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TO THE Right Honourable AND Truly Noble CONYERS DARCY, Lord Darcy, Meynell and Conyers.
[Page]
[Page]
THrice noble Sir, pardon this bold addreſſe,
In that my ſoaring Muſe pitch'd on no leſſe
A Patronage, than your Renouned Name.
Imboldned hereto was I, 'cauſe your Fame
Recorded is amongſt thoſe Hero's; who
The Royall Cauſe maintain'd againſt a Foe
Under pretences ſpecious that Rebell'd.
VVhen (yet a Boy) your Colours I beheld
And Regiment ſo gallant by you raiſ'd
Even by my Infant-Muſe your worth was praiſ'd,
[Page]
An Actor on this Bloody Scene you were,
And an eye-witneſſe of moſt Fields fought here
That blood you loſt your valour may declare;
Your judgement this, that no pretence (though fair)
Your intellect could blind; your Faithfulneſs
In that you fought, till that of Souldiers leſſe,
Under your tattered Colours did appear,
Then Cinquefoils in your honours Colours were.
Wounds you receiv'd, and much of blood did loſe,
VVhilſt on the field, your life you did expoſe
To do your Soveraign ſervice. Sure that blood
Expended in a cauſe Royally good
Your Honour is; your wounds then chains of gold,
Are Ornaments more glorious to behold.
Your ſufferings ſince the VVarres who hath not known?
You paid both for your Souldiers, and your own
Loyalty, nor would your brave mind ſubmit
To compoſition, till much mov'd to it,
By your moſt vertuous Lady's prayers and tears,
Your name the laſt in that black Roll appears.
(Except the martyr'd Slingby's) none there are,
Of all your Honour'd Houſe engag'd in VVarre
Againſt your King: theſe things induc'd my Muſe,
You (as the fitteſt perſon) Sir to chuſe,
To patronize theſe her firſt rude Eſſayes.
Let not oblivion cancel the due praiſe
(It's the Debenters we are like to have)
Of all thoſe Sons of Mars, and Souldiers brave.
[Page]
That for their Soveraign fought and ſuffer'd too,
In this they live, whilſt this doth live by you.

Your Honours moſt humble and moſt devoted in all ſervice AN. COOPER.



THE EPISTLE TO THE READER,
[Page]
EXpect not, Reader, this Book ſhould impart,
The Flouriſhes of Rhethorick, or of Art;
Such polite Strains do not indeed become
The Camp; nor ſuit the Trumpet or the Drum.
The more refined Muſes have with Mars
No intercourſe, Society, commerce.
Blunt Language doth in truth the beſt declare,
The dreadful fury of our Civil Warre.
Rage, blood, and death, each Page herein they ſhow
Of Cities, Caſtles, Towns, the overthrow.
Rapine, and plunder, all thoſe ſad effects,
Wherewith a Civil Warre a Land infects.
[Page]
☞ When first for Oxford, fully there intent,
To study learned Sciences I went.
Inſtead of Logicke, Phyſicke, School-converſe,
I did attend the armed Troops of Mars.
Inſtead of Books, I Sword, Horſe, Piſtols bought,
And on the Field I for Degrees then fought.
My years had not amounted full eighteen,
Till I on Field, wounded three times had been.
Three times in ſieges cloſe had been immur'd,
Three times impriſonments reſtraint indur'd.
In thoſe ſad times theſe Verſes rude were writ,
For Poeſie a ſeaſon moſt unfit.
Yet is my ſubject high: the Hyſtory true,
Preſented in this Book unto thy view.
Well-nigh each Skirmiſh, Stratagem, Siege, fight,
In theſe late Warres, we here preſent to ſight.
And if thou ſhalt accept theſe firſt Eſſayes,
Shortly perchance we may in ſmoother Layes
The ſecond part of our ſad Annals ſing,
Till the bleſt Reſtauration of our King.
Who like the Sun after a diſmal night,
Of ſad oppreſſion, did reſtore both light
And glory to theſe Nations ruinous,
Whoſe Riſing and illuſtrious ſhine on us.
Lighted theſe Lines out from Oblivion's Cell,
To which they were condemn'd, the world to tell,
That though the Royal Party was Captiv'd,
The beſt of Kings, of his bleſt life depriv'd,
[Page]
Yet Oceans of Loyall blood was ſhed,
Before bold Traytors this accompliſhed.
But ſtrange that we were beat, leſt it be thought,
Ʋpon great diſadvantages we fought;
The Parliament the Navy had procur'd:
With them to ſide, all Armouries ſecur'd
And Magazines, uſurped the Kings Lands,
Cuſtomes, Revenues, Rents into their hands,
With Arms, and Coyn their men they could recruit,
When ours of both indeed were deſtitute.
But I tranſgreſſe the bounds of my intent,
And thee from reading theſe our Warres, prevent.

A. C.



THE ENGLISH CIVIL VVARRS.
[Page]
BOOK I.
The Contents.See firſt a good, then a bad Parliament,
The fatal cauſes of our diſcontent,
The two Scotch expeditions; cauſes why,
Ireland's Rebellion, Strafford's Tragedy,
London tumultuous: The Kings brave intents
Ireland for to releive; Hotham prevents,
By Hulls denyall; which the King to take
Forces combines: Meldrum on them doth make
Two Sallies bold: Some Royaliſts are ſlain,
The King for York from Hull retreats again.
A noble Perſons councell, ſome releife
Contributes to the King, oppreſt with grief.

SEE! where our Engliſh three Eſtates do ſit,
In Parliament: a Councel onely fit,
[Page]
Our Nation to ſecure from bold abuſe,
To legal forme, injuſtice to reduce,
To deleate bad; juſt laws to procreate,
Publick aſſignes to guide and regulate,
To act what may conduce to the renown,
Both of the State, Religion, and the Crown;
Englands Epitomie; repreſentation,
My Muſe invites, excites to admiration!
Thy noble Senate, Rome, my wonder was,
Till this high Court their luſtre did ſurpaſſe,
As fair as Cynthia that pale Queene of night,
Out-ſhined is, by Phoebus glorious light:
If admiration did thy thoughts tranſport,
From Rome's Terreſtrial to Heavens glorious Court,
Much more, Fulgentius, might thy raviſh'd minde
From this to Heaven's a quick tranſition finde,
☞ But what malignity, vitious exceſſe
Is this, a Parliament cannot redreſſe,
The body politick ſymptomes preſents,
That all theſe State-Phyſitians diſcontents,
A dolorous Coraſive we muſt indure,
Theſe ſad diſtempered Nations to recure:
Whilſt head and members do indeed agree,
A Parliament's a Soveraigne remedy
To cure diſtempers, but if theſe diſcent,
Each ſeemes to move out of their element;
And ſuch a motion muſt in the concluſion,
(Being irregular) induce confuſion.
[Page]
The hands of food, the belly did deprive,
(As in the fable) but how long ſurvive?
Thoſe moſt ingrateful members, by and by,
They with the dying belly alſo dye.
Our Army's ſad miſcarriages muſt bee
At Cades, Rochel, and the Iſle of Rhes,
All charg'd upon the King; when as the State
Themſelves made thoſe deſignes unfortunate,
By not allowing to his Majeſty,
Such ſupplements of Coin, and Souldiery,
To mannage thoſe moſt excellent deſignes,
Unto ſome purpoſe: when the State declines
The King to ſecond, who can then expect,
That brave attempts, ſhould have a wiſh'd effect?
Ship-monys, Poles, Taxes, Monopolies,
Illegal Preſſures, frequent ſubſidies,
They charge the King to have without conſent,
Impoſ'd on us, out of his Parliament.
But could our Royal Navies mannag'd bee,
Commerce maintain'd; our Seas from Pyracy
Be kept ſecure, and all out of no thing?
Crows are not killed with an empty ſling,
Or may not Kings? when as the exigent
Of ſtate requires, without a Parliament,
Impoſe ſuch monies, without all abuſe,
Upon their ſubjects, for ſuch Soveraign uſe?
If not, then farewell Crown, and Royalty,
Who would not rather a Plebeian bee?
[Page]
But peace, as yet theſe things ſeem'd to repreſſe,
Which did prepoſe a vulgar happineſſe,
Till Vengeance eminent, Celeſtial Ire,
Enflam'd three kingdomes in the fatal fire
Of Warre: for blood theſe raging flames to quench
Bright Engliſh Swords, brave Engliſh veines muſt drench
Nothing but blood, dolorous Phlebotomie,
Can cure poor England of this Lethargie,
Hot was the Zeal (too hot for to be good)
That muſt be quench'd with ſo much Chriſtian blood.
☞ The King now preſſeth a Conformity,
In Scotland, to our Engliſh Liturgy,
Intent all his three Kingdomes to combine,
In Uniformity of Diſcipline,
Holding that Prelacy doth moſt agree,
Both with the Scriptures and Antiquity;
For in our Engliſh Sphere even then did ſhine,
Such Prelates Orthodox, truely Divine,
Whoſe learned works like bloſſoms redolent,
Sweetly reſpire, an odoriferous ſent;
And if my genius real truth inſpire,
Their worths enſuing ages ſhall admire.
That the Kings Order might acceptance finde,
Some Scottiſh Biſhops alſo are deſign'd
For Privy Councellors: But deteſtation
Of Prelacy poſſeſ'd the Scottiſh Nation,
Shall their Presbytery now be ſubſtituted?
To Prelacy the cauſe not pre-diſputed?
[Page]
This Dagon ne're their Altars ſhall infeſt,
Their combin'd Synods boldly do Proteſt,
This Liturgy much Popery did comprize,
And did the Romiſh Miſſals ſympathize,
Boldly (though falſely) do the Scots relate,
And with our Biſhops thus expoſtulate,
Shall Romiſh Miſſals have their tolleration?
And Scotch Presbytery totall extirpation,
Papiſts, than Calviniſts leſſe odious be,
Rome, than Geneva to proud Prelacy.
In audience of their Commons, Kirk, Eſtates,
The King a Scotiſh Biſhop imperates
At Edenborough this Book for to repeat,
☞ With zealous fury: Furious zeal repleat.
The Scots avow their general diſaffections,
By barbarous tumults; furious inſurrections,
Had not the Biſhop's heels been his redreſſe,
He ſure had dy'd in that tumultuous preſſe.
And that their zeal rebellious might appear,
They riſe in Armes, then covenant and ſwear
Presbytery to defend, even with their blood:
When as his Majeſty this underſtood,
(With this affront ſo high, who could diſpence?)
He vengeance doth avow in conſequence,
Upon the Rebells Prelacy diſdaining,
And this his Liturgies non-entertaining.
Then to defend himſelf, and them to fright
Into ſubjection, rather than to fight.
[Page]
The King doth a defenſive Army raiſe,
Yet both by meſſages and wiſe delayes,
Their furious zeal the King thought to allay,
And their Ring-leaders curbe ſome other way,
Then by the dint of Sword: but the more milde
They finde the King, the Scots grow far more wilde
Impudent, fierce, ſeditious, arrogant!
What can induce ſuch Zealots to recant?
But England's eaſe, and peace here terminates,
Recluded are thoſe Iron-Temple Gates,
Of Janus; angry Jove by frequent Thunder,
Foretold thoſe diſcontents that rent aſunder
This Monarchy: Hell's impious furies rage,
Prodigious blazing-Comets, Starres, preſage,
England's ſad fate, Arm'd Chivalry appear,
Pranſing upon the Clouds in full carrear,
And huge Battalions of Arm'd Infantry,
Marſhal'd on the Etherial Canopy
Of Heaven; with beating Drums, Colours diſplai'd
And roaring Cannons, ſeeme for to invade
Each other: Tragedy, Murther, Blood, Dearth,
Declare Heaven's vengeance to rebellious Earth;
Abortive, monſterous births of every kind,
Are to preſage the rage of Heaven deſign'd,
Sea-monſters with innumerable ſwarmes
Of Fiſhes; bids England now prepare for Armes,
All Creatures our ſad deſtinies diſcloſe,
Sounding Alarm's unto our future woes,
[Page]
But though Pandora from her Box do vent,
All the curſ'd Symptomes of dire diſcontent.
To England her enſuing miſeries,
Though Heaven, ſea, land, and all things trumpetiſe
Yet all cannot extract a juſt remorſe,
From England, her lov'd ſins, for to divorce,
Mens hearts obdure, impure, impenitent,
Impious, Seditious, proud, malevolent,
No Rethorick from ſuch crimes can men perſwade
Ruine-portending Judgements to evade.
☞ Now Beat our Engliſh Drums, for Volunteers
Royal Commiſſions, to our Nobles, Peers,
Are given, to raiſe great forces in all parts,
Kings oft mens hands command, when not their hearts
To York in April theſe Commanders bring,
This gallant Army to attend the King,
Who there deſignes them Scotland to invade
And Arundel's their Captain-General made.
☞ For Scotland now it's no time to recant,
They vow for to maintain their Covenant
Againſt the King, National devaſtation,
Kirk-Diſciplines intended alteration,
Againſt proud Prelates, and the Kings deſign
They now profeſs they did, and will combine,
That their rebellion might it ſelf diſcry
Yet further; theſe their Frontiers Fortify,
Leavy more Forces to defend their Land,
Which Alexander Leſley doth command,
[Page]
And to prevent the entrance of the King,
Leſley to Kelſay doth his forces bring,
From York with diſplay'd Colours, beating Drums,
To Barwick now the Engliſh Army comes,
Where firſt the proſpect of the Scots white Tents,
Bold oppoſition to the King preſents.
For Carlile are deſign'd ſome Regiments;
Whoſe in-rodes Leſley's vigillance prevents;
Having a party there in readineſſe,
All ſuch attempts expected to repreſſe,
Finding the Scots to fight thus reſolute,
With words, not Swords, the cauſe they'l now diſ­pute
Our Grandees courage this doth much abate,
No hopes Presbytery, to Epiſcopate.
The River Tweed theſe Armies did divide,
Who in their Quarters quietly recide,
For ſome few months, and then ſtrong Obligations
Of Peace, concluded are betwixt the Nations.
Both Armies to retreat and be disbanded,
Are by the Generals of both parts commanded;
☞ But while the King for London's retrograde,
The Scots their faithleſſe faith again betray'd,
And in their words an odium is diſcry'd,
Unto that League confirm'd, pre-ratifi'd.
Nor would the Scots their Forces now disband,
But ſleight the League, the Peace, the King's Com­mand
So much for their own ends, and by-reſpects,
Scots faith upon advantages reflects.
[Page]
New Articles they feigne wherein the King,
So low in condiſcentions they do bring,
As never Monarch would (though quite ſubdu'd)
On ſuch diſhonourable rearms conclude.
Which when the King receiv'd, and read, ſaid hee,
Becauſe my Forces all disbanded bee
Will they abuſe mee thus; can they pretend
That wee, to theſe baſe tearms would condiſcend?
