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. A Spirit free, to choofe for m

(6)

But Men will cenfure you3 ’tis two to one,

‘When €’re they cenfure, they’ll be in the wrong.

There’s not a thingon Earth, thatI can name,
So foolifh, and fo falfe as common fame.

It calls the Coursier Knave, the plain Man rude,
Haughty the grave, and the delightful lewd.
Impertinent the brisk, morofc the (ad,

Mean the familiar, the referv’d one mad.

Poor helplels Woman is not favour'd more,
She’s a fly Hypocrite, or publick Whore.

Then who the Devil would give this---,to be free
From th’ innocent reproach of infam y.

Thefe things confider'd, make me ( in delpight
Of idle Rumor) keep at home, and Writc.
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WEre I (who to my coft already am

One of thofe” firange prodigious Crea-
tares, Man )

y own fhare
What Cafe of Fleth, and Bloud | pleas’d o wear,

Tdbca Dog, a Monkey, or a Bear,
Or any thing, bur that vain Animal
ho 1s {o proud of being rational.
The Senfes are too grofs, and he’ll contrive
A fixth to contradi the other five ;

And before certain inftingt will
‘ 1t will preferr
?gﬁm, Whlch fifty times for ong does crr,
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on, an Ignis fatuns in the Mind, o
{{m{iz’h lcav%ng ljirght of Nature, fenle behinds
Pathlefs and dan{mus wandring ways it takes,
Through error’s, Fenny Bogs, and Thorny Brakess
*While the mifgnided follower climbs with pain,
Mountains of Whimfeys, heapd in his own Brain 3
Stumbling from thought to thought, falls head-

long down, _ :

Into doubts boundlefs Sea, where like to drowny
Books bear him up awhile, and make him try,
To {wim with Bladders of Philsfophy 5
In hopes ftill ro orctake th efcaping light,
The Vapour dances in his dazling fight,
Till fpent, it leaves him to eternal Night.
Then old Age, and experience hand in hand
Lead him to death, and make him underftand
After a fearch fo painful, and fo long, |
That all his Life he has been in the wrong,
Hudled in dirt, the reas’ning Engine lyes,
Who was fo proud, fo witty, and fo wife.
Pride drew him in, as Cheats their Bubbles catch,
And made him venture to be made a Wretch.
His wifdom did his happinefs deftroy, o
Aiming to know what #orlds he thould enjoy
And Wz was his vain frivolous pretence
Of pleafing others at his own expence. '
For Wits are treated juft like commary Whores,
Frft they’re enjoy’d, and then kickt out of Dores :
The pleafure paft, athreatning doubt remains,
Thar frights th* enjoyer with fucceeding pains
Women, and Men of Wit are dang'rous Tools,
And ever fatal to adl?:rfg Fools. Pleafice




