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THE BODY-POLITIC.

|

I F in the Body-politic you fee

Rebellion, rapine, bloodfhed, anarchy,

That ﬂ:ater you fay 1s loft ! So when you find
The body human with diftemper’d mind,
The blood corrupted, and th¢ fever high,

- You doubt not to pronounce—that man mutt die.

Now 1n the way of Fable we’ll fuppofe

Rebellion 1n the human frame arofe ;
Each member loudly founded forth his merit,

And cried, t’ obey the Head fhew’d want of {pirit ;
"Twas time the Limbs thould now affert their part,

And overturn the empire of the PTeart

The
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The {tubborn Kneés declar’d no more they’d bend
¥or God or King, nor any {trength would lend
To bear a Head of fuch unwieldy fize;

To hear and fee requir’d not Ears and Eyes;

All parts were equal, and had each a right
T’ aflume the gift of hearing and of fight.

- Whereat the Feet ftept forth with furious found
Stamping and {wearing they’d not touch the ground;

Henceforth aloft they'd rife ere&t 1n air,
And make the daintier Hands the burden bear.

This {aid, the Hands indignant caught th’ alarm,
And ftruggling tried to {eparate from the Arm;
~Aloud they clapp’d, and fummon’d all to fight

To fix their freedom, and enforce their nght.

And now Convulfion feiz’d on every part,
Loud beat each Pulfe, and terror fhook the Heart;
Within was heard a horrid noife and rout,

‘The Infide claim’d the right to be the Ouz.
The
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The Lungs protefted they’d not draw the breath ;
They car’d not if it brought on inftant death ;
*T'were better all were loft than they denied

The nght to hold a fhare in the Outfide.

The Stomach roar’d he foon wou'd ftop digeftion,
If €’er his outfide right was call’d 1n queftion :
The Veins declar’d they’d not perform their part,
- .+ Nor longer throw the blood up to the Heart;
The Heart might feed itfelf, or yield 1t’s place
To thofe, who’d fill it with a better grace.

On this'the Liver writh’d himfelf around, =

And {wore that long, though rotten and unfound,
He’d fought that place ; he now would feize the throne,
For he was fit to rule, and he alone.

This rous’d the Splcen, who on the vitals fed,
‘Planning by craft the downfal of the Head ;

But now o’ercharg’d with envy, rage, and guile,

In hafte he rofe, and overfet the Bile.

Thus
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Thus all within was agony and ftrife,
Each frefh convulfion {éem’d to threaten dife ;
The Limbs diftorted nfe—they give the blow,
And foon the Head ({fo honour’d once) lay low,
And now behold the Body’s wretched ftate,
Taught by this {ad example, ere too late,
That fuch each Body-politic mutit be,
Where foul rebellion reigns apd anarchy,




