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T H E

PROTESTANT ASSOCIATION,

W R 1 T T E N

In the midft of the Tumults, Fune 178o0.

CANTO I

RMS, "and the good old ‘Caufe I fing,
Which threaten’d vengeance on our King,
Brought down the ftorm fo long a brewing,

And Britain to the brink of ruin,
While all her Foes inteftine join
To execute the dark pEsicN,
And glut the Patriotic Z.eal

Of France, America, and Hell.

An Army of Aflociators,
Of Rebels, Regicidés, and Traitors,
(With here and there a warm Diifenter,
Geneva Jack, and John the Painter)
Of real, or pretended Zealots,
Of Scots, {worn enemies to Prelates,
Of Patriots a countlefs throng

Their banners rear, and pour along;
% A 2

Ruflians,
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Ruflians and Frenchmen in difguife,
Americans, their fworn Allies,

And all the Friends of Congrefs meet,
To make th’ Infernal Hoft compleat.

See, where the Proteftant Crufade,
With Mafaniello* at their head,
March from the fields with mild intent,
T’ addrefs, and purge the Parliament !
‘With loud huzzas their friends they greet,
And {afe efcort them thro’ the fireet:
But woe to thofe they can’t confide in /
Unfit their carriages to ride in,
They drag ’em out, and thruft, and bruife ’em,
And moft papifiically ufe ’em.
Commons and Lords alike they fhake,
Compel’d the Covenant to take .
Judges, and Minifters of State,
On thefe they wreck their keeneft hate;
Or roll with Oliverian {port
Their Legiflators in the dirt,
Or Bifhops + o’er the houfes fright,
Right glad to fave their lives by flight.

Lefs fierce the Saints of Forty-One
With *Prentices their work begun,

And carrying on the Reformation, |
O’erturn’d at laft both Church and Nation,

But now the Dupes of meek condition,
Who blindly follow’d their Petition,
Shock’d at the madnefs of their fellows,
(While Mafaniello blows the bellows)

* Of Naplcs. + Bp. of Lewe-, _—_— -l
ifely
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Wiifely cfcape from hell broke loofe,
And {lip their necks out of thé hoole,

Meantime the refolute Crufaders,
(No longer plalm-finging Para&ers)
From outrag'd Senators returning,
Begin their work of Chapel-burning ;
The choiceft Imps of hell employ
To tear, demolifh, and deftroy,
(Themfelves at a convenient diftance
To give their inftruments afliftance.)

““ Courage, my lads! ’tis now, or never :
Down with the Mafs-houfes for ever 12
"T'ts faid : ’tis done; in half a minute
The Chapel’s ftorm’d: the Foe within it,
With Gothic, or with Scottifh feelings,
Batter the walls, or mar the cielings,
Compaflionate as ftones and ftocks,
And gentle as reforming Knox ;*

Altar and Crofs their fury feel,

On Piltures they let loofe their zeal,

On Organs they difcharge their rage,

On Books; nor fpare the facred Page:
Bibles muft aid to feed the fire,

T1ll Popery all in fmoke expire.

Flufh’d with fuccefs, without their Héad

The fons of Anarchy proceed,
Satan anew their violenee roufes
To gut, and then to burn the houfcs.

* In Scotland.

Ag

And
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And firft they an example make,
And vengeance on the wretches take,
(All vile Informers to deter) |
Who durft againft their Comrades {wear.
And nextthe men that dared commit them,
And like atrocious villains treat them,
They juitly to deftrution doom,
And burn them out of houle and home,

Of neither evidence nor warrant
Afraid, as an outrageous current,
They now the dams and banks o’erflow,
And menace every Popifh foe;
“ Down with the Mafs-houfes,” they cry:
And Walworth's * {fucceflor ftands by @
The City’s meek Adminiftrator,
A tame, not unconcern’d, {pettator,
Quakes, as the Conflagration rages,
And pays the Devil’s {laves their wages,
With ¢ Come, my lads, enough‘is done
Take this—and quietly be gone: 22
‘Fhe Aldermen in corners hide,
And wifely for themfelves provide;
'The Shrieves an awful diftance keep,
Or—{omectimes—venture at a peep ! |
The Jultices with dread look on,
Till their own houfes are pull’d down,
Content the Mob fhall burn their hives,
I they will only fpare thewr lives.

