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T FHE

READE R

2 H E Nation s in too high a Ferment,
,.'gisgli/.fﬂ for me to expect either fair War, or
\ W

T { even fo much as fair Quarter, from a
4k Reader of the oppofite Party. All
QQQ Men are engag’d either on this fide
: or that: and tho’ Confcience is the
wmmon #7ord, which is given by both ; yet if a
Writer fall among Enemies, and cannot give the
Marks of Their Confcience, he is Lknock’d down
before the Reafons of his own are heard. A Pre-
fe, therefore, which is but a befpeaking of I'a-
Your, is altogether ufelels. What I defire the Rea-
der thould know concerning me, he will find in the
Body of the Poem, if he have but the patience to
perufe it.  Only this Advertifement let him take be-
frehand, which relates to the Merits of the Caufe.
No general Chara&ers of Parties (call em either
s or Churches) can be fo fullyand exactly drawn,
& to comprehend all the feveral Members of ’em ;
#leak all fuch as are receiv’d under that Denomi-
mtion.. For example ; there are fome of the Church
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246 PREFACE.

by Law Eftablifh’d, who envy not Liberty of Cop-
{cience to Difienters ; as being well fatisfied that,
according to theirown Principles, they ought nott
perfecute them. Yet thele, by reafon of their few.
nefs, I could not diftinguith from the Numbers of
the reft, with whom they are Embedied in one com.
mon Name. On the other {ide, there are many of
our'Seéts, and more indeed than I could reafonably
have hop’d, who have withdrawn themfelves from
the communion of the Paxnther, and embrac’d thi
Gracious Indulgence of his Majelty in point of Tole.
ratien. But neither to the one nor theother of thefe
is this Satire any way intended : ’tis aim’d only at
the refraéory and difobedient on cither fide. For
thofe, whoare come over tothe Royal Party, are cons
fequently fuppos’d to be cut of Gunfhot, "Our Phy-
ficians have obferv’d, that, in procefsof Time, fome
Difeafes have abated of their Virulence, and havein
a manner worn out their Malignity, fo as to be no
longer Mortal : And why may not 1 fuppofe the fame
concerning fome of thofe, who have formerly been
Enemiesto Kingly Government, as well as Catholick
Religion ? I hope they have now another Notion of
both, as having found, by comfortable Experience,
that the Doétrine of Perfecution is far from being
an Article of our Faith.

’Tis not for any private Man to cenfure the Pro-
ceedings of a Foreign Prince : But, without fufpici-
on of I'giattery, I may praife our own, who has taken
contrary Meafures, and thofe more fuitable to the
Spirit of Chriftianity. Some of the Diflenters, in
their Addrefles to his Majefty, have faid, That k
has refor'd Ged to his Empire over Confcience. 1
confels, I dare not ftreteh the Figure to 1'«13} lgdreﬁt}
oldnels:
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PUROE R A G E, 247

poldnefs: But I may fafely fay, that Confcience is the
Roy alty and Prerogative of every private Man. He
s abfolute in his own Breaft, and accuntable to no
Farthly Power, for that which pafles only betwixt
God and him.  T'hofe, who are driven into the Fold,
are, generally {peaking, rather made Hypocrites, than
ConTcrts.

This Indulgence being granted to all the Sets, it
ought in reafon to be C\l‘u_tcd that they thould both
feccive it, and receive it thankfully. For, at this

me of day, to refufe the Benefit, and adhere to thofe,

\lmm thg} have efteem’d their Perfecutors, what is
itelfe, but publickly to own, that they {.u.cx d no
before for Confcience fake, butonly out of Pudﬂand
Obftinacy, tofeparate imm a Church for thoie Impo-
fitions, which they now judge may be lawfully obey-
ef? After they have folong contended for their Claf-
fical Ordination (nm o f[[ 1k of Rites and Ceremo-
nies) will they at length fubmit to an Epifcopal ? If
mc» can go fo Ln out of Complaifance to their old
Encmm’%, methinks, a little Reafon fhould perfuade
‘em to takeanother ftep, and fee whither that wou'd
lead ’em.
Ofthereceiving thisToleration thank fully I fhall fay
mmore, than that they ounht, and I doubt not thr',r
vill confider from what hand they receiv’d it. *T'is
not from a Cyrus, a Heathen Prince, and a Foreigner,
but from a Chriftian King, their Native Sovereign ;
who expeéts a Return in é[}rfw from them, that
tie Kindnefs, which he has nrnc-ouﬁ) fhewn them
may be retaliated on thofe ¢f his own Perfuafion,

As for the Poem in general, I will only thus far
ftisfy the Reader : T hat it was neither impos’d on
me, nor fo much as the Subject given me by any Man.
It was written during the laft Winter, and the be-

14 ginning,
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PREFEACE,

his Spring ; thouzh with long interry,
Health, and other Hindrances. Abou;
ore | had finifh’d it, His Maijefty’s De.
1+ for Lﬂ‘,c;tr\’ of Confcience came abroad:
ich ifT had fo foon expected, I might have fpar'd
» felf the labou iting many things whichar
ird Part of it. ~But I was alwap

the Church of England mig]zr
to have taker the Pen
et ne Defign of the

» when T propes’d to my felf the wrizii:g of i,
part of it was only occafio
>d ¢ T mean that defenceof
woneft Man is bound, when
ioufly attack’d in Print: And I refer my
the Judgment of thofe, who have read the
the Defence of the late King’s Papen,
and that of the Dutchefs (in which laft [ was con-
cerned) how charitably [ have been reprefented there,
lam now inform’d beth of the Author and Superi.
fors of this Pamphlet, and will reply, when I think
he can affront me: For I am of Sacrates’s Opinion,
that all Creaturescannot. In the mean time, let him
confider, whether he deferv’d not a more fevere re
prehenfion, thanI gave him formerly, for ufingfolit
tle refpect to the Memory of thofe, whom he pretended
toanfwer ; And at his leifure, look out for fome Orie
ginal T'reatife of Humility, written by any Proteftant
in Englifh ; 1 believeImay fay inany other Tongue:
for the magnified Piece of Dusucomb on that Subjett,
which either he muft mean, or nene, and with which
another of hisFellows has upbraided me, was Trank
lated from the Spanifh cf Rodriguez ; tho’ with the
Omiffion of the 17¢h, the z4th, the 252k, and 1thfl
et

my icift, to w
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L

laft Chapter, which will be found in comparing of

the Books.

He would have infinuated to the World, that her
late H]g hnefs died not a Roman (,‘lthohuk He de
clares himfelf to be now fatisfied t6 the contrary ; in
which he has given up the Caufe: For matter of i‘:.ct
was the Principal Debate betwixt us. In the mean
time, he wuuld difpute the Motives of her Change ;
how prepofteroufly, letall Men judoe,when he feem’d
to deny thc bnbjcé‘* of the (untruu.rﬂ, the Change
it felf.  And becaufe I would not take up this ridicu-
lous Challenge, he tells the World I cannot argue::
But 11_ may as well infer, that a (....U- k can-
not faft, becaufe he will not take up the Cudgels
againit Mrs, * Fames, to confute the Proteftant Re-
ligr'm.

I have but one word more to fay concerning the
Poem as fuch, and abftraéting from the Matters, ei-
u.er Religious or Civil, which are handle d in it. fnc

,'r’ ma‘ confi ﬂmp nmh in genéral Char:

Oll

s and
J have endeavour'd to raife, an d give it
the [\,I.ﬂ 1 urn of Heroick Poefy. The Jecond
being M.tttu of Difpute, and chie ﬂ» concerning
Church Autl ()nty, I was oblig’d to make as )mn
and perfpicuous as poflibly I cou’d ; yet not whol y
negleéting the I\ml bers, thouzh I hul not frequer
0c cﬂlws for the M T.anc“nu of Verfe. T
which has more of the Mature of Pomeftic C. nver-
fation, is, or ought to be, more free and Fmiliar
than the two former.

There are in it two L/J;,w
are interwoven with the main ,_‘
are properly Parts of it, though ‘Jv:' allo di-
ftin&t Stories of themf Bl es. In bothof thefe I have
made ufe of the common Places of Satire, whether

M s true.

'/1‘.’(:)
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250 B R EF HC B

true or falfe, which are urg’'d by the Members of the
one Church againft the other : At which [ hope ng
Reader of either Party will be fcandaliz’d, becaufe
they are not of my Invention, but as old, to my
knowledge, as the Times of Boccace and Chaucer
on the one fide, and as thofe of the Reformation on
the other. ; ;
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chang’d,

rang'd ;

no Sin.

HIND and the PANTHER.

Milk-white Hind, immortal and un~
Fed on the Lawns, and in the Foreft

e-@ Without unfpotted, innocent within,
DN She feard no Danger, for fhe knew

Yet had fhe oft been chas’d with Horns and Hounds,

And Scythian fhafis ; and many winged Wounds

Aim'd at her Heart; was often forc’d to fly,

And doom’d to Death, though fated not to die.
Not {o her young ; for their unequal Line

Was Hero's make, half Human, half Divine.

Their earthly Mold cbnoxious was to Fate,

TI’ immortal part affum’d immortal State,

Of thefe a flaughter’d Army lay in Blood,

Extended o'er the Caledonian Wood,

Their native walk ; whofe vocal Blood arofe,

And cry’d for Parden on their periur'd Foes.

Theix




2¢2  PoeMs on feveral Qe

12005 .
Their Fate was fruitful, and the fanguine Seed,
Endu’d with Souls, increas’d the facred Breed.

So Captive Ifrae! multiply’d in Chains,

A numerous Exile, and enjoy’d her Pains.

With Grief and Gladnefs mixt, their Mother view'd
Her martyr’d Offspring, and their Race renew'd ;
Their Corps to perifh, but their Kind to laft,

So much the deathlefs Plant the dying Fruit furpafsd,

Panting and Penfive now fhe rang’d alone,

And wander'd in the Kingdoms, once her own.

The common Hunt, tho’ from their Rage reftrain'd
By Sov’reign Pow’r, her Company difdain’d;
Grin'd as they pafs’d, and with a glaring Eye
Gave glcomy Signs of fecret Enmity.

*Tis true, fhe bounded by, and trip'd fo light,
‘T'hey had not time to take a fleady Sight.

For T'ruth has fuch a Face and fuch a Mien,

”d, needs only to be feen.

-7

d to form, in Groans her Hate exprefs'd,
Among the timerous kind the Quaking Hare
Profels’d Neuntrality, but would not fwear.
Next her the Buffoon Ape, as Atheifts ufe,
Mimick'd all Se&s, and had his own to choofe:
Still when the Lion look’d, his Knees he bent,
And pay’d at Church a Courtier’s Compliment,
The briftl'd Baptifl Bear, impure as he,

But whiten'd with the foam of San&ity,

With fat Poliutions Al’d the facred Place,

And Mountains levell’d in his furious Race :

So firlt Rebellion founded was in Grace.

Bue, fince the mighty Ravage, which he made
In German Forelts, had his Guilt betray'd,

With
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Poewms on feveral Occafions.  2¢2

With broleen T'atks, and.with a borrow’d Name,

He thun’d the Vengeance, and conceal'd the Shame ;

§o lurk’d in Sefts unfeen. Wich greater guile

Falfe Reynard fed on confecrated Spoil :

The gracelels Bealt by Athanafius firlt

Was chas’d from Nice, then by Socinus nurs'd :

His impious Race their Blafphemy renew'd,

And Nature’s King thro® Nature’s Opticks view’d.

Revers'd they view’d him leffen’d to their Eye,

Norin an Infant could a God defery.

New fwarming Sects to this obliguely tend,

Hence they berrm, and here they all will end.
What weight of antient Witnefls can prevail,

Ifprivate Reafon hold the publick Scale ?

But, gracious God, how well doft thou provide

For erring Judgments an unerring Guide ?

Thy Throne is Darknels in th’ abyfs of Light

Ablaze of Glory that forbids the fight.

0teach me to believe thee thus conceal’d,

And fearch no farther than thy felf reveal’d ;

But her alone for my Dire@or talke,

Whom thou haft promis’d never to forfake!

My thoughtlefs Youth was wing’d with vain Defires

r

My Manhood, long mif led by wandring Fires, Lgor.e,.
Follow'd falfe Lights ; and, when their Glimpfe was

My Pride ftruck out new Sparkles of her own.

Such was I, fuch-by Nature ftill I am;

Be thine the Glory, and be mine the Shame.

Good Life be now my Tifk : My Doubts are done:

What more could fright my Fajth, than three in One ?

Can I believe eternal God could lie ?
ifguis’d in mortal Mold and Infancy ?

t the great Maker of the World could die? g

S




274 PoEwms on feveral Occafions,

And, after that, truft my imperfe& Senfe,
Which calls in queftion his Omnipotence ?

Can I my Realon te my Faith compel ?

And fhall my Sight, and Touch, and Tafte rebel 7
Superior Faculties are fet afide ;

Shall their fubfervient Organs be my Guide ?
Then let the Moon ufurp the rule of Day,

And winking Tapers fhew the Sun his way ;

For what my Senfes can themfelves perceive,

I need no Revelation to believe.

Can they, who fay the Hoft fhould be defcry'd
By Senfe, define a Body glorify’d ?

Impaffible, and penetrating Parts ?

Let them declare, by what myfterious Axts

He fhot that Body through th® oppofing might
Of Bolts and Bars impervious to the Light,

And ftood before his T'rain confefs’d in open fight.
For, fince thus wond’roufly he pafs’d, ‘tis plain,
One fingle Place two Bedies did contain.

And fure the fame Omnipotence as well

Can make one Body in more places dwell.

Let Reafon then at her own Quarry fly,

But how can Finite grafp Infinity ?

*Tisurg’d again, that Faith did firft commence
By Miracles, which are Appeals to Senfe,

And thence concluded, that our Senfe muft be
The Motive ftill of Credibility.

Forlatter Ages muft on former wait,

And what began Belief muft propagate.

But winnow well this T'hought, and you fhall find
*Tis light as Chaff thatflies before the Wind.
Wereall thole Wonders wrought by Pow’r Divine,
As Means or Ends of fome more deep Defign ?

Moft
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Moft fure as Means, whofe End was this alone,

To prove the Godhead of th’ eternal Son,

God thus aflerted, Man is to believe

Beyond what Senfe and Reafon can conceive,

And for myfterious things of Faith rely

On the Proponent, Heaven’s Authority.

If then our Faith we for our Guide admit,

Vain is the farther fearch of human Wi,

Aswhen the Building gains a furer ftay,

We take th unufeful Scaffolding away.

Reafon' by Senfe no more can underftand ;

The Game is play’d into another Hand.

Why choofe we then like Bi/anders to creep

Along the Coaft, and Land in view to keep,

When fafely we may launch into the Deep ?

Inthe-fame Veflel, which our Saviour bore,

Himfelf the Pilot, let usleave the Shore,

And with a better Guide a better World explore,

Could he his Godhead veil with Fleth and Bleod,

And not veil thefe again to be our Food ?

HisGrace in both is equal in extent,

The firft affords us Life, the fecond Nourifhment.

Andif he can, why all this frantick Pain

Toconftrue what his cleareft Words contain,

And make a Riddle what he made fo plain?

To take up half on truft, and half to try,

Name it not Faith, but bungling Bigetry.

bth Knave and Fool the Merchant we may call,

To pay great Sums, and to compound the fmall :

For who wou’d break with Heav’n, and wou’d not
break for all ?

Relt then, my Soul, from endlefs Anguifh freed :

Nor Sciences thy Guide, nor Senfe thy Creed.

PoEss on feveral Occafions. 254
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256 PoEMs on feveral Occafions.

Faith is the belt Enfurer of thy Blifs ;

Ihc Banlk above mult fail before the Venture mifs,
But Heav'n and Heav’n-born Faith are far from thee,
Thou firft Apoftate to Divinity.

Unkennell’d range in thy Polnian Plains;

A fiercer Foe th’ infatiate /7s/f remains.

Too boaftful Britain, pleale thy feif no more,
That Beaits of Prey are banifh’d from thy Shore:
The Bear, the Boar, and every favage name,
Wild in effect, though in appearance tame,

Lay wafte thy Woods, deftroy thy blifsful Bow'r,
And,-muzzled though they feem, the Mutes devour.
More haughty than the reit, the /7 o//ij race )i
Appear with Belly gaunt, and famifh’d Face:
Wever was fo deform’d a Beaft of Grace.

His ragged Tail betwixt his Legs he wears,
Clofe clap’d for Shame ; but his rough Creft he rears
And pricks up hiz predeftinating Ears,

His wild diforder’d Walk, his haggard Eyes,
Did all the beftial Citizms furprize.

Though fear'd and hated, yet hc rul’d a-while,
As Captain er Companion of the Spoil.

Full many a Year his hateful Head 1 had been

For Tribute paid, nor fince in Cambria {een:
The laft of .ul the Litter fcap’d by chance,
And from Genewa firt infefted France.
Some Authors thus his Pedigree will trace,
But others write him of an upftart Race;
Becaufe of #ickliff’s Brood no mark he brings,
But his innate Antipathy to Kings.
Thefe laft deduce him from th® Helvetian kind,
‘Who near the Leman-iake his Confort lin’d :
That §'ry Zuinglius firft th Affetion bred,
And meagre Calvin bleft the Nuptial Bed,

..1
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Poems on feveral Offﬁﬁém.

