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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.

1
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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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For which a mig}
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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,

o

Thy friendly juftice in-his fate,

54 THE DUELL

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

Ne 1 f

root;

Deftroy 2 WiLKEs, and fix a Bo'TE:

Deep Horror held her wide domainy

e
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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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T.oud

The Owl at Freedom’s window fcream’d,

,
b

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

3
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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




, EE P in the bofom of a wood,
Out of the road, a Temple ftood ;

Antient, and much the worfe for-wear,

It call’d aloud for quick repair,

And, tottering from fide to fide,

Menac’d deftruction far and wide,




Nor able feem’d, unlefs made ftronger,
To hold out four or five years longer.
Four hundred pillars, from the ground
Rifing in order, moff unfound,

Some rotten to the heart, aloof
Seem’d to fupport the tott’ring roof,
But, to infpection nearer laid,

Inftead of giving, wanted aid,

The Structure, rare and curious, made
By Men moft famous in their trade,
A work of years, admir’d by all,
Was fuffer’d into duft to fall,
Or, juft to make it hang together,
And keep off the effeéts of weather,
Was patch’d and patch’d from time to time
By wretches, whom it were a crime,
A crime, which Art would treafon hold,

To mention with thofe names of old. "

Builders, who had the pile furvey’d;”
And thofe not Fliterofts in their trade,
Doubted (the wife hand in a doubt

Merely fometimesto hand her out)

6o EHEE DR ECESEE S8



‘Whether (like Churches in a brief,
Taught wifely to obtain relief

Thro’ Chancery, who gives her fees
To this and other Charities)

It muft not, in all parts unfound,

Be ripp’d, and pull’d down to the ground ;
Whether (tho’ after-ages ne’er_. .
Shall raife a building to compa.re) |
Art, if they fhould their Art employ,
Meant to preferve, -might not d_e{:’cm}-'.
As human.bodies, worn a.way, :
Batter’d, and halting to decay, :
Bidding the pow’r of Art dcfpa.ir,.
Cannot thofe very medicines bear,
Which, and which only can reftore,

And make them healthy as before.

To LiserTy, whofe gracious fmile
Shed peace and plenty o’er the Ifle,

Our grateful Anceftors, her plain
But faithful Children, rais’d this fane,

Full in the Front, ftretch’d out in length,

‘Where Nature put forth all her firenoth

EH B DR AR T
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In Spring Eternal, lay a plain,

Where our brave fathers us’d to: train

Their Sons to Arms, to teach the At

Of War, and fteel the infant heart.

Lasour, their hardy nurfe, when young,
Their joints had knit, their nerves had ftrung;
ABSTINENCE, foe declar’d to;death,

Had, from the time they fisft drew breath,
The beft of doctors, with plain food,
Kept pure the channel of their blood;
HearLTh in their cheeks bade colour rife,

And Grory fparkled in theix eyes.

t Huibandry,

The 1

As in contempt, were all thrown by,

War’s keener tools their place fupplied.
Their arrows to the head: they drew ;

Swift to the point their javelins flew 3

FH They grafp’d the {word, they.fliook the {pear j
il Their Fathers felt a pleafing fear,

And even Couractk, ftanding by,

Scarcely beheld with fteady-eye,




Each Stripling, leffon’d by his Sire,
Knew when to clofe, when'to retire,
When near at hand, when from afar

To fight, and was Himfelf a War.

Their Wives, their Mothers all around,
Carelefs of order, on the ground,
Breath’d forth to-Heav’n'the pious vow,
And, for a Son’s or Hufband’s'brow;
With eager fingers Laurel wove 3
Laurel which, in the facred grove,
Planted by Lieerty, they find,

The brows of Canquerors to bind,
To give them Pride and Spirits, ‘fit

To make a world in arms fubmit,

What raptures did the bofom fire
Of the young, rugged, peafant Sire;
When, from the toil of ‘mimic fight,
Returning with: return of Night, -

He faw his babe refign the breaft;
And, {miling, ftroke thofe:arms in Jjeft,
With which hereafter he fhall make

‘The proudeft-heart in Garrra quake!

