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BAUCIS

PHILEMON

Inmitated, From the Eighth Book of O V ID.

Written, 1706.

N antient Times, as Story tells,

The Saints wonld often leave their Cells,
And ftrole about, but hide their Quality,
To try good People’s Hofpitality. |

I'T happen’d on a Winter Night,
As Authors of the Legend write 5

'

Two
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Two Brother Hermits, Saints by Trade,
Taking their Toar in Mafquerade; |
Difguis’d in tatter’d Habits, went
To a fmall Village down in Kent
Where, in the Strolers Canting Stram, |
They beg'd from Door to Daor in vaag
Try 'd ev'ry Tone might Plty win, :

But not a Soul would let them in.

O UR wand'ring Saints in woful State: _j'r
Treated at this ungod]y Rarte. £
Having thro’ all the Village pafs'd,

To afmall Cottage came at laft ; ﬁ
Where dwelt a gond old hnn:ﬁ Yenmzﬂ,
Call'd, in the nghbnu’i‘hood Pﬁrkwn .
Who lundiy did the Samrs invite " i
In his Poor Hut to 'pa[s the ng'ht 5 - ﬂ
And then the Hufpttable Su'e e e
Bid Goody Bancis mend theFire; " 2

3 S Maefo £)

While
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While He from out of Chimney took

A Flitch of Bacon off the Hook; '

And freely from the fattet Side

Cut out large Slices to be fry’d : . 3
- Then fept afide to fetch 'em Drink, . .
Fill'd a large Jag up to the Brink 3 '
And faw it-fairly twice go round

Yet ( what is wonderful ) 'they found,
"Twas ftill replenifh’d to the Top,

As if they neer had roucht a Drop,

The good old Cbuple was amaz'd, *

And often on each other gaz'd ; |

For both were frighted to the Heart,
And juft began tocry 5 — What ar't?
Then foftly, turn'd afide to view, .
Whether the Lights'wére bilrning blue.

The gentle Pilgrims foon aware ont, . | |
Told ’em their Calling, and their Errant :
Good Folks, you need not be afraid,

We are but Ssints, the Hermits faid 53

a0 No
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No Hurt fhall come to You, or Yourss

But, for that Pack of churli(b Boors,

Not fit to live on Chriftian Ground,

They and their Houfes fhall be drown'd :: "
Whilft you fhall fee your Cottage rife, * *
And grow a Church before your Eyes,

THEY fcarce had Spuke 3 when, faul' ﬂﬂdfﬁh

The Roof began to monntalofe; = - .4
Aloft rofe ¢v'ry Beam and Rafter, . o]

The heavy Wall climb’d flowly after,

' et BT
THE Chimney widen'd, and grew higher,
Became a Steeple with a Spire. |

THE Kettle to thE Top was hmﬂ' :I

And there ftood faft'ned to a Joift _
But with the Upfide down, to [hew Pl
Its Inclinations for below 3 v, B
In vainj for a Superior Force

Appiy J af Bottom, ftops 1ts Courfe,” -
Daom'd
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Doom’d ever in Sufpence to dwell,
'Tis now no Ketgle, but a Bell,

A wqoden Jack, which had almoft
Loft, by Difufe, the Art to Roaft,
A fudden Alteration feels, RS ek X,
Increas’d by new late(tine Wheels: .- .
And, what exalts the Wonder more, )
The Nuwmber made; the Motion flow’rs .
The Flyer, tho’t had Leaden Feet,
Turn’d round foiquick, you fcarce con’dfee’t 5
But flacken'd" by fome fecret Power, /i :. 5.1
Now hardly moves an Inchan Hour, @ .
The ]aE:E and Chimney near ally’d, - - .
Had never left each other’s Side ;
The Chimney to a Steeple grown,
The Jack wou'd not be left alone,
But up againft the Steeple rear'd,
Became a Clock, and ftill adhcr’d:

And
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And ftill its Love to Houthold Carey . *
By a fhrill Voice at Noon declares; ' /i1
Warning the Cook-maid, not to burn
That Roalt-meat which it cannot ti_zfnl "

f 'I_I,l- ¥

.r'

THE Groaning Chair began to.crawl '
Like an huge Snail aloag thé Wall ¢ =~
There {tuck aloft, in Publick View,

And with fmall Change, ﬁ‘Pﬁ}pit grew, 1 217 ’

- THE Porcingers, that inaBow . :
Hung high, :and madea glitf'ring Show, - .
To a lefs Notile Sabftance chang’d, -

