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T SING. éhe Marw (read it who Lst, . .° . '/
A Trojan true as ever pist,) T
Who from Troy-Town, by Wind and Weather
To Iraly (and God knows whither)

Was pack'd, and rack’d, and lost, and tost,
And bounc'd from Pillar unto Post,

Long wander'd ke theo" thick and thin;
Half-roasted now, now wet to th* Skin:

By Sca and Land, by Day and Night;
Forc'd, as "tis said, by the Gods Spite:-
Althy' the wiser Sort suppose,

"Twas by an old Grudge of Juno's,

A Murrain curry all corst Wives !

He needs must go, the Devil drives,

Much sufferd be likewise in War,

Many dry Biows, and maoy a Scar:

Many a Rap, and much ado .

At Quarter-staff and Cudgels toos

n



4 YIRGIL TRATESTIE. Book i

Before be eould be quiet for “em, 1
{Pox of all Knaves, for I abhor 'em 1)
But this same Yonker at the last,

(All Brawls and Squabbles over-past)
And all these Rake-hells overcome,
Did build & pretty Grange, call’d Rome.
But oh, my Muse! put me in mind,
To which o'th’ Gods was he unkind :
«0r, what the plague did Juno mean,
(That eross-grain'd, peevish, scolding Quean,
That scratching, cater-wawling Puss)
To use an honest felidw thus?
{To curry him like Pelts a1 Tanners,)
{Have Goddesses no better Manners 1)
A little Town there was of old,
Thatch'd with good Straw to keep out Cold,
Hight Carthage, which (if not bely’d)
Was by the Tyrians occupy'd;
The lustisst Carles thereabouts,
Rich Cuffs und very sturdy Louts.’
Now this same Cardhage, you must know,
June did love out of all whoe:
* There are alive that yet will swear it,
No Yillage like it, no Place near it :
Except a Place, forsooth, that's famous
For her own Birth, a Farm call'd Semes ;

. Here she hey Trinkets kept, and odd Things,

Her Needles, Poking-sticks, and Bodkins;




Book I. ¥IROIL TRAYESTIE,

And here in House sith hee own Key locks,
Ehe us'd to keep her Coach and Peacocks.

This Place then mainly pleas'd her Humour; .

But she had heard 2 scurvy Rumour ;

That Trofans, arm'd in Coats of Chamlet,

Should one Dy overthrow her Tlamlet;

Plueder her Chests, Joint-stools, and Tables,

And burn her Cuw-houses and Stables.
She, fearful of this sad Prediction,

(Which prov'd a true one, and no Fiction,)

And mindful of Ler injur'd Houour, ~

When Faris gave the Apple from her;

Did many Years bend her Devotion,

To drown Eneas in the Ocenn ;

And many & slipp’ry Trick she plaid him,

Till Jove at last o'er Sca convey'd him ;

So hard it is, where an old Grudge is,

To get out of & Woman's Clutches.
Epeas had not been o th’ Water
Above an Hour, or such 2 matter;

" Nor farther row’d, than we may rate

"Twixt Parson's Dock and Bilfingsgate,

Oy say, betwixt Dover and Calice, -

When Juno (full of her old Malice)

Thus with herself began to murter;

Cannot [ drown these Crows i’ th€Gutter ?

Moust they go on, fearing no Colougg?

And cannot | squander their Seullers?
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4 VIRGIL TRAVESTIE, = Book L

Must these same Trojan Rascals nose me,
Because the Fates (forsooth) oppose me?
Pallas eould Wherries burn and Gallies,
And dlatter Mortals Bones like Tallies:
But I, Jove's Sister and his Wife,
Can do no Mischief for my Life.
Juno eprag'd, and fretting thus,
Runs me-unto one Lolus :
This Bolus, as Stories tell us,
€ould backward blow, like a Smith"s Bellows,
. A Day, 8 Week, o Month together ;
And by his Farting, make foul Weather ;
Blow Men, and Trees, and Houses down ;
Great Ships and almost Fishes drown,
He was, in fine, the loud’st of Farters ;
Yet could cammand his hinder (Quarters,
Correct his Tail, and only blow
# If there Occasion wereyp or 50
‘Whom Jove observing to be so stern,
In the wise Conduct of his Postern,
He made him King of all the Puffers,
MWhich he (because he knew them Huffersy
Durst ng where vengure, 1 must tell ye,
Bat in the Caverns of his Belly:
Which having but one Postern-Gate
For these mad Bn’;s to sally at,
e might the faster peg them in,
And by the »lucling out & pin,
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Then (at his Ease) Arsing about
To any Quaster, let them out.
To this same King Queen Juno postad,
And thus in fiatt'ring Terms accosted ;
Thou mighty King, whose potent Sway,
The lawless Blust'rers do obey ;
Whose Nod the stubborn’st Winds do dread ;
¢Even altho' in Scotland bred.)
Thou, whose unruly Empire reaches
As far as the wide Compass stretches;
Hear & poor Queen's Request, and say,
Thou'lt do’t: For 1 musw have no Nay.

There are & few Tatter-de-mallions,
That (with a Pox) would be Itakans,
And ints Latiom now sre going,
With Oar and Seulls tugging and rowings
A Crew of drunken roaring Ruffins,
Lewd, wand'ring, sturdy Ragamuffine
Rascals, I hate, as I do Gn.riickf-
And yet the Rogues arestout and warlife:
H therefore thow wilt smoke these Roysters,
And sowse them all like-pickl’'d Oysters,
There is a pretty Maid of mine;
€all"d Die, ghail be thy Concubines *
Holus heagken'd to this Story,
With no small Pride, no liule Glory;
To have a Queen =0 gay and trim,
Cumetnrﬂmtnﬂwn‘ufhiml .

53



8- YIRGIL TRATVEETIE. Book 1.

But th" Wench, i’ th' Tail of the Preamble,
O that! That made his Bowels wamble,
And made him grin with warm desire,

The windy God was all on Fire,

He, .liﬂ"hing stond, wrigling and seraping ;
Bt durst not bow, for fear of "scaping ;
«Until at last, with Cap in Hand, Sir,

Ile thus return’d with modest Answer.

) Queen, (quoth he) my Thanks are real,

That you will use your Servant /Eol :

And should I not pay your Civility,

To th* utmost of my poor Ability,

Who art great Jove's Sister and Wile,

It were ¢'en Pity of my Life:

11l play these Rake-helis such a prank,

I'll leave them neither Oar nor Plank,

Say you no more, the Thing is done;

Il drown ‘em ev'ry Mother's Son.

But since your Grace is nice of smelling,

I wish you were at your own Dwelling ;

'There’s Reason for't, (saving your Favour)
Fur truly (Madam) I shall savour.

But, I beseech your Grace, in no wise

Forget the Womsn, that you promise. )

Juno at that, away does go,

And in less while than T am speaking,

Was got as high as Top of Reking ;

No Ligyer now thgn School-boys Kite,
And now clean vanish'd out of Sight.
: L] ¥