(a) In Jjracl fome believe him whelp’
WJ"CH the prou \d Sanbedrim oppref(s'd the
Or, fince he will be Few, derive hi
When Coral with his Brethren did confp
From Mo/es’ Hand the Sov’reign Sway to wreft,
And Aaron of his Ephod to diveft
Till opening Earth made way for all to p
And cou’d not bear the Barden of a Cla/;.
The Fox and he came fhuflled in the Dark,
Ifever they were ftow’d in Noah's Ark :
Perhaps not made 5 for all their barking T'rain
The Dog (a common Species) will contain.
And fome wild Curs, who from their Mafters ran,
"‘i)'!c'wm; the Supremacy of Man,
In Woods and Caves the Rebel-race bcgm
O happy Pair, how \.ul have you increas’d !
What 11ls in (_,jlyl]'Ch and State have you redrefs’d ?
With Teeth untry’d, and Rudiments of Claws,
Your firft Effay was on your native Laws :
Thofe having torn with Eafe, and trampled down, ?
Your Fangs you faften'd on tle mitred Crown, a
And freed from God and Monarchy your Tewn, 5
What though your native Kennel ftill be {mall,
Bounded betwixt a Puddle and a Wall ;
Yet your victorious Colonies are fent
Where the North Ocean girds the Continent.
Quickned with fire below, your Monfters breed
Infenny Hplland, and in fruitful Taveed
And like the firft the laft affeés to be
Drn\vn to the dregs of a Democracy.
As, where in Fields the fairy rounds are feen,
Arank four Herbage rifes on the Green ;

Loy

(o) Vid. Pref: 1o Heyls Hifts of Prests




278 Poz s on feveral Occafions.

So, fpringing where thofe Midnight Elves advance,
Rebellion Prints the Footfteps of the Dance.

Such are their Do&rines, fuch contempt they fhow
To Heavenabove, andto their Prince below,

As none but Traitors and Blafphemers know.

God, like the Tyrant of the Skies, is plac'd,

And Kings, like Slaves, beneath the Crowd debas'd,
So falfom is their Food, that Flocks refufe

To bite, and only Dogs for Phyfic ufe.

As, where the Lightning runs along the Ground,
No Hufbandry can heal the blafting Wound ;

Nor bladed Grafs, nor bearded Corn fucceeds,

But Scales of Scurf and Putrefaction breeds :

Such Wars, fuch Wafte, fuch fiery Tracks of Dearth
Their Zeal has left, and fuch a teemlefs Earth,
But, as the Poifons of the deadlieft kind

Are to their own unhappy Coafts confind ;

£« only Indian Shades of Sight deprive,

And Magick Plants will but in Co/chas thrive ;

So Prefbyt’ry and Peftilential Zeal

Can only flourith in 2 Commonyeal,

From Celtict Woods is chas’d the awolfifh Crew ;
But ah ! fome Pity e’en to Brutes is due :

Their native Walks, methinks, they might enjoy,
Curb'd of their native Malice to deftroy,

OF all the Tyrannies on Human-kind,

The worft is that which Perfecutes the Miid,

Let us but weigh at what Offence we firike,
*Tis but becaufe we cannot think alike.

In punithing of this, we overthrow
The Laws of Nations and of Nature too;
Beafts are the Subjecs of tyrannick Sway,
Where £iill the fironger on the weaker prey.
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PoE Ms on feveral Occafons.
Wan only of a fofter Mold is made,
Not for his Fellow’s Ruin, but their Aid :
Created kind, beneficent and free,
The noble Image of the Deity.

One Portion of informing Fire was giv’n
ToBrutes, th’ inferior Family of Heav'n:
The Smith divine, as with a carelefs Beat,
§ruck out the mute Creation at a Heat :
But, when arriv’d at Jaft to human Race,
The Godhead took a deep confid’ring fpace ;
And, to diftinguifh Man from all the reft,
Unlock’d the facred T'reafures of his Breaft ;
And Mercy mixt with Reafon did impart,
One to his Head, the other to his Heart:
Reafon to Rule, but Mercy to forgive :
The firft is Law, the laft Prerogative.
And likee his Mind his outward Form appear’d,
When, iffuing naked, to the wondring Herd, g
lecharm’d their Eyes ; and, for they lov'd, they fear’d:
Not arm’d with Horns of arbitrary Might,
0r Claws to feize their furry Spoils in Fight,
Orwith increafe of Feet, t*o’ertalee’em in their flight:
Ofealy Shape, and pliant ev'ry way ;
Confefling ftill the foftnefs of his Clay,
And kind as Kings upon their Coronation Day : -
With open Hands, and with extended fpace
0f Arms, to fatisfy a large Embrace.
Thus kneaded up with Milk, the new-made Man
His Kingdom o’er his Kindred World began :
Till Knowledge mifapply’d, mifunderftood,
{And pride of Empire four’d his balmy Blood.
Then, firft rebelling, his own Stamp he coins 3
The Murd'rer Cain was latent in his Loins ;




260 Pozewms on feveral Occafions,

And Blood began its firlt and Joudeft Cry,
Yor diff’ring Worthip of the Deity,
Thus Perfecution rofe, and farther Space
Produc’d the mighty Hunter of his Race.
Not {o the blefled Pax his Flock increas’d,
Content to Fold "em from the famifh’d Beaft :
Mild were his Laws ; the Sheep and harmlefs Hind
Were never of the perfecating Kind,

Such Pity now the pious Pafior thows,

Such Mercy from the Britifp Lion flows,

That both provide Prote@tion from their Foes,

Oh happy Regions, Ztaly and Spain,

Which never did thefe Monfters entertain !

The 774if, the Bear, the Boar, can there advance
No native Claim of juft Inheritance,

And felf—prcibl'ving Laws, fevere in fhow,

May guard their Fences from th’ invading Foe..
Where Birth has plac’d ‘em, let *em fafely fhare
The common benefit of vital Air.

Them{clves unharmful, let them live unharm'd ;
"Their Jaws difabled, and their Claws difarm'd :
Here, only in no&urnal Howlings bold,

They dare not feize the Hind, nor leap the Fold,
More pow'rful, and as vigilant as they,

The Lion awfully forbids the Prey.

Their Rage repre(s'd, tho’ pinch'd with Famine fore,
They fland aloof, and tremble at his Roar :

Much is their Hunger, but their Fear is more.
Thefe are the Chief : to number o’er the reft,
And ftand, like 4dam, naming ev’ry Beaft,

Were weary Work ; nor will the Mufe defcribe

A flimy-born and fun-begotten Tribe ;
Who, far from Steeples and their facred Sound,
In Fields their fullen Conventicles found,




Thefe grofs, half-animated, Lumps I leave ;
Norcan I think what Thoughts they can conceive,
Jatif they think at all, ’tis fure no high'r

Than Matter, put in Motion, may afpire :

uls that can fcarce ferment their Mafs of Clay ;
%drofly, fo divifible are They,

Ywould but ferve pure Bodies for Allay:

. foch Souls as Shards produce, fuch beetle Things
dsonly buz to Heav’n with Ev’ning Wings ;
trikein the Dark, cffending but by Chance,

" Jiuch are the blindfold Blows of Ignorance.

Tiey know not Beings, and but hate a Name ;
lothem the Hind and Panther are the fame,

The Panther fure the nobleft, next the Hind,
ind faireft Creature of the fpotted Kind ;

b, could herin-born Stains be wafh’d away,

e were too good to be a Beaft of Prey !

fow can I praife, or blame, and not offend,
(how divide the Frailty from the Friend ?

fir Faults and Virtues lie fo mix’d, that the

i wholly ftands condemn’d, nor wholly free.
lien, like her injur'd Lion, let me fpeak ;
fecannot bend her, and he would not break.
likind already, and eftrang’d in part,

lie alf begins to fhare her wandring Heart.
lough unpolluted yet with aéual I,

At half commits, who fins but in her Will,

S asour dreaming Platonifis report,

here could be Spirits of a middle fort,

0 black for Heaven, and yet too white for Hell,
Tho juft dropt half way down, nor lower fell ;
bpois'd, fo gently fhe defcends from high,

\feems a foft difmiffion from the Sky.
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Her Houfe not ancient, whatfoe’er Pretence
Her Clergy Heralds make in her defence.
A fecond Century not half-way run,
Since the new Honours of her Blood begun.
A Lion old, obicene, and furious made
By Luft, comprefs’d her Mother in a Shade ;
Then, by aleft-hand Marriage, weds the Dame,
Covering Adult'ry with a fpecious Name :
So Schifm begot ; and Sacrilege and the,
A well match’d Pair, got gracelefs Herefy.
God’s and Kings Rebels have the fame good Caufe,
To trample down Divine and Human Laws :
Both would be call’d Reformers, and their Hate
Alike deftruéiive both to Church and State :
The Fruit proclaims the Plant ; a lawlefs Prince
By Luxury reform’d Incontinence ; E
By Ruins, Charity ; by Riots, Abftinence.
Confeflions, Fafts, and Penance fet afide ;
Oh with what Eafe we follow fuch a Guide, I
‘Where Souls are ftarv’d, and Senfes gratify’d!
Where Marriage Pleafures Midnight Pray’r fupply,
And Mattin Bells (a melancholy Cry) i
Are tun’d to merrier Notes, increafe and maltiply,
Religion fbews a rofy-colour'd Face ;
Not hatter’d out with drudging Works of Grace: %
A down-hill Reformation rolls apace.
‘What Flefh and Blood wou'd crowd the narrow Gate,
Or, *till they walte their pamper’d Paunches, wait ! i
All would be happy at the cheapeft rate.

Though our lean Faith thefe rigid Laws has given
The full fed Mufulman goes fat to Heaven ;
For his 4rabian Prophet with delights
Of fenfe allur’d his ealtern Profelytes.

Mi
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The jolly Lather, reading him, began
T interpret Scriptures by his Zeoran ;
Togrsb the Thorns beneath our tender Feet,
And make the Paths of Paradife more fweet :
Bethought him of a Wife ere half way gone,
(For "twas uneafly travelling alone ;)
And, in this Mafquerade of Mirth and Leve,
Miftook the Blifs of Heaven for Bacchanals above.
Sure he prefum’d of Praife, who came to ftock
Th’ etherial Paftures with fo fair a Flock,
Burnift’d, and bat’ning on their Food, to fhow
The Diligence of careful Herds below.
Our Panther, though like thefe fhe chang’d her Head,
Vet as the Miftrels of a Monarch’s Bed,
Her Front erett with Majelty the bore,
The Crofier wielded, and the Mitre wore.
Herupper part of decent Difcipline
Shew’d Affeétation of an ancient Line ;
fnd Fathers, Councils, Church and Churches Hedd,
Were on her reverend Phylafferies read.
ftwhat difgrac’d and difavow’d the reft,
Vas Calwin's Brand, that fligmatiz’d the Beaft,
Yhus, like a Creature of a double kind,
I her own Labyrinth fhe lives confin’d.
To foreign Lands no found of her is come,
Humbly content to be defpis’d at home,
fichis her Faith, where good cannot be had,
Atleaflt fhe leaves the refufe of the bad :
Nice in her Cheice of ill, though not of beft,
And leaft deform’d, becanfe reform’d the leaft.
In doubtful Points betwixt her diff'ring Friends,
Where one for Subftance, one for Sign contends,
Their Contradi@ing Terms fhe ftrives to join ;
bign fhall be Subftance, Subftance fhall be Sign.
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A real Prefence all her Sons allow,
And yet 'tis flat Idolatry to bow,
Becaufe the God-head’s there they know not how.
Her Novices are taught, that Bread and Wine
Are but the vifible and outward Sign,
Receiv’d by thofe who in Communion join,
But th’ inward Grace, or the thing fignify’d,
His Blood and Body, whoto fave us dy’d s
T'he faithful this thing fignify’d receive :
‘What is't thofe faithful then partake or leave ?
For what is fignify’d and underftood,
Is, by her own Confeflion, Flefh and Blood.
T'hen, by the fame acknowledgment, we know
They take the Sign, and take the Subftance toe.
The literal Senfe is hard to Flefh and Blood,
But Nonfenfe never can be underftood.

Her wild belief on every Wave is toft ;
But fure no Church can better Morals boaft.
True to her King her Principles are found ;
Oh that her Pratice were but half fo found !
Stedfaft in various turns of State fhe ftood,
And feal’d her vow'd Affection with her Blood :
Nor will I meanly tax her Conftancy,
‘That Int'reft or Obligement made the tye.
Bound to the Fate of murder’d Monarchy,
{Before the founding Ax fo falls the Vine,
‘W hofe tender Branches round the Poplar twine)
She'chofe her Ruin, and refign’d her Life,
Indeath undaunted asan Indian Wife :
A rare Example ! but fome Souls we fee
Grow hard, and ftiffen with Adverfity:
Yet thefe by Fortune's favours are undone ;
Refolv'dinto a bafer Form they run,
And bore the Wind, but cannot bear the Sun.

|
|
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Let this be Nature’s frailty, or her Fate,
O ® Ifzrim’s Counfel, her new-chofen Mate ;
Sill he's the faireft of the fallen Crew,
No Mother more indulgent but the true.
Fierce to her Foes, yet fears her force to try,
Becaufe fhe wants innate Authority ;
Yor hew can fhe conftrain them to obey,
Who has her felf caft off the lawful fway ?
Rebellion equals all, and thofe, who toil
Incommon Theft, will fhare ¢l
Let her produce the Title and the Right
Againft her old Superiours
e reform by Text, e’en that's as plain
For her own Rebels to refo

firft to fight

3

rm again.

slong as words a diff'rent Senfe will bear,

may be his own Interpreter,

faith will no Fon

The Word’s a Weathercocl

the Fox, the 7
in Pow'’r {upplies

ent Guides fhe taught us to difdain,
And by that Scripture, which fhe once abus’d
ftands her felf accus’d.

What Bills for Breach of Laws can fhe prefer,
@xpounding which fhe owns

e ——

ndation find :

the prefent Gale,

The wretched Panther cries aloud for Aid
To Church and Councils, wh
Yohelp from Fathers or T'rad

ition’s train :

her felf may err ;

ter all her winding ways are try'd,
Daubts arife, fhe flips her {elf afide,
itd leaves the private Confeience for the Guide.

1e common Spoil,

t for every Wind :
/f; by turns prevail 3

om fhe firlt betray'd ;

Vor. I,

¥ The Wolf.
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1f then that Confcience fet th* Offender free,
Tt bars her claim to Church Authority.
How can fhe cenlure, or what Crime pretend,
Bue Scripture may be conftrued to defend ?
E'en thofe, whom for Rebellion fhe tranf{mits
To Civil Pow’r, her Doétrine firft acquits ;
Becaufe no Difobedience can enfue,
W here no Submiffion to a Judge is due 3
Each judging for himfelf by her Confent,
W hom thus abfolv’d fhe fends to Panifhment.
Suppofe the Magiltrate revenge her Caufe,
*I'is only for trlnfgreﬁng human Laws.
How anfw'ring toits end a Church is made,
Whofe Pow'r is but to counfel and perfuade
O folid Rocle, on which fecure fhe ftands!
Eternal Houfe not built with mortal Hands !
O fure Defence againit ch’ infernal Gate,
A Patent during Pleafure of the State !
Thus is the Panther neither lov'd por fear'd,
A meer Mock Queen of a divided Herd ;
W hom foon by lawful Pow’r fhe might controul,
Ter felf a part fubmitted to the whole.
hen, as the Moon who firft receives the lig ht
wrud1 {he malkes our nether Regions bright,
mg.;t fhe fhine, refleting from afar
he Rays fhe borrow’d from a better Star ;
o withthe Beams, which from her Mother flow,
| reigning o’er the r"fmg Tides below :
Now, mixing with a favage Crowd, fhe goes,
r.rr_ n.:r.nlv flatters her inver'rate Foes,
:-[he rules, and lofing ev’ry Hour
r wretched Remnants of precarious Pow'r.
One Evening, while the cooler Shade fhe fought,
2 evolving many a melanchely Thought,

o]
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Jlrd, how they all admir’d her heav'nly hue !
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Alone fhe wall’d, and look’d around in vain,
With rueful Vilage, for her vanith’d Train :

None of her Sylvan Subjeéts made their Court 3
Levées and Couchées pafs'd without refort,
Sohardly can Ufurpers manage well

Thofe, whom they firft inftruéted to Rebel,

More liberty begets defire of more ;

The hunger {till increafes with the ftore.

Without refpect they brafh’d along the Wood
Exch in his Clan, and, fill'd with loathfom Food,
kk'd no Permiflion to the Neighb'ring Flood.
The Panther, full of inward difcontent,

Since they wou’d go, before *em wifely went ;
Sipplying want of Pow’r by drinking firft,

Asif fhe gave "em leave to quench their thirft.
mong the reft, the Hind, with fearful Face,
feheld from far the common wat’ring Place,

Nor durft approach ; till with an awful Roar

Tie Sovereign Lion bad her fear no more.
fourag’d thus the brought her younglings nigh,
Waching the Motions of her Patron’s Eye,

id drank a fober Draught; the reft amaz’d
tod mutely &ill, and on the Stranger gaz'd ; |
rvey’d her Part by Part, and fought to find

The ten-horn’d Monfter in the harmlefs Hind,

fich as the Wolf and Panther had defign’d,

They thought ac firlt they dream’d; for ’twas offence
With them, to queltion certitude of Senfe,

lheir guide in Faith : But nearer when they drew,
ind had the fanltlefs Objeé full in view,

‘e, who before her Fellowhip difdain’d, ?
wce, and but fcarce, from in-born rage reftrain’d, & |
1L‘i0w frisk’d about her, and cld kindred feign'd |

N
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Vhether for Love or Intreft, every Seét

Of all the favage Nation fhe
'ice-roy Panther could not awe the Herd;

Ct.

‘he )

he more the Company, the lefs they fear’d.

The furly #elf with fecret envy burit,

Vet cou’d not howl ; the Hind had feen him firft:

But what he durft not {peak, the Panther durlt.

For when the Herd, fuffic'd, did late repair

To Ferney Heaths, and to their Forelt Lare,
She made nzzl.mnm'i}']E:;cu& to dtay,

Proff’ring the Hind to wait her half theway :

That, fince the Sky was clear, a hour of talk
Might help her to beguile the tedious Walk.
#ith much Good-will the motion was embrac'd,

To chat 2 while on their Adventures pafe'd =
Nor had the grateful Hind fo foon forgot
Her Friend and Fellow-{uff'rer in the Plot.
Vet wondring how of late fhe grew eftrang'd,

Her Forehead cloudy, and her Count’nance chang'd,
She thought this Hour th’ occafion would prefent
To learn her fecret Caufe of Difcontent,

Which, well fhe hop'd, might be with eafe redrelsd,
Confidering her a well-bred civil Beaft,

And more a Gentlewoman than the reft.