No ſaid the King: London to'th' Tower is ſent,
Who did theſe forged Articles preſent;
All Copies of which forg'd Pacification,
The common Hangman burns; new preparation
For Scotland's made: The King with new ſupplies
Edenborough and Dun-Brittan fortifies,
Thoſe Scottiſh Merchants that in England Trade,
Their Covenant for to abjure are made.
The King having his Army new recruted,
His Captain-general Strafford is deputed,
The Scots their march For England do direct,
Strafford's advance at Barwick to expect,
His Excellence now in the North arriv'd,
This was the firſt deſigne by him contriv'd,
That Holland ſhould paſſe Tweed, and there diſcry
The Scotiſh Camp, number, Artillery,
Who their Vant-guard on Dunſian hills eſpyes,
Back with his Troopes for England then he flies,
As though his Lordſhip with a panick fear,
Had been ſurpriz'd to ſee the Scots ſo near,
[Page]
The Scots their Camp diſlodge, march thorow Tweed
The Engliſh Force retreat, and do receed,
The Scot Northumber-land; Strafford's deſign
Is to fight Leſley on the banks of Tine;
The Scots for Newburne ſtreight direct their courſe
Diſcover, Charge, and Rout the Engliſh Horſe,
After which running Charge, flying diſpute,
Through Tine, the Scot imboldned, makes purſute,
After our Engliſh diſperſ'd Regiments,
Rumours of Conqueſts are of large extents,
New-Caſtle is deſerted, whoſe wide Barrs,
Stand open to the Scottiſh Conquerers,
The Newcaſtilians can the Scots allow,
In proſpect of their walls to randevow,
Their Drums they beat, their Colours they diſplay,
Their Trumpets ſound; the Tryumphs of that day
To celebrate; with Scottiſh Levites ſweet,
Thy ecchoing walls, New-Caſtle they do greet,
The Army drawn to a form circular,
The General in the mid'ſt 'gan to declare,
In Scottiſh Rhethorick; learned Oratory;
This ſpeech enſuing, to augment their glory.
☞ Fellows in Armes, brave martialiſts combin'd
England to conquer; Men by fate deſign'd,
For better Climes then Scotland can afford,
Fair England, England, on your hearts record,
As your debenters for paſt miſery,
As your reward for future gallantry,
[Page]
Each Loune ſhall have a Lady for his prize,
Each Loune and Clowne England will Gentelize,
Your Bonnets ſhall be chang'd to Beavers brave,
For louzy gray, of Scarlet Cloaks yee's have,
For Broangs, my Rooges, ye ſhall ha Boots moſt neat
For Plads, bra Lads, ye ſhall ha Sutes compleat,
For Cottages of Sods, Halls of ſquare ſtone,
And Lord it bravely, rule the roaſt alone,
See, theſe wide gates, do our approach expect,
As though they did our conquering Troops affect,
Wee ſhall get riches, honours, Englands goods,
View theſe bra Towns, fields fertle, chriſtal floods
Our Scottiſh Frith, equallity diſclaims,
To Northern Tine, much more to Southern Thames.
Here are ſome Lads the Germaine wars ha ſeen,
And in thoſe ſharpe encounters parties been,
Who can as well, even as my ſell record,
Thoſe ſad vaſtations by the furious Sword,
This Engliſh warr's a Theater for play,
Face but the Louns, they'l ſpan their gates away.
This firſt Encounter doth good fate preſage,
The vanquiſh'd ſcarce with victors will engage.
Hermaphrodites, virago's feminine,
Cannot diſpence with Martial Diſcipline,
Engliſh effeminate, Pudding-fed Lads,
Ken not the muckle worth obſcur'd in Plads,
Warres, vigills, Famins, tumults, frights, alarms,
Will ſcar the Louns from dalliance, Ladies armes,
[Page]
The muckle hardlineſſe that warres comprize,
Will ſoon theſe Engliſh Louns anatomize.
Freſh-water Souldiers, milk-ſops cannot fight,
Our very looks them daunt; ſhroudly affright,
On then, let's proſecute our conquering Fates,
Delay breeds danger: Cow-hearts animates,
Warres practiſe courage breeds, exempts diſmay,
Though now they quake to hear our Muskets play.
☞ From Biſhoprick our Forces make receſſion,
Now wholly yeelded to the Scots poſſeſſion,
In general our Grandees the Warres decline,
As private favorites of the Scots deſign,
But future blood-ſhed, ruine to prevent,
Both Armys to a treaty now conſent,
Firſt they conclude for two months, Armes ceſſa­tion
To pay the Scots the prefix'd times duration;
North-humber, Dure-holme, Carlile, Weſtmore-Land
Are all reſign'd unto the Scot's command,
For Winter-Quarters; Private wrongs, abuſe
Muſt not infringe the pre-concluded Truce,
During the Peace in England. Merchandize,
By ſea and land the Scots may exercize,
But Souldiers without Order, leave expreſſe,
Muſt not from Quarters, wander or digreſſe.
Thus reſts the Armys, and thus Warres ſurce aſe,
Better than Warre, (though juſt) is impious Peace
This may encourage others to Rebell,
When as the Scots rewarded are ſo well;
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The Scottiſh League, by this time, doth expire
Paid, and reduc'd, their forces home retire;
London the King incontinent forſakes,
And into Scotland ſtreight himſelf betakes,
Not one auſpicious look theſe Scots would caſt,
Upon their King, as he their Armies paſ'd.
Yet the Kings preſence, in the Scottiſh State,
Did their tumultuous madneſſe much abate.
☞ Whilſt here the King reſides Ireland Rebels,
And puts in practiſe thoſe Hell-ſtamped ſpells,
Plots Jeſuitical: by barbarous death,
Poor Proteſtants for to deprive of breath,
Inhumane Tyrannies, deadly perſwaſions,
Licentious rage, bloody inſinuations,
Infuſed are by numerous diſtribution,
Into the Multitude, in execution;
Theſe bloody Plots to put joyntly conjur'd,
To ſuch attempts, Romes Locuſts are inur'd;
Two hundred thouſand Proteſtants there dye,
As ſacrifices to Romes Tyranny,
A Prologue to that Tragedy whoſe rage,
Muſt be enacted on our Engliſh Stage.
Phoebus th'Autumnal Equinoctial Line,
Towards the Pole Antartick did decline,
The ſable Queen of the black-mantled night,
Had fill'd her Semi-globe with borrowed light,
And now to Thetis lap precipitate,
Darkneſſe gave way theſe facts to perpetrate,
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Darkneſſe, the works of darkneſſe to contrive,
Gave way: yet did poor Proteſtants deprive
Of all reſiſtance; whom by multitudes,
That mid-night in the night of death includes,
Murther, death, rapine, barbarous butchery,
A confuſ'd, diſmal, hideous mid-night-cry,
Did fill th' affrighted ſlumbering peoples ears;
Fire from the burning Villages appears,
With it's aſpiring flames daring the sky,
Whole familys of naked people flie
Thinking thoſe ſcorching flames for to prevent,
Meet death, in the contrary Element,
And are by thouſands into waters forc'd,
Whoſe ſouls and bodyes ſoon are there divorc'd,
☞ Whilſt man and wife, ſecurely arme in arme,
Lye flumbering, clear devoid of thoughts of harm,
A confuſ'd noyſe them both doth terrifie,
Liſtning, at length, they plainly do diſcry,
The pitious plaints of poor injured wights,
This from their ſleep (though laſt) them both af­frights,
Up ſtarts the man, opening the Caſement wide,
The Country round about on fire he ſpi'd,
The naked people that came running by,
Cry'd, Neighbour riſe, flye for your life, oh! flye,
This unſuſpected, diſmal accident,
Diſmaies them both, but ſee! incontinent,
The Rebells break up doors, the houſe they fire,
And ſacrifice to their infernal Ire
[Page]
The ſuppliant peoples lives: they violate
The wife in ſight of her now dying Mate,
They dye their skins in blood, by barbarous power
Their Maids and Virgins chaſte they do deflower,
Before their Mothers eyes, ſhame bids conceal,
Thoſe Barbariſms acted by their Popiſh zeal,
For what they act, for what blood they expend,
Commiſſion from the King, the Rogues pretend,
And when the Iriſh work's done, they profeſſe,
By force to London for to make acceſſe.
To guard the King from Scotland to White-hall,
And tame that Juncto Puritanicall.
☞ But this was an officious Popiſh lye,
Thoſe jealouſies to widen, multiply,
That were betwixt the King and Parliament,
The King did ſuch compliance, ſcorne reſent;
And would have queld (though with his bloods ex­pence,
This proud rebellion; Iriſh inſolence.
Thy wings (my Muſe) though bloody, elevate,
The Iriſh Sea, thou now muſt tranſvolate,
Waſh not thy plumes; thy bloody plumes may bee
A Symptome of poor Irelands miſery,
And may extract remorſe from hearts of ſtone,
To hear thy queremonious plaints, and moan,
Relief to grief, pray England diſtribute,
What's Irelands now, may once be Englands ſute.
To London ſtreight my dolorous Muſe now flies.
But few with Irelands grief there Sympathize,
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For bold Petitions, by a multitude
Of people barbarous, factious, ſavage, rude,
Are brought each day into the Parliament,
Faction, diſorder, tumult, diſcontent
Fills every place: Strafford, and Laud accuſ'd
Of Treaſon are; the King himſelf abuſ'd,
Aſperſ'd, injur'd, each of his words and deeds,
Wreſted, miſconſtru'd and from hence proceeds
Theſe jealouſies, ſurmiſes, fears, that ring,
In Vulgar ears, fomented 'gainſt the King,
By Canniballs, who Monarchy reſent,
Anarchy for to introduce intent.
Hence Pamphlets, Scandals, baſe Libells flye,
Plum'd with abuſe of Royal Majeſty,
Becauſe the King was moderate, gentle, meek,
Like Aeſop's Frogs, theſe his depoſal ſeek;
And may a Storke dominion o're them bear,
That to a King ſo good; perfideous were.
Few Straffords admired parts could imitate,
The reaſon why, moſt him did emulate;
This noble perſon, an ignoble crew,
With Juſtice, Juſtice, in their mouth purſue,
And proſecute to death; The King doth ſigne
The fatal Bill, (though much he did decline)
To paſſe his Royal (here ſcarce his) conſent,
And Strafford dyes for an expediment
Of State: In Strafford was the King o'rethrown,
With Strafford's ruine, he ſubſcrib'd his own,
[Page]
☞ Pym, Hamden, Hollis, Haſleridge and Stroad
With ſcandals moſt injurious, daily load
The King: whom when of Treaſon he accuſes,
The Houſe to try them legally refuſes;
Can injur'd Majeſty be pacifi'd,
When his demands (ſo legal,) are deny'd,
For then the King with his ſole Guard attended,
Came to the Houſe, thought to have apprehended
The Traitors; but alas, the Kings intent,
Their abſence purpoſely, did then prevent.
All theſe are bad preſages to ſuſpect,
That ſome did Monarchy now diſ-affect,
Such Symptomes have a diſmal reference,
Into their thoughts inward malevolence.
Diſtempers will work out their malady,
Depreſſ'd but not oppreſſ'd, ſuch thoughts may be,
Like furious winds ſeeking their rage to vent,
Which in the concaves of the earth are pent,
Having at length all obſtacles extruded,
Whereby their force impetuous was included,
Ruſh out with too audacious inſolence,
And by their uncontrouled violence,
Do curle the Oceans billows, bow the Woods,
Blow from their Channels the diſperſed floods,
Untile the houſes, Sacrilegiouſly,
From Churches rent their leaden Cannopy,
Jove ſcorning to obey, if Jove withſtand,
Till Aeolus do their retreat command,
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Thus thoughts moſt turbulent till now ſuppreſt,
Enforce their way from many a factious breaſt:
Boldly their malice 'gainſt the King they vent,
Ambitious of eruption and extent.
Conſcience and councel muſt to power give way,
To teach the Crown, the Gown now to obey,
The peoples priviledges to diſſolve,
In Warre and Blood, this Nation to involve.
Their Wills as laws on England to enforce;
Unto the Sword our Statiſts take recourſe.
What ſtratagems had long time been projected,
Come to their birth, and muſt be now effected.
Forces they raiſe, yet under this pretence,
The Houſe to Guard, to be their own defence.
And Eſſex o're their new Militia bands,
By Order from the Houſe, in chief commands.
☞ At this (high time) London the King forſakes,
And unto York his journey ſtreight he takes;
From whence he certifies the Parliament,
That his reſolves for Ireland were intent,
His preſence would be a moſt Soveraign ſpell,
The Rebells minds to charme, their force to quell:
To his victorious Enſignes he doth vow,
To make the proudeſt of ſuch traitors bow:
And in purſuance of ſuch high intents,
He in the North will raiſe ſome Regiments,
Which from Hulls Magazine all Arm'd muſt be
For Ireland, to attend his Majeſty.
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☞ 'Twas not the King then (as ſome him bely)
That did obſtruct from Ireland that ſupply,
That might thoſe Rebels Armies have ſubdu'd,
And tam'd that Savage, Popiſh multitude.
To York the Northern Gentry ſummon'd are,
To whom the King his purpoſe doth declare,
Commanding their attendance, moſt obey,
With theſe the King for Hull ſtreight takes his way
Who to the gates with this Traine makes addreſs,
☞ But Hotham there denys his King acceſſe.
Requeſting him not to demand what hee,
Cannot now grant without diſloyalty
To th' Parliament: The King ſoon makes reply,
Our entrance, good Sir John, do not deny,
I ſhall paſſe by, this your affront to mee,
And our admiſſion ſhall excuſe, when wee
To th' Parliament our next addreſſe ſhall make;
With Hotham this milde Rhetorick will not take:
Wherefore the King him ſtubborn Traitor calls,
And vows hee'l hang him up upon thoſe walls,
That his example may a terrour bee,
To all ſuch haughty traiterous rogues, as he.
Like to a ſtream whoſe ſhoure augmented force.
Scornes obſtacles that may retard his courſe,
And with his ſwelling waters potent Tyde,
O're banks and all retards doth bravely glide,
Rowls down huge ſtones, eradicates each tree
That to his feircer current lets may bee,
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So angers Tyde in the Kings minde ſwel'd high,
That him Hulls entrance Hotham ſhould deny,
Eſpecially he griev'd for Irelands grief,
By this depriv'd of his reſolv'd relief.
Hotham, he Traitor doth proclaim, then make
Warlick proviſion Hull by force to take,
Yet firſt complaints unto the Parliament,
Of this moſt bold affront the King had ſent,
Wherein he Hothams Treaſon did decry,
Whom with his Act, the States do juſtifie.
This more incenſ'd the King, ſhall Hotham bee
In his rebellion countenanc'd, and hee
Expoſ'd to ſuch affronts? he doth profeſſe
By dint of Sword theſe wrongs for to redreſſe.
☞ His Proclamations through each county fly,
Plum'd with complaints of injur'd Majeſty,
His loyal Subjects all to animate,
With him to joyne, theſe wrongs to vindicate.
