
THE 

Poor Poets Petition 
TO 

The New Parliament 
To Knights, and Burgeſſes and Cits 
The ſad Petition of the Wits, 
Who Merchandiſe in Verſe, and deal 

In diſtichs, for a ſorry meal, 
In lomly Rime inſtead of Proſe 
Moſt humbly, and profoundly ſhows, 

V V Hereas, Conformiſts, & Diſſenters, 
Have wifely giv'n their Repreſenters 

A full account of what moſt greiv'd 'em, 
And you moſt friendly Sirs receiv'd 'em. 
And ev'ry Trade and Occupation. 
Have dunn'd your Honours in their Station: 
May't pleaſe your Honours to conclude 
Your Orators not over rude, 
If they with tatter'd Hoſe and Breeches, 

Fall to their Prayers and Beſeech ye's. 
Faith Gentlemen we Needs muſt tell ye 
It's ſomthing hard for Back and Belly, 
One to be naked t'other ſcanty, 
Whilſt all but Poets rowl in Plenty. 
For God ſake Sirs why theſe abuſes 
To harmleſs thoughtleſs Sons of Muſes, 
Who have ſpent their time and tore their throats 
In Commendation of your Votes ? 
You have remedy'd the Coyn tis true, 
But that alone relates to you, 
How can we by that Vote be Winners 
Who han't a jack to buy our dinners? 
Other great actions too have been done 
To praiſe which there would be no end on ; 
But ſtill we Scoundrels were s' unhappy, 
As by thoſe Acts to loſe our Nappy, 

Had 
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