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THE *SQUIRE AND THE PARSON.

AN ECLOGUE.
83 b J L

Y his hall chimney, where in rufty grate

: Green faggots wept their own untimely fate,
In elbow-chair the penfive *Squire reclin’d,
Revolving debts and taxes in his mind:
A pipe juft fill’d, upon a table near

Lay by the London Evening ftain’d with beer,
With half a bible, on whofe remnants torn
Each parifh round was annually forfworn.
The gate now claps, as Evening jult grew dark,
Tray ftarts, and with a grow] prepares to bark;
But foon difcerning with fagacious nofe
The well known favour of the Parfon’s toes,
Léys down his head, and finks in foft repofe:
The Dofor entering, to the tankard rdn,
Tais o goot hasy pll, nd ths g
2 ' PARSON. friwd,
Why fie'ft thou, thus forlom ’and dnﬂé :iya'
" Now War's rapacious reign is 36an €00
Hark, how thesdiﬁmt-’m" o{ oo, 9
gee bonfires [pangle o'er the veil of RgX
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’SQUIRE.

What's Peace, alas! in foreign payts to me?
At home, nor peace, nor plenty can I fee;
Toylefs, I hear drums, hells, and fiddles found,
»1is all the {ame—Four fhillings 1n the pound,
3} 1 2 % F »

Mv wheels, tho’ old, are clogg d with a new tax;
My oaks, tho’ young, muft groan beneath the axe:
My barns are half unthatch’d, until’d my houfe,

Loft by this fatal ficknefs all my cows :
See, there’s the bill my late damn’d lawfuit coft!

Long as the land contended for—and loft:
Ev’n Ormond’s Head 1 can frequent no more,
So {hort my pocket is, fo long the fcore ;

At fhops all round I owe for fifty things.—
This comes of fetching Hanoverian kings.

PARSON.

I muft confefs the times are bad indced,
No wonder; when we {carce believe our creed;
When purblind Reafon’s deem’d the fureft guide,
And heaven-born Faith at her tribunal try’d;
When all church-power is thought to make men flaves,
Saints, martyrs, fathers, all call'd fools, and knaves.

’SQUIRE.

Come, preach no more, but drink and hold your tongue:
Pm for the chorch:—but think the parfons wrong,
PARSON,
See there! Freesthinking now fo rank is grown,
It fpreads infetion thro’ eachr country town
. Deiftic
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Deitic fcoffs fly round at raral Boards; ' ' -

*Squires, and their tenants too, profane’ as lords i
Vent impious jokes on eVery facred thing ; ;
e
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Come, drink-;

‘ PARBONISN 3109 30K yov sy
—Here’s fo you t’hen, t6 c‘m‘rch an& k‘mg
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’ | SQIIRE. -

H'ere s church and kmg, I hate the glafs {hould ﬁand,- ;
Tho’ one takes tlthes, and t’other taxes land. -
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o BABBONL: fo b il et
Heaven with new\pl‘agues will fcourgc t]:;:is ﬁpﬂ;l nation,
Unlefs we foon repeal the tolera.tmn,
And to the church reftore the convocatmn E
S SQ‘}TIRE.
Plagues we {hould fecl {ufficient, 9@_
Starv’d by two hoﬁéﬁ' gﬂeﬂfml byﬂ. o
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© ho! here’s one I fee, from Parfon Sly:

« My reverend neighbour Squab being like to die,
« I hope, if heaven fhould pleafe to take him hence,
“ To afk the living would be no offence.

PARSON.

Have you not {wore, that I fhould Squab fucceed ?

Think how for this I taught your fons to read ;

How oft difcover’d pufs ori_ new-plow’d land,

How oft fupported you with friendly hand, %
When I could fcarcely go, nor could your worfhip ftand.

’SQUIRE.
*T'was yours, had you been honeft, wife, or civil;
Now ev’n go court the Bifhops—or the Devil.

PARSON.

I’m blunt, and cannot fawn and cant, not I,
Like that old prefbyterian rafcal Sly.

I am, you know, a right true-hearted Tory,
Love a good glafs, a merry fong, or ftory.

If I meant any thing, now let me die, }

’SQUIRE.

Thou art an honeft dog, that’s truth indeed—
Talk no more nonfenfe then about the creed.

Ican’t, I think, deny thy firk requeft;

’Tis thine ; but firt a bumper to the beft,

PARSON.

Moft noble *Squire, more generous than your wine,
How pleafing’s the condition you affign ?

Give

I
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Give me the {parkling glafs, and here, 4’
With joy I drink it on my bended knee-
Great Queen! who governeft this earthly ball,
And mak’ft both kings, and kingdoms, rife and fall:
Whofe wonderous power in fecret all things rules,
Makes fools of mighty peers, and peers of fools:
Difpenfes mitres, coronets, and ftars ;
Involves far diftant realms in bloody wars,
Then bids the fnaky trefles ceafe to hifs,
And gives them peace again— ® nay, gav’ft us this:
Whofe health does health to all mankind impart,
Here’s to thy much-lov’d health:

’8QUIRE, rubbing kis hands.
—=With all my heart.

ye {ee,

b Madam de P—mp—dour.
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