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  It is not that I see any reason to alter my opinion in any thing I have writ, which occasions this epistle; but I find it necessary for the satisfaction of some persons of honour, as well as wit, to pass a short explication upon it; and tell the world what I mean, or rather, what I do not mean, in some things wherein I find I am liable to be misunderstood.




  I confess myself something surpris’d to hear that I am taxed with bewraying my own nest, and abusing our nation, by discovering the meanness of our original, in order to make the English contemptible abroad and at home; in which, I think, they are mistaken: for why should not our neighbours be as good as we to derive from? And I must add, that had we been an unmix’d nation, I am of opinion it had been to our disadvantage: for to go no farther, we have three nations about us as clear from mixtures of blood as any in the world, and I know not which of them I could wish ourselves to be like; I mean the Scots, the Welsh, and the Irish; and if I were to write a reverse to the Satire, I would examine all the nations of Europe, and prove, that those nations which are most mix’d, are the best, and have least of barbarism and brutality among them; and abundance of reasons might be given for it, too long to bring into a Preface.




  But I give this hint, to let the world know, that I am far from thinking, ’tis a Satire upon the English nation, to tell them, they are derived from all the nations under heaven; that is, from several nations. Nor is it meant to undervalue the original of the English, for we see no reason to like them worse, being the relicts of Romans, Danes, Saxons and Normans, than we should have done if they had remain’d Britons, that is, than if they had been all Welshmen.




  But the intent of the Satire is pointed at the vanity of those who talk of their antiquity, and value themselves upon their pedigree, their ancient families, and being true-born; whereas ’tis impossible we should be true-born: and if we could, should have lost by the bargain.




  These sort of people, who call themselves true-born, and tell long stories of their families, and like a nobleman of Venice, think a foreigner ought not to walk on the same side of the street with them, are own’d to be meant in this Satire. What they would infer from their long original, I know not, nor is it easy to make out whether they are the better or the worse for their ancestors: our English nation may value themselves for their wit, wealth and courage, and I believe few nations will dispute it with them; but for long originals, and ancient true-born families of English, I would advise them to wave the discourse. A true Englishman is one that deserves a character, and I have nowhere lessened him, that I know of; but as for a true-born Englishman, I confess I do not understand him.




  From hence I only infer, that an Englishman, of all men, ought not to despise foreigners as such, and I think the inference is just, since what they are today, we were yesterday, and tomorrow they will be like us. If foreigners misbehave in their several stations and employments, I have nothing to do with that; the laws are open to punish them equally with natives, and let them have no favour.




  But when I see the town full of lampoons and invectives against Dutchmen, only because they are foreigners, and the king reproached and insulted by insolent pedants, and ballad-making poets, for employing foreigners, and for being a foreigner himself, I confess myself moved by it to remind our nation of their own original, thereby to let them see what a banter is put upon ourselves in it; since speaking of Englishmen ab origine, we are really all foreigners ourselves.




  I could go on to prove it is also impolitic in us to discourage foreigners; since it is easy to make it appear that the multitudes of foreign nations who have taken sanctuary here, have been the greatest additions to the wealth and strength of the nation; the essential whereof is the number of its inhabitants; nor would this nation ever have arrived to the degree of wealth and glory it now boasts of, if the addition of foreign nations, both as to manufactures and arms, had not been helpful to it. This is so plain, that he who is ignorant of it, is too dull to be talked with.




  The Satire therefore I must allow to be just, till I am otherwise convinced; because nothing can be more ridiculous than to hear our people boast of that antiquity, which if it had been true, would have left us in so much worse a condition than we are in now: whereas we ought rather to boast among our neighbours, that we are part of themselves, of the same original as they, but bettered by our climate, and like our language and manufactures, derived from them, and improved by us to a perfection greater than they can pretend to.




  This we might have valued ourselves upon without vanity; but to disown our descent from them, talk big of our ancient families, and long originals, and stand at a distance from foreigners, like the enthusiast in religion, with a Stand off, I am more holy than thou: this is a thing so ridiculous, in a nation derived from foreigners, as we are, that I could not but attack them as I have done.




  And whereas I am threatened to be called to a public account for this freedom; and the publisher of this has been newspapered into gaol already for it; tho’ I see nothing in it for which the government can be displeased; yet if at the same time those people who with an unlimited arrogance in print, every day affront the king, prescribe the parliament, and lampoon the government, may be either punished or restrained, I am content to stand and fall by the public justice of my native country, which I am not sensible I have anywhere injured.




  Nor would I be misunderstood concerning the clergy; with whom, if I have taken any license more than becomes a Satire, I question not but those gentlemen, who are men of letters, are also men of so much candor, as to allow me a loose at the crimes of the guilty, without thinking the whole profession lashed who are innocent. I profess to have very mean thoughts of those gentlemen who have deserted their own principles, and exposed even their morals as well as loyality; but not at all to think it affects any but such as are concerned in the fact.




  Nor would I be misrepresented as to the ingratitude of the English to the king and his friends; as if I meant the English as a nation, are so. The contrary is so apparent, that I would hope it should not be suggested of me: and, therefore when I have brought in Britannia speaking of the king, I suppose her to be the representative or mouth of the nation, as a body. But if I say we are full of such who daily affront the king, and abuse his friends; who print scurrilous pamphlets, virulent lampoons, and reproachful public banters, against both the king’s person and his government; I say nothing but what is too true; and that the Satire is directed at such, I freely own; and cannot say, but I should think it very hard to be censured for this Satire, while such remain unquestioned and tacitly approved. That I can mean none but such, is plain from these few lines,




  

    Ye heavens regard! Almighty Jove, look down,


    And view thy injured monarch on the throne.


    On their ungrateful heads due vengeance take,


    Who sought his aid, and then his part forsake.


  




  If I have fallen rudely upon our vices, I hope none but the vicious will be angry. As for writing for interest, I disown it; I have neither place, nor pension, nor prospect; nor seek none, nor will have none: if matter of fact justifies the truth of the crimes, the Satire is just. As to the poetic liberties, I hope the crime is pardonable; I am content to be stoned, provided none will attack me but the innocent.




  If my countrymen would take the hint, and grow better natured from my ill-natured poem as some call it; I would say this of it, that though it is far from the best Satire that ever was wrote, it would do the most good that ever Satire did.




  And yet I am ready to ask pardon of some gentlemen too; who though they are Englishmen, have good nature enough to see themselves reproved, and can hear it. These are gentlemen in a true sense, that can bare to be told of their faux pas, and not abuse the reprover. To such I must say, this is no Satire; they are exceptions to the general rule; and I value my performance from their generous approbation, more than I can from any opinion I have of its worth.




  The hasty errors of my verse I made my excuse for before; and since the time I have been upon it has been but little, and my leisure less, I have all along strove rather to make the thoughts explicit, than the poem correct. However, I have mended some faults in this edition, and the rest must be placed to my account.




  As to answers, banters, true English Billingsgate, I expect them till nobody will buy, and then the shop will be shut. Had I wrote it for the gain of the press, I should have been concerned at its being printed again, and again, by pirates, as they call them, and paragraph-men; but would they but do it justice, and print it true, according to the copy, they are welcome to sell it for a penny, if they please.




  The pence, indeed, is the end of their works. I will engage if nobody will buy, nobody will write: and not a patriot poet of them all, now will in defence of his native country, which I have abused, they say, print an answer to it, and give it about for God’s sake.
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  The end of satire is reformation: and the author, though he doubt the work of conversion is at a general stop, has put his hand in the plough. I expect a storm of ill language from the fury of the town. And especially from those whose English talent it is to rail: and, without being taken for a conjuror, I may venture to foretel, that I shall be cavilled at about my mean style, rough verse, and incorrect language, things I indeed might have taken more care in. But the book is printed; and though I see some faults, it is too late to mend them. And this is all I think needful to say to them.




  Possibly somebody may take me for a Dutchman; in which they are mistaken: but I am one that would be glad to see Englishmen behave themselves better to strangers, and to governors also, that one might not be reproached in foreign countries for belonging to a nation that wants manners.




  I assure you, gentlemen, strangers use us better abroad; and we can give no reason but our ill-nature for the contrary here.




  Methinks an Englishman who is so proud of being called a good fellow, should be civil. And it cannot be denied, but we are, in many cases, and particularly to strangers, the most churlish people alive.




  As to vices, who can dispute our intemperance, while an honest drunken fellow is a character in a man’s praise? All our reformations are banters, and will be so till our magistrates and gentry reform themselves, by way of example; then, and not till then, they may be expected to punish others without blushing.




  As to our ingratitude, I desire to be understood of that particular people, who pretending to be Protestants, have all along endeavoured to reduce the liberties and religion of this nation into the hands of King James and his Popish powers: together with such who enjoy the peace and protection of the present government, and yet abuse and affront the king who procured it, and openly profess their uneasiness under him: these, by whatsoever names or titles they are dignified or distinguished, are the people aimed at; nor do I disown, but that it is so much the temper of an Englishman to abuse his benefactor, that I could be glad to see it rectified.




  They who think I have been guilty of any error, in exposing the crimes of my own countrymen to themselves, may, among many honest instances of the like nature, find the same thing in Mr. Cowley, in his imitation of the second Olympic Ode of Pindar; his words are these:—




  

    But in this thankless world, the givers


    Are envied even by the receivers.


    ’Tis now the cheap and frugal fashion,


    Rather to hide than pay an obligation.


    Nay, ’tis much worse than so;


    It now an artifice doth grow,


    Wrongs and outrages they do,


    Lest men should think we owe.
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    Speak, Satire, for there’s none can tell like thee,


    Whether ’tis folly, pride, or knavery,


    That makes this discontented land appear


    Less happy now in times of peace, than war:


    Why civil feuds disturb the nation more,


    Than all our bloody wars have done before.


  




  

    Fools out of favour grudge at knaves in place,


    And men are always honest in disgrace:


    The court preferments make men knaves in course:


    But they which wou’d be in them wou’d be worse.


    ’Tis not at foreigners that we repine,


    Wou’d foreigners their perquisites resign:


    The grand contention’s plainly to be seen,


    To get some men put out, and some put in.


    For this our Senators make long harangues.


    And florid Ministers whet their polish’d tongues.


    Statesmen are always sick of one disease;


    And a good pension gives them present ease.


    That’s the specific makes them all content


    With any King and any government.


    Good patriots at court abuses rail,


    And all the nation’s grievances bewail:


    But when the sov’reign balsam’s once apply’d,


    The zealot never fails to change his side;


    And when he must the golden key resign,


    The railing spirit comes about again.


  




  

    Who shall this bubbl’d nation disabuse,


    While they their own felicities refuse?


    Who at the wars have made such mighty pother,


    And now are falling out with one another:


    With needless fears the jealous nations fill,


    And always have been sav’d against their will:


    Who fifty millions sterling have disburs’d


    To be with peace, and too much plenty, curs’d;


    Who their old monarch eagerly undo,


    And yet uneasily obey the new.


    Search, Satire, search; a deep incision make:


    The poison’s strong, the antidote’s too weak.


    ’Tis pointed truth must manage this dispute,


    And down-right English, Englishmen confute.


  




  

    Whet thy just anger at the nation’s pride;


    And with keen phrase repel the vicious tide,


    To Englishmen their own beginnings show,


    And ask them, why they slight their neighbours so:


    Go back to elder times, and ages past,


    And nations into long oblivion cast;


    To elder Britain’s youthful days retire,


    And there for true-born Englishmen inquire,


    Britannia freely will disown the name,


    And hardly knows herself from whence they came;


    Wonders that they of all men should pretend


    To birth, and blood, and for a name contend.


    Go back to causes where our follies dwell,


    And fetch the dark original from hell:


    Speak, Satire, for there’s none like thee can tell.
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    Wherever God erects a house of prayer,


    The Devil always builds a chapel there:


    And ’twill be found upon examination,


    The latter has the largest congregation:


    For ever since he first debauch’d the mind,


    He made a perfect conquest of mankind.


    With uniformity of service, he


    Reigns with general aristocracy.


    No non-conforming sects disturb his reign,


    For of his yoke, there’s very few complain.


    He knows the genius and the inclination,


    And matches proper sins for ev’ry nation.


    He needs no standing army government;


    He always rules us by our own consent:


    His laws are easy, and his gentle sway


    Makes it exceeding pleasant to obey.


    The list of his vicegerents and commanders,


    Out-does your Cæsars, or your Alexanders.


    They never fail of his infernal aid,


    And he’s as certain ne’er to be betray’d.


    Thro’ all the world they spread his vast command,


    And death’s eternal empire is maintain’d.


    They rule so politicly and so well,


    As if they were Lords Justices of hell;


    Duly divided to debauch mankind,


    And plant infernal dictates in his mind.


  




  

    Pride, the first peer, and president of hell,


    To his share, Spain, the largest province fell.


    The subtle Prince thought fittest to bestow


    On these the golden mines of Mexico,


    With all the silver mountains of Peru;


    Wealth which in wise hands would the world undo;


    Because he knew their genius was such,


    Too lazy and too haughty to be rich:


    So proud a people, so above their fate,


    That, if reduced to beg, they’ll beg in state:


    Lavish of money, to be counted brave,


    And proudly starve, because they scorn to save;


    Never was nation in the world before,


    So very rich, and yet so very poor.


  




  

    Lust chose the torrid zone of Italy,


    Where blood ferments in rapes and sodomy:


    Where swelling veins o’erflow with living streams,


    With heat impregnate from Vesuvian flames;


    Whose flowing sulphur forms infernal lakes,


    And human body of the soil partakes.


    There nature ever burns with hot desires,


    Fann’d with luxuriant air from subterranean fires:


    Here undisturbed, in floods of scalding lust,


    Th’ infernal king reigns with infernal gust.


  




  

    Drunkenness, the darling favourite of hell,


    Chose Germany to rule; and rules so well,


    No subjects more obsequiously obey,


    None please so well, or are so pleased as they;


    The cunning artist manages so well,


    He lets them bow to heav’n, and drink to hell.


    If but to wine and him they homage pay,


    He cares not to what deity they pray;


    What god they worship most, or in what way.


    Whether by Luther, Calvin, or by Rome,


    They sail for heaven, by wine he steers them home.


  




  

    Ungovern’d passion settled first in France,


    Where mankind lives in haste, and thrives by chance;


    A dancing nation, fickle and untrue,


    Have oft undone themselves, and others too;


    Prompt the infernal dictates to obey,


    And in hell’s favour none more great than they.


