The Fable Oi MldaS

IDAS, we are in Story told, s . j s
Turn'd ev'ry thmg he' wn;h t'eS Golid ¢ Do
i He chip't his Bread, the Picces ‘éusd % s

Glirterd like Spmcrles on IhL Ground -
A Codling ¢’er it went his Lip o, * ')
Would ftraic become a Golden Pxfpm‘ e
He call'd for Drink, you faw, hm Sug
Potable Gold in Go/den Cup.
His empty Paunch that he m ghg ﬁf
He fuck’ his- Vieels thro” a Quill’; |
Untouch’t it pafst between his Gring x:s, ’
Or’t had been happy for Gohlﬁpders
He cock’t his Hat, you‘would have' Talci
Mambrine’s Helm adorn’d his Head, "~ ,‘
Whene'er he chanc’d his Hands to' Lf%f, <8
On Magazines of Corn or Hy, s poe =l n o
Gold ready Coin'd appeard, mﬂead
Of paultry Provender and Bread’s v el bl
Hence'we are by wile Farmersild, (0 & 202 WA 2
Ol Hay is equal to 01 €IS P97 AIO0R (1979 o 7Y
And hence a Critick deep mamtams,
We learn’ to weigh our Gold by Grains,

This Fool had got a lucky Hzt .
And People fzmcyd he had 7e =1 e
Two Gods their Skill ‘i Much try’c ’d, < .
And beth chofe Midas to decide ; il 2 @oes
He againlt Phebus Harp decreed,
And gave it for Pan’s oaten R2LQ"!
The God of Wit to fhew his Grudge,
Clap’c Affes Ears upon-the Judge,
A goodly pair, erect and wide,
Which he could neither Gild nor hide.

And now the Virtue of his Hands,
Was loft among Pacfolus Sands, 3
Againft whofe Torrent while he"Swimsg,
The Golden Scurf peelsoff His Limbs :
Fame fpreads the News, and Peoglc trayel
From far, to gather golden Grav el
Midas, cxposd 1631 cheir Ja+> ©7° ‘
Had‘loﬁ'hxs .&’;f .and kepé his Fqn . wdaf 10d8501d
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