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DEDICATION. 193

Licence of traducing the Executive Power, with
which you own he is invefted ? You complain,
that his Majefty has loft the love and confidence
of his People 5 and, by your very urging it, you
 f adeavour, what in you lies, to make him lofe
T tem. All gocd Subjedts abhor the thoyght of
LB Aitrary Power, whether it be in one or many :
i1 ou were the Patriots you would feem, you would
mt at this rate incenfe the Multitude to aflume
ity for no fober Man can fear it, either from the
v R ing’s Difpofition or his Practice 3 Or even, where
. ;n}f\w‘.uld (?Lli;mﬂy.h}’ it, from his Minifters,
i Give us leave to enjoy tllq Government, and the
«ftenehit of Laws, under which we were born, and
Ll hich we defire to tranimit to our Pofterity.  You
e not the Truftees of the publick Liberty : And
Iyou have not right to petition in a Crowd, much
§ have you to intermeddle in the management of
flaits, or to arraign what you do not like ; which
i efet is every thing that is done by the King and
bl Cauncil.  Can you imagine, that any realonable
mn will believe you refpet the Perfon of his Ma.
» When ’tis apparent that your feditious Pam-
e ftuffed with particular RefleCtions on him ?
jou have the confidence to deny this, ’tis eaf;
bbeevinc'd from a thoufand Paffages, which T
forbear to quote, becaufe I defire they fhould
tand be forgotten, I have perus’d many of your
pers 5 and to fhew you that I have, the third
mrt of your No-proteflant Plot is much of it ftolen
M your dead Author’s Pamphlet cal’d the
it of Popery 5 as manifeltly as Milton’s De-
e of the Znglifh People is from Buchanan, de
e regnt apud Scotos 5 ox your firft Covenant,
ol new Aflociation, from the hely League of the
"ch Guifards. Any one, who reads Davila,
Vor, I. K may
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194 DEDICATION.

may trace your Practices all along. ‘There were
the fame pretences for Reformation, and Loyalty,
the fame Afperfions of the King, and the fame
orounds of a Rebellion. I know not whether you
will take the Hiftorian’s Word, who fays, it wa
reported, that Poitrot a Huguenot murder’d Fran.
cis Duke of Guife, by the Inftigations of T heodur
Beza: Or that it was a Huguenot Mintifter, other.
wife called a Presbyterian (for our Church abhons
fo devilitha Tenet) who firlt writ a T'reatife of the
lawfulnefs of depofing and murdering Klings, of 2
different Perfuation in Religion, But I am ableto
srove from the Doérine of Calvin, and Princi
Jles of Buchanan, that they fet the People above
Tagiftrate ; which, if I miftake not, is your
own Fundamental 3 and which carries your
Loyalty no farther than your Liking, Whens
Vote of the Houfe of Commons goes on your fide
vou are as ready to obferve it, as if it were pafl
'nto a Law: But when you are pinch’d with any
former, and yet unrepealed, A& of Parliament, you
that in fome Cafes you will not be obliged
The Paflage is in the fame third Part of th:
tant Plat 3 and is too plain to be denied
Copy of your intenced Aflociation jou
ieither wholly juftify nor condemn ;3 But, ast
apifts, when they are unoppos’d, fly out into al
the Pageantries of Worfhip, but, in times of Wiy
when they are hard prefs’d by Arguments, lic clekt
intrench’d behind the Ceuncil of Trent 3 fo, now
swhen your Affairs are in a low Condition, you ¢
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DEDICATION. 195

the proper time to fay any thing, when men
have all things in their power.

In the mean time, you wou’d fain be nibbling at
a Parallel betwixt this Affociation, and that in the
time of Queen E/izabeth, But there is this f{mall
difference betwixt them, that the ends of the one
are directly oppofite to the other : One with the
Queen’s approbation and conjunétion, as head of
it; the other without either the confent or know-
ldge of the Kling, againft whofe Authority it is
manifeftly deligh’d, ~ Therefore you do well to
have recourfe to your laft Evafion, that it was
contriv’d by your Enemies, and fhufled into the
Papers that were feiz’d ; which yet you {ee the
Nation is not fo eafy to belicve, as your own
Jury. But the matter is not difficult, to find
tvelve men .in Newgate, who wou’d acquit a
Malefa&or.

