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CHAUCE Rs

CHARACTERS.

b} WAS when the ficlds imbibe the vernal
fhow'rs,

And Venus paints her month with early
When Sol, diffufing genial warmth around, —°% ™53
Unbinds the frozen bofom of the ground;
When gentle Zephyr with refrefhing breath
Reviv'd each grain that in the womb of earth
All winter flept; and (b’ all-enlivening fun,
Thro" the bright ram had half his progrefs run ;
When birds on ev'ry bough renew their fongs,
And Philomel her evening note prolongs ;
Then nature fmiles; then Devozees engage,
Thra' the wide world to roam on pilgrimage.

From
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From ev'ry fhire the pious ramblers ftray,
But molt to Canrerbury bend their way,
Therc at the * Martyr's fhrinc a cure they find,
For cach fick body, and e4ch love-fick mind.

It fo befcl, that feafon, on a day,
In Somthwark at the Talbot-Inn 1 lay,
Refolv'd with zeal my journey to begin;
With no fmall off'ring to St. Thomas' fhrine.
For Priefts with empty thanks are never thamm'd;
The rich buy heaven, and ragged rogues arc

damn'd.

Full nine and twenty more, a jovial crew,
(Mine Hoft was ravilh'd at a fight {o new)
That night, by fair adventurce fought our inn;
All pilgrims, fixt upon the fame defign.
When moft with care had feen their horfes fed,
Happy were they who got a cleanly bed,
With each 1 talk'd, and each by name could

call,

So quickly grew familiar with *em all.
‘There we refolv'd with fpeed to make our way,
And all fer forward at the break of day.

* Thomas Becket, -
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But Trold a while ; “twere requifite you knew,
E're I proceed, each pilgrim of the crew.
I'll here relate their charaders, their age,
Deferibe their perfons, and their equipage,
Their fex, and what condition they were in
This rule obferv'd, I with the Knight begin.

The Kuight.

Knight therc was, whofe early yowh had thown
His love to arms, and paffion for renown.

Courteous and affable ; of honour nice ;
A friend Yo truth, a foe to ev'ry vice,
In many brave cngagements had he been,
Known foreign courts, and men and mannets feen:
In Chriflendoms much fame he had acquir'd ;
In Twurkey he was dreaded and admir'd.
When Alexandria was befieg’d, and won,
He pafs'd the Trenches firft, and {cal'd the Town.
Granada's fiege increas'd the warrior’s fame;
And Algier trembled but to hear his name.
In fifteen battels deathlefs wreaths he got,
Three fingle combats with fuccefs he fought.

Mauch



234 Mifcellaneons PoEMs

Much ground he travell'd oer, for he had fecn
Our Saviour's fepulcher in Palefline.
The barb'rous infidels had felt his might,
Fierce in engagement, gentle after fight.
In council, and in condud, wife, and flaid ;
In converfation, modeft as a maid,
Plain and fincere, obfervant of the right ;
In mien, and manners, an accomplifh'd knight.
A goodly horfe he rode, well (hap'd, and ftrong;
No gaudy faddle, nor no trappings long.
Thearms he wore, were bright, and free from flain ;
His habit, ferviceable, neat, and plain.
With grateful zeal devoutly he was come,
To thank the faint that brought him fafely home.

The Squire.

Ith him his fon, a fprightly Squire, and gay,
' Youthful and bloomingas the month of May;
A fearlefs lover, in a courtly drefs,
With curling locks juft taken from the prefs.
Of twenty years he feem'd, well fhap'd and tall,
Strong was his make, lis port majeftical,
The
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The army did his early courage fec,
In Flanders, and in fertile Picardy :
He hop'd his valour would all forms remove,
And plead fuccefsfully its mafter's love,

His veft with various colours did abound,
Like flowry meads when fpring adorns the ground.
Short was his coat, the flecves were long and wide;
Well could he fing, and #reazs and dalls provide.
His fiery fteed he gracefully cou'd fit ;
Love-fonzs he made, not wholly void of wit ;
Some {kill in painting too the yauth had (hown,
Could draw a miitrefs, or defign a town,
Love o'cer his gentle heart did fo prevail,
He flept as little as the nightingale.

