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ThisWorlds defign'dfarmerriment] The Anlipodesyou here may fee:
Our Timein L aughter fhoudbefpent;| Read on and chuckle memily:
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- WORLD TURNED UPSIDE DOWN;;

or the
COMICAL METAMORPHOSES. .
: 5 .

Work extzrely calcilaled Lo excite Laughter,
e Grown Lerfons, and promeofe Moralily, 27
the Young Ones,of both Seres;
Decvrated wth 3 ¢ opper Plales curtoust. 7
Drawn and elegantly Fngraved

D Virtues Canese these Tales we prot,
In Hopes that all will take the Hint;
Our Readers beve, floall firnaleyiol Frowse,
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Lrinted for Edward Rvland @/ N267, 20 the (V-
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INTRODUCTION.

PO Znow the worLp by molt is thought
The greateft good we can be taught ;
By ftudying mankind’s various ways,
- 'With greater eafe we pafs our days.
If fhow fhou’d cover o’er fome pit,
A traveller may fall in it
And into certain ruin run,
Which had he known he needs wou’d thun,
On hfe’s odd ftage ’tis juft the fame,
Some merit praife --- too many blame :
By guarding ’gainft fuch wily elves,
" "We may avoid the pit ourfelves ;
And yet, by wife men tis believ’d,
We all are chiefly {elf-deceived.
A



o s INTRODUCTION.
If Fortune, in a lucky mood,
Ordains us all things for our good ;

Beftows us grandeur, wealth and pow’r,
And bids her fun fhine ex’ry hour;

~ «lInftead of giving grateful thanks

We play a thoufand foolith prank; :
Ambition, Arrogance, and Pride, :
And Cruelty, walk fide by fide;
From this proceed fuch fad di}fai’ccrs,
That oft’ our {laves become ouf matkets,
The moral Tales, we hére prefent,
Are wrote for ufe and merriment.
All firuggle thro’ the world we muft ---
The man you fee is acting juft; ---
The other fools we muft conuﬁmn,
‘They’d propthe world-—the world won’ tthem
Did Wifdom ev’ry reader crown
Tue WorLD wouw'd not be upPSIDE DOWN,
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T MU B
A Bird mlc/azng a truant Boy

T W AS on a fultry Summer’s day,
When hours for fchool were dongy

Agirl and boy had leave to play,
And have fome harmlefs fun :

A pretty maftér this was call’d,
And that a pretty lad] ;

‘They ne’er, like dunces, whoop d or bawl’d,
But at their tafl were ready :

It chanc’d they in an arbor fat,
Repéating tales they’ad read ; ;
* Fach innocently pleas’d, with what
The other fchool-mate faid,
Perhaps they talk’d of Zondon’s Cries,
Or of the Conjuror’s art
Two little books, which mofh that prize

Their learmno get by heart.
SN



4 A bird catching @ truant bey.
From fly invaders who’s fecure ?
A certain truant Boy
Refoly’d their paftime, tho’ fo pure,
To fruftrate and annoy ;

So oer the pales he made a {pring,
To put them 1n 2 fret s’

But lo! a Bird defign’d the thing, .
And caught them in 2 net.

“The lad of mifchievous intent,
The tutor gave corretion s

To thofe by whom no harm was meant
He kindly gave protection.

M OR A L.

Good manners learn not to difgrace,
Youwll find yourfdf to blame ;

Since e’en 2 Bird your fteps can trace,
And caufe you fmart and fhame.
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TALEII'.

g bis Father, a1, the
| 8ving Pap to hey Mother,
T HE Boy the F ather here corrects,

You deem; this fomewhar
But ’ts decreed, ipn all refpe@s
pects,

That €v’ry thing mugt change .

Dzzzngm"‘

ftrange,

ach child thay’s good,
Woud willingly be 4¢.

You think, perhaps, ¢h;

s {cene revers’d,
"Tis better fo by half ;
For al] th,

t’s in thig boo]
Is -

< rehcars’d,
cant to make y

ou laugh,
" et me teg] you, by

This thow’d o be
boy is wicked, byt
Why want of educa

the bye,

in fathion 3
for why ?
tion.

¥ )
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The Father nk’d

To learn tO Write,

4 boy [courging bis fathers .

his child too well,

To let him g0 one week

to read, and fpell,
And caft arithmetic.

What ftrang¢ infatuation this!
Flow indifcreet the plan! )

The boy, anthinkings it may pleale,
But *twill undo the man.

The feeds of learning in the mind
Of infants fhow’d be fown ;

Then will the happy parcnts find

The harveft a1l their cwn.

I‘v/i O R A L.

chis fable mind!
wd fchool purfues,
you'll find,

~We parents then,
Fach child fho

Or clfe in riper years
They’ll thake the rod at yous

>
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An Horse, cm*fy— combing his Groom.




T okail BT
An Horﬁfwry-éomh’ng bis Grooin.
5 TEACH me to feel another’s woes
¢ To fhun the faults I fee;

¢ The mercy I to others thew,
¢ Such mercy thew to me.”

Immortal Pope his thoughts expreft,
In thefe immortal lines;
‘Where, philofophically dreft,
Senfe brightens and refines.

Had that fame Groom but thought cn t‘na,
He’ad wav’d this fad difafter

And that fame Horfe he us’d to arefs, 4
Had not become his.mafter. oo

Like ev’ry boy, that’s bad at {chool,
To learn he was unable ;
No, nought wou’d pleafe the giddy fooly

" But being in a ftable:
A 4



3 An borfe curry-combing his groom.
A jockey he forfooth muft be;
Yes, that was his delight;
“With fcrubs and hoftlers to be free,
And ride from morn to night.

Still this perverfenefs in the boy,
Continued in the man;

And cruelty was all his joy : ---
He knew no better plan,

So Providence, who ev’ry fource
Of wickednefs can tell,

I:rto a Groom transform’d an Horfe,
To curry-comb him well.

“%« M OR A L.

e
e pretty children, learn from hence

All cruelty to fhun;
. {fews not only want of fenfe,
But by it you’re undone,
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The Hog's turned Butche
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The Hogs turned Butchers.

Certain farmer took delight
To breed and fatten {wine ;
He got a deal of money by’t,
And Fortune feem’d to fhine;

He got o rich, from low eftate,
He quite forgot himfelf ;

And many tricks would he be at, o
To ftill encreafe his pelf, ™

A thoufand ways the world to trim,
He at the market fought

And no one bought a hog of him,
But was full dearly bought.

To church he’d feldom walk or ride,
His God was only gain

And puff’d with arrogance and pride,
Woud oer his neighbours reign.



10 The hogs turned butchers:

His tenants in diftrefs he kept,
And if they co‘q’dt not pay,

The hogs, the goods, and all were fwept,
Without regret, aways

His hogs he’d neer to market bring,
Unlefs he found pork rife

He deem’d it, as a cunning thing,
To get a Monitrous price.

This Heav’n with indignation hears,
And fo to finifh ftrife,

Set three ftout Hogs about his ears
To end his worthlefs life.

M ORA L

¢t Tive and let live’s” a maxim g00d 3
Succefs from that is fure:

And Heav’n decrees that all things fhou’d
Be mod’rate for the poor.
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Horses turned Farriers .
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Horfes turned Farriers.

Farrier many years ago,

‘ In good Queen Befs’s reign,
Was pleas’d for any work to do,

And money to obtain.

Soon as the morning ftreak’d the fkies
His hammering begun 4

And ’till the moon was feen to rife,
His labour {carce was done ;

Such was his indu‘ﬁry, they fay,
Which fome perhaps will doubt,

That in a twelvemonth and a day
One anvil was worn out.

But what of that? he’ad cath enough
To purchafe twenty. more ;

He dreaded not the world’s rebuff,

| For none cou’d call him poor.

\



32 Horfes tyrned farriers.

No Horfe, no Mare, no Filly went
Long time without a fhoe;

He’d ficknefs banith or prevent,
Nay bleed and phyfic too:

‘But {uddenly his trade fell off,
And well he might expect it
For money made him laugh and {coff;
And totally neglect it:

So Plutus took his wealth again,
And got it {o decreed,

That two ftrong Horfes from the plain,
Shou’d fhoe and make him &leed.

MO ROAL.

Learn all to mind the trade ye have,
Let bufinefs fmile or frown;

Since, tho’ the milk kind Fortune gave,
This Farrier kick’d it down,
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An Ox turned Butcher.
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T/ﬂf< Ox turned Butcher.

~ Butchgt feems a barb’rous trade,
Yet Butchers we muft have;

They in great meafure give their aid
To what our natures crave.

Tho’ Providence, fo wond’rous kind,
Beftows us all the can,

To fit her gifts for ufe, we find,
Was doom’d the tafk of man :

From hence the various changes ’rofe
To gratify our with;

To deal in fowls fome tradefimen chofe,
And others meat and fith.

The fturdy Ox, that tills the foil,
bedient to the yoke ;

T]  jamb that licks the hand, the while

' t feels the fatal ftroke



14 * The ox turned butcher.
The fimple Calf, the Sheep ¢ meck,
To innocency prone;

HDhe vety Pigs that grunt and queaL

- For us their lives lay dgwn

But think, oh lordly man, %hat tho’
Thefe creatures are for thee,

Thy mercy to them thou thould’ft fhow,

Nor ,placfhce cruelty.

