And at huv aotio gesturos gaz'd,
But 8t bis Janguagze most amaz'd,
And grieved o the vory soul,
To change their pricst for such &5 vwi.
At laat being all brimful) of tears,
And he at this part of his prayers,
We ha dune what w: ought not tr: hgve done ;
Out bigaks O hone! O hone! O hone!
From all parts of the congregation,
Which struck him into admiration,
And made him, thro’ excess of fear,
Broalt off in mddle of his pray’r,
With trembling lips, and face as pale
As death, though lately flushed with ale ;
Bat havin% ceased their O hone !
And nought of harm to parson dune,
Ho, like a man, o'ercame his fear,
And rezssumes his book of pray'r;
With which, and in his former tons,
He very lesurely went on ;
Till being eome to, open thou
Qur lips; another hub-bub-boo
Sounded from all sides of the kirk,
And scar’d him from his godly wotk,
From desk and sll, and made him fly,
As fast as ever hacould hie,
*Till stopped by sexton as he yan;
&Tﬂhe sexton was hia countryman,
d of his cloth too ; but, fur waat

Of beaefice was then content
To say Amen, and set out psalm,
Mako graves and into kirk to call ’em
By sound of bell, whene’er the #me
Pornted to him the hour of chime)
But stopp’d, I say, and seeing no ill
Meant by the noise, forall sat atill,
e came at last out of hiy fits
And gathored up hia seaitered wits :
Assum'd new courage, and grew brisk,
And took his journey to his desk ;
Where being seated in his chair
Gives laud and praise, and falls to pray's,
When lu, anether hil-likim
« Which he mistovk for kull, kill, kill him)
e stunn’d him that he could not pray
One word, but strove to get.away :
But, appreheading tbat his case
1¥as worse a thuusand times than "twas
A sudden trembling seiz'd each jitb,
His scases fail‘d, his eyes ixew dim,
And in a ocold sweat down he fell,
Alivo or dead he could wot tell ;
Wh.sh they perceiving, came and made
Their usuzl noise as fcc the dead ;
Tor so they thought he was, poor man,
And ihae tho dirge allfthey began ;

Oh* h22 bub-boc? (for all did wesp,
‘To see the parcon dead asleep,)
“Ahat made thee die? Oh! dear Aroon,
WWhat made thee go away s0 svan,
And leave thy uthes behind? Hub-boa!
Hads’t thou not tithe of calf and cow,.
Of lambs and ewes, and new .shora faece,
Of noney, wax, and bees, and geasse?
0 ".=as' the duck, and sow, and pigs.
Tithe ciuckens, hens, and Easter egus,
Hay, corn, agd what n gardens grow:
Then tith’d our wives and daughters too.
And was ndotall cnough, dear jhy,
Bat thou must needs take pa1 :nd die?

O hone' O houe ' 1las, poor man!
He'll ne'er read Common Prayer zpain,
'O hore® O hone! hub-bub-bub-boo,
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Tuis gote anakea him froin lus dream,

Aud up he sets a hiornd scream,

With open touth and staring laok,

I'm took ! (yells he) I'm took! I'm took !
For he, deceived in his dream,

‘Thought as he fled they follow'd him;
And they no wiser tho' awake,

Thought it the parson’s spirit that spaks,
Crying, O hune! he walks again,

Hark how his spirit does complain :

Lo, how’t appears with ghastly look,
Yelling with horrid shrieks—JI'm took;
As if those ugly fiends that dwell
Below, were dragging him to hell.

At which, struck with a pauic fear,
They left the kirk and parson there,

And samper’d e’en 3s they were mad,
Each ono to that puor home he had ;
When by and by d\' amazed parson
Being set, by sexton’s belp, his legs on,
Finding sonie signs of life appear,
Groans out, alas, my Comman Prayer!
His book, good man, ran in his head,
Now that he was no Jonger dead.

By this time Madge, his wife, \waa come,-
Who had a while before stepp’d home,
As soon as she peroeived him ruttle,

Ta fetch her agua vite bottle ; i
With which she rubb’d for she was wise,
His temples, nostrile and his eyes ;
As well cunceiving that the steam,
Piercing his pores, would comfort him;
And so it did ; for atthe length
He found an increase of his strength :
Then to his lips Madge held the bottle,
On which he suck’d, as child 2t duddle,
Which cheer’d far more his fainting heart,
‘Than if she’d chaf’d withoul a quart.
By such endeavours ’twas not Jong
Tre he got perfest use of tongue,
Relating what his soul had seen,
The while it in a tranee had bees ;
Did many wond'rous stories tell
Of pessages observ’d in hell,
How goblins came, threefold and thick,
With open mouths to eat him quick,
¥et, whea at point, they started back,
Because he was so ragg’d and black,
And smelt 5o rank of natursl balssm,
‘That they believ’d hie was not wholesomo.
Thus op be talked, yes small could he do,
1o imitating Don Quevcdo,
use his memory was bad,

And no familiay fiend he bad,
That was 80 kind aa 3’ explicate
‘T'he customs of th? inferoa} state,
Or insight give him into,xbu:iga
Touching its government and kinge ;

@ reason gived him for.this
Was, lest discovering-thinga 10.Bess,
Relating to the guvernment,
She might perceive some weakness in’t;
AMnd thience presume to go about
The turning of Belaebub aut,
And eet herself up head supreme
Q’er all duminions under him.
Mudge, Gading him talk thus at randem,
D:caded sume one else might undesstand ‘em,
As if, reiating what he’d seen,
Iie .6 vefiect upen thegueen;
Speaks therefors taus to sexton trusty :
Friend, you u:e strong, and I am lusty,
lets try, I pray, if we can get bim
Home to his bed ; for, if we iey him



