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PLAN OF THE RITUALISTIC CAMPAIGN.

Wisely and Warily ; oot too much haste ;

But heit your traps to catch the people’s taste.
Br music Grst sttract their ears and hearts,
Base, tenor, alte, set and sung in parts,

What matier though no spinit's praise be there!
(Chanting is only medualated air!)

- The erawd will come to listen, not to pray;

So, drill your choristers by night and day.
Next painting— decorate these paltry fanes,

DBy hase charchwardeas whitewashed with such pains ;
Giiding aod coloars, reds, and greens, and blues,
And windows, staining daVlight to all hues,
Coroua, carvings— idols bye and bye'—
These be your second sim, to plesse the eve.
What though such sights distract the soul {rom prayer!
The crowd will come—at all events, to stare.
Then flowers! oh, ves! we win the womeu thus;
How charmingly voung sisters flock to us!
And with what zeal their wreaths and texts are set,
Where Curates are strict celibates—as yet!
So every festal semson hung in flowers,
Shail make dull charches smile like Paphian bowens;
And if Religion look forgntten s, :
What matter! crowds will come to see the show,
But chiefest this the point of all, shrewd pries: !
Make a dread mystery that simple feast
Which early Christians kpew for bread and wine,
Tasted in memory of their Lord divine.
Bread! it is 8esh! not wine—it is the blood!
The priest’s bare word crestes s present God!
Not reverence only—superstitions care

Must watob and worship every morsel there.
Incense and vestments, noonday faring lights,
And early Papal, carlier Pugan rites ;

Preach wp all these—and brd the people press
For absolution—will thev but confess;
And make them sure this wafer with this cup,
Washes their guilt away, avd wipes it up—
Provided only, creeping to their priest,
(Who gives them God—in sacrifice for feast,)
They bumbly tell him all the sins they've done,
And—he is willing to forgite each one!
So Faglish clergy, (not to be too long,
And wot intending all, for that were wrong)—
Acutely, step by step, advancing thuy,
And luring this lay folk to lean on us,
We shall, O glorious! soon set Eugland free
From eivil and religions liberty!
Her Hanoverian throne shall oo more bind
Protestant doctrines oa the British miod;
Her people shall aot dare to learn or teach,
Except as Holy Charch is pleased to preach;
And all our morals, all our light, at home
Shall rival light and morals as in Rome ;

While England’s present pesce and fatare hope,
Mast cling, O praise ! to our **Locd God the Pope!™
The priest is God on earth—a present God,
To bind and loose, and be both staff and rod.
Then treat the lay-folk with sspreme disdain,
And thereby w.ake your godship pretty plain;
In every gesture take the acoenfal tack,
And on the ion tarn yoar back ;
While to yourself, as no concern of theirs,
Wich rapnd drooe yoa eabble through the prayers.
’8:1 with the sermon : a defiant tone,

No mercy—saving throagh the priest alone,
Who flings hh'?rfnummtedpgmmh

Por poor lay dogs te gather when he comes.
This be your message, as for gospel—no '
The very word's dissenterish, and low.
Then manage, evermore advancing higher,

Sowe small procession with your village choir,
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Weakly and watery, dull and strait-laced ;

You bait vour traps, vet catch not people’s taste;
Your music ne'er sttracts their ears or hearts,
Bass, tenor, treble, sung in fits and starts!

Whst matter though mo heavenward praise be there !
Chanting is only to enlist the fair.

The crowd will come to listen, and to pey

Mute adoeation to that warbled lay,

Caslled sacred, but alas! in tone profane,

By forward maidens with more brass than brain;
Kibbons and colours, reds aad greens and blaes,
Ard widows, adepts im the art to amuse,

Corona, chignon (low-dress, bye and bye)

Yuur im is man. Devotion’s all my eve!

Sach sights can ne'er distract a soal from prayer,
This obligation let the clerk and parson share ;
Then flowers | oh yes' the womens’ bonoets thas
Can decorate most charmingly the shrine for as;
Aud with what zeal thes spread the eoticing net
For lav or cleric, 9o they may but get ;

Each Sabbath is & festival of flowers,

Tue dullest charch may smile like Paphisan bowers.
And if Religion be forgotten so—

At lcast the ment is, "tis Low and slow!

But chiefest this, with what unholy zest

You scorn by word and deed the Eacharist,

And what the early Christians in the bread and wine
Partook of daily to their Lord Divine,

Not week, scarce moath! if never, just as good
Your recent Christians somehow fear to meet their God.
Not mere neglect, bat ostentations care,

To shght thie sct of worship everywhere.
Indecence and confusion, these the lights

Which show the darkness of Genevan rites!
Preach up all this! and bid the people press

For Gospel teaching, leaving them to guess
What Gospel can flow {rom 30 foal a cup ;
Glossing their sins, but sain to wipe them up ;
Provided only minister (not peiest)

Iznore his office, and curse Past and Feast,

Pat on the bagk each rude rebellious son,

So he but rave at cross, priest, sisterhood or nun.
Such clergy (waning fast, extinct ere long)

For common sense, once roused, knows right from wrong,
Ubtusely step by step receding thus

Aud shaming layfolk by their bitterness,

Would soon, unchecked. go far to let us see
England dnft on to infidelity!

But Hanoverian cant, shall no more blind

The sense or reason of the British mind,

Nor peuple loager bear to learn or teach

Such stuff as Prutestants are pleased to preach,
Their saunted morals, boasted light, to some
Compare but sadly with abuséd Rome.

While Peace pretended, sand unfounded [Tope,
With open arms invite the hated Pope.

Your flock, Oh Shepherds! faithless to your God,
Mistrust yoar staff, and mock vour feeble rod;
Toads vour layfolk for the sake of gain,

And thereby make your godiessaess more plaia.
ln every gesture, systemless and slack,

Drive thirsting congregauons coldly back.

While to yourselves, as no concern of theirs,

You vawaing drawl your ﬁu'un, presch your prayers!
And then your sermoos! bow the pious groaa

At Gfty minutes from the priest alone,

Who fiogs his stale, and thost uneavoury crumbe
Of mouthed clap-trap, or of duil hum-drums.

As God's glad message, wherewithal to show

No hope, ne mercy to s world of woe. )
Then plesd * the Iabourer’s worthy of his bire,”
And ruse collections till the people tire,