BHE iDiW By LI % 8 T




Gods! with what joy, what honeft pride,
Did each fond, wifhing, ruftic Bride,
Behold her manly fwain return |
How did her love-fick bofom burn,.

. 'Tho’ on Parades he was not bred,

Nor wore the livery of red,

When, Pleafure height’ning all her charms,
She ftrain’d her Warrior in her arms,

And begg’d, whilft Love and Glory fire,
A Son, a Son juft like his'Sire!

Such wete the Men in former times,
Fre Luxury had made our crimes
Our bitter Punifhment, who bere
Their terrors to a foreign fhore ;
Such were the men, who, free from dread,
By Epwarps and by Henrigs led,
Spread, like a torrent fwell’d with rains,
O’er haughty Gallia’s trembling plains ;
Such were the Men, when luft of Pow’r,
To work him woe, in evil hour
Debauch’d the Tyrant from thofe ways,

On which a King fhould found his praife,
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When ftern Oppression,fihand in-hand
With Pripe, ftall’d proudlyithrolithe land ;
When weeping Justice was mifled:s

From her fair courfe, and Mercy dead ;
Such were the Men, in Virtue ftrong, -
Who dar’d not fee their Country’s Wrorng,
Who left the mattock, and the {pade,

And, in the robes of War. array’dy

In their rough arms, departing; teoksyvs 1 1

Their helplefs babes, and with a look:
Stern and determin’d, fwore to fee

Thofe babes no more, or fee them frees

" Such were the Men, whom Tyrant Prips

Could never faften to his fide
By threats or bribes, who, F reemen born, -
Chains, tho’ of gold, beheld with fcorn 4
Who, free from ev’ry fervile awe,

Could never be divorc’d from Law,

From that broad gen’ral Law, which Senfe ;
Made for the general defence

Could never yield to partial ties .

Which from dependant ftations rife ;

Could never be to Slavlry. led,

For ProperTy was at their head;

5
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Such were the Men in days of yore,
Whe, call’d by LiserTYy, before

Her Temple, on the facred green,

In martial paftimes oft were {feen---

Now feen no longer---in their itead,

To lazinels and vermin bred,

A Race who, firangers to the caufe

Of Freedom, live by other laws,

On other motives fight, a prey

To intereft, and flaves for pay.
VaLour, how glorious on a plan

Of Honour founded, leads their Vany
DiscreTION, free from taint of fear,
Cool, but refolv’d, brings up their rear,
DiscreTION, Varour’s better half';

Depenpance holds the Gen’ral’s Staff.

In plain and home-fpun garb array’d,
Not for vain thew, but fervice made,
1 - - Antiri 1o P
In a green flourithing old agg,
Not damn’d yet with an Equipage,
In rules of Porterage untaught;,

SiMpLICITY, not worth a groat;



For years had kept the Temple door;
Full on his breaft a glafs he wore,
Thro’ which his bofom open lay

To ev’ry one who pafs’d that way.
Now turn’d adrift---with humbler face,
But prouder heart, his vacant place
Corrupriow fills, and bears the key ;

No entrance now without a fee.

With belly round, and full, fat face;
Which on the houfe refleéted grace,
Full of good fare, and honéft glee,
"The Steward Hospitazrry,

Old WEeLcomE {miling by his fide,

A good, old Servant, often tried,

And faithful found, sho kept in view
His Lady’s fame and intreft too,

Who made each heart with joy rebound,
Yet never run her State a-ground,

Was turn’d off, or (which word I find

Is more in modern ufe) refign'd.

Half-ftary’d, half-ftarving others, bred
In beggary, with carrion fed,

F 2
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Detefted,
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Detefted, and detefting all,

Made up of Avarice and Gall,
Boaiting great thrift, yet wafting more
Than ever Steward did before,
Succeeded One, who, to engage

The praife of an exhaufted Age,
Aflum’d a name of high degree,

And called himfelf OzcoNomy.