This Butcher us’d to prick and hocks
Thefe beafts thro’ fun and whim

For which, in length of time, an Ox
Was fet to butcher him.

M O R A L.

Tho’ barb’rous aétions others do,
Take you a diff’rent way ;

For Shakefpeare fays, A cat Wil L R
s« A dog will have his day.” -
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The Horfes turned Fockeys.
i ‘

/ 1 WO noblemen,lof oreat eftate,
In gaming took dehght;
‘Succefs had made them {o elate,
They’d lay that black was whife.
The cards, the dice, pofiefs’d their mind,
From morn to night they’d fit 3
Nothing {o clever cou’d they find,
As laying of a bet.
The verieft {fcoundrels on the earth
They’d play with to get money,
DUnthinking of -their noble birth,
And deem’d it wond’rous funny.

Newmarket then engrofs’d their thought;
And Epfom turf, fo fam’d; |

Nay ev’ry runfiing courfe they fought;
But were at laft afham’d;



16 Tbe horfes turned jo‘r,%@’;r.a
That’s not atham’d of what they’ad dpne
Of that you may be fure; .
But as they’ad run their length of fun,
Afham’d of bemo poor : 2.1,
Their fr1endfmp was before as great i
As brother’s is to brother,
But now {o alter’d was their ftate,
‘Fhey hated one an()\her’.’ |
* Fate faw their tricks, and fo ordain’d
" Each Horfe they us'd to ride,
And for their various pleafure} trﬁn’d $
Shou d Jockey down their pr1d<3““‘b

MORAL.:-

Beware of ev’ry man you fee,
Deteft all vicious courfes ;

And then youw’ll never jockey’d be
By Gameflers or by Horfes,
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TheHen and Chickens forcing; a Kite to fly away.
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The Hen and Chickens forcing Kite to fiy away 3

- a Farmer at a fmal[ diftance.

O H, Innocence all hail to thee!

Thy fweet endearing pow’r
Protects us, from nativity,
Unto our mortal hour:

Immortal too, I ought to fay;
For thou canft never die,

But bidft adieu! to fhew the way
To manfions in the fky.

The fierceft bealts, the fierceft birds,
Are {uppliant to thee; '

Thy looks furpafs the force of words,
And quell ferocity,

B



18 The ben and chickens forcing a kite to fly away.

It chanc’d, as in a Farmer’s yard
An Hen and Chickens play’d,

The feather’d mother, on her guard,
The rav’nous Kite furvey’d :

~Aloft in air he hover’d round,
Before he made his dart

For cruelty is always found
To have fome fear at heart.

The Farmer from his cot withdrew,
By accident to ftray,

The Kite full well his prefence knew,
And took his flight away.

MO RA L

‘You, who in virtue fix your pride,
Whatever dangers brave you,

Keep Innocence ftill on your fide ;---
Kind Providence will fave you.






ITRE
Tmum\

1R
§ Il !!!!! !!! il !H!

i . A ,
e
LTI

, 1T
N
A e i
W i

: IlllIlIIlIIIIHI|IIIIII|IIIIl

School Bovs correcting their Mafter
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School Boys corredting their Mafier.
Certain man once kept a {chool,
I think in Piccadilly,
Extremely fond of tyrant rule,
And acted mighty filly.

Of learning he’ad fufficient want,
About it yet he’d preach;
Tho’ very near as ignorant
As thofe he meant to teach.

Oft’ wou’d he horle and flog the boys,
With much too heavy hand,
like if any made a noife,

Or cow’d not underftand:
' Py



20 School boys correciing their mafter.

And well they might---for Pope obferves,
With no unjuft pretence,

¢¢ That true no meaning often ferves
To puzzle more than fenfe.”

It happen’d on a Chriftmas time,
(For there they broke up yearly)
The boys thought freedom then no crime,
And threfh’d him moft feverely.

The parents fecing this mif-rule,
And finding no content,

Withdrew their children from the {chool,
Worfe dunces than they went.

MO R AT .

Ye parents! take it not amifs!
Mind what you ought to do;

For if afool their mafter is,
Your fons muflt be {o too.
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A Dol carrying a Child.

UZZA! the Fair! methinks you cry,
St. Barth’lomew’s is come ;
We'll jig by jole go bye and bye,
There’s trumpet, fiddle, drum:

Wild beafts thall £ill you with furprize ;
Gay Punch thall make you merry ;
Or raree-thow divert your eyes,
For all is bey down derry.

