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For Hereticks we’ldamn them whilft alive 5
Aund then to Hell in Flocks we will them drive.
* Thy Courage bold I cafnot but commend,
For fire he’s both-our worthy Duke and Friend.
Let’s not defpair, butbriskly carry on
The Glorious Work we have {o well begun.

_ Let’s then once more our; Treafons all repeat,

. —And leave theLovely Dutchefs then to treat

Por new Pardons-; to-whom we need not fear,
The King will lend a gracious heart and ear.

. ~Theu know’ft how much fhe is oblig’d to thee,
¢ :Nordo I doubt butifhe ourFriend will be.

Thy Counfel bravely elevates my Soul :
We’ll prattice Treafon ftill without Controul.
Butthat His Majefty fhall ne’er believe 3 '

1 - Ocif hedo, he quickly fhall forgive:
i -:My Duchefs fhall fo'all his Senfes charm,
...:He néver fhall believe we’ll dohim harm.

. By:my Soul, Man, fhie’s a2 moft powerful Spell ;

+ ‘Werlt'not for her, we’d furely’been in Hell,

Sheistheftrongeft Pillar of ourHopey, .~

The {ureft Friend to'our brave Plot and Pope.

Sheis all Power; {he isall Command : :

By her Affiftance we'll betray this Land, =
Muich Honour'to her Goddeésthip is due 3

But Id fav’d her the labour; Sir, andyou,

Had my Army, fil’d with lufty Fellows,

Not yet been disbanded by the Jealous -~

And miftraftfelPérkiament, Pox.on’em : .

Prefumptious Fops,” to take that A&uponem.

But let thatpafs§ €’er long'they’ll furely find, . .

They’d better béert more Loyal and more’Kind. |
Sav’d me the Labour, Sir 2 What do you mean ¢

I never grutch’dmy Labour or my Pain, '
You know I had ten thoufand Men at Call,” ~ -~
To joyn with yowtowork thefe Nations Fall.
If youcompare ourA&ionsinthis Plot,” =~ -
Youw'll find I coménot fhért of 'you one Jot. - © "
What’s all the noife the Rebels made of late.” -
In Scotland ¢ Did'not Firallcreatee =7
Was it not on my Counfelfirfirefolved,” 7.
The Old New Parliamént fHould be diffolved¥®. - -
Or we had both i Ruihe been'involved ? = §

My Lord, all thisand moreTdoatlow;

" And domy Faith fofhy Expefigaccowe. » 1

1 ne’er meant to detraét froffiyeur Jult ‘Fame 5
But tomy death T1I Rill maitwainthe fame,
You are a drudging Rebel ; 'and; by #ové,”
Pl ne’er forfake you whileTtand or move. "~ -
But now, My Lord, Ifecl my felf not well ;

I therefore kifs your hand; and bid faremll;
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