  




  

    The pagan world he blindly leads away,


    And personally rules with arbitrary sway:


    The mask thrown off, plain devil, his title stands;


    And what elsewhere he tempts, he there commands;


    There, with full gust, th’ ambition of his mind,


    Governs, as he of old in heaven design’d:


    Worshipp’d as God, his Paynim altars smoke,


    Imbrued with blood of those that him invoke.


  




  

    The rest by deputies he rules so well,


    And plants the distant colonies of hell;


    By them his secret power he firm maintains,


    And binds the world in his infernal chains.


  




  

    By zeal the Irish, and the Russ by folly,


    Fury the Dane, the Swede by melancholy;


    By stupid ignorance, the Muscovite;


    The Chinese, by a child of hell, call’d wit;


    Wealth makes the Persian too effeminate;


    And poverty the Tartar desperate:


    The Turks and Moors, by Mah’met he subdues;


    And God has given him leave to rule the Jews:


    Rage rules the Portuguese, and fraud the Scotch;


    Revenge the Pole, and avarice the Dutch.


  




  

    Satire, be kind, and draw a silent veil,


    Thy native England’s vices to conceal:


    Or, if that task’s impossible to do,


    At least be just, and show her virtues too;


    Too great the first, alas! the last too few.


  




  

    England, unknown, as yet unpeopled lay —


    Happy, had she remain’d so to this day,


    And still to ev’ry nation been a prey.


    Her open harbours, and her fertile plains,


    The merchant’s glory these, and those the swain’s,


    To ev’ry barbarous nation have betray’d her;


    Who conquer her as oft as they invade her,


    So beauty, guarded out by Innocence,


    That ruins her which should be her defence.


  




  

    Ingratitude, a devil of black renown,


    Possess’d her very early for his own:


    An ugly, surly, sullen, selfish spirit,


    Who Satan’s worst perfections does inherit;


    Second to him in malice and in force,


    All devil without, and all within him worse.


  




  

    He made her first-born race to be so rude,


    And suffer’d her to be so oft subdued;


    By sev’ral crowds of wandering thieves o’er-run,


    Often unpeopled, and as oft undone;


    While ev’ry nation that her powers reduced,


    Their languages and manners introduced;


    From whose mix’d relics our compounded breed,


    By spurious generation does succeed;


    Making a race uncertain and uneven,


    Derived from all the nations under heaven.


  




  

    The Romans first with Julius Cæsar came,


    Including all the nations of that name,


    Gauls, Greek, and Lombards; and, by computation,


    Auxiliaries or slaves of ev’ry nation.


    With Hengist, Saxons; Danes with Sweno came,


    In search of plunder, not in search of fame.


    Scots, Picts, and Irish from th’ Hibernian shore;


    And conq’ring William brought the Normans o’er.


  




  

    All these their barb’rous offspring left behind,


    The dregs of armies, they of all mankind;


    Blended with Britons, who before were here,


    Of whom the Welch ha’ blest the character.


  




  

    From this amphibious, ill-born mob began,


    That vain ill-natured thing, an Englishman.


    The customs, sirnames, languages, and manners,


    Of all these nations, are their own explainers;


    Whose relics are so lasting and so strong,


    They’ve left a Shiboleth upon our tongue;


    By which, with easy search, you may distinguish


    Your Roman, Saxon, Danish, Norman, English.


  




  

    The great invading Norman let us know


    What conquerors in after-times might do.


    To every musqueteer he brought to town,


    He gave the lands which never were his own;


    When first the English crown he did obtain,


    He did not send his Dutchmen home again.


    No re-assumptions in his reign were known,


    Davenant might there ha’ let his book alone.


    No parliament his army could disband;


    He raised no money, for he paid in land.


    He gave his legions their eternal station,


    And made them all freeholders of the nation.


    He canton’d out the country to his men,


    And every soldier was a denizen.


    The rascals thus enrich’d, he called them lords,


    To please their upstart pride with new-made words,


    And doomsday book his tyranny records.


  




  

    And here begins the ancient pedigree


    That so exalts our poor nobility.


    ’Tis that from some French trooper they derive,


    Who with the Norman bastard did arrive:


    The trophies of the families appear;


    Some show the sword, the bow, and some the spear,


    Which their great ancestor, forsooth, did wear.


    These in the herald’s register remain,


    Their noble mean extraction to explain,


    Yet who the hero was no man can tell,


    Whether a drummer or a colonel:


    The silent record blushes to reveal


    Their undescended dark original.


  




  

    But grant the best. How came the change to pass;


    A true-born Englishman of Norman race?


    A Turkish horse can show more history,


    To prove his well-descended family.


    Conquest, as by the moderns ’tis express’d,


    May give a title to the lands possess’d;


    But that the longest sword should be so civil,


    To make a Frenchman English, that’s the devil.


  




  

    These are the heroes that despise the Dutch,


    And rail at new-come foreigners so much;


    Forgetting that themselves are all derived


    From the most scoundrel race that ever lived;


    A horrid crowd of rambling thieves and drones


    Who ransack’d kingdoms, and dispeopled towns;


    The Pict and painted Briton, treach’rous Scot,


    By hunger, theft, and rapine, hither brought;


    Norwegian pirates, buccaneering Danes,


    Whose red-hair’d offspring everywhere remains;


    Who, join’d with Norman French, compound the breed


    From whence your true-born Englishmen proceed.


  




  

    And lest, by length of time, it be pretended,


    The climate may this modern breed have mended;


    Wise Providence, to keep us where we are,


    Mixes us daily with exceeding care;


    We have been Europe’s sink, the jakes, where she


    Voids all her offal out-cast progeny;


    From our fifth Henry’s time the strolling bands,


    Of banish’d fugitives from neighb’ring lands,


    Have here a certain sanctuary found:


    The eternal refuge of the vagabond,


    Where in but half a common age of time,


    Borrowing new blood and manners from the clime,


    Proudly they learn all mankind to contemn,


    And all their race are true-born Englishmen.


  




  

    Dutch Walloons, Flemmings, Irishmen, and Scots,


    Vaudois, and Valtolins, and Hugonots,


    In good Queen Bess’s charitable reign,


    Supplied us with three hundred thousand men:


    Religion — God, we thank thee! — sent them hither,


    Priests, Protestants, the devil, and all together;


    Of all professions, and of ev’ry trade,


    All that were persecuted or afraid:


    Whether for debt, or other crimes, they fled,


    David at Hackelah was still their head.


  




  

    The offspring of this miscellaneous crowd,


    Had not their new plantations long enjoy’d,


    But they grew Englishmen, and raised their votes,


    At foreign shoals of interloping Scots;


    The royal branch from Pict-land did succeed,


    With troops of Scots and scabs from north of Tweed;


    The seven first years of his pacific reign,


    Made him and half his nation Englishmen.


    Scots from the northern frozen banks of Tay,


    With packs and plods came whigging all away,


    Thick as the locusts which in Egypt swarm’d,


    With pride and hungry hopes completely arm’d;


    With native truth, diseases, and no money,


    Plunder’d our Canaan of the milk and honey;


    Here they grew quickly lords and gentlemen,


    And all their race are true-born Englishmen.


  




  

    The civil wars, the common purgative,


    Which always use to make the nation thrive,


    Made way for all that strolling congregation,


    Which throng’d in pious Charles’s restoration.


    The royal refugee our breed restores,


    With foreign courtiers, and with foreign whores:


    And carefully re-peopled us again,


    Throughout his lazy, long, lascivious reign,


    With such a blest and true-born English fry,


    As much illustrates our nobility.


    A gratitude which will so black appear,


    As future ages must abhor to bear:


    When they look back on all that crimson flood,


    Which stream’d in Lindsey’s, and Caernarvon’s blood;


    Bold Strafford, Cambridge, Capel, Lucas, Lisle,


    Who crown’d in death his father’s fun’ral pile.


    The loss of whom, in order to supply


    With true-born English nobility,


    Six bastard dukes survive his luscious reign,


    The labours of Italian Castlemain,


    French Portsmouth, Tabby Scott, and Cambrian;


    Besides the num’rous bright and virgin throng,


    Whose female glories shade them from my song.


    This offspring if our age they multiply,


    May half the house with English peers supply:


    There with true English pride they may contemn


    Schomberg and Portland, new-made noblemen.


  




  

    French cooks, Scotch pedlars, and Italian whores,


    Were all made lords or lords’ progenitors.


    Beggars and bastards by this new creation


    Much multiplied the peerage of the nation;


    Who will be all, ere one short age runs o’er,


    As true-born lords as those we had before.


  




  

    Then to recruit the commons he prepares,


    And heal the latent breaches of the wars;


    The pious purpose better to advance,


    He invites the banish’d Protestants of France;


    Hither for God’s sake, and their own, they fled


    Some for religion came, and some for bread:


    Two hundred thousand pair of wooden shoes,


    Who, God be thank’d, had nothing left to lose;


    To heaven’s great praise did for religion fly,


    To make us starve our poor in charity.


    In ev’ry port they plant their fruitful train,


    To get a race of true-born Englishmen;


    Whose children will, when riper years they see,


    Be as ill-natured, and as proud as we;


    Call themselves English, foreigners despise,


    Be surly like us all, and just as wise.


  




  

    Thus from a mixture of all kinds began,


    That heterogeneous thing, an Englishman:


    In eager rapes, and furious lust begot,


    Betwixt a painted Briton and a Scot:


    Whose gend’ring offspring quickly learn’d to bow,


    And yoke their heifers to the Roman plough;


    From whence a mongrel half-bred race there came,


    With neither name nor nation, speech or fame,


    In whose hot veins new mixtures quickly ran,


    Infused betwixt a Saxon and a Dane;


    While their rank daughters, to their parents just,


    Received all nations with promiscuous lust.


    This nauseous brood directly did contain


    The well-extracted blood of Englishmen.


  




  

    Which medley, canton’d in a heptarchy,


    A rhapsody of nations to supply,


    Among themselves maintain’d eternal wars,


    And still the ladies loved the conquerors.


  




  

    The Western Angles all the rest subdued,


    A bloody nation, barbarous and rude;


    Who by the tenure of the sword possess’d


    One part of Britain, and subdued the rest:


    And as great things denominate the small,


    The conquering part gave title to the whole;


    The Scot, Pict, Briton, Roman, Dane, submit,


    And with the English Saxon all unite:


    And these the mixture have so close pursued,


    The very name and memory’s subdued;


    No Roman now, no Briton does remain;


    Wales strove to separate, but strove in vain:


    The silent nations undistinguish’d fall,


    And Englishman’s the common name for all.


    Fate jumbled them together, God knows how;


    Whate’er they were, they’re true-born English now.


  




  

    The wonder which remains is at our pride,


    To value that which all wise men deride;


    For Englishmen to boast of generation


    Cancels their knowledge, and lampoons the nation,


    A true-born Englishman’s a contradiction,


    In speech an irony, in fact a fiction:


    A banter made to be a test of fools,


    Which those that use it justly ridicules;


    A metaphor intended to express,


    A man a-kin to all the universe.


  




  

    For as the Scots, as learned men have said,


    Throughout the world their wand’ring seed have spread,


    So open-handed England, ’tis believed,


    Has all the gleanings of the world received.


  




  

    Some think of England, ’twas our Saviour meant,


    The Gospel should to all the world be sent:


    Since when the blessed sound did hither reach,


    They to all nations might be said to preach.


  




  

    ’Tis well that virtue gives nobility,


    Else God knows where had we our gentry,


    Since scarce one family is left alive,


    Which does not from some foreigner derive.


    Of sixty thousand English gentlemen,


    Whose names and arms in registers remain,


    We challenge all our heralds to declare


    Ten families which English Saxons are.


  




  

    France justly boasts the ancient noble line


    Of Bourbon, Montmorency, and Lorraine.


    The Germans too, their house of Austria show,


    And Holland, their invincible Nassau.


    Lines which in heraldry were ancient grown,


    Before the name of Englishman was known.


    Even Scotland, too, her elder glory shows,


    Her Gordons, Hamiltons, and her Monro’s;


    Douglas’, Mackays, and Grahams, names well known,


    Long before ancient England knew her own.


  




  

    But England, modern to the last degree,


    Borrows or makes her own nobility,


    And yet she boldly boasts of pedigree;


    Repines that foreigners are put upon her,


    And talks of her antiquity and honour:


    Her Sackvills, Savils, Cecils, Delamers,


    Mohuns, Montagues, Duras, and Veeres,


    Not one have English names, yet all are English peers.


    Your Houblons, Papillons, and Lethuliers,


    Pass now for true-born English knights and squires,


    And make good senate-members, or lord-mayors.


    Wealth, howsoever got, in England makes


    Lords of mechanics, gentlemen of rakes.


    Antiquity and birth are needless here;


    ’Tis impudence and money makes a peer.


  




  

    Innumerable city knights we know,


    From Blue-coat Hospitals, and Bridewell flow.


    Draymen and porters fill the city chair,


    And foot-boys magisterial purple wear.


    Fate has but very small distinction set


    Betwixt the counter and the coronet.


    Tarpaulin lords, pages of high renown,


    Rise up by poor men’s valour, not their own;


    Great families of yesterday we show,


    And lords, whose parents were the Lord knows who.
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    The breed’s described: now, Satire, if you can,


    Their temper show, for manners make the man.


    Fierce as the Briton, as the Roman brave,


    And less inclined to conquer than to save;


    Eager to fight, and lavish of their blood,


    And equally of fear and forecast void.


    The Pict has made them sour, the Dane morose,


    False from the Scot, and from the Norman worse.


    What honesty they have, the Saxon gave them,


    And that, now they grow old, begins to leave them.


    The climate makes them terrible and bold:


    And English beef their courage does uphold:


    No danger can their daring spirit dull,


    Always provided when their belly’s full.


  




  

    In close intrigues, their faculty’s but weak;


    For, gen’rally, whate’er they know they speak.


    And often their own councils undermine


    By their infirmity, and not design.


    From whence, the learned say, it does proceed,


    That English treason never can succeed:


    For they’re so open-hearted, you may know


    Their own most secret thoughts, and others too.


  




  

    The lab’ring poor, in spite of double pay,


    Are saucy, mutinous, and beggarly;


    So lavish of their money and their time,


    That want of forecast is the nation’s crime.


    Good drunken company is their delight;


    And what they get by day they spend by night.


    Dull thinking seldom does their heads engage,


    But drink their youth away, and hurry on old age.


    Empty of all good husbandry and sense;


    And void of manners most when void of pence.


    Their strong aversion to behaviour’s such,


    They always talk too little or too much.


