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Truft not to conftitution ; *twill decay,
And twifted frength, its fibres wear away.
As clofe wove garments of a fErong-fpun thread,
The woof frets out, and tears away the web :
So foul and body, tho’ ne’er fo well conjoin’d,)
The longer that they wear, the mare they

grind ; .
Then the crack’d organ muft impair the mind. .
All finite things tend to their own undoing ;
But man alone’s induftrious to his ruin ;
For what with riot, delicates, and wine,
Turns pioneer, himfelf to undermine.
Befides the hidden {nares laid in our way,
The fidden deaths we hear of every day,
The finootheft paths have unféen ambufcades,
And infecurity, {ecurity invades.
For noman knows what's the next hour’s event:
Man lives as he does die, by accident. :
How [oft is flefh, how brittle is a bone !
Time eats up {teel, and monuments of {tone;
And from his teeth art thou exempt alone ?
What warrant haft thou that thy body’s proof
Againft the anguifb of an aching tooth?
How foon’s a fever rous’d by acute pains?
The fmalleft ails have all their partizans ;

And
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And in inteffine wars they may divide,
And life’s deferters lift on the wrong fide.
Difeafes, like true blood-hounds, feize their dam,
And prey upon the carcals whence they fprang.
Be always on thy guard, watchful and wife,
Lef? death fhould take thee napping by furprife.

Drunkennefs and gluttony fteal men off fi-
lently and fingulatim ; whereas fword and pe-
Stilence do it by the fump: but then death
~makes a halt, and comes to a ceflation of arms ;
but the other knows no fZep nor intermiffion,
but perpetually jogs on, and depopulates infen-
{ibly, and by degrees. And though this is e-
very day experienced, yet men are {0 inflaved
by cuftom and a long Aabit, that no admoni-
tion will avail. So true is that faying, That
he that goes to the tavern at firft for the love
of the company, will at 1aft go thither for the
love of Jiguor. And therefore ’twas excellent
advice our ingenious author gave his godfon.

Paf; by a tavern-door, my fon ;
This facred truth write on thy heart;
*Tis eafier company to fhun,
Than at a pint it is to part,
bz For
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For one pint draws another in,
And that pint lights a pfpe;

And thus in the morn they tap the day,
And drink it out ere night ;

Not dreaming of a fudden bounce,
From vinous {ulphurs ffor’d within ;

Which blows the drunkard «p at once,
When the fire takes life’s magazine.

An apoplexy kills as fure

- As cannon-ball, and oft as foon ;

And will no more yield to a cure,

- Than murd’ring chain-fhot from a gun,

iﬁy fhould men dread a cannon-bore,
Yet boldly *proach a pottle-pot ?

That may fall fhort, fhoot wide, or o’er;
But drinking is the furer fhot.

How many fools about this tewn
Do quaff and laugh away their time,
" And nightly knock each other down,
With claret-clubs of no-grape wine ;

Until a dart ﬁ;am Bacchus’ guiver,
As Solomon defcribeth right,
Doaes fhoot bis tartar thro’ the liver ?

Then (bonus nofcius) soT good n{gér:
Good
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Good wine will kill as well as bad,

When drank beyond (our nature’s) bounds.
Then wine gives life a mortal ftab,

And leaves her welt’ring in her wounds :

Wounds ! that no phyfic art can heal,
And very rarely that they feel
The {troke, the moment it does kill.

Many a foz/ with great difficulty lugs on a
weak and worn out carcafs to its daily ren-
dezvous, who perhaps for many years has
been nothing elfe but the vintner’s conveyan-
cer, to carry his liguors between the hog fhead
and the pifs-pot.

But when, alas ! men come to die,
Of dropfy, jaundice, [tone, and gout ;
When the black reckoning draws nigh,
And life (Cbefore the bottle) ’s out ;

- When (low drawn) time’s upon the tilt,
Few fands and minutes left to run,
And all our (paft gone) years are fpilt,
And the great work is left undone ;

T hern
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#When reftefs Confcience knocks withing
And in defpair begins to bawl,

~ Death, like a drawer, then [teps in,

And afketh, Gentlemen! d’ye call 2

I wifh that men would timely think

On this great truth in their full bowls,
Both 1 and Will of Ludgate-hill,

And all our friends round Paul’s. :

'When a man’s diftempers ftare him in the
face, and he is fummoned to lay down his
duft; he, alas! then fees the folly of his
ways, and what a miferable purchafe he has
made with hismif-{pent time, health, and mo-
ney; and, like a malefactor at the gallows,
makes fome fhort {peech of warning to his
companions ; who give him the hearing, and
perhaps are drunk with his own claret at his
funeral.