I have one only favour to defire of you at part-
mg ; that, when you think of an{wering this Poes,
jou wou'd employ the fame Pens againtt it, wha
have combated with fo much fuccefs againft Alfa-
b and Achitaphel : For then you may aflure your-
fdves of a clear Vitory, without the leaft Reply.
Rail at me abundantly ; and, not to break a Ci.
fom, do it without wit : By this method you will
gin 2 confiderable point, which is, whoily to wave
the anfwer of my Arguments. Never own the bot-
tom of your Principles, for fear they fhould be T°
fon. Fal feverely on the mifcarriages of Govern-
ment 5 for if Scandal be not allow’d, you areno free-
br\!m Subje@s. If Ged has not blefs’d youwith the
Talent of Rhiming, makeufe of my poor Steck and
Welcome ;5 let your Verfes run upon my feet: And
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196 DEDICATION.

for the utmoft Refuge of notorious Blockheads, re-
duc’d to the laft C\txcmlty of fenfe, turn my own
lines upon mc, and, in utter defpair of your own
Satire, make me Lmnz.c my felf. Some of you
have been driven to this Bay already : but aboveall
the relt commend me to the Non-conformift Par
who writ the f#7bip and Key. 1 am afraid itis
not read fo much as the Piece delerves, becaufe the
Bookfeller is every weck crying Help at the end
" his Gazette, to get it off. “You fee Tam cha-
1:..1.1310 enough to do him a kindnefs, that it may
be pul\nﬁl d as well as printed ; :md that fo much
kill in Hebrew Derivations may not lie for Wafte-
pi pcx in the Shop. Yet [ half fufpeCt he went no
farther for his Learning, than the Index of He
w Names and Ety tes, which is printedat
end of fome E ,'u ],unu IE Aehitophel fig-
thc E"cnl*cr (‘- a lc'n;, t e Author of that
rs for the next of
ki Am., L,L‘ll) : lation that makes
the kindnels. W iu.u,.q the \ cries are, buy ’em
up, I befeech you, out of pu” ; for I hear the Con-
is fhut up, and the Brother of Achitophd

out of fervice.
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DEDICATION 197

he treats me, when the fit of Enthufiafm i ftrong
upon him ¢ by which well-manner’d and charitable
: ions, I was certain of his Se&, before I knew
Yame.  What wou’d you have more of a man ?
He has damn’d me in your Caufe from Genefis to
tre Revelations 5 and has half the Texts of both the
Teffaments apainft me, if you will be fo civil to
your felves as to take him for vour Interpreter, and
not to take them for Irifh Witnefles. = After all,
perhaps, you will tell me, that you retain’d him only
for the opening of your Caufe, and that your main
Lawyer is yet behind. Now if it fo happen he
meet with no more Reply than his Predeceflors, you
may either conclude, that I truft to the goodnefs of
my Caufe, or fear my Adverfary, or difdain him, or
what you pleafe 5 for the fhort on’t is, ’tisindifferent
t your humble Servant, whatever your Party fays
o thinks of him,
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Than either Fairs or Theatres have fhown.

Never did Art fo well with Nature ftrive ;

Nor ever Idal feem’d fo much alive -

Solke the Man ; fo golden to the fight,

S0 bafe withirn, fo counterfeit and light.

One fide is fill'd with Title and with Face ;

And, left the King fhould want a regal Place,
Onthe Reverfe, 2 Tow’r the Town furveys 3
O'er which our mounting Sun his Beams difplays.
The Word, pronounc’d aloud by Shrieval Voice,
Letamur, which, in Polifh, is rejoice.

ASaTIRE againt SEp1TION.

& Which Eug/ifb Idiots run in crowds to fee,

) - a2 n A
fo{.‘a The Polifp Medal bears the prize alone :
1

% A Monfter, more the Favourite of the Town,

{
§

The Day, Month, Year, to the great A are join'd ;

Anda new Canting Holiday defign'd.

