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To the Right Hon. Henry PeLraMm, Efg;

- H E humble Petition of the worfhipful company of
Poets and News-writers,

SHEWET H,

T H A'T your honour’s petitioners (dealers in rhymes,
And writers of fcandal, for mending the times)
By loffes in bus’nefs, and England’s well-doing,
Are funk in their credit, and verging on ruin.

That thefe, their misfortunes, they humbly conceive,
Arife not from dulnefs, as fome folks believe,
But from rubs in their way, that your honour has laid,
And want of materials to carry on trade.

That they always had form’d high conceits of their ufe,
And meant their laft breath fthould go out in abufe ;
But now (and they fpeak it with forrow and tears)
Since your honour has fate at the helm of affairs,
No party will join ’em, no fa&ion invite
To heed what they fay, or to read what they write ;
Sedition, and Tumult, and Difcord are fled,
And Slander {carce ventures to lift up her head ——
In fhort, publick bus’nefs is fo carry’d on,
‘That their country is fav’d, and the patriots undone.
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T'o perplex ’em f{till more, and f{ure famine to bring
(Now fatire has loft both its truth and its fting)
If, in fpite of their natures, they bungle at praife,
Your honour regards not, and nobody pays.

Y O UR Petitioners therefore moft humbly entreat
(As times will allow, and your honour thinks meet)
That meafures be chang’d, and fome caufe of complaint
Be immediately furnifh’d, to end their reftraint;

Their credit thereby, and their trade to retrieve,
That again they may rail, and the nation believe.
Or elfe (if your wifdom fhall deem it all one)
Now the parliament’s rifing, and bus’nefs is done,
That your honour would pleafe, at this dangerous crifis,
To take to your bofom a few private vices,
By which your petitioners, haply, might thrive,
And keep both themf{elves and contention alive.

In compaffion, good Sir ! give ’em fomething to fay,

And your honour’s pctitloners ever fhall pray.