Within the Temple, full in fight,
Where, without ceafing, day and night,
The Workmen toil’d, where Lasour bar’d
His brawny arm, where ArT prepard,

In regular and even rows,
Her types, a Printing-Prefs arole;
Fach Workman knew his tafk, and each

‘Was honeft and expett as LracH.

Hepce Lz arniic ftruck a deeper root,
And Science brought forth riper fruit;
Hence LovarTy receiv’d fupport;
FEven when banifh’d from the Court ;
Hnce GovernminT gain’d ftrength, and bence

Reuictoxn fought, and found defence ;



Hence ExcLAND’s faireft fame arofe,

And LiserTy fubdu’d her foes.

On a low, fimple, turf-made 't}u'one,
Rais’d by Allegiance, {carcely known
From her attendants, glad to be
Pattern of that Equality
She wifh’d to all, fo far as cou’d
Safely confift with focial good,

The Gobpess fat ; around her head

A chearful radiance GLory fpread ;
Courace, a Youth of royal race,
Lovelily ftern, poflefs’d a place

On her left-hand, and on her right

Sat HonouRr, cloath’d with robes of Light;
Before her MaGna CHARTA lay,

Which fome great Lawyer, of his day
The PraTT, was offic'd to explain,

And make the bafis of her reign ;

Prace, crown’d with Olive, to her breaft
Two fmiling, twin-born infants preft;

At her feet couching, WaRr was laid,

And with a brindled Lion play’d ;

>
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JusticE and Mercy, hand inhand,

Joint Guardians of the happy land,
Together held their mighty charge,
And Trurr walk’d all about at:latge 5
Hezavta for the royal troop the feaft

Prepar’d, and Virtue was High Prieft,

Such was the fame our Gedde/s bore,

Her Temple fuch, in days of yore.

What changes ruthlefs Time prefents |
Behold her ruin’d battlements,
Her walls decay’d, her nodding fpires,
Her altars broke, her dying fires,
Her name defpis’d, her Priéfts deftroy’d,
Her friends difgrac’d, her foes employ’d,
Herfelf (by Minifterial Arts

Depriv’d €’en of the people’s hearts,

‘Whilit They, to work her furer wog;
Feign her to Monarchy a foe)

ExiPd by grief, felf-doom’d to dwell
With fome poor Hermit in a cell,

Or, that retirement tedious grown,

If the walks forth, the walks anknow,
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Hooted, and pointed at with fcorn,

As One in fome ftrange Country born.

Behold a rude and ruffiah race,
A band of fpoilers, feize her place;
With looks, which might the heart dif-feat,
And make life found a quick retreat,
To rapine from the cradle bred,
A Staunch, Old Blood-bound at their head,
Who, free from Virtue and from Awe,
Knew none but the bad part of Law,
They rov’d at large ; each on his breaft
Mark’d with a Grey-hound, ftood confeft,
ConTrOULMENT waited on their nod
High-wielding PErsEcuTION’S rod,
Conrusion follow’d at their heels,
And a cqft Statefinan held the Seals,
‘Thofe Seals, for which he dear fhall pay,

When awful Justice takes her day.

The Printers faw---they faw and fled--
Science, declining, hung her head,
3 = v
ProperTy in defpair appear’d,
And for herfelf deftruction fear’d ;

F 4

Whilft,
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Whilft, under-foot, the rude flaves trod

The works of men, and word of God,
Whilft, clofe behind, on many a book,

In which he never deigns to look,

Which he did not, nay---could not read,

A bold, bad man (by pow’r decreed

For that bad end, who in the dark

Scorn’d to do mifchief) fet his mark

In the full day, the mark of Hell,

And on the Gofpel ftamp’d an L.

LizzrTv fled, her Friends withdrew,
Her Friends, a faithful, chofen few ;
Honour in grief threw up, and Smawme,
Clozathing herfelf with Honour’s name,
Ufurp’d his ftation ; on the throne,
Which LiserTy once call’d her own,
(Gods, that {fuch mighty ills fhould fpring,
Under fo great, fo good:a King,

So Lov’d, fo Loving; ithto’ the arts
Of Statefmen, curs’d with wicked-hearts!)
For ev’ry darker purpofe fit,

Behold 1n triumph STaTe-CraET fit,

END OF THE SECOND BOOK.