* Wat Tyler's Mayor.
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The generous Mob,.too brave to martyr
Meek Citizens who beg for quarter, .
Or ftorm the houfes mark’d for burning
Without a fair, fufficient warning,
Seeing the gallant City yield,
- Th’ acknowledg’d Mafters of the field

To all their Viétims fend advice,
And {corn to take them by furprize.

CANTO IL

ND now from ftreet to ftreet they roam,
And ruin {pread where’er they come;
The tutor’d boys, without difmay,
Purfue their work in open day,
As lords of the furrender’d town,
As hir'd to pull old houfes down.
Young Allen’s * fate untaught to fear
From mecn inur’d to maflacre,
They fmile io fee the troops draw nigher
With no authority to fire,
As fent to mark how they go on,
And guard them, till their work is done.

When nothing can their force refift,
Allow’d to do whate’er they lift,
They next the welcome word obey,
And to the Prifons march away,

* A Rioter killed in St. George’s Fields,
But
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But promife firft at morning-light
To burn and pillage them at night, -
Set all the lawful Captives free,
And make a Jail-delivery.
A principle of (elf-compaflion,
Of felf-defence, and prefervation,
To loofe th’ oppreft, their heart engages,
Let the birds fly, and burn the cages,

Defp’rate, incafe of a defcat,
Thus to cut off their lait retreat.

The Keepers warn’d, in time prepare,
And fend for {uccour to the Mayor,
But is the aid they afk refus’d?

He only begs to be excus’d

¢ From raifing the combuftion higher,
From pouring oil upon the fire,
Provoking.a mad multitude,

And rafhly fhedding Chriftian bloocd.”

As lovers at th’ appointed hour,
True to their word, with walteful power,
Dread executioners of Fate
They fire the houfe, and burlt the gate,
The fortrels ftorm’d, their fellows feize,
And with triumphant joy 1eleale.
Who can defcribe the mutual greeting
.Of Friends, at fuch an happy meeting!
As brethren and compandions dear
Redeem’d from bonds and death {o near,
They gladly their Deliv’rers join
To carry on th’ humane defign,

The
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The bufinefls of Aflociation, - -
And break the fhackles of the Nation,

Behold them rufh from jail to ail,
Refolv’d their Promife fhall not fail
To fet imprifon’d Virtue free,

Erafe the marks of tyranny,

Afford the frailer Sex proteé&ion,
Burn all the houfes of correétion,
Deftroy the Scourges of mankind,
Nor leave cne whipping-poft behind.

The threaten’d jails, an hour before,
The mag:iterial aid implore;
But cannot gain what they require;
But fink, like Newgate, in the fire,
While iffuing from their burning hives,
The vermin that by plunder thrives,
Augment the gang of public fpoilers
With a freth Regiment of Tylers.

One glorious enterprize remains,
To recompenfe the Heroes pains,
Th’ unguarded Bank by ftorm to take,
A bonfire of the books to make,
Aflift the infufficient State,

And pay at once the Nation’s debt.

Fir'd with the hope fo rich a treafure
To feize, and then to take their pleafure,
They run, they fly, where Booty calls,
And force the gate, and fcale the walls,

Ready
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Ready th’ important fort to win,

When an{wer’d by a guard within,
Repuls’d, o’erthrown, on heaps they lie,
And in the bed of honordie!

[ Yet, on the point of being fack’d,
The Bank, they fay, was ne’er attack’d :
And three months hence, the Cits will tell us,
No accident at all befel us,
No Popifh Chapel was pull’d down,
And not an houfe was burnt in town.)

CANTO ML

BAFFLED for ohce, the Mob retreat,
Yet cong’rors {t1ll in every ftreet,

The proftrate Citizens they fee,

And hafte to’ improve their viftory ;

The 1ift of the profcrib’d make known,

For lives and fortunes are théir own,

¢« The Chapels were a good beginning,
¢¢ An hint to fignify our meaning;
¢¢ But Proteftants, or Papifts all
¢¢ Shall now without diftinétion fall :
¢« Whether of high or low condition,
¢ Whoever {ign’d not the Petition :
¢ The Foreigners by labour fed, -

“ Who rob the people of their bread,
“ Bifhops,
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¢ Bifhops, and Lords, and Gentlemen,
¢ Who proudly o’er the people reign,
¢“ And all the men on gain intent,

¢ And all the tools of Government,

¢ The Government o’erturn’d fhall fee,
¢ And mourn its {ad cataftrophe.