The Squire’s Yeoman.

T'His Squire a Yeoman had, and only him,
Whofe truth and diligence deferv'd efteem.
Girt with 2 belt, his gaiment was of green ;

A quiver ftor'd with arrows, bright and keen,
Hung crofs his fhoulders in a filken ftring ;

The feathers borrow'd from the Peacock’s wing

At
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At his left fide 2 weighty fword he wore,

And on hisarm a well-try'd buckler bore ;

A dagger, (hott and broad, was ty'd below ;
His ftrong right hand fuftain'd a mighty bow ;
A Chriffopher his bofom did adorn ;

In a fair baldricke hung his filver horn :

His fan-burnt vifage, and his grafs-green hood,
Might prove him well a ranger of the wood,

The Priorefs.

Here was with thefe 2 Nun, 1 Priorefs,
T A lady of no ord’nary addrefs.
Her fmiles were harmlefs, and her look was coy,
She never fwore an Oath but by Saint Zeye,
Known by the name of Lady Eglastine .
She fung the office with a grace divine ;
She fpoke the French of Stratford {chool, by Bow ;
‘The Frenck of Paris the did never know &
For French of Paris did to her appear
Strange, as our Law-French t0 a Franchman's ear.
At meals fhe fat demure, carv'd neat, and well,
No morfel from ber lips unfcemly fell,

She
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She never dipp'd her finger in the mefs;
Nor with one drop defil'd her holy drefs,
With 2 becoming grace, and fmiling eye,
She gain'd refpeét from all the company.
Eafie and free, ftill pleafant at her meat ;
And held it no fmall pain to counterfeit ;
She hated flatelinefs, yet wifely knew
What fit regard was to her title due.
She pity'd ev'ry creature in diftrefs,
Devout, and charitable to excefs.
Her tender heart with fuch compaffion fill'd,
She'd weep to fee 2 poor moufe caught, and kill'd.
Her lap-dogs ftill with her fair hands e fed,
With milk, and roaft meat, mixt with crumbs of bread,
In her own chamber, on her bed they flept ;
If any dy'd, moft bitterly fhe wept.

Well fet her wimple, nicely pinch'd it was,
Her nofc was firaight, her eyes were grey as glafs,
Small was her mouth, her lips were red and foft.
A beauteous forehcad, always born aloft,
Broad, fmooth and fhining--eye-brows,neatand fmall,
A flender watfte, inclining to be tall.

A curious garment, wondrous neat, fhe wore ;

A pair of beads, with green enammel'd o'er,
of
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Of thining coral, did her arm infold ;
Grac'd with an ornament of beaten gold :
Upen it was engrav'd a circling wreath,
And Amor viacit omnia writ bencath,

A nun, who feldom from her fide did ftir,
Her chaplain, and three priefls, attended her.

The Monk.

Txt thefc a merry Monk appcars in place,
N Who follow'd hunting, more than faying mafs,
As bravely mounted, as a lord from court ;
No well-fed abbot bore a comelier port.

And when in ftate he ambled, all might hear
The gingiing of his bridle, loud and clear,
As far, alinoft, as any chappel-bell.

This lordly monk, once keeper of a cell,
Held good St. Bernet's order too fevere ;
St. Afanre to his nice judgment did appear
Too firi&, and rigid ; for old dotards fit,
But {corn'd by prigis of fpiriz, and of wir.
One fcripture text he blotted with his pen,
That fays all hunters are ungodly men.

