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. A o *
Upon '4FWOM AN, who by her Falfbood and
Scorn was the Death of my Friend.

, N O! fthe thall ne’er efcape if Gods there be,

| [Inlefs they perjur'd grow, and falfe as fhe 5
‘Tho  no ftrange Judgment yet the Murd’refs feize
‘To punith her, and quit the partial Skies

Though no revenging Lightning yet has flathe

rrom thence, that might her crim’nal beauties blaft ;
Tho’ they in their old Luftre ftill prevail,

By no Difeafe, nor Guilt it felf made pale. (own,
Guilt which fhould blackeft Moors themfelves but
Wounld make thro’ all their night new Blufthes dawn
Tho’ that kind Soul, who now augments the bleft,
Thither too foon by her unkindnefs chasd.
(Where may it be her fmall’'tt, and lighteft doom,
(For that s not half my curfe) never to come )
Though he when prompted by the high'ft defpair,
Ne'er mention'd her, without an Hymn, or Pray’r,
And could by all her {corn be forc'd no more
Than Martyrs to revile what they adore,

Who, had he curft her with his dying breath,

Had done but juft, and Heaven had forgave:

Tho' ill made Law no fentence has ordain’d

For her, no Statute has her Guilt arrain’d;
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(For Hangmen, Womens Scorn, and Dottors Skill,

All by a licenc’'d way of murder kill)

Tho' fhe from Juftice of all thefe go free,

And boaft perhaps in her fuccefs, and cry, %

"Twas but a little harmlefs perjury :

Yet thinksfhe not fhe ftill fecure thall prove,

Or that none dare avenge an injur'd Love:

I rife in Judgment, am to be to her

Both Witnefs, Judge, and Executioner s

Arm’d with dire Satyr, and refentful Spite,

I come to haunt her with the Ghofts of Wit.

My Ink unbid ftarts out and flies on her,

Like blood upon fome touching Murderer :

And fhou'd that fail, rather than want, I wou'd,

Like Hags, to curfe her, write in my own blood,
Ye fprightful pow’rs (if any there can be,

That boaft a worfe, and keener {pight than 1)

Aflift with Malice, and your mighty aid

My {worn Revenge, and help me Rhime her dead:

Grant | may fix fuch brands of Infamy,

So plain, fo deeply grav’d on her that fhe,

Her Skill, nor Patch, nor Paint, alljoyn'd can hide,

And which thall lafting as her Soul abide:

Grant my rank hate may {uch ftrong Poifon caft,

That every breath may taint, and rot, and blaft,

Till one large Gangrene quite o’'erfpread her fame

With foul Contagion  till her odious name,

Spit at, and curft, by every mouth like mine,

Be terror to her felf, and all her line. |
Vilelt of that vile Sex, which damn’d usall}

Ordain'd to canfe, and plague us for our falll
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TOMAN! nay worfe! for fhe can noucht be faid,

But Mummy by fome Dev'l inhabited ;

| Not made in Heaven's Mint, but bafely coin'd,

She wears an huran Image ﬂampt on Fiend s

And whofo Marriage would with her contra,

Is Witch by Law, and that a meer compatt.

lHer Soul (if any Soul in her there be)

’By Hell was breath'd into her in a Lye,

| And its whole ftock of falfhood there was lent,

 As if hereafter to be true it meant:

baud Nuture taught her jilting, when fhe made,

And by her make defign’d ber tor the trade::

Hence “twas fhe daub'd her with a painted Face,

That fhe at once might better cheat, and pleafe

All thofe gay charming looks, that court the Eye,

Arc but an ambufh to hide Treachery :

Mifchief adorn’d with Pomp, and fmooth difguife,

A painted Skin ftuff d full of Guile and Lyes ;

Within 2 gawdy Cafe, a nalty Soul,

 Like T-——-of quahty in a gilt Clofe-ttoo! :

Such on a Cloud thofe flatt ring Colours are,

'Which only ferve to drefs a Tempe& fair.

'So Men upon this Earth’s fair {urface dwell,

Within are Fiends, and at the Center, Hell

Court-promifes, the Leagues, which Statef-men
make,

With more convenience, and more eafe to break.