After fome common Talk what rumours ran,

The Lady of the fpotted-muff began.

g% SECOND PART.

AME, faid the Panther, times are mended welh
Since late among the Philiflines you fell.
The Toils were pitch’d, a fpacious tra of Ground
With expert Hunt{men was encompafs’d round;
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Th' Inclofure narrow’d ; the fagacious Pow’r
ounds, and Death, drew nearer ev’ry Hour.
,
"Tjs true, the younger Liox {fcap’d the Snare,
at all your Prieftly Calves lay firuggling there ;
at all y ¥ geling
AsSacrifices on their Altars laid ;
Vhile you their careful Mother wifely fled,
hile
Not trufting Deftiny to fave your Head.
For whate’er Promifes you have apply’d
To your unfailing

Church, the furer fide
Iifour fair Legs in danger to provide.
And whate’er Thales of Peter’s Chair you tell,
Yet, faving Reverence of the Miracle,
The better luck was 5 to fcape fo well,

As I remember, faid the {fober Hind,
Thofe Toils were for your own dear felf defign’d,
As well as me ; and with the {elf-fame throw,
To catch the Quarry and the Vermin too,
[forgive the ih nd’rous Tongues that®all’d

Howe’er you take it now, the co
Then ran you dc
Bfides, in Pop
”ne\"l ['ong
kel fome Fo
You kept, and
Dumb you were born indeed
The Teft it fee
And to e
8 real I
(After long
\'U'\II ,...’;‘
There chang’d your
may fall,
Who can believe, what varies very Day
Nor ever was, nor will beat a ftay ?
N3

ur rank Loyal &

ng long
t has leos'd }\,L‘ Tongue
ur Forefathers meant,
acrament,

h’d againt a Wall)

*
t

he’s not there at all :

1

Faith, and what may ci:.mg:'-
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Tortures may force the Tongue Untruths to tell,
And I ne’er own'd my felf infallible,
Reply'd the Panther : grant fuch Prefence were,
Yert in your Senfe I never own’d it there.
A real Firtue we by Faith receive,
And that we in the Sacrament believe.
Then faid the Hind, as you the matter flate,
Not only Fefuits can Equivocate ;
For real, as you now the Word expound,
From f{olid Subftance dwindles to a Sound.
Methinks an .Z/sp’s Fable you repeat ;
You know who took the Shadow for the Meat:
Your Church’s Subftance thus you change at will,
And yet retain your former Figure ftill.
I freely grant you {poke to fave your Life ;
For then you lay beneath the Butcher’s Knife.
Long time you fought, redoubl’d Bati'ry bore,
But, afier all, againt your felf you fwore ;
Your former felf : for ev'ry Hour your Form
Is chop’d and chang’d, like Winds beforea Storm.
Thus Fear and Int'reft will prevail with fome ;
sor an nave not the Gift of Martyrdom.
"The Panther grin'd at this, and thus reply’d :
That Men may err was never yet deny’d.
But, if that common Principle be true,
‘The Cannon, Dame, is level'd full at you.
But, fhunning long Difputes, I fainwou'd fee
That wond’rous Wight Infallibility.
Is he from Heav’n, this mighty Champion, come ;
Or lodg’d below in Subterranean Rome ?
Firft, feat him fomewhere, and derive his Race,
Or elfe conclude that Nothing has.no Place.
Suppofe (though I difown it) faid the Hind,
The certain Manfion were not yet aflign’d : T
¢

=

= =g =
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The doubtful Refidence no proof can bring
Againft the plain exiflence of the thing,

Recaule Philofophers may difagree,

IfSight b’ emifiion or reception be,

Shall it be thence inferr’d, I do not{ee?

But you require an Anfwer pofitive,

Which yet, when I demand, youdare not give ;
For Fallacies in Univerfals live.

I then affirm that this unfailing Guide

In Pope and general Councils muft refide ;

Both lawful, both combin’d : what one decrees
By numerous Votes, the other Ratifies 2

On this undoubted Senfe the Cl
'Tis true, fome Dotors in a fcantier {pace,

I mean, in each apart, contract the Place,

Some, who to greater length extend the Line,
The Church’s after-acceptation join,

This laft Circumference appears too wide ;

The Church diffus’d is by the Council ty’d ;

As Members, by their Reprefentatives

Oblig'd to Laws, which Prince and Senate gives,
Thus fome contraét, and fome enlarge the Space ;
In Pope and Council who denies the place,

Afifted from above with God’s unfailing Grace ?
Thofe Canons all the needful Points contain ;
Their Senfe fo obvious, and their Words {o plain,
That no Difputes about the doubtful Text

Have hitherto the lab’ring World perplex’d.

If any thould in after-times appear, [c

271
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lear :

New Councils muft be call'd, to make the meaning

Becaufe in them the Pow’r fupreme refides ;

And all the Promifes are to the Guides.

This may be taught with found and fafe Defence :
Bt mark how fandy is your own Pretence,

N 4 Who,
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Who, fetting Councils, Popﬂ and Church afide,
Are ev'ry Man his own pref uming Guide.

The facred Bmks you fay, are ;u“ and plain,
iful Point of Truth contain :
1 Interpreters may be

ur feveral Churches difag gree,
Sal 1): has ta ulml elf alone

phick Stone.

rring Sels unite,

and Difciples fig ght.

All,

Rl
L N

s

val of Beliefs ;

hrifiian World ;

Jebu lafhing on with furious For rce,

That fmi or_/wu cou’d not have us'd it worfe;
' ',aL Diffenfion Leaders make,

vate Man may favea Stake :

and his own Advice,

ou have in ftore
(s the narrow Door :

1, that Mabomet had chcc]y more.
leind T"Opm;, was for damning none ;
; were to fave thur own :
limfelf was to fecure his chofen Race,
Tho® reafon good for Turés to take the Place
And heallow’d to be the better Man,
In Virtue of his holier Alcoran.

True, faid the Panther, I fhall ne’er deny
My Brethren may be fav’d as well as I ;

s, Calvin, Lmy Chiefs,
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Tho' Huguensts condemn our Ordination,

Succeflion, Minilterial Vocation ;

And Luther, more miltaking what he read,

Misjoins the facred Body with the Bread :

Yet, Lady, ftill remember I maintain,

The Word in needful Points is only plain.
Needlefs, or needful, I not now contend,

For ftill you have a Loop-hole for a Friend ;

{Rejoin’d the Matron): but the Rule you lay

Has led whole Flocks, and leads them #ill aftray,

In weighty Points, and full Damnation’s way.

For did not Arius firlt, Socizas now,

The Son’s eternal God-head difavow ?

And did not thefe by Gofpel Texts alone

Condemn our Do&rine, and maintain their own ?

Have not all Hereticks the fame Pretence

To plead the Scriptures in their own Defence ?

How did the Nicene Council then decide

trong Debate ? was it by Scripture try’d ¢

No, fure; to that the Rebel would not yield ;

Squadrons of Texts he Marfhal’d in the Field :

That was but Civil War, an equal fet,

Where Piles with Piles, and Eagles Eagles met,

With Texts point-blank and plain he fac'd the Foe :

And did not Satan tempt our Saviour o ?

The good old Bifhops took a fimpler way ;

Each afk’d but what he heard his Father fay,

Or how he was inftruéted in his Youth

And by T'radition’s force upheld the
The Panther {mil'd at this; And when, {aid fhe;

Were thofe firft Councils difallow’d by me?

Or where did 1 at fure Tradition ftrike, F
Proy il it were Apoftolick ? {

N ¢
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Friend, faid the Hizd, you quit your former Ground,

WVhere all your Faith you did on Scripture found :
Now "tis Tradition join'd with holy Writ ;
But thus your Memory betrays your Wit.

No, faid the Panther ; for in that I view,
When your Tradition’s forg’d, and when *tis true,
I fet’em by the Rule, and, as they {quare,

Or deviate from undoubted Doétrine there,
This Oral Fiction, that old Faith declare.

(Hind.) The Council fteer’d, it feems, a diff "rent Courle;

They try'd the Scripture by Tradition’s force :
But you T'radition by the Scripture try ;
Purfu’d by Sets, from this to that you fly,
Nor dare on one Foundation to rely.

The Word is thendepos’d, and inthis View,
You rule the Scripture, not the Scripture you.
Thus faid the Dame, and, {miling, thus purfu'd:
I fee, Tradition then is difallow’d,

When not evinc’d by Scripture to be true,
And Scripture, as interpreted by you.

But here you tread upon unfaithful Ground ;
Unlefs you cou’d infallibly expound :

Which you rejeét as odicus Popery,

And throw that Dottrine back with {corn on me.
Suppofe we on things tradicive divide,

And both appeal to Scripture to decide ;

By various Texts we both uphold our claim,
Nay, often, ground our Titles on the {fame :
After long labour loft, and time’s expence,
Both grant the Words, and quarrel for the Senfe.
Thus all Difputes for ever muft depend ;

For no damb rule can Controverfies end.
"Thus, when you faid, Tradition muft be try’d
By facred Writ, whofe fenfe your felves decide,

%
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You faid no more, but that your felves muft be
The judges of the Scripture Senfe, not we.
Againft our Church-Tradition you declare,

And yet your Clerks wou'd fit in Mo/es” Chair :
At leaft "tis prov’d againft your Argument,

The Rule is far from plain, where all diffent.

If not by Scriptures, how can we be fure
(Reply’d the Pantber) what Tradition’s pure ?
For you may palm upon us new for old :

All, as they fay, that glitters is not Gold.

How but by following her, reply’d the Dame,
Towhom deriv'd from Sire to Son they came ;
Where ev'ry Age does on another move,

And trufts no farther than the next above;
Where all the Rounds like 7 acob’s Ladder rife,
The loweft hid in Earth, the topmoft in the Skies.

Sternly the Savage did her Anfwer mark,

Her glowing Eye-balls glitt’ring in the dark,
And faid but this : Since Lucre was your Trade,
Succeeding times fuch dreadful Gaps have made,
'Tis dangerous Climbing: To your Sons and you
Tleave the Ladder, and its Omen too.

275

(Hind.) The Pantber's Breath wasever fam’d for fweet;

But from the #6/f fuch withes oft I meet:

You learn’d this Language from the * blatant Beaft,

Or rather did not fpeak, but were poffefs'd.

Asfor your Anfwer “tis but barely urg’d :

You muft evince Tradition to be forg'd ;

Produce plain Proofs ; unblemith’d Authors ufe
As ancient as thofe Ages they accule ;

"Till when ’tis not fufficient to defame :

An old Pofieflion ftands, ’till Elder quits the claim.

* A word uled 1‘-';' Spenfer,

Then
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Then for our int’reft, which is nam’d alone
'.'U load with e “n‘-', We retort 3
o

when T'radirtio

Refolvieg not to }.x,,‘;, you muit decry.

/

Aswhen m.. Caufe goes hard, the guilty
Excepts, and thins his Jury all he can;
So when you ftand of other Aid ereft,
You to the twelve Apoitles would be left
Your Friend the %/ did with more cr:
To fet thofe toys Traditions quite afide ;

And Fathers too, unlefs when, Reafon fpent,

He cites’em but fometimes for Ornament.

But, Madam Panuther, you, though more fincere,
Are not fo wife as your Adulterer :

The private Spiric 1s a better Blind,

Than all the dodging Tricks your Authors find.
For they, who left the Scripture to the crowd,
Each for his own peculiar Judge allow'd ;

'The way to pleafe ’em was to make *em proud.

e

Thus, with full Sails, they ran upon the Shelf s

Who coun’d hlll*tu a cozenage from himfelf ?

t provide

On his own Reafon fafer ’tis to ftand,

Fhan be deceiv'd and damn’d at fecond-hand,
But you, wha Fatbers and Traditions t:
Ard garble fome, and fome you qum. forfake

etending Church Authority to

[rery

And yet fome Grains of private t‘»pirit mix,

Are Ll,.u al

2 made up of differing Seed,
e reafon why you never I_H‘L\.l! 3
propagate your kind abroad,
Diflenters are by Statutes aw'd,
they grow upan you every D'l}’,

n

= you {to fpeak the beft) are ata ftay

Do Cakie ]

For Sefls, that are extremes, gbhor a ;\I;dJEc way.

Lil
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Flood,
s Mood ;

Like tricks of State, to ftopa
Or mollify a Mad- blsm.’ci Senate
Of all Expedients never one was good.

Well may they argue (nor can you deny)

If we muft fix on Church Authority,

Belt on the beft, the Fountain, not the Flood ;
That muft be better ftill, if this be good.

Shall fhe command, who has her felf rebell’d ?
5 ifl by dntichriff exp- 11 u?

awful Tyre anny dif
1 Baftard of the Race ?

51ng

¢ for our felves, but

{t not intery
Either h» wholly Slaves, or wholly Free.
For purging Fires T'raditions muft not fight;
it prove Epifcopacy’s Right.

1'. us thofe led Horfes are from fervice freed ;

You never mount 'em but in time of need.

Like Mercenaries, hir’d for home defence,

They will not ferve againft their native Prince,
Againit Domeftick Foes of Hierarchy

Thefe are drawn forth, to make Fanaticks fly;
But, when they fee their Countrymen at hand,
Marching againft ’em under Church-command,
Straight they forfake their Colour, and difband.
leus the, nor cou’d the Panther well enlarge
With weak Defence againft {o ftrong a \.‘mrne
But faid : For what did Chriff his Word provide,
If fti 1 uuucn muft want a living Guide ?
And if all Dodtrines are not there,

Oriw d Pen-men cou’d not make’em clear,

From after-ages we fhould hope in vai
For truths; which Men infpir'd cou'd not explain,

)
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278  PoEms on feveral Occafions.

Before the Word was written, faid the Hind,
Qur Saviour preach’d his Faith to human Kind :
KFrom his Apottles the firft Age receiv’d
Eternal truth, and what they taught believ’d.
Thus by Tradition Faith was planted firft ;
Succeeding Flocks fucceeding Paftors nurs'd.

T'his was the way our wife Redeemer chofe,

(W ho fure could all things for the beft difpofe)

T'o fence his Fold from their encroaching Foes.

He cou’d have writ himfelf, but well forefaw

Th* event wou'd be like that of My/es’ Law ;

Some difference wou'd arife, fome doubts remain,
Like thofe, which yet the jarring ¥ eaws maintain,
No written Laws can be fo plain, fo pure,

But Wit may glofs, and Malice may obfcure;

Not thofe indited by his firft Command,

A Prophet grav'd the Text, an Angel held his Hand.
Thus Faith was ere the written Word appear’d,
And Men believ’d, not what they read, but heard.
But fince th” Apoftles cou’d not be confin'd

To thefe, orthofe, but feverally defign'd

Their large Commiflion round the World to blow;
To {pread their Faith, they {pread their Labours too.
Yet {till cheir abfent Flock their Pains did fhare;
They hearken'd ftill, for Love produces Care.

And as miftakes arofe, or difcords fell,

Or bold Seducers taught 'em to Rebel,

As Charity grew cold, or Faétion hot,

Or long negleét their Leffons had forgot,

For all their Wants they wifely did provide,

And Preaching by Epiftles was fupply’d :
So great Phyficians cannot all attend,

But fome they vifit, and to fome they fend.

Tl



Porms onfeveral Occafions. 27G
Vet all thofe Letters were not writ to all 3

Nor firft intended but occafional,

Their abfent Sermons ; nor if they contain

All needful Doétrines, are thofe Dotrines plain.
Clearnefs by frequent Preaching muft be wrought;
They writ but feldom, but they daily taught.

And what one Saint has faid of holy Paul,

He darkly wwrit, is true apply’d to all.

For this obfcurity cou’d Heaven provide

More prudently than by a living Guide,

Asdoubts arofe, the difference to decide ?

AGuide was therefore needful, therefore made;

And, if appointed, fure to be obey’d.

Thus, with due Reverence to th’ Apoftles writ,

By which my Sons are taught, to which fubmit ;
Ithink, thofe truths, their facred Works contain,

The Church alone can certainly explain ;

That following Ages, leaning on the paft,

May reft upon the Primitive at laft.

Nor wou'd I thence the Word no Rule infer,

But none without the Church-interpreter.

Bcaufe, as I have urg’d before, 'tis mute,

And is it felf the fubjedt of difpute.

But what th’ Apottles their Succeflors taught,

They to the next, from them to us is brought, %
Th’ undoubted Senfe which is in Scriptare fought.

From hence the Church is arm’d, when Errors rife,

To ftop their Entrance, and prevent furprife ; }
And, fafe entrench’d within, her Foes without defies.

By thefe all feflring fores her Councils heal,

Which time or has difclos’d, or fhall reveal ; §
For Difcord cannot end without a Iaft appeal,

Nor can a Council national decide,

But with Subordination to her Guide : %
{Iwifh the Caufe were on that iffue try’d. )
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280 Poe ms on feveral Occafions,
Much lefs the Scripture ; for fuppofe debate
Betwixt Pretenders to a fair Eftate,
Bequeath’d by fome Legator’s laft intent ;
(Such is our dying Saviour’s Teftament : )
The will is prov'd, isopen’d, and is read ;
The doubtful Heirs their diff ring Titles plead
All vouch the Words their int’reft to maintain,
And each pretends by thofe his Caufe is plain.
Shall then the Teltament award the right ?
No, that’s the Hungary for which they fight ;
The Field of Batde, fubjeé of debate ;
The thing contended for, the fair Eitate,
The Senfe is intricate, 'tis only clear
What Vowels and what Confonants are there.
Therefore *tis plain, its meaning muft be try’d
Before fome Judge appointed to decide.

Suppofe (the fair Apoftate faid) I grant,
The faithful Flock fome living Guide fhould want,
Your Arguments an endlefs chace purfue :
Produce this vaunied Leader to our View,
This mighty Mg/es of the chofen Crew.