    So dull, they never take the pains to think;


    And seldom are good natured but in drink.


  




  

    In English ale their dear enjoyment lies,


    For which they starve themselves and families.


    An Englishman will fairly drink as much,


    As will maintain two families of Dutch:


    Subjecting all their labours to the pots;


    The greatest artists are the greatest sots.


    The country poor do by example live;


    The gentry lead them, and the clergy drive;


    What may we not from such examples hope?


    The landlord is their god, the priest their pope;


    A drunken clergy, and a swearing bench,


    Has given the reformation such a drench,


    As wise men think, there is some cause to doubt,


    Will purge good manners and religion out.


  




  

    Nor do the poor alone their liquor prize,


    The sages join in this great sacrifice;


    The learned men who study Aristotle,


    Correct him with an explanation bottle:


    Praise Epicurus rather than Lysander,


    And Aristippus more than Alexander;


    The doctors too their Galen here resign,


    And generally prescribe specific wine;


    The graduate’s study’s grown an easy task,


    While for the urinal they toss the flask;


    The surgeon’s art grows plainer every hour,


    And wine’s the balm which into wounds they pour.


  




  

    Poets long since Parnassus have forsaken,


    And say the ancient bards were all mistaken.


    Apollo’s lately abdicate and fled,


    And good king Bacchus reigneth in his stead:


    He does the chaos of the head refine,


    And atom thoughts jump into words by wine:


    The inspiration’s of a finer nature,


    As wine must needs excel Parnassus water.


  




  

    Statesmen their weighty politics refine,


    And soldiers raise their courages by wine.


    Cecilia gives her choristers their choice,


    And lets them all drink wine to clear the voice.


  




  

    Some think the clergy first found out the way,


    And wine’s the only spirit by which they pray.


    But others, less profane than so, agree,


    It clears the lungs, and helps the memory:


    And, therefore, all of them divinely think,


    Instead of study, ’tis as well to drink.


  




  

    And here I would be very glad to know,


    Whether our Asgilites may drink or no;


    The enlightening fumes of wine would certainly


    Assist them much when they begin to fly;


    Or if a fiery chariot should appear,


    Inflamed by wine, they’d have the less to fear.


  




  

    Even the gods themselves, as mortals say,


    Were they on earth, would be as drunk as they:


    Nectar would be no more celestial drink,


    They’d all take wine, to teach them how to think.


    But English drunkards, gods and men outdo,


    Drink their estates away, and senses too.


    Colon’s in debt, and if his friend should fail


    To help him out, must die at last in jail:


    His wealthy uncle sent a hundred nobles,


    To pay his trifles off, and rid him of his troubles:


    But Colon, like a true-born Englishman,


    Drunk all the money out in bright champaign,


    And Colon does in custody remain.


    Drunk’ness has been the darling of the realm,


    E’er since a drunken pilot had the helm.


  




  

    In their religion, they’re so uneven,


    That each man goes his own byway to heaven.


    Tenacious of mistakes to that degree,


    That ev’ry man pursues it sep’rately,


    And fancies none can find the way but he:


    So shy of one another they are grown,


    As if they strove to get to heaven alone.


    Rigid and zealous, positive and grave,


    And ev’ry grace, but charity, they have;


    This makes them so ill-natured and uncivil,


    That all men think an Englishman the devil.


  




  

    Surly to strangers, froward to their friend,


    Submit to love with a reluctant mind,


    Resolved to be ungrateful and unkind.


    If, by necessity, reduced to ask,


    The giver has the difficultest task:


    For what’s bestow’d they awkwardly receive,


    And always take less freely than they give;


    The obligation is their highest grief,


    They never love where they accept relief;


    So sullen in their sorrows, that ’tis known


    They’ll rather die than their afflictions own;


    And if relieved, it is too often true,


    That they’ll abuse their benefactors too;


    For in distress their haughty stomach’s such,


    They hate to see themselves obliged too much;


    Seldom contented, often in the wrong,


    Hard to be pleased at all, and never long.


  




  

    If your mistakes there ill opinion gain,


    No merit can their favour re-obtain:


    And if they’re not vindictive in their fury,


    ’Tis their inconstant temper does secure ye:


    Their brain’s so cool, their passion seldom burns;


    For all’s condensed before the flame returns:


    The fermentation’s of so weak a matter,


    The humid damps the flame, and runs it all to water;


    So though the inclination may be strong,


    They’re pleased by fits, and never angry long:


  




  

    Then, if good-nature show some slender proof,


    They never think they have reward enough;


    But, like our modern Quakers of the town,


    Expect your manners, and return you none.


  




  

    Friendship, th’ abstracted union of the mind,


    Which all men seek, but very few can find;


    Of all the nations in the universe,


    None can talk on’t more, or understand it less;


    For if it does their property annoy,


    Their property their friendship will destroy.


    As you discourse them, you shall hear them tell


    All things in which they think they do excel:


    No panegyric needs their praise record,


    An Englishman ne’er wants his own good word.


    His first discourses gen’rally appear,


    Prologued with his own wond’rous character:


    When, to illustrate his own good name,


    He never fails his neighbour to defame.


    And yet he really designs no wrong,


    His malice goes no further than his tongue.


    But, pleased to tattle, he delights to rail,


    To satisfy the letch’ry of a tale.


    His own dear praises close the ample speech,


    Tells you how wise he is, that is, how rich:


    For wealth is wisdom; he that’s rich is wise;


    And all men learned poverty despise:


    His generosity comes next, and then


    Concludes, that he’s a true-born Englishman;


    And they, ’tis known, are generous and free,


    Forgetting, and forgiving injury:


    Which may be true, thus rightly understood,


    Forgiving ill turns, and forgetting good.


  




  

    Cheerful in labour when they’ve undertook it,


    But out of humour, when they’re out of pocket.


    But if their belly and their pocket’s full,


    They may be phlegmatic, but never dull:


    And if a bottle does their brains refine,


    It makes their wit as sparkling as their wine.


  




  

    As for the general vices which we find,


    They’re guilty of in common with mankind,


    Satire forbear, and silently endure,


    We must conceal the crimes we cannot cure;


    Nor shall my verse the brighter sex defame,


    For English beauty will preserve her name;


    Beyond dispute agreeable and fair,


    And modester than other nations are;


    For where the vice prevails, the great temptation


    Is want of money more than inclination;


    In general this only is allow’d,


    They’re something noisy, and a little proud.


  




  

    An Englishman is gentlest in command,


    Obedience is a stranger in the land:


    Hardly subjected to the magistrate;


    For Englishmen do all subjection hate.


    Humblest when rich, but peevish when they’re poor,


    And think whate’er they have, they merit more.


  




  

    The meanest English plowman studies law,


    And keeps thereby the magistrates in awe,


    Will boldly tell them what they ought to do,


    And sometimes punish their omissions too.


  




  

    Their liberty and property’s so dear,


    They scorn their laws or governors to fear;


    So bugbear’d with the name of slavery,


    They can’t submit to their own liberty.


    Restraint from ill is freedom to the wise!


    But Englishmen do all restraint despise.


    Slaves to the liquor, drudges to the pots;


    The mob are statesmen, and their statesmen sots.


  




  

    Their governors, they count such dang’rous things,


    That ’tis their custom to affront their kings:


    So jealous of the power their kings possess’d,


    They suffer neither power nor kings to rest.


    The bad with force they eagerly subdue;


    The good with constant clamours they pursue,


    And did King Jesus reign, they’d murmur too.


    A discontented nation, and by far


    Harder to rule in times of peace than war:


    Easily set together by the ears,


    And full of causeless jealousies and fears:


    Apt to revolt, and willing to rebel,


    And never are contented when they’re well.


    No government could ever please them long,


    Could tie their hands, or rectify their tongue.


    In this, to ancient Israel well compared,


    Eternal murmurs are among them heard.


  




  

    It was but lately, that they were oppress’d,


    Their rights invaded, and their laws suppress’d:


    When nicely tender of their liberty,


    Lord! what a noise they made of slavery.


    In daily tumults show’d their discontent,


    Lampoon’d their king, and mock’d his government.


    And if in arms they did not first appear,


    ’Twas want of force, and not for want of fear.


    In humbler tone than English used to do,


    At foreign hands for foreign aid they sue.


  




  

    William, the great successor of Nassau,


    Their prayers heard, and their oppressions saw;


    He saw and saved them: God and him they praised


    To this their thanks, to that their trophies raised.


    But glutted with their own felicities,


    They soon their new deliverer despise;


    Say all their prayers back, their joy disown,


    Unsing their thanks, and pull their trophies down;


    Their harps of praise are on the willows hung;


    For Englishmen are ne’er contented long.


  




  

    The reverend clergy too, and who’d ha’ thought


    That they who had such non-resistance taught,


    Should e’er to arms against their prince be brought


    Who up to heav’n did regal power advance;


    Subjecting English laws to modes of France


    Twisting religion so with loyalty,


    As one could never live, and t’other die;


    And yet no sooner did their prince design


    Their glebes and perquisites to undermine,


    But all their passive doctrines laid aside,


    The clergy their own principles denied;


    Unpreach’d their non-resisting cant, and pray’d


    To heav’n for help, and to the Dutch for aid;


    The church chimed all her doctrines back again,


    And pulpit-champions did the cause maintain;


    Flew in the face of all their former zeal,


    And non-resistance did at once repeal.


  




  

    The Rabbi’s say it would be too prolix,


    To tie religion up to politics,


    The churches’ safety is suprema lex:


    And so by a new figure of their own,


    Their former doctrines all at once disown;


    As laws post facto in the parliament,


    In urgent cases have attained assent;


    But are as dangerous precedents laid by,


    Made lawful only by necessity.


  




  

    The rev’rend fathers then in arms appear,


    And men of God became the men of war:


    The nation, fired by them, to arms apply,


    Assault their antichristian monarchy;


    To their due channel all our laws restore,


    And made things what they should have been before.


    But when they came to fill the vacant throne,


    And the pale priests look’d back on what they’d done,


    How England liberty began to thrive,


    And Church of England loyality outlive;


    How all their persecuting days were done,


    And their deliv’rer placed upon the throne:


    The priests, as priests are wont to do, turn’d tail,


    They’re Englishmen, and nature will prevail;


    Now they deplore their ruins they have made,


    And murmur for the master they betray’d;


    Excuse those crimes they could not make him mend,


    And suffer for the cause they can’t defend;


    Pretend they’d not have carried things so high,


    And proto-martyrs make for popery.


  




  

    Had the prince done as they design’d the thing,


    High set the clergy up to rule the king:


    Taken a donative for coming hither,


    And so have left their king and them together;


    We had, say they, been now a happy nation;


    No doubt we had seen a blessed reformation:


    For wise men say ’tis as dangerous a thing,


    A ruling priesthood, as a priest-rid king;


    And of all plagues with which mankind are curst,


    Ecclesiastic tyranny’s the worst.


  




  

    If all our former grievances were feign’d,


    King James has been abused, and we trepann’d;


    Bugbear’d with popery and power despotic,


    Tyrannic government, and leagues exotic;


    The revolution’s a fanatic plot,


    William’s a tyrant, King James was not;


    A factious army and a poison’d nation,


    Unjustly forced King James’s abdication.


  




  

    But if he did the subjects’ rights invade,


    Then he was punish’d only, not betrayed;


    And punishing of kings is no such crime,


    But Englishmen have done it many a time.


  




  

    When kings the sword of justice first lay down,


    They are no kings, though they possess the crown.


    Titles are shadows, crowns are empty things,


    The good of subjects is the end of kings;


    To guide in war, and to protect in peace,


    Where tyrants once commence the kings do cease;


    For arbitrary power’s so strange a thing,


    It makes the tyrant and unmakes the king:


    If kings by foreign priests and armies reign,


    And lawless power against their oaths maintain,


    Then subjects must have reason to complain:


    If oaths must bind us when our kings do ill,


    To call in foreign aid is to rebel:


    By force to circumscribe our lawful prince,


    Is wilful treason in the largest sense:


    And they who once rebel, must certainly


    Their God, and king, and former oaths defy;


    If ye allow no mal-administration


    Could cancel the allegiance of the nation,


    Let all our learned sons of Levi try,


    This ecclesiastic riddle to untie;


    How they could make a step to call the prince,


    And yet pretend the oath and innocence.


  




  

    By th’ first address they made beyond the seas,


    They’re perjur’d in the most intense degrees;


    And without scruple for the time to come,


    May swear to all the kings in Christendom:


    Nay, truly did our kings consider all,


    They’d never let the clergy swear at all,


    Their politic allegiance they’d refuse,


    For whores and priests do never want excuse.


  




  

    But if the mutual contract was dissolved,


    The doubt’s explain’d, the difficulty solved;


    That kings, when they descend to tyranny,


    Dissolve the bond, and leave the subject free;


    The government’s ungirt when justice dies,


    And constitutions are nonentities.


    The nation’s all a mob, there’s no such thing,


    As lords, or commons, parliament, or king;


    A great promiscuous crowd the Hydra lies,


    Till laws revive and mutual contract ties;


    A chaos free to choose for their own share,


    What case of government they please to wear;


    If to a king they do the reins commit,


    All men are bound in conscience to submit;


    But then the king must by his oath assent,


    To Postulata’s of the government;


    Which if he breaks he cuts off the entail,


    And power retreats to its original.


  




  

    This doctrine has the sanction of assent


    From nature’s universal Parliament:


    The voice of nations, and the course of things,


    Allow that laws superior are to kings;


    None but delinquents would have justice cease,


    Knaves rail at laws, as soldiers rail at peace:


    For justice is the end of government,


    As reason is the test of argument:


    No man was ever yet so void of sense,


    As to debate the right of self-defence;


    A principle so grafted in the mind,


    With nature born, and does like nature bind;


    Twisted with reason, and with nature too,


    As neither one nor t’other can undo.


  




  

    Nor can this right be less when national,


    Reason which governs one should govern all;


    Whate’er the dialect of courts may tell,


    He that his right demands can ne’er rebel;


    Which right, if ’tis by governors denied,


    May be procured by force or foreign aid;


    For tyranny’s a nation’s term of grief,


    As folks cry fire to hasten in relief;


    And when the hated word is heard about,


    All men should come to help the people out.


