Poewms on feveral Occafions.
And there his Corps, unblefs’d, is hanging fill,

The Patience of the Hind did almoft fail 3
For well fhe mark’d the Malice of the Tale
Which ribbald Art their Church to Lyzjs; owes ;
In Malice it began, by Malice grows ;
He {fow’d the Serpens’s Teeth, an Iron-harveft rofe,
But moft, in Martin’s Charaéter and F ate,
She faw her flander’d Sons, the Panthes Hate,
The People’s Rage, the perﬁ:cuting State :
Then faid, I taketh’ Advice in friendly Part ;
You clear your Confcience, or at leaft your Heart :
| Perhaps you fail’'d in your forefeeing Skill,
. | For Swallows are unlucky Birds to kill :
| As for my Sons, the Family is blefsd,
Whofe ev’ry Child is equal to the reft :
No Church reform’d can boaft a blamelefs Line ;
Such Martins build in yours, and more than mine :
Or elfe an old Fanatick Author lies,
Who fumm’d their Scandals up by Centuries.
But, through your Parable, I plainly fee
The bloody Laws, the Crowd’s Barbarity ;
The Sun-fhine that offends the purblind Sight :
| Had fome their Withes, it wou’d foon be Night,
| Miftake me not; the Charge concerns not you :
| Your Sons are Malecontents, but yet are true,
As far as Non-refiftance makes ’em {o ;
But that’s a Word of neutral Senfe you know,
| A pafiive Term, which no Relief will bring,
But trims betwixt a Rebel and a King.
Reft well affur’d, the Pardelis reply’d,
My Sons wou’d all fupport the Regal Side,  [try'd
Tho’ Heaven forbid the Caufe by Battle thou’d b
The Matron anfwer'd with a loud Amen,
And thus purfu’d her Argument again,
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To fhow the Change of Winds with his prophetick Bill.
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