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I,
q Ttend, you Loyal Britens, to my Lays,

And thou, Hereditary Right, give ear ;

B Accept,
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Accept, Aufpicious Heroe, this thy Praife,

Whether thou chufeft Perkin’'s Name to bear,

Or Glo'fler’s Duke, or Fantes the Third, or dough
(C Z;ez,?;zi 107",
Andthou, O Sacred Romc, {ublime my Song.
But hold — beware, my Mule, beware, |
Rome ! whv, our Heroe has renounc’d her long,
Rome fays herfelf hc is no more her Son,
And who can difbelieve the never-failing Chair -
Why then, you Romifb Saints,begone,
Beoone, you Bravoes of the murd’rous Trade,
Coleman, with fenrwickh, Fauy, the Mufedi{damn:
theiwr Aid
f.ow may they lye in Deith as Late defpis'd,

Begone, vou Samts, whom Zybuyn ¢canoniz’d.

Yet,
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et, Tyburn, truft me, Ibewail thy Wrong,

efrauded of thy Due, the Patron of my Song.
' Lefley, thou my Patron, help me to rehearfe
hy Prince’s Praifes 1n Immortal Verfe.
u d if the Youth’s Converfion don’t offend,
1' while, O Pdope, thy daring Genius lend.
j could I T'ranfubitantiate my Lays,
d make them thine, to Sing the Heroe’s Praife.
oft I'd Soar, and Celebrate my Theme,

B I.1ncs as {oft as {oft * Loddont’s Stream.
,

>

if II
k{t1ll, thou Bath, be {till you fteaming Springs,
EAnd thou, O Tunbridse, boat no more

Ee‘: Barren Womb unclos’d, thy fruéifying Pow’r,

greater Wonder {till my Story Sings
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Qm:——-—t Swears by G——d tis true, &ach —
believes,

By help of Confecrated Smock the Royal Nym,

cocncelves.

Promis’d a Child when fhe could bear no more

The Son of Terah’s unbelicving Wife,

Laught, fays the Scripture, from behind the Doo

Nor could be brought to think it for her Life s

But gPollp had more Faith, and in the felf-fame C#

Tho’ at the Jeft, except herfelf all Snul’d,

Put on the Smicket and a ferious Face, ..,,

And for her Faith was fireight rewarded with a Chij

With{uch a Child too — but her Pangs Begin,

Hark how fhe weeps, fhe groans, fhe eries,

Feign’d as her Pangs, affift her, Pagan Deities, | i

’ A



Cs5)

At her, Furo, O aftift her all',

But no — f{he’asgot a {peedier Machine,

For fee, her Pangs are o're, the Warming-pan’
brought in,

And fhot 1nto the Bed the Babe begins to fquall.

IH.
Nor thou, Aufpicious Prince, nor thou difdain
The fervile Cafe of Warming-pan ;
An Infant thou in Warming-pan wert held,
And was not Fjop¢ himfelf by Corybantine Brafs con-
ceal’d ?

Says S;:ory, *fobe was fuckled by a Goat,
But when he march’d into the warring Field,
He flew his Nurfe, and fiript her of her Coat, °
And cover’d with the Shag hisample Shield.

Our
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Our Prince thus arm’d from Scotland ran,
With the fame Piety St. Beo2ge’s Knight,

Has hammer’d out his Native Warming-pan,

And wears it on his Back, whene’re he goes toFight.
O Princely Prudence ! Piety fincere !

O happy Brafs that gird’{t the Royal Loins!

The Scales, the Bow, the Sword, let Heaven no

longer wear,

Come down fromHeaven,come down you meaner Signs,

Mount thou, O Warming-pan, and with a Nobler
LLight
Glad the refuixent Skies] and beautifie the Night.

V.
O Glofter, Chevalier, O-fames,

O animate the Mufes Flames

- With
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With the fame Vigour as thou rann’ftaway

From Oudenard, when Branfwick turnvd the Day,
On Oudenard’s unlucky Plain.

" Let Brunfwick boaft his War-horle Slain,

Yet Brunfwick all in vain gave Thee the Chace,

He loft his Saddle, thou didit win the Race.

Let Brunfwick boaft his Faulchion bath’d in Blood,
Call thou to Witnefs every Gallick Wood.

Call thou to Witnefs every Gz//ick Plain,
What*Flocks of Wild-fowl that Right Hand hasSlain;
Witnefs, thou Seine, with whata certain flight,

He Interceps the Swallow’s mazy Flight ;

He takes her as fhe wavers in the Skim,

Her {catter’d Plumesadown thy current Swim.

Oh!
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Oh! fhould thisdreadful Warriour come to Reign,
Tremble you Partridges on #indfor’s Plain,
Fly, fly, you Woodcocks, fly from Windfor’s Wood,
You Swallows fweep nomore the ‘Neighb’ring Flood:

Swift to the Mark hisdeadly Thunder flies,
And foon as {een the {pringing Pheafant dies.

V.

Thee, Lewig, Thee, O Hofpitable King,

The World admires, and the Mufes fing 5

On thee the Penfionary Prince relies,

Look on the Youth, O look with Pity down!
Thou cilof’c ; and thanksto thee with greedy Eyes,

He meditates a Throne, and grafps a Crown.
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O Lewig, hadftthou liv’d in Pagan Time,
When Banith’d Heaven for a Pious Crime,
The God of Wit came down,

‘He had not fought Eadmetug’ Houle,
Nor fed his Hogs, nor fed his Cows ;

PPeebug had harbour’d in Luzetia’s Town.
‘The Silver Seine to hear his Song,

Relu&antly her ling’ring Folds had fhov’d along 5

Verfailles had ecchoed to his Strains, and Marly

Had heard him fing the Grand Monarque and his
Grand Crony H—.