  




  

    Thus England groan’d, Britannia’s voice was heard,


    And great Nassau to rescue her appear’d:


    Call’d by the universal voice of fate,


    God and the people’s legal magistrate:


    Ye heavens regard! Almighty Jove look down,


    And view thy injured monarch on the throne;


    On their ungrateful heads due vengeance take


    Who sought his aid, and then his part forsake:


    Witness, ye powers! it was our call alone,


    Which now our pride makes us ashamed to own;


    Britannia’s troubles fetch’d him from afar,


    To court the dreadful casualties of war;


    But where requital never can be made,


    Acknowledgment’s a tribute seldom paid.


  




  

    He dwelt in bright Maria’s circling arms,


    Defended by the magic of her charms,


    From foreign fears and from domestic harms;


    Ambition found no fuel for her fire,


    He had what God could give or man desire,


    Till pity roused him from his soft repose,


    His life to unseen hazards to expose;


    Till pity moved him in our cause to appear,


    Pity! that word which now we hate to hear;


    But English gratitude is always such,


    To hate the hand that does oblige too much.


  




  

    Britannia’s cries gave birth to his intent,


    And hardly gain’d his unforeseen assent;


    His boding thoughts foretold him he should find


    The people fickle, selfish, and unkind;


    Which thought did to his royal heart appear


    More dreadful than the dangers of the war;


    For nothing grates a generous mind so soon,


    As base returns for hearty service done.


  




  

    Satire, be silent! awfully prepare


    Britannia’s song, and William’s praise to hear;


    Stand by, and let her cheerfully rehearse


    Her grateful vows in her immortal verse.


    Loud fame’s eternal trumpet let her sound,


    Listen, ye distant poles, and endless round,


    May the strong blast the welcome news convey,


    As far as sound can reach or spirit fly!


    To neighb’ring worlds, if such there be, relate


    Our heroes fame for theirs to imitate;


    To distant worlds of spirits let her rehearse,


    For spirits without the helps of voice converse:


    May angels hear the gladsome news on high,


    Mix’d with their everlasting symphony;


    And hell itself stand in surprise to know,


    Whether it be the fatal blast or no.
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    The fame of virtue ’tis for which I sound,


    And heroes with immortal triumphs crown’d;


    Fame built on solid virtue swifter flies,


    Than morning light can spread the eastern skies:


    The gath’ring air returns the doubling sound;


    And loud repeating thunders force it round;


    Echoes return from caverns of the deep,


    Old Chaos dreams on’t in eternal sleep:


    Time hands it forward to its latest urn,


    From whence it never, never shall return:


    Nothing is heard so far, or lasts so long,


    ’Tis heard by ev’ry ear, and spoke by every tongue.


  




  

    My hero, with the sails of honour furl’d,


    Rises like the great genius of the world;


    By fate and fame wisely prepared to be


    The soul of war and life of victory;


    He spreads the wings of virtue on the throne,


    And ev’ry wind of glory fans them on;


    Immortal trophies dwell upon his brow,


    Fresh as the garlands he has won but now.


  




  

    By different steps the high ascent he gains,


    And differently that high ascent maintains:


    Princes for pride and lust of rule make war,


    And struggle for the name of conqueror;


    Some fight for fame, and some for victory,


    He fights to save, and conquers to set free.


  




  

    Then seek no phrase his titles to conceal,


    And hide with words what actions must reveal;


    No parallel from Hebrew stories take,


    Of godlike kings my similies to make;


    No borrowed names conceal my living theme,


    But names and things directly I proclaim;


    His honest merit does his glory raise,


    Whom that exalts let no man fear to praise;


    Of such a subject no man need be shy,


    Virtue’s above the reach of flattery;


    He needs no character but his own fame,


    Nor any flattering titles but his own name.


  




  

    William’s the name that’s spoke by every tongue,


    William’s the darling subject of my song;


    Listen, ye virgins, to the charming sound,


    And in eternal dances hand it round;


    Your early offerings to this altar bring,


    Make him at once a lover and a king;


    May he submit to none but to your arms,


    Nor ever be subdued, but by your charms;


    May your soft thoughts for him be all sublime,


    And ev’ry tender vow be made for him;


    May he be first in ev’ry morning thought,


    And heav’n ne’er hear a prayer where he’s left out;


    May every omen, every boding dream,


    Be fortunate by mentioning his name;


    May this one charm infernal powers affright,


    And guard you from the terror of the night;


    May ev’ry cheerful glass as it goes down


    To William’s health, be cordials to your own:


    Let ev’ry song be chorust with his name,


    And music pay her tribute to his fame;


    Let ev’ry poet tune his artful verse,


    And in immortal strains his deeds rehearse:


    And may Apollo never more inspire


    The disobedient bard with his seraphic fire


    May all my sons their grateful homage pay,


    His praises sing, and for his safety pray.


  




  

    Satire, return to our unthankful isle,


    Secured by heaven’s regards, and William’s toil:


    To both ungrateful, and to both untrue,


    Rebels to God, and to good nature too.


  




  

    If e’er this nation be distress’d again,


    To whomsoe’er they cry, they’ll cry in vain;


    To heav’n they cannot have the face to look,


    Or, if they should, it would but heav’n provoke;


    To hope for help from man would be too much,


    Mankind would always tell ’em of the Dutch:


    How they came here our freedoms to maintain,


    Were paid, and cursed, and hurried home again;


    How by their aid we first dissolved our fears,


    And then our helpers damn’d for foreigners:


    ’Tis not our English temper to do better,


    For Englishmen think ev’ry one their debtor.


  




  

    ’Tis worth observing, that we ne’er complain’d


    Of foreigners, nor of the wealth we gain’d,


    Till all their services were at an end:


    Wise men affirm it is the English way,


    Never to grumble till they come to pay;


    And then they always think, their temper’s such,


    The work too little, and the pay too much.


  




  

    As frighted patients, when they want a cure,


    Bid any price, and any pain endure:


    But when the doctor’s remedies appear,


    The cure’s too easy, and the price too dear:


    Great Portland near was banter’d when he strove,


    For us his master’s kindest thoughts to move:


    We ne’er lampoon’d his conduct, when employ’d


    King James’s secret councils to divide:


    Then we caress’d him as the only man,


    Who could the doubtful oracle explain;


    The only Hushai, able to repel


    The dark designs of our Achitophel:


    Compared his master’s courage to his sense,


    The ablest statesman, and the bravest prince;


    On his wise conduct we depended much,


    And liked him ne’er the worse for being Dutch:


    Nor was he valued more than he deserved,


    Freely he ventured, faithfully he served;


    In all King William’s dangers he has shared,


    In England’s quarrels always he appear’d:


    The revolution first, and then the Boyne,


    In both, his counsels and his conduct shine;


    His martial valour Flanders will confess,


    And France regrets his managing the peace;


    Faithful to England’s interest and her king,


    The greatest reason of our murmuring:


    Ten years in English service he appear’d,


    And gain’d his master’s and the world’s regard;


    But ’tis not England’s custom to reward,


    The wars are over, England needs him not;


    Now he’s a Dutchman, and the Lord knows what.


  




  

    Schonbergh, the ablest soldier of his age,


    With great Nassau did in our cause engage;


    Both join’d for England’s rescue and defence,


    The greatest captain and the greatest prince;


    With what applause his stories did we tell,


    Stories which Europe’s volumes largely swell!


    We counted him an army in our aid,


    Where he commanded, no man was afraid;


    His actions with a constant conquest shine,


    From Villa Vitiosa to the Rhine;


    France, Flanders, Germany, his fame confess,


    And all the world was fond of him but us:


    Our turn first served, we grudged him the command,


    Witness the grateful temper of the land.


  




  

    We blame the King, that he relies too much,


    On Strangers, Germans, Hugonots, and Dutch;


    And seldom does his great affairs of state,


    To English counsellors communicate:


    The fact might very well be answer’d thus:


    He had so often been betray’d by us,


    He must have been a madman to rely,


    On English gentlemen’s fidelity;


    For, laying other argument aside:


    This thought might mortify our English pride;


    That foreigners have faithfully obey’d him,


    And none but Englishmen have e’er betray’d him:


    They have our ships and merchants bought and sold,


    And barter’d English blood for foreign gold;


    First to the French they sold our Turkey fleet,


    And injured Talmarsh next at Cameret;


    The king himself is shelter’d from their snares,


    Not by his merits, but the crown he wears;


    Experience tells us ’tis the English way,


    Their benefactors always to betray.


  




  

    And, lest examples should be too remote,


    A modern magistrate of famous note,


    Shall give you his own history by rote;


    I’ll make it out, deny it he that can,


    His worship is a true-born Englishman;


    By all the latitude that empty word,


    By modern acceptation’s understood:


    The parish books his great descent record,


    And now he hopes ere long to be a lord;


    And truly, as things go, it would be pity,


    But such as he bore office in the city;


    While robb’ry for burnt-offering he brings,


    And gives to God what he has stole from kings;


    Great monuments of charity he raises,


    And good St. Magnus whistles out his praises;


    To city jails he grants a jubilee,


    And hires huzza’s from his own mobile.


  




  

    Lately he wore the golden chain and gown,


    With which equipp’d he thus harangued the town.
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    With clouted iron shoes, and sheep-skin breeches,


    More rags than manners, and more dirt than riches,


    From driving cows and calves to Leyton market,


    While of my greatness there appear’d no spark yet,


    Behold I come to let you see the pride,


    With which exalted beggars always ride.


  




  

    Born to the needful labours of the plough,


    The cart-whip graced me, as the chain does now.


    Nature and fate in doubt what course to take,


    Whether I should a lord or plough-boy make;


    Kindly at last resolv’d they would promote me,


    And first a knave, and then a knight they vote me.


    What fate appointed, nature did prepare,


    And furnish’d me with an exceeding care,


    To fit me for what they design’d to have me;


    And every gift but honesty they gave me.


  




  

    And thus equipp’d, to this proud town I came,


    In quest of bread, and not in quest of fame.


    Blind to my future fate, an humble boy,


    Free from the guilt and glory I enjoy.


    The hopes which my ambition entertain’d,


    Where in the name of foot-boy, all contain’d.


    The greatest heights from small beginnings rise;


    The gods were great on earth, before they reach’d the skies.


  




  

    Backwell, the generous temper of whose mind,


    Was always to be bountiful inclin’d:


    Whether by his ill fate or fancy led,


    First took me up, and furnish’d me with bread:


    The little services he put me to,


    Seem’d labours, rather than were truly so.


    But always my advancement he design’d;


    For ’twas his very nature to be kind:


    Large was his soul, his temper ever free;


    The best of masters and of men to me:


    And I who was before decreed by fate,


    To be made infamous as well as great,


    With an obsequious diligence obey’d him,


    Till trusted with his all, and then betray’d him.


  




  

    All his past kindnesses I trampled on,


    Ruin’d his fortunes to erect my own:


    So vipers in the bosom bred begin,


    To hiss at that hand first which took them in;


    With eager treach’ry I his fall pursu’d,


    And my first trophies were ingratitude.


  




  

    Ingratitude’s the worst of human guilt,


    The basest action mankind can commit;


    Which, like the sin against the Holy Ghost,


    Has least of honour, and of guilt the most;


    Distinguished from all other crimes by this,


    That ’tis a crime which no man will confess;


    That sin alone, which should not be forgiv’n


    On earth, altho’ perhaps it may in heaven.


  




  

    Thus my first benefactor I o’erthrew;


    And how shou’d I be to a second true?


    The public trust came next into my care,


    And I to use them scurvily prepare:


    My needy sov’reign lord I play’d upon,


    And lent him many a thousand of his own;


    For which great interest I took care to charge,


    And so my ill-got wealth became so large.


  




  

    My predecessor Judas was a fool,


    Fitter to have been whipt and sent to school,


    Than sell a Saviour: had I been at hand,


    His Master had not been so cheap trepann’d;


    I would have made the eager Jews have found,


    For thirty pieces, thirty thousand pound.


  




  

    My cousin Ziba, of immortal fame,


    (Ziba and I shall never want a name:)


    First-born of treason, nobly did advance


    His Master’s fall, for his inheritance:


    By whose keen arts old David first began


    To break his sacred oath to Jonathan:


    The good old king ’tis thought was very loth


    To break his word, and therefore broke his oath.


    Ziba’s a traitor of some quality,


    Yet Ziba might have been inform’d by me:


    Had I been there, he ne’er had been content


    With half th’ estate, nor half the government.


  




  

    In our late revolution ’twas thought strange,


    That I of all mankind should like the change,


    But they who wonder’d at it never knew,


    That in it I did my old game pursue:


    Nor had they heard of twenty thousand pound,


    Which ne’er was lost, yet never could be found.


  




  

    Thus all things in their turn to sale I bring,


    God and my master first, and then the king;


    Till by successful villanies made bold,


    I thought to turn the nation into gold;


    And so to forgery my hand I bent,


    Not doubting I could gull the Government;


    But there was ruffl’d by the Parliament.


    And if I ‘scaped th’ unhappy tree to climb,


    ’Twas want of law, and not for want of crime;


  




  

    But my old friend,1 who printed in my face


    A needful competence of English brass;


    Having more business yet for me to do,


    And loth to lose his trusty servant so,


    Managed the matter with such art and skill,


    As sav’d his hero, and threw out the Bill.


  




  

    And now I’m grac’d with unexpected honours,


    For which I’ll certainly abuse the donors:


    Knighted, and made a tribune of the people,


    Whose laws and properties I’m like to keep well:


    The custos rotulorum of the city,


    And captain of the guards of their banditti.


    Surrounded by my catchpoles, I declare


    Against the needy debtor open war.


    I hang poor thieves for stealing of your pelf,


    And suffer none to rob you, but myself.


  




  

    The king commanded me to help reform ye,


    And how I’ll do’t, Miss —— shall inform ye.


    I keep the best seraglio in the nation,


    And hope in time to bring it into fashion;


    No brimstone whore need fear the lash from me,


    That part I’ll leave to Brother Jefferey:


    Our gallants need not go abroad to Rome,


    I’ll keep a whoring jubilee at home;


    Whoring’s the darling of my inclination;


    An’t I a magistrate for reformation?


    For this my praise is sung by ev’ry bard,


    For which Bridewell wou’d be a just reward.


    In print my panegyric fills the street,


    And hired gaol-birds their huzzas repeat;


    Some charities contriv’d to make a show,


    Have taught the needy rabble to do so;


    Whose empty noise is a mechanic fame,


    Since for Sir Beelzebub they’d do the same.


  




  




  1 The Devil.
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    Then let us boast of ancestors no more,


    Or deeds of heroes done in days of yore,


    In latent records of the ages past,


    Behind the rear of time, in long oblivion plac’d;


    For if our virtues must in lines descend,


    The merit with the families would end,


    And intermixtures would most fatal grow;


    For vice would be hereditary too;


    The tainted blood would of necessity,


    Involuntary wickedness convey.


  




  

    Vice, like ill-nature, for an age or two,


    May seem a generation to pursue;


    But virtue seldom does regard the breed,


    Fools do the wise, and wise men fools succeed.


  




  

    What is’t to us, what ancestors we had?


    If good, what better? or what worse, if bad?


    Examples are for imitation set,


    Yet all men follow virtue with regret.


  




  

    Could but our ancestors retrieve their fate,


    And see their offspring thus degenerate;


    How we contend for birth and names unknown,


    And build on their past actions, not our own;


    They’d cancel records, and their tombs deface,


    And openly disown the vile degenerate race:


    For fame of families is all a cheat,


    It’s personal virtue only makes us great.
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  Defoe’s “Essay on Projects” was the first volume he published, and no great writer ever published a first book more characteristic in expression of his tone of thought. It is practical in the highest degree, while running over with fresh speculation that seeks everywhere the well-being of society by growth of material and moral power. There is a wonderful fertility of mind, and almost whimsical precision of detail, with good sense and good humour to form the groundwork of a happy English style. Defoe in this book ran again and again into sound suggestions that first came to be realised long after he was dead. Upon one subject, indeed, the education of women, we have only just now caught him up. Defoe wrote the book in 1692 or 1693, when his age was a year or two over thirty, and he published it in 1697.




  Defoe was the son of James Foe, of St. Giles’s, Cripplegate, whose family had owned grazing land in the country, and who himself throve as a meat salesman in London. James Foe went to Cripplegate Church, where the minister was Dr. Annesley. But in 1662, a year after the birth of Daniel Foe, Dr. Annesley was one of the three thousand clergymen who were driven out of their benefices by the Act of Uniformity. James Foe was then one of the congregation that followed him into exile, and looked up to him as spiritual guide when he was able to open a meeting-house in Little St. Helen’s. Thus Daniel Foe, not yet De Foe, was trained under the influence of Dr. Annesley, and by his advice sent to the Academy at Newington Green, where Charles Morton, a good Oxford scholar, trained young men for the pulpits of the Nonconformists. In later days, when driven to America by the persecution of opinion, Morton became Vice–President of Harvard College. Charles Morton sought to include in his teaching at Newington Green a training in such knowledge of current history as would show his boys the origin and meaning of the controversies of the day in which, as men, they might hereafter take their part. He took pains, also, to train them in the use of English. “We were not,” Defoe said afterwards, “destitute of language, but we were made masters of English; and more of us excelled in that particular than of any school at that time.”




  Daniel Foe did not pass on into the ministry for which he had been trained. He said afterwards, in his “Review,” “It was my disaster first to be set apart for, and then to be set apart from, the honour of that sacred employ.” At the age of about nineteen he went into business as a hose factor in Freeman’s Court, Cornhill. He may have bought succession to a business, or sought to make one in a way of life that required no capital. He acted simply as broker between the manufacturer and the retailer. He remained at the business in Freeman’s Court for seven years, subject to political distractions. In 1683, still in the reign of Charles the Second, Daniel Foe, aged twenty-two, published a pamphlet called “Presbytery Roughdrawn.” Charles died on the 6th of February, 1685. On the 14th of the next June the Duke of Monmouth landed at Lyme with eighty-three followers, hoping that Englishmen enough would flock about his standard to overthrow the Government of James the Second, for whose exclusion, as a Roman Catholic, from the succession to the throne there had been so long a struggle in his brother’s reign. Daniel Foe took leave of absence from his business in Freeman’s Court, joined Monmouth, and shared the defeat at Sedgmoor on the 6th of July. Judge Jeffreys then made progress through the West, and Daniel Foe escaped from his clutches. On the 15th of July Monmouth was executed. Daniel Foe found it convenient at that time to pay personal attention to some business affairs in Spain. His name suggests an English reading of a Spanish name, Foa, and more than once in his life there are indications of friends in Spain about whom we know nothing. Daniel Foe went to Spain in the time of danger to his life, for taking part in the rebellion of the Duke of Monmouth, and when he came back he wrote himself De Foe. He may have heard pedigree discussed among his Spanish friends; he may have wished to avoid drawing attention to a name entered under the letter F in a list of rebels. He may have played on the distinction between himself and his father, still living, that one was Mr. Foe, the other Mr. D. Foe. He may have meant to write much, and wishing to be a friend to his country, meant also to deprive punsters of the opportunity of calling him a Foe. Whatever his chief reason for the change, we may be sure that it was practical.




  In April, 1687, James the Second issued a Declaration for Liberty of Conscience in England, by which he suspended penal laws against all Roman Catholics and Nonconformists, and dispensed with oaths and tests established by the law. This was a stretch of the king’s prerogative that produced results immediately welcome to the Nonconformists, who sent up addresses of thanks. Defoe saw clearly that a king who is thanked for overruling an unwelcome law has the whole point conceded to him of right to overrule the law. In that sense he wrote, “A Letter containing some Reflections on His Majesty’s Declaration for Liberty of Conscience,” to warn the Nonconformists of the great mistake into which some were falling. “Was ever anything,” he asked afterwards, “more absurd than this conduct of King James and his party, in wheedling the Dissenters; giving them liberty of conscience by his own arbitrary dispensing authority, and his expecting they should be content with their religious liberty at the price of the Constitution?” In the letter itself he pointed out that “the king’s suspending of laws strikes at the root of this whole Government, and subverts it quite. The Lords and Commons have such a share in it, that no law can be either made, repealed, or, which is all one, suspended, but by their consent.”




  In January, 1688, Defoe having inherited the freedom of the City of London, took it up, and signed his name in the Chamberlain’s book, on the 26th of that month, without the “de,” “Daniel Foe.” On the 5th of November, 1688, there was another landing, that of William of Orange, in Torbay, which threatened the government of James the Second. Defoe again rode out, met the army of William at Henley-on–Thames, and joined its second line as a volunteer. He was present when it was resolved, on the 13th of February, 1689, that the flight of James had been an abdication; and he was one of the mounted citizens who formed a guard of honour when William and Mary paid their first visit to Guildhall.




  Defoe was at this time twenty-eight years old, married, and living in a house at Tooting, where he had also been active in foundation of a chapel. From hose factor he had become merchant adventurer in trade with Spain, and is said by one writer of his time to have been a “civet-cat merchant.” Failing then in some venture in 1692, he became bankrupt, and had one vindictive creditor who, according to the law of those days, had power to shut him in prison, and destroy all power of recovering his loss and putting himself straight with the world. Until his other creditors had conquered that one enemy, and could give him freedom to earn money again and pay his debts — when that time came he proved his sense of honesty to much larger than the letter of the law — Defoe left London for Bristol, and there kept out of the way of arrest. He was visible only on Sunday, and known, therefore, as “the Sunday Gentleman.” His lodging was at the Red Lion Inn, in Castle Street. The house, no longer an inn, still stands, as numbers 80 and 81 in that street. There Defoe wrote this Essay on Projects.” He was there until 1694, when he received offers that would have settled him prosperously in business at Cadiz, but he held by his country. The cheek on free action was removed, and the Government received with favour a project of his, which is not included in the Essay, “for raising money to supply the occasions of the war then newly begun.” He had also a project for the raising of money to supply his own occasions by the establishment of pantile works, which proved successful. Defoe could not be idle. In a desert island he would, like his Robinson Crusoe, have spent time, not in lamentation, but in steady work to get away.




  H. M.
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  TO DALBY THOMAS, ESQ., One of the Commission’s for Managing His majesty’s Duties on Glass, &c




  SIR,




  This Preface comes directed to you, not as commissioner, &c., under whom I have the honour to serve his Majesty, nor as a friend, though I have great obligations of that sort also, but as the most proper judge of the subjects treated of, and more capable than the greatest part of mankind to distinguish and understand them.




  Books are useful only to such whose genius are suitable to the subject of them; and to dedicate a book of projects to a person who had never concerned himself to think that way would be like music to one that has no ear.




  And yet your having a capacity to judge of these things no way brings you under the despicable title of a projector, any more than knowing the practices and subtleties of wicked men makes a man guilty of their crimes.




  The several chapters of this book are the results of particular thoughts occasioned by conversing with the public affairs during the present war with France. The losses and casualties which attend all trading nations in the world, when involved in so cruel a war as this, have reached us all, and I am none of the least sufferers; if this has put me, as well as others, on inventions and projects, so much the subject of this book, it is no more than a proof of the reason I give for the general projecting humour of the nation.




  One unhappiness I lie under in the following book, viz.: That having kept the greatest part of it by me for near five years, several of the thoughts seem to be hit by other hands, and some by the public, which turns the tables upon me, as if I had borrowed from them.




  As particularly that of the seamen, which you know well I had contrived long before the Act for registering seamen was proposed. And that of educating women, which I think myself bound to declare, was formed long before the book called “Advice to the Ladies” was made public; and yet I do not write this to magnify my own invention, but to acquit myself from grafting on other people’s thoughts. If I have trespassed upon any person in the world, it is upon yourself, from whom I had some of the notions about county banks, and factories for goods, in the chapter of banks; and yet I do not think that my proposal for the women or the seamen clashes at all, either with that book, or the public method of registering seamen.




  I have been told since this was done that my proposal for a commission of inquiries into bankrupt estates is borrowed from the Dutch; if there is anything like it among the Dutch, it is more than ever I knew, or know yet; but if so, I hope it is no objection against our having the same here, especially if it be true that it would be so publicly beneficial as is expressed.




  What is said of friendly societies, I think no man will dispute with me, since one has met with so much success already in the practice of it. I mean the Friendly Society for Widows, of which you have been pleased to be a governor.




  Friendly societies are very extensive, and, as I have hinted, might be carried on to many particulars. I have omitted one which was mentioned in discourse with yourself, where a hundred tradesmen, all of several trades, agree together to buy whatever they want of one another, and nowhere else, prices and payments to be settled among themselves; whereby every man is sure to have ninety-nine customers, and can never want a trade; and I could have filled up the book with instances of like nature, but I never designed to fire the reader with particulars.




  The proposal of the pension office you will soon see offered to the public as an attempt for the relief of the poor; which, if it meets with encouragement, will every way answer all the great things I have said of it.




  I had wrote a great many sheets about the coin, about bringing in plate to the Mint, and about our standard; but so many great heads being upon it, with some of whom my opinion does not agree, I would not adventure to appear in print upon that subject.




  Ways and means also I have laid by on the same score: only adhering to this one point, that be it by taxing the wares they sell, be it by taxing them in stock, be it by composition — which, by the way, I believe is the best — be it by what way soever the Parliament please, the retailers are the men who seem to call upon us to be taxed; if not by their own extraordinary good circumstances, though that might bear it, yet by the contrary in all other degrees of the kingdom.




  Besides, the retailers are the only men who could pay it with least damage, because it is in their power to levy it again upon their customers in the prices of their goods, and is no more than paying a higher rent for their shops.




  The retailers of manufactures, especially so far as relates to the inland trade, have never been taxed yet, and their wealth or number is not easily calculated. Trade and land has been handled roughly enough, and these are the men who now lie as a reserve to carry on the burden of the war.




  These are the men who, were the land tax collected as it should be, ought to pay the king more than that whole Bill ever produced; and yet these are the men who, I think I may venture to say, do not pay a twentieth part in that Bill.




  Should the king appoint a survey over the assessors, and indict all those who were found faulty, allowing a reward to any discoverer of an assessment made lower than the literal sense of the Act implies, what a register of frauds and connivances would be found out!




  In a general tax, if any should be excused, it should be the poor, who are not able to pay, or at least are pinched in the necessary parts of life by paying. And yet here a poor labourer, who works for twelve pence or eighteen pence a day, does not drink a pot of beer but pays the king a tenth part for excise; and really pays more to the king’s taxes in a year than a country shopkeeper, who is alderman of the town, worth perhaps two or three thousand pounds, brews his own beer, pays no excise, and in the land-tax is rated it may be at 100 pounds, and pays 1 pound 4s. per annum, but ought, if the Act were put in due execution, to pay 36 pounds per annum to the king.




  If I were to be asked how I would remedy this, I would answer, it should be by some method in which every man may be taxed in the due proportion to his estate, and the Act put in execution, according to the true intent and meaning of it, in order to which a commission of assessment should be granted to twelve men, such as his Majesty should be well satisfied of, who should go through the whole kingdom, three in a body, and should make a new assessment of personal estates, not to meddle with land.




  To these assessors should all the old rates, parish books, poor rates, and highway rates, also be delivered; and upon due inquiry to be made into the manner of living, and reputed wealth of the people, the stock or personal estate of every man should be assessed, without connivance; and he who is reputed to be worth a thousand pounds should be taxed at a thousand pounds, and so on; and he who was an overgrown rich tradesman of twenty or thirty thousand pounds estate should be taxed so, and plain English and plain dealing be practised indifferently throughout the kingdom; tradesmen and landed men should have neighbours’ fare, as we call it, and a rich man should not be passed by when a poor man pays.




  We read of the inhabitants of Constantinople, that they suffered their city to be lost for want of contributing in time for its defence, and pleaded poverty to their generous emperor when he went from house to house to persuade them; and yet when the Turks took it, the prodigious immense wealth they found in it, made them wonder at the sordid temper of the citizens.




  England (with due exceptions to the Parliament, and the freedom wherewith they have given to the public charge) is much like Constantinople; we are involved in a dangerous, a chargeable, but withal a most just and necessary war, and the richest and moneyed men in the kingdom plead poverty; and the French, or King James, or the devil may come for them, if they can but conceal their estates from the public notice, and get the assessors to tax them at an under rate.




  These are the men this commission would discover; and here they should find men taxed at 500 pounds stock who are worth 20,000 pounds. Here they should find a certain rich man near Hackney rated to-day in the tax-book at 1,000 pounds stock, and to-morrow offering 27,000 pounds for an estate.




  Here they should find Sir J—— C—— perhaps taxed to the king at 5,000 pounds stock, perhaps not so much, whose cash no man can guess at; and multitudes of instances I could give by name without wrong to the gentlemen.




  And, not to run on in particulars, I affirm that in the land-tax ten certain gentlemen in London put together did not pay for half so much personal estate, called stock, as the poorest of them is reputed really to possess.




  I do not inquire at whose door this fraud must lie; it is none of my business.




