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C H E A P  R E P O S IT O R Y .

T HE C A R P E N T E R ;
Or, the D ANGER of E VIL C OMPANY.

THERE w as a young W e ſt-c ountry man,
A  Carpenter by trade,

A  ſkilful wheelwright too was he,
And few ſuch Waggons made.

No Man a tighter barn could Build,
Throughout his native town,

T hro' many a village round was he
The beſt  of workmen known.
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His father left him what he had.

In ſooth it was enough ;
H is ſhining pewter, pots of  braſs,

And all his houſehold ſtu ff.

A little cottage too he had,
For eaſe an d comfort plann’d,

A n d  that he might not lack for ought,
A n  acre o f  good l and.

A  pleaſant orchard too there was,
Before his cottage door ;

O f  cider and o f corn likew iſe,
He had a l ittle ſ tore.

Active and healthy, ſtout and young,
N o  buſineſs wanted h e  ;

N o w  tell me reader i f  you can,

W hat man more bleſt cou’d be ?

T o  make his comfort quite complete,
H e had a faithful W ife  ;

Frugal, and neat, and good was ſhe,
The bleſſing of his life.

W here is the Lord, or where the Squire,
Had greater cauſe to praiſe,

The goodneſs o f that bounteous hand,
W h ich bleſt  his proſ p’rous days ?

E ach night when he return’d from work,
His wife ſo  meek and mild,

H is little ſupper gladly dreſs’d,
W hile he careſs'd his child.

O ne blooming babe was all he had,
H is only darling dear,

T h e obj ect of their equal love,
T he ſolace o f their care.
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O what cou’d ruin ſuch a life,

And ſpoil ſo fair a lot ?
O what cou'd change ſo kind a heart,

All goodneſs quite forgot ?
W ith grief the cauſe I muſt relate,

The diſmal cauſe reveal,
'Twas EVIL COMPANY and DRINK,

The ſource of every ill.
A Cooper came to live hard by,

Who did his fancy pleaſe ;
An idle rambling man was he,

Who oft had croſs'd the ſeas.
This Man could tell a merry tale,

And ſing a merry ſong ;
And thoſe who heard him ſing or talk;

Ne’er thought the ev'ning long.
But vain and vicious was the ſong,

And wicked was the tale ;
And every pauſe he always fill'd,

With cider, gin, or ale.
Our Carpenter delighted much,

To hear the Cooper talk ;
And with him to the Alehouſe oft,

Wou'd take his evening walk.
At firſt he did not care to drink,

But only lik'd the fun ;
But ſoon he from the Cooper learnt,

The ſame ſad courſe to run.
He ſaid the Cooper's company,

Was all for which he car'd ;
But ſoon he drank as much as he, 

To ſwear like him ſoon dar'd.
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H is hammer now  neglected lay ,

For work he little  c a r 'd ;
H a lf finiſh 'd wheels, and broken tools,

W ere  ſtrew 'd about his ya rd .

To get him to attend his w ork,
No prayers cou'd now p rev a il;

H is hatchet and h is plane forgot,
H e never drove a N ail.

H is chearful ev 'n ings now no more
W ith  peace and p lenty ſm il'd ;

No more he ſought his pleaſing W ife ,
Nor hugg 'd  h is ſm iling ch ild .

For not h is drunken nights alone,
W ere w ith  the Cooper paſt ;

H is days were at the Angel ſpent,
A nd ſtill he ſtay 'd the laſt.

No handſome Sunday ſuit was left,
Nor decent Holland ſh ir t ;

No noſegay m ark'd the Sabbath-day.
But a ll w as rags and d irt.

No more his Church he did frequent,
A  ſymptom ever ſa d ;

W h ere  once the Sunday is m iſpent,
The week days muſt be bad.

The cottage mortgag'd for it 's  worth,
The favorite orchard fold ;

H e ſoon began to feel th ’ effects
O f hunger  and of cold.

T he pewter d iſhes one by one,
W ere  paw n’d, t i l l  none was le f t  :

And w i fe and babe at home rem ain'd
Of every help bereft.
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B y  chance he call'd at home one night,

A nd in a ſurly mood,
He bade his weeping wife to get

Immediately ſome food.

H is empty cupboard well he knew
M uſt  needs be bare of bread ;

No raſher on the rack he ſaw,
W hence cou'd he then be fed ?

His wife* a piteous ſ igh did heave
And then before him laid

A  baſket cover'd with a cloth,
But not a word ſhe ſaid.

