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OLD SERPENT’s REPLY

T T HE

gL ECT RIC AL KT,

Ainfi d’Adam la Compagne imbéci le,
Dans fon Jardin vivant fans volupté,
Dis que du Diable elle eut un peu ticé,
Devint charmante, éclaire¢ & fubtile,
Telles que font les Femmes de nos jours
Sans appeller le Diable i leurs fecours.
VoLTaIre,

Suppofe the SERPENT hum’d old Adam,
And tempted too his weak, young Madam,
Toeat of fruit moft evif :---
Yet in thefe days ---the ladies can,
Deceive the very fageft man,
And do't without the Devil.
ANonw.

L 0 W\ o M-
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OLD SERPENT’s REPLY

il s o

ELECTRICAL EEL

WH EN that the news arriv’d in Hell,
Old Belzebub began to fwell«~--- -
An Eel from Surinam!
Shall he fubvert my glorious fame?
For all that he can do---or claim,

I do not care---a2 d-=-n.

B Shall
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Shall I, who’ve fhone for ages paft,

Receive from a poor Eel this blaft,
I, who have hum’d the world;
I, who led Eve to tafte the tree,

And mended Adam’s pedigree,

Be in oblivion hurl’d ?

No, to the churches of the globe,
To all the heroes of the robe,
- Priefts, Par_fons, Bifhops, Clerks,
I will this great impoftor thow, |
And ev’ry pulpit fhall allow
He has no ftellar fparks.

Who clear’d the fight of Eden’s Madam,
Who found the way to Heav'n for Adam;
Who cuckold * with the p---?

# [t is faid by the Spaniards that all cuckolds go to Heaven; now this was kind in
the Serpent to confider the little inclination hufbands had to good works, and fo he fe-
cured them a fituation, in cafe they were too lazy to labour for it themfelves, This is
named in Spanifh, Un Don Diégo de Néche. Fn this cafe, when we confider Adam’s
fituntion, we muit fay with the Spaniard, Por éflo es dno Corniido, porqué pirden,
mas dos que ino. A man muft be a cuckold, for two té one are odds. So was his

cafe; and by this fornication human pature was inoculated for the emolument of Dr.
Rock, Dr. C---h---w, T---k---s, &c.
Elfe



the Jews and Genti
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Elfe had the race been white and vain,
All had been Guelphs 4, you'd feen no Cain,
| Or vifage like Charles Fox.

Mortals, ’twas my ele@rick flafh,
To me you owe the charcoal dafh,
I blackingballed the Jew:
Or you’d been rul’d by tiny things,
Such as at Court wear ftars and ftrings,

And make their bows at Kew,

I am the Serpent did trepan,

The buxom Eve from the firft man,
And taught her joys of life:

Or elfe the marriage ftate had been,

One pure, unclouded virtuous {cene,

Devoid of jar and firife.

+ The faireft famil{y in the world, in point of complexion and chara@er: what have
es loft by the introduction of Cain; and what hath Mr. C. Fox

gained ?

At
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At this he turn'd to Mrs. Sin *,

The picture of chafte Lady G-==--:
¢« Madam, you can declare,

¢« That all I've faid---you do believe,

¢« That I debauch’d fair Lady Eve;

<« And Cain was my true heir."”

Then from his folds ereét he grew,
And fuphur flames began to {pew,
Like conjurors at wakes;

Whofe mouths would ruin Hartly's - fcheme,
And ¢’en defy his beft tin’d beam,

Though fire did flame in flakes.

# Mr. John Milton, in his excelling poem of Paradife Loft, thus defcribes this,
handfome, filthy gentlewoman.
------------- Before the gates there fat
On either fide a fﬂrmida%:ic thape ;
The one feem’d woman to the waift, and fair,
But ended foul in many a fold,
Voluminous and vaft!

Y ou have feen landladies in England anfwer fuch d:fcription, with comely faces and
rotundity of voluminous fat.

+ Mr. David Hartly, member for Hull, an ingenious, igneous gentleman, who with
great labour and application hath contrived tin plates of fo light and durable a quality,
as to refift the power of fire. He has fet on fire 2 number of felf conftructed houlfes on
W imbleton Common, in which his Majelty and Mr. Pinchbeck, and other men of
{cience, have been roafted, without any bad effedls, but came forth with their gar-
ments unfcorched, as purc as the three Jewifh virtuofi, who exhibited in the hery

furnace.
In
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In liquid fire he roll’d about,
Like Bopen * at fome dogdays rout,
And ftutter’d fenfe and wit:
All Acheron + confefs’d his rage,
Not Garrick’s ¥ Richard on the ftage,

So much alarm’d the psz.

