The Tale of a Nettle.

Written by a Perfon of Quality,

M AN with Expence of wonderful Toil,
By Planting and Dunging Enobled his Soil ;
‘There Fruits of the Beft the Tafte did invice;
And uniform Order ftill courted the Sight : ‘
No degenerare Weed the Rich Ground did produce,
And all things afforded both Beauty and Ulfes:
“Till from Dunghill tran(planted, while yet bat a Seed;
A NETT L E rear’d up his Ingloricus Head :
- The Gard'ner wou’d wifely haverooted him up,
To ftop the Increafe of a Barbarous Crop ;
But the Mafter forbad him, and affcr the Fathion,
Of foolith geod Nature, and blind Moderation 3
Fo:bore Lim thro’ Pity, and chole as much rather
To ask him fome Queftions firft, how he came thither,

Kind Sir, Quoththe NET TLE, . Stranger I come, .
For Confecience compell’dto relinguill my home N
*Canfe I wow’d ot Subfcribe, to & Myfery Dark
That the Prince of ail Treeswasthe Fefuits Bark,

An Erroncous Tenet, I knowgSir  that you
- Know more thanmy [elf will allow tobe truey
Toyou Ifor Refuge and Sanituary Sue,
There's none [0 renown’d for Compaffion as you :
Awd tho’ in fome Things I may differ from thefe
Theref of the Faithful and Beautiful Trecs ;
Tho your Digging and Dunging my Nature mauch hayms,
Ard 1cannot comply with the Gard ner in Forms 5
Yet T and our Family, after our Fafbion, :
Will peaceably ftick to our own Education :
Be pleas’d to allow us a Place fortoreft in,
>Mongft the reft of your Trees, we'll never moleft *em.
A kind Shelter £o us, and Protection afford, :
We'll do yoi no harm, T'll give you my Word.
The good Man was foon won by this plaufible Tale,
. '(SoTraud on good Nature does often prevail,)
- He welcomes his Gueft, gives him free Toleration
In the mid{t of his Garden 1o take up his Station ;
And into his Bofom do’s his Enemy bring, :
He never {ufpe&ed the N ETT L E wou'd Sting 5
Still lafb’d with Succefs of Strength ro be fear’d,
Around him a numerous Off-{pring he rear’d.
Then the Maffer grew fenfible what he had done,
Aad fain wou'd have had his new Gueft to be gone ;
But now ’twas too latetobid him turn owt,
. A wellrooted poffeffion already was got :
The old Trees decay’d, and in there room grew,
A ftubborn, rank, peftilent, poyfonous Crew.
The Mafter who firft, thac young Brood had admitted,
They ftung like Ingrates, and lefc him unpitied ;
No help from Manuiing and Planting was found,
The Weeds had Eat out the Heart of the Ground,

Thus one N ETT L E uncropt, encreas’d to fuch ftore,
That ’twas nothing but Weeds, what was Garden before.
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