‘What
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\What (hoals of converts would this doétrine raife 2
Shall monks in fludy pafs laborious days 2

Turn o'er dull fathers, and worm-caten books,
With dazled cyes, and melancholy looks 2

Toil with their hands to make the garden neat?
Turn cooks, and bafte the roalt with their own fiveat ?
This Auftin humbly did: < Did he? (faith he,)

“ Auxfin may do the fame again for me.

He lov'd the chafe, the hounds melodious cry,
Hounds that ran fwiftly as the fwallows fly,

His fleeves I faw, with furs all lin'd within,

From Ruffia brought, the fineft fquirrels fkin ; %
(Hair-fhirss, he faid, provok'd the blood to fin.)
His Hood beneath his double-chin to hold,

"Twas faften’d with a curious clafp of gold ;

A love-knot at the greater end there was ;

His head clofe fhav'd, and fmooth as any glafs.
His ftrutting paunch was feldom difappointed ;
His broad, full face fhone as it were anointed.
His eyes were {leepy, rouling in his head,

That fteem'd like furnaces of moulten lead.
Supple his boots, his horfe he proudly fate,

You'd take him for a bithop by his ftate,

Faffs
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Fafts had not made him meagre like a ghott,

But fat lic was, and goodly as mine hoft.

A fat, plump fivan he lov'd, young, but full grown.
His horfe was fleck, and as the berry brown,

The Fryer.

&- Fryer next, to ev'ry female dear,
Ali the four orders never had his peer,

‘Wanton, diverting ftill in profe, or rhime;
He many couples married in his time :

Some young ones at his own expence he wed,
And to their hufbands grief foon broughtto bed.
A frank companion, fecret, often try'd;

To gentle dames, a confeffor, and guide.
Licentiate of his order once, and then

For one the curate had, he fhrifted ten,

He with a finile would their confeffion hear ;
No foul had caufe his-penances to fear ;

His abfolutions plcafant, foft, and mild ;

He firoak'd "em as a parent does his child.

To a pceor order lib'ral ladies fly,

With golden prefents ealy penance buy ;

Fo
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For man is obflinate, and hard of heart,

He keeps his money tho' he feels the finart.

But to poor fryers you muft filver give ;

*Tis not with prayers and falling they can lives
He flitch'd within his tippit, pretty knives,

With filver pins, fmall prefents for.kind wives.

In chearful company, he fung all day ;

To help his voice could on the cittern play.

His arms were brawny, few fuch weights could fling ;

Strong as a champion for an Englifh king.

All inns and taverns in the town he knew,

But from the poor he prudently with-drew ;

To rich and liberal penitents inclin'd,

To thofc was meck, and of an humble mind.

None, in appearance, more devout could be,

Tlhe ableft beggar of his houfe was he.

He farm’d that income, and procur'd a grant

No holy brother fhould difturb his haunt,

Courfe was his habit when a begging fryer,

In wanton love-days gorgeous his attire,

Qf fineft cloth was then his demi-cope ;

No mendicant, but ftately as a pope.

Something he humm'd betwixt a lifp and fong,

To make his Englifh fweet upon his tongue.
L His
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His little pigs-eyes gave uncqual light,

Like finall flars twinkling in a frofty night.
The good wives chuckled wherefoc'er he came,
A ufeful fryer, and Hrbers was his name.

The Merchaint.

Ith thefe a merchant, in a motley coat,
W Well mounted too, and bearded like a goat.
A Flanders beaver on bis head he wore ;

His boots were ncatly buckled on before.

He prov'd with reafens ftrong, and formal face,

T'increafe in wealth was to increafe in grace.

Greedy of gold, and popular efleem,

He wilh'd the fea were fhut to all, but him.

Traffick in money he had ftudied well,

Knew where th'Exchange would rife, and where it fell,

In debt 10 none, in bargains firi&t and nice,
hought unprompt payment was the greateft vice.

What he with pains had got, with care he'd fave;

Not charitable, for he {cldom gave.

The
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Zhe Scholar of Oxford.

