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THE

MEDAL
John Bayes:

A Satyr upon Folly and Knavery.

Ow long fhall I endure, without reply,
To hear this * Bayes this Hackney-rayler lie 2
The fool uncudgell’d, for one Libel fiwells,

Where not his Wit, but Sawcinels excels ;

Whilft with foul Words and Names which he lets
He quite defiles the Satyr’s Dignity. [flie,

¥ His Name inthe Rehearfal
B For
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For Libel and true Satyr different be
This muft have Frurh, and Sah, wich Modefty.
Sparing the Perfons, this does tax the Crimes,
Gall's not great Men, but Vices of the Times g
With Witty and Sharp, not blunt and biccer rimes,
Methinks the Ghoft of Horace there I fee,
Lathing this Cherry-cheeR'd Dunce of Fifty three ;
Who, at that age, fo boldly durft profane,
With bafe hir’d Libel, the free Satyr’s Vein.
Thou ftil'ft it Satyr, to call Names, Rogue, Whore,
Traytor, and Rebel, and a thoufand more.
An Ogyfter-wench is fure thy Mufe of Iate,
And all thy Helicon's at Billing(gate.
A Libellers vile name then may'ft thou gain,
And moderately the Writing part maintain,
None can fo well the beating part fuftain.
Though with thy Sword, thou.art the laft of Men,
Thou art-a damn’d Borosk; with thy Pen.

As
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As far from Satyr does thy Talent lye,

As from being cheerful, or good company.

For thou art * Saturnine, thou doft confefs ;

A civil word thy Dulnefs to exprefs.

An old gelt Maftiff has more mirth than thou,
\Vhpn thoua kind of paltry Mirth would'ft (how
Good humour thou {o awkwardly putft on,

It fits like Modifh Clothes upon a Clown 3
While that of Gentlemen is brisk and high,
When Wine and Wit about the room does flie.
Thou never mak’ft, but art a ftanding Jeft ;

Thy Mirth by foolith Bawdry is expreft ;

And fo debauch'd, fo_fulfome, and fo odd,

. —

Let's Bugger one another now by G--dl.

(When ask'd how they fhould fpend the Afternoon)

This was the fmatt * reply of the Heroick Clown,

* Iu bis Drammatick E(f3y.
* A Windfor, iu the company of feveral perfons of Queality, Sir G.E.
being prefent.
B 2 He
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He boafts of Vice. (which he did ne’rcommit)

Calls himfelf I horcinafter and Sodomite 5

Commerds Reeve's Arfe, and. fays.fhe Buggers weil,
And filly Lyes of virious pranks ddes tell,

This j3.a Sample of his Mirth and Wi,

Which he for the beft Company thinks fit.

In a rich Soyl, the fprightly Horfe y’have feen,

Run, leap, and wanton o're the flowry green,
Praunce, and carvet,with pleafure to, the fight 5

Bue it could never any eyes delight,

To feé the fricking frolicks of a Cow ;

And fuch another merry thing art Thou.

In Verfe, thou haft a knack, with words to chime,
Andhad'ft akind of Excellence in Rime :

‘With Rimes like leading-firings, thou walk'df} ; buty
Lay/d by,at every ftep fhou_brok’ﬁ thy Nofe, [thofe
How low. thy Farce! and thy blank Verfe how meank;

How poor, how naked did appear each.Scene !

Even
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Even thou didft blufh at thy infipid ftuff,
And laid thy dulnefs on poor'hvarm]efs Snuff.
No Comick Scene, or humour haft thou wrought ;
* Thou'ft quibling Bawdy, and ill breeding taught;
But Rime's fad downfal has thy ruine brought.
No Piece did ever from thy [cIf begin;
Thou can’(t no web, from thine own bowels, {pin.
Were from thy Works cull'd out what thow'ft pur-
Even D-<fey would excel what's left behind. [loin'd,
Should all thy borrow'd plumes we from thee tear;
How truly * Poet Squab-would'ft thou appear!
Thou call'ft thy felf,and Fools call thee,in Rime,
The goodly Prirnee of Poets,of thy time ;
And Sov'raign power thou doit ufurp, Fobw Bayes,
And from ail Poets thou a Tax doft raife.
Thou plunder'ft all, tadvance thy mighty Name;
Lool:(t big, and triumphft-with thy borrov’d fame:

¥ The Nama givenr-bins byabe. Eand of Rochelics
Bu:
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But art(while fivelling thus thoy think’(t th'ar¢ Chxef)
A fervile Tnitator and 4 Thief t.
All written Wit thou feizeft on as prize ;
But that will not thy ravenous mind fuffice;;
Though men from thee their inward thoughts conceal,
Yet thou the words out of their months wilt Jteal.
How little owe we to your Native ﬁore,.
Who all you write have heard or read before ?
Except your Libels; and there’s fomething new ;
- For none were ere fo impudent a5 you.
Some Scoundrel Poetafters yet there be,
Fools that Burlefgue the name of Loyalty,
Who by reviling Patriots, think to be
From lon'z,i;‘ze:[f— and buizger ever free
But will (for all their hopes of fivelling bags )
Return 1o Primitive naftinefs and rags. |
Thefeare blind Fools : thou hadft fome kind of fight,
Thou finn'ft againft thy Confeience and the Ligh,

t Oh imitatores fervum pecus !

After
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After the * drubs, thou didft of Tate compound,
And fold for th'weightin Gold each bruife & wound,
Clear was thy fight; and none declaim'd then more
:Gainft Popifb Plois, and Arbitravy Power.
The Minifters thou bluntly wouldft affail,
And it was dangerous to hear thee rail.
t Ob may not England flupid be like thee !
Heawen grant it may not feel before it fee. )
Now he recants, and on that beating thrives :
Thus Poet Laureats, and Rnﬂz‘m IWives,
Do firangely upon beating mend their Lives.
But how comes Bayes to flag and grovel fo ?
Sure your new Lords are in their payments {low:
Thou deferv'ft whipping thou'rt fo dull, this time,
Thou'ft turn'd the Obferwator into Rime.
But thou fupplieft the want of Wit and Senfe,

With moft malitious Lies, and Impudence.

¥ I Rofe-Alley.
At
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At Canbridge firft your fcurrilous Vein began,
When fawcily you traduc'da-t Noblesnan,
Who for that Crime rebuk’d you on the head,
And you had beent Expell'd had you not fled.
The next ftep of-Advancement you began,
Was being Clerk to Nolls Lord Chantberlain,
A Sequeftratorand Committee-man.
There all your wholefome Morals you fucke in,
And got your Gertile Gayety and Meen.
Your Loyalty you learn’d in Crommwels Court,
Where firft your Mufe did make her great cffort.
On him you ficft fhew'd your Poetick ftrain,
* And prais'd bis opening the Bafilick Vein.
And were that poflible to come agen,
Thou on that fide wouldft draw thy flavith Pen.
But he being dead, who fhould the flave prefer,
He turn'd a Journey-man t’a + Bookfeller ;

t A Lords Son, and all Noblemens Sons, are called Noblemen theres

* See bis Pocm nipon Qlivera=--dnd wifely be ¢ffay’d to fFanch the Blood
by breathing of a Vein.

t . MrHexxingman, who kept bim in bis Houfe for that purpofe,

Writ
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Writ Prefaces:to Books for Meat and Drink,
And as he péid,hc would both write and think.
Then by thafliGtance.of a* Noble Knight
Th'hadft plenty; eafe,and liberty to write.
Firlt likc-a Gentleinan he made thee live;
And on his Bounty thou didft amply thrive.
Bat foon thy Native {welling-Venom rofe,
And thou didft him, who gave thee Bread, expofe,
Gainft hima {candalous Preface didft thou write,
Which thou didft foon expunge, rather than fight.

When turnd away by him in fome fmall time)
You in the Peoples ears began. to chime, %
And pleafe the Town with your fuccefsful Rime.
‘When the beft Patronefs of Wit and Stage,
The Joy, the Pride, the wonder of the Age,
Sweet 'Am'z}tb_e,’ the good; great, witty, fair 3
(Ofall this Northern Coutt, the brighteft Star)

% Sir R Ha whokept bim generonfly at is aron Hoigfe
| C Did
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Did on thee, Bayes, lier facred beams difpence,
Who could do ill under fuch influence ?
She the whole Court brought over to thy fide,
And favour flow’d upon thee like 2 Tide.
To her thou foon provdft an * ungrateful Knave;
So good was fhe, not only fhe-forgave,
But did oblige anew, the faithlefs Slave.
And all the Gratitude he can afford,
Is bafely totraduce her Princely Lord.
A Heroe worthy of a God-like Race,
Grear in his Mind, and charming in his Face,
Who conquers Hearts, with unaffe@ed Grace.
His mighty Vertuesare too large for Verfe,

