THE  DUMB   ORATORS
With friendly smile, to still his growing fear;
But all above him seem'd a solemn row
Of priests and deacons, so they seem'd below;
He wonder'd who his right-hand man might be—
Vicar of Holt cum Uppingham was he ;
And who the man of that dark frown possess'd—	330
Rector of Bradley and of Barton-west;
" A pluralist," he growl'd—but check'd the word,
That warfare might not, by his zeal, be stirr'd.
But now began the man above to show
Fierce looks and threat/nings to the man below;
Who had some thoughts his peace by flight to seek—
But how then lecture, if he dared not speak!—
Now as the Justice for the war prepared,
He seem'd just then to question if he dared :
" He may resist, although his power be small,	360
u And growing desperate may defy us all j
"One dog attack, and he prepares for flight—
" Resist another, and he strives to bite j
cc Nor can I say, if this rebellious cur
"Will fly for safety, or will scorn to stir."
Alarrn'd by this, he lash'd his soul to rage,
Burn'd with strong shame, and hurried to engage.
As a male turkey straggling on the green,
When by fierce harriers, terriers, mongrels seen,
He feels the insult of the noisy train,	370
And sculks aside, though moved by much disdain;
But when tfyat turkey, at his own barn-door,
Sees one poor straying puppy and no more,
(A foolish puppy who had left the pack,
Thoughtless what foe was threatening at his back,)
He moves about, as ship prepared to sail,
He hoists his proud rotundity of tail,
The half-seaPd eyes and changeful neck he shows,
Where, in its quickening colours, vengeance glows;
From red to blue the pendant wattles turn,	380
Blue mixM with red, as matches when they burn j
And thus th' intruding snarlcr to oppose,
Urged by enkindling wrath, he gobbling goes,
So look'd our hero in his wrath, his cheeks