The Faith, a Jefuit in a leglance {wears, }

Or a Town jilt to keeping Coxcombs bears
Are firm, and certain all, compard with hers :

Early in Falfhood at her Font fhe lyd,
And (hould ev'n then for Perjury been tryd ;
G 4 Her
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Her Confcience ftretch'd, and open as the Stews,

But Jaughs at Oaths, and plays with folemn Vows

And at her mouth fwallows down perjurd breath,

More glib than bits of Lechery beneath:

Lefs ferzous known, when fhe doth moft proteft,

Than thoughts of arranteft Buffoons in jelt ;

More cheap than the vile Mercenary Squire,

That plies for Half-crown- Fees at Weftminfler, %

And trades in ftaple Oaths, and {wears to hire:

1 efs Guilt than bers, lefs breach of Oath and Word

Has (tood aloft, and look'd through Penance- board

And he that trafts her in a Death-bed Prayer,

Has Faith to merit, and fave any thing, but her,
But fince her Guilt defeription does out-go,

Il try if it out-ftrip my Curfes too s

Curfes, which may they equal my ]ui‘t hate,
M Wifh, and her Defert, be each fo great, }

Each heard like Pray’rs, and Heaven make ‘em Fate.
Firt, for her Beautles whlch the mlfchlef

brought
May fhe affected they be borrow’d thought,
By her own hand, not that of Nature wrought:
Her Credit, Honour, Portion, Health, may thofe
Prove]wht and frail. as her broke Falth and Vows,
Some bafe unnam’d Dlleafe her Carkafs foul,
And make her Body ugly, as her Souls
Cankers, and Ulcers eat her, till the be
Shun'd like Infeltion, loath d like mfa'ny
Strength quite eXpir d may fhe alone retain
The bnuff of Life, may that unquencht remain, }
As in the damn’d, to keep her frefh from pain:
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Hot Luft light on her, and the Plague of Pride
On that, this ever fcorn'd, as thatdeny’d :

Ach, Anguith, Horror, Grief, Difhonour, Shame,
Purfue at once her Body, Soul, and Fame: |
If e'er the Devil Love muft enter her

(For nothing fure but Fiends can enter there)

May {he a juft and true Tormenter find,

And that, like anill Con{cience, rack her Mind:
Be fome difeas'd and ugly Wretch her fate,

She doom'd to Love of one, whom all elfe hate,
May he hate her, and may her deftiny

Be to defpair, and yet love on, and die

Or to invent fome wittier Punifhment,

May he, to plague her, out of {pite confent

| May the old Fumbler, though difabled quite,
Have ftrength to give her Claps, but no D:light ;
M2y he of her unjuftly 'éealous be

For one that's worfe and uglier far than he:
May’s Impotence balk, and torment her luft,

Yet {carcely her to Dreams, or Withes truft s
Forc'd to be chaft, may fhe fufpeted be,.

‘Share none o'th’ Pleafure, all the Infamy. >

In fine, thatI all Curfes may compleat,

(ForI've but curs’d in jeft, but railed yet )
Whate’er the Sex deferves, or feels, or fears,

May all thofe Plagues be hers, and only hers;
Whate'er great Favourites turnd out of doors,
scorn’d Lovers, bilk'd and difappointed Whores,
Or lofing Gamelters vent, what Curfes eer
Are {poke by finners raving in defpair ;

Al thofe fall on her, as they’re all her due,
Till fpite can’t think, nor Heav'n infli& anew
N . May
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May then (for once I will be kind, and pray )

No madnefs take her ufe ot Senfe away 5

But may fhe in full ftrength of Reafon be,

To feel, and underftand her Mifery ;

Plagu’d fo, till {he think damning a releafe,

And humbly pray to go to Hell for eafe:

Yet may not all thefe {ufPrings here attone

Her {in, and may fhe ftill go finning on,

Tick up in Perjury, and run o'th’ Score,

Till on her Soul fhe can get truft no more:
Then may fhe Stupid and Repentlefs die, }

And Heav n it {elf forgive no more than I,
But fo be damn'd of meer neceflity.
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