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My ManpoLinE—what place can mufic find
Amid the difcord of my reftlefs mind ?

How fhall I wafte this time which flowly flies !
How lull to flumber my reluant eyes !
"This night the happy and th’ unhappy keep
Vigils alike,—N * * # }g; murder’d fleep.
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The FAKEER: A Tarrn.
By the Same.

Fakerr (a religious well known in the Eaft
Not much like a parfon, fill lefs like a prieft)
With no canting, no {ly jefuitical arts,
Field-preaching, hypocrify, learning or parts ;
By a happy refinement in mortification,
Grew the oracle, faint, and the pope of his nation. i
But what did he do this efteem to acquire?
Did he torture his head or his bofom with fire ?
Was his neck in a portable pillory cas’d ?
Did he faften a chain to his leg or his waift ?
No. His holinefs rofe to this fovereign pitch
By the merit of running long nails in his breech.
A wealthy young Indian, approaching the fhrine,
Thus in banter accofts the prophetic divine :
This tribute accept for your int’reft with FO, [know ;
Whom with torture you ferve, and whofe will you muft
To




To your {uppliant difclofe his immortal decree ;
Tell me which of the heav'ns is allotted for me.
PAkEER,
Let me firft know your merits,
Inp1AN,
I firive to be juft:
To be true to my friend, to my wife, to my truft:
In religion 1 duly obferve ev'ry form :
With an heart to my country devoted and warm :
I give to the poor, and I lend to the rich——
FAREER.
But how many nails do you run in your breech ?
Inpran.
With {ubmiflion I fpeak to your rev'rence’s tail 5
But mine has no tafte for a ten-penny nail.
FakEeERr.
Well ! T'll pray to our prophet and ‘get you prefer’d ;
Though no farther expeét than to heaven the third.
With me in the thirtieth your feat obtain,
You muft qualify duly with hunger and pain.
INDIAN.
With you in the thirtieth ! you impudent rogue !
Can fuch wretches as you give to madnefs a vogue !
Though the priefthood of FO on the vulgar impofe,
By fquinting whole years at the end of their nofe,
Though with cruel devices of mortification

They adere a vain idol of modern creation,
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Does the God of the heay’ns fuch a fervice diredt ?
Can his mercy approve a felf-punifhing {eét ?

Will his wifdom be worfhip’d with chains and with nails ?
Or e’er look for his rites in your nofes and tails 2
Come along to my houfe and thefe penances leave,
Give your belly a feaft, and your breech a repricve.
"This reas’ning unhing’d each fanatical notion ;
And ftagger’d our faint, in his chair of promotion.
At length with reluftance he rofe from his feat :
And refigning his nails and his fame for retreat ;
Two weeks his new life he admir’d and enjoy’d :
‘The third he with plenty and quiet was cloy’d.
To Iive undiftinguifh’d to him was the pain,
An exiftence unnotic’d he could not fuftain,
In retirement he figh’d for the fame-giving chair :
For the crowd to admire him, to rev’rence and flare :
No endearments of pleafure and eafe could prevail ;
He the faintlhip refum’d, and new larded his tail.
Our FAKEER reprefents all the vot’ries of fame ;
Their ideas, their means, and their end is the fame :
The {portfman, the buck; &l the heroes of vice,
With their gallantry, lewdnefs, the bottle and dice;
The poets, the cri

cs, the metaphyficians,
The courtier, the patriot, all politicians ;
The flatefman begirt with th’ importunate ring,
(I had almoft compleated my lift with the king)
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All labour alike to illuftrate my tal
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All tortur’d by choice with th’ invifitle nail,
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