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The Triat of S ElLiL:M:dithe PERSIAN.

For divers High Crimes and Mifdemeanours,

HE court was met ; the pris’ner brought ;
The council with inftruction fraught ;

And evidence prepar’d at large,
On oath, to vindicate the charge.

But firft ’tis meet, where form denies
Poetick helps of fancy’d lies,
Gay metaphors, and figures fine,
And fimiles to deck the line;
’T'1s meet (as we before have faid)
To call defcription to our aid.

Begin we then (as firft ’tis fitting)

With the three CH1EFs 1n judgment fitting.
Above the reft, and in the chair,

Sat FacTrion with diffembled air;
Her tongue was fkill’d in {pecious lyes,
And murmurs, whence diffentiens rife ;
A {miling mafk her features veil’d
Her form the patriot’s robe conceal’d ;
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With ftudy’d blandifhments the bow’d,
And drew the captivated crowd.
‘I'he nextin place, and on the right,
Sat Envy, hideous to the fight ;
Her {naky locks, her hollow eyes,
And haggard form forbad difguife ;
Pale difcontent, and {ullen hate
Upon her wrinkled forehead fate :
Her left-hand clench’d, her cheek fuftain’d,
Her right (with many a murder ftain’d)
A dagger clutch’d, in a& to ftrike,
With ftarts of rage, and aim oblique.
Laft on the left was CLamour feen,
Of ftature vaft; and horrid mien;
With bloated cheeks, and frantick eyes,
She fent her yellings to the fkies ;
Prepar’d with trumpet in her hand,
T'o blow fedition o’er the land.
With thefe, four more of lefler fame,
And humbler rank, attendant came:
Hyrocrisy with fmiling grace,
And ImMmpuDENCE with brazen face,
CoxTENTION bold, with iron lungs,
And SLanxpER with her hundred tongues.

The walls 1n {culptur’d tale were rich,
And ftatues proud (in many a nich)
Of chiefs, who fought in FacTrion’s caufe,
And perifh’d for contempt of laws,
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The roof in vary’d light and fhade,
The feat of AnarcHY difplay’d.
Triumphant o’er a falling throne
(By emblematick figure known)
Conrusrton rag’d, and LusTt obfcene,
And Rior with diftemper’d mien,
And OvuTracE bold, and MiscHiEF dire,
And DevasTtaTion clad in fire.
Prone on the ground, a martial maid
FExpiring lay, and groan’d for aid ;
Her fhield with many a ftab was pierc’d,
Her laurels torn, her {pear revers’d ;
And near her crouch’d, amidft the {poils,
A lion painted in the toils.

With look compos’d the pris’ner ftood,
And modeft pride. By turns he view’d
'The court, the council, and the crowd,
And with {fubmiflive rev'rence bow’d.

Proceed we now, in humbler ftrains,
And lighter rhymes, with what remains.

Th’ indi&ment grievouily fet forth,
That SEL1Mm, loft to truth and worth,
(In company withone WiLL P—r
And many more, not takenyet)

In ForTY-FI1VE, the royal palace

Did enter, and to fhame grown callous,
Did then and there his faith forfake,
And did accept, receive and take,

With
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With mifchievous intent and bafe,
Value unknown, a certain place.
| He was a fecond time indicted,
] For that, by evil 2ea] excited,
| With learning more than layman’s fhare,
(Which parfons want, and he might {pare)
In letter to one GrLBErRT WEST,
He, the faid Serim, did atteft,
Maintain, fupport, and make affertion
Of certain points, from PauL’s converfion :
By means whereof the faid apoftle
Did many an unbeliever joftle,
Starting unfafhionable fancies,
And building truths on known romances.
A third charge run, that knowing well

Wits only eat, as pamphlets fell,

He, the faid SEr1m, notwithftanding
Did fall to anfw’ring, fhaming, branding
T'hree curious Letters to the Whigs ;

1 Making no reader care three figs

For any fa&ts contain’d therein ;

By which uncharitable fin,

An author, modeft and deferving,

Was deftin’d to contempt and ftarving ;

n—
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Againft the king, his crown and peace,
And all the ftatutes in that cafe.
The pleader rofe with brief full charg’d,

. And on the pris’ner’s crimes enlarg’d——
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But not to damp the Mufe’s fire
With rhet’rick {uch as courts require,
We’ll try to keep the reader warm,
And fift the matter from the form.
Virtue and focial love, he faid,
And honour from the land were fled ;
That PaTrioTs now, like other folks,
Were made the butt of vulgar jokes ;
While OprosiTion dropp’d her creft,
And courted pow’r for wealth and reft.
Why fome folks laugh’d, and {ome folks rail’d,
Why fome fubmitted, fome affail’d,
Angry or pleas’d all folv’d the doubt
With who were in, and who were out.
The fons of CrLamour grew fo fickly,
They look’d for diffolution quickly ;
Their weekly Journals finely written,
Were {unk in privies all beth—n ;
Old-England and the London-Evening,
Hardly a foul was found believing in,
And Caleb, -once fo bold and ftrong,
Was ftupid now, and always wrong,