Gentle as billing Doves, as angry Lions fierce :

¥ When be bad thrice broken bis Word, Qash, and Bargain with §iv Wil-

liam Davenant

. be wrote a Letter 1o 1his great Lady to pafs per

word for bimto Sir William, wbo sould nos take bis own 3 which fhe
did, © Tt bis Letter be mifbt God might never profper bine, bis Wife

or Children | if be did not keep bis Oath and Bargainy which
120 Manths be broke, as feveral of the Dikes Play-boufe can tgf
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His Strength and Beauty fo united are,
Nature defign'd him Chief, in Love and War.
All Lovers Vi€ories he did excel,
Succeeding with the beautious Aniabel.
Early in Arms his glorious courfe began,
Which never Herve yet fo {wiftly ran.
Wherever danger fhew'd its dreadful face,
By never-dying ats, h'adorn'd his Roya! Race.
Sure the three Edward‘:r Souls beheld with ]oy, [Boy.
How much thou outdidft Man, when little more than
And all the Princely Heroes of thy Line,
Rejoyc'd to fee fo much of their great Blood in thine.
So gaod and fo diffufive is his Mind,
So loving td, and lov’d by Humane kind, %
He was for vaft and general good defign’d.
In’s height of Greatnefs he all eyes did glad,
And never Man departed from him fad.

Ca Sweet
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Sweer and obliging, eafic of accefs,

Wile in his Judging, courteous iss addrefs.

Ore all the Paflions he bears fo much fway,
No-Stoick taught em better 1o obey,

And, in his Suffering part, he fhines more bright,
Than he appear'd in all that gaudy light,

Now, now, methinks he makes the braveft fhow,
And ne're was greater Herce than he’s now,

For publick good, who wealth.and power forfakes,

Over bimfelf a glorious Congieft makes.

Religion, Prince; and Laws to him are dear ;

And i@dtfencc of all, he dares appear.

*Tis he muft ftand Lke Scevain theb‘r@acht
’(gainﬁ-wl)at ill Minifters do,and Jarious Papfons preach.
Were’t not for:himg how foan ﬁ'm&P_’ORi/b Knife
Might robus of his Royal Fathers Life,

We to their fear of thee that blc:ﬁng owe s ,
In fuch a Son, bappy Great King art thon, g

Who can defend, or can revenge thee fo.
Nexe
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Next, for thy Medal, Bayes, which does revile
The wifeft Patriot of our drooping Ifle,

Who Loyally did ferve his Exil'd Prince,

And with the ableft Councel bleft him fince;

None more thar hedid (top Tyrannick Power,

Or, in that Crifis, did contribute more, %
To his Juft Rights our Monarch to reftore

And ftill by wife advice, and Loyal Arts,

Would have feeur'd him in his Subje&s Hearts.
You own the Mifchiefs, {prung from that Intrigue,
Which fatallydiffolv’d the Tripple-ngue.
Eachrof- your Idsl mock-Trinmi<'rate knors,

Our Patriot. ﬁ‘rongfy‘ did thae Breach oppofé. :

Nok did this Eord 2 Dover-Journey go,

*.From thence onr tears; the Hinm of onr woe.

Had he that Intereft foHow’d, how could he

By thofe that ferv'd it then difcarded be2

» Bayes bis own exp}eﬂ?m, Medal, pag. 5.
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The Freunch and Papifts well his Merits know 3
Were he a friend, they’d not purfu’d him fo :
From both be wonld our befet King preferve,
For.which he does Eternal wreaths deferve.
‘His Life they firft, and now his Fame would take,
For Crimes they forge, and fecret Plots they make.
They by bird W itneffes the firft purfue,
The latter by wile Scriblers bir'd like you.
Thy Infamy will blufh at no difgrace, )
(With fucha harden’d Confcience, and a F ace) g
Thou only want't an Evidences place.
When th’If_le was drownd in a Lethargick fleep,
Our vigilant Herce ftill 2 watch did keep.
When all our ftrength fhould have been madea Prey
To the Leud Bab ylonifb Dalilah,
Methinks I fee our watchful Heroe ftand,
Jogging the Nodding Genisns of our Land ;