THE




f% H me ! what mighty perils wait

The Man who meddles with a State,

Whether to itrencthen, or'oppofe!
D 3
Falfe are his friends, and firm his foes;
How muft his'Soul; once Sentur'd in,
Plunge blindly on from fin to fin!
B Yy

What toils he {uffers,’ what difordce

3 o )

To get, and then to keep a.place!




74 T H E (DU B BLA5 T

How often, whether wrong or right,
Muft he in jeft or earneft fight,
Rifquing for thofe both life and limb,

'Who would not rifque one groat for him !

Under the Temple lay a Cave ;
Made by fome guilty, coward flave,
‘Whofe actions fear’d rebuke, a maze
Of intricate and winding ways,

Not to be found without a clue ;

One Paflage only, known to few,

In paths direct led to a Cell,

Where Fraup in fecret lov’d to dwell,
‘With all her tools and flaves about her,

Nor fear’d left Honesty fhould rout her:

In a dark corner, fhunning fight
Of Man, and fhrinking from the light,
One dull, dim taper thro’ the Cell
Glimm’ring, to make more horrible
The face of darknefs, fhe prepares,
‘Working unfeen, all kinds of fnares,
With curious, but defttutive art ;

Here, thro’ the eye to catch the heart,



THE

Gay Stars their tinfel beams afford,

Neat artifice to trap a Lord;

T here, fit for all whom Folly bred,
Wave Plumes of Feathers for the head s
Garters the Hag contrives to make,
Which, as it feems, a babe might break,
But which ambitious Madmen feel

More firm and fure than chains of fteel;
Which, flipp’d juft underneath the kiiee,
Forbid a Freeman to be free.

Purfes the knew (did ever curfe

Travel more fure than in a purfe?)
Which, by fome ftrange and magic bands

Enflave the foul, and tie the hands,

Here FLATT'RY, eldeft born of GuiLk,

Weaves with rare fkill the filken fmilé,

=

"he courtly cringe, the fupple bow,

‘The private fqueeze, the Levee vow,
With which, no ftrange or recent cafe,

Fools 7» deceive Fools out of place,

Corruption (who, ‘in forfer times,

¢ conceal’d her crimes,

D UELAL ¥ 8T,




76 TEH E IDISUIEAEIL ¥ 867
And what fhe did, contriv’d to do it

So that the Public might not view it)
Prefumptuous grown, unfit was held

For their dark councils, and expell’d,

Since in the day her bufinefs might

Be done as fafe as in the night,

Her eye down-bending to the ground,
Planning fome dark and deadly wound,
Holding a dagger, on which ftood,

All frefh and recking, drops of blood,
Bearing a lanthorn, which of yore;

By TRreason borrow’d; Guy Fawkzs bore,
By which, fince they improv’d in trade,
Excifemen have their lanthorns made,
AssassinaTion, her whole minc
Blood-thirfting, on her arm reclin’d.

Death, grinning, at her elbow ftood,

And held forth inftruments of bload,

Vile inftruments, which cowards chufe,

Jut Men of Honour dare not ufe 5
Around, his Lordfhip and his Grace,

Both qualified for fuch a place,
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‘With many a Forezs, and many a Dux,
Each a refolv’d, and pious Sen;

Wait her high bidding 3 Each prepar’d
As She around her orders thar’d,

Proof ’gainft remorfe, to run, tofly,
And bid the deftin’d vitim die,

Pofting on Villainy’s black wing,

Whether He Patriot is, or King:

OrrrEssion, willing to appear
An obje& of our love, not fear;
Or at the moft a rev’rend awe
To breed, ufurp’d the-garbof L.aw.
A Book fhe held, on'which her eyes
Were deeply fix’d, whence feem’d to rife
Joy in her breaft; a Book, of might
Moft wonderful, which black to white
Could turn, and without help of laws,
Could make the worfe the better caufe.
She read, by flatt’ring hopes deceiv’d,
She wifh’d, and what the wifl’d, believ’d,
To make that Book for ever ftand

The rule of wrong through ail the Jand ;
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On the back, fair and werthy note,

At large was Macna CHART#A wiote,

But turn your eye within, and read,

A bitter lefflon, N ’s CREED:

Ready, €’en with a look, to run,

Faft as the courfers of the Sun,

To worry Virtue, at her hand

Two half-ftarv’d Greyhounds took their ftand.
A curious model, cutin wood,

Of a moft antient Caftle frood

Full in her view ; the gates were barr’d,
And Soldiers on the watch kept.guard 3

In the front, openly, in black

Was wrote, The Tow’r, but on the back,
Mark’d with a Secretary’s feal,

In bloody Letters, The BasriLz,

Around a ‘T'able, fully bent
On mifchief of moft black intent
Deeply determin’d, that their reign
Might longer laft, to work the bane
Of one firm Patriot, whofe heart, tied

To Honour, all their pow’r defied,




And brought thofe actions into light
They wifh’d to have conceal’d in Night.
Begot, Born, Bred to infamy,

A Privy-Council fat of THREE;

Great were their names, of high repute

And favour thro’ the land of Burtk.

The First (entitled to the place
Of Honour both by Gown'and Grace,
Who never let occafion flip
To take right hand of fellowfhip,
And was fo proud, that fhould he meet
The twelve Apoftles in the ftreer,
He’d turn his nofe up at them all,
And fhove his Saviour from the wall 5
'Who was {fo mean (Meannefs and Pride

Still go together fide by fide)

T“H EDIUVE EFL.T ST,

That he would cringe, and creep, 'be civil,

And hold a ftirrup for the Devil,
If in a journey to his mind,
He’d let him mount, and ride’behind ;
Who bafely fawn’d thro” all his life,
For Pairons firlt, then for a Wife,
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Wrote Dedications which muft make

The heart of ev’ry Chriftian quake,

Made one Man equal to, or more

Than God, then left him, as before

His God he left, and drawn by Pride,

Shifted about to t’other fide)
‘Woas by his fire a Parfon made,

Merely to give the Boy a trade;

But he himfelf was thereto drawn

By fome faint omens of the Lawn

And on the truly Chrniftian plan

To make himfelf a Gentleman,

A title, in which form array’d him,

Tho’ Fate ne’er thought on’t when fhe made him,

The Oaths he took, ’tis very true,
But took them, as all wife men do,
With an intent, if things fhould turn,
Rather to temporize, than burn.
Gofpel and Loyalty were made
To ferve the purpofes of trade
Religion’s are but paper ties,

Which bind the fool, but which the wife,
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Such 1idle nations:far. above;s
Draw on and off, juft likezaigloves
All Gods, all Kings (ler hisigreat aim

Be anfwer’d) were to him the fame.

A Curate firft, he read and r.ead,
And laid in, whilft he fhould have fed
The fouls of his negle&ted.flock;

Of reading fuch a-mighty ftock,

That he o’ercharg’d the weary brain
With more than She could well contain,
More than She was. with-Spirits fraught
To turn, and methodize to Thought,
And which, like ill-digefted food,

To humours turn’d, and not to blood.
Brought up to London,: from the plow
And Pulpit, how to make a bow

He try’d to learn, he grew polite,

And was the Poet’s Parafite.

With Wits converfing (and Wits then
Were to be found ’mongft Noblemen)
He caught, or would have caught the flame,
And would be nothing, or the fame;

G
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He drank with Drunkards, liv’d with Sinners,
Herded with Infidels for dinners,

With fuch an Emphafis and Grace
Blafphem’d, that Porter kept not pace;
He, in the higheft reign of noon,

Bawl'd bawdry fongs to a Pfalm Tune,

Liv'd with Men infamous and vyile,

Truck’d his falvation for a {mile,

To catch their humour caught their plan,
And laugh’d at God to laugh with Man,
Prais’d them, when living, in each breath,

And damn’d their mem’ries:after death.