¢ But O! what death doth he require,
¢¢ Who caft cur names into the fire,
¢¢ Repuls’d, and treated us with fcorn ?
¢¢ He, and his houle, and Church fhall burn,
¢¢ That rogue Romaine we {oon fhall have him
¢¢ Nor Mence’s tuneful voice fhall fave him,”
(Who would not the Affociates join,
Or lift beneath a madman’s fign,)
¢« Old Welley too, to Papiits kind,
¢« Who wrote againit them for a blind,
¢« Himfelf a Papift ftill in heart,
¢¢ He, and his followers fhall {mart.
¢ Not one of his I'raternity.
«¢ We here beneath our ftandard {ee,
¢ To which whole regiments refort
‘¢ Both from the Lock and Tottenham-Court,”
[ Who rave, like Patriots difappointed,
And roar, and curfe.the Lord’s anointed. ]

The rabble {peak, and {pread their bands,
To execute their own commands,
impetuous, as the Torrent pours,

Refiftlcfs, as the Flame devours,
And f{catt’ring Ruin far and wide,

While Terroris on every fide,
| With
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With Blafphemies they rend the {ky,
And both their King and God defy.

But chiefly thofe they hate and fear
Who bear the nobleft Charaéter ;
The hoary Guardian of our Laws,
Moft adverfe to Rebellion’s caule,
Molft faithful to his King and true,
Moft zealous for his Country too,

On him with keeneft rage they fly,
As Juflice would with Mansfield die.
The feeble Guards ftand by and fee
The bafelt Tools of Anarchy,

Our Age and Nation’s faul difgrace,
Who fet his manfion in a blaze:
Pittures, and Monuments of Art,
The utmolt Genius could exert,
Compilers of th’ hiftoric page,’

The Bard, and Lawgiver, and Sage,
Wrritings for gen’ral ufe, defign’d

To teach, and to improve mankind,
With Manulcripts of price unknown,
Upon the flaming heap are thrown,
More than a Vatican contains

Is loft, and not a wreck remains.

So when ferocious Omar comes,
And Learning to deftruétion dooms ;
Ptolemy’s flores* ercét the pyre,
His volumes all in fmoke expire,

* The Alexandrian Library.

And
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And the barbaric flames devour
The work of ages in an heur,

What hinders now the fell Banditti
From plund'ring the devoted City ?
Boldly they caft the mafk away,

And ftand confeft in open day;

Hourly with frefh Recruits increas’d
The cry of Popery now is ceas'd :

They threaten gen'ral defolation,

A fire to purify the Nation ;

A fire impartial to con{ume

The triends, and enemies of Rome,

‘. Throughly to purge is our intent,

¢ Is—to blow up the Parliament,

“ The rich to level with the poor,

‘“ Unbounded freedom to reftore,

“ To pull the Courts and Churches down,
“ And all the Palaces in town,

‘ Demolifh every public place,

“ Set all your Records in a blaze,

“ And warm you with the glorious figh tem—

¢“ Expelt a {pecimen to night!’®

O what a night was that! the crowd
As congregated waters loud,
Tremendous as the Sea in {torm,
Their Promife terribly perform! |
Fierce Flames on every fide afpire,
And vaulg the firinament with fire !
The clafh of arms, the thund’ring foynd,
The pierc’d, who fal} and bite the ground,
B

The
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The roaring of Abaddon’s {ons,:

The fhoutings, and the dying groans,
The thrieks of anguifh and difmay,
(A Pi&ture of that Final’Day)
Horrible {ympathy impart,

And thrill with fear the boldeft heart!