The gentry to contribute theſe, requeſt
Aſſiſtance to their wronged Kings beheſt,
That his intents both juſt and real are,
For Laws, Religion, Rights, he doth declare.
Theſe proclamations many gallants Court
To York, now for Commiſſions to reſort;
Wherein ſhort time no deſpicable force
Convened is, of Armed Foot and Horſe.
But while the King purſues this Martial game,
The State, his Acts Illegal do Proclaim,
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Prohibiting all men in any wiſe,
For to abet the Kings known enterprize.
Thus Proclamations, Proclamations thwart,
Commands oppoſe Commands, Art croſſeth Art,
The King commands, the State forbid to Arme,
Who do the King, who not the State, from harme
Vow to ſecure; Traitors both parts declare,
Who do their mandates croſſe, opponents are.
What County can pretend immunity,
From Proclamations vain Logomachy,
The States bid Arme for them; the King ſays no,
What ſhall the perplext dubious Vulgar do?
If Arme you muſt, to void neutrality,
'Tis but your duty, aid his Majeſty;
Let not their vain pretences you diſ-ſwade,
Still their pretext Rebells Religion made.
Whilſt theſe tranſactions are in agitation,
The King for Hulls Siedge, makes ſtrong preparation
Whither from York his march he now doth take
Hotham knows well, his life lyes at the ſtake,
Therefore his ruſty Cannons he doth clenſe,
Putting the Town in poſture of defence,
Braſſe-Pieces mount, the ſtouteſt Townſmen Arms
Promiſing reparation of all harmes
Suſtain'd in Hulls aſſiſtance: By and by,
The Centinels the Kings approach deſcry,
Th' Allarum's given: Hotham doth then decree,
That all the water-ſluces drawn ſhall bee,
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The Country's drown'd, men, walls, and Seas com­bine,
To fruſtrate this his Majeſties deſign.
☞ Meldrum a Souldier of no ſmall repute,
But yet a Scot, the Parliament depute,
Hotham's aſſiſtant; who a party takes,
Of the moſt hardy Townſmen, and out-makes
A ſudden ſally, where the King he beats,
Who with ſome loſs, to Beverly retreats;
But not long after this, the Parliament
A party ſtrong for Hull, from London ſent:
Meldrum incourag'd by this new ſupply,
Will of a ſecond bout, the fortune try:
His choiceſt men hee ſoon together calls,
And iſſuing out, on the Kings Leagure falls,
Whereof ſome ſcores, in their new trenches dy,
The reſt in haſte (diſordered much) do fly;
A hot purſuit after whom Meldrum makes,
At Aulaby, the Kings Magazin hee takes;
Some barns, and houſes, there this Scotch Knight fires
And then for Hull, his worſhip, back retires.
☞ The King perceiving all attempts in vain,
Againſt the Town of Hull, for York again
Retreats: But O! who can his thoughts expreſs?
How can hee now (though milde) paſſion ſuppreſs?
What ſhall hee do? what will bee the event
Of theſe beginings, thus malevolent?
Reflects, his looks no reverential awe
Upon Spectators? Dare his Subjects draw
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Their Swords againſt their Prince: ſhall he diſpence
Further with their Rebellious inſolence?
☞ But whileſt the King is in this ſelf-diſpute,
A Noble perſon did him thus ſalute:
By Traitors ſhall your patience be abuſ'd,
Your commands ſleighted; your demands refuſ'd?
Courage take Sir, Divine and humane laws,
Loudly proclaim the juſtice of your cauſe,
See what a train of Lords do here attend,
In your behalf, their deareſt blood to ſpend.
the Parliament us Traitors doth proclaim,
Becauſe to your aſſiſtance thus we came,
And though they ſpeak not out, their acts declare,
They are intent upon you for to Warre.
Why raiſe they Armies? what is your intent,
Us and your ſelf to ſuch a Parliament
Thus to expoſe? our Swords muſt us defend,
Or farewell life and fortunes, Strafford's end
Wee may expect: Traitors let's them declare,
And make proviſion for defenſive Warre,
A thouſand lives who would not rather loſe,
Then ſee ſuch Rebels you and yours depoſe?
To ſee rapacious Harpies ruinate,
This flouriſh of our peace, Religion, State,
Are you ſo credulous theſe not to fear,
When Treaſon 'tis, to you for to adhere?
Review the Actions of thoſe Monarches brave,
That as your Predeceſſors Reigned have,
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See how the proudeſt of their foes did quake,
Even at their frowns, which did whole Kingdomes ſhake,
Whoſe very names, their Subjects did adore,
Reputing them not men, but ſomewhat more.
Then ſuch Heroicks courage now aſſume,
Let Traitors know they do too much preſume
Upon your Lenity; Sir, make them fear,
And know the Lion in your armes can tear.
☞ At this the London Juncto Parliament
Traitours proclaimed are; The King's intent
Is for the South-weſt parts to take his way,
Poſting before Commiſſions of Array,
Commanding quick attendance from all thoſe
In Arms, that would not bee reputed foes.
Newcaſtle's General for the North deſign'd,
Whoſe influence on thoſe parts, ſoon combin'd
An Army Gallant: Thus to Civil War
Fully reſolved, now both parties are.
But ſo my Muſe, with Morpheus power poſſeſt,
Take's Leave (would England could do ſo) to reſt.

Finis Libri Primi.

THE ENGLISH CIVIL VVARRS.
BOOK II.
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The Contents.A ſhort diſ-ſwaſive from this Civil Warr,
The King ſets up his Standard: doth declare
Of his defenſive Arms, the Innocence,
Londons Zeal, for the Parliaments pretence;
Eſſex his Force to Coventry doth bring,
Worceſter Fight: The Battail at Edge-hill.

ROuze up brave Martial Muſe, prepare for fight,
Let Mars deſiſt the Cyprian Courts delight;
Bellona's Trumpets cals our Troops to field;
Pallas advanceth, arm'd with Spear and Shield.
Combates, not Councels, Muſe, thou muſt rehearſe,
Warr, Blood, and Death, are ſubjects of my Verſe.
England, O England! do not thou diſtain,
This flouriſh of thy Peace with Blood: refrain
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Theſe Civil Wars, whoſe ſad effects wee ſee,
In ſelf-divided, ruin'd Germany.
Did Scotland tremble? did the Iriſh flee?
Was France once Tributary unto thee?
Renowned England, did victorious Fame,
From India, unto India, poſt thy name?
From cold Arcturus, to th' Antartick Sands;
Thy admiration, England, fill'd all Lands:
Whilſt Providence, and valour, forreign foes
Vanquiſh'd:ſhall home-bred diſcord, work thy woes
No Councell, nor yet Rhetorick can aſſwage,
Uncivil Civil Warrs, tumultuous rage.
The furious Sword, ſcorns to obey the Gown;
Some with the State, ſome with the imperial Crown
Take part; known Enſigns, Enſigns, do defie,
And Engliſh blood; Englands Croſs red muſt die.
If Warr wee muſt? why do wee not aſſay,
On Aſian ground our Colours to diſplay?
Mahomet's dam'd Impoſtures to expell,
To their curs'd Author, down to Pluto's cell;
Why do wee not out of the Seginor's hand,
Regain our Title to the Holy-Land?
What, might wee not, with leſſer bloods expence,
Have quel'd the Turkes aſpiring inſolence;
Raz'd Conſtantinople's world-commanding Towers,
With her Seraglio, Aegypt might bee ours.
And all the treaſures of the ſpacious Eaſt,
By our victorious Armies bee poſſeſt.
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As that brave Tartar, lets our Force ingage,
Bajacet-like into an Iron cage;
Earths greateſt Monarch's captiv'd power to bring,
Or let's advance againſt the Spaniſh King.
His Eighty eight's Armado's curſ'd deſigne,
To vindicate our Forces let's combine,
Heaven can but groſper ſuch a brave attempt;
Heaven that from Spain's Invaſion did exempt
This Iſland, for to bee Spain's dreadfull ſcourge,
Till all thoſe Martyrs bloods ſhee ſhall diſgorge:
Suck'd in by inquiſition-Butchery;
Or let's goe ſet the inſlav'd Indians free:
Sail thither may wee, with the tide and flood
Of vengeance-crying murthered Indians blood.
Why march wee not to curbe that Prelates pride?
Whoſe Scarlet veſtments in the blood are died
Of Martyr'd Chriſtians? doubtleſs wee may fear,
His influence is too too powerfull here.
Theſe ſad incitements to this Civil Warr,
Hatch'd ſurely by his Romiſh Locuſts are.
That Sweed Heroick to his high renown,
Vow'd to deveſt him of his triple-Crown:
And from his chair-infallible, by force,
That Beaſt ſo much admir'd for to divorce;
And but that death, too cruel did prevent,
Doubtleſs hee had accompliſh'd his intent.
England, O England! Civil Wars decline,
And proſecute that noble Sweeds deſigne:
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Hoiſe up thy Sailes for the Italian ſhore,
The airy Alpes, reſolve for to march o're.
Fall down like Thunder into Italy,
Th' affrighted-Scarlet Conclave let's make flye;
And theſe high Walls, wherein the Beaſt doth truſt,
Let's raſe and level with that bloody duſt
Whereon they ſtand; in blood they founded were,
Ruddy with blood, their cement doth appear;
Rape, Superſtition, Fraud, Idolatry,
Polythiſm, Murther, Theft, Theomachy,
Hypocriſie, Pride, Witchcraft, Fornication,
Adultery, Sodoms-lov'd-Abomination,
Are their curſ'd Superſtructures; Powers divine,
Except propitious, unto this deſigne
Vengeance divine, our Cannons beſt will bee,
Upon thoſe Walls, t' inforce a Battery;
Needs muſt wee conquer in ſo juſt a Warr,
Where foes deſign'd by Heaven to ruine are.
☞ Reaſon ſhould with the wiſe bee Prevalent,
What, have not Civil Wars a ſad event?
No joyfull Triumphs in ſuch Warrs have place,
No brave exploits do here the Conquerours grace.
No ſpoiles are taken from the captiv'd foes,
But ſuch, as even, whereby the Conquerours loſe.
Brother, doth Brother, unto death betray,
Fathers, their Sons, and Sons their Fathers ſlay.
Maids are deflowr'd, and Matrons chaſte miſuſ'd,
Young-men for Souldiers preſt; Old-men abuſ'd.
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Thoſe treaſures that induſtrious Peace acquir'd,
Exhauſted are, the Villages are fir'd;
Cities diſ-peopled, Caſtles ruin'd bee,
Friends even from friends (as from the Plague) ſhall flee:
Juſtice, Laws, and properties, all ſtand
As Ciphers, at the furious ſword's command.
Servants will of their Maſters, Maſters bee;
From Tinkers, even the Conſtables ſhall flee:
The baſeſt men will proudly dominere,
Rant, drinke, whore, plunder, ſtrike, curſe, damn, and ſwear.
Oxen, Sheep, Horſes, all that you poſſeſs,
Souldiers will take, and if you ſeek redreſs,
Perhaps you may bee cudgel'd by a ſlave,
Or elſe impriſon'd, and thats all you'll have.
O what affronts! what wrongs! what violence!
Muſt all ſorts ſuffer, under the pretence
Of Enemies; when, whom Souldiers diſpoſe,
They make at pleaſure, either friends or foes;
Nay the wrong'd people cannot bee aſſur'd,
By whether party they were thus injur'd:
Your foe, you ſhall not know, nor yet your friend,
Such ſad diſtractions Civil warrs attend.
The Sword ſcorns councel (liſt) Drums beat I hear,
The Trumpet ſound, arm'd Horſe-men do appear:
The King from York marcheth with all his Force,
To Nottingham they ſtreight direct their courſe;
Where firſt upon this Civil Warrs account,
The King his Standard Royal doth amount;
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And ſtanding under't in the Armies view,
His gliſtering Sword, hee from his ſcabbard drew,
Which brandiſhed about his head, hee ſaid,
☞ Fellows in Arms, here in your Soveraigns aid
Conveen'd, you to inform I ſhall not need,
What to this Parliament wee did conceed,
More than our Royal anceſtors had done,
(Thinking the moſt averſe for to have wone,
By acts of Grace) we granted: But behold!
Our Condiſcentions make theſe men more bold,
Things to demand againſt a Kings renown,
And what would they have now, except my Crown?
When all ſuch acts of Grace did vain appear,
Wee left them, and reſolv'd for Ireland were;
Reveng'd upon thoſe Rebels to have been,
Whilſt theſe into their Errours more had ſeen;
Intending then at Hull to arme our Guard,
Hulls entrance wee, by Hotham were debar'd,
From Ireland; Ireland now Intomb'd in grief,
This did obſtruct our then-reſolv'd relief.
And when to Hull our next addreſs wee made,
With fire and ſword, our Camp hee did invade;
Wiſhing our Perſon in the number, where
Some ſcores of our League ſubjects murthered were.
By Proclamation they prohibit all,
From their Allegiance to our Soveraign call;
And whence do theſe affronts ſo numerous ſpring,
But even from thoſe, that mee a Glorious King
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Pretend to make; The men preſage my Fate,
Onely the time they ſeek to antidate.
But this (at which he ſhook his gliſtering Sword)
Even this, our beſt redreſs muſt now afford,
Traiterous, here, their proceedings wee declare,
Denouncing Warr, 'gainſt them, and all that are
Their Fautors and Abettors; know, wee muſt
Souldiers, to courage, and our ſwords now truſt,
Through wounds, blood, death our paſſage now doth lye
To our detained Rights: reſolve to dye
VVith me, my Lords, and Souldiers ere we yeild,
Eſſex that traiterous Cockoo's in the field:
A numerous Army 'gainſt us he doth bring,
Are theſe League Subjects that will fight their King?
My Lords (as you your lives or fortunes love)
Your utmoſt intereſt, Force to raiſe, improve,
For fight we muſt, and if the day we looſe,
Of us and ours, the Conquerours will diſpoſe:
Your Regiments with ſpeed, my Lords compleat,
I even preſage, wee Eſſex ſhall defeat.
And you, my Nephews, whoſe Heroick might,
Hath been approv'd in many a bloody fight
Beyond the Seas (with that hee caſt his eye
On Rupert and Prince Morice ſtanding by;
In England late arriv'd) Princes wee muſt,
To your Heroick skill and proweſs truſt
The conduct of our Horſe. Rupert repli'd,
Uncle, what's in our power, you may confide,
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VVee ſhall effect; fear not but wee ſhall bring,
The proudeſt Rebells, you to own as King.
☞ At this the flouriſh'd Trumpets that ſurround
The King this while; commanded are to ſound,
VVhoſe ſweeteſt Levits from the Rocks ſo near,
VVith airy Eccho's raviſh every ear.
Then off the Troops to march commanded are,
To Shrewsbury the intended ſeat of VVarr:
Rupert and Morice late arrived here,
Now in the Fronts of armed Troops appear.