The fiends all fqueez'd into a nook,
And only dar’d afkance to look,

As {chool-boys eye {weet buns;

But, had you feen each devil’s {quint, . ’
They prov’d themfelves of patriot mint,
All Johnny § Wilkes’s fons.

4 Mr, Boden, a man of fingular bulk, virtue, honour, wit and honefty, famous for
ftammering out good things.

4+ Acheron, a river of Hell.

1 When the hiftrionick fuminary did perform, his love foothed, and his rage fur-
prized beyond all other little men.

§ Though Mr. Wilkes has not a face, that Zeuxis would have made his Helen, of
Crotana from, yet he has a mind and a heart that would do honour to the firft perfonages
of nature,

Non Angelus, fed Anglus ipfe fores,

Calms
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 Calms will fucceed the felleft ftorms,
And lions will be mute as worms;
So when his wrﬁth was-fpe:nt,
Still he repos’d, unmov’'d by guﬂ:, |
As men who've difembogu’d their luft,

Or Methodifts in Lent.

Awhile in {leep the Serpent lay,
All Hell enjoy’d the holy-day=---
| For fuch rcﬁuf’e was rare :
But when he wak’d, new vigour fluth’d,
And to the chair of 'ﬁa'te I'LE i-uﬂfd,
Like * Townfend when Lord Mayor.
* When this wife picce of petulance was bated by Wilkes and the friends of E

=
land, he would fret and champ and paw the ground : one Horne, a prieft of much IB 2
dition, led him aftray, -and fo ruined the caufe of freedom and the people.

High
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¥ High on athrone of burnifh’d ftate

More bright than that of Ruflia’s Kate,
With coftly di'monds pinn’d:

Or dizen’d Englith birth-day Earls,

Or black Kings hung with whiteft pearls,
Or Nabobs 4 of the Ind.

1 He from defpair thus high uplifted,

Beyond all hope of e’er being fhifted,
Now let his treafon out ;

Infatiate as a wolf of Ruflia,

And mad for war as th’ King of Pruflia,
Like Judd || began to fpout.

* High on a throne of royal ftate, which far

Outfhone the wealth of Ormus or of Ind :--mn--- :
I have made a fort of parody on this, or rather traveftie, I hope without offence to $a-
tan or his readers.

The military, amorous amazon of the two Ruffias--When you look on the portrait
of Semiramis--you wifh her for the companion. Not the Semiramis of M. Afkcough--
I would not place an Emprefs in fuch company---or flatter her with fuch a poet.

+ We have had no conftellations of late, that have blazed like the ftars of the eaftern
hemifphere. I wifh Lord Pigot don’t fet---like ftars that rife no meore. But there are
no ftellar luminaries, that the Scotch aurora-borealis don’t deftroy---it flathes on cvery
horizon.

1 He, meaning---L’Enfant malin quitient fous fon Empire

Le Genre humain, les anes, & les Dieux---

| Mr. Deputy Judd, a gentleman of the city, whofe name always conveys toths
mind, the idea of fubtlety and wit, brightnefs and radiancy ; he is celebrated for a
penchant thowed him by a belle efprit, at Henley upon Thames, He is efteemed a great
orator, and a fingular genius.

““ Angels
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¢ Angels, and Minifters of Grace!
“ Ye Devils in or out of place,
¢ Attend my fage oration :
¢ Sir Fletcher * Norton in his wig,
“¢ Nor black brafs Crofby look’d fo big,

¢ When pleading for the nation.-

¢ 3hall I---who have for ages fhone
¢ The hero of this hellifh Throne,
¢ A blight of fame---now feel-==
¢¢ Shall all my Serpent-virtue fink,
<« And ev'ry Devil calmly wink
¢ On this Electric Eel {”

No fooner had he utter’d this,

But one infernal Scrpent-hifs,

Fill’d all the hellifh {pace:

* Few men perhaps have been fo celebrated for their delicacy of thinking and fpeaks
ing as this elegant and illuftrious noble : unlefs Mr. Crofby, who, when iur!:l Mayor,
united eafe with grace on every fwan-hopping expedition, to the univerfal admiration of
every lady of the city. S

©
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So at the Play-houfe I have feen
An Author change blue, black, and green,
When hifling was his cafe.