At various pretty Zoys we’ll look 3
Or laugh at Shuter’s droll 5

Buy Mafter Fack a golden book,
 And Mifs thall have a Do/,

B 3



22 A doll carrying o <hild.

But, oh, what fhameful ways are thefe!
Hence infancy grows bold;
Wifdom has better means to pleafe,
Or elfe I’m falfely told.

How many parents fhed a tear,
Whote daughters have been there!
The virtuous mind is thock’d to hear
The mention of a Fair.

‘That Do/l was once a Mifs, not good,
Who long’d too foon to marry ;
And fo the Fairies made her wood,
A crying child to carry.

M OR A L.

Each pretty Mifs fhou’d pleafure have,
*Twas fo in earlieft time;
But bad are thofe who pleafures crave,
7hich Prudence deems a crime.
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A Man running away with the Monument.

MBITION is a glorious plan,
I mean if reafon bind it
But ’tis not fo in ev’ry man,
As you and I may find it.

From noble views our fortune {prings,
But ’tis in juft degree,

That peafants never fhall be kings,
But know humility. -

A certain foolith king of France,
: As hiftories reveal,
To London fent this man a dance,
The Monument to fteal.
B 4



24 A man running away with the monument.

Youw'll atk, how rufh’d into his head,
A {cheme fo ftrange and wild ?
To make a coral, as ’tis faid,
To pleafe a fav’rite child.

Aye, thought this man, who he employ’d
To do this wond’rous tafk,

I now fhall roll in pomp and pride,
And have all things I afk :

And fo, all on a gloomy night,
Tho’ fome aver ’twas day,

He tcok it on his back, by {light,
And with 1t ran away.

MORA L

In idle tales no faith repofe,
And be not too ambitious
For fortune to fuch fools as thofe
Will never be propitious,
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A Deer fhooting at a Game-keeper,

Nobleman who us’d to chace
The fox, the hare, the roe,
Took great delight their fteps to trace
In dreary froft and fnow.

He lov’d his tenants :---ev’ry one
Was welcome to his table

He bade his fteward not to dun
All fuch as were unable:

Unable then to pay their rent,
They at his board were free ;
His fervants liv’d in full content,
- And happily liv’d he,



26 A deer [booting at a game-keeper

But fervants will their lord tranfgrefs,
Alack, ah well-a-day!

His favour made them, more or lefs,
In Folly’s path to firay.

A Game-keeper he needs muft keep,
As fuited to his ftation

Yet this fame man could never fleep
Without fome devaftation :

He many a buck wou’d kill at night,
For a penurious whim

At length *twas doom’d, a buck of might,
Show’d, for the herd, kill him.

MO R A L.

Never difgrace the truft repos’d s
For foon or late you’ll find

Your villainy muft be difclos’d,
And fpurn’d by all mankind.



ol




e me
i
TN
Y\
.
i513
T T
I
lrr
5 NN
N AR

or -

A8t

as

{corinzh

mer Impofer onhis Back .

A Cuftomer turned Landlord,



¢ VA0 R D 401

A Cuftomer turned Landlord, [coring his former
Impofer on bis Back.

O W miany Public Houfes are
In Country and in London!
In ufing which fome well may fare,
And others may be undone.

*Tis really laughable enough,
To fee in ev’ry ftreet,

The figns, which victuallers hang for puff,
Their cuftomers to greet,

One puts up Wilkes, and thinks ’twill pleafe;
Another has Lord Bute

And many various oddities,
As beft their fancies fuit,



28 A cuffomer turned la‘ndlord’, (e

But, ah, how fimple Worliing-mcn
To alehoufes will run!

There tipple---flight their work---and then
Their family’s undone.

This Publican was one of thofe
Who deal in Marlborough chalk
He us’d to game---get drunk---impofe,
And cunningly wouw'd talk.

- From this, ’tis eafy to infer,
His trade at length grew flack---
"I'bat man, whoe was his cuftomer,
Now {cores him on his back.

M O R A L.

In ev’ry ftate of life, take care,
Whate’er you are difpos’d on,

To trick no one---nor ever dare
" ~T? impofe---or be impos’d ons
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VMiftrefs drndoinointhe Kitchen .




o e LB XEY,

A Servant Maid turned Miftrefs, ber former
Miftrefs drudging in the Kitchen.

S O hazardous is ev’ry ftate

On life’s precarious ftage ;
We can’t forefee th’ events of fate,
In either youth or age.

How careful ev’ry one fhou’d be,
A caution much neglected,
To a&, that in adverfity,
They mayn’t be difrefpeéted.

A lord, to-day, a mighty man,
Who never dreamt of forrow,

Howc’er in life he draws his plan,
May be a flave to-morrow.



30 A fervant maid turned mifirefs, O

By arbitrary means, we ne'er
Gain love from our inferiors;
Then juitly let us aét, for fear
They thouw’d be our {uperiors.