Rupert the elder, of complexion fair,
Yet ſomewhat ſwarthy, of brown-coloured-hair,
Of body ſlender, yet indifferent tall,
Of minde couragious, wondrous fair withall:
Scorning, both fears and dangers, on he went,
Yet inconſiderate, in the management
Of his bold charge: which prov'd indeed to us
In many fields diſadvantagious;
His forwardneſs excuſ'd, Europe ne're bred,
One who more nobly Chavalry on led.
☞ Morice more corpulent, yea, and more tall,
Yet not ſo bloody, and ſo tragicall:
Full as couragious, not ſo unadviſ'd,
More fortunate in what hee enterpriſ'd:
VVhoſe proweſs, and whoſe skill in feats of VVarr,
VVere ſuch as might renown a Souldier.
☞ Out breaks the War, with uncontrouled Rage,
Great Lords, and Gentry, on both parts ingage;
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Yet more of theſe the Royal cauſe maintain,
As not deluded with pretences vain.
But of Plebeians leſs intelligent,
More do adhear unto the Parliament;
Their Intellectuals hood-wink'd and captiv'd,
By thoſe pretences, ſpecious then contriv'd.
☞ What City, Town, Houſe, Caſtle now was free,
But fortifi'd, and Garriſon'd muſt bee?
What Fields with Grain, Mountains with Flocks, that were
Flouriſh'd of late; now terrible appear
With armed Camps: what deadly Engins wrought?
Sure not more Fields, than bloody battails fought
Hath England now: try all the Sword would make,
If that of blood, it could a ſurfeit take.
☞ London! what Martial fury thee poſſeſt,
That thus with madneſs not to bee expreſſ'd,
Againſt thy King, ſo boldly doſt ingage,
VVhat Helliſh fury did their hearts inrage?
To ſtrive who ſhould moſt forward bee in arms,
How did they flock? adjoyn themſelves by ſwarms
To Eſſex Colours; what did they intend?
VVhat, was Rebellion? or was Zeal their end?
VVhat, were they weary of that Regiment?
The loſs of which (if loſt) they'll much repent;
VVhat do they think the name of a free State?
More advantagious, or more fortunate,
Or will Commerce, or Trading flouriſh more,
Monarchy routed out, then't did before?
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London, O let not ſuch conceits thee blinde!
All to thy expectation thou ſhalt finde
Quite contrary: But what is it indeed,
From Superſtitious Rites for to bee free'd
That thou doſt thus ingage: Rebellion had
Alwaies religion's Cloak; wherewith ſhee clad
Her monſterous body: All the world ſhall ſee,
Religion but a meer pretence to bee
In theſe ſad VVars: London will bee as proud,
Her Sins will in the Ears of Heaven as loud
Sound▪ If ſhee had deſired Presbytery,
As now under much-hated Prelacy;
That much pretended, wiſh'd for reformation,
Shall have a moſt apparent confutation,
From thoſe curſ'd crimes, London will exerciſe,
And grant her even what Form ſhee can deviſe
For Government, either in Church or State,
But whether doth my Muſe thus deviate?
Rupert the leading having now acquir'd,
Of ſuch a Party as his heart diſir'd;
Couragious Gallants, who did ſcorn to fly,
The face of even the proudeſt enemy,
Thought that his ſmaller parties fortitude,
Might ballance Eſſex's numerous multitude:
O! that their temperance had but equaliſ'd
Their valour: would Rupert had exerciſ'd
A ſtricter Diſcipline, and not by force
Suffered his ſtout (though too licentious) Horſe;
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Coine, Arms, and Horſes to extort from thoſe,
That doubtleſs (but for this) nere the Kings foes
Had prov'd: Indeed plundring, intemperance,
Bacchus his bowles; Venus her daliance
Were of the Royal party the ſole bane,
How many men ſurpriſ'd! how many ſlain!
Oft in their cupps; want! want! of diſcipline,
Our Cauſe (though juſt) made many to decline.
Yet our Commanders, this to tolerate;
The want of pay, did thus neceſſitate.
Nor long to us, did any ſuch adhear,
Who in their ſervice mercenary were.
☞ By this time Eſſex numerous Forces were
Drawn out of London, to North-Hampton, where
They wait their General's coming: and indeed,
In number three to one, they did exceed
The Kings: So zealouſly was London bent
Againſt the King, to aid the Parliament.
Eſſex arrived, with his Army now,
Coventry, Warwick, and North-Hampton too
Did fortifie: Gloceſter then did ſtand
For th' Parliament, under Maſſies command.
To Worceſter Rupert his Troops doth bring,
Thinking that City, ſtrongly for the King
To fortifie; But Eſſex Horſe ſo near,
Prevents his ſtay and reſolutions there,
Nevertheleſs, both parties now ſo near,
Scorn to retreat, as men ſurpriſ'd with fear,
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Before their Gallantry they have expreſſ'd,
By skirmiſhing moſt fiercely they conteſt,
They ride up cloſe, and boldly do give fire,
In one anothers boſoms, then retire.
Others advancing, do their rooms ſupply,
Their diſcharg'd Piſtols, at the heads do fly
Then of each other, and incontinent
Then hand to hand, unto the Sword they went,
Some giving, ſome receiving many a wound,
Till many a man lay gaſping on the ground.
But Rupert cauſeth a retreat to ſound,
Leſt that the numerous foes ſhould him ſurround,
And from this skirmiſh, up his Troops doth bring
To Shrewsbury, for to attend the King,
Sands now his Priſoner, whoſe whole Regiment,
To Rout and Ruine, in this Skirmiſh went.
That famous River that Sabriua's name,
From her drown'd in it, doth as yet retain,
Almoſt ſurrounds the Town of Shrewsbury,
His Magazin, Mint, Coin, Artillary,
His Perſon too, here did the King confide,
A Town by Art, and Nature fortifi'd:
☞ During the King's (though ſhort) reſiding here
His ſmaller Forces much augmented were,
So that hee takes the field, fully intent
For London, but this Eſſex doth prevent,
Who with his Force, at Worceſter did lye,
And hearing that the King was marching by,
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Draws out his Army, and to Coventry
After the King, directly marcheth hee
Reſolv'd to fight: Such preparations are,
Made England to ingage in Civil War;
Whoſe deſperate prologue, Muſe thou muſt prepare,
Indoleful accents, now for to declare.
Now Phoebus did from th' Equinoctial Line,
His courſe to the Antartick Pole decline,
Nor could the cooler air yet qualifie,
Mens hotter Zeal, and deſperate fervency
To Civil Wars; this Fire alone muſt bee
Quenched with blood, dolorous Phlebotomie.
In Warwick-Shire there lies a ſpacious Plain,
(Pitty that Civil blood ſhould it diſtain)
Nere Keinton, call'd the vale of the Red Horſe,
Where General Eſſex, with his numerous force
Was now arriv'd: The Royalliſts hard by
Upon Edge-Hill, their near approach diſcry,
And there their Troops moſt gallantly diſplay,
Putting their Battaile, quickly in Array.
Linſey was Captain General for the King,
But Ruthen ordered their embattailing,
The Valliant Linſey with his Pike in hand,
Led the main Body: Rupert did command
Thoſe Gallant Troops, placed in the right wing,
Bravely the left Carnarvan on did bring.
Eſſex this while embattailed did ſtand,
His right Battallions Balfore did command.
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Ramſey his left: Hurry this Day did ſerve
In the right wing, and was Balfore's reſerve:
Eſſex a while his Infantry did head,
Till Meldrum came, who on the ſame did lead:
Eſſex now mounted, in his Armies ſight,
Thus to the Battail did his men excite;
☞ Take Courage, Souldiers, from your juſter cauſe,
It's for Religion, Liberty, and Laws
You fight: who would not ſpend their deareſt blood
Now for Religion's ſake; and England's good?
What, do not Preſſures, Poles, curſ'd ſubſidies?
Ship-monies, Taxes, damn'd Monopolies?
Now Fleece us Subjects, for no Soveraign uſe,
Impudent by permiſſion, grows abuſe.
VVhat is not ſuperſtitious innovation
Of Romiſh Rites, Croſs-Altar-Adoration
Obtruded on us? have wee not permiſſion
Of the Maſs-Idol: See! the exhibition
Of Sports, even to the Sabbath's Prophanation,
Are authoriſ'd by Order, Proclamation.
Cards, Dice, Bowls, Tennis, Stage-plaies, Sabbath­ſport
Are made, both in the Country and the Court.
Dare mortal men, Gods morral Laws withſtand?
VVhat God forbids, dare earthly men command?
O Sinfull daies! O impious, helliſh times!
VVhen even by Order, warranted are Crimes,
Bad Preſidents, without indulging Laws,
Finde too too frequent, practiſe and applauſe:
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Ambitious Prelates, now do arrogate,
In honours temporal, to Officiate,
Their Romiſh Doctrines, ceremonious guiſe,
All pious hearts reſent and much deſpiſe.
Nuncio's from Rome to England now reſort,
And much were honoured in our Engliſh Court?
Whither when Jezabel's proud Sons were come,
They much admir'd in England to finde Rome.
It's not againſt the King that wee declare,
But thoſe that Authors, and Abettors are,
Of theſe ſtrange things: who will not rather dye?
Then be inſnar'd againe in Popery?
Even in your looks I eaſily perceive
Your forwardneſſe, I know you'l not deceive
My expectations: for (meethinks) I ſee
You in purſute, and yonder Troops to flee;
Meethinks I ſee what numbers we have ſlain,
How many priſoners, Horſe, Armes, Colours tane;
How every Souldier is inrich'd with prize,
What rare inventions London doth devize
To grace our Tryumphs: how their Bone-fires burn,
And Bels ring loud to honour our return.
His wicked councel all diſperſ'd and fled,
In Tryumph ſhall the King himſelf be led
By us unto his London Parliament,
Who will reward with condigne puniſhment
Moſt of his wicked party: valorous bee,
Take reſolution, magnanimity,
[Page]
Brave Souldiers, and indeed you may confide,
All theſe preſages ſhall be verfi'd.
☞ At this, a prologue, to the near diſpute,
Eſſex the King, daringly did ſalute,
With a loud Volley of his Ordinance,
Whoſe fiery bals near to the King did glance,
As he from his proſpective did ſurvey
Their Army, in that Valley where they lay,
And then three acclamations, even ſo high
Their Army gave; as ſeem'd to rend the sky.
☞ At which brave Linſey ſoon the King deſir'd
Leave to go on: Saying Eſſex hath fir'd
His Cannons on us; and ſhall we ſtand ſtill
And ſuffer his great ſhot our men to kill?
Shall we be dared thus by ſuch proud foes,
And thus our bodies to their Guns expoſe?
☞ To whom, the beſt of Kings, ſadly reply'd,
Loath, loath I am my Sword ſhould e're be dy'd
In civil blood; my ſoul doth much decline
Theſe worſt of wars; are not theſe people mine?
(If undeceiv'd) we ſuddenly ſhould ſee
Their Arms caſt downe, they all would come to me.
☞ But now (more pity) fight indeed we muſt,
Therefore (brave Souldiers) that your cauſe is juſt,
I know you are perſwaded, Loyalty
Under your Soveraign's Enſignes here to dye,
Or conquer, doth, and did you firſt ingage,
How factious Zeal ſome Sectaries doth inrage
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Againſt their King, you are not ignorant;
I hope they'l ſee their errours and recant.
Others that are not ſuch, we ſoon ſhall ſee
Prove loyal, Eſſex leave, and turne to mee.
Wound not, who e're of them before you flies
Such are not yours, nor yet my enemies.
And now your magnanimity approve,
If you your Country, or your Soveraigne love.
See, how your King (if conquered, ſee no more)
Your courage, utmoſt valour doth implore.
They are more numerous; let our fortitude
Their numbers ballance; when they are ſubdu'd,
'Twill be our glory that with numbers leſſe,
Wee did their greater conquer; on, poſſeſſe
Their Riches, Campe, Artillery, as prize,
Yonder rich Army I to you demize,
Win Gold and wear't: my cauſe's juſt intent,
God now aſſiſt as I am innocent.
The murthering Cannons now began to play,
VVhoſe ſo well levell'd bullets made their way
Through many a rank; heads, armes, and legs, off fly
VVhich hit, and oft ſtrike dead the ſtanders by.
The Chain-ſhot, by the middle cuts aſunder
VVhole Files of men; who, now in death do won­der
How this ſo wide a paſſage open ſtood,
At once to let out all their vital blood.
How head and feet, leggs, and arms, in one place,
By this ſtrange death conjoyn'd ſhould now imbrace
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From Morterpeeces great Granado's fly,
VVhich in their fall kill ſome; but to the skye
Do in their breath blow up who ſtand them near,
From others their diſmembred Limbs they tear:
Others their furious blaſts do blow ſtone-blinde,
O hapleſſe men to ſuch ſad fates deſign'd.
☞ As a tempeſtuous, Heaven-obſcuring ſhower,
VVith violence doth Raine, or Hail down power,
VVith Lightnings, frequent flaſhes intermix'd,
And loud sky-renting Thunder claps betwixt.
Even ſo from fire-lock-Piſtolls and Carbines,
The fire like lightning from the sky now ſhines;
And fiery Bullets with their thicker flight
Obſcure the day and antidate the night.
Sulphurious clouds of ſmoak toff'd with the winde
With fiery flaſhes glancing through them, blinde
Both Horſe and man, ſo that they cannot ſee,
Therefore leſſe fear their quick Cataſtrophy.
☞ The King's Forlorne, Dives his Regiment,
Firſt down the hill couragiouſly on went.
Where Major Backſtake with his party clears
The Hedges lin'd with Eſſex Musketeers.
The Royaliſts then cheerefully diſcend
The hill: as bravely Eſsex doth defend
The ground whereon his Army Marſhal'd ſtood,
Till that red Valley, redder became with blood.
☞ But like a Lyon greedy of his prey,
At length their left wing, Rupert doth aſſay,
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VVhoſe charge moſt furious and Heroick might
Them break, and put to a diſordered flight,
Rupert through Keinton in purſute doth ride,
Then fell to plunder; Hurry ſoon eſpy'd
This fair advantage; and with eagerneſſe,
Did now on Wilmot and Carnarvan preſſe,
Forcing them to give ground: Then wheel'd about
And fiercely charged on the Royal foot,
VVhere ſoon the furious Horſe aſunder rents,
Linſey's, Bowles, Paget's, Fieldings Regiments.
Brave Linſey ſeeing his in ſuch diſtreſſe,
Rallies a party ſoon for their redreſſe;
And like a Tygar of her whelps depriv'd,
In thickeſt Troopes of Armed foes arriv'd?
Moſt valliantly thouſands doth kill or wound,
Yet him the numerous foes at length ſurround,
☞ But when his Son, renowned Willowby,
His Father thus encompaſſed did ſee
He rides up with his Troopes: gave ſuch a charge,
As ſoon, his noble Father did enlarge
But wounded, ſoon (too ſoon, alas) he dy'd,
A fatal loſſe unto the Royal ſide.
