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The Second Part

O I
dhe World turwd Toply Lureey.

SATYR.

Behold, a greater Monlter than before,
A Woman Monliter, =-=amee---.

.......... That’s a Monffrous Whore.
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How vile a thing muft {uch a Creature be,

The hated Caule of Man's loft Liberty 2

This is her Birth ; but Satyr, if thou’lt trace
The fecret Steps of this degenerate Race 4

More foul and monit’rous Actions thou wilt find _"'
Pregnant 1n her, than in all Human Kind 5

‘The Emiflary of malignant Fiends,

Fair in her Ways, but poysious in her Ends,

B The
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T he {ubtle Serpent taught her to beguile,

And when {hs Muider meant, how {he {how'd {mile,

He taught this Moniter all the murd’ring Trade ()
Of Beauty, fhe {o artiul now has lzaid, *
To rival, nay, out-do the blufhing Maid= g

For the no longer Nature’s E.aws purfu’d,
But ’till the had her Cully, Man, {ubdu'd:
‘Then like a Tyrant the impos’d her Chains,
Tho’ the vain Bubble fancies that he Reigns s

Struts round the World with awful Locks of Pride,

As ifthe Woman was not taken from his Side.

But {ee this pageant Greatnefs, how ’tis gone,
i1 once the peevith Creature Chance to frown :
Hle fawns like £fop’s Dog, and kaneels to lick
'I'he haughty Females Feet that do him kick 5
Then thakes his Head, and toffes round his Hyes, 8
So lately made the Woman’s Sacrifice, |
As if he did the Deity defpife. g

-Whilft



Whilft o’er the Victim the infulting ftands,
The fuppliant Slave obeys her proud Commands

As honour’d by the thing he {o dildains,

He Triumphs moft, when moft he 1s 1n Chains.

Such fecret Charms this Moniter has to win,
She can deceive ev'n thofe that know the Gin 3
She’s fetter’d only with the Chains of Gold,
Stronger than all th’® Enchantments were of QOld,
Or thofe the Poet of fam’d Ciice told: |
They bind, or elle the wou'd defpotick grow,
And let Mankind her fierce Refentments know =
For all their L.iberties are 111 her Pow'r,

Which Monfter-like, fhe does at onice devour:
‘Then makes the {ervile Brute her Will obey

Hunt lLike the T'yger, for his Savage Prey
At Dead of WNight, or fore the Dawn of Day,.

Her Laws. are ablolute, there’s no Appeal,

For Juftice lies againft a Woman's Wall,
Bound-
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Poundlefs as Oceans is her {irong Defire,
And as unquenchable as Aua’s Fire 4
Fruitful as Nile hier mon{t’rous Produdt are,
And as the Fields, frefly, beautiful and fair:
But then lordly, like Lucifer, they Reign,
And all the Works of Heav'n befide difdain.
In Courts and Cottages they claim their Sway,
And make that foolith Creature Man obey.
Their Rule abroad, as well as here 1s known,
For all the World pay Homage to the Female Throne,
HEmpire has always in their Nature been, |
.

That ev'ry Woman'Reigns a little Queen.

Not one’s {o vile,‘ but has her Man to rule,
Hither the cautious Coxcomb, or the Foeol.
The Hermit in his Cell 1s not {ecure
From this infatiate Monfter’s fatal Pow'r.
The facred Robe here lays Religion down ¢ |
Here falls the Crofier, Mitre, and the Crown, {

And none mfults here, like the ill-bred Clown : S
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O’er him fhe governs with the meaneit Sway s
The Night is Liers, but he commands the Day.
Infenfible he bears the Female Fire,

For Beauty cannot raife his Pailion higher.

That fierce Artillery, fhot from their Eyes,
Wounds not his Heart, tho’ thro’ his Soul it flies,
And pierces to the Quick the Brave and Wife.
There “tis this Monfter vents her rancid Spleei,
T'here are her ['riumphs, and her Trophies {feen;
for who can yet forget a Mazarine.

What high Command o'er fetter'd Man fhe bore,

For next to Heav'n’s 1s an illuftrious Whe---e.

T'he triple Monarch yielded to her Charms,
Forgot his Sanéfity within her Avms,
And fancy’d Heav’n in ev'ry balimy Kifs,
Lranfported as he lay in liquid Blifs 5
With Plealure fill'd, and with refiftlefs Joy,
Which does Iifallibity deftroy. |
C

The
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The Female did ufurp the facred Throne,
Nor triump’d only o’er the Mitred Crown :
But made imperial Greatnefs on her wait,
And Kings contend to bow beneath her Feet :
1'his was her Majefty, and this her Pride,
‘Tho’ the'd a thoufand little Arts befide,
Ev'ry vain Fool and Coxcomb to enfnare,
The doating Statef-man, or the caillow Peer.
Oxford too well the fatal Secret knew,
Whereby this Monfter all her Thoufands ﬂew :

But, Sztyr, let thofe buried with her lie
In the dark Womb of {till Eternity.

For living Monfters, thow'ft enough in ﬂore
'Tho not {o g eat a Womai, and To oreat a Wh-g:-re.

y

s ﬂxj__;’__’;{_;_z;j tho' once the had a Dukch-0<fs Name;

Will never reach to thy notorious Fame.
England alone her {maller Aétions bonudsy

But Mazarine’s throughout all Europe founds.

—
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Tf Mo-er-=-¢ of 2 Man, a Monfter made,

The Crimes extin@, for now the Monfter’s Dead.

-

This Venom fpreads thro’ all the Female-kind
Shew me a Woman, I'll a Monfter find.
They're falfe by Nature, and by Nature taught,
The Treachery that Eve {o dearly bought.
So early ‘twas fhe learnt how to deceive,
And by her flatt’ring Arts, make Man believe s
Believe, that Woman was his chieteft Good,
Fer he to well the Secret under{tood 5
Knew that ‘twas fhe defiroy’d the Sweets of Life,

She that was Woman call’d, or EZve, or Wife.

S0 B@-x, that Proftitute of Wives, became
Her Hufband’s Curfe, and all her Sexes Shame 5
Deceiv'd Mankind with a falfe flattring Face,
Which only {faw its Likenels in the Glals.
Her Tears prevail’d beyond her other Charms;
she figh'd her Lovers to her longing Arme s
| Tl
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"Tiii fated with her lufttul Joys, fhelay
With Indignation fir'd at break of Day.
Thus the wfatiate MefJalina {trove,
With hot polluted Loudt, to quench her Love :
Slie ftrol’'d the Sireets as wanton Matr(;ns_ do,
That wi.h the burning Fires of Lechery glow.
‘F'he Stews them{elves cow’d not allay her Flame, [)}
To that the Sacrificd a Cefur’s Fame, {
And glory’d like the vileft Woman, in her Shame. '
Richliens fills next the monitrous black Record
Of ftroling Whores, by all Mankind abhor’d.
From Place to Place, from Court to Court they rove,
And Merchant-like, Tréde in Lafcivious Love :
She left her native Clime to {eek Renown,
But found no Shelter under #7:/liim’s Crown.,
Difpatch’d from thence, {he her great Lover Ioft,

She hop'd to win again, when Seas the'd croft:

But fee, alals! evin Ho/land co’d not bear

A Cully-mnaking of a Belgick Peer:
L

They
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They banifl'd her with Marks of moft Difduin,
And fent her by Sea-Moniters hiome again 4
'T'o Italy they fent the Searlet Wh-0-re, }
Worle than {he came from thence, and quite as Poor;_,‘*ﬂ
| For fhe had Sinn.d {o long, that {he could S ne r*norf’:eg

Cyo-(5 15 a Monfter of {o mean a Race,

Encugh the lowelt Satyr to digrace,

She claims her Being from fuch fordid Karth,
Nor 1s her Manners better than her Birth ;
Pregnant with Louft, fhe fell before her Years,
‘Tothe laft Pitch of Infamy, to Rakifh Peays, |
F.owd from her Cradle, fhe at laft became,

Ev'n to the Stage, that nurs'd her firft a Shame.

But Fortune which on Vice does fometimes frowi,
Remov’'d this wretched Creature from the Town s
Pleas'd for a time with Mifery (0 {port,

Sent her from hence, to the fam’d Galick Court
Beftow’d her on the Man the meant to Curfe,

For of all Plagues, what could the think of worfe?
) i Searcl:
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Search whers you will, you caw’t find {uch another,
A Wheo-re the Daughter, and the Bas? the Mother.
¥rom this low Strain, let me afcend agai,

feaft with fuch NMonfters I aftright the Men.

