Anew SONG,

CALLd THE
Loyal Weavers.

N Oxfordfhire, a famous Town,
For Loyalifts of great Renown,
Hiftory doth their Fame record,
For being all of one Accord,

~ Ufurping Power they ne’er obey,

And firm they ftand unto this Day,
‘GREAT GEORGE’s Praife they daily fing,
But none gives Praifeto JAMES the KING.

o
~

No greater Contraft can e’er be feen,
“Than Winter SNOW, and Paftures GREEN;
A Black{mith’s SON, oncein this Land,
Held forth a KING, at his Command,

A KING, by Counfel bad advis'd,
Doth by his SUBJECTS grow defpis’d,
As Doftors oft times give Advice \
To take a Pill, but {et¥heir PRICE.

A SURGEON may provoke a Riot]-
But Weavers ftudy to be quiet,
A PARSON may pretend to read,
A LAWYER may pretend to plead.

But old eftablifh’d Laws fhall ftand,
For no NEW MAN fhall rule tais Land;
- We're Layal Subjefts, Faithful Friends,
~Liove, Jullice, Honour, arc our Ends:




