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By the Same.

V HEN I firft came to London, I rambled about
From fermon to fermon, took a flice and wentou,

Then on me, in divinity batcheler, try’d

Many priefts to obtrude a Levitical bride 3

And urging their various opinions, intended

To make me wed fyftems, which they recommended.
Said a letcl’rous old fry’r fkulking near Lincoln’s Inn,

Whofe trade’s to abfolve, but whofe paftime’s to fin;

Who, fpider-like, feizes weak proteftant flics,

‘Which hung in his fophiftry cobweb he fpies 5

Ah pity your foul, for without our church pale, "

If you happen to die, to be damn’d you can’t fail ; |

The bible, you boaft, is a wild revelation,

Hear a church that can’t err if you hope for falvation,
Said a formal non-con, whofe rich ftock of grace

Lies forward expos’d in thop-window of face, |

Ah! pity your foul, come, be of our feé, .

For then you are fafe, and may-plead you're eled ; !

As it ftands in the Ats, we can prove ourfelves faints,

Being Chrift’s little flock ev’ry where {poke againt.

Said |
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