“he Dame, who faw her fainting Foe retir'd,

With force renew’d, to Victory afpir'd ;
And, looking upward to her kindred Sky,
As once our Saviour own’d his Deity,
Pronounc’d his Words — /be whom ye feek am I.
Nor lefs amaz'd this Voice the Panther heard,
Than were thofe Fews to hear a God declar'd.
Then thus the Matron modeitly renew'd :
Let all your Prophets and their Sets be view'd,
And fee to which of em your felves think fit
The Conduét of your Conicience to fubmit :
Each Profelyte wou’d Vote his Door beft,
ith abfolute Exclufion to the reft :
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Porms on feveral Occafions.,

Thus wou'd your Po/i/s Diet dif: 1gTe
And end as it began in Anarchy :
Your felf the ..mclt for Ele&ion ftand,

Becaufe you feem Crown-Gen’ral of the Land :
But foon againft your fuperftitions Lawn

Some Prefbyterian Sabre would be drawn =

Inyour eftablifh’d Laws ‘of Sov’:cimaty
'H.uw {fome fundamental Flaw wou’d fec
And call Rebellion Gofpel-liberty.

To Church-decrees your Articles require
Submiffion mo!fi."}f’d, if not entire.

Homage deny’d, to Cenfures you proceed :
Bat Curtana will not do the Deed, |
You lay that pointlefs Clergy- weapon by,

And to the L;L‘..b, your Sword of Juftice, fly.
Now this your Seéts the more unkindly take
(Thole prying Varlets hit the blots you make )
Becaufe fome ancient Friends of yours declare,
Your only rule of Faith the Secriptures are,
Interpreted by Men of Judgment found,

Which ev'ry Se€t will for themfelves expound ;
Nor think lefs rev'rence to their Do@ors due
For found Interpretation, than to you. |
If then, by able Heads, are un Jerftood i
Your Brother Prophets, who reform’d abroad ;

Thofe able Heads expound a wifer way,

That their own Sheep their Shepherd fhould obey.

But if you mean your {elves are only found, |
That Do€trine turns the Reformation round,
And all the reft are falfe Reformers found 3
Becaufe in fundry Points you ftand alone,

Not in Communion join’d with any one ;

And therefore mudt be all the Church, or nenz,

(¥




282 PoEwms on feveral Occafions,

Then, 'till you have agreed whofe Judge is beft,
Againft this forc’d Submiflion they proteft :
While Sournd and Sound a diff"rent Senfe explains,
Both play at Hard-head ’till they break their Brains 5
And from their Chairs eaéh other’s foree defy,
While unregarded T hunders vainly fly,

I pafs the reft, becaufe your Church alore

Of all Ufurpers-beft cou’d fill the Throne.

But neither you, *nor any Seét befide,

For this high Office can be qualify’d,

With neceflary Gifts requir'd in fuch a Guide.

For that, which muft dire& the whole, muft be
Bound in one Bond of Faith and Unity

Bue all your feviral Churches difagree,

The Confubfiantiating Church and Prieft

Refafe Communion to the Ce £
The French Reform’d from Preaching you reftrain,

vinifl :

ecanfe you jadge their Ordination vain ; [dain.
And fo they judge of yours, but Donors muft Or-
In fhort, in Doétrine, or in Difcipline,

Not one Reform’d can with another join :

But all from each, as from Damnation, fly 3

No Union they pretend, but in Non-Popery :

Nor, fhould their Members in a Synod meet;
Cou’d any Church prefame to mount the Seat,
Above the reft, their Difcords to decide ;

None woun’d obey, but each wou'd be the Guide:
And Face to Face Diffenfions wou'd increale ;

For only diftance now preferves the Peace.

All in their turns Acecofers, and Accus’d =

Babel was never half fo much confus’d :

What one can plead, the reft can plead as well ;

For amongft Equals lies no laft appeal,

And all confefs themfelves are fallible.
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Po e M s on feveral Occafions,
Now fince you grant fome neceffary Guide,
All who can err are juftly laid afide :

Becaufe a Truft {o facred to confer
Shews want of fuch a fure Interpreter ;
And how can he be needful who can err ?

Then granting that unerring Guide we want,

That fuch there is you ftand oblig’d to grant :

Our Saviour elfe were wanting to fupply
Our Needs, and obviate that Neceffity.

It then remains, that Church can only be 1
The Guide, which owns unfailing Certainty ;3 |
Or elfe you {lip your Hold, and change your Side,

Relapfing from a neceflary Guide.

But this annex’d Condition of the Crown,

Immunity from Errors, you difown ; [ons down. g
Here then you fhrick, and lay your weak Pretenfi-

For petty Royalties yeu raife debate ;

But chis unfailing Univerfal State
Youthun ; Nor dare fucceed tofuch a glorious Weight;

And for that Caufe thofe Promifes deteft,

With which our Saviour did his Church inveft; !

But ftrive t* evade, and fear to find 'em true, |

As confcious they were never meant to you : }

All which the Mother Church afferts her own, ;
And with unrival’d Claim afcends the Throne.

So when of old th® Almighty Father fate
In Council, to redeem our ruin’d State,

Millions of Millions, at a diftance round,

Silent the facred Confiftory crown'd, [pound: !
To hear what Mercy, mixt with Juftice, cou’d pro- i

All prompt, with eager Pity, to fulfil

The full extent of thelr Creator’s Will.

But when the ftern Conditions were declar’d,

A mournful W hifper thre’ the Hoft was heard,

And




284 PoewMs on feveral Occafions.

And the whole H Tierarchy, with Heads hung down,
Submiffively declin’d the pond’rous proffer'd Crown.

Then, not ’till then, th’ eternal Son from high
Rofe in the ftrength of all the Deity ;
Stood forth t” accept the Terms, and underwent

A weight, which all the Frame
Nor he himfelf cou’d bear, but
Now, to remove the leaft re:

of Heaven had bent,
Omnipotent.
o Doubt,

7

1

adorn her Brows,
Wardrobe her ilclov’d allows
tted Spoufe.

i
the "1 ings ;

er right r“lr_"l lm_s the Sceptre and the ]\m S,
o fhew whom fhe commands, and who obeys :
With thefeto '\'u, r fet the Sinner free,
With that ¢’ affert Spiritual Royalty.
* One in her ZE]F, not rent by Schifm, but found,
one folid fhining J)l mo"-d :
I like you:
L):‘.’ to be true :

m
i

One is
One ce

As Lin_.x...u

to .\gx. ;
il
es her Throne, ?

She floops from Heaven, and meets ’em half way

en the Giant- \.r-,'-ogi inv:

wn,
And with paternal Thunder vindicates her Crown.

* Marks of the Catholick Church from the Nicene Creed,

et
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But like Egyptian Sorcerers you fland,

And vainly liftaloft your ] u.uL] k Wand,

To fweep away the Swarms of Vermin from the Land ;
You cou'd like them, with like infernal Force,
Produce the Plague, but not arreft the Courfe.
But when the Boils and Blotches, with difgrace
And publ id: Sc:wd al, fat upon the Face,
Inewfv. €5 1e Magi ftrove no more,
They C ls , and their Fate deplore ;
Tl'w.cm!m';; they cou d not cure of the dithoneft Sor
sone, thus pure, behold her largely fpread,
2ir Ocean from her Mother-Bed ;

tto Weft trinmphantly F Rides,

are water'd by her wealthy Tides.
-found, diffus’d flom Pole to Pole,
Where Winds can carry, and where Waves can roll,
The felf fame DoGrine of the facred Page

Convey’d toev’ry Clime, in ev’ry Agc

Here let my Sorrow give my Satire place,

new Blufhes on my Britifb Race ;

g ‘Ships lil:u: cmnmo'l-‘:uwers we ufe,

.'l :nughto. Dmﬂ:c,olh, and Jc f‘: h of Stews.
ym, when their home-bred Hor .}r is loft,
We difembogue on fome far Iudian Coalt :
Thieves, Pandars, * Paillards, Sins of ev'ry fort;
Thofe are the Manufattures we export ;
And thefe the M;/ffioners our Z
For, with my Country’s Pardon be it faid,
Religion is the leaft of all our ['rade.

Yet fome improve thelr fj':.f&‘f: nore than we ;
For they on Gain, their only God, rely,

AM feta puu lick pl'i'

al has made :

* A Fre -~ch \‘.cm l:ml ying b
maflerses
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286 Pocrwms on feveral Occafions,

Induftrious of the Needle and the Chart,

They ran full fail to their Faponian Mart ;

Prevention fear, and, prodigal of Fame,

Sell all of Chriftian to the very Name;

Nor leave enough of that, to hide their naked Shame, %
Thus, of three Marks, which in the Creed we view,

Not one of all can be apply’d to you:

Much lefs the fourth ; in vain, alas! you feck

Th’ ambitious Title of Apoftolick :

God-like defcent ! tis well your Blood can be

Prov'd noble, in the third or fourth degree :

For all of ancient that you had before,

(I mean what is not borrow’d from our Store) }

Was Error fulminated o’er and o’er;

Old Herefies condemn’d in Ages paft,

By care and time recover’d from the blaft.
"Tis faid with eafe, but never can be prov’d,

The Church her old Foundations has remov'd,

And buile new Doétrines on unftable Sands -

Judge that, ye Winds and Rains ; you prov’d her, yet

{he ftands.

Thofe ancient DoCtrines charg’d on her for new,

Shew, when, and how, and from what Hands they grew.

We claim no Pow’r, when Herefies grow bold,

To Coin new Faith, but ftill declare the old.

How elfe cou'd that obfcene Difeafe be purg'd,

When controverted T'exts are vainly urg’d ?

To prove Tradition new, there’s fomewhat more

Requir'd, than faying, twas not us'd before.

Thofe monumental Arms are never ftirr'd,

*Till Schifm or Herefy call down Goliath's Sword.
Thus, what you call Corruptions, are, in trush,

The firlt Plantations of the Gofpel’s youth ;
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PoE ms on feveral Occafions. 287
Old ftandard Faith : But caft your Eyes again,
And view thofe Errors which new Seéts maintain,
Or which of old difturb’d
Reign ;
And we can point each Period of the time, 4
When they began, and who begot the Crime;
Can calculate how long th’ Eclipfe endur'd,
Who interpos'd, what Digits were obfcur'd :
Of all which are already pafs’d away,
We know the rife, the progrefs, and decay.
Defpair as our Foundations then to frike,
'Till you can prove your Faith Apoftolick;
Alimpid Stream drawn from the native Source ;
SuccefiiondJawful in a lineal Courfe,
Prove any Church, oppos'd to this our Head,
6o one, fo pure, fo unconfin’dly fpread,
Under one Chief of the fpiritual Stace,
The Members all combin’d, and all fubordinate,
Shew fuch a feamlefs Coat, from Schifim fo free,
In no Communion join'd with Herefy.
If fuch a one you find, let Truth prevail : ?
'Till when your Weights will in the Balance £ajl :
A Church unprincipled kicks up the Scale. §
But if you cannot think (nor fure you can
Suppofe in Ged what were unjuft in Man)
That he, the Fountain of eternal Grace,
Should {uffer Falthoed, for fo long a {pace,
Tobanith T'ruth, and to ufurp her place :
That fev’n fucceflive Ages thould be loft,
And preach Damnation at their proper Coft
That all your erring Anceftors thould die,
Drown’d in tl® Abyfs of deep Idolatry :
If Piety forbid fuch Thoughts to rife,
Awake, and open your unwilling Eyes:

the Church’s peacefu]

»
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God hath left nothing for each Age undone,

From this to that wherein he fent his Son : [done.
Then think but well of him, and half your Work is

See how his Church, adorn’d with ev’ry Grace,
With open Arms, a kind forgiving Face,
Stands ready to prevent her lomT !ofl Son’s embrace,
Not more did Fafeph o’er his Brethren weep,
Nor lefs himfelf cou’d from diflcovery keep,
When in the crowd of Suppliants they were feen,
And in their Crew his beft-beloved Benjamin.
That pious Fa/eph in the Church behold,
To feed your Famine, and refufe your Gold ;*
The Fafeph you exil’d, the Fo/eph whom you fold.
Thus, while with heav’nly Charity fhe {poke,
A ftreaming Blaze the filent Shadows broke ;
Shot from rhc Skies 3 A chearful azure Lig

The Birds obfcene to Forelts w ing’d L]‘Cl. ﬂ-um,
3

7

And gaping Graves receiv'd the wan Juwg :mlc_‘,'b

qmg'ht

Such were the pleafing Triumphs of the Sky,
For Fames his late Notturnal Victory ;
The Pledge of his Almighty Patron’s Love,
The Fire-works which his Angels made above.
+ I faw my felf the lambent eafy Light
Gild the brown Horror, and dii"pc] the Night :
The Meflenger ivith fpeed the Tidings bou. H
News, which threelab’ring Nations d d reftore s

But Heav’n’s own Nuntius was arriv’d before.

By this, the Hird had reach’d her lonely Cell,
And Vapours rofe, and Dews unwholfom fell.

* The Renunciation of the Benediffines
1 Poeta loguitur,

to the Alby Lands,

When
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Poewms on feveral Occafions.
When fhe, by frequent Obfervation Wife,

As one who long on Heav’n had fix’d her Eyes,
Dilcern’d a change of Weather in the Skies.
The Weltern Borders were with Crimfon {pread,
The Moon defcending look’d all flaming red ;
She thought good Manners bound her to invite

The Stranger Dame to be her Gueft taat N1ght.

'Tis true, coarfe Diet, and a fhort Repatt,
(She faid) were weak !nducements to the tafte
Ofone fo nicely bred, and fo unus’d to faft:
Bu: what plain fure her Cottage cou’d afford,
A hearty welcome at a homely board,

Was freely hers ; and, to fupply the reft,

An honeft Meaning, and an open Breaft ;

289

Laft, with Content of Mind, the poor Man’s Wealth,

A grace cup to their common Patron’s Health.

This fhe defir'd her to accept, and ftay,

For fear (he might be wilder’d in her way,

Becaufe fhe wanted an unerring Guide,

And then the Dew-drops on her filken Hide

Her tender Conftitution did declare,

Too Lady-like a long fatigue to bear,

And rough Inclemencies of raw nofturnal Air,

But moft the fear’d that, travelling {o late,

Somie evil-minded Beafis might lie in wait,

And without witnefs wreale their hidden hate.
The Pantbher, though fhe lent a li'ning Ear,

| Had more of Lisz in her than to fear :

Yetwilely weighing, fince fhe had to deal

With many Foes, their numbers might prevail,
Return’d her all the thanks fhe cou'd afford ;

And took her friendly Hoftefs at her word :
Who ent’ring firft her lowly Roof, a Shed

With hoary Mofs, and winding Ivy fpread,

| Honeft enough to hide an humble Hermit's head,

Vior. L. 0

Thus
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Thus gracioufly befpcke her welcome Guett :
So might thefe Walls, with your fair Prefence bleft,
Become your dwelling-place of everlafting reft ;
Not for a Night, or quick revolving Year,
Welcome an owner, not a fojourner.
"This peaceful Seat my Poverty fecures ;
War {eldom enters but where Wealth allures :
Nor yet defpife it ; for this poor abode
Has oft receivid, and yet receives a God ;
A God Viétorious of a Stygian race
Here laid his facred Limbs, and fan&ified the place.
This mean retreat did mighty Pa# contain ;
Be emulous of him, and pomp difdain,
And dare not to debafe your Soul to Gain.

T'he filent Stranger ftood amaz'd to fee
Contempt of Wealth, and wilful Poverty :
And, though ill Habits are not foon controul’d,
A while {ufpended her defire of Gold.
But civilly drew in her fharpen’d Paws,
¢ hofpitable Laws,
d her Tail, and lick’d her frothy Jaws,

Nar viol
INOL VIQIE

And ‘:):lC‘L'

'I'hen couch'd her felf fecurely by her fide.

7he- THIRD PART.

MN/AUCH Malice mingled with alittle Wit,

_j_'@’ﬁ_ Perhaps, may cenfure this myfterious Writ :

Becaufe the Mufe has peopled Caledon [known, )

With Panthers, Bears, and H'efves, and Bealls un-g

As if we were not ftock’d with Monfters of our own.

Let 7 /sp anfwer, who has fet to view

Such kinds as Greece and Phrygia never Lnew ;

And Mother Hubbard, in her homely drefs,

Has fharply blam'd a Britife Lionefs; T
hat
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That Queer, whofe Feaft the faétious Rabble eep,

Hxpos'd cbftenely naked and afleep.

Led by thofe great LL?DI'J.L), may not I

The wanted Organs of their W ords fapply ?

If Men tranfact like Brutes, “tis equal then

For Brutes to claim. the privileze of Men.
Others our Hind of folly will indite,

To entertain a dang'rous Gueft by Night.

Let thofe remember, that fhe cannot die

'Till rolling Time is loft in round Eternity ;

Nor need {he fear the Panther, 11101‘.511 untam’d,

Becaufe the Lion’s peace was now proclaim’d :

The wary Savage wou’d rot give o

To forfeit the l"otu-lo of her Prince;

But watch’d the time her V engeance to compleat,

When all her furry Sons in frequent Senate met,

Mean-while fhe quench’d her fury at the Flood,

And with a Lenten fallad cool'd her Blood.

Their Comn

Nor did their Minds an equal Banquet want.
For now the Hiud, whofe noble Nature firove

| T* exprefs her plain A.Anplu ty of Love,

Did all the honours of her Houfe {o well,

No fharp Debates difturb’d the friendly Meal.

She turn’d the talk, avoiding that extreme,

To common Dangers paft, a fadly-pleafing Theme ;

Remembring ev'ry Storm which tofs'd the State,

| When both were Objecs of the publick hate,

| And dropta Tear betwixt, for her own Childrens fate.