Afk ye whence rofe this foul difgrace ?
Why Sevrim has receiv’d a place,
And thereby brought the caufe to fhame;
Proving that people, void of blame,
Might ferve their country and their king,
By making both the felf-fame thing.
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By which the credulous believ’d,
And others (by ftrange arts deceiv’d)
That Minifters were {fometimes right,

And meant not to deftroy us quite,
That bart’ring thus in ftate affairs,
He next muft deal in {facred wares.
The clergy’s rights divine invade,
And {fmuggle in the gofpel-trade.
And all this zeal to re-inftate
Exploded notions, out of date;
Sending old rakes to church in fhoals,
Like children fniv’ling for their {ouls,

And ladies gay, from {mut and libels,

To learn beliefs, and read their Bibles ;
Ereéting confcience for a tutor,

To damn the prefent by the future.

‘As 1f to evils known and real

’T'was needful to annex ideal ;

When all of human life we know

e S =

Is care, and bitternefs, and woe,
With fhort tranfitions of delight,
To fet the fhatter’d {pirits right.
Then why fuch mighty pains and care,

§ 'T'o make us humbler than we are ?
Forbidding fhort liv’d mirth and laughter
- By fears of what may come hereafter ?
Better in ignorance to dwell ;

None fear, but who believe an hell :

Q4. And
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And if there fhould be one, no doubt

Men of themfelves would find it out.

But SErim’s crimes, he faid, went further,

And barely ftopp’d on this fide murther ;

One yet remain’d to clofe the charge,

‘To which (with leave) he’d {peak at large.

And firft ’twas needful to premife,

That tho’ fo long (for reafons wife)
The prefs inviolate had ftood,
Produ&ive of the publick good ;

Yet ftill, toc modeft to abufe,

It rail’d at vice, but told not whofe.
That great improvements, of late days
Were made, to many an author’s praife,
Who, not {o {crupulouily nice,
Proclaim’d the perfon with the vice,

Or gave, where vices might be wanted,
The name, and took the reft for granted.
Upon this plan, a Champion ® rofe,
Unrighteous greatnefs to oppofe,
Proving the man jzvenius non efl,

Who trades in pow’r, and {till 15 honeft ;
And (God ke prais’d) he did it roundly,
Flogging a certain junto foundly ;

But chief his anger was directed

Where people leaft of all {ufpetted;

Author of the Letters to the Whigs:

And
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i And Serim, notfo ﬂrong as tall,
Beneath his grafp appear’d to fall.
5 But InNvocENCE (as people fay)
Stood by, and fav’d him in the fray.
By her aflited, and one TruTH,
A bufy, prating, forward youth,
He rally’d all his firength ancw,
And at the foe a letter threw,
Tis weakeft part the weapon found,
And brought him fenfelefs to the ground.
Hence Orrosrrion fled the field,
And Icen’rancE with her fev'n-fold fhield ;
And well they might, for (things weigh’d fully)
The pris’ner, with his Whore and Dully,
Muft prove for ev’ry foe too hard,
Who never fought with {uch a cuard.
But TrurH and InNocENCE, he faid,

Would ftand him here in little ftead,

For they had evidence on oath,
That would appear too hard for both.

Of witnefles a fearful train
Came next #h’ indiétments to fuftain ;
DetracTion, HaTrED, and DisTrUST,
And Parry, of all foes the wori,

‘ Matrice, Revence, and UnBELIEF,

And DisarroinTMENT, worn with grief,
Disuonxour foul, unaw’d by fhame,

. And every fiecnd that vice can hame,
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All thefe in ample form depos’d

Each fa&t the triple charge difclos’d,
With taunts and gibes of bitter fort,

And afking vengeance from the court.

The pris’ner faid in his defence,
That he indeed had fmall pretence
To foften facts fo deeply fworn,
But would for his offences mourn ;
Yet more he hop’d than bare repentance
Might ftill be urg’d to ward the fentence ;
"That he had held a place fome years,
He own’d with penitence and tears,
But took it not from motives bafe,
Th’ indiétment there miftook the cafe ;
And tho’ he had betray’'d his. truft,
In being to his country juft,
Negletting Facrion and her friends,
He did 1t not for wicked ends,
But that complaints and feuds might ceafe,
And jarring parties mix in peace.