The woman drudging in that place;
(Obferve the print befide)
Was one of thofe that catch difgrace,
~ And bait the hook with pride.

The maid wheo us’d to watch her call,
And at her beck was ready,

By her imprudence, and dowrifall,

Is now become her lady.

M OR A L.

Ye fair-ones ne’er be arrogant 3
Be of this tale obfervant;
Misfortune may your blifs tranfplant,
And each become a fervant.







TheV\lf e actmcr the oldier, the Hulband me‘
nine. and nurfine the Child .



7 sptitr el (e NG

The Wife acting the Soldier'; the Hufband Jpin-
 ning and nurfing the Child.

HE God of nature, ever kind,
 Beftow’d on all his creatures
A diff’rent form, a diff ’rent mind,
That fuited to their natures.

To Man he gave the martial heart,
And fortitude of foul;

To Woman ev’ry gentler art,
His roughnefs to controul ;

The fexes thus by fympathy,
Are each to each allied 3

He 1o protec the fair, and She
To own him as her guide,



32 The wife afling the foldier, Ec.

By minding this, each married pair
Are happy during life ;

The greateft blifs a man can fhare,
1s fix’d in fuch a wife:

But when they take a diff ’rent way,
And fhe turns out a threw

And man her will muft needs obey,
As (imple hufbands do :

Then mis’ry fure on fuch attends,
And prompts the world to joke,

Which, frequently too, never ends,
*T1il death’s tyrannic ftroke.

M*0O R A L.

Hence learn your fep’rate paths to keep,
And live by reafon’s rules 3
For cenfure feldem 1s afleep,

And all muft laugh at fools.






AnHare roafling a Cook, anda Cock baftinghim .
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An Hare roafting a Cook, and a Cock bafling

bl«m« ;

OON as Aur\bra beams her ray, § ‘7

From floth the huntfmen rife ; ¥

The horns, the hounds falute the Aday,C
And joy awakes the ﬂ_{ies.@

,.
gy

The timid Hare her form forfakes,
And dreads the diftant fhout ;

The Fox a diff ’rent method takes,
And flily fkulks about,

Each creature is by inftinét taught,
Its certain foes to thung

But man, tho’ blefs’d with fenfe and thoumt,,’
Wil inte ruin run.

C



‘ St\ﬁﬂ bare roafting a cook, @ cock Imﬁzng bir.

In fighting cocks fome take delight,
A cruel fport inde€d;

How fhocking to the human fight
To fee the guiltlels bleed.

Survey 2 cock-pit---hark what roar!
What horrid oaths refound;
Fere’s ten to one l-—-there’s nve to four!

L
An orange to a pound. \ /
\ v

How mi 1& pcrgogs agw Lndom §

Who on fuch fports attend !
Tho’ for a while they think it fm,

D ity ‘.l'q:AOu S m t‘l" end Wb

MORA L

If Fortune fmile, her favours prize,
Nor let your wealth be wafted ;

Or like the Cook, before your €y€s,
You'll by the world be bafted.
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Is, and the Sportsmen huntin

in the Water.

Fifhes turned Dirc
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T/o’ Lifh turned Bvd;, and the Sportfinen buns-

ma 07, the Waler
&

EQ\RO'M difcontentednefs of mind
L What Variou Ul avifes |

And all that fearch will {urely find

In life more blanks than prizes,

There needs no philofep}
To tell w vhy things are thus,

We all for happinefs werd madé,‘
And happinefs for ys,

7
This frowardnefs 1S not cmﬁr ’d

hic aid

8 4

Alone to ham:m nature,

But birds, beafis, fith, of ey’ Ty kind
Give ample caufe for f

L\LAA \-o

C 2



| 36 The fifb turned birds, .

That Partridge fcorn’d the covey’d field,
Caufe other birds couw’d {wim ;
To Geefe and Ducks he’d never yleld
No; water too for him.

Thofe Fifh forfook their element
To try an airy motion

“The Hare and Hound were not content,v
But needs muft wade the ocean.

The huntfmen and the courfers too,
Great Nature’s law confounded;

" And, while ambition was their view,
They all were juftly drowned.

M OR AL

Never attempt to quit your {phere,
Nor prompt the world to laughter ;
sT'will end in ruin while you're here,
And may perhaps hermtter.
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A Afs driving the Miller to market, and the
Mill turned top/y-turvy.

Miller once, a crafty blade,
In grinding took delight ;
So diligent was he in trade,
His mill went day and night.

That this was induftry ’us plain,
And worthy to be fure;

But not content with grinding grain,
He needs muft grind the poor.