Wl read clerk of Oxford next attends,
A. One who had Zogick at his Fingers-ends.
Sober his afped&, thread-bare was his coat,

His carcafs hollow as an empty boat.

The ftced he ftrode was lean as any rake,

With ftore of leather wanting on his back.

As yet no benefice he could obtain,

No office in his college could he gain ;

Plac'd on a {helf at his bed’s-head were found

A fcore of books, fome flitch'd, the reftill-bound.
No harp, no viol, no rich cloaths had he,

But £riffotls's deep philofophy.

Coin he had little, "twas not his intent

To hoard, for what he got on books he {pent.
Devoutly for his patron’s foul he pray'd,

Whofe bounty gave that learning which he had,
Laborioufly he ftudy'd night and day,

His words were few, fpoke in no vulgar way.
Weigh'd e're pronounc’d, fententious, fhortand clean,
Thoughtful his look, and bafhful was his mien,

L2 of
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Of moral virtue ufefully he'd preach,
He patiently would learn, and gladly teach,

The Serjeant at Law.

Serjeant of the law, diferest, precife ;
A. Well could he plead at bar, and well advife,
Wealthy he was, but frugal of expence,

And his fage look demanded reverencc.
Weighty his argaments; his words were wife ;
Oft he had fat as judge at an affize :
There by conumiffion rais'd to high degree,
Maturely weigh'd out juttice equally.
Robes for the bench he had, and for the bar;
No ferjeant was a greater purchafer.
If fafe the title, moderate the price,
A good fec-fimple never came amifs.
He for a very bufie man did pals ;
And yet he feem’d much bufier than he was.
Whole fhoals of clients in the term he had,
And Law enough, to make thofe clients mad.
All his conveyances were legal, true,
No flaw was found in any thing he drew.

The
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The ftatutes of the land he had by heart ;
Turn'd all to gold, without the chymift's art,
In 2 phin motley coat he rode, ty'd fait,
With a firip'd filken fafh about his wafte.

The * Frankla.

Franklin was the ferjeant’s chief delight,
His beard was long, and as the dafie white,

Sanguine he was, and ftudy'd pleafure moft ;
His morning’s draught, fack, with a nut-brown toaft.
All delicates that money could procure
He had ; a nice luxurious epicure.
With fith and fowl, with bak’d-meat and with roaft,
His table groan’d, he valu'd not the coft.
All rarities the nations could afford
Were fearch'd, and bought to fill his ample board.
In ev'ry feafon delicates appear,
Diverfify’'d each quarter of the year.
Hare, partridge, pheafant ever were at hand ;
Carp, tench, and breme, as ready ar command,

¥ A Franklin i1 a Country Gentleman wbs livas wpan bis Eftate.
L3 With
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With poinant fauces proper for each dith:
Woc to the cook were any thing amifs!
Spatious his liall, and open was the door,
Fragments and Marrow-bones befpread the floor ;
And ready cover'd with all forts of food,

All the long day a table dormant ftood.

This worthy-franklin bore a purfe of filk,

Fixt to his girdle, white as morning milk.
Knight of the fhire, firlt juftice at th' affize,
To help the poor, the doubtfal to advifi.

In all employments, generous, juft he prov'd;
Renown'd for courtefie, by all belov'd.

The Seaman.

weft,
A very aukward rider at the beft,
A coarfe cloth gown hewore, not long, norwide,
His dagger in a lace adorp’d his fide,
He knew thofe fultry climates where the fun
Turn'd his complexion vo a dufky brown.
‘To company and mirth he did incline,

Had fwallow'd many a draught of Bowrdeasx wine.
Kept

THEN came A Dartmicuth feaman far from
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Kept an obedient feaman'’s confcience,

Held borrowing from his owners no offence.
If 'twas his fate to take the lucky prize,

(For ftoutly he would fight) he was fo wile
To pick the beft, which fent by parcels home,
Little of worth did to the office come,

A perfeét mafter of the compafs, he

Cou'd fhun each rock and (hallow in the fea;
Had weather'd tempefts, in engagements becen,
Scap'd many dangers, many countries fcen.
Knew ev'ry creek and harbour on the main,
Of England, Scotland, and the coaft of Spain,
In many fights his frigate much was fam’d;
‘The Magdalene of England it was nam'd,

The Dotlor of Phyfick.