To prove his Faith, which all admit

Is at leaft equal to his Wit,

. I|| A
|| “M I And make himfelf a Man of note,

He in defence of Scripture wrote.s
So long he wrote, and long about it,

tl That e’en Believers °gan to doubt it;;

: : He wrote too of the inward light,

Tho’ no one knew how he came by’t,

I ik | And of that enfluencing grace;

Which in his life ne’er found: a.place ;
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He wrote too of the holy Ghoft,
Of whom, no more than doth a Poft
He knew, nor, thould an Angel fhew him,

Would He or know, or chufe to know him.

Next (for he knew ’twixt ev’ry Science

here was a natural alliante)

He wrote, t'advance his Maker’s praife;
Comments on rhimes, “and notes on"plays,
And with an all-fufficient 2ir
Plac’d himfelf in the Critic’s chair,”’
Ufurp’d o’er Reafon full dominion,

And govern’d merely by opinion.

At length dethron’d, ‘and kept in awe

By one plain fimple Man of Law,

He arm’d dead Friends, to Vengeance true,

Tabufe the Man they never knew,

Examine ftrictly all mankind,

Moft Chara&ers are mix’d we find,
And Vice and Virtue take their turn
In the fame breaft to beat and burn.
Our Prieft was an exception here,

Nor did one fpark of grace appear,

G2
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Not one dull, dim fpark in his foul ;
Vice, glorious Vice poffefs’d the whole,
And, in her fervice truly warm,

He was in fin moft uniform.

Injurious Satire, own at leaft
One fniveling Virtue in the Prieft,

One fniveling Virtue which 1s plac’d,

in or.about the wa

3

Call’d CrastiTy; the Prudith Dame

Knows it at large by Virtue’s name,

To this his Wife (and 'in thefe days 1
Wives {eldom without reafon praife)

Bears evidence—then calls her child,

And wears that Tom was vaftly wild,

Ripen’d by a long courfe of*years,
He great and perfect now appears.
In Shape fcarce of the human kind ;
A Man, without a manly mind;
No Hufband, tho’ he’s truly wed’;
Tho’ on his knees a child is'bred,
No Father ; injur'd, without end

A Foe ;-and, tho’ oblie’d; no Friend s
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A Heart, which Virtue ne’er difgrac’d ;
A Head, where Learning runs to walte ;
A Gentleman well-bred, if breeding
Refts in the article of reading ;
A Man of this World, for the next
Was ne’er included in his text
A Judge of Genius, tho’ confeft
With not one fpark of Genius blei} ;
Amongft the firft of Critics plac’d, :
Tho’ free from ev’ry taint of Tafte >
A Chriltian without faith or works,
As he would be a Turk 'mongft Turks ;
_ A great Divine, as Lords agree,
Without the leaft Divinity ;
To crown all, in declining age,
Enflam’d with Church and Party-rage,
Behold him, full and perfeét quite,
A falfe Saint, and true Hypocrite. -f/?wnadzfr’c%ro‘ﬂr%'f/m/ff‘x
[zzﬂérﬂmy

Next fat a Lawyer, often tried
In perilous extremes ; when pride
And Pow’r, all wild and trembling, flood,
R :
Nor dar’d to tempt the raging flood ;

G 3 This
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‘This bold, bad Man arofe to view,

And gave his hand to help them through,
Steel’d *gainft Compaflion,” as they paft,

-

He faw poor Freedom breathe her laft,

PNy T e s

il He faw her ftruggle, heard her groan,

s

He faw her helplefs and alone

2

1 e i1 3 s o el
uch, fear’d and prais’d

.
i

Whelm’d in that {tord; Wl

By flaves lefs bold, himfelf had saig’d.