Then to her huſband gave a knife,
W ith  many a ſilent tear,

In haſte he tore the cover off,
And ſaw his child lay there.

"  There lies thy babe, the mother ſaid,
"  O ppreſs'd with famine ſore ;

"  O  k ill us both—’twere kinder far,
"  W e cou'd not ſuffer more."

The Carpenter, ſtruck to the heart,
Fell on his knees ſtraitway ;

He wrung his hands—  confeſs’d his ſins,
And did both weep and pray.

From that ſame hour the Cooper more
He never wou’d behold ;

N or wou'd he to the Alehouſe go,
Had it been pav’d with gold.

*  See Berquin’ s Gardener.
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H is W ife  forgave him all the paſt,

A n d ſooth’d his ſorrowing mind,
A n d  much he griev’d that e'er he wrong'd

The worthieſt of her kind.

B y  lab'ring hard, and working late,
B y  induſtry and pains,

H is Cottage was at length redeem’d,
And ſay'd were all his gains.

H is Sundays now at Church were ſpent,
H is home was his delight,

T h e  following verſe himſelf he made,
And read it every night.

The Drunkard Murders Child and Wife,
Nor matters it a pin,

Whether he ſ tabs them with his knife,
Or ſ tarves them with his gin .
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T H E  G I N - S H O P ;
Or,  A  P e e p  into a P r i s o n .

LO O K thro’ the land from North to South,
And look from Eaſt to W eſt ;

A n d ſee what is to Engliſhmen,
O f  Life the deadlieſt Peſt.

It is not Want, tho’ that is bad,
Nor War, tho’ that is worſe ;

But Britons brave endure, alas !
A  ſelf-inflicted Curſe.
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G o where you will throughout the Realm

Y o u ’ll find the reigning Sin,
In  Cities, Villages, and Towns ;

— The M onſter’s name is G IN.

T h e Prince o f darkneſs never ſent
T o  Man a deadlier foe ;

"  M y name is Legion,’ ’ it may ſay,
The ſource of every woe.

Nor does the fiend alone deprive
The laborer of his wealth ;

That is not all, it murders too 
His honeſt name and health. 

W e  ſay the times are grievous hard,
And hard they are, ' tis true ;

But, Drunkards, to your wives and babes
Th ey’re harder made by you.

The Drunkard’s Tax is ſelf-impos’d,
Like every other ſin ;

The taxes altogether lay,
No weight ſo great as G IN.

T h e State compels no man to drink.
Compels no man to game ;

' Tis G IN and gambling ſink him down
T o  rags, and want, and ſhame.

The kindeſt huſband, chang’d by G in ,
Is ſor a tyrant known ;

The tendered heart that Nature made,
Becomes a heart o f  ſtone.

I n many a houſe the harmleſs babes
Are poorly cloth’d and fe d :

Becauſe the craving G i n -Sh o p  takes

T h e  chi ldren’s daily bread.
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Come, neighbour, take a walk with  me,

Thro' many a London Street;
A nd ſee the cauſe of penury

In h undreds we ſhall meet.

W e  ſhall not need to travel far—
Behold that great man's door ;

He well deſcerns that idle crew,
From the deſerving poor.

He will reliev e with liberal hand
The child o f honeſt Thrift ;

But where long ſcores at GIN-SHOPS ſtand
He will with-hold his gift.

Behold that ſhivering female there,
W ho plies her woeful trade !

' Tis ten to one you'll find that G IN,
That hopeleſs wretch has made.

Look down theſe ſteps, and view below
Yon cellar under ground ;

There every want and every woe,
And every Sin is found.

Thoſe little wretches trembling there,
W ith  hunger and with cold,

Were by their parents love of G IN,
To Sin and Miſery fold.

Bleſt be thoſe friends* to human kind
W h o take theſe wretches up,

Ere they have drunk the bitter dregs
O f  their ſad parents' cup.

*  The Ph ilanthr opic Society.
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L ook thro' that priſon's iron bars,

Look thro' that diſmal grate;
A n d learn what dire misfortune brought

So terrible a fate.

T h e  Debtor and the Felon too,
Tho' differing much in ſin;

Too oft you’ll find were thither brought
B y all-deſtroying G I N .

Y e t  heaven forbid I ſhould confound
Calamity with guilt I

O r  name the Debtor’s leſ ſer fault,
W ith  blood o f  B rother ſpilt.

T o  Priſon dire misfortune oft
The guiltleſs debtor brings ;

Y et  oft’ner far it will be found
From G in the miſery ſprings.

