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Tis not that they’re belovd, but forwunare,
‘And therctore what they fear,at leaft they hate
But now mcthinks fome formal Band, and Beard,
Takes me to task, come on Sir, I'm prepar’d.
Then by your favour, any thing that’s writ
Againft this gibeing Fingling knack call'd wit

Likes me abundantly, but you 1ake care,

Upon this:point, not to be too fevere.

Perhaps my Mule, were fitter for this part

For I profefsy I can be very fmart

On Wity which I abbor with all my beart ;

1lang to lafh it in fome fharp Effay,

But your' grand inifcretion bids me flay,

And turns my Tede of ik another way,

What rage ferments inyour degen’rate mind

To make you rail at Reafon and Mankind

Bleft glorions Man | to whom alne kind Heaven

An cverlafting Soul bas freely given

#Whom bis great Maker had fuch care to make,

That from bimfelf be did the Image tke 5

Andthis fair frame in foining R cafon dreft,

To dignifie his Nature aboveBealt :

Realon by wh fe afpirng influence,

Wetake a flight beyond material fenfe.

Dive into myfheries, thh [oaring pierce

The flaming limits of the Univerfe.

Scarch Heaven, and Helly find out what's atled there
Andgivethe world true grounds of hope, and fear. ’
. Hold mighty Man, I cry, all thrs we know
from the Pathetique pen of Ingels 5 ’

Pleafure allures, and when the Fopps clcape, ‘%
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From P---s Pilgrim, Sibb’s Soliloguies, -
And “tis this very realon I defpife.
This fupernatural gift that makes a Mize

& Think he’s the Image of the infiuire =

Comparing his fhort life, void of all reft,

- To the Eternal and the ever bleft.

This bufie, puzling {trrer up of doubr,
That frames decp Myfieries, then finds ’em outs
Filling with Frantick Crowds of thinking Foels,
Thofc Reverend Bedlams Colleges, and Schools
Born on wholc Wings, cach heavy S can pierce
Thelimits of the boundlefs Univerfe. _
So charming Oyntments make an old Wirch flye,
Andbear a crippled Carcale through the Skie.
*Tis this exalted Pow’r, whofe busncis lics
In Noufinfe, and impoflibilitics.
This madea Whimfical Philofopher

cfore the {pacious #rld his, Tub prefer,
And we have modern Cloifterd Coxcombs, who
Retire to think, ’caufc they have naught to do.;
Burt thoughrs are given for Aétions government 3
Where altion ceales, thoughts impertinent ;. ¢
Our Sphere of a&ion is Lifes happinefs, ,
And hz who thinksbeyond, thinks likean Afz.
Thus whilft againft falfe reasning I inveigh, .
I own right Reafon which I would obey: . . <}
That Reafon, that diftinguifhes by fenfe, -, -
And gives us Rules of good, and ill from thence 3
That bounds defires with a reforming will, - -
To kecp *em more in vigour, not to kill.
Your Reafon hinders, .mine helps to enjoy, - -
Rencwing Appetites, yours weuld deflroy.
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