Where’cr we turn our blafted eyes,
The Torrent roars, the Flames arife:
The old, the fick, the women fear,

Or die thro’ dread of death fo near!
Swiftly the catching fire procecds,

From houfe to houfe deftruttion {preads,
And ftrcets* entire are docm’d to fall,
And vengeance vows t’ o’erwhelm us all;

Unhappy Langdale! who could fee
Unmov’d his mournful tragedy,
Enough to mollify the nature .
Of the moft {tern Affociator! .
His num’rous Babes, an helplefs throng,
They deprecate the crucl wrong ;
The Father fad,. with fruitlefs prayer,
Intrcats the Savages to {pare,
(Whom Wine inflames, and Fury blinds)
Talks to the Waves, and courts the Winds;
In vain to Magtftrates applies,
Before his houfe in afhes lies,
To Aldermen moft humbly {uing,
While trembling on the verge of ruin,
IHe inflantancous aid requires,
Or to prevent, or quench the fires,

¥ Newgate-Strcet, &c.
Compaflion
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Compaflion fteals into their breaft,

And W affents to his requeft,
(That Hero 1n tumultuous fights,

That Champion for the City’s Rights!)
¢ Let's fave him then, he cries, from murder
¢ But all things muft be done 1n crder,
¢¢ Let's fave him from the Mob fo curit

¢¢ But let us call a Council firft!”

Vain help, alas, which never came!
Confum'd by the voracious flame
His All 15 loft! and numbers more
His ruin, and their own deplore,
Recalling aft with [refh aflright
The havock of that dreadful night!

At morn we fee the fiery void,
And glorying o’er their foes deftroy’d,
We thrink from the -aflaflm 'band,
Pofleft of abfolute command :
The nation’s‘fcum ‘together rife,
To fwell their hoft with new fuppltes,
From {moking goals a.defp’rate crew,
Who rob the gibbet of its due,
Vile inftruments of depredation
Let loofe on an abandon’d ‘Nation,
Incendiarics from every fide
Heighten the wild tumultuous tide:
Hibectnians join to rend and tear,
And Papuits lalt, the {potls to fhare,
(As vultures to the careafe fly,
Smelling the bloody banquet nigh)

B e

Flock
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Flock to the City of confulion
Giv'n up to Mobbifh Execution,

Who can againft the Rufhans {tand,
Or dare deny their juft demand? |
Religion’s Friends, our Faith’s Prote&tors,
Our Guards—an Army of Colle&ors,
May they not maintenance require, |
As workmen worthy of their hire,

And lay us under contribution,
And bring us to a good conclufion?

¢¢ That good and full conclufion’s come,
¢ Your {ure, inevitable doom:
¢« Th’ exterminating word 1s paft,
“ And the next night fhall be your laft:
¢ *Tis fixt (the hellith Murth’rer cries)
& A thoufand fires at once fhall rile;
¢ Your aquedulls cut off fhall fail,
“ And flames unquenchable prevail,
¢ (Strange flames that never can exipire,
¢« A compound of Tartarian Fire)
¢« Deftrution fhall your City {weep,,
¢ Burnt down into a ruinous heap.
¢ Your proud Metropolis fhall lie,
¢ And London’s boalt for ever die.”

What can their purpofe fell defeat,
. Or fnatch us from the gaping pit?P
We fhudder on the brink of fate,
And for our fure excifion watt:
Let but another night pafs o’er,
And England’s glory 1s no more,
Friumph the Luciferian hoft,

Abaddon reigns, and all islofkl
CANTO
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CANTO 1V.

UT lo! at the appointed time,
On his cternal Throne {ublimé,
The Lord, who o’er all nature reigns,
And holds rebellious Powers in chains,
Who fets the raging {ea its bounds,
HE looks—and all our foes confounds!

He calls the Man of his right-hand,
- His image, in the gap to ftand,
Infpird with wifdom from above,
Cloth’d with authority and love,
Deputed by the Lord molt high

To deal the vengeance of the {ky,
Root out the {ons of wickednels,
And {ave a moft unthankful race.

His faithkful troops from every {ide
Are brought to turn the rapid tide,
To {catter the wild beafts of prey,
The felons and deftroyers flay,
To feize th’ appointed beirs of death,
And pluck the prey out-of thecir teeth,
The brands half-burnt out of the fire,
And pay th’ Incendiaries their hire.