4 - gl mha iy

, tho’ fhe’s one of more than ufual fize,
Delights at once, at once attracts all Eyes:
Yet the’s a Woman made up of Deceit,

A falfe intrieguing Woman, without Wit:
“I1s true, lier younger Silter has her fhare,
But the’s as Ugly as the other’s Fair,

How hard:a Tafk wouw'd't be, were I to. chufe,,
Which of the two I'd have, and which refufe?
For they are forny’d in the {ame crooked Mold,,
Both are ill-natur’d, both are- Vain and Old:.
Yer Coquetry, that darling Female-Vice,

Yhey {till purfue, and love dear as their E_yésn._

So M-=fiq pratticd that .engaging Sin
So long, “till fhe had drawn her-Gallants in ,
"Till.
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? *Till fhe had loft her Honour, and her Fame,
;i And for a C‘mﬁﬂ’ﬁ-, took a private Name,
Without the Senfe of Modefty, or Shame.
To publick Cenfure fhe her Sex betray’d,

And all ther jugling Mifteries difplay’d.

The Maryt’ed Females curs’d this Monfter more,
Than e’er Man did the moft {alacious Wh-&--r¢ :
They curs’d her, ‘caufe a Prefident the made,

" And ruin'd all the interloping Trade.

No Wives dare pratile now the dear Deceit,

Leaft they themfelves, more than their Cuckolds, ciear.
The meaneft Scoundre! threatens a Divorce,

'Tho’ he agreed for berter and for wor/fe,

How monft'rous vicious are our Wenien growsn

‘That Modefty’s cfteem’d a Vice in fewn?

At Court 1t fourifhes wuch like a Weed,

Is foon pluck’d up, -€'er it can bring forth Seed -
The faireft Flow’rs are {ufier’d {till to grow,
But in the BL.d defh oy 'd befou. thes f blew »

."' »
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The gath'ving Hand to, eager to poffufs, ok

Anticipates, and makes the Blefling lefs,

Fond, foolilh Man, extravagant in Love,
Does, like the Brute, beyond his Reafon move ;
Surfeits on Joys form’d by his wild Defire,
That without Fuel wou'd mnamtain the bire:
bor ‘nothing elie by Mature taught, but he,

Sceks to deftroy s own Telicity,

Dull and infipid, as the Women ave, ()
Falle as they're kind, and foolifh as they're fair, I
Yet their own Happinels is {till their Care
But monft'rous Man’s {0 much a Cully made,

He's never happy, but when he’s betray’d :
When to his Ruin moft he can impart,

Lo {fome falfe, {he the Secrets of his Hearc ¢
Who knowing all the {oft Recefles of his Soul,
Sees by what Springs the eafieft mav controul,

‘Then ftrikes her Darts upon th' unthinking Fool.

So
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So the fam’'d Pop-Lfpeuth, with bewitching Charms,
Lull’d the Grear Mornareh to her Syren Arms :

With {oothing Words fhe touch’d the Herce's Heart - 8
He felt the Pow’r of her refiitlels Art, >
That rais’d fuch fpringing joy iz evry part. S
While in her foft’ning Breaft he melting lay,

And to her Charms became a Royal Prey :

Falfe as {he was, yet the cou'd {t1il deceive, ).

If fhe but flatter’d { him, he would believe,

And ruin all I"ﬁaukind for this his Fue.

/Zama vl

C-=--s'd1d as much as €'er Man did before,

He was ’che trueft Cuily, fhg the falfeft Wh-o--re.

2 Lliels

P65
l—--—/ﬁny Satyr ougiit not to pafs by,
Without furveying her with - Y--ch-S2rly,

Who taught Satyrick Leftures on rhe Stage,

VTN

But was himfelf the trueft Satyr of the Age,
for Cl&<vetand fird him with Poetick Rage, ,l
A Monarch’s Darling, and a Poet’s Mufe,

My Satyr ought with Tendernefs to ufe.
[ sYige
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Hide all her Faults that were not venial Crimes,

L

Such as were mocdith 11 thofe gallant Times :

When fathionable Vices were 1 Vogue,

And few Folks came at Court, but Whe-re and Rogue:
In thofe blett Days, the only Arts to 1*5.53?