See the pale Manufacturer there,
H ow  lank and lean he lies !

H o w  haggard is his ſickly cheek !
How dim his hollow eyes !

H e  plied the loom, with good ſucceſs,
His wages ſtill were high ;

T w ice  what the Village lab’rer gains,
His maſter did ſupply.

N o  book-debts kept him from his caſh,
All paid as ſoon as due ;

His wages on the Saturday  
T o  fail he never knew.

H o w  amply had his gains ſuffic'd,
On wife and chil dren ſpent !

But all muſt ſor his pleaſures go ;
A ll to the G i n -Sh o p  went.



See that Apprentice, young in years,
But hackney’d long in ſin ;

W h at made him rob his maſter’s Till ? 
A las ! 'twas love o f  G IN.

That ſerving M an— I knew him once
So jaunty, ſpruce, and ſm art!

W h y  did he ſteal, then pawn the plate ?
'Tw as G IN enſnar’d his heart.

B ut hark! what diſmal found is that?
'T is Saint Sepulchre’s Bell !

I t  toils, alas ! for human guilt,
Some malefactor’s knell.

O  ! woeful Sound ! O ! what could cauſe,
Such puniſhment and Sin ?

Hark ! hear his words, he owns the cauſe—
B a d  C o m p a n y  and G IN.

A n d  when the future Lot is fix ’d,
O f  darkneſs, fire and chains,

H ow  can the Drunkard hope to ’ſcape
Thoſe everlaſting pains ?

For i f  the Murd’rer’s doom’d to Woe,
As holy W rit declares,

The Drunkard with S ELF-Murderers
That dreadful portion ſhares.
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T H E  R I O T ;
O r, H ALF a L OAF is better than no B READ.

In  a Dialogue between J a c k  A n vil and T om H od.

To the Tune of " A  Cobler there was," ,&c.

T  O  M .

C O M E  neighbours, no longer be patient and quiet,
Come let us go kick up a bit o f  a riot ;

I  am hungry, my lads, but I ' ve little to eat,
So we'll pull down the mills, and ſeize all the meat:
I 'll  give you good ſport, boys, as ever you ſaw,
S o a fi g  for the Juſtice, a fig for the law.

Derry down.
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Then his pitchfork Tom ſeiz’d—— Hold a moment, 

ſays Jack,
I ’ll ſhew thee thy blunder, brave boy, i n a crack,
And if  I don’t prove we had better be ſtill,
I ’ll aſſiſt  thee ſtraitway to pull down every mill ;
I ’ll ſhew thee how paſſion thy reaſon does cheat,
O r I'll join thee in  plunder for bread and for meat.

Derry down.

W hat a whimſey to think thus our bellies to fill,
For we ſtop all the grinding by breaking the m ill !
W hat a whimſey to think we ſhall get more to  eat
B y abuſing the butchers who get us the m eat!
W hat a whimſey to think we ſhall mend our ſpare diet
B y  breeding diſturbance, by murder and riot !

D erry down.

B ecauſe I am dry ’twould be fooliſh , I think
T o pull out my tap and to ſpill all my drink ;
Becauſe I am hungry and want to be fed,
That is ſure no w iſe reaſon for waſtin g  my bread
And ju ſt ſuch wiſe reaſons for mending their diet
Are us’d by thoſe blockheads who ruſh into riot.

Derry d o w n .

I would not take comfort from others diſtreſſes,
But ſtill I would mark how  God our land bleſſes ;
For tho' in Old England the times are but ſad,
Abroad I am told they are ten times as b ad ;
In the land o f the Pope there is ſcarce, any grain,
A n d ’tis ſtill worſe, they ſay, both in Holland and 

Spain.

Derry down.

Let us look to the harveſt our wants to beguile,
See the lands with rich crops how they every where 

ſmile !
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Mean time to aſſi ſt us, by each Weſtern breeze,
Some corn is brought daily acroſs the ſalt ſeas,
O f  tea we'll drink little, of gin none at all,
A nd w e ’ll patiently wait and the prices will fall.

Derry down.

B ut if we're not quiet, then let us not wonder
I f  things grow much worſe by our riot and plunder ;
A n d let us remember whenever we meet,
The more Ale we drink, boys, the leſs we ſhall eat;
O n thoſe days ſpent in riot no bread you brought home,
Had you ſpent them in labour you muſt have had ſome.

Derry down.