Tive Days he fat, for every caft and look s
Your more than God to finith Adam took.

But who can tell what Effence Angels are,
Orhow long Heav’n was making Lucifer 2
0, coud the Style that copy’d every grace,

And plough’d fuch Furrows for an Eunuch Face,
Cou'd it have form’d his ever-changing Will,

The various Piece had tir'd the Graver’s Skill !
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200 Porms on feveral Occaftons.

A Martial Hero firft, with early Care,

n.oun, like 2 Pigmy by the Winds, to War :
A beardlefs L.lu:,f a Rebel, cre a Man :

{.'o young his Hatred to his Prince began.)

Next this, (How \vilc“y will Ambition fteer !)

A Vermin, wriggling in th’ Ufurper’s Kar ;

Bart’ring his venal Wit for fums of Gold,,

He caft himfelf into the Saint-like Mould ;

Groan'd, figh’d, and pray’d, while Godlinefs was Gain;

The loudeft Bagpipe of the fqueaking Train.
But, as ’tis hard to cheat a ]ugwlm s Eyes,

His open Lewdnefs he cou'd ne’er dlfgmfc.

There {plit the Saint : For Hypocritick Zeal
Allows no Sins but thofe it can conceal.
Whoring to Scandal gives too large a fcope:
Saints muft not trade ; but they may interlope.
'T‘" L.'l'“r‘dy "ri'}c'ple was all the fame :

Buta grofs Cheat betrays his Partner’s Game.
Befides, their pace was formal, grave and flack s
His nimble Wit out-ran the heavy Pack,

Yet {till he found his Fortune at a ftay ;

Whole droves of Blackheads choking up the way :
They tcok, but not rewarded, his Advice ;
Villain and Wit exaét a double price.

Pow’r was his Aim : but, thrown from that pretence,
The Wretch turn’d Loyal in his own Defence,
And Malice reconcil’d him to his Prince.

Him, in the Anguifh ofhis Soul, he ferv'd ;
Rewarded fafter fill than he defervd,

Behold him now exalted into Truft ;

His Counfei’s oft convenient, feldom juft.

E’en in the moft fincere Advice he gave,

He had a grudging £ill to be a Knave.

The Frauds he learnt in his Fanatick Years,
Made him uneafy in his lawful Gears :




“leapt or all eternal Truths, in thy Pind.

PoEwms on feveral Occafions, 201

At beft as little honeft as he cou’d :

And, like white Witches, mifchievoufly Good,
Tohis firlt Byafs, longingly, he leans ;

And rather wou'd be great by wicked Means.
Thus, fram’d for ill, he loos’d our Triple hold ;
(Advice unfafe, precipitous, and bold,)

from hence thofe tears; that Jium of our woe :
Who helps a pow’rful Friend, fore-arms a Foe.
What wonder if the Waves prevail fo far,

When he cut down the Banks that made the Bar 2
{us follow but their Nature to invade ;

lthe by Art our native Strength betray’d.
Qdampfon to his Foe his force confeft,

.‘-:nj, tobe fhorn, lay flumb’ring on her Breaft

#, when this fatal Counfel, found too late,

I osd its Author to the pubhc Hate ;

Then his juft Sev’reign, by no impious w: ay,
lwd be feduc’d to arbitrary Sway ;

fuf2ken of that hope, he fhifts the Sail ;
Dires down the Current with a pop'lar gale ;

tnd fhews the Fiend confels’d, withouta Veil,
fepreaches to the Crowd, that Poweris lent,

it not conuy’d to Kingly Government ;

lzt Claims fucceflive bear no binding force ;

Ttat Coronation Oaths are things of courfe ;
lintains, the Multitude can never err ;
Lfl fets the People in the Papal Chair.

‘e reafon’s obvious ; Jn#’ ;rﬁ never lyes :

e moft have il their Int'reft in their Eyes 3

lte Pow’r is always theirs, and Pow’r is ever wife.
Jl:gmy Crowd ! thou fhorten’ft all difpute ;
W'ris thy Effence, Wit thy Attribute :
rFaith nor Reafon make thee at a ftay, [way.