The corn that rotted in the mead,
Or Wwhat by floods was 11% ey
He’d fwear was flour.quite good indeed,
So ignorance beguil’d :
| B0y



38 .4/2 afs d/ﬁvmer a miller to market, &,

At length his villainy was feen,
His tricks were all found out,

For heav’n won’t long the guilty {creen,
But punifh them, no doubt.

So for the future none wou’d deal

With one fo bad and {curvy
The wicked whitligicg, his mill,

Was turn’d quite topfy-turvy.

The very Afs he us’d to drive,
A Miller turn’d to vex him

And he that wou’d by roguery thrive,
Will find ¢%en beafts perplex him.

MORAL

A mod’rate profit all fhou’d have;
>Tis nothing more than right;

But who thro’ av’rice more will crave,
Get certain ruin by’t.
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AFish angling for aMan, an Apple TreebearingTifh,
one of'which selzes onan Fagle, and aLambattack -
inera Lion,
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A Fifh angling for a Man ér?%pp/e—tree 56@:‘1:713'
Fifh, one of which feizes a(igm__r’jagle, and a-
Lamb attacking a Lyon.

y £
-

T HAT Fithermen will bob for fifh,
. Is nothing more than true;
They often make a dainty difh,
And pleafe both me and you. -
: 3

But thdt the Fith fommen fhou’d watch,
Is fomewhat {trapge I own ; )
U Te Al 4
To fee a Laih ask.ydn catch,
1 > " cR
Is what’s but feld?m known. )

-

b
To fee'a Fith an Eagle feize,
And others grow on branches, .
Upon my word, fuch things as thefe,
Out-do our odd romances.
C 4
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40 A jib angling for a man, Se.
The Lyon’s reckon’d bold and brave,

And of a gen’rous nature;
Yet notwithitanding food muft have,
Like ev’ry other creature.

’Tis hunger makes him prowl for prey,
On all alive he falls;

For hunger, as the proverbs fay,
«« Will break through ftony walls.”

His ravage often thin’d the fold :
At length by Jove’s permiffion,
A Lamb was taught to be as bold,
And end his exhibition.

M OR A L.

Tho’ you’re more powerful than fome,
In reafon never fport ;

A fudden change of things may come,
And make you forry for’t.
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AnOx driving theFarmers at Plough.
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An Ox driving the Farmers at Plough.

T W O Hufbandmen, fome years ago,
In partnerfhip delighted ;
They till’d the ground, and doing fo,
By profit were united : |

At hoe, at harr.ow, or atjplough,
No farmers more éxpert ;

They drain’d theé*felds of many a {lough,
And money-got by dirt.

‘Why moneX’s dirt, pray is i

Methml\s H"??you ay ¢
It is, but i Irt’s not

A-lac ell a-day.



a2 Anox driving the farmers at plough.

No pudding on the board wou’d fmoak,
No apple-pye be eating

Nor taylor make a coat, or cloak,
For us to walk the ftreet in.

By induftry we all'muft thrive ;
>Tis money, well'we know,
That only keeps the world alive,
And ¢ makes the mare togo.”

But who have others wealth confum’d,
And in this world furvive ‘em;

For all fuch a&ions fhou’d be doom’d,
To have an Ox to drive S g

M’ORAL.

A medium way is beft, we’re told 3
For who're too fond of gain,

Oft’ for their eager thirft for gold,
Meet mifery and pain.
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An old fick Mifer giving Alms.

O gather riches, from our birth,
We all ‘are taught to ftrive |,
And ’tis the greateft curfe on Ereh
To /ive, and not to thrive.

But fiving’s an improper word ;
Behold the Poor beneath !

To fay they live wouw’d be abfurd ;
They may be {®id to breathe :

And vet, where Poverty is "e,en,
We often may obferve *-

The chearful fmile, the placid‘mien,
In thofe we think wou’d ftarve:



44 An old fick mifer giving alms.

This is of induftry the lot ;---
Oft’ happinefs fupports
The indigency 1n a cot,
That ne’er appears in courts,

But fome for gold fuch fondnefs thew
That Plutus is their God

Hence are th’ unfortunate and low
Subjected to their rod.

‘This Mifer was of fuch a ftamp,
And on diftrefs would prey 3

But now he finds he muft decamp
He gives his drofs away.

MO RA L.

To help the poor be always free,

If wealth be to you given :
Penurious Death-bed charity

Won’t bribe the gates of Heaven,
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ACoach and Six,and a Gentleman riding; behind,

imthe Capacity of a Footman .
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A Coach and fix, and a Gentleman riding bebind
in the charalier of a footman.

Certain man, through Fortune’s imiles,
Obtain’d a vatt eftate ;
And not by any tricks or wiles,
But he was fortunate.

