth t' avoid his pow'r? 

Me, if I yield not, will this Savage flay; 

If I do yield, difgraced am I for aye. 

I've earned his hate, for I've abufed him {till, 

With wrong and infult, to my utmofr fkill.' 

Then, with fweet words and accents [oft and fmooth, 

I-Ie strove his fierce Opponent's wrath to soothe; 

cc Hear me, good Uncle l I with joy will be 

Your Vaifal, I and all my Family ; 

A pilgrimage with pleafure, for your fake, 

Unto the Holy Sepulchre I '11 1nake ; 

I '11 vilit ev'ry church upon my track, 

And endlefs abfolutions bring you back; 

Your foul to benefit thefe cannot fail; 

Your bleiTed parents too they may avail ; 

Though they may now be in a better place; 

Who is there does not need a faving Grace? 

I '11 honour you, as though the Pope you were; 

The deepefr and mofr folemn oaths will fwear, 

That I myfelf and all my Relatives 

Shall do you homage for our goods and lives; 

And fuit and fervice will we yield to you, 

More than to our liege King we even do. 

"Take then my offer, Uncle, while you may; 

.L\.nd all the land ihall quickly own your fway: 
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All that I catch m yfelf, to you I '11 bring ; 
Fiih, Fowls, Ducks, Geefe and Pigeons-everything! 
Y ourfelf, your Wife and Children, of all pelf 
Shall have first choice, ere 1 will tafie myfelf. 
Your fafety will I watch with anxious eye, 
That harm or danger ne'er approach you nigh. 
They call me cunning, powerful are you; 
Together what great things may we not do! 
What a confed'racy were this of ours! 
Wifdon1 and Strength ! who could withfiand such pow'rs ! 
To join together thus though, but to fight--
That, dearefi Uncle, never can be right ! 
This combat I had done my befi to ihun, 
If but it might with honor have been done. 
But, as the public challenge came from you, 
What, in the name of honor, could I do ? 
My courtefy I've carried such a length, 
I've not put forth one quarter of 1ny firength : 
For to myfelf I said, 'Now, have a care; 
' It is but right you ihou]d your Uncle fpare.' 
Had I but given way to hate or fpleen, 
How different the ifTue might have been ! 
You have not suffered much; if your poor eye 
Have met with an untoward injury, 
It happened by the purefi accident, 
For which, with all my foul, do I lament. 
I know a fimple and a certain cure, 
In which you ihall participate, be fure: 
Or if the hurt be greater than my fkill, 
You'll have one comforting advantage still . 
If you at any time would fain repofe, 
Only one window will you have to clofe; 
While we, unlefs we always keep awake, 
A double trouble have to undertake. 
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" Bethink you then, dear Uncle ; all my Kin 
Shall kneel before your feet, my grace to win: 

Here, in full Court, my Children and my Wife 

From you fhall pray my pardon and 1ny life. 
Here will I even publicly declare, 

The crimes, I charged you with, but flanders were; 
That I have grofsly lied; nay, I will vow, 

That nought againfl: your charaCl:er I kno_w ; 
That, for all future time, I never will 

Or breathe or think againfl: you aught of Ill. 

" This freely will I do to foothe your ire : 
What expiation can you more desire ? 
Kill me; and where will be the fiightefl: good? 

My Friends and Kindred will keep up the feud. 

Spare me; and think how in renown you rife; 

For all will deem you generous and wife. 
Prove thus how truly noble is your mind; 

Another chance you may not quickly find . 

. But do your pleafure; for you will, I fee:­
To live or die is all the fame to me ! " 

" Falfe Fox ! " replied the favage Wolf; " how fain 
Thou from my grapple wouldfl: be loofe again ! 
But were the world one lump of fire-tried gold, 
And offered here, my vengeance to withold, 
I would not, bafe Diifembler, let thee go : 

What value are thine oaths, full well I know. 
What for thy Friends or Kindred do I care ? 
Their enmity methinks I well may bear 

Well n1ight'fl: thou at my filly weaknefs fco.ff, 
If protefl:ations now could get thee off. 

Of thy forbearance thou didfl: boafl:ing fpeak ! 
How is 't mine eye hangs bleeding on my cheek? 