The Serpent like Cameleon turn’d,
And with apparent vengeance burn'd,
Nor hardly held his ftation :
But what’s difgrace on earth---below
Is the firft compliment they thow,----

Hifling is approbation.

So have I feen the Commons’ houfe,
So ftill, you might have heard a moufe,
When witty Barry * rofe :
When good Lord North, (who's 4 well I trow)
Would bite his lip, and beat his brow,
And wipe his Tory-nofe.

* Mr. Barry, perhaps is the fevereft and pleafanteft fatirift that ever debated in the
fenate.---He feems to have ftudied under the Phrygian Zfop---for he always winds up
the debate, with a ftriking fable, and not inferior to the orators of Athens.

t This good man had an attack of a new fort, but the phyficians faid it was a dif-
temper of an American fort,

D But
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But this---is wand’ring from the point,
Satan he fhook in every joint,

But then it came from pleafure.
All in one moment filent were,
The deadeft filence--~"twas from fear,

No hope had fiends of treafure.

No fecret fervice-money * there,
No bribing for a Member’s chair,
No punch at an eleétion :
No, they were devils of a kind,
All of one wicked, curfed mind,

Nor knew like men defe@ion,

* Secret fervice-money, is money given to fuch good men in the fenate, whofe con-
{ciences are tender---to remove their nice fcruples, when it is neceflary to put on their
winter boots, to wade with the minifter through thick and thin, in the dirtieft time of

the feafon.
'Nﬂ_l
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No Card’'nal Horne* could here perplex,
No Luttrell 4 ftand for Middlefex---
And gut the bowel'd laws :
All were unanimous in fin,
And when the Serpent did begin,
All own’d and prais’d the caufe.

In unanimity there’s merit,
If it is a rebellious {pirit---

Even in mortal trath.
So Franklin ¥ when he firft defign’d,

To free his friends---and human kind,

Gave them th’ ele&rick flath.

* This prelate was fo named, from a propenfity to card-playing.

+ Since this gentleman made fo bad a ftand for this county, we hope he kath been
more fuccefsful in ftanding for other counties of ‘the fame name; or elfe his reputa-
tion is very ill fob’d.

T The celebrated republican---who is negociating with France on the part of Ame-
rica. A great philofopher experimental and natural. But the Magi of England don’t
believe a word about it---though he invented a condu&or to lead nl% fire from his own
country into Britain---and which will in time deftroy it---tho’ Lord G--- G--- threat-
ens to go over with a fquadron of horfe---and fubdue thefe head-ftrong people. For my
part I recommend it---for courage is much wanting--and it is a commodity that evapo-
rates if not ufed. It is the fmoak of the human foul---which goes out at the mouth or

the tail.
Elated
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Elated all received the ftroke,
And off they threw the chafing yoke,
It darted through the foul :
Banners of freedom they unfurl'd,
Which {pread around the weftern world,
And chear’d the icy pole.

Now, devils---fince we're of one mind,
And ye are candidly inclin'd

To hear, as well as feel ;
Shall all my honours fink in duft,
Shall all my virtues run to ruft,

In this Ele&rick Eel ?

In many a wreath---did I not twine,
Around the tree of life divine,

And of its fruit too grapple .

Did
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Did I not win Eve's beauteous face,

Did I not damn the human race,

By giving her the apple? *

And has it not fucceeded well,

Each gentle devil fure can tell,

As well as mortal tripes ;

For f{urely every moment fince,

May every mortal man convince,

It gave the world the gripes,

That, that ye devils, was my ftroke.
That, was your cunning Ifaac’s joke--«

Againft the human make :

* Mr. Otway, who was fuffocated by a hot bunn after long fafting---thus records
this event.
Happy awhile in paradife fhe lay,
But quickly woman leng’d to go aftray:
Some foolith new adventure needs muft prove,
And the fir/t devilthe faw, fhe chang’d her love.
T'o his temptatiuns lewdly fhe inclin’d
Her foul, and for an apple---damn’d mankind.
1f there’s any faith in precedent or quotation, I think this puts it beyond a doubt.

E And
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And if the pippins virtues are

What the old gard’ner did declare,

Men’s guts will ever ache.

Was it not I---young Paris led
To Menelaus’ * lady’s bed,
To pleafe the wanton boy ?

And was it not that vig'rous ftroke,
That all the Grecian patience broke,

And humbled mighty Troy ¢

Did I not too convey the fop,
And place him upon Ida’s -} top,
To fee, to feel---but hufh!

