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Time flies—the work and pleafure’s great ;
Begin, before it grows too late.
Where the plays ftand the fazures lodge ;
And dance not, ’till you dance a judge ;
Then, tho’ you are not half fo taper,
My Lord, yow’ll cut a highér caper.

To' the Rey, “IVIP RS
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ROMISLES are different cafes
At various times, in various places,
In crowded ftreet of Arlington,
Where {laves of hope to levées run,
A promife {ignifies no more,
Than 1n the chamber of a2 whore.
And when the good deceiv’d Sir Francis
With madam up from Yorkfhire dances,
To claim the great man’s promife given
Some fix years fince, or (fome fay) feven ;
No one can blame that curious writer,
That fays, they’ll both return the lighter,
But can we hence aflirm that no mifs
Of all the fex can keep a promife ?

Or
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Or fay, from what our courtier {peaks,
That all men’s faiths are wafer-cakes ¢
That courts make rogues is my belief,
As ’tis the mill that makes the thief.
But ’caufe one limb is none 0’ th’ beft,
Shall I for that cut off the reft ?

Sure it may be with fafety faid,
A parfon’s promife dnely made
Beneath a prelate’s holy roof,
Muft ftand ’gainft all aflaults a proof.
Yet he, who thinks the church unfhaken;
May find himfelf in time miftaken.
I know the man, and grieve to fay’t,
Who fo did fail—and that was S
And can we then no more depend on

Our good forgetful friend at Findon,

Than on a courtier promifeful,

Or a whore’s oath to cheat her cull ?

Can S —— no better promife keep ?

1f that were true—1I e’en fhou’d weep.
In Sarum’s town when lalt we met,

I told you ’mongft munch other prate,

That my defign was to withdraw,

And leave the craggy paths of laaw ¢

And as the fkilful pilot fteers

Wide of the dreadful rocks he fears,

And in the fafer ocean rides,

Nor fears his veflel’s bulging fides ;

So
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So I from Coke’s and Croke’s reports,

And fpecial pleadings of the courts,
Had veer’d about to bury dead,
And ’gainft a pulpit run my head.
Didft thou not promife then and there,
(But promifes are china-ware)
Didft thou not promife, as I {poke,
‘That you’d ere long your Mufe invoke,
And cloath’d in ftrong harmonious line,
Send counfel to'the young divine ?
Where of thy word then is the troth,
Which I thought good as any oath ?
Orwhere that ftrong harmonious line,
Blefs’d by each fifter of the Nine ?
‘T'hat whore we fpeak of 1’ th’ be ginnjng,

-

Hath fome excufe to make for finnine -

Hes: tongue an | ta1l are t:m*;ﬂlt deceit
From her not l{l‘-.Dx'-.'Il]E;‘ where to eat.,
T'he courtier too hath fome excufe

To think w c‘.-rd~brmi;ing imall abufe -
And ’midft the hurry, noife, and buftle,
Of crowds, that at his levée joitle,

No man can be in fuch a t:t]ginq
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['o {fee a little pt'ﬂmii'i’--hrs;;l:ing;

But what indulgence, what excufe
Can plead for thee, or for thy Mufe ?
For thee, on whom the fifters wait :

Pleas’d with the tafk Impos’d by S ;
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Whom at his chrift’ning they did dip
O’er head and ears 1n Aganip 3
For thee, at mention of whoie ftrain
Their winged courfer courts the rein,
Bounds €’en through Suflfex-roads along,
Proud of the burthen of thy fong ?
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Anfwer to the foregoing, 1731. By S,

e R M Y deareit boy,
Rys Apollo’s and the prelate’s 10V 3

Your fharp rebuke came afe to hand,
And {peedy anfwer does dema and.

You charge me home—our confcious Mufe
Wou'd fain fay fomething in excufe.
The promife made muft be confe(s'd,

But here, Sir

Fingucn fum eft.
A promiﬁ: broke and one delay’d
Differ as much as light and fhade.
By this diftin&ion all your whores
And courtiers I turn out of doors,
And, by indution logical

Prove, they affet not me at all.
But if my logic be not good,

I’ll proveit from the word of God,
Which ferves to clear all forts of cafes,

And wears a mafquerade of faces.
When