Nor fail’d fhe then a full review to make

Of what the Panther ﬁ, ffer’d for her fake :
Her loft Efteem, her Truth, her Loyal Care,
Her Faith unfhalken to an exil’d Heir,

Her Streng 1 t’quch, her Courage to defy ;
Her choice of henourable Infamy.,

Oz

tre

ons, though but coarfe, were nothing fcant
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On thefe, prolixly thankful, fhe enlarg'd ;.
Then with acknowledgments her felf fhe charg’d;
For Friendfhip, of it felf an holy tie,
Is made more facred by adverfity.
Now fhould they part, malicious Tongues wou'd fay,
They met like chance Companions on the way,
Whom mutual Fear of Robbers had poffefs'd ;
While danger lafted, kindnefs was profefs'd ;
But, thatonce o'er, the fhort-liv’d Union ends:
The Road divides, and there divide the Friends.
The Panther nodded when her Speech was done,
And thank’d her coldly in a hollow Tone :
But faid, her Gratitude had gone too far
For common Offices of Chriftian Care.
If to the lawful Heir fhe had been true,
She paid but Cez/zr what was Cefar’s due.
I might, fhe added, with like praife defcribe
Your {uff’ring Sons, and fo return your Bribe :
But Incenfe from my Hands is peorly priz'd ;
For Gifts are fcorn’d where Givers are defpis’d.
I ferv’d a Turn, and then was caft away ;
You, like the gawdy Fly, your Wings difplay, %
And fip theSweets,and bafk in yourGreat Patron’sDay.
This heard, the Marron was not flow to find
What fort of Malady had feiz’d her Mind :
Difdain, with gnawing Envy, fell Defpight,
And canker’d Malice, ftood in open fight :
Ambition, Int’reft, Pride without controul,
And Jealoufy, the Jaundice of the Soul ;
Revenge, the bloody Minifter of I1,
With all ¢he lean Tormenters of the Will,
*Twas ealy now to guefs from whence arofe
Her new-made Union with her ancient Foes,
Her forc’d Civilities, her faint Embrace,
Affected Kindnels with an alter’d Face :
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Yet durlt the not too deeply probe the Wound,

As hoping ftill the nobler Parts were found :

But firove with Anodynes ¢* affivage the Smart,

And mildly thus her Med’cine did impart,

Complaints of Lovers help to eafe their Pain -

It thows a Reft of Kindnefs to complain ;

A Friendfhip loth to quit its former Hold 3

And conlcious Merit may be juftly bold,
Bat much more jult your Jealoufy would
If others Geod were Injary to you :
Witnefs, ye Heav’ns, how I rejoice to fee

Rewarded Worth; and rifing Loyalty.

Your Warrior Offspring that upheld the Crown,
The fearlet Honour of your peaceful Gown,
Are the moft pleafing Objects I can find,
Charms to my Sight, and Cordials to my Mind:
When Virtue fpooms before a profperous Gale,
My heaving Withes help to fill the Sail ;
And if my Pray’rs for all the Brave were heard,
(z/ar thould ftill have fuch, and fuch fhould ftill reward:

The labour’d Earth your Pains have fow'd and till’d 5
Tis juft you reap the Produ® of the Field :
Your’s be the Harveft, ’tis the Beggars gain
To glean the Fallings of the loaded Wain.
Such fcatter’d Ears as are not worth your Care,
Your Charity for Alms may fafely fpare,
Tor Alms are but the Vehicles of Pray’r,
My daily Bread is litt’rally implor'd ; |
Thave no Barns nor Granaries to hoard, ‘
If Ce/ar to his own his Hand extends, 1'
$ay, which of yours his Charity offends : [Friends. |
You know he largely gives to more than are his i
Are you defranded when he feeds the Poor ? i
Qur Mite decreafes nothing of your Store.
s
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I ambut few, and by your Fare you fee

My crying Sins are not of Luxury.

Some jufter Motive fure your Mind withdraws,
And makes yon break our Friendfhip’s Holy Laws;
For barefac’d Envy is too bafe a Caufe.

Shew more Occafion for your Difcontent ;
Your Love, the Ws/f, wou'd help you to invent :
Some German Quarrel, or, asTimes go now,
Some French, where Force is uppermoft, will do.
When at the Fountain’s Flead, as Merit ought
’i o claim the Place, you take a {willing Dmvnh“
How eafy *tis an envious Eye to Lhrow,

Aml ¢ the Sheep for troubling Streams below ;
Or call her (when no farther Caufe you find)

An Enemy profefs’d of all your Kind.

BM then, F-x'lmpc, the wicked World wou’d thinl,

The Woif defign’d to eat, as well as drink.

This laft Allufion gaul’d the Panther more,
Becaufe indeed it rubu d upon the Sore.

Yet feem’d fhe not to winch, tho’ fhrew’dly pain'd s
But thus her paflive Charater maintain’d,

I never grudg’d, whate’er my Foes report,
Your flaunting Fortune in the Lion’s Court.

You have your Day, or you are much bely’d,
But I am always on the fuffering Side:

You know my Doétrine, and I need not fay
I will not, but I cannot difobey.

On this firm Principle I ever fiood ;

He of my Sons who fails to make it good,

By one rebellious A& renounces to my Blood.

Ah, faid the Hind, how many Sons have you,
Who call you Mother, whom you never knew !
Eut moft of them, who that Relation plead,

Are fuch ungracious Youths as with you dead,

They
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They gape at rich Revenues which you hold,
And fain would nibble at your Grandame Gold ;
Inquire into your Years, and laugh to find
Your crazy Temper fhews you much declin’d.
Were you not dim, and doted, you might fee
A Pack of Cheats that claim a Pedigree, %
No more of Kin td you, than you to me.
Do you not know, that, for a little Coin,
Heralds can foift a Name into the Line :
They afk you Blefling but for what you have,
But once pofle(s'd of what with Care you fave, %
The wanton Boys wou’d pifs upon your Grave,

Your Sons of Latitude that court your Grace,
Tho’ moft refembling you in Form and Face, %
Are far the worft of your pretended Race.
And, but I blufh your Honefty to blot,
Pray God you prove ‘em lawfully begot :
For, in fome Popift Libels I have read,
The 775 has been too bufy in your Bed ;
At leaft her hinder Parts, the Belly-picce,
The Paunch, and all that Secorpio claims, are his.
Their Malice too a fore Sufpicion brings;
For tho’ they dare not bark, they fnarl at Kings : _f
Nor blame *em for intruding in your Line ;
Fat Bithopricks are ftill of Right Divine.

Think you, your new French Profelytes are come
To ftarve abroad, becaufe they ftarv’d at home ?
Your Benefices twinkl’d from afar ;
They found the new Me/fab by the Star

And’tis the Living that conforms, not they.

Mark with what Management their Tribes divide;

Some ftick to you, and fome to t’other Side, }

That many Churches may for many Mouths provide. .
Q4 More | [

i
| Thofe Szvifzs fight on any Side for Pay, _I
{
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More vacant Pulpits wou’d more Converts make ;
All wou'd have Latitude enough to take :
The reft unbenefic’'d your Se&s maintain ;
For Ordinations without Cures are vain,
And Chamber Prattice is a filent Gain.
Your Sons of Breadth at Homeare much like thefe;
Their foft and yielding Metals run with eafe :
They melt, and take the Figure of the Mould ;
But harden, and preferve it beft in Gold.

Your Delphick Sword, the Panther then reply'd,
Is double-edg’d, and cuts on either Side.
Some Sons of mine, who bear upon their Shield
T'hree Steeples Argent in a Sable Field,
Have fharply tax’d your Converts, who unfed
Have follow’d you for Miracles of Bread ;
Such who themfelves of no Religion are,
Allur’d with Gain, for any will declare.
Bare Lies with bold Aflertions they can face 3
Butdint of Argument is out of Place.
The grim Logician puts’em ina Fright ;
"Tis eafier far to flourifh thanto fight.
Thus our eighth Herry's Marriage they defame;
‘They fay, the Schifm of Beds beganthe Game,
Divorcing from the Church to wed the Dame :
Tho' largely prov'd, and by himfelf profefs'd,
That Confcience, Confcience wou'd not let him reft:
I mean, not ’till pofiefs’d of her he lov’d,
And old, uncharming, Catharine was remov’d.
For fundry Years before he did complain,
And told his Ghoftly Confeflor his Pain,
With the fame Impudence, -without 2 Ground,
They fay, that look the Reformation round,
WNo Treatife of Humility is found.
But if none were, the Gofpel does not want ;
Our Sawionr preach’d it, and I hope you grant,
"The Sermon on the Mount was Protefant.
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No doubt, reply’d the Hind, as fure as all
The Writings of Saint Peter and Saint Pau/ ; }
On that Decifion let it ftand or fall,
Now for my Converts, who, you fay, unfed
Have follow’d me for Miracles of Bread ;
Judge not by hear-fay, but obferve at leaft,
If, fince their Change, their Loaves have been increaft.
The Lisn buys no Converts ; if he did,
Beafts wou'd be fold as faft as he cou’d bid. ‘
Tax thofe of Intreft, who conform for Gain, 3
Or ftay the Market of another Reign -
Your broad-way Sons wou’d never be too nice
To clofe with Calvin, if he paid their Price;
But, rais’d three Steeples high'r, wou'd change their Note, ‘
And quit the Caflock for the Canting-Coat.
Now, if you damn this Cenfure, as too bold,
Judge by your felves, and think not others fold.
Mean-time my Sons accus’d, by Fame’s Report,
Pay fmall Attendance at the Lion’s Court,
Nor rife with early Crowds, nor flatter late ;
For filently they beg who daily wait.
Preferment is beftow’d that comes unfought 3
Attendance is a Bribe, and then 'tis bought.
Howthey fhou’d {peed, their Fortane is untry’d ;
For not to afk, is not to be deny’d.
For what they have, their God and King they blefs,
And hope they fhou'd not murmur, had they lefs.
But, if reduc’d Subfiftence to implore,
Incommon Prudence they wou’d pafs your Door, i
Unpity’d Hudibrafi, your Champion Friend, |
Has fhewn how far your Charities extend. i
This lafting Verfe thall on his Tomb be read, i
He fpam’d you living, and upbraids you dead. ‘
With odious 4rheiff Names you load your Foes; - i
. Your lib’ral Clergy why did I expofe ?
It never fails in Charities like thofe,

L)
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In Climes where true Religion is profef(s’d,
That Imputation were no laughing Jeft.
Bat Jmprimatur, with a Chaplain’s Name,
Is here {ufficient Licence to defame.
What Wonder is't that black Detra&ion thrives ;
The Homicide of Names is lefs than Lives ;
And yet the perjur'd Murderer {urvives.
This faid, fhe paus’d a little, and: fupprefs'd
The boiling Indignation of her Breatt.
She knew the Virtue of her Blade, nor wou'd
Pollute her Satire with ignoble Blood :
Jer panting Foe fhe faw before her Eye,
And back fhe drew the fhining Weapon dry.
So when the gen'rous Lioz hasin Sight
His equal Match, he rouzes for the Fight ;
Buat when his Foe lies proftrate on the Plain,
He fheaths his Paws, uncurls his angry Mane,
And, pleas’d with bloodlefs Honours of the Day,
VWalles over, and difdains th’ inglorious Prey.
So Fames, if great with lefs we may compare,
Arrefts his rowling Thunder-bolts in Air ;
And grants ungrateful Friendsa lengthen’d Space,
T° implore the Remnants of long-fuff 'ring Grace.
"This breathing-time the Matren took ; and then
Refam’d the Thread of her Difcourfe again.
Be Vengeance wholly left to Pow’rs Divine,
And let Heav’n judge betwixt your Sens and mine:
if Joys hereafter muft be purchas’d here
With Lofs of all that Mortals hold fo dear,
Then welcome Infamy and publick Shame,
And, laf, a long Farewel to worldly Fame.
'T'is faid with eafe, but, oh, how hardly try’d
By hanghty Souls, to human Hoqu}n‘ ty‘d‘!
O fharp Convulfive Pangs of agonizing Pride!
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Down then thou Rebel, never more to rife, ?

And what thou didft, and doft fo dearly prize, S

That Fame, that darling Fame, malze that thy Sacrifice.

"Tis nothing thou haft giv’n, then add thy Tears

For a long Race of unrepenting Years :

"Tis nothing yet, yet all thou haft to give;

Then add thofe may-be Years thou haft to live:

Yet nothing ftill ; then poor, and naked come ;

Thy Father will receive his Unthrift home, [Sum. %

And thy bleft Saviour’s Blood difcharge the mighty
Thus (fhe purfu’d) I difcipline a Son,

Whofe uncheck’d Fury to Revenge wou’d run :

He champs the Bit, impatient of his Lofs,

And ftarts afide, and flounders at the Crofs.

Inftro& him better, gracious God, to know,

As thine is Vengeance, fo Forgivenefs too:

That, fuff’ring from ill T'ongues, he bears no more

Than what his Sov’reign bears, and what his Saviour bore.
It now remains for you to School your Child,

And afk why God's Anointed he revil'd ;

A King and Princefs dead ! did §hime: worle ?

The Curfer’s Punifhment fhould fright the Curfe :

Your Son was warn'd, and wifely gave it o'er,

But he, who counfell’d him, has paid the Score:

The heavy Malice cou’d no higher tend,

But woe to him on whom the Weights defcend.

So to permitted Ills the Demon flies ;

His Rage is aim’d at him who rules the Skies :

Conftrain’d to quit his Caufe, no Succour found,

The Foe difcharges ev’ry Tire around, !

In Clouds of Smoke abandoning the Fight ; .‘

But his own thund’ring Peals proclaim his Flight. |
In Henry's Change his Charge as ill fucceeds ; %

To that long Story little Anfwer needs :
Confront but Henry's Words with Henry’s Deeds. |
Were i
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Were “p. e allow'd, with eafe it might be prov'd,
What Springs his blefled Reformation mov’d.
The dire Effe@s appear'd in open Sight,
Which, from the Caufe, he calls a diftant Flight, %
£nd yet no larger Leap than from the Sun to Light.
Now Iaft your Sons a double Pean found,
A Treatife of Humility is found.
*T'is found, but better it had ne’er been fought,
Than thus in Proteftant Proceflion brought.
The fam’d Original through Spaiz is known,
Rodriguez work, my celebrated Son, %
Which yours, by ill-tranflating, made his own 3
Conceal’d its Author, and nfurp’d the Name,
"The baleft and ignobleft Theft of Fame.
My Alwars kindl’d firft that living Coal ;
Reftore, or pratife better what you flole :
That Virtue cou’d this humble Verfe infpire,
*Tis all the Reftitution I require.
Glad was the Panther that the Charge was clos'd,
And none of all her fav'rite Sons expos'd.
For Laws of Arms permit each injur’d Man,
To make himfelf a Saver where he can.
Perhaps the plunder'd Merchant cannot tell
The Names of Pirates in whofe Hands he fell ;
But at the Den of Thieves he juftly flies,
And ev'ry Alzerine is lawful Prize.
No private Perfon in the Foe’s Eftate
Can plead Exemption from the publick Fate.
Yet Chriftian Laws allow not {fuch Redrefs;
Then let the Greater fuperfede the Lefs.
Butlet th® Abetters of the Panther’s Crime
Learn to make fairer Wars another time.
Some Charadters may fure be found to write %

Among her Sons; for *tis no common Sight,
A {potied Dam, and all her Offspring white.
' ) The
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The Sawvage, though fhe faw her Plea controul'd,
Yet wou'd not wholly feem to quit her Hold,
But offer’d fairly to compound the Strife,
And judge Converfion by the Cenvert’s Life.
% *Tis true, fhe faid, I think it fomewhat ftrange,
So few fhou’d follow profitable Change:
For prefent Joys are more to Flefh and Blood,
Than a dull Profpeét of a diftant good.
*Twas well alluded by a Son of mine,
(I hope to quote him is not to purloin )
% Two Magnets, Heav’n and Earth, allure to Blifs ;
The larger Loadftone that, the nearer this :
The weak Attraction of the greater fails ;
We nod a-while, but neighbourhood prevails :
But when the greater proves the nearer too,
I wonder more your Converts come fo flow.
Methinks in thofe, who firm with me remain,
It thows a nobler Principle than Gain.
Your Inf’rence wou’d be ftrong (the Hind reply’d)
If yours were in Effect the {uff ’ring Side :
Your Clergy’s Sons their own in Peace pofiefs,
WNor are their Profpecs in Reverfion lefs.
My Profelytes are ftruck with awful dread ;
Yourbleody Comet-Laws hang blazing o’er their Head ;
The Refpite they enjoy but only lent,
The beft they have to hope, protraéted Punifhment.
Be judge your felf, if Int'reft may prevail,
Which Motives, yours or mine, will tarn the Scale.
While Pride and Pomp allure, and plenteous Eafe, %

That is, ’till Man’s predominant Paffions ceafe,
Admire no longer at my flow increafe.
By Education moft have been mif-led ;
So they believe, becaule they fo were bred.
The Prieft continues what the Nurfe began,
And thus the Child impofes on the Man,

e
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The reft I nam'd before, nor need repeat :
But Int’reft is the moft prevailing Cheat,

The fly Seducer both of Age and Youth ;
They ftudy that, and think they ftudy Truth.
When Int'reft fortifies an Argument,

Weak Reafon ferves to gain the Will's Affent ;

For Souls, already warp’d, receive an eafy Bent.

Add long Prefcription of eftablifh’d Laws,
And Picque of Honour to maintain a Caufe,
And fhame of Change, and fear of future I,
And Zeal, the blind Condultor of the Will ;
And, chief among the ftill-miftaking Crowd,
The Fame of Teachers obftinate and proud,
And, more than all, the private Judgeallow'd;
Difdain of Fathers, which the Dance began,
And laft, uncertain whofe the narrower Span,
The Clown unread, and half-read Gentleman:
To this the Panther, with a fcornful Smile :
Yet fill you travel with unwearied Toil,
And range around the Realm without controul,
Among my Sons, for Profelytes to prowl,
And hereand there you fnap fome filly Soul.
You hinted Fears of future Change in State ;
Pray Heaven you did not Prophefy your Fate.
Perhaps, you think your time of triumph near,
But may miftake the Seafon of the Year ;
The Sawalls=w’s Fortune gives you caufe to fear.
For Charity (reply’d the Matron) tell
‘What fad Mifchance thofe pretty Birds befel.

