Landesbibliothek Oldenburg

Digitalisierung von Drucken

Poems By C. Churchill. In Two Volumes

Containing The Conference. The Author. The Duellist. Gotham, In Three
Books. The Candidate. The Farewell. The Times. Independence. And
Fragment Of Journey

Churchill, C.
London, 1766

The Duellist. Book I.

urn:nbn:de:gbv:45:1-2152

Visual \\Llibrary



Q. 1K

TI{E Clock ftruck twelve, o’er half the globe
Darknefs had {pread her pitchy robe ;

Morpuzus, his feet with velvet thod,

Treading as if in fear he trod,

Gentle as dews at even-tide,

DiilPd his poppies far and wide,
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AwmsitioN, who, when waking, dreams
‘

Of mighty, but phantaftic, f{cheies,
Who, when afleep, ne’er knows that refk
With which the humbler foul is bleft,
Was buildirig caftles 14 the airy

Goodly to look upon, and fair,

But, on a bad foundation laid,

Doom’d at return of morn to fade.

Pale Stupy, by the taper’s light,
Wearing away the watch of night,
Sat reading, but, with o’excharg’d head,

Remember’d nothing that he read.

Starving ’midft plenty, with a face
Which might the Court of Famine graee;
Ragged, and filchy to behold,

Grey Av’rRice nodded o’er his gold,

Jeavousy, his quick eye half-clos’d,
With watchings worn, reluctant doz’d,
And, mean diftruft not quite forgot,

Slumber’d as if ke lumber’d not.
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Stretch’d at his length on the bare ground,

His harc ly offspring {leeping round,

Snor’d 7efflefs Larour ; by his fide

Lay HeartH, a coarfe, but comely Bride,

Virtuz, with the Do&or’s aid,

In the {oft arms of fleep was laid,

WHhilft Vice, within the guilty breaft,

Could not be phyfic’d into reft.

Thon Bloody Man! whofe ruffian knife

Is drawn againit thy neighbour’s life,
And never fcruples to defcend

Into the bofom of a friend,

A firm, faft friend, by vice allied,
And to thy fecret fervice tied,

In whom ten Murders breed no awe,
If properly fecur’d from law.

Thou Man of Luft ! whom paffion fires
To fouleft deeds, whofe hot defires
O’er honeft bars with eafe make way,
“ hilt Zdeot* Beauty falls a prey,

And to indulge thy brutal flame,

A Lucrece muft be brought to fhame,
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Who doft, a brave, beld Sinner, bear

Rank inceit to the open air,

And rapes, full-blown upen thy crown,

1 {0 W L‘ ‘h' 4 nation down.
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T hy lifclels nerves can’t execute,
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Whillt in thy marrowlefs, dry benes,

Defire without Enjoyment groans.
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Thou Perjui’d Wietch! whom: Falfhood ¢loaths
/

E’en like a garment, who wath; oaths
Doft trifle, as with brokers, meant
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In the Day’s broad and {earching eye

1g Heav’n and Earth-for pelf;

And hanging friends to fave thyfelf.

{o glorious foul

On the four aces doom’d to rolly

'Was never yet with Honour caughs;

Nor on poor Virtue loft onestheught,
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Here and. fHe; eajter on adie
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Who, thy own privatettortuhe loft,
Doft game on at thy Ceuntry’s coft,
rd! it in Sharmifns rmilae
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Firft fool’d thyfelf; 'tow prey’ft on fools.
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Lwou Noble Gamefler, whole high place
ot a

Gives too much credit to difgrace

‘e,
Who, with the motion‘of a dic)
Doft make a mic ghty Ifland fy,

The Sums
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igence,
Abule the deareft Conjidence,
And, private fortune to icré

Moft fa lely play the game of State;

Who doft within the Alley {pc

Sums, which might
o
And make us 1-,3:151!;1'{1[1[3 alljuif) Cane,
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T hor laring Infidel ! vwhdih Prige

And Sin have drawa from Reafon’s fide;
Who, fearing his ay

Doth with not
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. Whofe Hope is founded on.a plan,

Which fhould diftra& the foul of man,

And make him curfe his abjet birth ;

Whofe Hope is, once return’d to earth.

"T'here to lie down, for worms a feaft,

To rot and perifh, like a Beaft;

Who doft, of punithment afraid,

And by thy crimes 2 Coward made,

To ev’ry gen’rous foul a Curfe

Than Hell and all her torments worfe, |
When crawling to thy latter end,

Call on deftrution as a friend,

Chufing to crumble into duft

Rather than rife, tho’ rife You muft.
Thou Hypocrite! who doft prophane,
And take the Patriot’s name in vain,
Then moft thy Country’s foe, when moft
Of Love and Loyalty You boaft ;

Who for the filthy love of Gold,

Thy Friend, thy King, thy God haft {old,
And, mocking the juft claim of Hell, .
Were. bidders found,l thyfelf would fell.
Ve Villians | of whatever name, .

Whatever rank, to whom the claim




Of Hell is certain, on whofe lids

That worm, which never dies, ‘forbids
Sweet Sleep to fall, Come and .Bebold, :
Whilft Envy makes youf ‘bloc')d'run cold,
Bebold, by pitilefs Conféience 1éd,

So Justice wills, that'holy bed;

Where Peace her full dominion keeps,

And Innocence with HorLraxp {leeps.