Ks




202 Poewms on feveral Occgfivis.

Athens, no doubt, did righteoufly decide,

When Pjocion and when Sacrates were try’d :

As righteoully they did thofe dooms repent ;

Still they were wife, whatever way they went.

Crowds err not, tho’ to both Extremes they run ;

T'o kill the Father, and recal the Son.

Some think the Fools were moft, as times went then:

But now the World’s o'erftock’d with prudent Men,

The common Cry is e’en Religion’ s Teft ;

"The Tur&’s is, at Conflantinople, beft ;

Idols in India, Popery at Rome ;

And our own Worfhip only true at home :

4ind true, but for the time ; *tis hard to know

How long we pleafe it fhall continue fo:

"This fide to-day, and thatto-moriow burns ;

Soall are God-a’mighties in their Turns,

A tempting Doéirine, plaufible and new :

What Fools our Fathers were, if this be true!

Who, to deftroy the Seeds of Civil War,

Toherent Right in Monarchs did declare :

And, that a lawful Pow’r might never ceafey

Secur’d Succeffion, to fecure our Peace.

Thus Property and Sov’reign Sway, - at laft,

In equal Balances were juftly caft.

But this new ¥ ebu fpurs the hot-mouth’'d Horfe s

Inftrudls the Beaft to know his native Force ;

T'o take the Bit between his Teeth, and fly

To the next headlong Steep of Anarchy.

Too happy England, if our good we knew ;

Wou'd we pilefs the Freedom we purfue !

The lavilh Government can give no more :

Yet we repine ; and plenty makes us poor.

God try'd us once; our Rebel-Fathers fought ;

He glatied "em with all the Pow’r they fought ; 9
T,
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P ok ms onfeveral Occafions.

"Till, mafter'd by their own ufurping Brave,
The free-born Subjeét funk into a Slave,
We lothe our Manna, and we long for Quails ;-
Ah what is Man when his own wifh prevails !
How rafh; how {wift to plunge himfelf in il ;
Proud of his Pow’r, and boundlefs in his Wii] |
That Kings can do no wrong we muit believe :
None can they do, and muft they all receive ?

Help Heaven ! or fadly we fhall {ee an hour,
When neither wrong nor right are in their Pow'r I
Already they have loft their beft Defence,
The Benefit of Laws, which they difpenfe ;
No juftice to their righteous Caufe allow’d ;
But baffled by an Arbitrary Crowd ;
And Medals grav'd, their Conqueft to record,
The Stamp and Coin of their adopted Lord

The Man, who laugh’d but once, to fee an' Al
\umbling to make the crofs-grain’d Thiftles pafs, -
Might laugh again, to fee a Jury chaw
The prickles of unpalatable Law.
The Witnefles, that, Leech-like, liv'd on blood,
Sucking for them were med’cinally good :
But, when they faften’d on their fefler’d Sore,
[hen Juflice and Religion they forfivore ;
Their Maiden Qaths debauch’d into a Whore.
Thus Men are rais'd by Fations, and deery’d ;
Aud Rogue and Saint diftinguifh’d by their Side.
They rack €%en Scripture to confefs their Caufe;
Aud plead a Call to preach, in {pite of Laws,
{f:ltt}‘..’xfa' no news to the poor injur’d Page ;
ithas been us'd as ill in every Age;
And is conftrain®d, with Patience, all to take :

Fa 1 [ o ] -
“rwhat Defence can Greed and Hedrew make ?

oy




204 Pozms on feveral Occafions,

Harpy, who can this talking Trumpet feize ;

They make it fpeak what-ever Senfe they pleafe.

*T'was fram'd, at firft, our Oracle t’ enquire ;

But, fince our Seéts in Prophecy grow higher, [{pire

The Text infpires not them ; but they the Text in-
Loudon, thou great Emporium of our Ifle,

O thou too bounteous, thou too fruitful Ni/e,

How fhall I praife or curfe to thy defert!

