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PRICE THREEPENCE: ;| . ¢

GREAT princes have great playthings. Some have play’d
At hewing mountains into men, and {fome
At building human wonders mountain high.

Some have amus'd the dull, fad years of life,
Life {pent in indolence, and therefore fad,

With fchemes of monumental fame ; and fought
By pyramids and maufolzan pomp,

Short-liv’d themfelves, 'immortalize their bonds.
Some {eck diverfion in the tented field,

And make the forrows of mankind their fport.

But waRr’s ¢ game, which, were their fubjeéts wif,
Kings would not play at. Nations would do well
T extort thetr truncheons from the puny hands

Of heroes, whofe infirm and baby minds

Are gr'mﬁf:d with mifchief; and who fpoil,

Becaule men {ufter 1t, their toy the world.

When Babel was cdnfounded and the great
Confed’racy of projectors wild and vain

Was fplit into diverfity of tongues,

Then, as a fhepherd feparates his flock,

T hefe to the upland, to the valley thofe,

(sod drave afunder, and afligned their lot el
To all the nations. Ample was the boon |,
He gave them, in its diftribution fair - ‘.. ;-

And equai,gnd he bade them.dwell in pgace. .77 5 WG4
Peace was their care:” ghcy; ploug 'd and‘fow’d,
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And reap’d their plenty without grudge or firife.

But violence can never longer fleep

~. Than human paffions pleafe. Inev’ry heart
Are fown the fparks that kindle fiery war;
Occafion needs but fan them, and they blaze.
€Cain had already thed a brother’s blood :

The deluge wafh’d it out; but lefr unquench’d
The feeds of murder in the breaft of man.
Soon, by a righteous judgment, in the line
Of his defcendmcr progeny was found

The firft artificer of death; the fthrew’d
Eontriver who firft fweated at the forge,

And forc’d the blunt and yet unbloodied fteel
To a keen edge, and made it bright for war.
Him, T ubal nam’d the Vulcan of old times,
The fword and falchion their inventor claim.
And the firft fmith was the firft murd’rer’s {on.
His art furviv'd the waters; and ere long,
When man was multiplied and fpread abroad
In tribes and clans, and had begun to call
Thefe meadows and that range of hills his own,
The tafted fweets of property begat

Defire of more ; and induftry in fome
T’improve and cultivate their juft demefne,
Made others covet what they faw {o farr.

Thus war began on earth: thefe fought for {poil,
And thofe in felf-defence. Savage at firft,
The onfet, and irregular. At length

One eminent above the reft, for ftrength,

For ftratagem, or courage, or for all,

Was chofen leader: him they fcrv’d In War,
And him i1n peace, for fake of warlike deeds
Rev'renc’d ro lefs. Who could with him compare ?
Or who {o worthy to controul themfelves

As he whofe prowefs had fubdu’d their foes?
Thus war affording field for the difplay

Of virtue, made one chief, whofe times of peace,

Which have their exigencies to0o, and call :
For {kill in government, at length made kin
King



( 3 )

King was 2 name too proud for man to wear
With modefty and meeknefs; and the crown,
So dazzling in their eyes who fet it on,

Was fure tintoxicate the brows it bound:
Itis the abje& property of moft,

That being parcel of the common mafs,

And deftitute of means to raife themfelves,
They fink and fettle lower than they need.
They know not what it is to feel within,

A comprehenfive faculty, that graips _
Great purpofes with eafe, that turns and wields,
Almoft without an effort, plans too valt

For thew: conception, which they cannot move.

Confcious of impotence, they foon grow drunk
With gazing, when they fee an able man
Step forth to notice; and befotted thus,
Build him a pedeftal, and fay, ftand there,
And be our admiration and our praife.
They roll themfelves before him in the duft,
Then moft deferving in their own account,
When moft extravagant in his applaufe, .
As if exalting him théy rais’d themfelves.
Thus by degrees, felf-cheated of their found
And {ober judgment, that he 1s but man,
They demi-deify and fume him fo,
That in due feafon he forgets it too.
Inflated and aftrut in felf-conceit,
He gulps the windy diet, and ere long,
Adopting their miftake, profoundly thinks
The world was made n-vain, if not for him.
Thenceforth they are his catde : drudges, born
To bear his burdens; drawing in his gears
And fweating in his fervice, his caprice
Becomes the foul that animates them all.
He deems a thoufand, or ten thoufand lives,
Spent in the purchafe of renown for bim,
An eafy reck’ning, and they think the fame.
Thus x1ncs were firft invented, and thus KINGS
Were burnifh’d into heroes, and became

} *
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The arbiters of this terraqueous {wamp,

Storks among frogs, that have but croak’d and died.
Strange, that fuch folly as lifts bloated man

To eminence fit only for a god,

Should ever drivel out of human lips,

Ev’n in the cradled weaknefs of the world'!