* Mrs. Helen --- 2 gentlewoman of ftrong paflions, and as difficult to rule as Mis.

B---- or Lady T---]--- v
+ The judgment of Paris---this youth was no other than a Paris frizeur---and was

to decide on the merits of the ladies” hair.  He faid Venus had the moft brufh---for
{he had been lately under the dodor’s hands for the fmall-pox, and was obliged to have

her hair cut fhort---2 la brufe.

And
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And did he not with rapture fwear,

Venus was of the three---moft fair,

And had the fineft bruth ?

Who loft Marc ¥ Anthony the world ?
Who from the throne Pompeia 4 hurl’d ?

What was Cleopatra’s grafp ?
No longer to fuch ftories heel,

It was no fmall Ele@&rick Eel,
But my Elaftick Afp. §

* Marc Anthony, Efq. a country gentleman of great fortune turned foldier---to get
rid of a fcold of a wife call’d Mrs. ?ulvia-——whﬂm Mr. Cefar, a colonel of the army,
refufed to kifs.---But Tony of Rome gave up his time to a lewd Queen of Egypt---who
was not only gypfy enough to tell him his fortune, but to ruin it, by way of proving her
divination. A certain general now crofs the Atlantick leaves the army---and diflolves
himfelf in the bewitching company of a fair and beauteous miftrefs---once celebrated
for her elopement with an equeftrian Peer; fo that the army, as ufual, will be con-
quer’d by charms, and not byarms. Itis an old method of fubduing men, and a never
failing one. Le monde bien perdu---et tout pour I’'amour.

+ Pompeia, the firft wife of Julius Cefar, Efg. to whom one Mr. Claudius, a brazier
of Rome, got to bed---and Cafar repudiated his lady. Drs. Harris and Marriat can
give all the particulais in the Commons of this adulterous cafe.

T It is faid, this extravagant Cornellys of the Nile, receiv’d the afp, juft before fhe
died---but whofe alp---hiftorians have not yet determined. A circumflance of this furt
fell out between Mr. Holland, comedian, and the innocent, and idiotical Mus.
Baddeley. When that worthy gentleman was in the laft ftage of the fmall-pox, it was
found neceflary to comfort him with fome bread and wine, which was declared to be
the euchariftic ceremony---and the lady hearing it ; cried ous-=-*¢ For heav’ns fake then
¢ lgt me out of the room until it’s over,”

Whe
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Who brought old Jove to Dance’s bed,
And gave her a gold cover-lid ?
Was it an Eel did this?
The godhead there did not avail,
It was the Serpent in his tail,

That conquer’d wanton mifs.

Who fill'd the noble Philip’s * dame,
. With more than an immortal flame ;
And pregnant made the bride?
I was the lufcious matron’s pander,
"T'was I begot great Alexander,

For I---the 'god belied.

"T'was I that David Rizzio got,
T'o tune the beauteous royal Scot,

And fiddle round her bed:

* The mother of Alexander is faid to have been begotten by Jove in the form of a
fiery ferpent.

Qr
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Or fhe had reign’d with angels fmiles,

The Queen of all thefe flowery ifles,

Nor loft her filver head. *

Think ye---Elizabeth could feel

Or pleafure with a wriggling Eel,

When fhe for Effex figh’'d :

The royal wench requir'd a King ;
Had Effex worn Hans Carvel’s ring,

The dotard ne’er had died,

I was the Hero of the {port,

In Charles the Second’s bawdy court,

Where wit, like flint and fteel

Flafh’d from the mouth of Wilmet lewd

Who had a cure for ev'ry prude,

But---it was not an Eel.

* When the haplefs Mary of Scotland was beheaded by her jealous fifter

England, her hair when the executioner held up her
not by years, but by forrow.
F

ueen of
head, was difcerned to be white---

Peg



[ 18

Peg Woflington of ftanding fame,

For **¥ once confefs'd a flame,
With lewd ideas big:

He came---he faw---he * overcame,

But while beneath fhe own’d her flame,

She call’'d the Eel---a + Grig.

Is there a wife of Britain’s fhore,
That would have wifh’'d the name of whore,
Had fhe no other hope ?

Our ladies ne’er had ta’en fuch riggs,

Unlefs far better things than griggs:

Had tempted to elope.

* Veni---vidi---vici---were the words of Cafar’s letter on a vifory---lovers have
ufed them as emphatically, particularly when they overcame their opponent---and indeed
overcame in Englifh is far more comprehenfive, than vici. How far the hero of this
ftanza was like %z:l‘ﬂr, or unlike Cafar, canonly be determined by Mrs, G----.

