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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!
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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,
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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,
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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




82 T H E-D U-E¥ELIS T
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

DB FEEIFST.
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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.




04 N © I D TR ) R i e 0

‘ 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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