Stall firanger much, that when at length mankind
Had reach’d the finewy firmnefs of their youth,

And could difcriminate and argue well

On fubjects more myfterious, they were yet

Babes in the caufe of freedom, and fhould fear

And quake before the gods themfelves had made.
But above meafure ftrange, that neither proot

Of fad experience, nor examples fet

By fome whofe patriot virtue has prévail’d,

Can even now, whenthey are grown mature

In wifdom, and with philofophic deeps

Fzmiliar, ferve 'emancipate the reft!

Such dupes are men to cuftom, and {o prone

To rev’rence what is ancient, and can plead

A courfe of long obfervance for its ule,

That even fervitude, the worft of 1lls,

Becauie deliver’d down from fire to fon,

Is kepr and guarded as a facred thing.

But is it fit, or can it bear the thock

Of rational difcuffion, that a man,

Compounded and made up like other men

Of elements tumultuous, in whom luft

And folly in as ample meafure mect

As in the bofoms of the flaves he rules,

Should be a defpot abfolute, and boaft

Himfelf the only freeman of his land?

Should, when he pleafes, and on whom he will
Wage war, with any or with no pretence

Of provocation giv'n or wrong fuftain’d,

And force the beggarly laft doit, by means

That his own humour diétates, from the clutch

Of poverty, that thus he may procure
His thoufands, weary of penurious hfe, - |
‘A fplendid
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A {plendid opportunity to die ?

Say ye, who (with lefs prudence than of old
Jotham afcrib’d to his affembl’d trees

In politic convention) put your truft
Y'th’thadow of a bramble, and rechin’d

In fancied peace beneath his dang’rous branch,
Rejoice 1n him, and celebrate his {way,

Where find ye paffive fortitude? Whence fprings
Y our felf-denying zeal, that holds it good

To ftroke the prickly grievances, and to hang
His thorns with ftreamers of continual praife 3
We too are friends to loyalty. We love

The king who loves the Jaw ; refpects his bounds,
And reigns content within them ; Aim we ferve
Freely and with dehght, who leaves us free;
But recolle&ing till that he is man,

We truft lim not to0 far,  King though he be,
And king in England too, he may be weak,
And vain enough to be ambitious ﬁill;

May exercife amils his proper pow’rs,

Or covet more than freemen chufe to grant:
Beyond that mark 1s treafon. He is ours,
T’adminifter, to guard, t’adorn the ftate,

But not to wrap or change it. We are his,

To ferve him nobly in the common caufe,
True to the death, but not to be his flaves.
Mark now the diff 'rence, ye that boaft your love
Of kings, between your loyalty and ours,

We love the man; the paltry pageant you.

We the chief patron of the commonwealth;
You the regardlefs author of its woes.

We, for the fake of liberty, a king ;

You chains and bondage, for a tyrant’s fake,
Our love 1s principle, and has its root

In reafon, is judicious, manly and free ;

Yours, a blind inftinét, crouches to the rod,
And licks the foot that treads it in the duft.
Where kingfhip as true treafure as it feems,
Sterling, and worthy of a wife man’s with,

I would
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I would not be a king to be belov’d

Caufelefs, and daub’d with undifcerning praife,
Where love is mere attachment to the throne,
Not to the man who fills it as he ought.

Whofe freedom 1s by {uff "rance, and at will
Of a fuperior, he is never free.

Who lives, and 1s not weary of a life

Expos’d to manacles, deferves them well.

The ftare that frives for liberty, though foil'd,
And forc’d t'2bandon what fthe bravely fought,
Deferves at leaft applaule for her attempt,

And pity for her lofs.  Bur that’s a caufe

Not often unfuccefsfull : pow’r ufurp’d

Is weaknefs when oppos’d;; confcious of wrong,
"Tis pufillanimous and prone to flight.

But {laves that once conceive the glowing thought
Of freedom, in that hope 1tfelf poflefs

Al that the conteft calls for; {pirit, ftrength,
‘The {corn of danger, and united hearts,

The fureft prefage of the good they feek.