HE do&or next; afoe to all excels;
T Who travell'd more for health than holinefs.
In nice Anatomy well fkilf'd was he,

And not a flranger to aftronomy.

He knew to wire-draw 2 diftemper well,
And cures by magic natural foretel;

L 4 A decp
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A deep aftrologer, that cou'd with cafe

Caft the nativity of each difeafe,

Show at what punéual hour it fhou'd expire,

In terms which knaves invenr, and fools admire,
The caufe of ev'ry malady he knew,

Whether of cold, heat, moift, or dry, it grew.

Told which of thofe engender’d the difeafe;

*Twas but removing Thas, and you'd have cafe.

Th’ Apothecary waited his command ;

Druggs and Ele&uaries were ftill at hand.

Whatever one prefcrib’d, the other made,

And cach by turns advanc'd the mutual trade.

He'd tell the wonders wrought by * Phabus’ fon,

What fame the great Hippocrares had won.

Well read in Galen, Celfus, Avicen,

In Dioforides and Damafcen.

Thefc nimes, and many more he had by rote,

Which to th’ unlearn’d he never fail'd to quote,

No bible on his pagan (helves had he,

It was prohibited the layety,—

In dict fingular; young tender meat,

And eafy of digeftion, he would eat.

* lirﬂ"ldfflﬂh

At
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At a rich patient’s table, bold and free;

But at his own, he prais'd frugality.

Of fcatlet Perfian filk his habit was,

And neatly lin'd with taffety, or gaufe.

Great were his gains, but mod'rate his expence,
He flourifh'd in a time of peftilence.

Gold’s the beft cordial; yet he lov'd to fee
Coyn'd aurum rather than porabile.

The Hife of Bath.

Merry wife of Bath comes nextin place,
.A But fomewhat deaf, with an autumnal facc.
By trade a weaver, one who fcorn'd to grant
Her work out-done at Ipres, or at Gauat,
No matron could with greater zeal incline
To pay her off ring at the martyr's fhrine.
She neither patient, nor devout could be,
If any rivall'd her in charity.
In her own parith fhe wou'd take the wall,
Before the proudeft matron of "em all:
Upon a Suaday ever trimly dreft,
She flaunted forth, the envy of the reff.

L s Large
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Large were her kerchiffy, yet more gorgeous made

ith her own work, and full three pound they
weigh'd

Scarlet her hofe, her glofly fhoes were new

Rold was her face, and ruddy was its hue.

Not one of her five hufbands could be found,

She laid ‘em fafely up in holy ground.

With thefe fhe made a fhift to pafs her youth;

Such was this good wife's conftancy and truth,

She travell'd far, pals’d many a rapid ftream,

Thrice faw the reliques of Furufalens

Rome angd the Catacomtbs (he knew full well,

Strange things of Celogne and its Kings cow'd tell;

Spain fhe had travell'd o’er from end to end,

And good St. James was very much her friend,

Of various haps and perils by the way,

Much had fhe known, and yet much more wou'd fay.

Upon an ambling pad at cafe fhe fat,

Gingling the bitt, and fack'd her pace to chat:

n ﬁeepi;: hat fhe wore upon her head,

Wkofe ample brims were like a buckler fpread;

Q'cr her large hips 2 mantle fairly wrought;

Betore, her kerchiff to a point was brought :

Like
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Like a rank rider, pointed fpurs fhe wore:
Of jefts he had an unexhaufled flore.

Her talk did notably leve's art advance,

For fhe had practis'd long that old, new dance,

The Plowman.