Nay, no Mifchance, (the Savage Dame reply’d)

But want of Wit in their unerring Guide,

And eager Hafte, and gaudy Hopes, and rr:ddy Pride.

Yet, \wﬂunfr timely Warning may prevail,
Make you the Moral, and I’ll tell the Tale.
The Sawallew, privileg’d above the reft
Of all the Birds, as Man’s familiar Gueft,
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Purfues the Sun, in Summer, brifk and bold,

But wilely fhuns the perfecuting Cold :

Iswell to Chancels and to Chimnies known,

Though ’tis not thought fhe feeds on Smoke alone;

From hence fhe has been held of Heav’nly Line,

Endu’d with Particles of Soul Divine.

This merry Chorifter had long poflfefs’d

Her Summer Seat, and feather’d well her Neft:

Till frowning Skies began to change their Chear,

And Time turn’d up the wrong Side of the Year;

The fhedding Trees began the Ground to ftrow

With yellow Leaves, and bitter Blafts to blow.

Sad Auguries of Winter thence fhe drew,

Which by Inftin€t, or Prophecy, fhe knew:

When Prudence warn'd her to remove betimes,

And feek a better Heav'n, and warmer Climes.
Her Sons were fummon’d on a Steeple’s height,

And, call'd in common Council, vote a Flight ;

The Day was nam’d, the next that fhou’d be fair:

All to the gen’ral Rendezvous repair,

They try their flutt’ring Wings, and truft themfelves

in Air.
But whether upward to the Moon they go, %

| Or dream the Winter out in Caves below,
Or hawk at flies elfewhere, concerns us not to know.
Southwards, you may be fure, they bent their Flight,
And harbour'd in a hollow Rock at Night :
Next Morn they rofe, and fet upev’ry Sail 3
The Wind was fair, but blew a Mackrel Gale:
The fickly Young fat fhiv’ring on the Shore,
AblLor’d Salt-water, never feen before,
And pray’d their tender Mothers to delay
The Paffage, and expec a fairer Day.
|  With thefe the Martix readily concurr'd,
| AChurch-begot, and Church-believing Bird ;
. of
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Of little Body, butof lofty Mind,

Round-belly’d, for a Dignity defign'd,

And much a Dunce, as Martins are by Kind,

Yet often quoted Canon-Laws, and Code,

And Fathers which he never underftood -

But little Learning needs in noble Blood.

For, footh to fay, the Swalbaw brought him in,

Her Houthold Chaplain, and her next of Kin:

In Superftition {filly to Excefs,

And cafting Schemes, by Planetary Guefs:

In fine, fhort-wing’d, unfit himfelf to fly,

His Fear foretold foul Weather in the Sky,
Befides, a Rawes from a wither'd Oak,

Left of their Lodging, was obferv'd to croak.

That Omen lik’d him not; fo his Advice

‘Was prefent Safety, bought at any Price ;

A feeming pious Care, that cover’d Cowardife,

To ftrengthen this, he told a boding Dream,

Of rifing Waters, and a troubled Stream,

Sure Signs of Anguifh, Dangers and Diftrefs,

With fomething more, not lawful to exprefs

By which he {lily feem’d to intimate

Some fecret Revelation of their Fate.

For he concluded, once upon a time,

He found a Leaf infcrib’d with facred Rhime,

Whofe antique Characters did well denote

The §:by!’s Hand of the Cumezan Grot :

The mad Divinerefs had plainly writ,

A time fhould come (but many Ages yet)

In which, finifter Delftinies ordain,

A Dame thou’d drown with all her feather'd Train,

And Seas from thence be call’d the Chelidonian Main.

At this, fome thook for fear, the more devout

Arofe, and blefs’'d themfelves from Head to Foot.

"T'is true, fome Stagers of the wifer Sort

Made all thefe idle Wonderments their Sport:  They
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They faid, their only Danger was Delay,
And he, who heard what ev’ry Fool cou’d fay,
Wou’d never fix his Thought, but trim his Time away,
The Paflage yet was good ; the Wind, ’tis true,
Was fomewhat high, but that wasnothing new,
No more than ufual Eguinoxes blew.
| The Sun (already from the Scales declin’d)
Gave little Hopes of better Days behind,
But change from bad to worfle of Weather and of Wind.
Nor need they fear the Dampnefs of the Sky
Should flag their Wings, and hinder them to fly,
"T'was only Water thrown on Sails too dry.
But, leaft of all, Philsjophy prefumes
Of Truth in Dreams, from melancholy Fumes :
Perhaps the Martin, hous’d in holy Groupd,
Might think of Ghofts that walk their midnight round,
'Till groffer Atoms, tumbling in the Stream
Of Fancy, madly met, and clubb’d into a Dream 3
As little Weight his vain Prefages bear,
Of ill Effet to fuch alone who fear :
Moft Prophecies are of a Piece with thele,
Each Ngfiradamus can foretel with eafe:
Not naming Perfons and confounding Times,
One cafual Truth fupports a thoufand lying Rhimes.
Th* Advice was true; but Fear had feiz’d the moft,
And all good Counfel is on Cowards loft.
The Queftion crudely put, to fhun Delay,
*T'was carry'd by the major Part to ftay.
His Point thus gain'd, Sir Mastiz dated thence
| His Power, and from a Prieft became a Prince.
He order’d all things with a bufy Care,
And Cells, and RefeGories did prepare,
And large Provifions laid of Winter Fare:
But now and then let fall a Word or two
| Of hope, that Heaven fome Miracle might fhow,
| And, for their Sakes, the Sun fhou’d backward go;
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Againft the Laws of Nature upward climb,

And, mounted on the Rawm, renew the Prime:

For which two Proofs in facred Story lay,

Of 4haz’ Dial, and of Fobua's Day.

In Expe@ation of fuch Times as thefe,

A Chapel hous'd ’em, truly call’d of cafe:

For Martin-much Devotion did not afk ;

"They pray’d fometimes, and that was all their Tafk.
It happen'd (as beyond the Reach of Wit

Blind Prophecies may have a lucky Hir)

That this accomplifh’d, or at leaft in part,

Gave great Repute to their new Mer/in's Art.

Some * Savifis, the Giants of the Szvalloww Kind,

Large-limb’d, ftout-hearted, but of ftupid Mind,

(For Seviffes, or for Gibeonites defign’d,)

Thefe Lubbers, peeping through a broken Pane,

To fuck frem Air, furvey’d the neighbouring Plain;

And faw (but fearcely could believe their Eyes)

New Bloffoms flourifh, and new Flow’rs arife ;

As God had been abroad, and, walking there,

Had left his Foot-fteps, and reform’d the Year:

The Sunny Hills from far were feen to glow

With glitt’ring Beams, and in the Meads below [flow.

"The burnifh’d Brooks appear’d with liquid Gold te

At laft they heard the foolith Cuckoww fing,

Whofe Note proclaim’d the Holy-day of Spring.
No longer doubting, all prepare to fly,

And repofefs their Patrimonial Sky.

The Prieft before em did his Wings difplay ;

And, that good Omens might attend their way,

As luck wou'd have it, "twas St. Marsin's Day.
Who but the Swvallszw now triumphs alone ?

The Canopy of Heaven is all her own :

Otherwife eall’d Martlets,
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Her youthful Offspring to their Haunts repair,

And glide along in Glades, and fkim in Air,

And dip for Infes in the purling Springs,

And {toop on Rivers to refrefh their Wings,

Their Mothers think a fair Provifion made,

That ev'ry Son can live upon his Trade :

And, now the careful Charge is off their Hands,

Look out for Hufbands, and new Nuptial Bands:

The youthful Widow longs to be fupply’d ;

But firft the Lover is by Lawyers ty’d

To fettle Jointure-Chimnies en the Bride.

So thick they couple, in fo fhort a Space,

That Martin's Marriage-Off 'rings rife apace.

Their ancient Houfes running to decay,

Are furbifh’d up, and cemented with Clay ;

They teem already ; fore of Eggs are laid,

And brooding Mothers call Lucina’s Aid.

Fame {preads the News, and foreign Fowls appear

In Flocks to greet the new returning Year,

To blefs the Founder, and partake the Cheer.
And now "twas time ({o faft their Numbers rife)

To plant abroad, and people Colonies.

The Youth drawn forth, as Marsin had defir'd,

(For fo their cruel Deftiny requir'd)

Were fent far off on an ill-fated Day 3

The reft wou'd needs condué ’em on their way,

And Mariin went, becaufe he fear’d alone to ftay.
So long they flew with inconfiderate Hatte,

That now their Afternoon began to wafte ;

And, what was ominous, that very Morn

The Sun was enter’d into Capricorn;

Which, by their bad Aftronomers Account,

That Week the Virgin Balance fhou’d remount.

An Infant Moon eclips’d him in his way,

And hid the fmall Remainders of his Day.

S
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The Crowd, amaz'd, purf’d no certain Mark;

But Birds met Birds, and juftled in the Dark :

Few mind the Publick in 2 Panick Fright ;

And Fear increas’d the Horror of the Night.

Night came, but unattended with Repofe ;

Alone fhe came, no Sleep their Eyes to clofe: %

Alone, and black fhe came ; no friendly Stars arofe.
What fhou’d they do, befet with Dangers round,

No neighb'ring Dorp, no Lodging to be found, }

But bleaky Plains, and bare unhofpitable Ground.

The latter Brood, who juft began to fly,

Sick-feather’d, and unpraétis'd in the Sky,

For Succour to their helplefs Mother call ;

She fpread her Wings ; fome few beneath’em crawl ; 2

She fpread "em wider yet, but cou’d not cover all.

T" augment their Woes, the Winds began to move

Debate in Air, for empty Fields above,

*Till Bsreas got the Skies, and pour’d amain

His rattling Hail-ftones mix’d with Snow and' Rain.
The joylefs Morning late arofe, and found

A dreadful Defolation reign around, }

Some bury’d in the Snow, fome frozen to the Ground.

The reft were ftruggling ftill with Death, and lay

The Crozvs and Rawens Rights, anundefended Prey:

Excepting Marzin’s Race ; for they and he

Had gain’d the Shelter of a hollow Tree :

But {oon difcover’d by a fturdy Clown,

He headed all the Rabble of a Town, E

And finifh’d *em with Bats, or poll’d ’'em down.

Martir himfelf was caught alive, and try’d

For treas’nous Crimes, becaufe the Laws provide

No Martin there in Winter fhall abide.

High on an Oak, which never Leaf fhall bear,

He breath’d his laft, expos’d to open Air ;

M
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And there his Corps, unblefs’d, is hanging ftill,
To fhow the Change of Winds with his
The Patience of the Hind did almoft faj] ;
For well the mark’d the Malice of the Tale:
Which ribbald Art their Church to Z
In Malice it began, by Malice grows ;
He fow’d the Serpens’s Teeth, an Iron-h
But moft, in Martin’s Characler and Fate,
She faw her flander’d Sons, the Panthers Hate,
The People’s Rugu, the perﬁ;cutiug State :
Then faid, I taketh’ Advice in friendly P

— oy - — o —

art;

| Perhaps you fail’d in your forelecing Skill,
. | Yor Swvallavs are unlucky Birds to kill -
i || As for my Sons, the Family is blefsd,
Whofe ev'ry Child is equal to the rell :

Or elfe an old Fanatick Author lies,

Who fumm’d their Scandals up by Centurics.
But, through your Parable, I plainly fee

The blocdy Laws, the Crowd’s Barbarity ;
The Sun-fhine that offends the purblind Sight :

Miflake me not ; the Charge concerns not you:
Your Sons are Malecontents, but yet are true,
As far as Non-refiftance makes ’em fo ;
But that’s a Word of neutral Senfe you know,
A pafiive Term, which no Relief will bring,
But trims betwixt a Rebel and a King.

Reft well affur’d, the Pardelis reply’d,

The Matron anfwer'd with a loud Amen,
And thus purfu’d her Argument again,

uther owes ;

arveft rofe.

You clear your Confcience, or at leaft your Heart ;

No Church reform’d can boaft a blamelefs Line;
Sach Martins build in yours, and more than mine :

Had fome their Wifhes, it wou’d foon be Night,

My Sons wou’d all fupport the Regal Side,  [ury'd.
Tho’ Heaven forbid the Caufe by Battle thou'd be

g

prophetick Bill.
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Ifasyoufay, and as I hope no lefs,

Your Sons will praétife what your felves profefs,

W hat angry Pow’r prevents our prefent Peace ?

The Lior, ftudious of our common Good,

Defires (and Kings Defires are ill withfteod)

To join our Nations in a lafting Love ;

The Bars betwixt are eafy to remove ;

For fanguinary Laws were never made above.

If you condemn that Prince of Tyranny,

Whofe Mandate forc’d your Gal/ick Friends to fly,

Malke not a worfe Example of your own ;

Or ceafe to rail at caufelefs Rigour fhown,

And let the guiltlefs Perfon throw the Stone.

His blunted Sword your {uff’ring Brotherhood

Have feldom felt ; he ftops it fhort of Blood ;

But you have ground the perfecuting Knife,

And fet it to a Razor Edge on Life.

Curs'd be the Wit, which Cruelty refines,

Or to his Father’s Rod the Seorpion’s joins 3 [Loins.

Your Finger is more grofs than the great Monarch’s

But you, perhaps, remove that bleody Note,

And fick it on the firt Reformers Coat.

Oh let their Crime in long Oblivion {leep:

*Twas theirs indeed tomake, ’tis yours to keep.

Unjuft, or juft, is all the Queftion now ;

>Tis plain, that not Repealing you Allow.
Toname the Teft wou’d pat you ina Rage;

You charge not that on any former Age,

But (mile to think how innocent you ftand,

Arm’d by a Weapon put into your Hand.

Yet ftill remember, that you wicld a Sword

Forg’d by your Foes againft your Sov'reign Lord 3

Defigr’d to hew th’ Imperial Cedar down,

Defraud Suceefiion, and dil-hgir thg Crown.
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PoEMs on feveral Occafions.
T’ abhor the Makers, and their Laws approve,
Isto hate T'raytors, and the Treafon love.,
What means it elfe, which now your Children fay,
We made it not, nor will we tak, away ?

Suppofe fome great Oppreflor had, by Slight
Of Law, difleis’d your Brother of his Right,
Your common Sire furrendring in a Fright ;
Would you to that unrighteous Title ftand,
Left by the Villain’s Will to Heir the Land ?
More juft was Fudas, who his Saviour fo] :
The facrilegious Bribe he could not hold, 2
Nor hang in Peace, before he render'd back the Gold. E
What more could you have done, tha

an now you do,
Had Oates and Bedloww, and their Flot been true ?

Some {pecious Reafons for thofe Wrongs were found ;

Their dire Magicians threw their Mifts around,

And wife Men walk’d as on inchanted Ground.

Lat now when time has made th’ Impofture plain,

(Late tho’ he follow'd Truth, and limping held herz

T'rain)

What new Delufion charms your cheated Eyes again ? &

The painted Harlot might a while bewitch,

But why the Hag uncas'd, and 21l obfcene with Itch 2
The firft Reformers were a modeft Race ;

Our Peers poffefs’d in Peace their native Place ;

And when rebellious Arms o’erturn’d the State,

They fuffer’d only in the common Fate:

But now the Sov’reign mounts the regal Chair,

And mitr’d Seats are full, yet Dawid’s Bench is bare,

(SN
]
=

Your anfwer is, they were not difpofieft ; »'
They need but rub their Mettle on the Teft {
| To prove their Ore : *Twere well i Gold alone !
Were touch’d and try’d on your difcerning Stone ; i

| But that unfaichful Teft unfound will pafs
The Drofs of Atheifts, and Se@arian Brafs: it
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As if th’ Experiment were made to hold
For bafe Produion, and reject the Gold,
Thus Men ungodded may to places rife,
And Sefls may be p:'cfcrr’d without Difguife :
INo danger to the Church or State from thefle ;
"The Papift only has his Writ of eafe.
No gainful Office gives him the Pretence
To grind the Subjedt, or defraud the Prince. |
Wrong Confcience, or no Conlicieice, may deferve
To thrive, but ours alone is privileg’d to ttarve. |
Still thanl your felves, you cry ; your noble Race
‘We banith not, buc they forfake the place; ‘
Our Doors are open: True, but ere they come, ‘
You tofs your 'cenfing T'eft, and fume the Room ; ‘
As if *twere Toby’s Rival to expel,
And fright the Fiend who could not bear the {mell.
To this the Panther tharply had reply’d; |
But, having gain’d a Verdict on her fide,
She wilely gave the Lofer leave to chide;
Well fatisfy’d to have the But and Peace,
And for the Plaintiff’s Caufe fhe car’d thelefs, }
Becaufe the (w’d in forma Pauperis ;
Vet thought it decent fomething thould be faid ;
For f{ecret Guilt by Silenceis betray’d
So neither granted all, nor much deny’d,
But anfwer’d with a yawning kind of Pride,
Methinlks fuch Terms of proffer’d peace you bring,
As once Eneas to th’ Italian King :
By long Pofiefiion all the Land is mine ; %
You Strangers come with your intruding Line,
T'o fhare my Sceptre, which you call tojoin.
You plead like him an ancient Pedigree,
And claim a peaceful Seat by Fate’s Decree. |
In ready Pomp your Sacrificer ftands, |
T'unite the Trojaz and the Latin Bands,
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And, that the League more
Demand the fair Lawiniz for
Thus placfibly you vejl ¢h?
But il you brin
And will endeay

Perhaps fome barb’rous Laws ha
I {pake againt the Tep,

Their Treafures were a Bribe

A Goodnels

And only fhort of H

t

1t have had your Statutes and your Teft ;
ience bat of Subjets wa
He found your Temper, 2
But on that broken

the Seéts aflay’d their utmoft Art,
With offer’d T'reafure to elpoufe their

carths to place,
ve been prefer'd ;
but was not heard ;
ele to refcind, and Peerage to reftore,
lous Sov'reign won’d my Vote implore :
e more.
a4, reply’d the Dame,
ever be the fame,
s much of the Came:

firmly may be ty’d,
your Bride,
intended Wrong,
g your exil’d Gods along ;
our, in fucceeding fpace,
Thofe houfhold Puappets on our H

(o o)

Part ; [Heart, 52

too mean to move his
But when by long Experience you had prov'd,
How far he cou'd forgive, how well he lov'd H

ell’d his godlike Race,
eav’n's unbounded Grace ;

A Flood of Mercy that o’erflow’d our Ifle,

Calm in the rife
Forgetting whence your ¢

y arl

fruitful as the NiZe;
% ~ {3 Tes?,
ybt was {upply’d

>

You thought your Sov'reign bound to fend the Tide »

| Nor upward lool
| But vainly deem’

Vor. I

k’d on that immortal Spring,
d, he durft not he a King ;
P
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Then Confcience, unreftrain’d by Fear, began

To ftretch her Limits, and extend the Span ;

Did his Indulgence as her Gift difpofe,

And make a wife Alliance with her Foes.