A  dinner o f  herbs, ſays the wiſe man, with quiet,
Is better than beef amid diſcord and riot.
I f  the thing can’t be help’d I ’m a foe to all ſtrife,
And I pray for a peace every night o f  my life ;
B ut in matters o f  ſtate not an inch will I budge,
Becauſe I conceive I ’m no very good judge.

Derry down.

B ut tho’ poor I can work, my brave boy, with the beſt.
Let the King and the Parliament manage the reſt ;
I lament both the W ar and the Taxes together,
T h o ’ I verily think they don’t alter the weather.
T h e K ing, as I take it, with very good reaſon,
M ay prevent a had law, but can't help a bad ſeaſon.

Derry down.

The parliament-men, al tho' great is their power,
Y e t  they cannot contrive us a bit of a ſhower ;
A nd I never yet heard, tho’ our Ru lers are wiſe ;
That they know very well how to manage the ſkies ;
For the beſt o f  them all, as they found to their coſt.
W e r e  not able to hinder laſt winter’s hard froſt.

Derry down.
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Beſides I muſt ſhare in  the wants o f the times,
Becauſe I have had my full ſhare in it’s crimes ;
A nd I ’m apt to believe the diſtreſs which is ſent,
Is to puniſh and cure us of all diſcontent.
—But harveſt is coming—  Potatoes are come !
O u r proſpect clears up ; Y e  complainers be dumb !

Derry down.

And tho’ I ’ve no money, and tho' I ’ve no lands,
I ’ve a head oh my ſhoulders, and a pair o f good hands;
So I ’ l l  work the whole day, and on Sundays I ’ll ſeek
A t church how to bear all the wants o f  the week.
The Gentlefol k s  too will afford us ſupplies ; 
T h e y ’ll ſubſcribe—  and they'll g ive up their puddings 

and pies.
Derry down.

Then before I ’m induc’d to take part in a Riot,
I ' l l aſk this ſhort queſtion— W hat ſhall I get by it ?
So I ’ll e’en wait a little till cheaper the bread,
F or a mittimus hangs o’er each Rioter's head ;
A nd w h e n  of two evils I 'm aſk ’d which i s beſt,
I ’d rather be hungry t han hang’d, I proteſt.

 Derry down.

Quoth Tom, thou art right: I f  I  riſe, I ’m a Turk,
So h e  threw dow n his pitchfork, and went to his 

work.
Z.
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P A T I E N T  J O E ;
O r, The N E W C A S T L E  C O L L I E R .

H A V E  you heard of a C ollier  of honeſt renown,
W h o  dwelt on the borders of Newcaſtle Town ?

H is  name it was Joſeph— you better may know
I f  I tell you he always w as call’d patient JOE.

W h ateve r  betided he tho ught i t  was right,
A nd Providenc e ſtill he kept ever in ſight;
T o  thoſe who love G O D , let things turn as they wou ’d
H e was certain that al l w ork’d together ſor goo d.

He prais’d his Creator whatever befel ;
H ow thankful was Joſeph when matters went well !
H ow  ſincere were his carols of praiſe ſor good health,
A n d  how grateful ſor any increaſe in his wealth !
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In  trouble be bow’d him to G O D 's  holy will
H ow  Contented was Joſeph when matters went i l l  !
W h en  rich and when poor he alike underſtood
That all things together were working for good.

I f  the Land was afflicted with war, he declar'd
'Twas a needful correction ſor ſins which he ſhar'd ;
And when merciful H eaven bid ſlaughter to ceaſe
How thankful was Joe for the bleſſing of peace!

W hen Taxes ran high, and proviſions were dear,
Still Joſeph declar'd he had nothing to fear ;
It w as but a trial he well  underſtood,
From H IM  who made all work together ſor good.

T h o ' his wife was but ſickly, his gettings but ſmall,
A  mind ſo ſubmiſſive prepar'd him ſor all ;
He liv ’d on his gains were they greater or leſs,
A nd the G I V E R  he ceas’d not each moment to bleſs.

W hen another child came he received him with jo y ,
And Providence bleſs’d who had ſent him a boy ;
But when the child dy’d—  ſaid poor Joe I ’m content,
For G O D  had a right to recal what he lent.
It was Joſeph’s ill-fortune to work in  a pit
W ith  ſome who believ’d that profaneneſs was wit ;
W hen diſaſters befel him much pleaſure they ſhew’d,
And laugh’d and ſaid—  Joſeph, will this work for good ?

But ever when theſe wou'd prophanely advance
That this happen'd by luck, and that happen’d  by chance,
Still Joſeph inſiſted no chance cou’d be found,
Not a ſparrow by accident falls to the ground.