By thine infernal claws is not my hide 

In twenty places fcored and fcarified? 
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When panting I was worn almofi to death, 
What leifure didfi thou grant to fetch my breath? 
Pardon and Mercy ! That is not the way 
That Injury and Infult I repay! 
Me thou haft bafely wronged ; and my poor Wife­
Ah! thou ihalt pay the forfeit with thy life! '' 

Thus fpake the Wolf; the crafty Fox meanwhile, 
Who faw that nothing could be gained by guile, 
U fing the other hand he frill had free, 
Gripped hold of his Opponent favagely; 
And in fo very fenfitive a part, 
The fiartled Wolf howled with the fick'ning fmart. 
Swift then the Fox withdrew his other paw 
From the huge chafm of that portentous jaw; 
With both his Foeman hard and fafi he clenched, 
And lugged and fcratched and haled and nipped and wrenched, 
That Ifegri1n [creamed out, till blood he fpate, 
And brake with pain into a feething fweat. 

Glad Reynard deemed his conquefi now fecure; 
Yet, tooth and nail, held firm, to make all fure; 
While the Wolf, fpent and fprawling undermofi, 
Stifled and blind, himfelf gave up for loft. 
The fanguine fiream in copious currents flows, 
Adown his beard, from eyes and mouth and nofe. 
Oh! not for heaps of wealth and boundlefs gold, 
The triumph of that hour had Reynard fold! 
The more his Foe grew faint and weak, the more 
He griped and pinched and bit and clawed and tore ; 
I' th' dufi the Wolf rolled, with dull, hollow fobs, 
Gefiures unfeemly and convulfive throbs. 

With wailings loud his Friends the Monarch prayed 
He would command the combat might be frayed; 
The King replied; " E'en fo then let it be, 
If you all wiih it; 'tis all one to me." 
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Then Noble bids the Marihals of the lift 

To caufe the Champions from the fight deiifl:. 

The Lynx and Libbard quick are at their pofl:, 

And Reynard as the Conqueror thus accofl:; 

215 

' Enough ! the King doth now his mandate fend 

The combat ihall conclude, the fl:rife ihall end. 

He wills you fpare the life of Ifegrim, 

And leave the iifue of the day to Him. 

If either of the Twain ihould lofe his life, 

We all had reaion· to regret the ftrife. 

The viet'ry, Reynard, refl:s with you; we own l 
That you right nobly your devoir have done; ~ 

And have from all golden opinions won." J 
Then Reynard faid; " To all my thanks I pay; 

And gladly will the King's behefts obey; 

Too proud to do whatever he require: 

Vietor! what triumph can I more deiire? 

But that my caufe I may not prejudice 

I humbly crave to afk my Friends' advice." 

Then Reynard's Friends with one accord replied ; 

" We think it befl: the King were fatisfied.'' 

And round him gathered in tumultuous flocks 

The Relatives of the viCtorious Fox; 

The Beaver and the Otter and the Ape, 

With Greybeard, wiihed him joy of his efcape. 

And many greeted him as Friends, of thofe 

Who heretofore had been his dearefl: Foes; 

The Squirrel and the Vveafel and the Stoat, 

The Ermine too, and fome of leffer note, 

Who formerly would fcarcely fpeak his name, 

Kindred with him are now too glad to claim. 

In fine, he found no end of Relatives, 

vVho brought with them their Children and their 

Wives; 
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While Great and Little with each other v1e, 
T'o lavifh compliments and flattery. 

In the World's circle fares it ever thus; 
Good willies rain upon the Profperous; 
But the unfortunate or needy man 
May e'en get through his troubles as he can. 

So fares it now; and all the Courtiers {hive 
How honor to the Victor they may give. 
Some fing; fome play the flute; the hautboy, fome; 
Some blow the trumpet; others beat the drum; 
And his now num'rous Friends in chorus cry; 
" Hail ! happy day of joy and viClory ! 
Hail! conqu'ring Hero! unto whom we trace 
The honor and renown of all our Race. 
How did we grieve when wounded there you lay ! 
How glad we greet the ifiue of the fray ! " 

And Reynard anfwered; "Thanks, my worthy Friends; 
For all I've borne your kindness makes amends:" 
Then, while behind in [warming crowds they preft, 
Marched onward with the Marfhals of the lift ; 
And thus with acclamations loud they bring 
The Conqueror in triumph to the King. 

So foon as they arrived before the throne, 
The Fox with humble bearing knelt him down ; 
But the good Monarch motioned him to rife, 
And then addrelfed him thus, in gracious wife; 

" The day is yours by right of victory ; 
And from all forfeit We pronounce you free. 
With all Our Barons counfel fhall be ta'en, 
So foon as Ifegrim is whole again : 
Then will We judge the caufe as beft we may. 
The matter is concluded for to-day." 

"Your refolution, Sire ; " with bow profound 
Said wily Reynard, " is both wife and found . 
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Whate'er be the opmwns ot the Refi:, 

Yours m ufi: prevail ; for ever You know be ft . 

" How many here confpired to lay me low, 

And lied, to gratify my pow'rful Foe! 