A Plowman follow'd, who had fill at hand
Loads of manure t'enrich the grateful land ;
An able, firong, laborious man was he,

Who liv'd with all in perfedt charity.

He ferv'd God faithfully, nor hoarded pelf,

But lov'd his neighbour equal with himfelf.
Hard would he work, and freely would he give,
And oft’ for God's fake did the poor relieve.

In dealing juflt, with loffes not difmay’d:

In every kind his tythes he duly paid.

In a fhort coat he rode without a fleeve,

There was befide a Miller, and a Reeve,
A.Sumner, and a Pardon-monger too,

A Steward, and my felf, were all the crew.
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The Miller.

HE Miller, hardy as his own mill-ftoncs,
With brawny flefh, large finews, and{trong
bones.

His firength to all the town was known too well;

In wreflling ftill he bore away the bell.

Short-thoulder'd, knotty as a flubborn oak,

Hard to be bent, and harder to be broke.

Mot one, fo far as he, could pitch a bar,

Or lift a weight, or {wing it in the air.

He'd running, force a door with his hard head;

His beard, like any fox's tail, was red,

But flrait, and even as a gard'ner's fpade.

Juft at the end of his huge nofe he had

A large black wart, on that a tuft of hairs

Red, as the briftles of an old fow's ears:

His noftrils, like a furnace, black and wide;

A {word and buckler hanging on his fide.

A babler, with a gormandizing throat;

As letch'rous as a monkey or a goat,

Corn



and TRANSLATIONS.  2f3

Corn he could fieal, the fame corn thrice he toll'd ;
And yet, they fay, he had a thumb of gold:

His coat was wlnte, on bag-pipes he could play,
And with that mufick brought us on our way.

The Manciple.

Steward of the Temple next muft come,
.A A pattern for all caterers im town :
‘The price of every thing cach market had,
He knew, and nicely pick'd the good from bad.
Sometimes he went on truft,. and fometimes paid,
Yet none could over-reach him in his trade.
Some wonder much how an unletter'd man,
Of fuch low, fordid education, can
{Who is but one to more than three times ten)
O'cr-reach fo many grave, wife, learned men?
A pradis'd Jawyer all things underftands,
Th' affairs of half the nation pafs their hands.
We praife unjuftly, partially condemn,
As they chear others, others-cozen them.
By various methods all profeflions live;;
By their wife management he learn’d to thrive.



274 Mifcellaneous PoEMs

In life's long courfe fuch diff'rent ways we run,
Some to undo, but woft to be undone.

The Reve, or Steward.

v ! “YHE Reve, alittle, flender, chol'rickthing;
His face (hav'd clofe, and-notahair on chin :

His locks above his ears, an inch at leaft,

And dock'd before, like any begging pricft:

His adive legs were very long and lean,

Strait as a ftaft, no calf was to be feen.

No auditor e’er found him in the wrong:

A good accomptant, tho’ his bills were long.

Well judg'd he by the drought, and by the rain,

The future produét of his feed and grain.

He kept due tale of oxen, fheep and fvine,

His Lord’s MarchBeer, and hismore precious wine;

All rents receiv'd, for all things did engage,

And manag'd fince his mafter came to age,

O'er ev'ry under-baily he had {pies,

Knew all their cunning, 2l their knaveries.

His
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His houfe lay tight, and kept in good repair,
Befide a heath, and in a healthy air;

Cloft in a corner, couch'd behind a row

Of fpreading trees; the building fhug and low.
The man was warm, with wealth in private ftor'd,
And abler far to purchafe than his Lord.

He knew his honour’s humour to a hair,

When it was fit to afk, or to forbear.

Whene'er his Lordfhip wanted a fupply,

He with a bufie careful face would fly;

Run hereand there; then bring the luggage home,
And only help his mafter to his own.

He (as thofe gen'rous Lords are us'd to do)

Not only thanks him, but rewards him too.

This fteward rode upon a fturdy jade,

And on lis fide he wore a rufty blade.