VI.
Hail, 53“1}!13, hail, hail, Son of Thund'ring Fobe,
Whether in Nants thou dwell’ft or Rich Champaine,

" Or elfe in M~——’s Pumpled Face,
C Alight
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Alight from thy Seat, prefent, and Oh prove ‘
Our Codlike Prince of St ——rfs Race,
Thou wert Twice Born, yet not a Man

So Blafphemous or Nice.

Denied thou wert the 'Thunderer’s alone 5 ,,
And though our Godlike Heroe was deliver’d Twice,
BOFH from the Womb and Warming-pan, |
Sure all muft grant he 1s — his Father’s Son.
Say why, O Cnitick, {av why, Cafuift,

Our Prince 1s not a Prince of Worth;
Youfay a Second Thought is beft,

Why not a Second Birth ?
Hail then, all hail, O Prince unfeign’d,
In Thee united all the Giftswe fee
Of all thy Houfe who have before thee reign’d :

The fteady 4—2a’s Conftancy,
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And both the C—s’s Policy,

And both the F-—s’s Courage thine united all inThee-

VILI

But why, when Galfia rears her drooping Head,
Why mourns St Germains now the {deace is made 2
The happy {deace is made, ‘tis true, and they
Muft Joy indeed, but Joy. with vaft Allay.

The Prince, alas! the Fav’rite Prince departs,

No more hisawful Eye-fhine glads their Hearts

No more {hall they behold the Heroe come

Laden with Hares and flaughterd Wild-fowl Home 5
Dejected fee! With rnaﬁy aruetul Groan,

To far RLorrain he journeyso're the Plains,

Whilft P——5 and Mel——d to relieve his Moan :
Aflure him his next Stepis to a Throne ;

t And bid him truft in faithful H—;s Pains,

C 2 Bid



Bi1d him be Valiant, and difperfe his Fears,
Bid him rely on Sc—4's Mutineers.
Bid him niot doubt whillt Leflep pleads his Caufe,

Whilft Senflefs Cudgell’d 1Ropexr meets Applaufe, |
And whilft his Delegated S% —— 7 Slights the Laws.

VIIL
Vo mighty Pow’rs, what -Nymph fo Bright,
Hior tvanions Glory, and her Sex’s Pride,
siall climb to fuch an envied Heiglit,
As to be crown’d the Peerlefs Prince’s Bride 3
Dread Youth, once more thy Courage prove,
And venture on a frightful but a friendly Dame,

One that will glow with double Flame

Of Brandy, and of Love.
Should



. ( 13 )

fhould M——r lofe her Husband, in his Stead

Be grateful, and admit her to thy Princely Bed.
O Equal Match! O more than Happy Pair!

The Heroe Valiant, as the Lady Fair.
Advange, Oh Pymeny, Oh advance,

At the Bride’s Carbuncles thy Taper light 5
Let B——»mand L—n lead the‘Dance,

And B—-e and O——d fuddle out the Night 3

With Mirth and Mufick let the Palace ring,

Sing Io Perhin, lo gIH—m, fing.
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Advertifement;

g HE Following SCENE #
- @ veing very Gommon, and b
ving in it Sometbing Extraordinary,
Reader may if be pleafes find it in
Play left Imperfei¥ by Ben. joh
fon, called MOR TIMER E
FALL. MORTIMER

Introducd with this SOLILOQU
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MORTIMER.

His Rife is mnade, yet!and we now ftand rank’t,
To view about us all that were above us!
Mought hinders now our Profped, all are even,
We walk upon a Level. Mortimer

B a great Lord of late, anda New Thing! A
. ( Az
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At what a divers Price do divers Men

A& the fame Thing! Another might have had
Perhaps the Hurdle, or at leaft the Ax,

¥For what I have this Crownet, Robes, and Wax.
There isa Fate that flies with tow’ring Spirits
Home to the Mark, and never checks at Confcience.
Poor plodding Priefts, and Preaching Friars may make;
Their hollow Pulpits, and the empty Hles

Of Churches ring with that round Word : But we
That draw the {ubtil and more piercing Atr,

In that {ublimed Region of Court,

Know all 1s good we make {o, and go on,

Secur’d by the Profperity of our Crimes.

To Day 1s Mortimer made Earl of March :

For what? For that, the very thinking it :_
Would make a Citizen ftart ! Some Politick Tradefmany
Curl with the Cautionof a Conftable! ;
But I, who am no Common-council-man,
Knew Injuries of that dark Nature done,

Were to be throughly done, and not be Jeft

To Fearofa Revenge. They're light Offences |
Which adinit that. The great Ones get above it. ‘
Man doth not nurfe a deadlier Piece of Folly

To his high Temper, and brave Soul, than that
Of fancying Goodnefs, and a Seal to live by

So differing from Man’s Life. Asif with Lions, :i
Beafts, Tygers, Wolves, and all thofe Beaftsof Prey
He would affe& tobe a Sheep! Can Man
Negle@ what is fo to attain what fhould be,

As ravher he will call on his own Rum,

Than work ¢ affure hie Sufety ? I thould think
When ‘mong{t a World of bad nene can be good,
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[, mean fo abfolutely good and perfec

? our Religious Confeflors would have us ;)

¥ is enough, we do decline the Rumour
doing monftrous Things: And yet if thofe

¥ere of Emolument unto our Ends,

'ven of thofe the Wifernan will make Friends,

or all the Brand, and fafely do the ill,

\s Ufurers rob, or our Phyficians kill.
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