\ ;Vhen I 'va hardefi: preft b Ifegrim, 

F F 
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I-Iow they all clamored then-' Down, down with him!' 
All to delight the Wolf! for all could fee 
I flood not in Your favor high as he. 
They little thought how the affair would end:­
And each of thefe is now my worthy Friend. 

" Such Knaves are like unto a pack of Hounds, 
Whom once I noted in a rich Man's grounds ;­
For a true fiory, Sire, is this I tell, 
Though it commenceth like a parable.-
In groups they waited round the kitchen door, 
Where oft-times they had been regaled before, 
In eager expetl:ation, fome {hay bone 
Might by the Scullion's kindnefs forth be thrown . 
A piece of fleih the foremofl: of the lot 
Contrived to pilfer fmoking fr01n the pot ; 
With his rich booty quick he hurried off; 
But not, unluckily, quite quick enough: 
For the vexed Scullion, when the theft ihe fpied, 
Flung all the boiling water on his hide. 
He kept his booty though, despite the pain, 
And his expetl:ant Comrades joined again. 
They to each other cried; ' Why, only look ! 
' How our dear Friend is favored of the Cook ! ' 
They cringed to him and fawned in various ways, 
And fpoke no end of nonfenfe in his praife. 
' All mighty fine ! ' the fcalded Hound replied ; 
' But ere you judge, firfi hear the other fide. 
' Worthy of envy you my fiate may fi nd, 
' As feen in front ; but, look at me behind.' 
And saying this his back to them he turned, 
And ihewed his rump naked as though 'twere burned. 
Seeing his hairless hide all creafed and ihrunk, 
Great fear fell on them, and away they flunk; 
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They left him ftanding there all bare and lone; 
And not one ventured back to seek a bone. 

" Such is the fate, Sire, of the Covetous ; 
They profper and they periih ever thus : 
In pow'r they find no lack of eager Friends, 
Who fawn upon them for their felfiih ends; 
With kind indulgence all their foibles treat, 
Because their mouths are haply full of meat: 
From All they look for and receive refpect ; 
For who will dare the Profp'rous to negleCt ? 
Allies in Old and Young alike they find, 
Until misfortune falls on them behind : 
Their enviable lot then alters quick, 
Their former Friends to them no longer ftick ; 
But right and left fall oft~ like fcalded hair, 
And leave thetn in their farrow, lone and bare; 
Or as that fycophantic pack of Hounds 
Forfook their Comrade, when they faw his wounds. 

"Ah! Sire; all humble though he be, and weak, 
Shall None of Reynard thus have caufe to fpeak. 
I fet f01ne value on my honeft name; 
My Friends through me ihall never come to ihame. 
One only mifiion have I to fulfil ; 
To learn and execute my Sov'reign's will." 

"What need more words ? " thus did the King 
reply; 

"We comprehend the matter perfectly. 
To you as a free Baron We reftore 
All privileges you e'er held before. 
Henceforth at Court Our favor ihall you meet, 
And at Our Privy Council take your feat. 
To pow'r and honor will we raife you up; 
And you ihall well deferve it, as we hope. 
Whatever faults are charged on you, 'tis clear 



Reynard the F·ox. 

We never can afford to mifs you here. 
Of all your Peers none can above you rife, 
If only you prove virtuous as wife. 
No frefh complaints againft you will We hear, 
No matter what Complainants may appear. 
Nay, to evince Our confidence {till more, 

We now appoint you Lord High Chancellor; 
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And here Our Seal deliver to your hand; l 
I 

That what you do or write, throughout the land, ~ 
I 

Shall be as writ or done by Our command." J 
While all th' affembled Peers to Reynard bow'd, 

And wiihed him joy with gratulations loud ; 

Thus to the King he fpake; " These honors, Sire, 

Are more than I deferve, or dared dc:fire. 

But by my deeds I'll prove my grateful mind ; 

For words are, at the befl:, but idle wind." 

How it with Ifegrim meanwhile did fare, 

Shall in a few brief words be made appear. 

Still in the lifts he lay upon the ground, 

Faint and begaihed with many a ghafl:ly wound. 

His Wife and Friends all hafiened to him there; 

Tybalt the Cat came with the ihaggy Bear; 

Thefe to his Kin and Children gave their aid; 

The wounded Wolf they on a litter laid, 

Well bolfiered round, to keep him warm, with hay; 

And bore him, moaning, from the field away. 

They fearch his wounds, and count one fcore and fix; 

And Leeches come and bandages affix, 

And with rare unguents all his limbs anoint, 

For fprained was he and lame in ev'ry joint; 

And herbs they rub of pungent qualities 

Into his eyes and nofe, to make him fneeze. 