Can Confcience own th’ affociating Name, }

And raife no Blufhes to conceal her Shame ?
For fure fhe has been thought a bafhful Dame.
But if the Caufe by Battle thould be try'd,
You grant fhe muft efpoufe the regal fide: %
O Protens Confcience, never to be ty’d !
What Phebus from the Tripod fhall difclofe,
Which are, in laft refort, your Friends or Foes ?
Eomer, who learn’d the Language of the Sky,
The feeming Gordian Knot wou'd {foon unty ;
Tmmortal Powers the term of Conftience know,
But Intereft is her Name with Men below.
Confcience or Int'reft be’t, or both in one,
(The Panther anfwer’d in a furly Tone)
TThe firft commands me to maintain the Crown,
The laft forbids to throw my Barriers down.
Our penal Laws no Sons of yours admit,
Qur Te¢f? excludes your Tribe from Benefit.
Thefe are my Banks your Ocean to withftand,
‘Which proudly rifing overlooks the Land ;
And once let in, with unrefifted Sway,
Wou'd fiveep the Paftors and their Flocks away,
Think not my Judgment leads me to comply
With Laws unjuft, but hard Neceflity :
Imperious Need, which cannot be withftood,
Malkes Ill authentick, for a greater Good.
Poflefs your Soul with Patience, and attend :
A more aufpicious Planet may afcend 3
Good Fortune may prefent fome happier time,
With means to cancel my unwilling Crime ;

[ e S R

(Unwilling,
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(Unwilling, witnefs all ye Powers above)
| To mend my Errors, and redeem your Love :
| That little Space you fafely may allow ;
Your all-difpenfing Power protects you now.
Hold, faid the Hind, ’tis needlefs to explain ;
You wou’d poftpone me to another Reign ;
*Till when youare content to be unjuit :
Your partis to poflefs, and mine to rruft.
A fair Exchange propos’d of future Chance,
For prefent Profit and Inheritance,
Few Words will ferve to finith our difpute ;
Who will not now repeal, wou'd perfecute.
To ripen green Revenge your hopes attend,
Wifhing that happier Planet won'd afcend.
For fhame let Confcience be your Plea no more : ?
To will hereafter, proves fhe might before ; b
But fhe’s a Bawd to Gain, and holds the Door, ))
Your Care about your Banks infers a fear
Of threatning Floods, and Inundations near ;
If fo, a juft Reprife would only be
Of what the Land ufurp'd upon the Sea ;
And all your Jealoufies but ferve to thow,
Your Ground is, like your Neighbour-Nation, low;
T* intrench in what you grant unrighteous Laws,
Is to diftruft the Juftice of your.Caufe ;
And argues that the true Religion lies
In thofe weak Adverfaries you defpife.
Tyrannick force is that which leaft you fear ;
The found is frightful in a Chriftian’s Ear :
Avert it, Heav'n 3 nor let that Plague be fent
To us from the difpeopled Continent.
But Piety commands me to refrain 3
. Thofe Pray’rs are needlefs in.this Monarch’s Reign.

P2 Behold!
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Behold ! how he proteéts your Friends opprefs'd,
Receives the Banifh’d, fuccours the Diftrefs’d :
Behold, for you may read an honeft open Breaft.
He ftands in Day-light, and difdains to hide
An A&, to which by Honour he is ty'd,
A Generous, laudable, and kingly Pride.
Your Teft he would repeal, his Peers reftore ;
Thiswhen he fays he means, he means no more.
Well, faid the Panther, I believe him juft,
And yet—
Andyet, ’tis but becaufe you muft ;
You would be trufted, but you would not truft.
The Hind thus briefly ; and difdain’d t’ inlarge
On Pow’r of Kings, and their Superior Charge,
As Heav’n's Truftees before the People’s choice :
Tho’ fure the Panther did not much rejoice
"To hear thofe Ecches giv'n of her once loyal Voice.
The Matron woo'd her kindnefs to the laft,
But cou’d not win ; her Hour of Grace was patt.
‘Whom, thus perfifting, when fhe cou'd not bring
To leave the #if; and to believe her King,
She gave her up, and fairly wifh’d her Joy
Of her late Treaty with her new Ally :
Which well fhe hop'd wou’d more fuccefsful prove,
Than was the Pigeon’s, and the Buzzard’s Love.
The Panther ask'd, what Concord there con’d be
Betwixt two Kinds whofe Natures difagree ?
The Dame reply’d : ’Tis fung in ev’ry Street,
The common. chat of Goflips when they meet :
But, fince unheard by you, ’tis worth your while

|
|
%
|

To take a wholfom Tale, tho’ told in homely Style.

A plain good Man, whofe Name is underftood,
(So few deferve the name of Plain and Gocd)
Of three fair lineal Lordfhips ftood pofiefs’d,
And liv'd, as Reafon was, upon the beft.
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Nor did their Alms extend to thofe alone,
‘Whom common Faith more {tritly made their own;
A fort of Dowes were hous'd too near their Hall,
Who crofs the Proverb, and abound with Gall.
Tho’ fome, ’tistrue, are paflively inclin’d,
The greater part degenerate from their Kind ;
Voracious Birds, that hotly bill and breed,
And largely drink, becaufe on Salt they feed. |
Small Gain from them their Bounteous Owner draws; |
Yet, bound by Promife, he fupports their Caufe, |
As Corporations privileg’d by Laws. 1
That Houfe, which harbour to their Kind affords,
Was built, long fince, God knows, for better Birds; ‘

But flutt’sing there they neftle near the Throne, Z i
And lodge in Habitations not their own, ;
By their high Crops, and corny Gizzards known, 3 |

Like Harpies they could fcent a plenteous Board; .

"Then to be fure they never fail’d their Lord: |

The reft was Form, and bare Attendance paid ;

They drunlk, and eat, and gradgingly obey’d.

The more they fed, they raven’d flill for more;

"Fhey drain'd from Daz, and left Beer/beba poor.

All thisthey had by Law, and none repin’d ;

“T'he pref’rence was but due to Lew:’s Kind :

But when fome Lay-Preferment fell by chance,

‘The Gourmands madeit their Inheritance.

When once poflefls’d, they never quit their Claim ;

For then *tis fan&ify'd to Heav’n’s high Name ;

And, Hallow'd thus, they cannot give Confent,

"T'he Gift thould be prophan’d by worldly Management.
Their Flefh was never to the Table ferv'd ;

Tho’ 'tis not thence inferr'd the Birds were ftarv’d ;

But that their Mafter did not like the Food,

As rank, and breeding melancholy Blood. |

Nor
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Ner did it with his gracious Nature fuit,
}:.‘w tho’ they were not Doves, to perfecute :

Yet he refus’d (nor could

Their Glutton Kind fhould teach him Abiftinence.

they take Offence)

Nor confecrated Grain their Wheat he thought,

Which new from nuvjmg in their Bills

But left his [inds eachin his private Pow'r,

Tl rfuvoh,, who like the Bran, might leave the Flow'r.

He for himf(elf, and not for others, mof\.,
Jor would hn. be lmpas’d on, nor impole ;

But in their Faces his Devotion paid,

And Sacrifice with folemn Rites was made,

And facred Incenfe on his Altars laid.

s, whofe Corps impure

Befides thefe jolly Birds

Repaid their Commons with their Salt-Manure ;

Another Farm he had behind his Houfe,

Not overftock'd, but barely for his Ufe :
Wherein his poor Domeftick Poultry fed,
And from his pious Hands receiv’d their Bread.
Our pamper’d Pigeons, with malignant Eyes,

Beheld thefe Inmates,

and their Nurferies:

) f mu»

Tho® hard their Fare, at Ev’ning, andat Morn,
A Cruife of Water, and an Ear of Corn ;
Yet ftill they grudg’d that Modicum, and thought

A Sheaf in ev'ry fingle

Grain was brought.

Fain wou'd they filch that little Food away,
While unreftrain’d thofe happy Gluttons prey.

And much they griev’d to fee fo nigh their Hall,
‘The Bird that warn’d St Peser of his Fall ;
"That he fhould raife his mitred Creft on high,
And clap his Wings, and call his Family
To facred Rites 5 and vex th’ Etherial Powers
With midnight Mattins, at uncivil Hours :
Nay more, his quiet Neighbours fhould moleft,
Juft in the fweemms of their Morning Reft.
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Bealt of a Bird, fupinely when he might

Lie fnug and fleep, to rife before the light !

‘What if his dull Forefathers usd that cry,

Cou’d he not let a bad Example die ?

The World was fall’n into an eafier way ;

This Age knew better, than to Faft and Pray.
Gocd Senfe in facred Worfhip wow’d appear

So to begin, as they might end the Year.

Such feats in former times had wrought the falls
Of crowing Chanticleers in cloyfterd Walls.
Expell’d for this, and for their Lands, they fled ;
And Sifer Partlet with her hooded head

Was hooted hence, becaufe the would not pray a-bed.
The way to win the reftiff World to Ged,

Was to lay by the difciplining Red,

Unnatural Fafts, and foreign Forms of Pray’r:
Religion frights us with a Mien fevere.

’T'is Prudence to reform her into Eafe,

And put her in undrefs to make her pleafe :

A lively Faith will bear aloft the Mind,

And leave the Luggage of good Works behind,

Such Deflrines in the Pigeon-houfe were taught

You need not ask how wond’roufly they wrought 3
But fure the common Cry was all for thefe,

Whofe Life and Precepts both encourag’d Eafe,
Yet fearing thofe alluring Baits might fail,

And hely Deeds o%erall their Arts prevail 3

{For Vice, tho’ frontlefs, and of harden’d Face,

Ts daunted at the fight of awful Grace)

An hideous Figure of their Foes they drew, [true;
Nor Lines, nor Looks, nor Shades, nor Colours
And this Grotefque defign expos’d to publick View.
One would have thought it fome Egyptian Piece,
With Garden-Gods, and barkin: Deities,
More thick than Prolemy has ftuck the Skies.
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All {o perverfe a Draught, fo far unlike,

It was no Libel where it meant to firike,

Yet ftill the daubing pleas’d, and Greatand Small

To view the Monfler crowded Pigeen-hall,

There Chanticleer was drawn upon his Knees

Adoring Shrines, and Stocks of fainted Trees ;

And by him, a mif fhapen, ugly, Race;

The Curfe of God was feen on every Fac

No Hslland Emblem could that Malice mLmI

Bt 't {till the worfe the Look, the fitter for a Fiend, ;

The Mafter of the Farm, difpleas’d to find

Se much of Rancour in fo mild 2 K .

finquir'd into the Caufe, and came to know 3

The Paflive Church had firuck the for noft blow ;

With groundlefs Fears, and Jealoufies pofledt,

Asif this troublefome intruding Gueft

Would drive the Birds of Penus from their N

A Deed his inborn E iquity abhor'd ;

But intreft will not truft, tho' God ﬁmnd
A Law, the Source of ma iny i_tl-u h

1 banifi’d all the Poultry from tl

With lofs of Life, if any fhould be

’l o crow or pﬂcL on this forbidden Ground.

U oody Statute chiefly w defign’d

the white, of Clergy kind ;

('.id not long forget

re the l\ubh, "zv‘ Coranet.

FUJ 9 "'WI'l, for their 4. LI iors uﬂ.u .-'H!E(_“.,

Their Fées a deadly Shibboleth devife ; |
By which unrighteoutly it was decreed, b
That none to Truft, or Profit fhould fucceed, i
Wh uld not fwallow firfta poifonous wicked
to which old F,.r;z.-';s was curs'd,
¢-Juice to fwell em ill ¢} they burft. ]
]_l
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The Patron (asin reafon) thought it hard
To fee this Inquifition in his Yard, }
By which the Sovereign was of Subjeéts ufe debarr'd.
All gentle means he try’d, which might withdraw
Th® Effe&s of {o unnatural a Law :
But flill the Dove-houfe obftinately ftood
Deaf to their own, and to their Neighbours good 3 *
And, which was worle, (if any worfe could be) 1
Repented of their boafted Loyalty :
Now made the Champions of a cruel Caufe,
And drunk with Fumes of Popular Applaufe;
For thofe whom God to ruin has defign’d,
He fits for Fate, and firft deftroys their Mind.
New Doubts indeed they daily ftrove to raife,
Suggefted Dangers, interpos’d Delays ;
And Emiflary Pigeons had in ftore, ‘
Such as the Mecean Prophet us’d of yore, |
Towhifper Counfels in their Patron’s Ear ;
And veil'd their falfe Advice with zealous Fear.
The Mafter fmil'd to fee ’em work in vain,
I'o wear him out, and make an idle Reign :
ile faw, but fuffer'd their Protraétive Arts,
And flrove by mildnefs to reduce their Hearts :
Bat they abus'd that Grace to make Allies,
And fondly clos’d with former Enemies ; E
For Fools are doubly Fools, endeav’ring to be wife.
After a grave Confult what courfe were beft,
One, more mature in folly than the reft,
Stood up, and told ’em, with his Head afide,
That defp’rate Cures muft be todefp’rate Illsapply’d :
And therefore, fince their main impending Fear
Was from th’ increafing Race of Chanticler,
Some Potent Bird of Prey they ought to find,
A Foe profefs’d to him, and all his kind ;
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Some haggard Haawk, who had her Eyry nigh,
Well pounc’d to faften, and well wing’d to fly ;
One they might truft, their common Wrongs to wreak :
The Mz/fquet, and the Coyfirelwere too weak,
Too fiercethe Falcon ; but, above the reft,
The noble Buzzard ever pleas’d me beft ;
Of fmall Renown, ’tis true ; for, not tolye,
We call him buta Haw# by courtefy.
I know he hates the Pigeon-Houfe and Farm,
And more, in time of War, has done us harm :
But all his Fate on trivial Points depends ;
Give up our Forms, and we fhall foon be Friends:
For Pigeons Flefh he feems not much to care ;
Cram’d Chickens are a more delicious Fare.
On this high Potentate, without delay,
I wifh you would confer the Sov’reign fivay :
Petition him t* accept the Government,
And let a fplendid Embafly be fent.
This pithy Speech prevail’d, and all agreed,
Old Enmities forgot, the Buzzard fhounld fucceed.
Their welcome Suit was granted foon as heard,
His Lodgings furnifh’d, and a Train prepar’d, E
With B’s upon their Breaft, appeinted for his Guard.
He came, and Crown’d with great Solemnity,
God fave King Buazzard, was the gen’ral Cry.
A Portly Prince, and goodly to the fight,
He feem’d a Son of 4uach for his height :
Like thofe whom Stature did to Crowns prefer :
Black-brow’d, and bluff, like Homer's Fupiter :
Broad-baclk’d, and brawny-built for Love’s delight ;
A Prophet form’d to make a Female Profelyte.
A Theologue more by need, than genial bent 3
By Breeding fharp, by Nature confident.
Int’reft in all his A&ions was difcern’d ;
More learn’d than Honeft, more a2 Wit than learn'd :
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Or forc'd by Fear, or by his Profit led,

Or both conjoin’d, his Native Clime he' fled :
Burt brought the Virtues of his Heav’n along ;
A fair Behaviour, and a fluent Tongue.

And yet with all his Arts he could not thrive ;
The moft unlucky Parafite alive.