Compel’d at laft the loyal bands
To cxecute their King's commands,
(Their King by heaven’s Almighty Lord
Intruftcd with the Nation’s {word)
No more they tenderly forbear, '

No more with cruel pity {pare,
< B 3

Nor
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Nor flaughter all with fury blind,,

But where the afive fiends they find*
In their infernal work employ’d,

The hell-hounds are at once deftroy’d¥

The pale; remaining fens of not,
Atrocious foes to public quiet,
Quaking before their {wift purfuers,
(A terror now to evil-deers)

Into remoteft corners fly,

(Their badges and their anms threwn by)

Or wifh. in the deep dungeon’s gloom

To [kreen them from the death to come,.

Or long to hide their guilty head.
Xn ruins which their hands have made..

But vain your hope of a reprieve;.
Ye fce the fad alternative,

Mercy itfelf is forc’d to cry, “e

r
S

The innocent or-yeu muft die.

'What ftreams of blood already fhed }
Heaps of intexicated dead,
Beneath the flaming aflres found,
And carcafes witheut 2 wound!
(While many a flaughter’d parricide
Is dragg’d away, their names to-hide):
Patricians here in rags remain,
There female fiends and furies flain,,
To every fhock’d fpeétator {how
¢ Theve is a. God that reigns below!””
But now fulfiMl d his dread defign,
The mnilters of wrath divine

g

Bbholﬂi, ~
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Behold the public peace reftor'd,
And gladly fheath the vengeful fword..

Extin& we fec the fatal blaze,
Sav’d by a miracle of grace,.
The nationa[eféé.pe we view,
And fcarcely dare believe 1t true.
Yet now beginning to refpire,
We anxioully the caufe inquire
W hence our calamities begam,.
Or who contriv’d the burning plam.
Too evident th’ accurft defign
We fee:; but where’s the Catiline P
The wifeft grant, we are net got
To the dark bottom of the plot ;
. The leait acute, methinks, might {mell
The council of Ahrophel,
Or 1s there no refentment rankling
In the unnatural heart' of Franklyn ¥
Does nothing treatonable lurk,
Nothing Americanin — 7
No depths of Luciferian art
In F ’s foul,. infernal- heart ?
(That fon of vice and diffipation,
Implung’d in debt and defperation,
For each flagitious purpofe fit,
A Fiend in malice and in- wit!)
No hope in the ejefted Race ?
No mifchief hatching in his Grace—.
So forward to defend the Crown,
And turn the faldiers out of town,
So willing, in eur laft extreme,

Vur fafety fhould be left to hiim .
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How came Mynheer our doom to know,
And publith it two months-ago ?
French Prophets—whence could they forefee
Our {wift-approaching deftiny ?
Or Congrefsy from acrofs th’ Atlantic,
Behold th’ affociate Mob fo frantic,

And promife the deftruétion near
Of London and of Weftminfter?

In anfwer to thefe choaking queitions,
Or minifterial fuggelitions,
The Patriots fay, ¢ No harm was meant,
¢ No plot; but all was accident!”
By accident the rabble came
Together, in Religion’sname ;
By accident without a plan,
They with the Mafs-houles began;
They next fuppreis’d all evidence,
And all who juftice could difpenfe;;
The Statefmen to deftrution doom’d
By accident the jails’cenfum?’d ;
(While water we 1n vain require
To quench the hell-compounded fire)

By accident the people’s lees

Concurr’d .our wealth and arms to {eize ;
From ftep to ftep, by meafures juit

To lay our Cities in the duft,

Our name and nation to erafe,.

And build their empire in its place;

To reign——yet ftill with no inient

To reign———= for alll was -accident |’
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So, as the fons of Epicurus
With modeft confidence affure us,
Atoms did into order dance
And formed an univerfe;

by Chance!

¢ But'whv 1s no difcovefy made ?
¢ We {ee the tail, without the head.”
Our Rulers may know more, and {ee
Farther, perhaps, than you er me ;
And at the time that beft befits
To bring the Nation to their wits,
Unravel the compleat pEsicN,
And fhew the face of CATILINE !

Meantime in {pite of all your covers,
And {ly, political maneuvres,
This inference the Public draws,
Th’ Effe&t muft pre-{fuppofe a Caufe,
The miichief point at the Contnivers,.
The headlong Herd detett the Drivers,

ADDRESS
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ADDRESS 40 the CITY.

Written in _Fune, 1780.

-

E Citizens-of London, why
So coy, and difhident, and fhy,

~ Who fhould with.open arms receive

The inftruments, thro’ whom ye live ;
Why fhun the Seoldiers company,
And wiifh the valiant City free,

And call for arms yourfelves at laft P
Is 1t, becaufe the danger’s p‘aﬁ'?