' - - — - -ty - T : "1 T-‘;T . »
MWerve learuf rO IOOKINGS ot e Y omen's K.ves.
by ;

..--n-—t

¥From warching all the Motions of the Fair,

?

¥or in that Snhere 1s axt the Poler Star:

-

T'o which Court, Satlors ali their Couries bend,

Sure of Succels, if they've a Female Friend.

Nor 1s thieir Pow’r lets in thefe Virtuous Tays,

For Women hill ambitious are of Praife,

I

T'ho’ to obtain’t, they ule quite diff 'rent Ways

PR

Some Blontters are in Shane

lr - A :r .

E--l.

Some ughy Monlters, {fowme are monitrous Fair,

|

Nay, fome are beautdul but thofe are rare »

N

! - N ' r ' f? el F 1 ----Tu--v; e * - : ,....-. J
Sowe Gamng Love, and fow but what love Pride

But all Jove thefe thangs that are moft deny'd -
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To run in Debt, and make their Husbands pay, " 8

Never love Peace, but love to difobey .,
Cry all the Wight, and lool foul all the Day, g

Hate every thing that looks but like 4 Wh-o-re,

And turn there Women Monthly out of Door,

Sie up ar Cards ‘till Morning Damrps artle,
P e 3 t

- P
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Fhen purge mnext pJay, to clear thelr gouty iyves,
(i T ‘. Y. ' , ..
Thefe are tihie mmodifn Fattimees of the Age, b
; ¥

That want reforming with Safy* wck Rages

h“-‘ L3 -
b
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ror they re toc great te be correfted by the Srage,

1 e Stage tiat now has fearnt to Hatwer Vice,

And like the Women, 1s become precife,

Dare not find Yaults amoeng the Rich and Faﬂ;.
Fotell them what they theu'd, becaufe they're there;
Becaule they are too Merccnary srown,

And lalh not Vice, bus palliate the Town

=0 all the Follies of the Greas, they're dumb,

Lhe Great, that wou'd their Subied beft become.
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They {footh with Arts below the Comick Mufe s

For bafeand {fervile Flattery to ufe,
Is profrituting Virtuc to the Stews,
How {ordid then 1s Flattery and Mean,

That cannot all thefe little Tricks difdain,

“Fhefe Tricks that make the Women proud and vain.

Elfe how comes M--ch---r {0 great a Bell,
But that her Vanity does moit excel,

To be admird, and to admire as well.

- "Thus G---ff---n may attack the Charming Faur
With Dance and Song, and with a Courtly Air,

Becommg botlta Lover anda Peer.

or Women love the moit Notorious Fewnls,

Becaufe 1f Great, they are the better "T'ools:
A thoufand Vices theyiupply in one,
For Vanity they worfhip as their Sung
"T'is that they moift delight 1n, moft adore,

sute but that Appetite, you need no more,

(Where.
To change vhat monit’rous thing call’d Woman 1into

For
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For what is all the timmooth Pretence
Of Vertue, Modeflty, and Innocence,
Tt fatving Avts io carry onthe Chent.
Of modifh Coquetry, and vain Decelit,
Still to betray the Geod, and pleafe the Great ?
What mean thefe foothing, foft'ning Ways they ufe,
Rut well-laid Trams of Falle-hood to amufe ?
What mean they elfe, when they can Tears command,
To fpread Deftruction thro’ thew native Fand 2
When they can melt Men with Compaflion down,
Or ratle their Fury by a fullen Frown.
Thefe are myfterious Lruths we daily {ee
Fncroaching on Man’s free-born L.iberty s
For Women evry Hour we live, we find,
Falfe, Foolith, Fickle, Cruel, or too Kind :
thele mingl'd well, 111ig1ﬁ happily produce,
A Creature fit for Love, and fit for Ufe.
But as they’re Monfters-fillI'd with Rage and Fire,

That pall our Yovs with a too warm Defire,
4

I3 With
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With little Knowledge we may easly fee,
In Woman ftill lies all our Miery :
We {oon may read in eviry Face we find, o

Thofe fatal Chara&ers that {irike us Blind,
And fthew the greateft Bubble, is Mankind.
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