Or feparate thy found, from thy corrupted Part !

I call’d thee Ni/e; the Parallel will ftand :

Thy tides of Wealth overflow the fatten’d Land ;

Yet monflers from thy large increafe we find,

Engender’d on the Slime thou leay’{t behind.

Sedition has not wholly feiz’'d on thee ;

Thy nobler Parts are from infection free.

Of Ifrael’s Tribes thou haft a numerous Band ;

But f#ill the Canaanite is in the Land.

Thy military Chiefs are brave and true ;

Nor are thy difinchanted Burghers few.

The Head is loyal which thy Heart commands ;

But what's a Head with two fuch gouty Hands 2

‘Thewife and wealthy love the {ureft way,

And are content to thrive and to obey.

But Wifdom is to Sloth too great a Slave ; °

None are fo bufy as the Fool and Knave.

Thofe let me curfe ; what vengeance will they urge,

W hofe Ordures neither Plague nor Fire can purge ;

Nor tharp Fxperience can to Duty bring,

Nor angry Heav’n, nor a forgiving King !

In Gofpel Phrafe their Chapmen they betray :

Their Shops are Dens,- the Buyer is their Prey.

T ke Knack of Trades is, living on the Spoil ;

They beaft, €’en when each other they beguile.

Caftoms
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Pok Ms on feveral Occafions.

Cuftoms to fteal is fuch a trivial Thing,

That "tis their Charter, to defraud their King,

AllHands unite of every jarring Seét ;

They cheat the Country firt, and then infe&.,

They, for God’s Caufe, their Monarchs dare dethrone =
fnd they'll be {ure to make his Canfe their own. ‘
Whether the plotting Jefuit laid the Plan I

Ofmurd’ring Kings, or the French Puritan, ;
QurSacrilegious Sects their Guides out 2o, il

And Kings and Kingly Pow'r wou'd murder too.
What means their trait’rous Combination lefs,

Teo plain t’ evade, too fhameful to confefs ?

Jit Treafon is not own'd when tis deicry’d ;

fwceliful Crimes alone are juftify'd.

The Men, who no Cenfpiracy wou’d find,

Who doubts but, had it taken, they had join'd ;

Jin'd in a mutual Cov’nant of Defence,
ififtwithout, at laft 2gainft their Prince.

ISov'reign Right Iy Sov'reign Pow'r they fcan,

The fame Lold Maxim helds in God and Man ¢

God were noi fafe, has Thunder cou'd they fhun ;

Hefiou'd Le fore’d to Crown another Son.

This, vhen the Heir was from the Vineyard thrown,

The rich PofleMcn was the Murd’rers own.

u to fophiftry they have recourfe :

4 proving theirs no Flot, they prove ’tis worfe ;

lmask’d Rebellion, and audacious Force, g

Vhich, though net a€tual, yetall Eyes may fee

Tis Working, in th’ immedizte Pow’r to be :

o, from pretended Grievances they rife,

firktodiflike, and after to defpife :

Tien, Cyelop-like, in human fefh to deal ;

Uop up 2 Minifter, at every Meal :
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Perhaps not wholly to melt down the King ;
But clip his regal Rights within the Ring.
From thence, Uaflume the Pow’r of Peace and War;
And eafe him by degrees of publick Care.
Yet, to confult his Dignity and Fame,
He fhould have leave to exercife the Name § [Game}
And hold the Cards, while Commons play’d the
For what can Pow'r give more than Food and Drink,
To live at eafe, and not be bound to think ?
Thefe are the cooler Metheds of their Crime :
But their hot Zealots think ’tis lofs of time ;
On utmoft Bounds of Loyalty they ftand,
And grin and whet like 2 Croatian Band, i
That waits impatient for the laft Command.
Thus Out-laws open Villany maintain ;
They fteal not, but in Squadrons {cowr the Plain;
And, if their Pow’r the Paflengers fubdue,
‘The Moft have Right, the Wrong is in the Few,
Such impious Axioms foolifhly they fhow ;
For, in fome Soils, Republicks will not grow :
Our Temp'rate Ifle will no Extremes {uftain,
Of Pop'lar Sway, or Arbitrary Reign ;
But flides between them both into the beft ;
Secure in Freedom, in a Monarch bleft :
And though the Climate, vex’d with various Winds;
Works, through our yielding Bodies, on our Minds,
The wholfom Tempcft purges what it breeds,
To recommend the Calmnefs that {ucceeds.