One year a near relation dy’d,
By \.vhofc‘_’dﬁmlfe he got »1y, 8 e

A valuaWhHe to ride, 5
A leafehold, and what not? A

The foll’'wing year DcatI},gQ'Ok away, t:-:’

: P E
A very diftant coufin, 3% * ;
Who more bequeath’d him now huzz‘k; 1

One nagg! I’ll have a dozen.



46 A coach and fix, and a gentlerian, &

In all the pride of pomp and ftate
His equipage he kept

Too much he copy’d from the great,
And like a king he f{lept.

Profufion wanton’d on his board;
All delicacies join’d,

Whate’er the feafons cou’d afford,
To gratify his mind.

His large eftate with great reproach,
e foon ran out,---oh fin !
And now he rides behind that coach

He us’d to ride within.

VIPOE R ASE

All profligates that take this way,
At laft meet grief ‘and forrow ;
- So learn by this to live to day,
. As you wou’d live to-morrow.
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An dfs finging in an Orchefira; one play ing on
 the Organ, . another on a Fiddle, Jeveral
Affes making up the Audience.

USIC, angelic fcience, hail!
Thou charm’t the great Creator ;
O’errage, o’er envy canft prevail,
And modulate our nature,

How meaﬂng tis to hear the VOICC

Of Brent, sqf rlhowe

It makes our ve
And ouves us Hcav n below

But when Itaha s fons begin,
I difapprove the plan;

I cannot bear an eunuch’s din gLl
For ’m an Englith man,



48 Anafs finging in an orchefira, &c.

A mighty pretty race they are!
Ye Britons, {corn fuch tools !

Who pick your pockets, {quall and ftare,
Then laugh at you, for fools =

Nay even to your very face,
(So few their jargon know)
In fing-fong nonfenfe they difgrace
Your king and country too.

The fates this vagrant thought to trim,
While affes cry’d eucores;

But left the punithment to him—
He was an afs before.

M ORAL

Ye parents, for your children’s good,
Build on a proper bafis;

Obferve their genius, as you thou’d,
Or you'll, like them, be affes.



T

R AR - 7

i oyt

P i, *

® - o A
Fd




The London "Prentice between two Lions,
with an Hand i each Mouth,



TAIEXIV

The London * Prentice between tup Lions, wiih
- an Hand in each Moyth.

’Prentice many years ago,
A As old traditions tell,
Was very fond his work to do,

And lik’d his mafter weil,

But comfort to the human mind,
e lghaf precarious ftay

- For Fortune’s fickle as the wingh

And will have her o122 way.

It chanc’d, the mafter of this lad,
Some property had loft ;
Which made him like in: Bedlam, mades sy

As certainly it muft,
B



50~ The London *preatice belween two lions.

For this to Turky’s barb’rous coaft
The guiltlefs boy was fent;

Where Chriftians of their faith can’t boaft,
Wichout fevere torment.

Two furious beafts on him they fet,
His principles to routs

Which he with heav’nly courage met,
And both their hearts tore out.

this mafter, finding what he ’ad loft,
Through juitice, and with pleafure,
Obtain’d 2 pardon, at his coft,
And got him home to Chefhize.

MOR AL

T et innocence fupport your mind,

Bid wicked men defiance;
And in the run of rime you'll find
That you may conquer Licns.
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A Lawyer turned Client,
q O R ever facred be the Jaw !
.E How glorious is the plan !
‘That wicked people keeps in awe,
And props the rights of man.

Next to the laws of heav’n’s high king,
We ought to underftand

The various benefits that {pring L 4
From thofe of our swn land,

Cou’d we our property retain ?
Cou’d we fleep fafe in bed ?
Were ev’ry rogue, that thirfts for gain,
Not penal pow’r to dread ?
2 P
I B



52 A lawyer turned client.

And yet a petty-fogging crew,
‘Who honour’s cauie forizke,

Will follow lew 5 ——2y6% {o they do,
But can’t the law oeriake.

That wretch above, by fate’s decrees,
Was one of thofe fweet elves,
Who fleece the poor, rake double fees,
And only ferve themfelves:

For which he’s now a client turn’d,

As thou’d his knavifh brothers s

And out of company be {fpurn’d,
To feel the pain of others.

MOR A L.

Avoid a fuit, whate’er you do,
For thow’d you once get in 1t

>T'is ten to one but 1 oryou
Muft lofe although we win 1t.






ASand-mman drawing a Sand-Cart,a Jack-afs
driving him.
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A Send-man drawing o Sand-cart, a Jack-afs
driving bim.

T HE bounteous God of nature gave

s SAlL ereaturesifor-out ufe ;

By ouNg Eee-will, to kill or fave,
Bthrer to abufe.