☞ The Royal Standard Balfores Troopes had tane
Varney the Standard-bearer being ſlain,
A valiant Gentleman who this eſpy'd,
Gallantly through their thickeſt Ranks did ride,
And there (the new Poſſeſſor having ſlain)
The Standard Royal bravely did re-gaine.
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For which brave exploit, Knight and Barronet
The King bedub'd him: Balfore hard beſet
With our freſh Troops, moſt bravely was aſſail'd,
And made give ground: The Royaliſts prevail'd
Sometimes, and ſometimes Eſſex: Dubious
Was Fortune whom to make victorious.
☞ By this, that ſpacious Valley was beſpread,
With heaps of Men, and Horſes that lay dead;
From ſeveral wounds, the ſeveral ſtreams of blood,
Increaſed to an overſpreading Flood,
Whoſe ſtronger currents to the lower ground,
Drove down ſome bodys, now both kild, & drownd,
Thus many deaths, poor mortals do attend,
VVhen one's ſufficient to inforce their end.
Here might you hear the ſad laments and moans,
In doleful accents, of their dying groans,
Some execrating their Nativity,
Others that Fatal day: Reveng'd to bee
Some vow'd; and with their Swords about them laid,
Now even in Death: Some boldly did upbraid
The Parliaments Pretences feign'd, ſome ſwore,
And off their heads, their hair they fiercely tore;
Some Pray'd, and were exceeding Penitent,
Such ſeveral humours, dying men preſent.
VVho late againſt each other boldly fought,
Their Reconciliation Death had wrought,
VVhoſe blood diſpended, falling in one place,
Kindly now, arm in arm, by Death imbrace.
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Here might you ſee a bullet-galled ſteed,
Now of his wounded, or dead rider free'd,
Fiercely run through the field, and oft out-tread
The bowels of the living, and the dead.
Here might you ſee two armed Gallants met,
Their courage ſharper than their ſwords was whet
By vow'd revenge, much hotter was their ire;
Than from their claſhing ſwords that ſparkling fire,
Whoſe courage, ſtrength, dexterity, and art,
Byinter-courſes each did play their part
Till blood and ſtrength expended; theſe two foes
Upon that bed of honour both repoſe;
Whoſe ſtreaming blood could not be intermix'd
Such ſtrong antipathy was them betwixt.
☞ A Cockney, whom blinde zeal-did much inflame,
Eſſex to ſerve, a Volunteer late came;
Who to his fellows vaunted, they ſhould ſee;
The wicked (none purſuing) for to flee.
Tomkins ſaid true, the Cannons 'gan to play,
Down went his Arms, and ſtreight he ran away.
A flying peece of a Granado-ſhell,
Stroke Simpſon into th'back, who dead down fell,
Speaking theſe words, then with his lateſt winde
'Tis baſe and cowardly for to ſtrike behinde.
☞ A welſh-man, who came as a Volunteer,
Hur King to ſerve, proudly did dominere
Before the fight, vowing that hur would ſlay,
All Rebell-Round-heads that came in hur way?
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Eſſex himſelf ſhould not eſcape hur hand
If that he durſt, till hur came to him ſtand?
Eſſex might long have ſtood; Taffy was gone
Before the fight, and ſo kill'd ne're a one,
For when he heard the Cannons 'gin to play,
Down went his Bill; and ſtreight he ran away
Swearing by got, in Engliſh he could ſwear,
He ne're before ſuch roaring Devils did hear.
☞ Another Welſh-man, arm'd a cap a pee,
Upon a Charger fierce, mounted was hee;
His two-edg'd-ſword, drawn in his hand did ſhine,
His Piſtols charg'd, and alſo his Carbine.
To have him heard, and ſeen, you would have ſwore
Stout maſter Morgan would have chaſ'd a ſcore.
But when't came to his turne for to have fought,
T'have fac'd about, and fled, Morgan had thought.
But his fierce Horſe, that did in War delight,
Went on indeed in Morgan's hearts deſpight;
Morgan with all his might pull'd at the Raign
To ſtop his Horſe, alas! 'twas all in vain.
With pulling, and for fear, dead men to ſee,
Backwards, even to his horſe taile, bowed hee.
On went the horſe: The Royaliſts ſurpaſt,
Amongſt the adverſe party runs at laſt.
☞ A Cockney that him in this poſture ſpy'd,
Come fiercely on; hold good ſir, quarter cry'd;
The Cockney ſeeing that he made no ſtay,
Turn'd's horſe about, and fairly ran away.
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Morgan more valorous than hee wiſ'd or wil'd,
Was throwne at laſt, and under's horſe feet kil'd;
The Cockney that fled, when hee Morgan ſpi'd,
Into a Saw-pit, broke his neck, and died.
☞ But now the obſcure mantle of the night,
Each Army vail'd, from one anothers ſight,
Only the Musketiers, ſo thick gave fire,
As yet gave light, to both for to retire;
Neither could either Iö, Paean, ſing
Though victory more inclined to the King:
☞ Yet both parties claimed the triumphal Baies,
And noble Palme; both parties returned praiſe
For Victory, to their Heavenly Deities,
Both parties had taken Enſigns, Priſoners, Prize,
Both parties of Victory, Trophies did diſplay,
And on the field that night, both parties lay:
By thoſe great fires, which were the only light,
Left them in this obſcurity of night.
That night in a black cloud, the Sun had ſet,
As looking on Edge-Hill, with much regret;
Ravenous beaſts, Rapacious birds of prey,
All hovered neer this fatal field that Day,
Each man the night before, in his laſt ſleep
Seem'd to lament, howle out, and ſadly weep,
And by Anticipation to prevent
In fancy, this curſ'd daies doleful event.
☞ Titan (though late) now Thetis lap forſook,
And either Army, might with horrour look
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Upon each other; all the Vale beſpread
Betwixt them, with their intermixed Dead.
Nor would the Sun, bee-clouded that Day, yeeld
His Rayes ſhould ſhine upon this bloody field.
In Warlike poſture here both Armies ſtand
Until high noon, then Eſſex gave command
For to march off: His Briggade's to compleat,
From hence for London, ſtraight hee doth retreat.
☞ But when the beſt of Kings ſurvey'd the ſlain,
Hee ſigh'd and wep't, and wep't and ſigh'd again,
Saying, alas! alas! deceived were
Some thouſands of theſe Dead, that now lye here
Slain in Rebellion; wee lament their fate,
And their Sepulture, here wee imperate,
As well as theſe, that Love and Loyalty,
Have for our Cauſe ingaged here to Dye;
Our gracious Pardon too, wee here Proclaim
To all, that ſhall or will imbrace the ſame.
Before that Cynthia with her borrowed light,
Shall three times fill her Globe; at this he ſigh'd
And wept again, but off the Army went
For Loyal, Royal Oxford now intent.

Finis Libri Secundi.
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Litchfield ſtorm'd twice: & Reading tane had been
Chalgrave, Landſdown; and Roundway fights: The Queen
At Burlington doth land: The King and ſhee
Meet on Edge-Hill: Gloceſter ſeige: Newberry
Firſt fight: Eccleſhal ſeige: Arundel tane;
Bramdean-heath fight; where noble Smith was ſlain.
Prince Griffiths gallantry, and quick defeat,
Rupert from Newark ſeige, doth Meldrum beat.

IN order good the Royaliſts retire,
And now at leiſure, farther do inquire
Into their taken papers, which diſcry
One Blake a Traitour, whom the King to dy
Adjudged in a halter, would each tree,
To end the Wars, bore but ſuch fruit as hee:
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This Blake the Royal Court belong'd unto,
Worſe is a ſecret, than an open foe.
To Banbury the Royal Army came,
Reſolv'd by ſtorm for to inforce the ſame.
Rochfords, and Peterboroughs Regiments,
All Blew-Coats did lye there; Marrow prevents
The Kings aſſault, by yielding of the Town
Upon Conditions. Rupert now ſate down
Broughton before, a Houſe of the Lord Say,
At the firſt Peal, his Ordinance did play;
The Houſe is yeilded, the King's next addreſs,
By dint of Sword, was Brainford to poſſeſs.
Nor could the Foes, the Kings approach diſcry,
By reaſon of the miſt-condenced sky,
Till them the Cannons thundering language gave
A fierce allar'm; a while reſiſtance brave,
Was made by Traiterous Hollis Regiment.
Couragiouſly the Royaliſts on went;
Inforce the Town, whoſe Streets are pav'd again,
With numerous bodies of the men there ſlain,
The Channels run, as after a great flood
In ſtronger currents, with their warmer blood.
☞ But while the King plaies at this proſperous game
Lord Brook's, & Hamden's regiments on came
Maintaining 'gainſt the King, a bloody fight,
From Noon, till the Obſcurity of night
Parted the fray; Alſo the Parliament
Had numerous Forces out of London ſent,
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So That the King almoſt ſurrounded was;
Kingſton alone gave way for his repaſs:
Then having given the Rebels this defeat,
Safely for Oxford did the King retreat.
☞ Though greater Hoaſts in Winter Quarters reſt,
Yet ſmaller parties, ſharpely thus conteſt,
Nor, had the Royaliſts alone ſucceſs,
Maſſie did Sudeley-Caſtle much diſtreſs;
Wooll-packs on rowling frames, his men had ſet,
Under whoſe covert, to the Walls they get
Free from the Caſtle-ſhot, the Barns they fire
With Hand-Granado's, in the ſmoak aſpire
And mount the walls, but Bridges thus diſtreſ'd
A Parley ſounds, and yeilds what hee poſſeſſ'd.
☞ Prince Rupert taking this in great deſpight,
Reſolved was, the Rebels to require;
Therefore next day, his Force hee did combine
Sudeley before, yet was his chief deſign
On Cirinceſter; whether when hee came
With fire and ſword, hee did aſſault the ſame.
Of Hand-Granado's, a thick flight was ſent
Into the Town, for the firſt complement,
Which their Out-houſes, and their Barns all fir'd,
With reſolution, yet to bee admir'd,
Over the Bul-works, then the Foot ſoon flew
In full Diviſions, then the Horſe inſue;
Stamfords whole Regiment, were well nigh ſlain,
And twice five hundred Priſoners alſo tane.
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A timerous Footman, when the Prince drew near,
In a Straw-mough had hid himſelf for fear,
Burn'd was the Straw, in it the Foot-man too,
Him his preſumed ſafety did undo,
Apparent danger's often more ſecure,
Then in ſtrong walls, our ſelves for to immure.
Next day from hence, the Prince victorious went
To Gloceſter, and in his Summons ſent:
But Maſſie boldly his Demands deni'd,
Now did the Prince before the Town reſide,
But marched off; and in great triumph came
To Oxford, with his Prize ſo lately tane.
☞ Some Iriſh alſo, for the King do land,
Over which Earnly did in cheife command.
Maſſie to Berkley, with his Troops now came,
And for a while ſtood facing of the ſame,
Till Herbert with his Horſe came up, they fire,
Kill ſome on both parts, and then both retire.
Near Tedbury, Maſſie alſo diſſipates
All Cary's Horſe: Beverſton on thy gates,
Maſſie's bold Foot, do faſten their Pittard,
But their audatiouſneſs, thou didſt reward,
Beating them off with loſs: To Wotton then
Maſſie (ſtill active) next led up his men,
Skirmiſhing there a while, with thoſe within.
Now landed Leger, and bold Collonel Min
At Briſtol with more Iriſh: Theſe deſign
With Herbert, Digby, Winter to combine
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And Block up Gloceſter, Maſſie ſuppreſs;
Skirmiſhes oft indifferent, for ſucceſs
Hapned amongſt them; ſcarce a Town was free
Of any ſtrength, but garriſon'd muſt bee,
In that impoveriſh'd County: Wretched are
The Seats of moſt uncivil Civil War.
☞ Worceſters Earl with his moſt noble Son,
To Gloceſter with their Welch Forces come,
Encamp at Higham, and demand the Town.
Near Monmoth, as this Army late came down,
Burrows they beat, with his new Regiments,
☞ Maſſie from their Demands in ſcorn Diſſents,
Telling them plain, hee Rupert had deni'd,
And ſoon would curbe, their Inſolence and Pride.
Could a Welch Army think that to regain?
Which Rupert did Demand, but all in vain;
Glory not that you Winter did defeat,
Slew Lunley, and did Burrows Forces beat
Late in the Forreſt; ſhortly you ſhall feel,
And know, our ſword's of better-tempered ſteel.
☞ Now while theſe Forces here incamped lye
Againſt the Town, from Briſtol a ſupply
Came unto Maſſie: Malmsbury now wone,
Even Waller too, did with his Army come
To joyn with Maſſie; The Welch they aſſail
Even in their Camp, and do ſo far prevail,
That in the place, ſome hundreds there they kill,
The reſt take Gloceſter againſt their will.
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☞ To Hereford from hence then Waller goes,
Scudamore, and his Roy allifts oppoſe
And keep the Town; Waller againſt the gates
His Guns doth play, the firſt ſhot perforates
The boards (though ſtrong) and did the Gate behind
Strike off a Captains head; ſome were deſign'd
Upon another ſide, aſſault to make,
Which boldly Captain Grey did undertake.
The Town diſtreſſ'd, un-mand, not fortifi'd,
Yeilded, moſt of the Souldiers undiſcri'd,
Over Wy-bridge, away for Wales do paſs,
Whilſt Waller buſied in the Parley was;
Nor yet did Waller keep the Town thus gain'd,
Though after for the King it was retain'd.
☞ Monmoth before, when Waller firſt appears,
It is deſerted by the Cavalliers,
Waller it leaves, and toward England came,
Yet for the King Lane after kept the ſame,
Till Stovens by Trechery did the ſame ſurprize,
That Lane betraid it, ſome indeed ſurmize.
Waller from Wales, for Gloceſter intent,
To intercept and fight him Morice went,
Who, ere the Princes Horſe could him Deſcry,
Beat up their Quarters, and ſo marched by.
Morice alarm'd, thus falls in his rear,
And for a while ingag'd both parties were,
And then do both retire: Maſſie had heard,
How Wallers paſſage, Morice had debar'd:
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And marching out to meet him, did him finde
Near Teuxbury, and their Forces now combin'd,
They do reſolve upon that Town to fall,
And on they go, the Guard ſurprized all
Sleeping, (indeed over ſecure they were,
Dreading no danger, Morice now ſo near)
The Town they enter, break up doors, inquire
For Cavalliers; Muskets and Piſtols fire
In at the windows; Carew's men ſome dye,
Some Priſoners tane, ſome hide them, others flye.
Next day ſome of the Prince's Horſe appear
In Ripple-fields, the reſt embattel'd were
Near Upton-bridge: Waller came, doth them view,
But fighting did decline, and off-ward drew
With his Dragoons, thinking to guard his Rear;
The Prince advancing chargeth: all in fear
Through their own foot upon the Bridge, they fly,
Whoſe heels could not them ſave, there Piſtol'd lye
Haſleridge comes up with a freſh recrute,
And for a while retards this hot purſute;
But Morice preſſeth on with his bold Horſe,
And ſoon to flight, them all doth re-inforce,
Many of Wallers, in this flight do dye;
But at Mitch-hill again a freſh ſupply
Of Foot them meet; The Prince there makes a ſtand,
And then an orderly retreat command.
