But like Egyptian Sorcerers you ftand,

And vainly liftaloft your Magick Wand,

To {weep away the Swarms of Vermin from the Land ;

You couw’d like them, with like infernal Force,

Produce the Plague, but not arreft the Courfe.

But when the Boils and Blotches, with difgrace

And publick Scandal, fat upon the Face,

Them{elves attack’d, the Mag: ftrove no more,

They faw Goc d’s Finger, and their Fate deplore ; %

Themfelves they cou’d not cure of the dithoneft Sore.
Thusone, thus pure, behold her largely fpread,

Like the fair Ocean from her Mother-Bed ;

From Eaft to Weft triumphantly fhe Rides,

All Shores are water’d by her wealthy Tides.

The Gofpel-found, diffus’d from Pole to Pole,

Where Winds can carry, and where Waves can roll,

The felf-fame Doéirine of the facred Page

Convey’d toev’ry Clime, in ev’ry Age.
Here let my Sorrow give my Satire place,

To raife new Bluthes on my Briti/b Race ;

Our failing Ships like common-Sewers we ufe,

And thro’ our diftant Colonies diffufe

The Dr:‘.ughto. Dungeons, and the Stench of Stews,

Whom, when their home-bred Honelty is loft,

We difembogue on fome far Indian Coaft :

Thieves, Pandars, * Paillards, Sins of ev’ry fort;

Thofe are the Manufactures we export ;

And thefe the M;/foners our zeal has made :

For, with my Country’s Pardon be it faid, Z

Religion is the leaft of all our I'rade. 3
&ct {fome improve their Traffick more than we

For they on Gain, . their only God, rely,

And fet '1pub ick pnc on Piety.

* A French Word ixgmf)m" lafcivions Perfons or Whore-
maflerse
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