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This Day are publiſhed,
The Shepherd of Saliſbury Plain. Part I I . — The  

Beggarly Boy, a Parable,— and W ild  Robert, 
a Ballad.

On the 1ſt o f  July, 1795, will be publiſhed,
A  Sunday Reading.— The good Mother’ s Legacy, 

—and the Newcaſtle Collier, a Ballad.

On the 1ſt Auguſ t ,
A  Sunday Reading.— The Happy Waterman,—  

and the Plow-boy’s Dream, a Ballad.

On the 1 ſt o f  September,
A  Sunday Reading.— The Tw o Farmers. Part I. 

—and Dame Andrews, a Ballad.

On the 1ſt of October,
A  Sunday Reading.— T h e Tw o Farmers. Part I I .  
 — and the H oneſt M iller, a Ballad.

On the 1ſ t  of November,
A  Sunday Reading.— T h e  Hiſtory of Sorrowful 

Sam,  and a Ballad.

And other Pieces on a ſimilar Plan, on the 1ſt o f  

every Month.



T H E

COCK-FIGHTER.
A  TRUE H ISTORY.

A S  R o b e r t  H a z l e m ,  a v ery ſober- 
minded religious Yorkſhire collier, 

was on his way to Leeds o ne Sunday morn
ing, he met with a brother collier, who for
merly was a companion to him in iniquity, 
Robert, after enquiring o f  his health, ſaid, 
“  Where are you go in g?” H e replied, 
“  T o  buy a cock , we are to have a match 
“  to-morrow ;" this being a favourite di
verſion among the colliers. Robert ſaid, 
“  This is a bad errand any day, but much 
“  worſe on the ſabbath ; I wiſh y o u  would 
“  go with me to church." But G OD, who 
had a kindneſs towards him, ſecretly in
clined his heart to yield to the ſolicitations 
o f  the good  man who p revailed upon him 
to accompany him. The clergyman’s text 
was from Iſaiah, “  In that day ſhall the 
“  branch o f  the L o r d  be beautiful and 
“  glorious, and the fruit o f  the earth ſhall 
“  be excellent and comely for them that 
“  are eſcaped o f  Iſrael.”
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When the ſermon was over, Robert ſaid, 

“  H ow  do you find yourſelf?” H e  replied, 
“  I do not know how I find myſelf , but I 
“  feel I am one o f  the vileſt  ſinners in the 
“  w orld .” Robert ſaid, “  I generally 
“  bring a bit o f  bread and cheeſe in 
 "  my pocket, and if  you will ſtay, you 
“  ſhall have half o f  it ſor your dinner ;" to 
which he did not want much preſſing. In 
the afternoon the clergyman addreſſed  
himſelf to the worſt o f  ſinners, encouraging 
them to repent, and believe in the Saviour  
o f  the world, & c . The poor man wept 
bitterly, but ſaid, “  H e had a little gleam 
“  o f  hope, that perhaps G OD might have 
“  mercy upon his ſou l.” H is friend, ſee
ing him ſo deeply impre ſſed, ſaid, “  I f  he 
“  had a mind, he would go with him again 
“  to a place o f  worſhip ; he had heard the 
“  clergyman ſpoken o f  as being a very fine 
“  p r e a c h e r  ;" accordingly they went. His 
ſubject was on the leper’s being healed; 
when he appeared ſtill more affected. Af
terwards, they went as far as their road lay 
together, about a mile, and then they 
parted.

H ow  this poor man paſſed the night, we 
have not been able to learn ; but he went 
to his work the next morning. His com

panions
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panions accoſted him by ſaying, “  Now 

" where is the c o c k ? ” H e ſaid, “  I 
" fought three ſuch battles yeſterday as I 
" never fought in my life : I have bought 

"  no cock , nor do I intend ever to fight 
" any again.” So ſome o f  them ſaid, 

"  H ere ’s bonny to do ! what is becom e o f  
"  our half guineas ?” H e  anſwered, “  I 
"  will freely forfeit m i n e  ;" and ſaid, 
"  Come, lads, let us go down into the 
"  pit.” One remarked, “  Come lads ! it 
"  uſed to be with a great oath, and now it 
"  is only Come la d s  ! I ’ll lay a wager he 
"  has been to hear ſome nonſenſical 
"  preachments.” The pit ſteward ſaid, 

" I ’ll give thee a guinea, i f  thou doſt not 
"  ſwear for a month ; but I ’ll bet a guinea 

" thou wilt ſwear before the week is out .” 
H e was ſo much affected with what they 
ſaid to him, and a view o f  his own weak
neſs, that he kneeled down on the pit hill, 
and prayed earneſtly, “  That he might ra- 
"  ther die then, than be left to blaſpheme 
“  that holy name he had now ſuch a re- 
"  verence for, and which he knew, if left 
"  to himſelf, he ſhould blaſpheme before 
"  night.” His requeſt was granted, for 

died inſtantly, as ſoon as he had finiſhed 
 his prayer!