Should bloody arms entrufted be
With men of your Temerity,
Who, when ye inthe-groundaffemble
Your bands, bid all the Council fremble ?
Who, firing but with powder, make
Yourf{elves, and the whole City quake ?
What would become of us, 1f all
The Liverymen fhould fire with ball ?
The fright we never could endure ;
Nor would Lis Lordfhip be fccure
W ithin the wind of {uch commotion,
But death again might be his potion !

Can yc {o fuddenly forget
Thofc ragged minifters ot Fate,
All law and order’s over-turners,

The furious Mob of Chapel-burners;
The
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The fcum and refufe of the natiom
The panic-dread, and devaftation,

The ravage and the flames they {pread,
With king Apollyon at their head !

Aghaft ye ftood, nor dar’d oppole
Your feeble, defpicable foes,
Boys, women, chimney-{weeps, colletied
To att, as wifer heads direfted, .
With horror every heart t’ in{pire,
To burn your {tately domes with fire,
Your thackled felons to releale,
Y our wealth and arfenals to feize,
And gall you with the triple chain
Of France, America and Spain.
No need of hoftile Fleets combin’d
To execute what hell defign’d,
Suffice the Mifcreants moft bafe
Your proud Metropolis to rafe.

So, if almighty Wifdom will,
The meanefl inftruments of 1ll,
Vermin out of the duit fhall rife,
To deal the vengeance of the fkies.

What Angel in that darkeft hour
Sav'd you from the Deftroyer’s power?
Whofe arm did the deliverance bring ?
Woas it the patriots or the King?

From George the timely refcue came,
And pluck’d the brands out of the flame:
Swift to your help his legions flew,

And crufh’d the defolating crew,

The
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The Authors of your woes and fears, -
Your {laves—and executioners.

But do ye King and foldiers thank
Or for the Manfion-houfe or Bank?
With joy the kind prefervers {ce
. Both of your lives and property ?
Rather the benefit to own
Ye {corn, and urge them to be gone,
Your friends impatient to exclude :
Such is the Caty’s gratitude!

After the fight, ye breathe anew,
And who fo valiant now as you?
Recover’d from the recent {quall
W hich threaten’d to o’erwhelm us all,
Ye plead your right to guide the helm,
(The City is your proper realm)

And but your own militia need,
With dauntle{s K

So failors when the ftorm 1s o’er,
I.ook up, and think of it no more,
Forget their fears, and what is ftranger,
They fwear they never werge in danger,

at their head.

ADVICE



ADVI c.:E“ft& | ;;z,; ‘_CJ_I T Y.

Written in j'mze, 1780. oo

HAT means this melancholy d;tty‘,
Refounding through the ranfom’d Clty?
Why do our Aldermen exclaim, L

So lately pluck’d out of the flame? L

¢¢ Becaufe his Majeity defends ~
Our lives, for his own private ends st e T
For {pite, his Courtiers interpofe: == < SIS

Their help, to fcreen us from our foes: -

The arbitrary Minidtry - .

Refule to leave our Cit}n free, L .
And the officious foldiers kill, = : o a
By faving us agamﬂ: our W1ll JRREE e

- * t
; ' J"‘ ' f .r.- 1|+

¢¢ What need of Governmcnt $ qfﬁﬂ:apcq,

When Mob, and danger s-at a diftancey, . -,
What need of rmlltary care " TR
To guard, when K — is our Mayor? e )
When all tl}grRlol;‘e_rs lﬁn toyy:; e s

Are govern'd by the; fc?r}et gown, . | . ..
And fee our I.wery in array |
Prepar’d to fight—~tanother’ day'?‘ RS
L P PRI B IR PRI RY

¢ Befides, ourfc;lvc.s the City; guard,,m SRTORA I
And hunt the Rogues through every Ward ; .
Intrepid W appears our Chief,
And,who {o fit to catch a “Thief?"

C Ilis

ul .}
w
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His old vagaries he fbrgets,b
Lives honeltly, and pays his debts,
As bent immortal fameto win,

And dle a Royalift, like Prynne.