£ * % ¥ ¥ F ¥ *

*T1s liberty alone that gives the flow'r

Of fleeting hife its luftre and perfume,

And we are weeds without it.  All conftraint,
Except what wifldom lays on evil men,

Is evil; hurts the faculties, impedes

T heir progrefs in the road of {cience; blinds
The eye-fight of difcovery, and begets

In thofe that fuffer it, a fordid mind

Befhal, a meagre intellect, unfit

To be the tenant of man’s noble form.

Thee therefore fhill, blame-worthy as thou art,
With all thy_lofs of empire, and though fqueez’d
By public exigence till annual food

¥ alls for the craving hunger of the ftate,

"Thee I account ftill happy, and the chief

Among the nations, {eeing thou are free !

My nauve nook of earth! thy clime is rude,
Replete with vapours, and difpofes much ;- |
All
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All hearts to {adnefs, and none more than mine ;
T hine unadult’rate manners are lefs {oft

And plaufible than focial life requires,

And thou haft need of difcipline and art

To give thee what politer France recetves
From Nature’s bounty—that humane addrefs
And {weetnefs, without which no pleafure 1s

In converfe, either ftarv’d by cold referve,

Or flufh’d with fierce difpute, a fenfelefs brawl;
Yet being free, 1 love thee ; for the fake

Of that one feature can be well content,
Difgrac’d as thou haft been, poor as thou art,
To feek no fublunary reft befide.

But once enflav’d, FAREWELL ! 1 could endure
Chains 7o where patiently ; and chains at home,
Where I am free by birthright, not at all.

Then what were left of roughnefs in the grain
Of Britifh natures, wanting its excufe

That it belongs to freemen, would difguft

And thock me. 1{hould then, with double pain,
Feel all the rigor of thy fickle chime;

And if I muft bewail the blefling loft,

For which our Hampdens and our Sidneys bled,
I would at leaft bewail 1t under fkies

Milder, among a people lefs auftere,

In {cenes which, having never known me free,
Would not reproach me with the lofs 1 felt.

Do I forbode impoflible events,

And tremble at vain dreams ? Heav’n grant I may !
But the age of virtuous politics is paft, |
And we are deep 1n thatof cold pretence.
Patriots are grown too thrude to be fincere,
And we too wife to truft them. He that takes
Deep in his foft credulity the famp

Defign’d by loud declaimers on the pad

Of hberty, themfelves the flaves of luft,

Incurs derifion for his eafy faith

And lack of knowledge, and with caufe enough :

Kor when w%s public virtue to be found

Whate
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Where private was not ? Can he love the whole
Who loves no part? He be a nation’s friend,
Whois, in truth, the friend of no man there ¢
Can he be ftrenuous in his country’s caufe,

Who flights the chanties, for whofe dear fake
That country, if at all, muft be belov’d ?

>Tis therefore fober and good men are fad

For England’s glory, feeing 1t wax pale

And fickly, while her champions wear their hearts
So loofe to private duty, that no brain,
Healthful and undifturb’d by factious fumes,
Can dream them truity to the gen’ral weal.

Such were not they of old, whofe temper’d blades
Difpers’d the fhackles of ufurp’d control,

And hew’d them link from link : then Albion’s {ons
Were fons indeed ; they fele a filial heart

Beat high within them at a mother’s wrongs,
And, fhining each in his domeftic {phere,

Shone brighter ftill, once call’d to public view.
>Tis therefore many, whofe fequefter’d lot
Forbids their interference, looking on,
Anticipate perforce fome dire event;

And feeing the old caftle of the {tate,

That promis'd once more firmnefs, fo affail’d,
That all its tempelt beaten turrets fhake,

Stand motionlefs, expectants of its fal.

A1l has its date below ; the fatal hour

Was regifter’d in heav’n ere time began.

We turn to duft, and all our mightieft works
Die too: the deep foundations that we lay,
Time ploughs them up, and not a trace remains.
We build with what we deem eternal rock ;

A diftant age afks where the fabric ftood,

. And in the duft, fifted and fearch’d in vain,

“ The undifcoverable fecret {leeps.

THE END.
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L.L Priefts are not the fame: be underftood !
Priefts are like other folks, fome bad, fome goo:l.

What'’s Vice or Virtue fure admits no doubt,
Then Clergy, with Church miffion or without ;
When good, or bad, annex we to your name,
The greater honour, or the greatcr (hame.