But, alas! the deftruétion of himfelf is the
leaft part of the tragedy. The mifchief is
ftruck deeper, and entails hereditary difeafes
on his innocent pofterity, to the eternal infa-

my
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my of his name and family; when the poor
offspring of his wretched carcafs inherits no-
- thing but the {chedule of his diftempers, and
dwindles away a miferable life, in pills,
plaifters, and potions. 1 wifh that men may
think of this, and prize and preferve a good
conftitution and ftock of Aealth before it be
too late.

I cannot better clofe this epiftle, than as the
fame author obferves the old Romans to have
done to their friends.

Cura ut valeas: for health once gone,
All comfurts perifb with it, and are none :
Riches and honour, mufic, wine, and wit,
Wax flat and taftelefs with the lofs of it.
Could youth but fee with gouty old mens eyes,)
Oue ftretch upon their back would make ’emi

wife, %,
And drunkennefs (the damn’d fir[t caufe) de- l
Jpife. J

But fuch is giddy youth's unhappy fate,
When crippl’d and nail’d down, are wife too late.

Unbappy
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Thofe that do thus before they aét, | .
*Tis rarely feen, repent the fact. -
~This makes an eafy, quiet mind,

(The greateft blefling of mankind) ;

And he that in this blifs does fhare,

Enjoys a ray of beaven here,

Fly all excefs, and firft take care
Of wine and women to beware.
sport, dally and tattle with *em rarely,
~ And marry not a wife too early.
Stay till you’re grown, and joints are Knit,
And you have money got and wit.
For he that weds before he’s wife,
Is fhackled by a fool’s advice.
Alas! then he may fee his fate,
And feel it too, when ’tis too late.

In fingle life, live pure and chafte,
Left from your face your VOSE you caft.
And is it not a great difgrace,
"To lofe the boltfprit of your face ?
Tho’ tears and pray’rs may atone for th’ fin,
Yet howlings bring no VOSE again.
So never touch forbidden fruit,
But think on VOS E when tempted to’t.

Till bunger pinches, never eat;
And then on plain, not fpiced meat.
Delift
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To mifs a meal, fometimes, is good;
It ventilates and cools the blood ;
Gives Nuature time to clean her ftreets
From filth and crudities of meats :
For too much nicat the bowels fur,
And falting’s Nature’s {cavenger.

When as your ftomach naufeates,
And kecks at fmell or {ight of meats,
By vomit fetch away the load
Of phlegm and undigefted food ;

~ And do it foon, before it dwells
So as to tinge its tanicles,
And breed four ferment, which begets
Unfavory belches, and fick fits,
And fteams which taint the mouth and gums,
‘With feetid fmells, like ulcer’d langs.
And, after womits, always ufe
Emollients foft, to cool and fmooth 3
For retching makes the ftomach fore,
Which lenitives will bett reftore.

Bleed only when you find the blood
Abound, or {tagnate; then ’tis good :
Which you may very eas’ly guefs,
By heavy fhiff unwicldinefs,
Short breath, high pulféey, & cateras
Then quickly take fome blood away :
0% But






6 YR g A PR g 7

For many a /ife hath flipt away,

By carelefs trifling, and delay.

~ So when the cafe is very urging,

Spare neither vomiting nor purging,
Provided that your judgment’s tight,
And take the indication right;

Ev’n then be not the only agent,

Left a dead corpfe fhould prove your patient ;
But call in Dsétors of moredkill,

‘Who may you cure, or help you kill : g
"Then let it happen as it will,

~ You can’t be found fels de fe,

If flain in learned company.

‘When ftruck in years, {trong drink forbear ;.
Efpecially of wine beware.
Old men of moifture want fupplies,
And wine of all forts heats and dries,
Twitches and cramps their tartars give,
Hence they {tep thort and ftraddle {tiff ;
For vinous {pirits prey upon
Nutricious juice, and vital balm.
This makes them tabid, lean, and thin,
With loofe, and flabby, wrinkled {kin,
Water and whey, of drinksare firlt,
They cool, dilute, and quench the thirft;
And next to thofe is good fmall Jegr,
Not four, but fmart, and brifk, and clear.
Not
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Not that in general I condemn

A glafs of gen’rous now and then.

When you are faint, your fpirits low,
Your {tring relax’d, ’twill bend your bow,
Brace your drum-head, and make you tight, '
Wind up your watch, and fet you right.
‘But then again the too ‘much ufe

Of all ftrong liquors, is th’ abufe. }
*Tis liguid makes the /o/ids loofe,

The texture and whole frame deftroys ;
But health lies in the equipoi/fe.

The greateft part o’ th” world’s content
With 4dam’s ale, pure element.
And who fo ftrong, and does more work,
‘Than doth the water-drinking Turk 2
And when the {tomach’s out of order,
No cordial like a glals of water.
This, this has baffled all the flops
Of Ladies clofets, and the fhops.

As water’s beft, fo’twas the firft
Of /iguors, made to quench the #/4irft
Of men, of bealts, of plants, and trees;
From whence they all have their increafe.
Its ufes are too manifold,
And marv’lous great, ¢'er to be told,
Its
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Its particles conflituent

Are too minute an element.

Its make and texture, crafis, grain,
Are too ftupendioufly fine

For virtuofo’s to defcry,

Tho’ glafles come t’aflifl their eye.
Ceafe, then, vain fearch! let that alone,
Hid, with all eflences unknown.

But be content, that the Creator

Has blefs’d the world with {o much water.
It works itfelf (as being thin)

Int’ all the pores and parts within ;
Helps all fecretions in their ufes,

And fweetens fharp and four juices ;
Tempers hot éile, thins vifcid phlegm,
And moderates in each extreme 3
Damps the fierce «ffus of the blood,
Abates the fever’s boiling flood ;
Diluates the /#/ts, melts off their points,
And acrid particles disjoints ;

And is the only Zguor that

Never grows eager, fharp, or flat.

Give it but motion, room, and air,

Its purity will ne’er impair,
Experience daily fhews it true,

That water only this can do.

All other /iguors made by art,

Grow rancid, vapid, four, and tart.

Chofe



HEALT B 5.

Chufe water that is cool, and thin, |
Such as feels fmooth, and foft to th’ fin, §
Looks cleat, and bright, and cryftalline.

The lightelt water is the beft, |

That is without or finell or tafle ;

‘Which, ftanding long, yields few contents

Of feum, or clouds, or fediments

Such as will lather cold with foap,

Tho’ ne’er was fainted by the Pope,

(As Bridget, Ame, and Winifred) ;

For ’tis the water does the feat,

The {aint’s the varnith, and the cheat &

And he that has a /pring like this,

Has, with geod air, a double 4/ifs.

Never give way to {loth and eafe,
For laz'nefs is a great difeafe ;
And when it has pofleflion got,
It makes the man a ftupid fot.
When fleep does firft defert you, rife ;
Next, wath the gum from off your eyes :
Cold water pure will clear the fight,
Comfort the eyes, and keep them bright.
Indulge not drowfinefs, unlefs
1t does proceed from wearinefs.
"Thout fome fatigue there’s no fotind {leep ;

'Tis eating without appetite ;
B For
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For thofe that {tart in [leep, or fhake,

Find fmall refrefhment when they wake,

And when you 7i/z, approach not near

A ﬁre; except the cold’s fevere ;5

And then, at diftance, take the heat,

Becaufe it does inhebitate, .

And floth and fluggithnefs induce,

And fpoil your natural reft by ufe.

This cuftom {tudents muft avoid ;

For memory is by heat annoy’d, }

- And by hard drinking, quite deftroy’d.

For reminifcence is {trongeft where

The head’s ferene, and cool and clear,
This truth is feen in regions cold ;

* There what they read they always hold.

But 'tis the nature of a wit,

Soon to invent, foon to forget ;

For from the &rain that’s hot and dry,

The {light impreflions quickly fly :

‘Whereas in moiff and phlegmy brains,

The ftamp’s ftruck deep, and long remains.

Tho’, ’tis allow’d, there are fome few

That have good wits, and mem’ry too,

Rife early with the fummer’s /us,
Efpecially when you are young :
For he that early walks the fields,
Takes all the {weets that Flora yields,

.]uﬂz* -
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And to the grave, at a hundred years,
Carry their mem’ry, eyes, and ears.

‘Who then in ale, or worfe brew’d wine,
Wou’d drown his health, and fo much time ?
For whilft men tipple, prate, and lie,

Life on fmooth fkeets flides {wiftly by.

In walking let your cloaths be thin,
But not too tight or ftrait to th’ {kin,
“That cool freth air may clofe the pores.

'This oftentimes that health reftores,

‘Which too much warmth turn’d out of doors: }

For lofs of ftrength declares what hurt
Thofe get that wear a flannel fhirt;

For thro’ a conftant dilatation,

The {pirits {fpend by perfpiration.