Were now bt Leath&ru Buckets tangd

THE Ballads pa{’ed on the Wall,,
Of Foan of France, ap;l.EngI;@ Mc”?
Fair Rofumond, and Robin Hoed,
The Listle Children in the Wood ;
Now feem’d to look abuudance better,
Improv’d in Pitture, Size, and Letter;
Ard
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And high in Order plac’d, defcribe
The Herddq of ev'ry Tribe,

A Bedﬁead of the Anuque Mudr:,
Compatt of Timber many a Load,
Such as our Anceftors. did ufe,

Was Metamorphoad into Pf:ws §.: . .
Which ftill their an];u:nt Natur: keep 3

By lodging Folks difposd to Sleep. i

- 8 ®a)

THE Cottagr: by fuch Feats as theft, e
Grown to a Church by juft Degrces " i
The Hermlts then defir’d their Holt ke A
To ask for what he fancy’d moft: 'Y
Philemon, having paus’d a while, ek
Return’d ’em Thanks in homely Stilé;' i _
Then faid ;3 my Houfe is grown {o Fme, 3
Methinks, T fill wou'd call it mine:

I'm Old, and fain'wou'd live at Eafe, -

Make me the Parfon, if you pleafe, =~ "
HE
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" HE fpoke, and prefently he feels;
His Grazier's Coat fall down his Heels 3
He fees, yet hardly can believe,

About each Arm‘a Pudding-fleeve 5

His Waftcoat toa Cal’fuck_gréw, |

And both affim’d 2’ Sable Huej

But being Old, continu'd jult

As Thread-bare, and as full of Duft.
His Talk was now of. Tythes and Dues, .
Cou’d fmmk his P:pe, and read the Nem g
Knew how to preach old Sermons nett "
Vampt in the Preface and the Text s

At Chriltnings well could a&t his Part,

And had the Service all by Heart
Wih'd Wumen might have Chlldren faft

And thuught whole Sow had ﬁ:rramd la[t f

Againft Df_ﬂénrer: waou'd repioe,
And ftood up ﬁrm for Rr_gbt Dwme

5 ""l

Found
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Found his Hedd fill'd with many a Syftem,
But Clafick Authors—he ne'er mifs'd 'em. = -

THUS haﬁng furbith'd up a Parfon,
Dame Baucis next, they plajt'd their Farce ﬁn
Inftead of Home-fpun Coifs were feen,
Good Pinners edg’d with Colbtrteen
Her Petticoat transform’d apace, ,
Became Black Sattin, Flounc’'d with I.ace |
Plain Goody would no longer down,

"Twas Madam, in her Grogram Gown.
Philemon was in great Surprize,

Aund hatdly could believe his Eyes, =
Amaz'd to fee Her look fo Prim,

And fhe admrr'd as much at Hlm 3

THUS, happyin their Change aF Llfe,
Were feveral Years this Man and Wifée,

When on a Day, which prov'd their la[t
Difcourfing on old Stories paft, - - -

Cc Tht’f

LI
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They' whtit by, ehiante; ‘amidft theit Talk;
To theChurchiryurdy o takeca wélk's -
When Baucis haltily cry'd out ;

My Dedt, T [t ywr Forétead fpr'nut _
Sprotf, qunth the Man What's this }fbu tell ll.’r"’
I hope‘you don't ‘Believe me Jealous:

But yet, methmks I feel it true,

And re lyq Ynurs ls Bu:;ldmg t00~— “_
Nay, ——now | cannot ftlr my Foot :

It feels as if ‘twere takmg Enut

DE‘.S('JRIP'TIQ%1 mula but tire my Male:
In (hort, they ﬁ:oax were 'turn dt tn ﬁw,
Old Good-man Dél;ﬁm nF the Green '
Remembers he the Trees has feen s
He'll talk.of them from. Noon til} Night,
And gne,SJ'*mivh_Fﬂlka:tp;.;&lﬂé':'_l'lit Sights
On Q‘Mdﬂ-ﬁ.ﬂﬁt&l;ﬁfﬂ}ﬂgamm £ NO L
He gathers all thie Parifleehere 5 no gjuivwi

sdT
. Pointé
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Points out the Place of either Xew ;
Here Bancis, there Philemon grew.

Till once, a Parlon uf our Town, _
To l'nencl l’lfs ﬁafh Cut Baiici &bwi 3 3

At which, ’tis hard to be believ'd,
How much the other Tree was grievid,

Grew Scrubby, dy’d a-top, was ftunted:
‘éq thc mm@u ftab’d: and burntit. -
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