Bred to the Law, he from the firlt
Of all bad Lawyers was the wortt,
Perfection (for bad: men maintais

In ill we may perfection gain)

In others is a work of-time,

And they creep on fiom crime to crime,
He, for a Prodigy defign’d

To fpread amazment o’er mankind,
i Started full-ripen’d all at once

g ! A Perfet Knave, and Pegfe& Dunce.

Who will for him may boaft'of Senfe
¥

3

|r| it ket His better guard is Impudence,
KRR
i

His front, with teh-{old plates. of brafs’

Secur'd, SHAME never yet could pafs,
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Nor on the furface of his/ikin,

Blufh for that guile which dwelt within,
How often, in contempt of Laws,

To found the bottom of a caufe,

To fearch out ev’ry rotten part,

And worm into its very heart,

Hath he ta’en briefs on falfe pretence,
And undertaken the defence

Of trufting Fools, whom in the end
He meant to ruin, not defend ?

How often, e’en in open Court,

Hath the wretch made his thame his fport,
And laugh’d off, with a Villain’s eafe,
Throwing up briefs, and keeping fees 2
Such things, as, tho’to roguery bred,

Had ftruck a little Villain dead.

Caufes, whatever their import,
He undertakes to fefve a Court;
For he by heart this rule had got,
Pow’r can effe&, what Law cannot,
Fools he forgives, but rogues he fears;
If Genius, yok’d with Worth, appears,

G 4
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His weak foul fickens at.the:fight,

And ftrives to plunge them down:in night.

So loud he talks, {fovery loudy
He is an Angel with the crowd;
‘Whilft he makes Juitice hang her head,

And Judges turn from-pale to red.

Bid all that Nature, ‘on a plan

Moft intimate, makes dear to Man,

All that with grand and gen’ral ties
Binds good and bad,;the Eeel.and Wife,
{nock at his heart ; They knock in vain,
No entrance there {uch: Suitors gain.

Bid kneeling Kings forfake ghe throne ;
Bid at his feet his Country groan ;

Bid Liberty ftretch out her hands
Religion plead her ftronger bands;

Bid Parents, Children, Wife, and Friends
If they come thwart his private ends,
Unmov’d he hears the gen’ral call,

And bravely tramples on them all,

Who will, for him, may cant and whine,

t line

And let weak Confcience with he
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Chalk out their ways ; fuch ftarving ‘rules
Are only fit for coward foals, .
Fellows who credit what Priefts tell,
And tremble at the thpughts-of Helly
His Spirit dares contend with Grace,
And meets Damnation face to face.
065 Mlaarsdfbctd (?f{/.«wu
Such was our Lawyer ; by his fide : :
In all bad qualities allied, :
In all bad Counfelsy fata Third,
By birth a Lord ; O facred word !
O word moft facred, whence Men get
A Priviledge to run in debt,
‘Whence They at large exemption <claim
From Satire, and her fervant Shamie ;
Whence They, depriv’d of all her force,

Forbid bold Truth to hold her courfe,

Confult his perfon, drefs, and air,

He feems, which ftrangers well might {wear,
‘The Mafter, or by Courzefy,

The Captain of a Colliery.

Look at his vifage, and agree

Half-hang’d he feems, jufl from the Tree
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Efcap’d; a Rope may fometimes break,

Or Men be cut down by miftake.

He hath not Virtue, (in the fchool
Of Vice bred up) to live by rule,
Nor hath he Senfe (which none can doubt
‘Who know the Man) to live without.
His life is a continu’d fcene
Of all that’s infamous and mean ;
He knows not change, ‘unlefs grown nice
‘And delicate from vice to vice;
Nature defign’d him; in a:rage,
To be the WaarTon of his age,
But, having giv’n all the Sin,
Forgot to put the Virtuesin.
To run 2 horfe, to make a2 match,
To revel deep, to roar a catch,
To knock a tott’ring watchman down,
To fweat a woman of the Town,
By fits to keep-the Peace, or break it,
In turn to give a Pox, or take it,
He 1s, in faith, moft excellent,
And in the \-Vord’é'fﬁ'oft full intent,
A true Choice Spirit we admit;