6 Why fend us troops who cannot need 'em P
Only to rob us of our freedom,

Debar us of our native right,

And deareft pr1v11ecre to fight, -
And flanding on our own dcfence,
Again to drive the Rebels hence.

¢“ Deny us arms ? we .cannot .fce .
The meaning of his Majefty : |
Does he fulpeét his faithful Leiges,
Becaule he knows our fkill in ficges,.
In party-clubs, and coalitions,
Addrefs, Remonftrance and Petitions ?
Our conduét paft muft have convinc’d him
We cannot turn our arms againit him ;
He knows our bold Train-bands for valour
As fam’d and dreadful—as a Taylor! -
Nor are our Ald‘e“rﬂmen fuch fools A
To meddle rathly with eédg’d tools;” ' '1  '
Since not a crow that flies 1s {hyer B
Of gunpowder," when foldiers fire, ) |
Which makes us firft the Redcoats * order

To fhoot—and try them then‘ for murder! . ;
{ o ' , ! I T Y

«« Unlefs the King his trogps. w1thdraw, o
He means to rule by martial law,
And for our moft unfeign’ d aﬂ"c&lon

Dragoon us into tamc’fubjc&lon,
* In St, écorgg s Fi¢lds ..

)
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At laft to change the conftitution;
By military execution

Accomplifh his dcfpotlc plan

And as the Swediih ’\ionaxch relgn

¢¢ How can we now preferve the Nation,
But by a new Aflociation?
Put arms into our hands, and fee"
If we can fight for hiberty, -
If each will not his caftle guard:
Plenty of mufquets be prepar’d,
Let every houieholder have one,
And teach him to let off his gun,
Then when the bridle you withdraw,
Which keeps the Rioters in awe,
No longer when the troops reftrain,
The rabble freed may: rife again.
And let them rife, a defperatc herd
To take us lions by the beard !
Let every boy—-—and glrl——come on,
And all the chimney-fweeps 1n town,
They to their own deftrution come,
They rufh upon their inftant doom.

¢¢ Or if the Beait will but be civil,
Committing only ufeful evil, '
Let loofe their prowe{s on.our foes,
Who all cur patriot-fchemes oppole,
Their rage on N and S vent,
And the vile Tools of Government;
Pity the troops fhould keep: them under,
Or rob them of their lawful plunder,

Cos

Pity
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Pity the troops fhould tear and rend them
For want of arms—~which we could lend them,

¢ 1f Mob is totally fuppfeft','
How can a grievance be redreft ?
Or how reviv’d the good old Caufe?
Or how fupplied defeftive Laws?
But rabble-government, we fee,
With foldiers never can agree;
Unlefs we then the Redcoats chace,
The Mob can hardly fhew his face,
Or pull a Courtier’s manfion down,
Or ftrip a Bifhop. of hissgown.
But when the people’s reign 1s o’er,
Freedom and Property’s no more,
With the Mob’s power Religion fails,
And Popery over all prevatls,”

Ye gentle Ciltlzens, attend
The cooler couniels of a Frlcnd
Let not your hafty coulage rlfe, | B
Or blind felf-lave'piit out your éyes; f o,
Let not a fpih.‘t of ’ 0pp0ﬁt1bn’j( S T
Conceal from- you your ‘6wn condition,
But learn in time yourfelves to i{now, b |
Nor triumphi o’er an abfent foe. -
Y our fortitude, a reed' fo weak,
Will play you ftill;a {lippery.trick :
To fight ye never were: intended,
Only to be yourfelves defended ;
Witnefs the abiolute defeat

Which now yg ln\bour to forget,:
]I . , R Wht‘:ﬂ
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When fearing goods and lives to lofe, ., ..
Your hearts funk down into youn hofe! - - .+
Ye did not then the Mob defy,
But piteoufly for mercy cry,
Panting, and pale, and out of 'Brieat'h, o
And quafh’d, as in the'arms 6f deafh’t =~
T - o
But now your courage is return’d, . -
The foe fuppreft, the danger fcorn’d :
Yet, if the army ftand aloof,
He ftill may put you to the proof ;
And when the Rabble re-appears,
O’erwhelm’d with ftupefymg fears,
Ye may for help cry out agaln,
And with the foldiers back, in vain,

Be caution’d then by good advice,
And learn your happinefs to prize,
Your rage for liberty reprefs,