Mark how a country Curate once could rife
The' neither learn’d, nor witty, good nor wife !
Of innkeeper or butcher if begot,

At Cam, or 1fis bred, imports it not.
A Servitor he was,—* Of Hall or College "

Afk not—to neither credit is his knowledge.
Four years thro’ foggy ale, yet made him fee
Juft his neck verfe to read, and take degree.

A gown with added fleeves, hé now may wear:
W hile his round hat transforms into a {quare.
Him quite unfconc’d, the butt’ry book {hall own,
At pray’rs, tho’ ne’er devout, fo conftant known.
Let teftimonials then his worth difclofe !

He gains a caffock, beaver and a rofe.

A Curate now, his furniture review !

A few old fermons and a bottle-{crew.
«« A Curate '—where? His name (cries one) recite!

« Ortell me this;—Is pudding his delight ?

His



(2 )

““ Why ours loves pudding !” Does he {o? ’tis he!
c A Serf.h_or'.’” Sure Curtt will find a key.
His Alma Mater now he quite forfakes,
She gave mm one degree, and two he takes.
He now the hood and {leeve of Mafter wears !
“ A Doctor;” (quoth they)—and lo, a fcarf he bears!
A f{welhng, rufiing, glofiy {carf!—vyet he,
By pecr unquahﬁefi as by degree.

This Curate lezrns church dues and law to teize,
When time fzll ferve for tythes and {urphice fees ;
When ’{capes {fome pﬂmon 'd girl from guardian’s pow’r,
He the fn"g licence gets for nuptial hour,

And rend’nng vain her parent’s prudent cares,
10 tharper weds her, and with tharper {hares.
I et babes of poverty convulfive lie;

No bottle waizs, tho’ babe unfprinkl’d die.

2if office ferves the fun'ral, 1f it bring
o hope of [cari, of hat band, gloves, or ring.
Boes any w ta]u,} fair defponding lye,

With ff:mr ous confcience. tho’ fhe knows not why ;
Would cordial counfel make the patient well?

Our Prictt fnall raife the vapour, not difpel.

His cant fome orphan’s piteous cafe fhall bring,

He bids her give, the widow’s heart to fing.

He pleads for age 1n want—and, while {he lingers,
Thus fnares her chanty with bird-lime fingers.

Now 1n the Patron’s manfion fee the wigh,

Fattious for pow’r—a fon of Levi rlf‘rht'
Servile to ’Squires ; to vaffals proud lls mien,
As Codex to inferior clergy {een.

He flatters il vou bluth ; bui, when withdrawn,
*T1s his to {lander, as t'was his to fawn.

He pumps for fecrets, pries o’er fervants ways,
Arnd, like a meddhng Prielt, can mifchict rafe ;
And from .fuch milchief thus can plead defert.

¢ ’le all my Patron’sinCieft at my heart.”
Deep in hits min all wrongs from others live,

None more need p'lrdon, “and none lefs ILVE.
At whatdoes next his erudition aim ?

To kill the fooied and the feather’d game :
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T'han this apoftle fora daintier difh,

With line or net, fhall plot the fate of fifh.

In kitchen what the cookmaid calls a cot,

In cellar with the butler, brother {ot,

Here too he corks; 1n brewhoufe, hops the beer,
Brightin the hall, his parts at whiftappear;
Dext’rous to pack, yet atall cheats exclaiming,
This Pr.eft has av’rice, av’rice, 1tch of gaming,
And gaming fraud ;—but fair he ftrikes the ball,
And at the plain of billiard pockets all.

At tables now—but oh! if gammon’d there,
The ftartling echos, learn, like him to {wear !
Tho’ ne’er at authors 1n the tudy feen,

At bowls fagacious, mafter of the green.

A connoifieur, as cunning as a fox,

To bet on racers, or on battling cocks,

'T'o preach o’er beer, in boroughs to procure
Voters, to make the 'Squire’s clection fure:

For this, when clowns ftare, gape, and grin, and bawl,
Kree to buffoon his funétion to ’em all.

When the clod Juftice fome horfe-laugh would raife,
toremoft the dullelt of dull jokes to praife ;

To fay, or unfay at his Patron’s nod,

Todo the will of all—{uve that of God.

His int'reft the moft fervile part he deems,
Yet much he {ways, where much to ferve he feems ;
He {ways his patron, rules the lady moft,

And, as he rules the lady, rules the roatft.