And they confulted long, and did their befl: 

To calm his Friends and give their Patient refl:. 

He flept at length, but not as they could wiih ; 

His flumbers were difl:urbed and feverifh; 

And when he woke, 'twas with a burning brain, 

Unto a mingled fenfe of ihame and pain. 

So poignant and fo deep his feelings were, 

He howled aloud with anguifh and defpair. 
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And Gieremund, his all but widowed Wife, 
Watched o'er the ebb and flow of her Lord's life; 
His fuff'rings ftirred up all her fympathies, 
And with her fobs and groans ihe anf wered his ; 
And looking at her own and Children's doom, 
She faw the future ihrouded o'er with gloom; 
And no bright profpetts in the difiance loom. 

I 
~ 
I 
j 
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But Reynard's Friends loud fongs of triumph 

raife, 

Till he is almoft tired of his own praise. 

In higheft fpirits then he left the . Court; 

The King had granted him a brave Efcort; 

And, when he took his leave was pleafed to fay; 

''We truft you will not long remain away." 

Then did the Fox before the Monarch kneel, 

Saying ; '' Ah ! could I fpeak the thanks I feel 

To You, Sire, and my gracious Lady dear, 

And, I may add, to everybody here ! 

May Heav'n eternal bleffings on You ihower ; 

Would to confer them were but in my power. 

'' And now with grateful, though with hntnble 

heart, 

I crave Your kind permiffion to depart ; 

And to my Wife and Children home return, 

Who frill with anxious tears my abfence mourn.'' 

" Depart in peace ! " replied the tnighty King ; 

"And fear not any man or any thing." 

So Reynard left with all his Kin; two [core 

There were who with him journeyed, if not more. 

All full of triumph and of joy they are, 

And in their Kinfman's glory hope to £hare. 

vVhile he himfelf his tranfports noway veils; 

But ftalks as proud as though he had two tails; 

To think he'd won fuch honor by iheer wit, 

A.nd how the braveft ufe to make of it. 

' This realm henceforth (thus to himfelf thought he) -1 

On true Fox principles £hall g~verned be, ~ 
By members only of my Family. j 
A certain truth the world may thus behold, 

How much more wifdom is of worth than gold.' 

Thus he, with all his Friends, as an efcort, 
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Reached Malepartus, his domefiic fort. 

He thanked them for the fympathy they 'd ihewn , 
When he in peril's hour had fiood alone · 
And promifed all their kindnefs to repay : 

Then they departed, and went each his way. 
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His dwelling then he entered, where he found 
His Wife and Children haply fafe and found. 
How Ermelyne rejoiced to fee her Lord 
To her fond arms alive and well refror' d ! 
And earnefrly .fhe prayed him to relate 
By what good chance he 'fcaped his threatened fate. 

Reynard replied; "It was not chance, dear Wife, 
But fkill and cunning that have faved my life. 
Again with Noble reconciled am I; 
Ne'er in his favor have I froocl fo high. 
He's called me to his Council, as of yore, 
And in full Court has named me Chancellor ; 
Has given into my keeping the Great Seal ; 
And henceforth I .fhall rule the Commonweal. 

'' The Wolf have I in battel overcome ; 
In future are his lips for ever dumb ; 
Wounded he lies, difabled and difgraced ; 
My marks of vengeance on him have I placed. 
Her frreams of forrow may his Wife unfluice ; 
Henceforth her Husband is of little ufe. 
But nothing .fhall I grieve on that account; 
V anquifhed is he, and I, Lord Paramount. 
Be of good cheer then, Love; for happy hours 
The future hath in frore for us and ours." 

Great was the Vixen's gladnef~; while her Boys 
Their Sire half deadened with their frantic joys. 
They frifked and fprang about on ev'ry fide ; 

" Oh, happy day ! oh, joyful hour ! " they cried; 
" Who upon earth fo fortunate as we ? 
For honored through our Father .fhall we be. 
Our Enemies we now may fet at nought, 
And have it our own way, as Foxes ought." 

Now Reynard lives in honor and in frate; 

Then let us all his wifdom imitate; 
G G 
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Efchew the Evil and feleet the Good : 

This moral points our tale, when underfl:ood. 

The truth with fables hath the Poet mixed, 

That Virtue in your hearts tnay be infixed; 

And you who purchafe a.nd perufe this poem 

May fee the ways o' th' world, and learn to know 'em; 

As it has been is now, and aye will be.-

Here then ends Reynard's life and hifl:ory; 

And with a bow we here lay down our pen. 

The Lord preferve us evermore. Amen ! 
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