☞ From London with his forces came Lord Brook
And Stafford-Avon firſt his Lordſhip took,
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Defeating Crooker; Wagſtaff, and ſtout Twiſt.
Nor could brave Leichfield then his powers reſiſt,
The Town firſt wonne, his zealous Ordinance
Play 'gainſt the Cloſe. But mark what fatal chance
Befel this Zealot; whilſt he did eſpy
Out at a loop-hole, even into the eye
A bullet peirc'd him, and down dead fell hee?
Thus from a Church, the Church's enemy,
By the Son of a Church-man here lay ſlain,
His men went on, and did the fight maintain
Winning the Cloſe, a noble ſacrifice
Of Cavalliers unto his Ghoſt here dyes.
☞ But ſtout North-Hampton, Leichfield to regain
Againſt the Cloſe, doth a cloſe fiedge maintain,
Until his Scouts came in and do him tell,
Of the approach of Brearton and old Gell.
At this, with his Horſe and Dragoons he goes,
Boldly to meet his near approaching foes.
Where ſoon his unexpected charge and ſight,
Puts all Gell's Horſe to a diſordered flight.
And then the foot threw down their Arms and yeeld
Num'rous the Priſoners were, tane on the field.
Yet dear (too dear, alas) this victory coſt,
For brave North-Hampton's life, for it was loſt,
Who charging in the front, his Horſe firſt ſhot,
Diſmounted there his mortal wound he got.
But gallant 'tis on honours bed to lye,
And thus victorious Loyally to dye.
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☞ Prince Rupert too, at Leichfield now arriv'd,
His mines the Cloſe for to re-gain contriv'd,
Which ſprung, the valorous Souldiers on do go,
But were repulſed ſtoutly by the foe.
After an hours reſpite, (though in vain)
With greater courage on they went again.
For with great ſlaughter they repulſed were,
Ruddy with blood the Moats do all appear.
And of dead Corpſe in every place do lye
Great heaps, the Breaches and the Ladders by.
Yet to the Souldiers no diſcouragement
Was this, for on the third time now they went,
And bravely enter, Ruſsells then retreats
Unto the Church, and there a parley beats.
Rupert that they in warlike equipage
Should all march off, his honour doth ingage.
☞ This while had General Eſſex Force ſate down
Reading before, playing upon the Towne
With his great Ordinance; then did aſſay
To ſcale the works; and by main-force, his way
To make into the Town; but off was beat,
And in deſpight was forced to retreat.
After ſome daies, again they do aſſail
The Town; and did ſome of the out-works gain
Though with much loſſe: The King ſent a ſupply,
Of Ammunition, Men, Artillery,
Which ſafe arrived there in Eſſex ſight,
But this his Lordſhip did ſo much diſpight,
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That he commands the Souldiers to prepare
Now for a third aſſault, his Ladders are
Provided; walls, and works, his Cannons beate
All down before them, his Granadoes great
Blow up whole houſes; and in furious guiſe
His ſouldiers do attempt the Enterprize.
Aſton made brave reſiſtance for that while
He could do ſervice; for a ponderous Tyle,
Which from a houſe a Cannon bullet rent
So bruſ'd his head, that now incompetent
Of all command he was; Fielding's reſolve
Now upon whom the power did all devolve,
Was for to yeild, a parley ſounded is.
On gallant tearms, indeed both he and his
March out: The Royaliſts the Act decry,
And by a Martial Councel judg'd to dye
Was Felding for't at Oxford: but the King,
Pardon'd the perſon, and forgave the thing.
☞ Rupert and Gunter did at Chalgrave meet,
And with their diſcharg'd Piſtols boldly greet
Each other, but Rupert ſhot Gunter dead,
And whilſt the Traiterous Hamden there did head
His party, he receiv'd a mortal wound
Even on that field, upon that very ground;
Where firſt againſt the King hee did declare,
Even ſo remarkable God's Judgements are.
Numerous the Priſoners were, that Rupert took;
☞ But let's a while now into Cornwall look.
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On Landſ-Down hills, moſt advant agious ground
Waller encamps; Hills, Woods, and Walls, ſurround
His Camp almoſt; what part did open lye
With Rampiers, and ſtrong works they fortifie,
Lining the hedges thick with muskereers,
Slaining advanceth with his Cavalliers.
Whoſe horſe at the firſt charge diſordered were.
The Corniſh foot charge up; the hedges clear;
The Horſe now ralli'd, bravely wheel about
Charge home in deed; put Waller's Horſe to rout
With a great ſlaughter; the firſt hill regain'd,
Brave Greenvile with a ſtand of Pikes maintain'd
Againſt their Horſe, and ſhot both great and ſmall
But there, alas, that valorous Knight did fall,
With hundreds more; four brave aſſaults they make
On Wallers Campe: the fifth, they do it take.
To the next hill, Waller his men retires,
At mid-night many Marches there he fires,
Hanging the hedges with them; and ſo flies,
The Royaliſts ſtill fireing: A brave prize.
The morning light, to Slaining's men diſcry'd,
Sharpe was the fight, numerous the men that dy'd
On both ſides; for from noon even till mid-night,
Continued was this bloody deſperate fight.
☞ Through unfrequented by-waies Waller flies,
Yet him Prince Morice met near the Device
At Roundway-Down; but with two thouſand men,
And though indeed Waller was nine or ten,
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Morice him greeted with ſo brave a charge,
That from cloſe Order, ſoon his men inlarge
To ſhameful flight, the Royaliſts purſue,
Numbers of Priſoners took; numbers they ſlew
Six thouſand Arms, ten Cannons, and great ſtore
Of Ammunition, hence the Victors bore.
The Captives did the Victors duplicate,
Which Round-way-Downe did Run-way nominate.
☞ Whilſt theſe tranſ-actions in the South do paſs
At Burlington the Queen arrived was;
Of Arms and Ammunition ſtore ſhe brought,
With the Crown Jewels late in Holland bought.
The Parliaments great Ships that hovered near,
When once theſe Royal parties landed were,
And the Convoy return'd; near ſhore advance,
On Burlington with their great Ordinance
They play off Ship-board; for an hour and more,
And then weigh Anchor and put off from ſhore.
☞ Ougleby and Montroſſe to the Queens traine
Conjoyne their Troopes, and firſt to York they came.
Jermin was the Queens General, th' Infantry
Infamous Leſley led; her Chavalry
The noble Gerrard; Leg the ſole Chieftain
Of her Artillery; and thus they came
From York up to Edge-Hill; where the King meets
His Loyal Conſort, and moſt kindly greets
Her with imbraces moſt affectionate,
And with great joy doth there congratulate
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Het ſafe return; Sweet Martial Melody,
Doth make the Ecchoing Hills and Vales reply,
And tell the World, what love and joyes there are
Conceiv'd at meeting, of this Royal pair.
The Thundering Cannons play at ſuch a rate,
Judgements loud Trump, ſeeming to antidate,
So ſweet the Levits were, ſo high the ſtrain,
Joying thoſe Loyal Ghoſts, there lately ſlain.
☞ From hence theſe Royal Armies, all repair
To Gloceſter: All things provided are
Now for the Siege: And thus the Camp ſate down,
After the King, in vain, ſummon'd the Town.
Upon the South, laid Ruthen Earl of Forth,
Aſhley on th' Eaſt, Vavaſer on the North,
The River, and moſt of the Chavalry,
Upon the Weſt ſide of the Town did lye;
Still in the Leagure doth the King reſide,
Ladders, and Engines, numerous they provide,
And with their batteries, make the City-wall
As leaves from Trees, in Autumn, for to fall:
Yet could not enter, for the Deeper Moat,
In which ſo many Faggots thrown, ſtill float
Upon the waters, ſo that they repair
Their breaches: The Kings Mines countermin'd are.
The King (whilſt here) much precious time did loſe,
Either the art, or proweſs of the Foes,
Or the Towns ſtrength (this Town's) unfortunate,
Did all the Kings aſſaults annihilate.
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Many bold Sallies the Beſieged make
Some wound, ſome kill, & ſome they priſoners take,
☞ Whilſt Gloceſter the King beſieg'd in vain,
Exiter did Prince Morice powers regain.
Before this Town a while the Prince had laid,
And on it only with his Cannons plaid,
Then makes a fierce aſſault, prevails ſo far,
As that their mounts, works, ſconces, all won are,
And their own Cannons turn'd againſt the Town,
In this diſtreſs they beat a Parley ſoon
And yeild on Quarter: Thus even the whole Weſt
Became the Kings, for Rupert had poſſeſt
Briſtol before: The third or fourth Day,
Fines had ſurrendred, and was march'd away.
☞ That conſtant Herald, even ſwift flying fame,
Now told the King, how General Eſſex came
To raiſe his Siege, who Rupert off ſoon ſent,
To bee to Eſſex an impediment,
And to retard his Marches, whilſt that hee
From Gloceſter drew of's Artillery.
Some skirmiſhes betwixt theſe parties paſs,
Yet Gloceſter releiv'd by Eſſex was,
And having done this feat ſo much deſir'd,
For London hee reſolv'd to have retir'd.
☞ But Rupert follows with a numerous force
Of Chavalry, and Bodies brave of Horſe,
Marches for Wilt-ſhire, and to Aubern near,
Moſt boldly falls in General Eſſex rear.
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Urry firſt charg'd, who the Forlorn did lead,
Did execution much, many fell Dead
His Troops before; But Eſſex fac'd about,
And well-nigh put brave Jermins Horſe to rout;
Jermin and Digby ſhot, ſome alſo tane,
Conſtable and La-vienville ſlain.
☞ On Mavern Hills, they have a ſecond bout,
And for a while ingage both Horſe and Foot,
With ſucceſs equal: But this while the King
To Newberry, his Infantry doth bring.
Eſſex goes on to Cirinceſter, where
Of Royalliſts, too many Quartered were
Which hee ſurprizes. Next Day hee did ſee
The King embattail'd, near to Newberry.
At the firſt ſight, both parts began to fire,
But night comes on, and ſo they both retire.
A plot of very advantagious ground,
This night about two miles off Eſſex found,
On which hee did encamp; But the next Day
So ſoon as Phaebus, did his Rayes diſplay
Fully upon our Hemiſphere, the King
Up even to Eſſex Front, his powers did bring.
With the Forlorn, brave Liſle boldly went on,
And firſt did fight, for ground to fight upon:
Then the two Byrons with much Gallantry,
Led on the Royal Horſe, and Infantry,
Acting their parts like Souldiers excellent,
Even to their Enemies aſtoniſhment:
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☞ Louder than Thunder, now the Cannons roa [...]
Heads, Leggs, Arms, Thighs, with violence they to [...]
From whom they hit; Of Bullets the thick flight
Even at high noon, induce a ſudden night:
As leaves in Autumn from an Oaken Wood,
Men fall down Dead; the field o'reflows with blood
Moſt hideous, pitteous cries, and groans, reſound
From Dying men, laid on that bloody ground.
Some wounds ſo wide, at once mens bloods do ſpill,
Rapiers and Tucks, do full as ſurely kill
With ſmaller pricks, the Fauchians broad hew down
And cleave men, to the middle from the crown.
Here might you ſee two ride up cloſe, preſent,
Give fire, then both fall Dead incontinent;
Of Musketiers, whole Bodies you might ſee,
Now come to puſh of Pike, fiercely let flee,
With But end of their peeces at the Head
Of one another, ſtriking many Dead
Even at a blow, their brains diſperſed were,
And oft did the ſurvivours face beſmear.
Here might you ſee a Bullet-galled Horſe,
Through Ranks and Files, his bloody way inforce,
Till on the point of a well-level'd Spear
Hee runs himſelf, and there ends his carrear.
☞ Whole Files of men, the Chain-ſhot cuts in twain,
With the Plebeians, are great Nobles ſlain;
Stroud, Falkland, Morgan, Fielding, Sunderland,
Are now by Death, ſequeſtred from command.
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☞ Noble Carnarvans Death was eminent,
Who now had multitudes before him ſent
To Charons-boat; At length there did him meet
An Armed Gallant with fierce blo [...]  [...]
Each other, from each ſtroak the  [...]
Doth ſlye about them, both at length retire,
And then ride up again, and bravely tilt
At one another, up even to the hilt:
The Enemy did in Carnarvan ſheath
His bloody Blade, nor did the other breath
One minute after; for in Death more fierce,
Carna vans ſword, his very heart did peirce,
Thus with their ſwords in one anothers breſt,
They fell and laid on Honour's bed to reſt.
☞ A timerous Foot-man laid cloſe on the Earth
Amongſt the Dead, onely for fear of Death,
Yet peeping up often about him ſpi'd,
A fierce Dragoon that him lye quick deſcri'd.
In twain, his head with a broad Pole-axe ſlit,
Freed him from what hee feard, by giving it.
☞ Andover, Peterborough, and Carliſle,
Brave Lucas, Darcy, Gerrard, Ivers, Liſle,
All wounded are led off; But Eſſex loſt
Here not a Lord, though dear his victory coſt.
☞ The King and Queen as ſad ſpectatour ſtood,
And ſee the effuſion of thoſe Seas of Blood
That flow'd upon that field, and to retire
Their well-nigh routed Army did require.
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Shrill ſound the Trumpets, and the Drums loud beat;
To ſome a glad, t' others a forc'd retreat.
☞ Nor now had Eſſex any appetite
To rally, and renew this bloody fight,
For with Dead Corps having now pav'd his way,
For London ſtraight hee march'd without all ſtay:
And to Westminſter did in Triumph bring,
His (dear bought) Colours taken from the King.
☞ Had but the King this Fatal Seige declin'd,
And his brave Troops for London then deſign'd;
When firſt hee came Gloceſter walls before,
Hee need not ſure, have foughten any more.
Eſſex condition deſperate at that time,
The Londoners aſſiſtance did decline
To th' Parliament, the Lords did all accord
To end the Wars, the King ſhould bee reſtor'd,
The Principallity of all the Weſt,
(Save Gloceſter) the King as then poſſeſt,
But the Errata's wee commit in War
By fates Decree irrevocable are.
Gell, Brearton, Ridgby, Jacſon, all prepare,
Bird in his Neſt, Eccleſhal, to inſnare
And take; who came, firſt won the Church & Town,
And then thoſe Barns and Stables all burn down
That ſtood the Caſtle near; Their Guns they plant
Play at the Walls, yet all this cannot daunt
Thoſe here beſieg'd; their hold they do Defend.