 Robert
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Robert H azlem  got up the M onday fo l

l owing, and appeared as well as uſual, but 
d ied  after an hour’s indiſpoſition.

T h e day before Robert’s death, a collier, 
whoſe name was Bottomly, went, it is ſaid, 
to hear a funeral ſermon, which much af
fected his mind, and made him get up the 
three following mornings, very early, to 
read his bible, & c . His wife, being ſur
prized at it, ſaid, “  W hat do you  get up 
"  ſo ſoon for ?’’ H e  replied, "  I have a 
"  long journey to take, and but little time 
"  to do it in ;" which really proved true 
— for the third morning, he, with ſeven
teen other men, went to their work in a 
f oul mine, where they preſently perceived 
the fire damp ; fifteen o f  them were drawn  
up alive, and this poor man, with the re
m a in in g  two, were burnt to death. Tw o  
o f  them that were drawn out, died ſoon 
after.

Th
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The above Hiſ t ory was verſified in the fo l 
lowing manner, by that famous P o e t Mr. 
Cowper.

W H E R E  Humber pours his rich commercial
ſtream, [pheme ;

There dwelt a wretch who breath’d but to blaſ-
In ſubterraneous caves his life he led.
Black as the mine in which he wrought for bread : 
When on a day, emerging from the deep,
A ſabbath-day ! (ſuch ſabbaths thouſands keep)
The wages o f his weekly toil he bore,
T o  buy a cock, whoſe blood might win him more ;
As if the nobleſt  o f the feather’d kind
Were but for battle and for death deſign’d ;
As if the conſecrated hours were meant
For ſport to minds on cruelty intent.
It chanc’d (ſuch chances Providence obey)
He met a fellow labourer on the way ;
Whoſe heart the ſame deſires had once inflam’d,
But now the ſavage temper was reclaim’d.
Perſuaſion on his lips had taken place,
For all plead well who plead the cauſe of  grace)

His iron heart with ſcripture he aſſail 'd,
W oo’d him to hear a ſermon, and prevail’d.
His faithful bow the mighty preacher drew,
Swift as the light’ning glimpſe his arrows flew.
He wept, he trembled, caſt his eyes around,
T o find a worſe than he, but none he ſound.
He felt his ſins, and wonder’d he ſhould feel 
! Grace made the wound, and only grace could heal.
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N ow  farewel oaths, and blaſphemies, and lies,
He quits the ſinner's, for the martyr’s prize.
That holy day was waſh’d with many a tear, 
G ilded with hope, yet ſhaded too by fear.
T h e  next, his ſwarthy brethren o f the mine 
Learnt from his alter’d ſpeech the change divine, 
Laugh’d where they ſhould have wept, and ſwore 

the day
W as nigh, when he would ſwear as faſt  as they. 
"  N o  !"  ſaid the penitent, " ſuch words ſhall ſhare 

" This breath no more, henceforth employ’d 
" in prayer.

"  Oh ! if  Thou ſeeſt  (thine eye the future ſees) 
"  That I ſhall yet again blaſpheme like theſe,
"  N ow  ſtrike me to the ground on which I kneel, 
"  Ere yet this heart relapſes into ſteel, 
"  N ow  take me to that heav’n I once defied,
"  T hy preſence, thy embrace !” — he ſpoke, and 

died.
Short was the race allotted him to run,
J uſt  enter’d on the lift, he gain’d the crown,          } 
His prayer ſcarce ended, ere his praiſe begun.

Th



The follow ing Account o f  an affecting 
mournful Death, is related by D R. 
Y OUNG, Author o f  the famous Book called 
N IGHT THOUGHTS, who was preſent at 
the melancholy ſcene.

T H E  ſad evening before the death o f  
 that young gentleman whoſe laſt  

hours occaſioned theſe thoughts, I was 
with him. No one was there but his phy
 ſician, and an intimate whom he loved, 
and whom he had ruined. At my coming 
in, he ſaid, "  You and the phyſician are 
"  come too la te ; I have neither life nor 

" hope. You both aim at miracles ; you  
 " would raiſe the dead.” ' H eaven,’ I 
ſaid, '  was merciful.' "  Yes, (cried he) 
" or I could not have been thus guilty. 
" What has not G OD done to ſave and 
“ bleſs me ? I have been too ſtrong for 
" Omnipotence ; I have plucked down 
" ruin.” I ſaid, '  The bleſſed Redeem

" er.’ —  "  H old , hold, (ſaid he) you 
"  wound me ! that is the rock  on which I 
"  ſplit! I denied his name, I forgot my " 

Redeemer !”
 Refuſing  to hear any thing from me, or 

to take any thing from the phyſician, he lay 
ſ i lent, as far as ſudden darts o f  pain would

permit

( 9 )



(  1 0  )
p e r m i t ,  t i l l  th e  c l o c k  ſ t r u c k  ; t h e n  w i th  
v e h e m e n c e  h e  c r ie d ,  “  O h  t im e ,  t im e  ! it  
"  is fit t h o u  ſ h o u l d e ſ t  t h u s  ſ t r ik e  th y  m u r -   
“  d e r e r  to  th e  h e a r t .  H o w  a r t  t h o u  f led  
“  fo r  e v e r  ! A  m o n t h ! —  O h ! fo r  o n e  ſ ing le  
“  w e e k !  I  a ſk  n o t  f o r  y e a r s ;  t h o u g h  an  
“  ag e  w e r e  t o o  l i t t le  fo r  th e  m u c h  I h a v e  
“  to  d o  !”