Bid Terror, pofting on the -‘\Rr'in}:I,
Affray the fpirits of mankind, i e
Bid Earthquakes, heaving for a Venf, :
Rive their concealing continent, :
And, forcing an untimely birth
Thro’ the vaft bowels of the earth,
Endn‘:avour,l in her monftrous womb,

At once all Nature to entomh;

Bid all that’s horrible and dire,

All that man hates and fears, confpire
To make night hideous, as they can
Still is thy Sleep, Thou Virtuous Man,
Pure as the thoughts, which in thy breaft
Inhabit, and enfure thy reft ; |
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Still



Still fhall thy AvrLirr, taught, ~tho':late,
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Thy friendly juftice in-his fate,
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Turn’d to a'guardian Angel,. fpread

Sweet dreams of comfortiround/thy head:

ale , " o =9 T ! T fe e
Park was the Nioht, by fate

For the contrivance of a deed

More black than commony which mifht make

This land from her foundations fhake,

Might tear up Freedom by: the
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root;

Deftroy 2 WiLKEs, and fix a Bo'TE:

Deep Horror held her wide domainy
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T'he fky 1n fullen drops of ramn

Forewept the morn, and.thro’ the din,

‘Which, op’ning, laid its bofom bare,
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The Owl at Freedom’s window fcream’d,

,
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3rings ficknefs, and whofe note

The Church-Yard téem’d, -and from-the tomb

rs roll'd, -and Light'ning ftream’d 3

he Screech-Owl, prophet dire, whofe breath

18 death

All Sad and Silent,:thro’ the gloomy,

The Ghofts of Men, 1n former times

Whole Public Virtles were their crimes,
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Indignant ftalk’d ; Sorrow and Rage
Blank’d their pale cheek; in his own-age
The prop of Freedom, Hamppex there
Fele after death the gen'rous cate ;
SIDNEY by grief from Heav’n was kept,
And for his brother Patriot wepts

All Friends of ListrTY, ‘when Fate
Prepar’d to fhorten Witk £§% date,
Heav’d, deeply hurt, the heart-felt groan;

And knew that wound to betheir ow

Or heard but as a thing of courfe,

Without or Energy or Force ;

Here felt, enjoy’d, aderd,fhieifprings;

Tapr- Far-hmorrr s s st e i o S
tar, far beyond the reach of*Kinbs,
? 5

Freth blooming from our Mother Farth
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Or nobly with that Spirit di€,

Which makes Death more than: Victory:

Hail thofe Old Patriots;’ on whofe'tongue
Perfuafion in the Senate hing;
Whilft The}-! this facred Caufe maintain™d!
Hail thofe Old Chiefs, to"Fonour train’d;
‘Who fpread, when other methods fail’dyo::
War’s bloody banner; and ‘prevail’d?
Shall Men like thefe unmention’dsfleep:-
Promifcuous with the common heapyd !
And (Gratitude forbid the!crime)
Be carried down thé ftream’ of Time
In Shoals, unnotic’d and forgot;
On Lerur’s ftream, likké'fidgs,  to'fot?
No---they fhall live;“and éach fair hatrie;
Recorded in the bookiof Famnie,
Founded on Honour’s bafis, faft’™”
As the round Earth, to ages laft.
Some Virtues vanifh with our breath,
Virtue like this lives after death.
Old Time himfelf, his fcythe thrown by,
Himfelf loft in Eternity, Vo




An everlafting crown fhall twine:

To make a WiLkesqand SipNgy joins

But fhould fome flave-got Villain.dare

Chains for his Country to pl‘;’parc,
And, by his birth;to flav’sy, broke,
Make her too feel the galling yoke;
May he be evermore accurs’d;
Amongit bad men be rankid the iworft;
May he be ftill himfelf;nand: fill- .
Go on in Vice, and perfect Hbzi 105
May his broad crimes each, day- increafe,
Till he can’t Live, norDie in;Peaces
May he be plung’d fo deep-in {hame

That S—— may’nt endure. his name;;|

And hear, fcarce crawling on.the earth,- .

His children curfe him for theirbirthg, . -

May LiserTy, beyond the grave,
Ordain him to be ftill a flaye,
Grant him what here he moft requises, |,

And damn him with his own.defires !

But thould fome Villain, in fuR_ppr_t

And zeal for a defpairing Court,

ThH E D:UsEjLgl & 81T

Placing
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Placing in Craft his confidence,

And making Honour a pretence

To do a deed of deepeft thame,

Whilft filthy lucre is his aim

Should fuch a Wretch, with fword or knife,
Contrive to })1:;1&'11?: *gainft the life

Of One, who honour’d thro’ the land,

For Freedom made a glorious {tand;

‘Whofe chief, perhaps his only crime,

Is (if plain Truth at fuch a timye
May dare her fentiments to tell)
That He his Country-loves too well ;
May He—but words are all too weak
The feelings of my heart to fpeak—
May He—O for a noble curfe

‘Which might his very marrow pierce-=
The general contempt engage,

And be the Martin of hi
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