To raiſe the Siege his Majeſty did ſend,
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Capel, and Haſteings, who now drawing nigh,
I' th' Church do the Beſiegers fortifie
Themſelves; Bird councels to inforce them thence,
The Lords cannot with ſo much time diſpence
To beat them out, ſo Bird reſigns his place
(Hopeleſs indeed as in the preſent caſe)
To Captain Abel, and away hee went
With the Releif, the Siege incontinent
Renewed was, and Abel thus confin'd,
After a while to Gell the place reſign'd.
☞ Arundel-Caſtle Waller came to take,
Aſſaults moſt furious, many did he make,
Yet, with great loſs was bravely ſtill repel'd.
After a month or more they out had held
They yeild; In it was a full years proviſion,
Wondrous well man'd, of Arms and Ammunition
Abundance, who can value this rich prize?
Which made the moſt that knew it to ſurmiſe,
Waller with Golden Cannons here had plai'd,
And ſo this laſt and greateſt Battery made.
☞ For Wincheſter Waller doth march, the Town
Hopton poſſeſt, and doth to Bramdean Down
Draw out his men, reſolv'd Waller to fight,
Waller comes on, the Armies now in ſight
Each of the other; with loud ſhouts they rent
The very Clouds, a Dareing complement
Of thundring Cannons, is the firſt ſalute,
Waller the Hill had gain'd, the firſt Diſpute
[Page]
Was him to diſpoſſeſs; but dear it coſt,
And many a life on both parts for it loſt.
This dear-gain'd Hill, Stout Liſle guarded that night,
During which both parts did deſiſt to fight.
Another Hill more advantagious farr,
Waller had found, hither his Foot drawn are,
The hedges lin'd, his Horſe themſelves diſplay
All in the Van. No ſooner had the Day
Lightned the World, but Hopton on doth preſs,
Waller of his new-ground to diſpoſſeſs.
Balfore wheels off, as though hee ſeem'd to fly,
The Ambuſcado's of their Infrantry
Are now diſcri'd: Yet no time to retire.
In Vollies thick from th' hedges they give fire,
Bullets like hail-ſtones fly, that bloody ground
Is covered with Dead Corps, Ruthen a wound
Received here; Lord Stuart here was ſlain,
And that brave Smith, that erewhile did regain
The Royal Standard at Edge-Hill; Stout Scot,
Apleford, Mannings, Sandies, all Collonels, ſhot.
Moſt violent, and bloody was the fight,
Sulphureous Powder-clouds, obſcure the light,
And fiery flaſhes through them blinde mens eyes,
Claſhing of Armour, tumult, dolorous cryes
Of dying men reſound in every place.
Wallers Commanders alſo fall apace,
The Stout Dalbier had many a wound here got,
A Cannon Bullet Thompſons thigh off ſhot,
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And numbers more lay bleeding on the ground.
☞ Hopton at length a forc'd retreat doth ſound,
His men diſordered well-nigh to a rout,
To Baſing-houſe from hence he wheels about
Wincheſter left; Waller doth follow near,
Wincheſter yeilds, when once his men appear
Before the Town? Waller's ſucceſſeful fate,
Prince Griffith doth indeed ſo animate,
To undertake North-Wales, obedient
To bring by force, unto the Parliament.
From Lonoon in a moſt heroick guiſe,
They ſet him forward to his enterprize;
His ſilver Trumpets, Sumpters, brave attyre
Even of his Troopers, make the moſt admire.
His firſt deſign is Rupert to ſeek out
They meet; This Pſeudo-Prince is put to rout,
His men diſperſ'd, all driven into holes;
His golden Mountains, thus do prove but Moles;
Like Phaeton now fallen from the sky
Of all command; his vaunts and gallantry
Lye buryed now in ſcorn, his means ſpent all,
Debauch'd he lives, Pride needs muſt have a fall.
☞ Newark againſt Meldrum cloſe ſiedge had laid
And many waies the Town to gain aſſay'd;
His Batteries, Mines, aſſaults were all in vain,
Numbers each day of his aſſailants ſlaine.
Rupert at length with a brave Army comes,
To raiſe the ſiedge, Meldrum draws off his Guns
[Page]
At his approach; and to the Spittle near
He plants them; all his foot embodied were
In the ſame place; ſtrong trenches them ſurround,
His Horſe ſtands pranſing on that champion ground
Under the Beacon-hill; Rupert draws nigh,
And from the Beacon doth the foes diſcry
Reſolv'd to charge them; though his Foot and Rear
Some three miles diſtant yet behinde him were.
In Order good, his men the hill diſcend,
Stoutly their ground do Meldrums Horſe defend.
Bloody grew the diſpute, the Vale beſpread
With heaps of Men and Horſes, fallen, and dead.
Rupert's right-wing was well-nigh put to rout,
And cowardly ſome did run till Martin ſtout
Came in to their relief, and turn'd the chaſe
Making the late purſuers flye; give place.
☞ Haſting's and Porter's acts were eminent,
And Gerrard did ſervice moſt excellent
Till firſt diſmounted, in his arme then ſhot
He yeilds himſelf a Priſoner; who did not
Rupert's heroick valour here amaze.
As on ſome prodigy men ſtand and gaze
So do his actions even attract each eye,
To ſee, and wonder: him his deeds diſcry
Three ſturdy fellows him at length beſet,
And one faſt hold, did of his Choller get;
But that hold hand Neale at a blow in twain,
Cut from its arme; a ſecond there was ſlain
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By Rupert's ſelf, the third was Piſtol'd dead
By Maſter Mortaign. On the Prince doth lead
His troops victorious; charging through the foes,
Hewing down lains before him where he goes.
☞ At length they run even quite behind their foot,
Up to their works Rupert purſues the rout;
And then retires out of their Cannon ſhot.
☞ Tilliar by this, up with the foot was got;
And from the hill moſt boldly doth them lead,
Towards their Bridge of Boats, for which they plead
With Vollies thick of Muskets, intermix't
With thundering peals of Ordinance, betwixt
Them, there they mannage a moſt bloody fray.
From Muſcam-bridge their horſe run quite away
For Nottingham: the Princes force ſurround
Them at the Spittle. But at length they ſound
A parley; Rupert let them march away
With Colours, Drums, Swords, Horſes; but doth ſtay
Their Cannons, Muskets, Powder, Match and Ball;
The noble Gerrard was releaſ'd withall.
Then Rupert having given them this defeat,
Doth to his beſt advantages retreat.

Finis Libri Tertii.

THE ENGLISH CIVIL VVARRS.
BOOK IV.
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The Contents.Eſſex and Wallers Forces are combin'd,
Eſſex for Cornwall goes: Waller's deſign'd
The King to fight: Copedray-bridge diſpute:
The King doth after Eſſex make purſuite;
Eſſex defeat in Cornwall: Malſmberry tane,
Pennington Siege and Banburies: Min is ſlain;
Aſt-ferry fight: Monmoth loſt and regaind:
Newberry ſecond fight: Norton conſtraind
Baſeing to leave: Wye-fight. Shrewsbury won
Some Northern actions that this while are done.

THe wing'd Muſitians pleaſantly did ſing
Their airy notes, to welcome in the ſpring,
Tellus in her Green Livery was beclad,
Flora the Meads with Flowers enameld had,
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And now what County, or what Hamler clear
Of Armed Camps, and Martial tumults were?
Great expectation of ſome actions great
Poſſeſs the World, for Oxford-ſhire the ſeat
Of three great Armies was; combined here
Eſſex and Wallers numerous Forces were
Againſt the King: who fighting did Decline,
With their united Forces; and deſign
Them to divide, and then the one aſſail.
Nor did the King his expectations fail,
For hee with winding Marches flies about,
And they purſue their Guns, their numerous Foot,
Their Carriages: their Marches ſo impede,
That Eſſex doth from Waller now recede,
And into Cornwall his great Guns doth bring,
Waller alone left to purſue the King,
☞ But ere they part the Heavens did evidence,
Their Frowns on their Rebellious Inſolence,
And made them feel the thundering Jove well knew
That his Anointed, none ſhould dare purſue,
A moſt prodigeous ſtorm of hail there fell
Near Woodstock on them, out of Heaven, even Hell
Seem'd to bee poured; every ſtone ſo great,
As to the ground, down Horſe and man did beat;
Thus for two hours, the angry Clouds did pour
Upon their heads this more than furious ſnower;
Yet in the Royal Camp no hail at all,
But two miles diſtant (wondrous ſtrange) did fall.
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But let's return to Waller, and the King,
His Majeſty to Worceſter doth bring.
His Army Waller follows, Beudley then
The King march'd towards. Waller with his men
Here got before; thinking the King would flye
Straight up the River, unto Shrewsberry.
The King wheels back for Worceſter, and ſo
Some two-daies march had got before his foe.
When firſt the King to Worcester drew nigh,
From Dudley-Castle the Beſiegers flye.
In winding marches hence the King doth paſs
To Buckingham: his next March ordered was
For Banbury; But Waller in his way,
Upon Croach-hill, his Army doth diſplay
To the Kings view: From that time, even till night,
For Burley, and for Nethrope they do fight,
Two Villages betwixt their Camps that laid,
The loſs was equal; but when night diſplaid
Her ſable Mantle o're our Hemiſphere,
Waller advanc'd to Burton-hill; more near
To Banbury, and here his Excellence
Embattail'd ſtood: nor could be drawn from thence.
For Daintry, off then march the Cavalliers,
Leaving the Bridge well man'd with Musketiers
To guard their Rear: Waller his Cannons ſends
Firſt down the Hill, and then himſelf diſcends
With his main Body, falls in the Kings Rear,
Compton and Cleaveland, firſt commanded were,
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With noble Bernerd's brave reſerve of foot
To make a ſtand, and then to face about
And charge: moſt nobly on the Lords do go
Charge through, and through the proud advancing foe.
Nor Waller's thundering Cannons did they fear,
Of which, the moſt here from him taken were.
Wilmot, the Lords did ſecond gallantly,
Many of Wallers on the Turfe do dye.
Bloody the fight with courage brave maintain'd,
Yet victory Nobly was at length regain'd
On the Kings part; Wilmot twice Priſoner tane,
The valiant Cleark and Bootlier, both here ſlain.
Haward and ſtout Cornwallis Knighted were
Who ſeeing Wilmot Priſoner void of fear
Ruſh through their thickeſt foes, and hundreds ſend
To Charon's Boat; reſchew their honoured friend.
Waller by this gave ground, ſounds a retreat,
Fearing indeed a total rout, defeat;
Nor could the King his victory home purſue,
Cauſe Waller his advantages too, drew.
☞ Some Leathern Guns; twelve Braſs here taken were
With Weems that Scot; their Maſter-Cannoneer,
Who both againſt his Oath, and Loyalty
Unto his Prince; Waller's Ar [...]illery
Commanded; oh! ingratful mone-ſworne-Scot,
Againſt the King to act; who ſure did not
Deſerve at thy hand; two hundred foot,
Were alſo taken priſoners at this bout.
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And the like number on the ground lay ſlain
Of Waller's men; for London now again
For freſh recruits Waller his march doth take.
Haſte after Eſſex, hence the King doth make.
In Cornwall now arriv'd Leſtithiel near
Where General Eſſex forces quartered were.
The King's victorious forces upon ſight
Would needs go on, ingage them there to fight.
But them to ſtarve the King reſolves, and ſo
Encamps his Army very near the foe.
Himſelf at Mohum's houſe Boconnock lyes.
Greenvile came up at length with more ſupplies,
And now by force of Leſterman poſſeſt
Eſſex was ſtraightned much, much now diſtreſt.
A Fort and Houſe near to Foy-Haven ſtood,
The King got theſe; Eſſex depriv'd of food
Was from the Sea by this; for theſe now man'd,
The King that harbour ſolely did command.
Yet 'cauſe the foes ground had ſo much ſtill Weſt
And two ſmall Harbours there as yet poſſeſt.
Morice upon their quarters doth deſign
To fall; yet after ſome advice, decline
The enterprize; for them to hunger out
Was held the beſt: Goring's Horſe, Baſſet's Foot
Therefore went Weſt, betwixt them and Saint Blaze
Obſtructing all relief, in this ſad caſe,
Balfore doth with their Horſe break quite away
Leaving their Foot: Walgraves near Saltaſh lay
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Whom with his men, Balfore had nigh ſuppriſ'd.
But when the old man better was adviſ'd
That they were foes; his Brigade out he drew,
A hundred of them on the place there ſlew,
Took Abercony Priſoner, and ſome more
Goring purſued too, but they got o're
To Plimouth: in the mean time all the foot
Leſtithiel left; to Foy-ward marching out,
Many brave Cannons left behind them were
The King poſſeſt them; followes in their Rear
From hedge, to hedge, moſt bravely doth them beat.
At length they face, and force the King retreat,
Having got an advantage of the ground,
On goes brave Bret, (and though he got a wound)
With the Queens Troop, and forc'd them run again,
Onely ſome four or five of his were ſlain,
For which brave ſervice he was dubbed Knight.
Nobly Lord Stuard did in this ſame fight
Behave himſelf; With the Kings Troop: Wray's Foot
Twice forcing from their hedges, to a rout;
But night comes on and parts this running fray,
And in this night their General ſtole away
With Meirick, and Lord Roberts in a beat,
To Plimouth o're the Waves they nimbly float.
Leaving their Army in this great diſtreſſe.
Pity ſuch men ſhould General's names poſſeſſe;
Who will not with their men participate,
In moſt adverſe, as well as proſperous ſtate;
[Page]
O timerous men! notorious cowar dize.
Ten thouſand men to leave in ſuch a guiſe.
But the ſwift hours by this induce the day,
And known it was Eſſex was run away,
Butler his Drums a parley cauſ'd to beat,
And with the Royaliſts on tearms they treat.
And in concluſion, thus they do agree,
To leave their Powder, Arms, Artillery.
Onely to officers it granted was,
With Piſtols, Swords, and Horſes off to paſſe.
Ten thouſand Arms, braſſe Peeces forty nine,
Seven hundred Carriages they here reſign
Of Powder too; three hundred barrels: then
Their Armeleſſe Army march: yet of their men
Some thouſands take up Arms on the King's part.
From Cornwall doth his Majeſty depart
For Oxford; and ſole Maſter of the field
Barſtable, Ilfercombe, and Saltaſh yeild,
To his victorious Troopes, (Saltaſh was ta'ne
By ſtorme, and therefore many of them ſlain.)
Thus in the Weſt, the King was prevailent
Gloceſter near, the game againſt him went,
As though that county were deſign'd to be,
The King and Kingdomes, ſole Cataſtrophie.
Maſſy at Beverſtone once worſ'd; again
Draws out his men that Caſtle to regain,
Makes an aſſault; but leaſt unto the foes
The places weakneſſe ſhould their lives expoſe,
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Upon conditions the Defendants yield.
Nor yet could Malmsbury Collonel Howard ſhield
From Maſſies powers, the ſuburbs firſt they gain'd.
But Howard ſallying out boldly; conſtrain'd
Them to give ground; what cowards will you flee?
Said Maſſy to them, rally, follow mee,
On then again they go, the Town they win
Many put to the Sword, of thoſe within.