Among his companions who work'd in the pit,
And made him the butt of their profligate w it,
W as idle Tim Jenkins, who drank and who gam'd,
W h o  mock'd at his Bible, and was not aſham’d.



 ( 18 )
O ne day at the pit his old comrades be found,
And they chatted, preparing to go under ground ;
Tim  Jenkins as uſual was turning to j eſt
Joe’s notion—  that a ll things which happen’d were 

beſt.

A s Joe on the ground had unthinkingly laid
His proviſion for dinner of bacon and bread,
A  dog on the watch ſeiz’d the bread and the meat.
And off with his prey run with footſteps ſo fleet.

N ow to ſee the delight that Tim Jenkins expreſt !
“  Is the loſs of thy dinner too, Joe, for the b e ſt? "
“  N o  doubt on’t,”  ſaid Joe, "  but as I  muſt eat,
“  'T is my duty to try to recover my meat.”

So ſaving he follow’d the dog a long round,
W h ile Tim laughing and ſwearing, went down under  

ground.
Poor Joe ſoon return'd, tho’ his bacon was loſt,
For the dog a good dinner had made at his coſt.

W hen Joſeph came bac k ,  he expected a ſneer,
B u t the face of each Collier ſpoke horror and fear  
;W hat a narrow eſcape haſt thou had, they all ſaid,
The pit is fall’n in, and Tim Jenkins is dead !

H ow  ſincere was the gratitude Joſeph expreſs’d !
H ow  w arm the compaſſion which glow’d in his breaſt !
Thus events great and ſmall if aright underſtood
W ill be found to be working together for good.

"  W hen my meat, ”  Joſeph cry’d, “  was juſt now 
ſtol’n away,

A n d I had no proſpect o f eating to-day,
H ow cou’d it appear to a ſh ort-ſighted ſinner,
That my life w ou’d be ſav’d by the loſs o f my dinner ?"Z.
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The EXECUTION of WILD ROBERT.
Being a W ARNING to all P A R E N T S .

W I L D  R O B E R T  was a graceleſs Youth,
And bold in every ſ in ;

In early life with petty thefts
H is courſe he did begin.

B ut thoſe who deal in leſſer ſins
In great will ſoon offend ;

And petty thefts, not check’d
I n murder ſoon may end.



A n d  no w like any beaſt o f prey,
W ild  Robert ſhrunk from view,

Save when at eve on B agſhot heath
He met his harden’d crew.

W ith  this fierce crew W ild  Robert there
On plunder ſet his mind ;

A n d  watch’d and prowl'd the live-long night
T o  rob and ſla y  mankind.

But G o d , whoſe vengeance never ſleeps,

T ho' he delays the blow,
Can in a ſingle moment lay

The proſperous villain low .
One night, a fatal night in deed !

W ithin a neighboring woo d ,
A  harmleſs paſſenger he robb’d,

A n d  dy’d his hands in blood.
T h e direful deed perform’d, he w ent

To ſhew his golden ſpoils,
W hen  vengeful Juſtice, unaw ares,

Surpris’d  him in her toils.

W ild  Robert ſeiz’d, at once was k now n,
(No crape had hid his face)

I mpriſon’d, try'd,  condemn'd to die !
Soon run w as Robert’s race !

Since  ſhort the time the laws allow
T o  murderers doom'd to die,

H ow  earned ſhou’d the ſuppliant wretch
T o  heaven for mercy cry !

B ut he, alas ! no mercy ſought,
T h o ' ſummon’d to his fate ;

The Cart d rew near the Gallows Tree,
W h ere throng'd ſpectators w ait.

( 20 )
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S lo w  as he paſs'd no pious tongue

Pour'd forth a pitying pray’r ;
Abhorrence all who ſaw him felt.

He, horror and deſpair.

And now the diſmal death-bell toll’d,
The fatal cord was hung.

W hile ſudden, deep, a nd dreadful ſhrieks,
Burſt forth amidſt the throng.

Hark ! 'tis his mother's voice he hears!
Deep horror ſh akes his frame;

'Tis rage and fury fill his breaſt,
Not pity, love, or ſhame.

" One moment hold !" the mother cries,
"  His life One moment ſpare,

"  One kiſs, my miſerable child,
" M y  Robert once ſo dear ! "

Hence, cruel mother, hence, he ſaid,
Oh ! deaf to nature’s cry ;

Y our's is the fault I liv'd abhorr’d
And unlamented die.