  I wish they would search into it whose power can punish it. But this, with submission, I presume to say: The king is thereby defrauded and horribly abused, the true intent and meaning of Acts of Parliament evaded, the nation involved in debt by fatal deficiencies and interests, fellow-subjects abused, and new inventions for taxes occasioned.




  The last chapter in this book is a proposal about entering all the seamen in England into the king’s pay — a subject which deserves to be enlarged into a book itself; and I have a little volume of calculations and particulars by me on that head, but I thought them too long to publish. In short, I am persuaded, was that method proposed to those gentlemen to whom such things belong, the greatest sum of money might be raised by it, with the least injury to those who pay it, that ever was or will be during the war.




  Projectors, they say, are generally to be taken with allowance of one-half at least; they always have their mouths full of millions, and talk big of their own proposals. And therefore I have not exposed the vast sums my calculations amount to; but I venture to say I could procure a farm on such a proposal as this at three millions per annum, and give very good security for payment — such an opinion I have of the value of such a method; and when that is done, the nation would get three more by paying it, which is very strange, but might easily be made out.




  In the chapter of academies I have ventured to reprove the vicious custom of swearing. I shall make no apology for the fact, for no man ought to be ashamed of exposing what all men ought to be ashamed of practising. But methinks I stand corrected by my own laws a little, in forcing the reader to repeat some of the worst of our vulgar imprecations, in reading my thoughts against it; to which, however, I have this to reply:




  First, I did not find it easy to express what I mean without putting down the very words — at least, not so as to be very intelligible.




  Secondly, why should words repeated only to expose the vice, taint the reader more than a sermon preached against lewdness should the assembly? — for of necessity it leads the hearer to the thoughts of the fact. But the morality of every action lies in the end; and if the reader by ill-use renders himself guilty of the fact in reading, which I designed to expose by writing, the fault is his, not mine.




  I have endeavoured everywhere in this book to be as concise as possible, except where calculations obliged me to be particular; and having avoided impertinence in the book, I would avoid it too, in the preface, and therefore shall break off with subscribing myself,




  Sir, Your most obliged, humble servant




  D. F.
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  Necessity, which is allowed to be the mother of invention, has so violently agitated the wits of men at this time that it seems not at all improper, by way of distinction, to call it the Projecting Age. For though in times of war and public confusions the like humour of invention has seemed to stir, yet, without being partial to the present, it is, I think, no injury to say the past ages have never come up to the degree of projecting and inventing, as it refers to matters of negotiation and methods of civil polity, which we see this age arrived to.




  Nor is it a hard matter to assign probable causes of the perfection in this modern art. I am not of their melancholy opinion who ascribe it to the general poverty of the nation, since I believe it is easy to prove the nation itself, taking it as one general stock, is not at all diminished or impoverished by this long, this chargeable war, but, on the contrary, was never richer since it was inhabited.




  Nor am I absolutely of the opinion that we are so happy as to be wiser in this age than our forefathers; though at the same time I must own some parts of knowledge in science as well as art have received improvements in this age altogether concealed from the former.




  The art of war, which I take to be the highest perfection of human knowledge, is a sufficient proof of what I say, especially in conducting armies and in offensive engines. Witness the now ways of rallies, fougades, entrenchments, attacks, lodgments, and a long et cetera of new inventions which want names, practised in sieges and encampments; witness the new forts of bombs and unheard-of mortars, of seven to ten ton weight, with which our fleets, standing two or three miles off at sea, can imitate God Almighty Himself and rain fire and brimstone out of heaven, as it were, upon towns built on the firm land; witness also our new-invented child of hell, the machine which carries thunder, lightning, and earthquakes in its bowels, and tears up the most impregnable fortification.




  But if I would search for a cause from whence it comes to pass that this age swarms with such a multitude of projectors more than usual, who — besides the innumerable conceptions, which die in the bringing forth, and (like abortions of the brain) only come into the air and dissolve — do really every day produce new contrivances, engines, and projects to get money, never before thought of; if, I say, I would examine whence this comes to pass, it must be thus:




  The losses and depredations which this war brought with it at first were exceeding many, suffered chiefly by the ill-conduct of merchants themselves, who did not apprehend the danger to be really what it was: for before our Admiralty could possibly settle convoys, cruisers, and stations for men-of-war all over the world, the French covered the sea with their privateers and took an incredible number of our ships. I have heard the loss computed, by those who pretended they were able to guess, at above fifteen millions of pounds sterling, in ships and goods, in the first two or three years of the war — a sum which, if put into French, would make such a rumbling sound of great numbers as would fright a weak accountant out of his belief, being no less than one hundred and ninety millions of livres. The weight of this loss fell chiefly on the trading part of the nation, and, amongst them, on the merchants; and amongst them, again, upon the most refined capacities, as the insurers, &c. And an incredible number of the best merchants in the kingdom sunk under the load, as may appear a little by a Bill which once passed the House of Commons for the relief of merchant-insurers, who had suffered by the war with France. If a great many fell, much greater were the number of those who felt a sensible ebb of their fortunes, and with difficulty bore up under the loss of great part of their estates. These, prompted by necessity, rack their wits for new contrivances, new inventions, new trades, stocks, projects, and anything to retrieve the desperate credit of their fortunes. That this is probable to be the cause will appear further thus. France (though I do not believe all the great outcries we make of their misery and distress — if one-half of which be true, they are certainly the best subjects in the world) yet without question has felt its share of the losses and damages of the war; but the poverty there falling chiefly on the poorer sort of people, they have not been so fruitful in inventions and practices of this nature, their genius being quite of another strain. As for the gentry and more capable sort, the first thing a Frenchman flies to in his distress is the army; and he seldom comes back from thence to get an estate by painful industry, but either has his brains knocked out or makes his fortune there.




  If industry be in any business rewarded with success it is in the merchandising part of the world, who indeed may more truly be said to live by their wits than any people whatsoever. All foreign negotiation, though to some it is a plain road by the help of custom, yet is in its beginning all project, contrivance, and invention. Every new voyage the merchant contrives is a project; and ships are sent from port to port, as markets and merchandises differ, by the help of strange and universal intelligence — wherein some are so exquisite, so swift, and so exact, that a merchant sitting at home in his counting-house at once converses with all parts of the known world. This and travel make a true-bred merchant the most intelligent man in the world, and consequently the most capable, when urged by necessity, to contrive new ways to live. And from hence, I humbly conceive, may very properly be derived the projects, so much the subject of the present discourse. And to this sort of men it is easy to trace the original of banks, stocks, stock-jobbing, assurances, friendly societies, lotteries, and the like.




  To this may be added the long annual inquiry in the House of Commons for ways and means, which has been a particular movement to set all the heads of the nation at work; and I appeal, with submission, to the gentlemen of that honourable House, if the greatest part of all the ways and means out of the common road of land taxes, polls, and the like, have not been handed to them from the merchant, and in a great measure paid by them too.




  However, I offer this but as an essay at the original of this prevailing humour of the people; and as it is probable, so it is also possible to be otherwise, which I submit to future demonstration.




  Of the several ways this faculty of projecting have exerted itself, and of the various methods, as the genius of the authors has inclined, I have been a diligent observer and, in most, an unconcerned spectator, and perhaps have some advantage from thence more easily to discover the faux pas of the actors. If I have given an essay towards anything new, or made discovery to advantage of any contrivance now on foot, all men are at the liberty to make use of the improvement; if any fraud is discovered, as now practised, it is without any particular reflection upon parties or persons.




  Projects of the nature I treat about are doubtless in general of public advantage, as they tend to improvement of trade, and employment of the poor, and the circulation and increase of the public stock of the kingdom; but this is supposed of such as are built on the honest basis of ingenuity and improvement, in which, though I will allow the author to aim primarily at his own advantage, yet with the circumstances of public benefit added.




  Wherefore it is necessary to distinguish among the projects of the present times between the honest and the dishonest.




  There are, and that too many, fair pretences of fine discoveries, new inventions, engines, and I know not what, which — being advanced in notion, and talked up to great things to be performed when such and such sums of money shall be advanced, and such and such engines are made — have raised the fancies of credulous people to such a height that, merely on the shadow of expectation, they have formed companies, chose committees, appointed officers, shares, and books, raised great stocks, and cried up an empty notion to that degree that people have been betrayed to part with their money for shares in a new nothing; and when the inventors have carried on the jest till they have sold all their own interest, they leave the cloud to vanish of itself, and the poor purchasers to quarrel with one another, and go to law about settlements, transferrings, and some bone or other thrown among them by the subtlety of the author to lay the blame of the miscarriage upon themselves. Thus the shares at first begin to fall by degrees, and happy is he that sells in time; till, like brass money, it will go at last for nothing at all. So have I seen shares in joint-stocks, patents, engines, and undertakings, blown up by the air of great words, and the name of some man of credit concerned, to 100 pounds for a five-hundredth part or share (some more), and at last dwindle away till it has been stock-jobbed down to 10 pounds, 12 pounds, 9 pounds, 8 pounds a share, and at last no buyer (that is, in short, the fine new word for nothing-worth), and many families ruined by the purchase. If I should name linen manufactures, saltpetre-works, copper mines, diving engines, dipping, and the like, for instances of this, I should, I believe, do no wrong to truth, or to some persons too visibly guilty.




  I might go on upon this subject to expose the frauds and tricks of stock-jobbers, engineers, patentees, committees, with those Exchange mountebanks we very properly call brokers, but I have not gaul enough for such a work; but as a general rule of caution to those who would not be tricked out of their estates by such pretenders to new inventions, let them observe that all such people who may be suspected of design have assuredly this in their proposal: your money to the author must go before the experiment. And here I could give a very diverting history of a patent-monger whose cully was nobody but myself, but I refer it to another occasion.




  But this is no reason why invention upon honest foundations and to fair purposes should not be encouraged; no, nor why the author of any such fair contrivances should not reap the harvest of his own ingenuity. Our Acts of Parliament for granting patents to first inventors for fourteen years is a sufficient acknowledgment of the due regard which ought to be had to such as find out anything which may be of public advantage; new discoveries in trade, in arts and mysteries, of manufacturing goods, or improvement of land, are without question of as great benefit as any discoveries made in the works of nature by all the academies and royal societies in the world.




  There is, it is true, a great difference between new inventions and projects, between improvement of manufactures or lands (which tend to the immediate benefit of the public, and employing of the poor), and projects framed by subtle heads with a sort of a deceptio visus and legerdemain, to bring people to run needless and unusual hazards: I grant it, and give a due preference to the first. And yet success has so sanctified some of those other sorts of projects that it would be a kind of blasphemy against fortune to disallow them. Witness Sir William Phips’s voyage to the wreck; it was a mere project; a lottery of a hundred thousand to one odds; a hazard which, if it had failed, everybody would have been ashamed to have owned themselves concerned in; a voyage that would have been as much ridiculed as Don Quixote’s adventure upon the windmill. Bless us! that folks should go three thousand miles to angle in the open sea for pieces of eight! Why, they would have made ballads of it, and the merchants would have said of every unlikely adventure, “It, was like Phips’s wreck-voyage.” But it had success, and who reflects upon the project?


  

    “Nothing’s so partial as the laws of fate,

    Erecting blockheads to suppress the great.

    Sir Francis Drake the Spanish plate-fleet won;

    He had been a pirate if he had got none.

    Sir Walter Raleigh strove, but missed the plate,

    And therefore died a traitor to the State.

    Endeavour bears a value more or less,

    Just as ’tis recommended by success:

    The lucky coxcomb ev’ry man will prize,

    And prosp’rous actions always pass for wise.”






  However, this sort of projects comes under no reflection as to their honesty, save that there is a kind of honesty a man owes to himself and to his family that prohibits him throwing away his estate in impracticable, improbable adventures; but still some hit, even of the most unlikely, of which this was one of Sir William Phips, who brought home a cargo of silver of near 200,000 pounds sterling, in pieces of eight, fished up out of the open sea, remote from any shore, from an old Spanish ship which had been sunk above forty years.




  The History of Projects.
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  When I speak of writing a History of Projects, I do not mean either of the introduction of, or continuing, necessary inventions, or the improvement of arts and sciences before known, but a short account of projects and projecting, as the word is allowed in the general acceptation at this present time; and I need not go far back for the original of the practice.




  Invention of arts, with engines and handicraft instruments for their improvement, requires a chronology as far back as the eldest son of Adam, and has to this day afforded some new discovery in every age.




  The building of the Ark by Noah, so far as you will allow it a human work, was the first project I read of; and, no question, seemed so ridiculous to the graver heads of that wise, though wicked, age that poor Noah was sufficiently bantered for it: and, had he not been set on work by a very peculiar direction from heaven, the good old man would certainly have been laughed out of it as a most senseless ridiculous project.




  The building of Babel was a right project; for indeed the true definition of a project, according to modern acceptation, is, as is said before, a vast undertaking, too big to be managed, and therefore likely enough to come to nothing. And yet, as great as they are, it is certainly true of them all, even as the projectors propose: that, according to the old tale, if so many eggs are hatched, there will be so many chickens, and those chickens may lay so many eggs more, and those eggs produce so many chickens more, and so on. Thus it was most certainly true that if the people of the Old World could have built a house up to heaven, they should never be drowned again on earth, and they only had forgot to measure the height; that is, as in other projects, it only miscarried, or else it would have succeeded.




  And yet, when all is done, that very building, and the incredible height it was carried, is a demonstration of the vast knowledge of that infant age of the world, who had no advantage of the experiments or invention of any before themselves.


  

    “Thus when our fathers, touched with guilt,

    That huge stupendous staircase built;

    We mock, indeed, the fruitless enterprise

    (For fruitless actions seldom pass for wise),

    But were the mighty ruins left, they’d show

    To what degree that untaught age did know.”






  I believe a very diverting account might be given of this, but I shall not attempt it. Some are apt to say with Solomon, “No new thing happens under the sun; but what is, has been:” yet I make no question but some considerable discovery has been made in these latter ages, and inventions of human origin produced, which the world was ever without before, either in whole or in part; and I refer only to two cardinal points, the use of the loadstone at sea, and the use of gunpowder and guns: both which, as to the inventing part, I believe the world owes as absolutely to those particular ages as it does the working in brass and iron to Tubal Cain, or the inventing of music to Jubal, his brother. As to engines and instruments for handicraftsmen, this age, I daresay, can show such as never were so much as thought of, much less imitated before; for I do not call that a real invention which has something before done like it — I account that more properly an improvement. For handicraft instruments, I know none owes more to true genuine contrivance, without borrowing from any former use, than a mechanic engine contrived in our time called a knitting-frame, which, built with admirable symmetry, works really with a very happy success, and may be observed by the curious to have a more than ordinary composition; for which I refer to the engine itself, to be seen in every stocking-weaver’s garret.