Loud Praifes to prepare his Paths he fent,

And then himfelf purfu’d his Compliment ;
But, by reverfe of Fortune chac’d away,

His Gifts no longer than their Author ftay :
He fhakes the Duft againft th’ ungrateful Race,
And leaves the ftench of Ordures in the Place.
*)* has he fldtter’d, and blafphem’d the fame ;

For, in his Rage, he fparesno Sov’reign’s Name :

The Hero, and the Tyrantchange their Style
By the {fame meafure that they frown or fmile,
‘W hen well receiv’d by hofpitable Foes,

"The kindnefs he returns, is to expofe

Yor -Courtefies, tho’ undeferv’d and great,
No gratitude in Felon-minds beget ;

A

His praife of Foes is venomoufly nice ;

So touch’d, it turns a Virtue to a Vice :

A Greek, and bountiful, foreavarns us twice.
Seven Sacraments he wifely does difown,
Recaufe he knows Confeflion ftands for one ;
Where Sins to facred Silence are convey’d,
And not for Fear, or Love, to be betray’d :
t he, uncall'd, his Patron to controul,
ulg'd the fecret Whifpers of his Soul ;

Stood forth th’ accufing Satan of his Crimes,
Aul offer’d to the Ma/acb of the Times.
Prompt to aftail, and carelefs of defence,
Invulnerable in his Impudence,

ute to his Wit, the Churl receives the treat.
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| And runs an Izdian-muck at all he meets.

| He n..hcr would be lknown for what he is.
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He dares the World ; and, eager of a Name,
He thrufts about, and juftles into fame.
Frontlefs, and Satire-proof, he fcow’rs the Streets,

So fond of loud Report, that not to mifs
Of being known (his laft and utmoft blifs)

Such was, and is the Captain of the Teft,
Tho’ half his Virtues are not here exprefs’d ;
The Modefty of Fame conceals the reft. |
The {pleenful Pigeons never could create
A Prince more proper to revenge their hate:
Indeed, more proper to revenge, than fave ;
A King, whom in his Wrath th’ Almighty gave :
For all the Grace the Landlord had allow’d,
But made the Buzzard and the Pigeons proud ;
Gavetime to fix their Friends, and to iLduCL the crowd.
They long their Fellow-Subjedts to inthral,
Their Patron’s Promife into queftion call,
And vainly think he meant to make’em Lordsofall.
Falfe Fears their Leaders fail'd not to fuggeit,
As if the Dgwes were to be difpoflefs’d ;
Nor Sighs, nor Groans, nor gof*l“w Eyes did want ;
For now the Pigeons too had learn’d to Cant,
he Houfe of Pray’r is ftock’d with large increafe ;
Nor Doaors, nor Windews can contain the Prefs :
For Birds of ev'ry Feather fill th’ Abode;
Flen Acheifts out of envy own a God :
And reeking from the Stews Adult’rers come,

Like Goths “and Pandals to demolifth Rosme. i
That Confcience, which to all their Crimes was mute, J
Now calls aloud, :nd cries to Perfecute : 4

No rigour of the Laws to be releas’d,
And much the Ms, becaufe it was their Lord’s re
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They thought it great their Sovereign to controul,
And nam’d their Pride, Nobility of Soul,

"Tis true, the Pigeons, and their Prince Ele&,
Were fhort of Pow’r, their purpofe to effedt -
But with their Quills did all the hurt they cou’d,
And cuft’d the tender Chictens from their Food -

Tho’ naming not the Patron, to infer
Withall refpeét, He was a grofs Idolater,
But when th’ Imperial Owner did efpy,
That thus they turn'd his Grace to Villany,
Not fuff *ring Wrath to difcompofe his Mind,
He ftrove a Temper for th® Extremes to find,
So to be juft, as he might &ill be kind ;
Then, all matarely weigh’d, pronounc’d a Doom
Of facred Strength for every Age to come.
By this the Doves their Wealth and State poflefs,
No Rights infring’d, but Licence to opprefs :
Such Pow’r have they as Fatious Lawyers long
To Crowns afcribd, that Kings can do no Wrong,
But fince his own Domeftick Birds have try’d
The dire Lffe&s of their deftruttive Pride,
He deems that Proof a Meafure to the reft, }

And much the Bazzard in their Caufe did ftir, }

Concluding well within his Kingly Breat,

His Fowls of Nature too unjuftly were oppreft.
He therefore malkes all Birds of ev'ry Se&t :
Free of his Farm, with promife to refpeét f
Their feveral Kinds alike, and equally proteéts

His Gracious Ediét the fame Franchife yields

To all the wild increafe of Woods and Fields, %
And who in Rocks aloof, and whoin Steeples builds :
To Crows the like impartial Grace affords,

And Choughs and Daavs, and fuch Republick Birds :
Secur’d with ample Privilege to feed,

Each has his Diftri®, and his Bounds decreed :
Combin’d
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Combin’d in common Int’reft with his own,
But not to pafs the Pigeons Rabicon.
Here ends the Relgn of his pretended Dove
All Prophecies accomplifh’d from above, %
For Shiloh comes the Sceptre to remove.
Reduc’d from her Imperial high Abode,
Like Dionyfius to a private Rod,
The Paflive Church, that with pretended Grace
Did her diftinétive Mark in Duty p]ace, }
Now touch’d, Reviles her Maker to his Face,
What after happen'd is not hard to guefs
The {mall Beginnings had a large Increafe, ?
And Artsand Wealth {ucceed, thc. fecret Spoils of Peace. )
'Tis faid, the Doves repented, tho’ too late,
Become the Smiths of their own foolith Fate :
Nor did their Owner haften their ill Hour ;
But, funk in Credit, they decreas'd in Pow’r :
Like Snows in warmth that mildly pafls away,
Diflolving in the Silence of .Decay.
The Buzzard, not content with equal place,
Invites the feather’d Nimrods of his Race ;
To hide the thinnefs of their Flock from Sight,
And all together make a feeming gaodly Flight:
But each have feprate Int'refts ot their own ;
Two Czars are one too many for a Throne.
Nor can th’ Ufurper long abftain from Food ;
Already he has tafted Pigeons Blood :
And may be tempted to his former Fare,
‘W hen this indulgent Lord fhall late to Heav’n repair,
Bare benting times, and moulting Months may come,
When, lagging late, they cannot reach their home ;
Or Rent in Schifm (for fo their Fate decrees)
Like the tumultuous College of the Bees,

They
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They fight their Quarrel, by themfelves opprett ;

The T'yrant {fmiles below, and waits the falling Feaft,
Thus did the gentle Hizd her Fable end,

Nor would the Panther blame it, nor commend 3

But, with affeted Yawnings at the clofe,

Seem’d to require her natural Repofe :

For now the flreaky Light began to peep ;

And fetting Stars admonifh’d both to fleep.

The Dame withdrew, and, wifhing to her Gueft

The peace of Heav’n, betook her felf to reft.

Ten thoufand Angels on her Slumbers wait,

With glorious Vifions of her futare State.

A» ESS AY won SATIRE
Ve

By M;. Dryden, and the Earl of Mulgrave,

T OW dull, and how infenfible a Bealt
h Is Man, who yet would Lord it o’er the reft ?
Philofophers and Poets vainly ftrove
In every Age the lumpith Mafs to move :
But thofe were Pedants, when compar'd with thefe,
Wi w, not only to inftru&, but pleafe,
s alone found the delightful way,
ous Morals gently to convey
ming Numbers ; fo that, as Men grew
ich their Poems, they grew wifer too.
Satire has always fhone among the reft,
And is the boldeft way, if not the beft,
To tell Men freely of their. fouleft Faults,
To laugh at their vain Deeds, and vainer Thoughts,
In Satire too the Wile took different Ways,
‘T'ojeach deferving its peculiar praife.
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Some did all Folly with juft fharpnels blame,

Whilft c-mcrs l-u-rh’d and fcorn’d them into fhame
e two, the laft fucceeded beft,
As Men aim righ t:h when they fhoot in jeft

But, of the

Yet, if we may p

And cenfure '.ho.g,
In other things tl.ky ]
In H\ 5 Jlon(. methinks
Ag

;\o"

n

gls eafier than
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1_ the grofie h F ul'

£
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'"T'is being devout at Play,
O'..:rn"rmfr Wit and Fri mdf hip to Whitehall.
But with fharp Eyes thofe ni

Which lie ob.cu.uv in the wifeft
That little fpeck, which all th

ume to bl
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re all befid
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ients err’d :

And tzathc T'alent of each vulgar Wit :
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7
ar a Rall
at a ball,

er Faults to find,
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T'o wath off that would bea noble toil

H
Beyond the loofe-writ Libels of thla “gc,
Or the forc’d Scenes of our declining S
Above all: Cenlure too, each little Wit

Will be fo glad to fee the greater hit';
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Of {fuch Correftion will have caufe to boaft.

In{uch a Satire-all would feek
fancy he is there.
Old Story-tellers too muft pine

And every Fool will

a fhare,

and die,

To {ee their antiquated Wit laid by ;

Like her, who mifs’d her Name in a Lampoon,
]

And grieved to find her felf decay’d fo foon.

No common Louomb muft be mention’d here ;

Not the dull tr
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Nor ﬂuttering Office
Of fuch a wretche
Much lefs half W;

rs, who never fight ;

d Rabble who would write ?

ts: that’s more againtt our Rules;
For they are Fops, the other are but Fools,

Who would not be as filly as Dunbar 2

As dull as Monmouths, rather than Sir Carr ? ‘
The cunning Courtier fhould be {lighted too, |
Who with dull Knavery malkes fo much ado; 2
Till the fhrewd Fool, by thriving too too faft, |J

- RO

o

Like /E/ep’s Fox, becomes a Prey at laft.

Nor fhall the Royal Miftrefles be nam'd,

Too ugly, or too eafy to be blam'd ;

With whom each rhiming Fool keeps fuch a pother,
They are as common that way as the other : .
Yet fauntering

g Ch—— between his beaftly Brace, J
Meets with diircmbling {till in either place,

Affe@ted Humour, or a painted Face,
In Loyal Libels we have often told him, ‘

L S T I [t R B ]

How one has jilted him, the other fold him :
How that affe@s to laugh, how
But who can rail fo long as he can fleep ?

Was ever Prince by two at once mif-led,

Falfe, foolifh, cld, ill-natur’d, and ill-bred ?
Earnely and Aylef—ry, with all that race

Of bufy Blockheads, fhall have here no place ;
At Council fet as foils on D ’s {core,

To make that great falfe Jewel thine the more ;
Who all that while was thought exceeding wife,
Only for taking pains and telling lies,

But there’s no medling with fuch naufeous Men ;
Their very Names have tired my lazy Pen:

> Tis time to quit their Company, and choofe
Some fitter fubject for a fharper Mufe.

—~

this to weep ;
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Firlt, let's behold the merrieft Man alive
Againft his carelefs Genius vainly ftrive ;
Quit his dear Eafe, fome deep defign to lay,
'Gainft a fet time, and then forget the day:
Yet he will laugh at his beft Friends, and be
Jut as good Company as Nokes and Lee,

But when he aims at Reafon or at Rule,

| He turns himfelf the beft to ridicule.

Let him at bufinefs ne’er {o earneft fit,

Shew him but Mirth, and bait that Mirth with Wit
That thadow of a Jeft fhall be enjoy’d,

Though he left all Mankind to be deftroy’d.

So Cat transform’d fat gravely and demure,

Till Moufe appear’d, and thought himfelf fecure 3

But foon the Lady had him in her Eye,

And from her Friend did juft as odly fly.

Reaching above our Nature does no good ;

We muft fall back to our old flefh and blaod.

As by our little Machiawve! we find

(‘That nimbleft Creature of the bufy kind)

His Limbs are crippled, and his Body fhakes;

Yet his hard Mind, which all this buftle makes, §
No pity of its poor Companion tales.

What Gravity can hold from laughing out,

To {ee him drag his feeble Legs about,

Like Hounds ill-coupled ? Jowler lugs him fill
Through Hedges, Ditches, and through all thatsill.
"T'were Crime in any Man but him alone,

To ufea Body fo, though ’tis one’s own :

Yet this falfe Comfort never gives him o'er,

That, whilft he creeps, his vigorous thoughts can foar :
Alas! that foaring, to thofe few that know,

Is but a bufy groveling here below.
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So Men in Rapture think they
Whilft on the Ground tiy’
So modern Fops have fancied the
Asthe new Barl, with Parts defe
And wit enough to lavgh at his own ways;
Yet lofes-all foft Days and fenfual Nights,

Kind Nature checks, and kinder For

mount the Sky,

y could fly,

rving praife,

tune flights ;
Striving againft his quiet all he

can,
For the fi

ne Notion of a bufy Man.

And what is that, at beft, but one, whofe Mind,
Is made to tire himfelf and all Mankind ?

d

For Ireland he would g0 ; fai

th, let him re

or if fome odd fantafticl
Carry in Trunks, -and al] my drudg
not only pay him, but admir
€ any other B
Who his own harm fo wittily 5
Will any Dog ' that bas his Teeth and Stones,
Refin’dly leave his Bitches and his Bones,
"T'o turn a Wheel ? and bark to be employ’d,
While Zenus is by rival Dogs enjoyd »
Yet this fond Man, to get a Statefman’s Name,
Forfeits his Friends, his Freedom, and his Fame,
'_T'hough, Satire nicely writ, no humour flings
But thofe who merit praife in other things;
Yet we muft needs this one Exception make,
And break our Rules for folly Tropas fake ;
Who was too much defpis’d to be accus’d,
And therefore fcarce deferves to be abus'd ;
Rais’d only by his mercenary Tongue,
For railing {moothly, and for reafoning wrong.
As Boys, on Holy-days let loofe to play,

Lay waggith Traps for Girls that pafs that way ;

ord would fain

intranced Wretches lie ;
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Then fhout to fee in dirt and deep diftrefs
{Some filly Cit in her flower’d foolith Drefs :
§o have I mighty fatisfadtion found,

To fee his tinfel reafon on the Ground -
| To fee the florid Fool defpis’d (and know
By fome who {carce h
| (For Senle fits filent, a
| The finer, nay, fometimes the wittieft Speaker )
But ’tis prodigious fo much Fl o

{Should be acquired by fuch lit

For Words and Wit did anciently a

it)

1

vords enough to {how it

d condemns for weaker

nce

rree,
And Tally was no Fool, though this Man be:
| At Bar abufive, on the Bench unable,
| Knave on the Woolfack, Fop at Council-Tal
Thefe are the Grievances of fuch Fools as wou'd
Be rather wife than honeft great than, good,
Some other kind of Wits muit be made 1
Whofe harmlefs Errors hurt them{elves alon
{Excefs of Luxury they think can pleafe,
And Lazinefs call loving of their Eafe :
| To live diffolv’d in pleafures fill they feign,
| Though their whale Life’s but intermitting pain:
So much of Surfeits, Head-aches, Claps are feen,
We fcarce perceive the little time between :
Well-meaning Men who make this grofs miftake,
And Pleafure lofe only for Pleafure’s fake ;
Each Pleafure has its price, and when we pay
"Too much of Pain, we {quander Life away.
Thus D—er, purring like a thoughtful Cat,
Married, but wifer Pufs ne’er thought of that :
| And firft he worried her with railing rhime,
Like Pembroke’s Maftives at his kindeft time 3
Then for one Night fold all his flavith Life,
A teeming Widow, but a barren Wife ;!

o
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Swell'd by Contact of fuch a fulfom Toad,

He lugg'd about the matrimonial Load ;

Till Fortune, blindly kind as well as he,

Has ill reftor’d him to his Liberty ;

Which he would ufe in his old fneaking way,

Drinking all Night, and dozing all the Day ;

Dull as Ned Howard, whom his brifker Times

Had fam’d for dulnefs in malicious Rhimes.
Mz/—- e had much ado to {cape the fhare,

Though learn’d in all thofe Arts that cheat the Fair:

Tor after all his vulgar Marriage-mocks,
With Beauty dazzled Numps was in the Stocks ;
Deluded Parents dry’d their weeping Eyes,
To fee him catch his Tartar for his Prize :
"Th® impatient T'own waited the wifh’d-for change,
And Cuckolds fmil'd in hopes of fiveet revenge ;
Till Petavorth Plot made us with forrow fee,
As his Eftate, his Perfon too was free :
Him no foft Thoughts, no Gratitude could move;
T'o Gold he fled from Beauty and from Love ;
Vet failing there he keeps his Freedom ftill,
Forc'd to live happily againft his Will:
*Tis not his Fault, if toomuch Wealth and Pow’r
Break not his boafted Quiet every Hour.

And little §id. for Simile renown’d,
Pleafure has always fought but never found :
Though all his Thoughts on Wine and Women fall,
His are fo bad, fure he ne’er thinks at all,
T'he Flefh he lives upon is rank and ftrong,
His Mezt and Miftrefles are kept too long.
But fure we all miftake this pious Man,
‘Who mortifies his Perfon all he can :
‘W hat we uncharitably take for Sin,
Areonly Rules of this odd Capuchin;
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| A very Killig—av without good

| But ’tis a bolder thing to r

| For every Fault

PoE Ms o feveral Occafions,

| For never Hermit, under grave pretence,

Has liv’d more contrary to common Senfe ;

And ’tis a Mira cle, we may {uppole,

No naftinefs offends his fkilful Nofe;

Which from all Stink can with peculiar Are

Extract Perfume, and Effence from a Fet .

Expecting Supper is his great delight ;

He toils all Day but to be Drunk at Night :

Then o'er his Cups this Night-bird chirping fits,

Till he takes Hewwer and Fack Hall for Wits,
Roch—r I defpife for want of Wit,

Though thought to have a Tail ang Q)

For while he Mifchief means to all I

Himfelf alone the ill Effe@s does find

And fo like Witches juitly fuffers Shame,

Whofe harmlefs Malice is fo much the fame,

Falfe are his Words, affe@ied is his Wit ;

So often he does aim, {o feldom hit ;

To every Face he cringes while he fpeals,

But when the Back is turn’d the Head he breals

Mean in each Aétion, lewd in every Limb,

Manners themfelves are mifchievous in him -

A Proof that Chance alone malkes every Creature,

Nature,

For what a Be/fis has he always liv'd,

And his own Kickings notably contriv’d ?

For (there’s the Folly that’s fill mixt with fear)

Cowards more Blows than any Hero bear ;

Of fighting Sparks fome may their Pleafures fay,

un away :

well forgive him all his ill,

does prove his Penance ftill z
Falfly he falls into fome dangerous Noofe,

And then as meanly Iabours to get loofe ;

loven Feet 3
ankind,

The World may

335
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A Life fo infamous is better quitting,
Spent in bafe Injury and low ﬁlbmittiug.
I'd like to have left out his Poetry ;
Forgot by all almoft as well as me.
Sometimes he has fome Humour, never Wit;
And if it rarely, very rarely, ki,
*T'is under fo much nafty rubbifh [aid,
To find it out’s the Cinder-woinan’s T'rade
‘Who, forthe wretched Remnants of a Fire,
Mauit roif all Day in Afhes and 1o Mire :
So lewdly dull his idle Works appear,
The wretched Texts deferve no Comments-here 3
W here one poor Thought, fometimes, left all alone,
For a whole Page.of Dalsels muft atone.

How vain a thing is Man, and how anwife
E’en he, whowould himfelf the moit defpife !
I, who fo wife an@d humble {eem to be,
Now my own Vanity and Pride can’t fee.
While the World’s Nonfenfe is fo. tharply- thewn;
‘We pull down others but toraife our own ;
That we may Angels feem, | we ‘paint them Elves,
And are but Satires to fet up our felves.
X, who haveall this while been finding Fault,
E’en with my Mafter, who firft Satire taught s
And did by that deferibe the Tafk fo hard,
It feems ftupendous and above reward ;
Now labour with unequal force to climb
That lofty Hill, unreach’d by former time:
*Tis juft that T fhouid to the Bottom fall,
Learn to write well, or not to write at all.

=
7]

The End of the F1rsT VoLun
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