Old tradefmen muft give way to new—his aim
Extorted poundage, once the fteward’s claim.
Tenants are rais’d, or as his pow’r encreafes,
Unlefs they fine to him, renew no leafes,

Thus tradefmen, fervants, tenants, none are free,
Their lofs and murmur are his gain and glee,

Lux’ry he loves; but like a prieft of {enfe,
Liv’n lux’ry loves not, at his own expence.

‘Tho’ harlot paffion wanton with his will,
Yet av'rice is his wedded paffion fhll.

See him with napkin, o’er his band tuck’d 1n,’
While the rich greafe hangs ¢lift’ning on his chin;

: A2

Or.
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Or, asthe dew from Aaron’s beard declines,

Ev’n to his garment hem, {oft trickling thines !

He ieeds and feeds, {wills foup and {ucks up marrow,
Swills, fucks, and feeds, till leach’rous as a fparrow.
T hy pleafure, Onan, now no more delighs,

‘The lone amufement of his chafter nights.

He boafts—(let ladies put him to the teft 1)

Strong back, broad fhoulders, and a well built cheft,
With {bff 'ning nerves, now fteals he fly away,
Alert, warm, chuckling, ripe for am’rous play;

Rij:e to carefs the lafs, he once thought meet,

At church to chide, when pennanc’d in a theet,

He pants, the uullating joy to prove ;

The fierce, thort fallies of luxurious love.

Not fair Cadefis and Confeflor than they,

In ftraining tranfport, more lafcivious lay.

Conceives her womb, while each {o mettled thrills,
He plies her now with love, and now with pills.

No more falfe penance, cloath’d in fhame upon her,

Thefe hill ker embro, and preferve her honour.
Rickes, love, pow r, his paffion then we own,

Czn he court pow’r, and pant not for renown ?

Fool, wife, good, w u:Lf:d —all defire a name,

Than him, young herces turn not more for fame,

While about ways of Heav'n the {chool-men jar,

(Tke church re echoing to the wordy war)

The ways of Earth, he, (on his horfe aftride)

Can with big words conteft, with blows decide ; A

Fle dares {fcme carner, charg'd with cumb’rous load,

Difpuics, difmounts, and boxes for the road.

Ye hooting boys, * Oh! well play’d, Parfon, cry!
Oh! well p]ay d, Parfon! hooting vales reply ;
Winds watt it to cachedral domes ar ound,

Cathedral domes, from inmoft quires refound.
The man has many meritorious ways,
He’ll imoke his Pipe; and 1 ondon’s prelate praife.
His publick pray’rs, his oaths for George declare,
Yet mental refervaiion may for fwcdr,
For, 1ate with ﬁiends, he now 1n royal fiealch,
Hiccups, and fiagg’ring cries—¢ King Jemmy’s health.”

G od



(5 )

Ged’s word he preaches now, and now profanes,

Now {wallows camels, and at gnats now ftrains.

He pities men, who, in unnighteous days,

Read, or what's worfe, write poetry and plays.

He readeth not what any author faith,

The more his merit in implicit faith.

Thofe who a jot from mother church recede

He damns like any Athanafian creed ;

He rails at Hoadley, fo can zeal poffefs him,

He’s orthodox, as Gibfon’s {felf—God blefs him.
Satan, whom yet, for once, he pays thank{giving,

Sweeps off th’ Incumbent now of fat-goofe living,

He feeks his patron’s lady, finds the fair,

And for her wnt’reft firft prefers his pray’r.

« You pofe me not (faid fhe) tho’ hard the tafk;

¢« Tho’ hufbands {eldom give what wives will afk.

¢« My dearee does not yet to think incline,

«« How oft your neft you fcather, Prieft, from mine,

<« This pin-money, tho’ thort, has not betray’d,

“« Nor jewels pawn’d, nor tradefmen’s bills unpaid ;

¢« Mine is the female fathionable fkill,

« To win my wants by cheating at quadrille.

« You bid me, with prim look, the world delude,

« Nor fins my prieft demurer than his prude.

« Leaft thinks, my lord, you plant the fecret hosn,

“ That yours his hopeful heir, fo newly born.

““ I"is mine, to tieze him firft with jealous fears,

“ And thunder all my virtue 1n his ears;

“ My virtue rules unqueftion’d—Where’s the cue

¢« For that which governs him, to govern you? )

“ ] gave you pow’r, the fanuly complain;

« [ gave you love, but all your love 15 gain.

“ My int'reft, wealth, for thefe alone you burn,

* W ich thele you leave me, and with thefe return :

“ Then, as no truant wants excufe for play,

“ "[was duty—duty call’d you far away;

“ The fick to vifit—fome miles oft to preach,

“ ——You come not, but to {fuck one, like a leach.”

Thus lady like, the wanders from the cale,

Keeps to no pait, but runs a wild goofe chace.
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She talks and talks—to him her words afre wind,
For fat goofe living fills alone her mind.

He leaves her: 1o his Patron warm apphes,
¢« But Parfon, mark the terms, {his Patron cries)
¢ Yon door, you held for me, and hand maid Nell,
¢« The girl now fickens, and fhe {foon will {well.

« My {poufe has yet no jealous odd conjectures,

¢ Oh, fhield my morning reft from curtzin lectures!
¢« Parion take breeding Nelly, quick to vife,

¢« Ard fat-goofe living then 1s yours for life.”

Fatron and {roufe thus mutually bezuil’d,
Patron and Preit thus own each others child.
Smock fimony agreed—thus curates rife,

Tho’ neither, learn’d, nor witty, good, nor wife.

Vicars, {peor wights!) for loft imprepriation,
Rue, tho’ good Proteflants, the Reformartion.
Preferr’d from Curate, fee our foui’s protecior,
No murmning Vicar, but réjoicing Recrer ;

Not hir'd by laymen, nor by iaymen fhewn,
Church lands not theirs, and tythes no more his own !

His Patron can’t revoke, butr may repent,

T o kuiiy now, not pieafe, cur Farfon’s bent.
W ken ;rom cdependence fieed, (fuch prieflly wul!)
Priefis joon treat ail, tut firft thar Paironsill.

Veltries he rates— Y lawyers hither draw !

He frnacks—HEis pecple deep are plung'd 1n law.
Now tacle plague thoie, tits panth now {ues that,
For burying or mzintaining fondling brat.

Now wiith churchwardens cribs the rev’rend thief,
From workhoule pittance, and collection brief ;
N2y facramental, thus purloins as {ure,

And ev’n at altars thus defrauds the poor.

Poor felks he’ll thun, but pray by rich, ifill,
And watch, and watch, to fhde into their will
Then pop, perchance 1n confecrated wine,

What fpeeds the {oul, he fits for realms divine.

Why could not London, this good Parfon gain ¢
Before him fepulchres had rentin twain
Then had he learn’d, with fextons to invade,

And finp with facnilegious hands the dead ;

To



(7 )

o tear off rings e’er yet the finger rots
[o part them—for th’ vefture fhroud caft lots
Had made dead fculls for coin the chymifts fhare,
[he female corpfe, the furgeon’s purchafed ware ;
And peeping viewed, when for diffection laid,
That fecret place, which love has facred made.
Grudge heroes not your heads in ftills enclos’d !
Grudge not ye fair, your parts ripp’d up, expos’d !
As {trikes the choice anatomy our eyes,
As here dead fkulls. in quick’ning cordials rife -
From Egypt thus, a nival traffic {prings,
Her vended mumimies thus were once her kings ;
The Iine of Ninus now in drugt is roil’d,
And Prolemy’s himfelf for balfam fold.
Volumes, unread, his library compofe ;
Gay fhine their gilded backs in letter’d rows.
Cheap he collefts—his friends the dupes, are known
They buy, he borrows, and eich books his own.

Poor neighbours earn hi ale, but earn it dear,
His zle he trafficks for a nobler cheer.

For mugs of ale fome poach—no game they fpare,
Nor pheafant, partridge, woodcock, {nipe, nor hare,
Some plunder nifh ponds, others Jven’fon thieves,)
The foreft ravage, and the Prieft recetves.

Let plenty at his board, then lacquey ferve,

No ;—tho” with plenty penury will ftarve.

He deals with London hihmongers— hi. books
Swell 1n accounts with poult’rers and with cooks.

Wide and nore wide his 1 eliing fortune flows ;
Narrower and nartower fill, his {piric grows,

His {ervants— hard has fate their lot decreed,
They tail like horfes, like Cameleons feed.
Sunday, no fabbath, 1. 1n labour {pent,

And Chnifimas renders them as lean as lent,
Their long, nor fai:hful fervices engage,
See ’em difmifs’d in ficknefs, or in age.

His wife, poor Nelly, leads a life of dread,
Now brat, now pinch'd in arms, and now in bread,
If decent powder deck the adjutted hair,

It modifh filk, for once, improve her air;

Her
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Her with paft faults, thus fhocks his cruel tone,

Faults—tho’ from thence her dow’ry, now his own, -

«« Thus fhall my purfe your carnal joys procure?