That what he wrote to GiLBERT WEST
Bore hard againft him, he confefs’d ;
Yet there they wrong’d him; for the fa& is,
He reafon’d for Belief, not Pradtice ;
And people might believe, he thought,
Tho’ Pradtice might be deem’d 2 fault.
He either dreamt it, or was told,

il
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That it cave breeding no offence,

-

"

And was no foe to wit and fenfe;

But whether this was truth or whim,

; He would not fay ; the doubt with him

(And no great harm he hop’d) was how

Th’ enlighten’d world would take it now ;

1 If they admitted 1t, ’twas w ell,

‘ If not, he never talk’d of hell,

Nor even hop’d to change men’s 's meafures,

Or frighten ladies from t their pleafures.
One accufation, he confefs’d,

G

Had touch’d him more than all the reft ;
Three Patriot-Letters, high in fame,

By him n’ertn.;mwn, and brought to fhame.

And though it was a rule in vogue,
Tfone man call’d another rog
The party injur’d might reply,
And on his foe retort

’
Vet what accru’d from all his labour,

|§ But foul difhonour to his neighbpur ?
And he’s a moft unchriftian elf,

Who others damns to {ave him{elf.

e,

Befides, as all men knew, he {aid,
Thefe Letters only rail’d for bread ;

And hunger was a known excuie

For proftitution and abufe ;

A guinea, properly apply’d,

Had made the writer change his fide;

He
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He wifh’d he had not cut and carv’d him,
And own’d, he fhould have bought, not ftarv’d him.

T'he court, he {aid, knew all the reft,
And mult proceed as they thought beft ;
Only he hop’d fuch refignation
Would plead fome little mitigation ;

And if his charaéter was clear

From other faults (and friends were near,
Who would, when call’d upon, atteft it)
He did in humbleft form requett it,

"T'o be from puniflrment exempt,

And only fuffer their contempt.

‘T'he pris'ner’s friends their claim preferr’d,
In turn demanding to be heard.
INTEGRITY and Hoxour fwore,
BENEVOLENCE and twenty more,

‘That he was always of their party,

And that they knew him firm and hearty,

RErrcion, fober dame, attended,

Ard, as fhe eould, his caufe befriended ;

She faid, ’twas fince fhe came from college
She knew him introduc’d by KNoWLEDGE ;

The man was modeft and fincere,

Nor farther could fhe interfere.
The n-'i usks begg’d to interpofe,

But Exvy with loud hiffings rofe,

d call’d them women of ill fame ;
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And faid, to 2ll the world ’twas known,
Sgrim had had them ev’ry one.
The pris’ner blufh’d, the Muses frown’d,
When filence was proclaim’d around,
And Facrion, rifing with the reit,
In form the pris’ner thus addrefs’d.

You, SErLim, thrice have been indited,
Firft, that by wicked pride excited,
And bent your country to difgrace,
You have receiv’d, and held a Pracs.
Next, INFIDELITY to wound,
You’ve dar’d, with arguments profound,
To drive FREETHINKING to a ftand,
And with RELicioN vex the land.
And laftly, in contempt of right,
With horrid and unnat’ral {pite,
You have an AurTuor’s fame o’erthrown,
Thereby to build and fence your own.

Thefe crimes {ucceflive, on your trial,
Have met with proofs beyond denial ;
To which.yourfelf, with fhame, conceded,
And but in mitigation pleaded.
Yet that the juftice of the court
May fuffer not in men’s report,
Judgment a moment I fufpend,
'T'o reafon as from friend to friend.

And firft, that you, of 2ll mankind,

- -

With Kings and Courts fhould ftamn your mind!

You !
-
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You! who were OprosiTion’s lord!

Her nerves, her finews, and her {word!
Thatyou at laft, for fervile ends,
Should wound the bowels of her friends ! —
Is aggoravation of offence,
‘That leaves for mercy no pretence.
Yet more—for you to urge your hate,
And back the church to aid the ftate !
For you to publifh fuch a letter!
You! who have known Rev1cion better!
For you, I fay, to introduce
T'he fraud again !==There’s no excufe.
And laft of all, to crown your fhame,
Was it for you to load with blame
The writings of a Patriot-Youth,
And fummon InnoceEncE and TruTH
‘T'o prop your caufe ?—Was this for you ?—
But juftice does your crimes purf{ue ;
And fentence now alone remains,
Which thus, by me, the court ordains.

¢¢ That you return from whence you came,
s¢ There to be ftripp’d of all your fame
¢¢ By vulgar hands, that once a week .
¢¢ Old-England pinch you till you fqueak ;
‘¢ That ribbald pamphlets do purfue you,
And lyes, and murmurs, to undo you,
¢ With ev’ry foe that WorTH procures,
¢ And only VirTus’s friends be Yours.”

The