But thou, the Pander of the People’s Hearts,
O crooked Soul, and Serpentine in Arts !
Whofe blandifhments a Loyal Land have whor'd,
And broke the Bonds fhe plighted to her Lord ;
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What Curfes on thy blafted Name will fall !

Which Age to Age their Legacy fhall call ; [all.
For all muft curfe the Woes, that muft delcend on
Religion thou haft none: thy Mercury

Has pafs’d through every Se@, or theirs through thee,
Bat what thou giv'ft, that Venom ftill remains ;

And the pox’d Nation feels thee in their Brains.

What elfe infpires the Tongue, and fwells the Breafts
Ofall thy bellowing Renegado Priefts,

That preach up thee for God ; difpenfe thy Laws,
And with thy Stum ferment their fainting Caufe ;

Freh Fumes of Madnefs raife ; and toil and fiveat

To make the formidable Cripple great ?

Yet, fhou’d thy Crimes fucceed, fhou’d lawlefs Pow's
Compafs thofe Ends thy greedy Hopes deveur,

Thy canting Friends thy mortal Foes wou'd be :

Thy Ged and theirs will never long agree,

For thine (if thou haft any) muft be one

That lets the World and Human-kind alone -

Ajolly God, that pafles Hours too well

To promife Fieav’n, or threaten us with Hell :

That unconcern’d can at Rebellion fit,

And wink at Crimes he did himfelf commie.

ATyrant theirs ; the Heav’n their Priefthood paints

A Conventicle of gloomy fullen Saints ;

AHeav'n, like Bedlam, {lovenly and fad ;

Yore doom’d for Souls, with falle Religion mad,
Without a Vifion Poets can fore-fhow

What all but Fools, by common Senfe, may know:

Ftrue Succeffion from our Ifle fhould fail,

4nd Crowds profane with impious Arms prevail ;

Not thou, nor thofe thy Faftious Arts engage, Z

Shall reap that Harveft of rebellions Rage,

With which thou flateer'ft thy decrepit Age. S

PoEewms on feveral Occafions. 207
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208  PoE M s on feveral Occafions.

T'he {welling Poifon of the fev’ral Ses,

Which, wanting Vent, the Nation’s Health infels,

Shall b it its Bag ; and fighting out their way,

The v-iious Venoms on each other prey.

The Presbyter, puft up with fpiritual pride,

Stali on tiie Necks of the lewd Nobles ride;

Eis Brethren damn, the civil Pow’r defy ;

Aund parcel out Republick Prelacy.

Eut thort fhall be his Reign ; his rigid Yoke

And Tyrant Pow’r will pany Seé&s provoke ;

And Frogs and Toads, and all the Tadpole Train,

Will croak to Heav’n for help, from this devouriz
Crane.

The cut-throat Sword and clamorous Gown fhall jar,

In fharing their 11l gotten Spoils of War :

Chiefs fhall be grudg’d the part which they pretend ;

Lords envy Lords, and Friends with every Friend

About their impious Merit fhall contend.

The furly Comumions fhall refpect deny,

And juflle Peerage out w ith Property.

"Their Gen'ral eitiier fhall his Truft betray,

And force the Crowd to Arbitrary Sway ;

Or they, fulpe@ing his ambitious Aim,

In hate of Kings, fhall caft anew the Frame

And throft out Collusire that bere their Name.
Thus inborn Broils the Fa&tions wou'd engage,

Or Wars of exil’d Heirs, or foreign Rage ;

*Till halting ‘Julgf:u:u overlook our Age;

And our wild labours, wearied into Reft,

eclin’d us on a rightful Monarch’s Breaft,

e Pyddet hezc app? obria webis
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