With Wits a Fool, with Fools 2 Wit Hear




Hear him but talk,,and You would fwear

OssceniTy herfelf was there;

And that PropHANEss had made choice,
By way of Trump, tojufe his Voice',
That, in all mean and low things great,
He had been brediat Billing fzate;

And that, afcending to-the earth

Before the Seafon of ‘his birth,
Braspuemy, making way,and room;
Had mark’d him iathis:-Mother’s womb 3
Too honeft (for the worft of men

In forms arc honeft now and. then)

Not to have, in the ufual way,

His Bills fent in; Too great, to pays
Too proud, to fpeak to, if he meets
The honeft Tradefman whom he.cheats ;
Too infamous to have a friend,

Too bad for bad men:to commend,

ood to name ; beneath whofe weich
Or Good to il th whof ht

=

Earth groans ; who hath been fpar'd by Fate

Only to thew, on Mercy’s, plan,

How far and long ‘God bears. with-Man

H .
(arl of S lly foy Soerelary
ol
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Such
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Such were the THREE; who, mocking fleep,
At Midnighe fat, in Counfel deep,
Plotting deftruclion ’gainft a head,
‘Whofe Wildom could not be mifled ;
]
Plotting deftruction ’gainit a heart,

Wiich ne’er from honour would depart.

¢ Is He not rank’d amongft our foes @
*¢ Hath not his Spirit dar’d oppofe
Our deareft meafures, made our name

¢¢ Stand forward on the roll of fhame ?

¢ Hath he not won the vulgar tribes,

¢ By fcorning menaces and bribes,

(11

And proving, that his darling caufe

Is of their Liberties and Laws

¢¢ To ftand the Champion ? in a word,

(44 Tyt

Nor need one argument be heard

¢ Beyond this, to awake our zeal,

¢ To quicken our refolyes, and fteel
(43

Our fteady fouls to bloody bent,

‘¢ (Sure ruin to each dear intent,
Each flatt’ring hope) He, without fear,

Hath dar’d to make the T7uth appear.”

They
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They faid, and, by refentment taught,

Each on revenge employ’d his thought,

Each, bent on mifchief, rack’d his brain

To her full ftretch, but rack’d in vain;

Scheme after Scheme they brought to view ;

All weré examin’d, none would do.

When Fravup, with pleafure in her face,

Forth iffu’d from her hiding place,

And at the table where they meet,

Firft having bleft them, took her feat.

(13

141

(44

113

(14

({4

No trifling caufe, -my darling Boys,
Your prefent thoughts and ‘cares employs ;
No common fnare, no random blow
Can work the bane of f{uch a Foe,

By Nature cautious as he’s Bra?e,

To Honour only he’s a flave;

In that weak part without defence,

We muft to Honour make pretence ;
That Lure fhall to his ruin draw

The Wretch, who ftands fecure in Law,
Nor think that I have idly plann’d

This full-ripe {cheme ; behold at hand,
With three months'trainiﬁg on his head,

An Inftrument, whom I have bred,

DU EELS T.
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‘ Born of thefe bowels, far from fight
“ Of Virtue’s falfe, but glaring Light,
¢ My youngeft Born, my deareft Joy,

¢ Moft like myfelf, my datling Boy.

“ He, never touch’d with vile remorfe,
Refolv’d and crafty in his courfe,

<« Shall work our ends, complete our fchemes,
« Moft Mine, swhen moft he Honour’s{eems s

¢« Nor can be found, at home, abroad,

“ So firm and full a flave of Fraup.”

She faid, and from each envious Son
A difcontented Murmur run
Around the Table; Allin place
Thought his full praife their own difgrace,
Wond’ring what Stranger She had got,
Who had one vice that they had not.
When firait the portals open flew,
And, clad in armour, to their view
J\’ [ﬂfﬁn, the-Duellift, came forth
All knew, and all confeft his worth,
All juftified, wich fmiles array’d,

The happy choice their Dam had made.

AR e 2 TV R B A
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