The BUDGE T:

TAXES for the Year 1782.

N has ventur’d at laft to open his Budget,
Yet to vote all he afks the Minority grudge it2
Yreth Taxes are wanted, 1s always his Tone,
And Eight Hundred Thoufand’s the Sum of the Loan.
The fitft on the Lift is a Tax on Small Beer:
Saysa Wife to her Hufband, Thisis lucky. my Dear j
To pray for his Lorcfhip | think ’tis no Sin,
Since he has not laid a frefh Tax upon Gin.
The Hufband replies, You’re an impudent Punk
Damn the Gin and L—d N » I'percetve you are drunk ¢
Yetin this [ muft own that | think he’s notgwrong,
- For I ne’er will drink Small Beer while I can get Strong,
The nextis a Theme that to Satire gives dcope,
His Loscfh p’s rew Projeét tor Taxing of Scap:
We call’d his Wavs dirty, —which gave him the Spleen,—
He therefore refelv’s we fhould pav to be ciean.
We fhall have a Peace foon, faid a Barber, [ hope,
Or we're all in the Suds, though my Loid taxes Soap:
‘When he and his Minions this new Tax thall gathery
I with ’d the fhaving them all without Lather.
In Provifions and Pny fic, Salts of every Kind
Are next to be tax’d by his Lorofhip, we find:
Though fome ’bout this Matter may make a great Stickle,
‘We ne’er can want Salt while we’re in a fad Pickle,
With true Attic Salt F—=% ana B—ke are replete,
The Schemes of the Minsftry they will defeat ; )
His Lordthip with Shime from the He'm they will fcourge;
Though he has tax'd Phyfic; they’ll give him a Purge,
The I'ax on Tobacco is fure a good Joke;
Like the Mimfter’s Schemes it.will van th in Smoke 3
At firft, when it’s kirdled, comes ot in a Puff,
But, when ’tis exbaufted, it dies like a Snuff.
His Lordfh'p propofes a Tax upon [ea,
In Hopes us fiom Hyp and the Vapours to free s ;
He thinks, in thefe Times of Defpunience and Grief;
T'hat we have more Need of Strong Beer and Roatt Beefs
A Tax on Goods carry’d by Water and Land
Isin Agitation, as we underftand re— -
Tax Phaetons, Gigs: oft” Fimes Folly and Pride
(Which are Evils, not Goods) in thofe Vehicles ride.
My Lord, Jike @ Chymift, fecks Gold trom the Firey
And a Taxon Intuiance he does require :
But, Heaven defend us! rhere would be a Rout,
Should he tax the Engines which put Fires out,
Lhere is nothing that’s facred from his [axing Ragej
He even attacks the Pantheon and Stage.
Says a Wit, Che Mufes wiil leave usin the Lurch;
1’d rather he’d tex us for going to Church.
L think it is proper there fhouid be a Tax .
"On Cards, Dice. Lotteries, Opera-Dancers, and Quacksj
On Macaronies, Monkies, Squirrels, and Purrots,
And Lap-Dogs that ride with fine Ladies in Chariots
On Perfumes, Powder, W.fhes, Pomatum, and Paint,
With which the Faii Sex their Complexions co taint ;
The Ladies of Fafhion would be in‘the Dumps,
If there wa a Tax on High H-adsand C.rk Rumps,
A large Sum might be rais’d by a Tix upon Horn
The Hero and S'arefmen to wear it don’t fcorn:
When well tipt with Go.d, to wear Horus fome are willing;
While fome ate oblig'd to put up with a Shilling,
N ’s Taxes are not all==here ure others befide jus
We are tzx’d by our ldlencfs. Folly, anc Piue:
The Slaves of Amb:tvon, of Av’rice, and Luft,
We toil on through L fe, till we’re laid low 1n Duft,

Fill the Glaf. to Britannia :=~May Difcord foon ceafe !

Here’s a glorious War, or, with Honour a Peace!
If that can be procur’d, the Expence we fhan’t grudge it,
8o here is a Fast for Lid N— and his Budges,
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Fox and the Wolf.

OME liften awhile now all you ftanders by
A peace with America is ail their ery;
Buc they’re at a ftand. and are put to the rout,
To find which way they’ie to bring peace about

The Fox with the Wolf he did often debate
Concerning this war and the matcers of flate;
Wten met in the houfe they quarrel and bawl,
But fearch their conduét, you'il find none atal

The wolf is fo greedy, he’s ne'er fatisfy’d,
The Fox he keeps tarkirg and inaps by his fic:
The Fox cries vou’ve brought us ail inra difi.ra
And how could you €er think of Keeping 300

place. :

Fhe Waolf cries, my place T do freely refign;
And whoever takes it | wifb they niay fhives ¥
W hen places were loft then ac me they’re mady
Arnd rail’d at my condc & and faid 1t was bad.

~ Tn my place, the Wlf cries no longer I'll ftay
Pil frecly give up to the Fox all his prey;

But conric g is he, and to fuill of his tricks,
Ata goufe made of gold he’d foon lick hus iips.

1 think fays the Fox I fhall ne’er have fuch luck
O Woll thou haft {carce lefta feather te plicks
€©1d Englana before was neer ferv’d fuch a tr.cky
They think thou hatt le{t ne’er a bone for to pick

You fee now the Wolf begins to confefs,
And owrsin his fchemes he has bad fuccefs 3
But that is a poor (huflle for feven years griefy
The cry is Amencn.eni—we muit have relief,

OMd ¥ngland is laden with forrow and wce,
And where the fault lies they wantall for to know
It er the times mend, we will halloo and fhout,
T ke rogues are firorg, they kick honeft men out

Come now let us wifh that all quarrels may
ceafe, :
And couclude with America to make peace;
Then kngland agree and together unite, o
And our enemies foon we will put to the fight.