  I shall trace the original of the projecting humour that now reigns no farther back than the year 1680, dating its birth as a monster then, though by times it had indeed something of life in the time of the late civil war. I allow, no age has been altogether without something of this nature, and some very happy projects are left to us as a taste of their success; as the water-houses for supplying of the city of London with water, and, since that, the New River — both very considerable undertakings, and perfect projects, adventured on the risk of success. In the reign of King Charles I. infinite projects were set on foot for raising money without a Parliament: oppressing by monopolies and privy seals; but these are excluded our scheme as irregularities, for thus the French are as fruitful in projects as we; and these are rather stratagems than projects. After the Fire of London the contrivance of an engine to quench fires was a project the author was said to get well by, and we have found to be very useful. But about the year 1680 began the art and mystery of projecting to creep into the world. Prince Rupert, uncle to King Charles II., gave great encouragement to that part of it that respects engines and mechanical motions; and Bishop Wilkins added as much of the theory to it as writing a book could do. The prince has left us a metal called by his name; and the first project upon that was, as I remember, casting of guns of that metal and boring them — done both by a peculiar method of his own, and which died with him, to the great loss of the undertaker, who to that purpose had, with no small charge, erected a water-mill at Hackney Marsh, known by the name of the Temple Mill, which mill very happily performed all parts of the work; and I have seen some of those guns on board the Royal Charles, a first-rate ship, being of a reddish colour, different either from brass or copper. I have heard some reasons of state assigned why that project was not permitted to go forward; but I omit them, because I have no good authority for them. After this we saw a floating-machine, to be wrought with horses, for the towing of great ships both against wind and tide; and another for the raising of ballast, which, as unperforming engines, had the honour of being made, exposed, tried, and laid by before the prince died.




  If thus we introduce it into the world under the conduct of that prince, when he died it was left a hopeless brat, and had hardly any hand to own it, till the wreck-voyage before noted, performed so happily by Captain Phips, afterwards Sir William, whose strange performance set a great many heads on work to contrive something for themselves. He was immediately followed by my Lord Mordant, Sir John Narborough, and others from several parts, whose success made them soon weary of the work.




  The project of the Penny Post, so well known and still practised, I cannot omit, nor the contriver, Mr. Dockwra, who has had the honour to have the injury done him in that affair repaired in some measure by the public justice of the Parliament. And, the experiment proving it to be a noble and useful design, the author must be remembered, wherever mention is made of that affair, to his very great reputation.




  It was, no question, a great hardship for a man to be master of so fine a thought, that had both the essential ends of a project in it (public good and private want ), and that the public should reap the benefit and the author be left out; the injustice of which, no doubt, discouraged many a good design. But since an alteration in public circumstances has recovered the lost attribute of justice, the like is not to be feared. And Mr. Dockwra has had the satisfaction to see the former injury disowned, and an honourable return made, even by them who did not the injury, in bare respect to his ingenuity.




  A while before this several people, under the patronage of some great persons, had engaged in planting of foreign colonies (as William Penn, the Lord Shaftesbury, Dr. Cox, and others) in Pennsylvania, Carolina, East and West Jersey, and the like places, which I do not call projects, because it was only prosecuting what had been formerly begun. But here began the forming of public joint-stocks, which, together with the East India, African, and Hudson’s Bay Companies, before established, begot a new trade, which we call by a new name stock-jobbing, which was at first only the simple occasional transferring of interest and shares from one to another, as persons alienated their estates; but by the industry of the Exchange brokers, who got the business into their hands, it became a trade, and one perhaps managed with the greatest intrigue, artifice, and trick that ever anything that appeared with a face of honesty could be handled with; for while the brokers held the box, they made the whole Exchange the gamesters, and raised and lowered the prices of stocks as they pleased, and always had both buyers and sellers who stood ready innocently to commit their money to the mercy of their mercenary tongues. This upstart of a trade, having tasted the sweetness of success which generally attends a novel proposal, introduces the illegitimate wandering object I speak of, as a proper engine to find work for the brokers. Thus stock-jobbing nursed projecting, and projecting, in return, has very diligently pimped for its foster-parent, till both are arrived to be public grievances, and indeed are now almost grown scandalous.




  Of Projectors.
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  Man is the worst of all God’s creatures to shift for himself; no other animal is ever starved to death; nature without has provided them both food and clothes, and nature within has placed an instinct that never fails to direct them to proper means for a supply; but man must either work or starve, slave or die. He has indeed reason given him to direct him, and few who follow the dictates of that reason come to such unhappy exigences; but when by the errors of a man’s youth he has reduced himself to such a degree of distress as to be absolutely without three things — money, friends, and health — he dies in a ditch, or in some worse place, a hospital.




  Ten thousand ways there are to bring a man to this, and but very few to bring him out again.




  Death is the universal deliverer, and therefore some who want courage to bear what they see before them, hang themselves for fear; for certainly self-destruction is the effect of cowardice in the highest extreme.




  Others break the bounds of laws to satisfy that general law of nature, and turn open thieves, house-breakers, highwaymen, clippers, coiners, &c., till they run the length of the gallows, and get a deliverance the nearest way at St. Tyburn.




  Others, being masters of more cunning than their neighbours, turn their thoughts to private methods of trick and cheat, a modern way of thieving every jot as criminal, and in some degree worse than the other, by which honest men are gulled with fair pretences to part from their money, and then left to take their course with the author, who skulks behind the curtain of a protection, or in the Mint or Friars, and bids defiance as well to honesty as the law.




  Others, yet urged by the same necessity, turn their thoughts to honest invention, founded upon the platform of ingenuity and integrity.




  These two last sorts are those we call projectors; and as there was always more geese than swans, the number of the latter are very inconsiderable in comparison of the former; and as the greater number denominates the less, the just contempt we have of the former sort bespatters the other, who, like cuckolds, bear the reproach of other people’s crimes.




  A mere projector, then, is a contemptible thing, driven by his own desperate fortune to such a strait that he must be delivered by a miracle, or starve; and when he has beat his brains for some such miracle in vain, he finds no remedy but to paint up some bauble or other, as players make puppets talk big, to show like a strange thing, and then cry it up for a new invention, gets a patent for it, divides it into shares, and they must be sold. Ways and means are not wanting to swell the new whim to a vast magnitude; thousands and hundreds of thousands are the least of his discourse, and sometimes millions, till the ambition of some honest coxcomb is wheedled to part with his money for it, and then (nascitur ridiculus mus) the adventurer is left to carry on the project, and the projector laughs at him. The diver shall walk at the bottom of the Thames, the saltpetre maker shall build Tom T-d’s pond into houses, the engineers build models and windmills to draw water, till funds are raised to carry it on by men who have more money than brains, and then good-night patent and invention; the projector has done his business and is gone.




  But the honest projector is he who, having by fair and plain principles of sense, honesty, and ingenuity brought any contrivance to a suitable perfection, makes out what he pretends to, picks nobody’s pocket, puts his project in execution, and contents himself with the real produce as the profit of his invention.
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  Banks, without question, if rightly managed are, or may be, of great advantage, especially to a trading people, as the English are; and, among many others, this is one particular case in which that benefit appears: that they bring down the interest of money, and take from the goldsmiths, scriveners, and others, who have command of running cash, their most delicious trade of making advantage of the necessities of the merchant in extravagant discounts and premiums for advance of money, when either large customs or foreign remittances call for disbursements beyond his common ability; for by the easiness of terms on which the merchant may have money, he is encouraged to venture further in trade than otherwise he would do. Not but that there are other great advantages a Royal Bank might procure in this kingdom, as has been seen in part by this; as advancing money to the Exchequer upon Parliamentary funds and securities, by which in time of a war our preparations for any expedition need not be in danger of miscarriage for want of money, though the taxes raised be not speedily paid, nor the Exchequer burthened with the excessive interests paid in former reigns upon anticipations of the revenue; landed men might be supplied with moneys upon securities on easier terms, which would prevent the loss of multitudes of estates, now ruined and devoured by insolent and merciless mortgagees, and the like. But now we unhappily see a Royal Bank established by Act of Parliament, and another with a large fund upon the Orphans’ stock; and yet these advantages, or others, which we expected, not answered, though the pretensions in both have not been wanting at such time as they found it needful to introduce themselves into public esteem, by giving out prints of what they were rather able to do than really intended to practise. So that our having two banks at this time settled, and more erecting, has not yet been able to reduce the interest of money, not because the nature and foundation of their constitution does not tend towards it, but because, finding their hands full of better business, they are wiser than by being slaves to old obsolete proposals to lose the advantage of the great improvement they can make of their stock.




  This, however, does not at all reflect on the nature of a bank, nor of the benefit it would be to the public trading part of the kingdom, whatever it may seem to do on the practice of the present. We find four or five banks now in view to be settled. I confess I expect no more from those to come than we have found from the past, and I think I make no broach on either my charity or good manners in saying so; and I reflect not upon any of the banks that are or shall be established for not doing what I mention, but for making such publications of what they would do. I cannot think any man had expected the Royal Bank should lend money on mortgages at 4 per cent. (nor was it much the better for them to make publication they would do so from the beginning of January next after their settlement), since to this day, as I am informed, they have not lent one farthing in that manner.




  Our banks are indeed nothing but so many goldsmiths’ shops, where the credit being high (and the directors as high) people lodge their money; and they — the directors, I mean — make their advantage of it. If you lay it at demand, they allow you nothing; if at time, 3 per cent.; and so would any goldsmith in Lombard Street have done before. But the very banks themselves are so awkward in lending, so strict, so tedious, so inquisitive, and withal so public in their taking securities, that men who are anything tender won’t go to them; and so the easiness of borrowing money, so much designed, is defeated. For here is a private interest to be made, though it be a public one; and, in short, it is only a great trade carried on for the private gain of a few concerned in the original stock; and though we are to hope for great things, because they have promised them, yet they are all future that we know of.




  And yet all this while a bank might be very beneficial to this kingdom; and this might be so, if either their own ingenuity or public authority would oblige them to take the public good into equal concern with their private interest.




  To explain what I mean; banks, being established by public authority, ought also, as all public things are, to be under limitations and restrictions from that authority; and those limitations being regulated with a proper regard to the ease of trade in general, and the improvement of the stock in particular, would make a bank a useful, profitable thing indeed.




  First, a bank ought to be of a magnitude proportioned to the trade of the country it is in, which this bank is so far from that it is no more to the whole than the least goldsmith’s cash in Lombard Street is to the bank, from whence it comes to pass that already more banks are contriving. And I question not but banks in London will ere long be as frequent as lotteries; the consequence of which, in all probability, will be the diminishing their reputation, or a civil war with one another. It is true, the Bank of England has a capital stock; but yet, was that stock wholly clear of the public concern of the Government, it is not above a fifth part of what would be necessary to manage the whole business of the town — which it ought, though not to do, at least to be able to do. And I suppose I may venture to say above one-half of the stock of the present bank is taken up in the affairs of the Exchequer.




  I suppose nobody will take this discourse for an invective against the Bank of England. I believe it is a very good fund, a very useful one, and a very profitable one. It has been useful to the Government, and it is profitable to the proprietors; and the establishing it at such a juncture, when our enemies were making great boasts of our poverty and want of money, was a particular glory to our nation, and the city in particular. That when the Paris Gazette informed the world that the Parliament had indeed given the king grants for raising money in funds to be paid in remote years, but money was so scarce that no anticipations could be procured; that just then, besides three millions paid into the Exchequer that spring on other taxes by way of advance, there was an overplus-stock to be found of 1,200,000 pounds sterling, or (to make it speak French) of above fifteen millions, which was all paid voluntarily into the Exchequer. Besides this, I believe the present Bank of England has been very useful to the Exchequer, and to supply the king with remittances for the payment of the army in Flanders, which has also, by the way, been very profitable to itself. But still this bank is not of that bulk that the business done here requires, nor is it able, with all the stock it has, to procure the great proposed benefit, the lowering the interest of money: whereas all foreign banks absolutely govern the interest, both at Amsterdam, Genoa, and other places. And this defect I conceive the multiplicity of banks cannot supply, unless a perfect understanding could be secured between them.




  To remedy this defect, several methods might be proposed. Some I shall take the freedom to hint at:—




  First, that the present bank increase their stock to at least five millions sterling, to be settled as they are already, with some small limitations to make the methods more beneficial.




  Five millions sterling is an immense sum; to which add the credit of their cash, which would supply them with all the overplus-money in the town, and probably might amount to half as much more; and then the credit of running bills, which by circulating would, no question, be an equivalent to the other half: so that in stock, credit, and bank-bills the balance of their cash would be always ten millions sterling — a sum that everybody who can talk of does not understand.




  But then to find business for all this stock, which, though it be a strange thing to think of, is nevertheless easy when it comes to be examined. And first for the business; this bank should enlarge the number of their directors, as they do of their stock, and should then establish several sub-committees, composed of their own members, who should have the directing of several offices relating to the distinct sorts of business they referred to, to be overruled and governed by the governor and directors in a body, but to have a conclusive power as to contracts. Of these there should be:—




  One office for loan of money for customs of goods, which by a plain method might be so ordered that the merchant might with ease pay the highest customs down, and so, by allowing the bank 4 per cent. advance, be first sure to secure the 10 pounds per cent. which the king allows for prompt payment at the Custom House, and be also freed from the troublesome work of finding bondsmen and securities for the money — which has exposed many a man to the tyranny of extents, either for himself or his friend, to his utter ruin, who under a more moderate prosecution had been able to pay all his debts, and by this method has been torn to pieces and disabled from making any tolerable proposal to his creditors. This is a scene of large business, and would, in proportion, employ a large cash, and it is the easiest thing in the world to make the bank the paymaster of all the large customs, and yet the merchant have so honourable a possession of his goods, as may be neither any diminution to his reputation or any hindrance to their sale.




  As, for example, suppose I have 100 hogsheads of tobacco to import, whose customs by several duties come to 1,000 pounds, and want cash to clear them. I go with my bill of loading to the bank, who appoint their officer to enter the goods and pay the duties, which goods, so entered by the bank, shall give them title enough to any part, or the whole, without the trouble of bills of sale, or conveyances, defeasances, and the like. The goods are carried to a warehouse at the waterside, where the merchant has a free and public access to them, as if in his own warehouse and an honourable liberty to sell and deliver either the whole (paying their disburse) or a part without it, leaving but sufficient for the payment, and out of that part delivered, either by notes under the hand of the purchaser, or any other way, he may clear the same, without any exactions, but of 4 pounds per cent., and the rest are his own.