Which
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Which fometime ftrugling with fleeps heavy yoak,
Awak'd,ftar’d,& look’d grim,and dreafully he fpoke.
The voice filld all the Land, and then did fright
The Scarlet IVhore from all her works of night.
But-----
With unieen firengths at home, and Forreign Aid,
Too foon She ralli'd, and began tinvade,
Andmany Nets fhe fpread,and many Toils fhe laid.
To lulius yet afleep, what pains fhe takes!
Bnt all in vain, for ftill our Genius wakes.
And now remembers well the * dangerous Teft,
Which might have all our Liberty oppreft,
Had not the coverd fnare our Heroe found,
And for fome time bravely maintain'd the. ground,
Till others faw the bondage was defign'd,
And late with them their ftragling Forces joyn'd.

A t Bill then drawn by B-----did we fee,
4 zealons Bill againft ---«--- for Popery.

* April 7s.

t Ao 76.

Then
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Then Murther'd Godfiey, a lov'd Princes blood,
Ready with Predous drops to mike a ‘purple-flood.

When Popifb Tyranny fhall give command,
And fpread again its darknefs o're the Land.

Then Bloody Plots we find laid at their door,

Than whom none e’re have done or fuffered ‘more,g

Or, would to fave the Prince they did reftore.

Amidft thefehellith Snares, tis time to wake;

May never more a fleep our Genius take.

Thefe things did foon our glorious City warm,

And for their-own, and Princes fafety arm.

The Joy of ours, Terrour of  other Lands,

With wnoderate Head, with snpolluted Hands,

To which the Prince-and People [afety owe,

From which the uncorrupted ftreams of Juftice flow,

Through thickeft clouds of Perjury you fee,

And ne're by Hackirey-Oaths decelv'd will be

Refolv'd to value Credibility. |
Thou



[57]
Thou vindicat'ft the Juftice of thy Prince,
Which fhines moft bright by clearing Innocence.
While fome would Subjeéts of their Livesbereave,
By Witnefles themf(elves could ne're believe,
Though wrongly accus'd,yct at theirBlood they aim,
And, as they were their Quarrey, think it fhame é
Not to run down, and feize the trembling Game.
Thy Fuftice will hereafter be renown'd,
Thy lafting name for Loyalty be crown'd.
When ‘¢will be told who did our Prince reftore,
‘Whom thou with zeal, didft ever fince adore.
How oft haft thou his Princely wants fupply'd?
And never was thy needful aid deny'd.

How long his Kindnefs with thy Duty firove !
Great thy Obedience, and as great his Love;; g
And curft be they who would his Heart remove.
Thou (ftill the fame) with equal zeal wilt {erve;
Maintain his Laws, his Perfon wilt preferve,

D But
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But fome foul Monfters thy rich womb does bear,
Thatylike bale Vipersywould thy bowels teat 5
Who would thy azcient Charters give awdy,

And all thy fironger Liberties betray :

Thofe Elder Cuftoss our great Anceftors

Have from the Saxor times convey'd to ours,

Of which no Pers'nal Crimes 2 lofs can eafife,

By Magya Charta backe, -and by fucceeding Lawe.

This is the Fa&fions Broodt we thould: purfie

For as in Schifin, fo in Secition too,

The Many are deferted by the Few.

Thefe Fatious Few, for biteer feourges fie,

(To fhew Addreffing and Abhoriing Wit)

§ct up a Jack of Lent, and throw at i.

Bat thofe, alas, falfe {ifly meafures take,

Who of the Few an * Affociation make.

Thou need’ft not doubt to triumph o're thefe Fools,
- Thefe blindly led, thefe Jeltited TooT;;

¥ Their Addreffing is plainly makiig an Affociation.
Whilft
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Whilft bravely thou continu'ft to. oppofe,
All would-be Pap’z’ﬂf,‘~as all Romifb Foes.
In fpight of lawlefs' men; and ¥ Popifh flames,
(Inrich’d by thy much lTov'd and bounteous. Fhaines )
May into thee the Wealth of*Nations flow,
And to thy height all Europes Cities bow..
Fhou great fuppore of Princely Digrity !
And Bulwark to the Peoples Liberty !
If a good Mayor with fuch good Shrieves appear,.
Nor Prince, nor People, need a danger fear :
And fuch we hope for each fucceeding year.
Thus thou a Glorious City may ft remain,
And all thy Ancient Libertiesretain, %
While Albior 3 furrounded with the Maim
Go, Abjest Bayes I and a& thy flavith part ;
Fawn on thofe Popifb Knaves, whofe Knave thou art :
*Tis not ill writing, or worfe Policy,
That can enflave a Nation, o long frce.