Nor turn it to licentioufnefs s

No more your gracious King miftruft
So mild, and merciful, and juft;
No more by cruel infults wrong,
Becaufe he fuffers you fo long,

With pity your perverfenefs fees,
And faves you in your laft diftrefs,

And if you with in peace to live,
No credence to your Leaders give,
But every Demagogue difmifs,
Thofe worft of all Incendiaries,
Who, foes to King and Country, dare
Ufurp the Patriot’s charalter,
 Cg Plcaders
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Pleaders for liberty and law S,
Supporters of Rebellion’s: Caufe,
Who fet the Nation in a flame,

And on their Monarch-caﬂ:’ the blame.

All counfels to fum up in one, l
Do, what {o. few of yoy have done,
Poor, guilty worms, your Maker fear,
And then ye muft your King revere !

SECOND
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s E C O N D

ADDRESS to the CITY,

Written in Fune, 1780..

( Ambitious, had he power, to raife
A lafting monument to your praife}

Who reads you with a Lover’s eye,

Exalts your virtues to the fky,
Admires your zeal and public fpirit
In ftrains uncqual to your merit,
And with aftonifh’d Europe fees
Your truly wonderful police.
L

All-wife, omnipotent creators
Of Secnates, Kings, and Legiflators,
‘Creators, and Deliv’rers too, |
Qur fafety we afcribe to you.

YE Londoners, with fmiles regard
The homage of a namelefs Bard,

Whofe
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Whofe magnanimity {o late
Redeem’d us on the edge of Fate,
And from a general Conflagration

Preferv’d the City and the Nation,

Yet having your dear Country freed,
Ye leffen the heroic Deed,
The Plot your valour has defeated
By you i1s as a nothing treated,
Who now with confidence maintain
¢ The Mob had no concerted plan,
No thought, or previous confultation
For burning, or for defolation.
But fimply meant to do no more
Than all the mifchief in their power
No counfel was in the Deftrovers,”
But was there none in-their Employers?
Here, Gentlemen, we 1ifiue join:
The Mob, you fay, had no nesienN :
The Mob had no defign, we {ay,
Only for Plunder and for Pay :
The Inftruments oftenfible,
Aétors howeler of every 1ll;
Contrivers they were not, that’s certain :
But were there none behind the curtain ?
No Heads, or Counfellors, more able
To influence the thoughtlefs rabble P
To teach them what, and hew perform ?
To manage and direét the {torm ?
Were none of the Affociators
Amersican or Englith Traitors ?

It



(33)

It cannot now be doubted whether
They help’d to bring the Mob together
But could 1t not be once fufpe&ed
The rabble mlght be ill-ditefted ?

Or would the multrtude mcreafe

To myriads, and then part in peace P

We grant 1t, the Aflociate Holt,
The bulk of them were Dupes at moft :
But might not fome be hir'd t advance
The Caufe of Congrefs, and of France ?
A Knave behind a Madman lurk ?
A G bé thé Tool of —te—?
Ameri¢a might Teize th""oc'ééﬁoi'l;' ' |
And ufe the blind Aflociation,’
Amidft our national ¢onfulién, |
To put theit Scheme ir &xecution,’
To perpetrate their hellifh Plan,
And Kings by our excifion reign ?

Why would ye then, ah, tell us why,
.. Thro’ modefty the truth deny,

Ye Rulers of the gallant Town

That {till fubfits, to your repown P

Your fame, which fears no more eclipfes
From boys, or chimney-fweeps, or gipfies,
In fpite of all your foes defigns,
INluftrious, and immortal {hines,

If Bards on thofe who greatly dare

Can Immortality confer,
Your
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Your patriotic deeds thall blaze,
Brilliant, in everlafting lays.
But ftand it, far above the reft,
In England’s Chronicles confeft,
That when our foes had laid the train,
And ripen’d their pernicious plan,
Rebels with Regicides confpir’d,
And London was already fir'd ;
Then all who wore the Scarlet Gown
Stood up—and trod the Rufhans down :
AW did on our fide appear
And charg’d the Faftion—1in the rear;
A B preferv’d the City’s Right,
And put the foldiery to flight,
A {econd Walworth grac’d the Chair,
And KENNET was our cLorious MAyor !}

¥
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