In bed lie warm, but not too hot,
Nor yet too fift, for that’s a fault.
Soft feathers have attra&ion f{uch,
As draws the natural /eat too much,
The fleth makes flabby, loofe, and weak,
The count’nance dead, and pale, and bleak.

Of heats and colds take [pecial care :
‘Windows and doors, that let in air;
A crack, or crevice, in the wall,
Hurts more than doth an open hall

And
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And fafer 'tis to ftand i’ th’ ftreet,
Than where two doors or entries meet.

Walk tobe warm, but not to fweat
Or by degrees take down your heat.
Drink not until you’re very coo/
And gently move to get a ftool.

Yet {fometimes let your feet be wer 3
But in your wet fhoes never fit ;

For while you’re running in the dirt,
“The a&ion keeps you from the hurt,
And often wath your fEiz all o'er;

It gives a fpring to every pore,
Returns the #eat upon the blood,
‘Which makes all bad digeftions good.

Lodge not fine youth with aged bones,
Nor much converfe with pains and groans.
For bodies that are old, and dry’d,

From juicy youth will be fupply’d.

Thefe fuck their fpirits, make *em pale ;
So vital vigour needs muft fail :

For th® aged, thro’ the young one’s pores,
His own decrepit /imbs reftores ;

For what by contaét, what by {weats,
What the youth lofes, t'other gets.

This makes them pallid, thin, and weak,
As if hag-ridden in their {leep,

3

And,
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And, on the other hand, ’tis naught
" To lie with one that’s over fat.

Such fweat and overheat the child,
By which a good cool habit’s fpoil’d 5
For in a2 mod’rate temperature

The welfare of the child’s fecure.
In fhort, obferve, the tender young
‘Shouw’d be well nurs’d, but laid alone.

But, above all, take fpecial care
. How children you affright and fcare,
In telling ftories of things feen,
Sprite, demon, and hobgoblin.
Hence they’ll contra& fuch cowardice,
As ne’er will leave them all their lives:
And then th’ ideas of their fears
Continued unto riper years)
Can by no reafon be fupprefsd ;
But of it they’]l be fo poflefs’d,
They’ll {weat, and quake, and {tart, and flare,
And meet the devil ev’ry where,
Terrors have changed fome men grey,
Took limbs, and {peech, and fenfe away ;
Have topfy-turvy’d brains in {culls,
Turn’d fome men mad, and fome men fools ;
Have made a foul &ip like a [prite,
And leave the body bolt upright,
Stark
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Then all the vital functions are
("Caufe not difturb’d by mental care)
Each to his office to repair,

And mend the breaches, and decays,
Made by diforder any ways

In life’s vaft labyrinth and maze,
Which thro’ unknown meanders run,
And circulates to where’t begun,
And reftlefs in its courfe, keeps on.

For th’ heart clacks on, and is a mill
That’s independent of the will
And, like an engine, {quirts the blood,
Forcing up hill the purple flood ;
A conftant fountain that difplays -
Tts rivulets ten” thoufand ways ;
Mov'd by a fecret power unknownmy
And yet that power is not its own ;
Reftlefs from the firlt ffroke it gives,
To the laft moment that it lives,
Tts office is to mefh and beat,
And make the chyle confimulate
‘With balmy blood and nitrous air,
(All have i’ th’ work a proper fhare),
Which infpiration does prepare.
That air again the /ungs explode,
When robbed of its nitrous load.

'This
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Befides, your guts, if fat, it {quelches,

And caufes fumes, and four belches. |

*Tis alfo in hard /ivers naught ;

Or when opprefs’d with wind and thought,

It ftirs up Aatus hypochon.

1f fo, defilt from riding on;

For’t makes it fly into the head,

‘Where dizzinefs and fumes are bred.

Then life’s in danger if you totter,.

Be your hor/e pacer, or a trotter.

So let the rider take a care, ' ,
Left from a ftumbling Aor/e or mare, g
He don’t take earth in taking air.

But the true benefit in riding,

Is much and long i’ th’ 4ir abiding ;

Fafting, and always jogging on,

And drinking nothing that is {trong; g
But guzzling on a journey’s wrong :

And then, perhaps, you’ll gain your point,

If your Aorfe keeps your zeck in joint.

In dry confumptive coughs beware ;
They always grow much worfe in air ;
For places Aigh, and air ferene,

Are for thin bodies found too keen,
For all the air, on heights, and hills,
*‘Caufe robb’d of watry particles,

Holds







