  The ease this would bring to trade, the deliverance it would bring to the merchants from the insults of goldsmiths, &c,, and the honour it would give to our management of public imposts, with the advantages to the Custom House itself, and the utter destruction of extortion, would be such as would give a due value to the bank, and make all mankind acknowledge it to be a public good. The grievance of exactions upon merchants in this case is very great, and when I lay the blame on the goldsmiths, because they are the principal people made use of in such occasions, I include a great many other sorts of brokers and money-jobbing artists, who all get a snip out of the merchant. I myself have known a goldsmith in Lombard Street lend a man 700 pounds to pay the customs of a hundred pipes of Spanish wines; the wines were made over to him for security by bill of sale, and put into a cellar, of which the goldsmith kept the key; the merchant was to pay 6 pounds per cent. interest on the bond, and to allow 10 pounds percent. premium for advancing the money. When he had the wines in possession the owner could not send his cooper to look after them, but the goldsmith’s man must attend all the while, for which he would be paid 5s. a day. If he brought a customer to see them, the goldsmith’s man must show them. The money was lent for two months. He could not be admitted to sell or deliver a pipe of wine out single, or two or three at a time, as he might have sold them; but on a word or two spoken amiss to the goldsmith (or which he was pleased to take so), he would have none sold but the whole parcel together. By this usage the goods lay on hand, and every month the money remained the goldsmith demanded a guinea per cent. forbearance, besides the interest, till at last by leakage, decay, and other accidents, the wines began to lessen. Then the goldsmith begins to tell the merchant he is afraid the wines are not worth the money he has lent, and demands further security, and in a little while, growing higher and rougher, he tells him he must have his money. The merchant — too much at his mercy, because he cannot provide the money — is forced to consent to the sale; and the goods, being reduced to seventy pipes sound — wine and four unsound (the rest being sunk for filling up), were sold for 13 pounds per pipe the sound, and 3 pounds the unsound, which amounted to 922 pounds together.


  

                                           Pounds s. d

    The cooper’s bill came to . . . . . . . . . 30 0 0

    The cellarage a year and a half to . . . .  18 0 0

    Interests on the bond to . . . . . . . . .  63 0 0

    The goldsmith’s men for attendance . . . . . 8 0 0

    Allowance for advance of the money and

            forbearance . . . . . . . . . . . . 74 0 0

                                                ======

                                               193 0 0

    Principal money borrowed . . . .           700 0 0

                                               =======

                                               893 0 0

    Due to the merchant  . . .  . . . .    . . .     29 0 0

                                               =======

                                               922 0 0






  By the moderatest computation that can be, these wines cost the merchant as follows:—


  

         First Cost with Charges on Board.  Pounds s. d

    In Lisbon 15 mille reis per pipe is

          1,500 mille reis; exchange,

          at 6s. 4d. per mille rei . . . . .   475 0 0

    Freight to London, then at 3 pounds per

          ton . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  150 0 0

    Assurance on 500 pounds at 2 per cent   . . .  10 0 0

    Petty charges . . . . . . . . . . . . .      5 0 0

                                               =======

                                               640 0 0






  So that it is manifest by the extortion of this banker, the poor man lost the whole capital with freight and charges, and made but 29 pounds produce of a hundred pipes of wine.




  One other office of this bank, and which would take up a considerable branch of the stock, is for lending money upon pledges, which should have annexed to it a warehouse and factory, where all sorts of goods might publicly be sold by the consent of the owners, to the great advantage of the owner, the bank receiving 4 pounds per cent. interest., and 2 per cent. commission for sale of the goods.




  A third office should be appointed for discounting bills, tallies, and notes, by which all tallies of the Exchequer, and any part of the revenue, should at stated allowances be ready money to any person, to the great advantage of the Government, and ease of all such as are any ways concerned in public undertakings.




  A fourth office for lending money upon land securities at 4 per cent. interest, by which the cruelty and injustice of mortgagees would be wholly restrained, and a register of mortgages might be very well kept, to prevent frauds.




  A fifth office for exchanges and foreign correspondences.




  A sixth for inland exchanges, where a very large field of business lies before them.




  Under this head it will not be improper to consider that this method will most effectually answer all the notions and proposals of county banks; for by this office they would be all rendered useless and unprofitable, since one bank of the magnitude I mention, with a branch of its office set apart for that business, might with ease manage all the inland exchange of the kingdom.




  By which such a correspondence with all the trading towns in England might be maintained, as that the whole kingdom should trade with the bank. Under the direction of this office a public cashier should be appointed in every county, to reside in the capital town as to trade (and in some counties more), through whose hands all the cash of the revenue of the gentry and of trade should be returned on the bank in London, and from the bank again on their cashier in every respective county or town, at the small exchange of 0.5 per cent., by which means all loss of money carried upon the road, to the encouragement of robbers and ruining of the country, who are sued for those robberies, would be more effectually prevented than by all the statutes against highwaymen that are or can be made.




  As to public advancings of money to the Government, they may be left to the directors in a body, as all other disputes and contingent cases are; and whoever examines these heads of business apart, and has any judgment in the particulars, will, I suppose, allow that a stock of ten millions may find employment in them, though it be indeed a very great sum.




  I could offer some very good reasons why this way of management by particular offices for every particular sort of business is not only the easiest, but the safest, way of executing an affair of such variety and consequence; also I could state a method for the proceedings of those private offices, their conjunction with and dependence on the general court of the directors, and how the various accounts should centre in one general capital account of stock, with regulations and appeals; but I believe them to be needless — at least, in this place.




  If it be objected here that it is impossible for one joint-stock to go through the whole business of the kingdom, I answer, I believe it is not either impossible or impracticable, particularly on this one account: that almost all the country business would be managed by running bills, and those the longest abroad of any, their distance keeping them out, to the increasing the credit, and consequently the stock of the bank.




  Of the Multiplicity of Banks.
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  What is touched at in the foregoing part of this chapter refers to one bank royal to preside, as it were, over the whole cash of the kingdom: but because some people do suppose this work fitter for many banks than for one, I must a little consider that head. And first, allowing those many banks could, without clashing, maintain a constant correspondence with one another, in passing each other’s bills as current from one to another, I know not but it might be better performed by many than by one; for as harmony makes music in sound, so it produces success in business.




  A civil war among merchants is always the rain of trade: I cannot think a multitude of banks could so consist with one another in England as to join interests and uphold one another’s credit, without joining stocks too; I confess, if it could be done, the convenience to trade would be visible.




  If I were to propose which way these banks should be established, I answer, allowing a due regard to some gentlemen who have had thoughts of the same (whose methods I shall not so much as touch upon, much less discover; my thoughts run upon quite different methods, both for the fund and the establishment).




  Every principal town in England is a corporation, upon which the fund may be settled, which will sufficiently answer the difficult and chargeable work of suing for a corporation by patent or Act of Parliament.




  A general subscription of stock being made, and by deeds of settlement placed in the mayor and aldermen of the city or corporation for the time being, in trust, to be declared by deeds of uses, some of the directors being always made members of the said corporation, and joined in the trust; the bank hereby becomes the public stock of the town (something like what they call the rentes of the town-house in France), and is managed in the name of the said corporation, to whom the directors are accountable, and they back again to the general court.




  For example: suppose the gentlemen or tradesmen of the county of Norfolk, by a subscription of cash, design to establish a bank. The subscriptions being made, the stock is paid into the chamber of the city of Norwich, and managed by a court of directors, as all banks are, and chosen out of the subscribers, the mayor only of the city to be always one; to be managed in the name of the corporation of the city of Norwich, but for the uses in a deed of trust to be made by the subscribers, and mayor and aldermen, at large mentioned. I make no question but a bank thus settled would have as firm a foundation as any bank need to have, and every way answer the ends of a corporation.




  Of these sorts of banks England might very well establish fifteen, at the several towns hereafter mentioned. Some of which, though they are not the capital towns of the counties, yet are more the centre of trade, which in England runs in veins, like mines of metal in the earth:




  Canterbury. Salisbury. Exeter. Bristol. Worcester. Shrewsbury. Manchester. Newcastle-upon–Tyne. Leeds, or Halifax, or York. Warwick or Birmingham. Oxford or Reading. Bedford. Norwich. Colchester.




  Every one of these banks to have a cashier in London, unless they could all have a general correspondence and credit with the bank royal.




  These banks in their respective counties should be a general staple and factory for the manufactures of the said county, where every man that had goods made, might have money at a small interest for advance, the goods in the meantime being sent forward to market, to a warehouse for that purpose erected in London, where they should be disposed of to all the advantages the owner could expect, paying only 1 per cent. commission. Or if the maker wanted credit in London either for Spanish wool, cotton, oil, or any goods, while his goods were in the warehouse of the said bank, his bill should be paid by the bank to the full value of his goods, or at least within a small matter. These banks, either by correspondence with each other, or an order to their cashier in London, might with ease so pass each other’s bills that a man who has cash at Plymouth, and wants money at Berwick, may transfer his cash at Plymouth to Newcastle in half-an-hour’s time, without either hazard, or charge, or time, allowing only 0.5 per cent. exchange; and so of all the most distant parts of the kingdom. Or if he wants money at Newcastle, and has goods at Worcester or at any other clothing town, sending his goods to be sold by the factory of the bank of Worcester, he may remit by the bank to Newcastle, or anywhere else, as readily as if his goods were sold and paid for and no exactions made upon him for the convenience he enjoys.




  This discourse of banks, the reader is to understand, to have no relation to the present posture of affairs, with respect to the scarcity of current money, which seems to have put a stop to that part of a stock we call credit, which always is, and indeed must be, the most essential part of a bank, and without which no bank can pretend to subsist — at least, to advantage.




  A bank is only a great stock of money put together, to be employed by some of the subscribers, in the name of the rest, for the benefit of the whole. This stock of money subsists not barely on the profits of its own stock (for that would be inconsiderable), but upon the contingencies and accidents which multiplicity of business occasions. As, for instance, a man that comes for money, and knows he may have it to-morrow; perhaps he is in haste, and won’t take it to-day: only, that he may be sure of it to-morrow, he takes a memorandum under the hand of the officer, that he shall have it whenever he calls for it, and this memorandum we call a bill. To-morrow, when he intended to fetch his money, comes a man to him for money, and, to save himself the labour of telling, he gives him the memorandum or bill aforesaid for his money; this second man does as the first, and a third does as he did, and so the bill runs about a mouth, two or three. And this is that we call credit, for by the circulation of a quantity of these bills, the bank enjoys the full benefit of as much stock in real value as the suppositious value of the bills amounts to; and wherever this credit fails, this advantage fails; for immediately all men come for their money, and the bank must die of itself: for I am sure no bank, by the simple improvement of their single stock, can ever make any considerable advantage.




  I confess, a bank who can lay a fund for the security of their bills, which shall produce first an annual profit to the owner, and yet make good the passant bill, may stand, and be advantageous, too, because there is a real and a suppositious value both, and the real always ready to make good the suppositious: and this I know no way to bring to pass but by land, which, at the same time that it lies transferred to secure the value of every bill given out, brings in a separate profit to the owner; and this way no question but the whole kingdom might be a bank to itself, though no ready money were to be found in it.




  I had gone on in some sheets with my notion of land being the best bottom for public banks, and the easiness of bringing it to answer all the ends of money deposited with double advantage, but I find myself happily prevented by a gentleman who has published the very same, though since this was wrote; and I was always master of so much wit as to hold my tongue while they spoke who understood the thing better than myself.




  Mr. John Asgill, of Lincoln’s Inn, in a small tract entitled, “Several Assertions proved, in order to create another Species of Money than Gold and Silver,” has so distinctly handled this very case, with such strength of argument, such clearness of reason, such a judgment, and such a style, as all the ingenious part of the world must acknowledge themselves extremely obliged to him for that piece.




  At the sight of which book I laid by all that had been written by me on that subject, for I had much rather confess myself incapable of handling that point like him, than have convinced the world of it by my impertinence.




  Of the Highways.
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  It is a prodigious charge the whole nation groans under for the repair of highways, which, after all, lie in a very ill posture too. I make no question but if it was taken into consideration by those who have the power to direct it, the kingdom might be wholly eased of that burden, and the highways be kept in good condition, which now lie in a most shameful manner in most parts of the kingdom, and in many places wholly unpassable, from whence arise tolls and impositions upon passengers and travellers, and, on the other hand, trespasses and encroachments upon lands adjacent, to the great damage of the owners.




  The rate for the highways is the most arbitrary and unequal tax in the kingdom: in some places two or three rates of sixpence per pound in the year; in others the whole parish cannot raise wherewith to defray the charge, either by the very bad condition of the road or distance of materials; in others the surveyors raise what they never expend; and the abuses, exactions, connivances, frauds, and embezzlements are innumerable.




  The Romans, while they governed this island, made it one of their principal cares to make and repair the highways of the kingdom, and the chief roads we now use are of their marking out; the consequence of maintaining them was such, or at least so esteemed, that they thought it not below them to employ their legionary troops in the work; and it was sometimes the business of whole armies, either when in winter quarters or in the intervals of truce or peace with the natives. Nor have the Romans left us any greater tokens of their grandeur and magnificence than the ruins of those causeways and street-ways which are at this day to be seen in many parts of the kingdom, some of which have by the visible remains been discovered to traverse the whole kingdom, and others for more than a hundred miles are to be traced from colony to colony, as they had particular occasion. The famous highway or street called Watling Street, which some will tell you began at London Stone, and passing that very street in the City which we to this day call by that name, went on west to that spot where Tyburn now stands, and then turned north-west in so straight a line to St. Albans that it is now the exactest road (in one line for twenty miles) in the kingdom; and though disused now as the chief, yet is as good, and, I believe, the best road to St. Albans, and is still called the Streetway. From whence it is traced into Shropshire, above a hundred and sixty miles, with a multitude of visible antiquities upon it, discovered and described very accurately by Mr. Cambden. The Fosse, another Roman work, lies at this day as visible, and as plain a high causeway, of above thirty feet broad, ditched on either side, and coped and paved where need is — as exact and every jot as beautiful as the king’s new road through Hyde Park, in which figure it now lies from near Marshfield to Cirencester, and again from Cirencester to the Hill, three miles on this side Gloucester, which is not less than twenty-six miles, and is made use of as the great road to those towns, and probably has been so for a thousand years with little repairs.
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