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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
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When bloody-minded Jephtha fwore,
If he return’d a conqueror,

He’d offer up in facrifice

What from his houfe firft met his eyes ;
And when his girl and only child
Haften’d to welcome from the field
With pious joy her profp’rous fire,
Gaily dancing to the lyre

The holy butcher underftood

His promife’s performance good,
Tho’ for a year the virgin ftray’d,
And wept her unloft maidenhead.

Thus, Sir, you fee we men of letters
Can, like Jack Shepherd, cut our fetters :
When pinch’d, we file fcholaftic faw,
And 1ron is no more than ftraw -

The man is thought to have no brains,
Who can’t break loofe, or bind in chains.
Your Sykes’s and your Waterlands

Have nothing elfe upon their hands :
They ftand prepar’d with double tackle
To fix, or to remove the fhackle,

But, my dear boy, we’ll only tye
The filken bands of amity ;

Or fuch as hock-tide boys and miffes
With laughter bind, and harmlefs kiffes ;
Indulge the free poetic meafure,

And mimic difcord for more pleafure,

But
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But after all thefe long preambles,
In which our nag, at beft, but ambles :

| After our plea of mere delay,

’Tis fit we think our debt to pay.

Soon then as bufinefs will permit,

Wwe'll fend you up another fheet,

Full fraught w th our moft learn’d advice,

In which we muit be {fomewhat nice

We’ll roufe our thoughts, and take duc time,
And trifle not in dogrel rhime 3

But boldly whip the v.*ino-c-d fteed,

And raife him to a nobler igf:td
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By the Same.

D A M alone cou’d not be eafy,

So he muft have a wife, an’t pleafe ye:
| But how did he procure his wife,

To cheer his folitary life ?

Why, from a rib ta’en out his fide

(! Was form’d this neceflary bride.

| But how did he the pain beguile ?

Pho! he fleps fiveetly all the while.