® See the Chancellors Excellent Speech befors the Sentence on the Lord
Stafford.
D 2 Our
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Our King's too good to take that rugged courfe ;
He'll win by kindnefspnot fubdue by force.

If King of Slaves and Beafts, not Men he'd be,

A Lyon were a greater Prince than be.

Approach him then, let no malitious Chit,

No infolent Prater, nor a flathy Wit, %
Impeachments make not men for States-men fit.
But-—-

Trush, Fudgment, Firmnefs, and Integrity,

With long experience, quick_ fagacity, 2
Swift to prevent, as ready tg forefee;

Knowing the depths from which all alion [prings,
And by a Chain of canfes udging things :

That dses all weights into the ballance caff,

Ard wifely can fore-sell the future, by the paft.

‘Where ere fuch vertuous qualities appear,

They're Patriots worthy of a Princes ear, g

To Himand Subjedls they’l alike be dear.
The
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The Kings and Peoples Intereft theyll make one.
What perfonal greataefs can onr Monarch own, g
When bearts of SubjeSts nuft fupport the Throne !
And Minifters fhould ftrive thofe bearts- tunite,
Unlefs they had 2 mind to-make us fight.

Who by Addreffes thus the Realm- divide,
(Allbonds of Kindred, and of Friends untide) %
Havein effe&, in Battle rang'd each fide.

But Heaven avert ghofe Plagues which we deferve:
Inteftine Farres, but Popifb ends can ferve.

How falfe, and dangerous Methods do 'tl;jey take,
Who would a King but oF Addreflers niakc‘ !

They from Prote&ion would throw all the reft;
And poorly narrow the Kings Intereft.

To make their little Party too, feem great,

They with falfe Mufters, like the Spaniards; cheat:.
He'’s Kiﬁg of all, and WOuld have all their Hearts,
Were't not for thefe dividing Popifb arts.

Statefmem
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Statefuncn- who Listyue Interefrmonld Hprove,
Cdmpute bis Greatue[s, by bis Peoples Lowe ;
That neay af]ift our Friends, and Foes.o'recanse 4
So nnch . be pwill be feard Abroad, a5 v'd at-Homs.
He at the Peoples Head, may great appear,
As th’ Edwgrdis,Hepry s, and Eliza were.
And curft be they who would that Power divide;
Who would diffolve thatSacred knot by which they're
Thofe Mifcreants who hate a Parliamemj_, . [eyd.
Woitild foon deftroy our Antient Government,
Thole Slaves would make us fit to be oTegome,
And gladly fell the Land to France, oxr Rowe.
But Heaven preferve onr Legal ’Mom:rc_b]‘,
And all thofe Laws that keepr the People free.,
Of all Mankind, for ever curft be they,

Who.would or Kings, or Peoples Rights betray, g
Or ouglit would changé,but,by a Legiflative way.

Be
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Be damn'd the moft abhorr’d, and Traiterous Race,

Who would the beft of Governments deface.

Now farewel wretched Mercenary Bayes,
Who the King Libell'd, and did Crommwel praile.
Farewel, abandon’d Rafcal ! only fit
To be abusd by thy own fcurrilous Wit
Which thou wouldft do, and for a Moderate Sum,
Anfwer thy Medal, and thy Abfolow.

Thy piteous Hackney-Pen fhall never fright us,
Thou'rt dwindl'd down to Hodge, and Heraclitus.
Go, Ignoramus cry; and Forty Ore,

And by * Sams Parfons be thou prais'd alone.

Few Men, than this, a better mixture have :

Pied thing! half Wit! half Fool! and for aKnave, %

But thou canft add to that, Coward and Slave.

X A4 Coffec-bonfe where the Inferiour Crape-gown-men meet with their
g;gide Roger, to invent Lies for tbe farther carrying on the Pupifl=
ofe

FINIS.