O n m y  ſa y in g ,  '  W e  c o u l d  n o t  d o  t o o  
‘ m u c h ,  t h a t  h e a v e n  was  a b l e ſ ſ e d  p l a c e  ;' 
h e  e x c l a i m e d ,  “  So m u c h  th e  w o r ſe  ! ’tis 
“  lo ſ t ,  ’tis l o ſ t ;  h e a v e n  is lo ſ t  to  m e  !—  
“  t h e  ſ e v e r e ſ t  p a r t  o f  h e l l . ” S o o n  a f te r  I 
p r o p o ſ e d  p r a y e r .  “  P r a y  y o u  th a t  c a n , ” 
ſa id  h e ,  “  I n e v e r  p r a y e d ,  I c a n n o t  p r a y  ; 
“  n o r  n e e d  I . I s  n o t  h e a v e n  o n  m y  ſ ide  
“  a l r e a d y  ? I t  c lo ſ e s  w i th  m y  c o n ſ c i e n c e  ; 
“  i t ’s ſ e v e r e ſ t  ſ t r o k e s  b u t  ſ e c o n d  m y  o w n . ” 
H i s  f r i e n d  b e in g  m u c h  t o u c h e d ,  e v e n  to  
t e a r s ,  a t  t h i s ,  ( w h o  c o u l d  f o r b e a r  ? I c o u ld  
n o t )  w i th  a  m o ſ t  a f f e ct i o n a t e  l o o k  h e  ſa id ,  
“  K e e p  th o ſ e  t e a r s  ſ o r  t h y ſe l f .  I  h a v e  
“  u n d o n e  th e e  ! D o ſ t  w e e p  f o r  m e  ? T h a t 's 
“  c r u e l ; w h a t  c a n  p a in  m e  m o r e  ?”

H e r e  h is  f r i e n d ,  t o o  m u c h  a f f e cte d ,  
w o u l d  h a v e  le f t  h im .  “  N o ,  ſ t a y ;  t h o u  
“  ſ t i l l  m a y ’ſt h o p e —  th e r e f o r e  h e a r  m e.  
“  H o w  m a d l y  h a v e  I t a l k e d  ! h o w  m a d l y   
“  h a ſ t  t h o u  l i ſ t e n e d  a n d  b e l i e v e d ! b u t

“  lo o k



(  11 )
"  look  on my preſent ſtate as a full anſwer 
"  to thee and to myſelf. This body is all 
"  weakneſs and pain ; but my ſoul (as if 
"  ſtung up by torment to greater ſtrength 
 "  and ſpirit) is full powerful to reaſon, 
"  full mighty to ſuffer. And that which 
"  thus triumphs within the jaws o f  immor- 
"  tality, is doubtleſs immortal: yes, I 
"  feel nothing but the Almighty could in- 
"  flict: what I feel. Oh ! let me ſpeak on— 
"  I have not long to ſpeak. Oh ! my much- 
"  injured friend, my ſoul as my body lies 
"  in ruins, in ſcattered fragments o f  bro- 
"  ken thoughts. Remorſe for the paſt 
"  throws m y  thoughts on the future; 
"  worſe dread for the future ſtrikes it 
"  back on the p a ſt : I turn and turn, and 
"  can find no way. Didſt thou feel half 
"  the mountain that is on me, thou 

" would’ſt ſtruggle with the martyr for his 
"  ſtake, and bleſs heaven for the flames ! 
"  —that is not an everlaſting flame !— that 
 "  is not an unquenchable fire !”

H ow  were we ſtruck ! yet ſoon after 
ſtill more ! With what an eye o f  diffracti
on, what a face o f  deſpair he cried out, 
"  My wickedneſs has ruined my friend; 
"  my extravagance has beggared my b o y ;  

" my unkindneſs has murdered my w ife ;
"  and
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" and is there another hell ? Oh ! I have 

"  blaſphemed ! yet, indulgent LORD GOD, 
" hell itſelf is a refuge, i f  it hide me from 
" thy frown ! ” Soon after his underſtand

ing failed, his terrified imagination uttered 
horrors not to be repeated or ever forgot
ten ; and before the ſun aroſe, this gay 
wicked young gentleman expired.

I f  this be a man o f  pleaſure, what is a 
man o f  pain ? H ow  quick, how total is  
their change ! in what a diſmal gloom  they 
ſet for ever ! H ow  ſhort, alas ! the day o f  
their re jo ic in g  ! For a moment they glit
ter, they d a z z le  : in a moment where are 
they ? L o ſt  in endleſs miſery, and hopeleſs 
everlaſting deſpair.

F I N I S .