« All drefs 1s nothing, but a harlot’s Jure.

« Sackcloth alone, your {in (hould penacn’d wear,

¢« Your locks, uncomb’d, wiih afhes {prinkled {tare.

“« Spare diet thins the blood—if more you crave,

« *Tis mine my viands, and your foul to fave.

« Blood muft be drawn, not {fwell'"d—then firip and dread,

«« This waving horfe-whip circling o’er my head !

“ Be yours the blubb’ring lip, and whimp'ring €ye,

““ Frequent this lzfh fhall right'ous {tripes iupply.

 Whzt fauall you? Call no kindred to your aid,

“ You wedded, when no widow ; yet no maud.

« hd law Mecfaic® now 1n force remain,

““ Say to what father durft you then complain ?

“ What had your virtues witnefs’d ? well I know,

No bndal thezis could virgin tokens thow.

¢« Elders had foughz, but mfs’d the figning red,

“ And law, then harici, {irait had fton’d you dead.
Nor former vice zlons her pain enfures,

Neily, for prefent virtue much endures ;

For lo, the charms fome wealthy, am’rous fquire!

Her {poule would let her, like his man, for hire.

"Twere thus no fie, fhcuid love her limbs employ,

Be his the proft, and be hers the joy!

This when her chaftity, or pride dentes,

His words reproach her, and his kicks chaftife.

At length, in childbed, fhe with broken heart,
Tips-off, poor {oul '—Let her in peace depart !
He mourns her death, who did her life deftroy;
He weeps ; and weeps—Oh, how he weeps—for joy!

Then cries with feeming grief—< Is Nelly dead?
< No more with woman creak, my couch or bed !”
"Tis true ; he fpoufe nor doxy, more enjoys,

Women fareweil! He lufts not—but for boys.

* Vide Deuteronomy Chap. xxii.ver. 13, 14, 15,16, 17, 18, 19, 20, 21,

This
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This Prieft, ye clergy, not fititious cafl,
Think him not form’d, to reprefent ye ali.
Should fatire, quirks of vile attornies draw,
Say, would that mean to ridicule all law?
Defcribe fome murd’ring quack with want of knowledge,
Wouli true phyficians cry—you mean the college ?
Bleft be your cloth !~—But, if in him, ’us curft,
*Tis as beft things corrupted, are the worlt.
But left, with keys, the guiltlefs curll defame,
Be publifhed here—Melchifedeck his name.
Of Oxford too; but her ftri¢t terms have drop’d him,
And Cambridge ad eundum fhall adopt him.
Of arts now mafter, bim the hood confirms,
'Scap’d are his exercifes, "fcap’d his terms.
See the degree of doftor next excite !
The fcarf, he once ufurp’d becomes his right.
A Doftor? could he difputants refute ¢
Not fo—firlt compromis’d was the difpute.
At fat goole living, feldom he refides,
A Curate there, fmall pittance well provides.
See him at London ftudioully profound,
With bags of gold, not books, encompafs’d round!
He, from the broker, how to job difcerns,
He, from the {criv’ner, art of ufury learns:
How to let int’reft run on int’reft knows,
And how to draw the mortgage, how foreclofe.
Tenants and boroughs bought with mon’ftrous treafure,
Elections turn obedient to his pleafure.
Like Stubbing, let him county mobs fupport,
And then like Stubbing, crave a grace at court ;
He fues, he tiezes, and he perleveres,
Nat blufhlefs Henley lefs abafh’d appears.
His impudence of proof 1n ev’ry trial
Kens no polite, and heeds no plain dental,
A [py, he aims, by others fall to rife ;
Vile as Ifcariot U—, betrays, belies ;
And fay, what better recommends than this ?
Lo, Codex greets hun with a holy kifs;
Him thus inftruéts in controverfial {tuff,
Him, who ne’er argued, but with kick and cuff!

My
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My weekly mifcellany be your lore !

« Thence rife, at once, the champion of church pow’r !
«« The trick of jumbling contradi¢tions know ;

“ Inchurch be high, in politicks {feem low.

« Seek fome antagonift, then wound his name,

¢« The better fhll his life, the more defame:

« Quote him unfair, and, in expreflion quain,

© Force him to father meanings, never meant

“ Tearn but mere names, refiftlefs in your page,

“ Yor thefe enchant the vulgar, thoie enrage.