The ox, bull, calf, lamb, hO’T a@co"f

And many anether cuature,
Are made for you and I, but how:?
’I o fatisfy our nature

Thefr lives are innocently loft,
- And ev’ry or eedy glutton,
And epicure, at their dear coft,
Eats beef, veal, pork, and mutton,

DR



> -

g4 A jand-man driving a fand-cart.

How cruel I've at Smithfield feen,
Upon a market day,

Thefe creatures ferv’d ! by brutes of men,
More beafts by half than they.

But fure of ev’ry animal
* T'hat nature ever fram’d,
The fimple afs fares worft of all:——
Ye chriftians be afham’d!

Survey the afs!—behold the crofs!
This creature bore your Saviour
And fand-men will be at a lofs
To anfwer their behaviour.

MORAL

No act of cruelty can thrives
It quite difpleafes heaven :—

That man, who us’d an afs to drive
bl b |

Ty n als 1s driven.
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Old Women ground Xoung.

r 7 HEN Kitty gains her fixteenth year,
And beaus around her throng 3
This fooths with vanity her ear,
- And that allures with fong.

Thick as the bees inveft the hive,
The fair-one they’re purfuing;
With Fonour fome 3 while others {trive

;n"TO gain their with by ruin.
pe

Let ev’ry virtuous maid take care,
Nor fling her heart away ;
I'or fear of {fome infiduous fhare,
If {o,——ab well a day!
: D4



56 Old women ground young.

But to a youth of {enfe and worth,
Whofe merits well are knowng =g -

Give not an idle moment birth, e
But take him for your own.

Behold thofe women in the print! g
How foolifh each appears ! ¥

They ne’er wou’d take this friendly hant,
And now are ninety years.

This mi

iller boafts a pretty trade ;
43 }’

be fifteen, not more :”
Thinking to take the offers made
So many years before.

M OR A L. ey

Think Youth and Maid! this tale upon j
The moral’s good and plain ; .
When once kind Fortune’s moment’s ggne,
*Twill ne’er return again.

S
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The Fool of Fafhion.

F ROM Hyde- park corner to the ’Change,
What oddities we fee'!

Some folks from drefs to drefs will range,
~ And follow novelty :

Not only follow, ‘but make known
Such modes as make us ftare;
Nor is this vice in men alone,
But rages in the fair.

Oh, how abfurd their head-drefs is!
Why hide a lovely face ?

Pity indeed fuch whims as thefe,
Shouw’d beauty’s form difgrace !



53 - The fool of fafbion.

This fop, fo open to our jokes,
S0 vacant in his mind,

Non’t wear his cloaths like other folks,
They button muft behind :

The park, the op’ra, ball and play,
% He’ll in this drefs be at;
Nor thinks that wifer people fay,
¢ *Tis laughter makes us fat:”
But puff’d with affeQation’s tricks,
A dupe to his own whim;
Can’t clearly fee that either fex,
Makes but a laugh at him.

VO RA T,

Extremes of fathion ftil] avoid,
Left Virtue flip her clew;
Which aping fuch has oft’ deftroy’d

In male and feditle too.
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Pickpockets in a Church.

ELIGION !—facred be the theme!
By fcripture we are taught

To fhun each wicked, guileful {cheme,
And do the things we ought.

-

With what refpeé we hear, when nam’d,
A Tillotfon, or Clarke!

And many more by zeal inflam’d,
W ko, teach us /ight from dark.

But wretches bred to fervile trades,
Devoid of education,
Who cant as poverty perfuades,

The do&rine of damnation, 344!



60 Pickpockets in a church.

Deferve the hangman’s 'lafh, EXIIeN e, ——
In bufinefs they thou’d plod 5

They pick your pocket, and blafpheme
'The great almighty God.

How fhocking ’tis to hear them bawl,
The Devil’s fure to bave us,
When Jefus Chrift, who died for all,

Through penitence will fave us.

Hence Bedlam boafts its frantic guefts;
Weak minds are led aftray;
The mind on reafon never refts,

‘That leans this awkward way.

M:O R A L.

‘Who follow thefe infidious fchemes
Can never be forgiven 4

ks Faith alone, without extremes,
Infures a right to heaven,
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The Giant turned' Bab\y,pl@ingﬁith aRat_t\e.
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A Giant turned Baby, playing with a Rattle,

O one-and-twenty when arriv’d,
As wileft perfons tell,
Our childifh follies we've furviv’ d
And things go on for well:

A facred writer tells us, ¢ when
¢ A boy he’d boys purfue ;

¢ But when, attain’d to manhood, then
“ Off childith tricks he threw.”

Happy wou’d all to this adhere!
How laudable the plan !

But, ah, too many boys appear
In figure of a man! |
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