310  Porwms on feveral Occafions,

If as you fay, and as I hope no lefs,
Your Sons will pradtife what your felves profefs,
‘W hat angry Pow’r prevents our prefent Peace ?
The Lion, ftudious of our common Good,
Defires (and Kings Defires are ill withfteod)
To join our Nations in a lafting Love ;
The Bars betwixt are eafy to remove ;
For fanguinary Laws were never made above.
If you condemn that Prince of Tyranny,
Whofe Mandate forc’d your Ga//ick Friends to fly,
Make not a worfe Example of your own 3
Or ceafe to rail at caufelefs Rigour fhown,
And let the guiltlefs Perfon throw the Stone.
His blunted Sword your {uff’ring Brotherhood
Have {eldom felt ; he ftops it fhort of Blood ;
But you have ground the perfecuting Knife,
And fet it to a Razor Edge on Life. :
Curs’d be the Wit, which Cruelty refines,
Or to his Father’s Rod the Scorpion’s joins 5 [Loins,
Your Finger is more grofs than the great Monarch's
But you, perhaps, remove that bloody’ Note,
And ick it on the firft Reformers Coat.
Oh let their Crime in long Oblivion fleep :
>Twas theirs indeed to make, ’tis yours to keep.
Unjuft, or jult, is all the Queftion now 3
>Tis plain, that not Repealing you Allow.

To name the Teft wou’d put you ina Rage;
You charge not that on any former Age,
But fmile to think how innocent you ftand,
Arm’d by a Weapon put into your Hand.
Yet ftill remember, that you wield a Sword
Forg’d by your Foes againft your Sov’reign Lord 3
Defign’d to hew th’ Imperial Cedar down,
Defraud Succefiion, and dif-heir the Crown.
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