«« Name CHURCH, that myftic {pell thall mobs command,
« Let HERETIC, each reas’oning Chriftian brand;

“ Cry SCHISMATICK, let men of confcience {hrink,
““ Cry INFIDEL, and who fhall dare to think:

““ Invoke the civil power, not fenfe, for aid,

¢« Affert, not argue, menace, not purfuade ;

¢¢ Shew Difcord and her fiends would fave the nation,

<« But her call Peace, her fiends, a convocation.

« By me, and Webfter, fiaithed thus at {chool,

«« Laft, for the pulpit learn this golden rule!

“« Detach the fenfz, and pother o’er the text,
 And puzzle firft yourfelf, your audience next;
¢ Ne'er let your doctrine, ethic iruth 1mpart,

¢ Be that as free from morals, as your heart .

<« Say faith, without one virtue, fhall do well,

«« But, withous faith, all virtues doom to hell!

¢« What 1s this faith? Not what (as Scripture {hows)
« Appeals to reafon, when ‘twould truzh difclole,
« This, acainft reafon, dare we recommenc,

« Faith may be true, but not on truth depend.
 *Tis myftic light—A hght, which {fhall conceal :
« A revelation, which {hall not ieveal.

« If faith is faith, "tis orthodox—in bref,

« Belief, not orthodox, is not belief;

«« And who has not belief, pronounce him plain
- Wo Chriftian— Codex bids you t4is mamtiimn.”

Thus, with much wealth, fome jargon and no grace,
To feat erifcopal our Dodtor trace .
Codex deceiving the fupcrior cai,
Procures the Congeé (much mifcail'd) d’Elire,
(Let this the force of cur fine precept tell,
1 iat faith without one virtue fhall do well?)

The
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The Dean and Chapter daring not t’enquire

Ele€t him '-—Why ?—To thun a premunire.
Within, witheut, be tidings rol’d around,

Organs within, and bells without refound.

Lawn fleev’d and mitred, ftand he now confeft !
See Codex confecrate —A folemn jeft!

The wicked’s pray’rs prevail not—pardon me,
Who, for your Lordfhip’s blefling, bend—no knee.

Like other Priefts, when to fmall fees you fend " e,
Let ours hold fat-goofc living in Commendam !

An officer, who ne’er his king rever'd,

For trait’rous toafts and cowardice cafhier’d :

A broken ’Pothecary, once renown’d

For drugs, that poifon’d half the country round,
From whom warm girls, if pregnant ¢’er they marry,
Take phyfick, and for honour’s fake mifcarry.

A lawyer fam’d, for length’ming bills of coft,
While much he plagu’'d mankind, his clients molt ;
To lick up ev’ry neighbour’s fortune known,
And then let lux’ry lick up all his own.

A Cambridge {foph, who once for wit, was held
Efteem’d; but vicious, and for vice expell’d :
With parts, his Lordfhip’s lame one’s to {upport,
In well tim’d fermons, fit to cant at court;

Or accurately pen (a talent better)

His Lordfhip’s fenate fpeech, and paft’ral letter:
Thefe four to purify from f{inful ftains,

This Bifhop firft abfolves, and then ordains,

1His Chaplains thefe ; and cach of rifing knows
Thofe right’ous arts ; by which their Patron rofe.

See him LORD SPIRITUAL, dead voting {eated !
e foon, tho’ not to Heav’n, thall be tranflated.
Would now the Mitre circle Rundle’s creft 2
See him with Codex, ready to proteft !

Thus holy, holy, holy Bifhop nife ;
Tho’ neither learn’d, nor witty, good, nor wife !

Think not thefe lays, ye Clergy, would abufe ;
Thus, when thele lays commenc’d, prenus’d the Mufe.
< Al Priefts are not the fame, be underftood !

« Prieftsarc, like other folks, fome bad, fome good.”

The
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The good no fanction give the wicked's fame,

Nor with the wicked fhare the good 1n fhame.

Then wife free-thinkers cry not imartly thus—

¢ 1s the Prieft work’d?—T he poet’s one of us.
Free thinkers, bigors are alike to me,

For thefe mifdeem half-thinking, thinking {ree;

Thele fpeculatives without fpeculation,

Call my{t'ry, and credulity falvacon.

1 ¢t us believe with reafon, and in chief,

1.t our good works demonftraie our belief,

IFzith, without virtue, never fhall ao well,

And never virtue without faith excel.
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