A wheelwright he had been, in Norfolk known,

In all the villages ncar Baldfwell town.:

Tuck'd round his watfte, like any Fryer was he,
And ®ill rode hindmoft of the company.

Tas:
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The Sumner, or Apparitor.

HIS Sumner was not over-ftock'd with
grace;

He had a bloated, broad, clierubic face;

Of fiery hue; with hollow eyes and narrow ;
Red as a cock, and letch'rous as a fparrow.
Black were his eye-brows, briftled was his beard,
And much the-children his ftern vifage fear'd.
His nofe with carbuncles was overfpread,

His cheeks with white welks on a ground of red.
No inward med'cine he cou’d ¢'er procure,,

Had pow'r fufficient to effect their cure.

Not new-kill'd quick-filver with cerufe too,
Brimftone, nor oil of Tartar, ought cou’d do.
Strong bloody wine he lov'd, and well-drefs'd fifh,
And ftunk of garlick like a Spanih difh:

When he was drunk, he'd talk 2 man to death,
And belch out Latin with unfavoury breath,
Two or three common fragments he could fay ;
No wonder,, for he heard it all the day:
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But if you prefs'd him farther, you might fee
A fudden end of his philofophy,

A leud young fellow, for a quart of wine,
Might for a twelvemonth have his concubine.
He taught his loofe companions in their fport,
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T’ evade the cenfure of th’ Arch-deacon’s court:

But if 2 rich libidinous prize he found,

Him he enclos'd within his bawdy pound.
This, as no vulgar fecret he would tell,

A large full purfe is the Arch-deacon's Hell.

If rich mens fouls within their purfes lie,
*Tis juft their fouls be punifh'd there, fay L
To him all wenches in the bithop's fee

Paid publick tribute, or a private fec.
Boldly he rede, a garland on his head;

Of all unmarried men and maids, the dread.

Tbe Pardyner.

Pardon-monger laft brought up the rear,
A WWith patriarchal face, and holy leer:
His hair was of the hue of yellow wax,
Strait and uncqual as 2 ftricke of flax.

Yet
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Yet long, and thin it grew from his large head,
And all his brawny (houlders over fpread;
Divided into parcels here and there:

No gaudy hood conceal’d his golden hair;

For that, with care, was in his wallet laid,
Where many curiofitics he had.

Except a little cap, he rode all bare;

With glaring eyes, like a new-flarted hare.

A holy figure flitch'd wpon his cap;

His wallet hung before him on Hhis lap,

Stuff’d and cramm’d: full of pardons, newly come,
For greedy zealots, piping hot from Romse.
Shrill was his voice as-any mountain goat,
Aloud he faid his orifons by rate:

A beard he never had, nor e'er will have;

No barber took the pains that chin to fhave:
He might have been a gelding, or a marc:
But never fure fromn Berwick ev'n to Ware,

Was Pard'ner furnifh'd with fuch preeious geere;
For in his male he had 2 pillowbcre,

Which pioufly was thought our- Lady's veil;
He kept, befide, 2 gobbet of the fail

Which Peter had (and now this pard'ner hath)
\When Chrift rebuk’d him for his little faith.

A crofs
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A crofs he thow'd of tin, fet full of ftones;
And, in a glafs, a number of pigs bones.
With thele, more pardons daily he'd difpenfe,
In one poor village would colledt more pence,
(As by record too plainly does appear)
Than a poor parfon lab'ring all the Year.
hus, with feign'd flatteries and holy tools,
He madc the parfon and the people fools.
Howe'er, to tell the truth juft as it tood ;
He feem’d in church ecclefiaftick good.
A leflon he could read, or tell a ftory,
And roar the Plalter with no little glory:
But beft of all 2n offertory fung;
So loud, fo chearful, that the chapel rung;
This gain'd him pence from the deluded crowd;
Therefore he fung fo chearful, and fo Joud.

THE
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