You gave me life, but with it gave
W hat made that life a curſe ;

My ſins uncurb ’d, my mind untaught,
Soon grew from bad to worſe.

I  thought that if I 'ſcap'd the ſtroke
O f man’s avenging rod,

A ll wou’d be well, and I might mock
The vengeful pow’r of G OD.

M y hands no honeſt trade were taught,
My tongue no pious pray'r;

Uncheck’d I learnt to break the laws,
To pilfer, lie, and ſwear.
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T he Sabbath bell, that toll'd to church,
T o  me unheeded rung ;

G o d ’s holy name and word I curs’d
W ith  my blaſpheming tongue.

N o mercy now your ruin’d child
O f heav’n can dare implore,

I mock’d at grace, and now I fear
M y day o f grace is o’er.

Blame not the law which dooms your ſon,
Compar’d with you ' tis mild ;

' Tis you have ſentenc’d me to death,
T o  hell have doom’d your child.

H e ſpoke, an d fixing faſt the cord,
R eſign’d his guilty breath ;

D own at his feet his mother fell,
B y  conſcience ſtruck with death.

Y e  parents, taught by this ſaid tale,
Avoid the path ſhe tro d ;

A n d  teach your ſons in early years
The fear and love o f  G o d .

S o ſhall their days, tho’ doom’d to toil,
W ith  peace and hope be bleſt;

And heav’n, when life’s ſhort taſk is o 'er,
Receive their fouls to reſt.



A  NEW CHRISTMAS CAROL,
C A L L E D  T H E

M ERRY C HIRSTMAS and H APPY N EW Y EAR.

I S IN G  ( O ye neighbours come lend me your ear)
O f  a good merry Chriſ tmas and happy new  year ;

B ut leſt ye  ſhould blunder and take me quite wrong,
Y e  muſt liſten awhile to the turn o f my ſong.

There is frolickſome Jack, he will hear with ſurprize
That by merry I mean being merry and wiſ e ;
A n d  by happy new year what I wiſh and intend
Is, may Jack be ſ o happy this year as to mend.

See there's D ick at the alehouſe who counts it no crime ;
For Chriſtmas he argues is holiday tim e ;
D ic k ’s holiday thus is a drunken day ſolely,
W hereas holiday ſure means a day that is holy.

But here with moſt humble ſubmiſſion I crave
T h e kind leave of my Readers to grow rather grave ;
A n d  I hope it can 't  hurt you, ye ſons o f good cheer !
T o  hear a grave  truth j u ſt ſor once in a year.

I n the days o f  old time (as we fin d  from a book
I n t o which it is not much the ſaſhion to look)
There liv 'd  (you may read it yourſelf i f  you chuſe)
A  moſt famous and much favour'd nation of Jews.

Theſe Jews (of whoſe children you ſtill may ſee ſome)
B e lie v ’d in a Chriſt and a Chriſtmas to come ;
And were thought one and all to be Jews good and true ;
A s well might one doubt that good Chriſtians are you.

A n d  yet.it did prove to their horrible ſhame,
When this Chriſt long expected and Chriſtmas day 

came,

(  23 )
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T ho' in ſtructe d  before in the whole o f the plan,
That theſe Jews did ſ o blunder they knew not the 

man.

For in truth they were wanton and worldly at heart,
And of ſome worldly kingdom they wanted a p art;
They deſir’d a falſe Chriſt who might pleaſe each 

gay ſenſe,
And the true one o f courſe gave t hem dreadful 

offence.  
His mercy they ſcorn’d, from his truths they diſſented,
I f  he warn'd them danger their paſſion they 

vented ;
Nay they dy’d  their own hands in this Holy One's 

 blood,
So the wrath o f ju ſt Heaven ſwept them off like a 

flood.
 

Ye Chriſtians ſo  gay, who believe without thinking,
And ſtill keep your Chriſtmas by dancing and drinking !
A s you read this ſhort ſtory, perhaps it may ſtrike,
That a Jew  and a Chriſtian may blunder alike.
For they both to true faith may make civil pretenſion,
Yet may both truſt a Chriſt of their own vain in

vention ;
And when told of their blunder they both may feel 

ſore,
And the Chriſtian reſent what the Jew  did before.
Then ceaſe, drunken Dick ! by your diſſolute mirth,
To record the bleſt day of your Jeſus’s birth ;
And take heed, giddy Jack ! how your dance you 

purſue,
Leſt your keeping of Chriſtmas ſhould prove you a Je w .

T H E  E N D .