¥ Mr. John Afh, Doétor of Laws---fays in his new dictionary, that a grigg * is a
% {mall ecl---or any thing below the natural fize.”

Think
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Think ye that * Petertham’s gay dame,
Had ever cool’d her Cyprian flame,
With Grig---or Conger Eel ?
No---it requires--- or *¥¥# Jjes,
Something of more important fize,

To make the wanton feel.,

What carried P*#*y crofs the main,
What made my Lady figh in vain,
But fuch + Gymnotus thing ?

F--~-r had never won her Grace,
Had this poor breed of Chevy-chafe }
Lov’d kifling more than King.

* This amazonian Meflalina had conceiv’d a paffion for a certain Captain of the
ton, with whom fhe was at cards---and he having loft a guinea to her, fhe courteou fly
return’d it to him again, which he gave back with a fmile, faying, my Lady---that is
not my price.

t A genusof fithes without or back or belly fins, which is a very natural defeription
of this very uncommon pheenomenon.

1 When M<Donald the celebrated Highland chief was in town, being an old war-
rior and a fingular gallant fellow, it was a fathion to have him at the houfes of al] the
nobility---among the reft he paid his refpeés to the Earl of Northumberland, but as he
was leaving the room---his Grace afked him if he had feen Lord Percy---the chicftain
anfwered no---Lord Percy being fent for---and coming into the room---the Highlander
furvey’d him with a fixed aﬂ-nni&mcnt, then turning to his Grace, he faid---*¢ f troth,
your Grace, 'twas another kind of a chielde that flew the Douglafi.”

Had
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Had our {weet Prince of Camennn-
To Grofvenor’s quarters dar'd to *&and,
. (Who’s known to love, not loth)
But 'twas the Eel that fail’d him there,
The Serpent had ftood by the Fair,
And fcorn’d the bible oath.

Ye Devils dear, ye all can tell,
That ever fince I reign’d in Hell,
I've made it all my plan,
To drive thefe little grigs away,
That woman might enjoy the play,

And ferpent part of man.

With me this maxim never fails,
I give to little dogs---long tails,

To * Hercules---a grig.

* None will difpute this circumftance, that have feen the moft celebrated {tatues of
this god---for Hercules was ever drawn with fmall diftindtions .
The
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The Roman * Priapus can prove,
How much he won the Ladies love,

And tickled ev'ry gigg.

In this I never mifs my hit,

Unlefs I mean to {poil a wit,
Or make a fellow filly :
On cow-legs then I fet him high,
To knock his head again the fky,
Like Chom in Piccadilly,

At this, the Devils all burft out,
In one tremendous, hollow fhout,
And made Hell’s conclave ring.

On earth---thus blackguards thow their glee,
And roar for Wilkes and Liberty,

Before---their +gruel K----

* Priapus was a god worfhipped with the moft enthufiaftic zeal by maids and barren
wives---the figure was made of brafs---and ftood before the worfhippers with a lamp in
the centre of the body. '

+ Gruel is an infipid liquor, recommended by Do&ors to dilute and cleanfe---it 1s

made of Scotch oat-meal and blended with Englith water---"tis a drink that can do
nor good or harm,
G No
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No Eel---no Eel--~the Devils toar !
(It echo’d round the St}rgianﬂrore :)
When ftiff the Serpent rofe; '
Erect he rais’d his coral head ;
’ Like Chefterfield politely bred,

He never pick’d his * nofe.

Then to his hell-hounds thus he fpoke,
¢ Ye hellifh furies---I invoke!
¢ T thank ye for this peal l--==

¢« It fhows your fenfe, it proves your truth,
11 (i

s For there’s no girl--~that loves a youth,.

¢« That wifhes him---an Ecl.”
Cetera defideruntur.

4 After Mr. Stanhope had attain’d the age of 18---and had finithed his ftudies and
travels---he came through Paris on his return to London. Where Lord Chefterficld
wrote to him to this purpofe ; viz. * Now that you have compleated your ftudies, and are
a mafter of the clafficks in Greek, Latin, Italian, and Spanifhn—_am{ have attained every
knowledee of the arts and fciences-—-the Belles Lettres, and other high accomplifhments
-1 mult beg to remind you---that ou may avoid an indecency practifed by your
countrymen---the picking ofGyuur nofe---it is a bufinefs that fhould be always done when

offerings are dropped to the oddefs Cloacina. . -
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