On Teuxbury Maſſy had his next deſign
Which he ſurpriſes; but they ſoon combine,
Their diſperſed for ces beat him out again
Maſſy comes on afreſh; many are ſlain:
Min routed in diſorder fled away,
The Town to Maſſy left is as a prey.
☞ The Fox ſo politick had left his den
Of Tamworth and to Beudley leads his men,
Pretends to Rupert that he did retain
Demands acceſſe, it's granted; the Guard's tane,
The Town he enters falls upon his prey,
Littleton and his men all led away
His Captives are; Mythologiſts applaud
In Foxes, not their ſortitude, but fraud.
Dennington-Caſtle Middleton comes to take,
And an aſſault unparralleld did make;
With more than deſperate fury they maintain,
This fierce aſſault ſix hours, but all in vain,
A hundred Souldiers on the place there fell,
Nine of their Captains, and a Collonel;
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Hundreds more wounded, but Blois of his men
Both kil'd and wounded, had not full twice ten.
Middleton marches off towards the West,
Bridge-water, near Courtney, and hee conteſt
Sharpely a while (the hedges all were lin'd
With Musketiers, in Ambuſhes deſign'd,
Middleton to catch) but off he wheels and flies,
Many firſt kil'd: at Sherburn doth ſurprize
A Troop of Royaliſts, and ſome doth ſlay,
Victor and Vanquiſh'd in the ſelf-ſame Day.
☞ Dennington too, now Horton comes before,
Twelve nights & days, his thundering Cannons roar,
And play moſt furiouſly againſt thoſe Walls,
Some part whereof unto the ground there falls,
Three lofty Towers they raze too, to the ground,
Yet all attempts in vain, experience found
For the Defendants gallantry, and art
(Maugre their malice) forc'd them to depart.
☞ With numerous Colliers now comes Collonel Fines
From Bedworth, Banbury-caſtle undermines,
Thought in a cloud of Sulphure, to have ſent
Theſe Walls up to the Skies: Waters prevent
His wiſh'd attempt, fruſtrate his Colliers skill.
Then with his thundering Cannons next he will
The work effect, a breach full wide hee made,
With Sword and Piſtol they the ſame invade,
In four Diviſions more, on came his Foot
With Scaling-Ladders on their ſhoulders; ſtout
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To admiration, the Defendants were,
Nor could the aſſailants any Ladder rear,
But with a vengeance all beat back again,
Except ſome hundreds on the place left ſlain.
The next means for to win it, Fines doth try,
Is with Granado's them to terrifie
Out of their hold; with ſtreaming fires theſe blaze
Amongſt the Clouds, while the Defendants gaze
VVith wonder, Down precipitate they fall,
VVhoſe thundering language did indeed, them all
At firſt affright, ſome kill, and ſome blow blinde,
As Duſt in ſtreets, is by a whirling VVind
Blown every way; So bullets, many a nail,
VVith ſhattered ſhells the ſtanders by aſſail
VVhen theſe do break; the onely waie's to fall
And lye proſtrait, ſo to avoid them all.
VVhilſt multitudes of theſe, Fines on them plaies,
North-hampton comes with Gage the Siege to raiſe.
Fines fac [...]d the Earl a while, then off-ward Drew
To Hanwell, but North-hampton doth purſue,
Falls in his rear; Fines faces, many ſlain,
Two hours and more, both ſides the fight maintain
With reſolution, and much gallantry,
At length Fines Forces do diſperſe and fly,
Three carriages of Powder, Match and Shot,
With one brave Cannon, here the Victors got.
☞ Mins grand deſign was Maſſie to inſnare,
And to this purpoſe many projects are
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All ſet on foot, but fail; Hartpury near
Some few of Mins Rear-guard ſurprized were,
But near to Elderfield their whole Brigade
Advance; and there their Ambuſcado's laid,
Lining the hedges with their Musketiers,
Their Horſe ſtand in their Front; Maſſie appears
Next morning, chargeth: Mins Horſe ſoon retire,
Thinking their Ambuſcado's ſhould give fire,
Upon the now advancing Enemy,
And ſo they did; but forc'd at length to fly.
Min with two-hundred on the turfe were ſlain,
And near three hundred Priſoners of them tane.
Wounded and taken Paſſer was alſo,
Slain Min's Brigade as hee came poſting to,
To let them know more Forces were at hand.
And though thoſe follow under his command;
Yet their purſuit was vain, the feat was done,
And Maſſie with his prize and priſoners gone.
☞ Rupert Aſt-ferry to ſecure intent,
Six hundred Horſe and Foot thither had ſent,
Theſe for their Guard intrench that neck of land,
That Wye and Severn's confluence 'twixt did ſtand.
Maſſie this hears, and therefore doth Deſigne,
Thence to inforce them, ere their works and Line
Perfected are; thither therefore hee went,
A Squadron of his Musketiers are ſent
Privately on; Ruperts men them diſcry,
And at them all, their Guards at once let fly,
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In a loud Volly all their ſhot; again
Ere they could charge, Maſſie's Forlorn amain
Now mount their works; then his reſerves on came,
A bloody fight both parts a while maintain;
But in concluſion Maſſie got the Day,
Except whoſe heels and Boats bore them away,
All ſlain and Priſoners are; So various are
Theſe ſad ſucceſſes of this Civil Warr.
Kirle to Maſſie, Monmoth had betrai'd,
Which to effect, thus they their plot had laid.
Maſſie to Monmoth firſt advanceth near,
Then feigns a Poſt him to recall; they hear
In Monmoth Maſſie's gone; Draw out, purſue
Kirle commands this party, who well knew
Where Maſſies Ambuſcado's now were laid,
Thither hee leads his party; all betraid,
And now ſurrounded, yeild to Maſſie; then
To Monmoth with a part of Maſſie's men
Kirle returns, ſaying theſe Priſoners were
They on the Gates; But, behold, in the Reat
Maſſie comes up; then Kirle and thoſe got in,
Declare themſelves, to wound and kill begin
The Guard; let down the bridge, Maſſie comes ore
The Garriſon they inſtantly ore power,
The Governour, advantaged by night
With many more, eſcape their hands by flight.
Broughton intends Godridge to fortifie,
Hereford Forces his deſign diſcry,
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Draw out, the firſt aſſault they on it make,
Broughton and all his men they Priſoners take.
Now Maſſies Horſe to Monmoth quartering near,
Bravely aſſaild by valiant Blaxton were,
Many hee took, many of them were ſlain,
Yet freſh ſupplies came up, and back again
Blaxton inforce with loſs. Maſſie alſo
With Gerrard and with Winter had to do,
Skirmiſhing oft. Maſſie from Monmoth gone,
Throgmorton had the Regiment alone,
And Drawing out on Chepſtow to attempt,
From Ragland and from Godridge ſome are ſent,
Who in Throgmorton's abſence now deviſe
A Stratagem, Monmoth again ſurprize.
What Treachery loſt, Policy bravely won
Theſe nobly did, but Kirle had baſely done.
☞ Stephens, Raudon to releeve, flies with his Horſe
To give him ground doth the beſiegers force,
Whilſt hee alights, makes merry with his friends,
Renowned Aſhley a ſtrong party ſends,
They block him up, who others thought to free
From a ſtraight ſiege, beſieg'd himſelf is hee,
And all together yeild, ſo excellent
Such Stratagems was Aſhley to invent.
☞ Mancheſter, Eſſex, Waller, all combine
Forces, the King for to ſurround, near Spine
They randezvow; then off their Horſe they Draw,
Firſt to inforce the Royaliſts from Shaw,
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A hot diſpute Prince Morice Horſe and they,
Maintain with loſs on both parts all that Day.
Nor did their thundering Cannons ceaſe the while,
Some men they kill, ſome houſes they untile,
And with thoſe tiles, oft ſtrike ſome Souldiers Dead.
Then for a Mill on Kennet next they plead,
Where (many Royalliſts ſurpriz'd and ſlain)
That Mill and paſſage the Eſſexians gain,
Till noble Aſhley with his Valiant Foot,
Came up (the Foes put all to flight and rout,
And many in the River Drown'd) regain'd
The Mill and Paſſage: Bennet too maintain'd,
Waller againſt a bloody fight: Whoſe Horſe
For to retire, Leggs Chavalry inforce.
Yet rallying Legg did bravely charge again,
Routs Eſſex's Life-guard, whoſe Commander ſlain
By Bennet was; The Duke of Yorke's Brigade,
Led on by Leagure, gallant ſervice made,
Thus on the Weſt of Newberry went the game.
☞ But on the Eaſt the bold Eſſexians came
With confidence, and reſolution on,
And noble Goring preſſed ſore upon;
Who did with courage no whit leſs oppoſe
The numerous, and as yet prevailing Foes.
Till on goes Cleaveland with his own Brigade,
And thoſe inſulting Foes to fly ſoon made:
In this ſame charge was Major Urry ſlain,
And Cleaveland's ſelf, that Noble Earl was tane.
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☞ Mancheſter's men this while on the North-Eaſt,
To Shaw-ward in this bloody fight, the leaſt
Part had not mannag'd: where Renowned Liſle,
Had bravely kept them Martial play this while;
Aſtley and Brown here ſervice brave had done,
And had ſome Cannons from the Rebels wone.
Thus was this fight maintained in a round,
Till with dead corps that blood-ore-flowing ground
Newberry on each ſide, lay thick beſpread,
And Kennets ruddy ſtreams diſcoloured
With ſeveral rivulets of crimſon blood,
United, and augmented to a flood,
Nor on the Day alone here did they fight,
But in loud Vollies fired all the night,
The Ecchoes of their thundering Guns, loud cries,
In Doleful accents from thoſe woods replies,
And neighboring vales, tumult, licentious rage,
Fills every place; here armed Troops ingage,
There great Battailions of brave Infantry,
With Death-Defying magnanimity:
The Earth ſeem'd for to tremble and rebound,
Whereon the prauncing Horſe did charge; a wound
Brainford receiv'd i'th' mouth, Alford i'th' thigh,
Leagure and Leak ſtout Royaliſts here Dye,
Their honour loſt in Cornwall to regain
The Roundheads fight; the Kings part to maintain
Their Honour got; the motives equal were
Courage to breed, and to exempt all fear.
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☞ A Corniſh Foot man ſlipt and got a fall,
As hee was running nigh a Garden wall,
Even at that time, that a thick flight of ſhot,
Came whiſtleing ore his head, hee ſwore by Got
That hee was ſlain; and panting there hee ſaid,
For Saints and Souls, Deſiring his Comrade
Him there to Bury: But to ſearch his wound,
A Surgeon came; behold! none could be found.
They bid him riſe, and fight, for nought him ail'd,
But all their words with him nothing prevail'd:
Rather, ſaid hee, Inter mee here alive,
Then I ſhould in ſuch Dangerous times ſurvive.
Cold grew his limbs, his pulſe beat weak, his breath
Fetch'd thick, at length hee Dies, for fear of Death.
☞ Dubious as yet, was victory whom to grace
With her triumphant Palms, for in one place
The King prevails, takes Cannon, when hard by,
The like ſucceſs attends the Enemy.
Here might you ſee ſome fly, others purſue,
Freſh Horſe advance, thoſe victors late ſubdue.
Both ſides had Enſigns, Cannons, Priſoners tane,
Numbers of both parts on the field lay ſlain,
Dubious it was, to whom to attribute
Victory, in this ſo late, and fierce Diſpute.
Yet Trophies more on the Kings part appear,
Now marching off for Wallingford: whoſe Rear
Till midnight on that bloody place did ſtay,
And then without Diſturbance march away.
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☞ Baſing had been beſieg'd nigh half a year,
Many th' aſſaults, many the batteries were
Againſt it made; yet thoſe attempts all vain,
Defendants few, numerous aſſailants ſlain.
Many aſſaults Waller upon it made,
Who ſix whole weeks battering before it laid.
Then Norton's, Morley's, Onſlow's Forces come,
Out the Defendants Sally oft, kill ſome
At each adventure; but at length the King
Sends them releif, which on ſtout Gage did bring.
On Chidnam-down, Norton and hee doth meet,
And with a gallant Charge moſt nobly greet
Each other; In concluſion Norton flies,
Baſing-houſe furniſh'd is with all ſupplies
Now neceſſary, Gage doth back retreat.
Johnſon and Cufford Sallying out did beat
Up Onflows Quarters, many Priſoners tane,
One Demi-culvering, with ſome hundreds ſlain.
But the beſiegers rally, and again
Renew their Siege: To whom Mancheſter came
With a great Army, yet here did not ſtay,
But to meet Eſſex marched ſtraight away.
When the beſiegers heard of Eſſex fate
In Cornwall, and that battail paſſed late
At Newberry: with the Kings approach, they fire
Their Hutts, and riſe; to Reading ſtraight retire.
☞ Winter intends a paſſage upon Wye,
For his advantages to fortifie.
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But Maſſi'es forces all upon him came,
Put him to rout; Gamne and Vangerris ſlain,
And Pore of Barkley drown'd; the Priſoners were
Many (though Winter's ſelf eſcaped) here.
☞ Shrewsbury to ſurprize, Mitton had laid
His project, which now took: ſome ſay betray'd
Into his hands, that Town and Caſtle were,
Great was the loſſe the King ſuſtained here.
Commanders many of great dignity,
Arms, Ammunition, Men, Artillery,
Abundance here were tane: Plimouth alſo
Surrendred had to her beſeiging foe.
Weymouth was yielded too; even every where
Sharpe ſeidges, bloody skirmiſhes there were.
So active Mars was on the Southern Stage.
☞ No whit leſſe furious was his Northern rage.
New-Caſtle's numerous Forces now advance,
Haward to Praſ-bridge comes, whoſe fatal chance
Was there for to be ſlain, Hotham that day,
Had fac'd; at night draws off, marching away.
New-Caſtle comes to York; where Cumberland
Conjoyns theſe forces under his command,
To Tadcaſter they march, where the bold foes,
Fairfax and Hotham's forces, them oppoſe.
The Town well nigh New Caſtle's men had got
Till Liſter's men (though Liſter's ſelf was ſhot)
Did in diſorder beat them back again,
About a hundred Royaliſt; here ſlain.
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Fairfax at night (the fight maintain'd all day)
Clear quitts the Town, for Selby march'd away.
☞ Young Fairfax with his Troops from Bradford came
To Leeds, and fiercely did aſſault the ſame.
After ſome hours diſpute the Town they winne,
Many are ſlain and tane of thoſe within.
Savile doth flie to Pomfret; Beamount drown'd
In ſwiming Ayre: Briggs here receiv'd a wound
And ſo did Leigh: ſome twenty of theſe ſlain.
Fairfax his Horſe, Foot, and his Club-arm'd train
To Sea-croft leads, after a ſharp diſpute
Routed is Fairfax, nigh to Leeds, purſute
After his diſperſed men the conquerers make,
Many they kill, great numbers Priſoners take.
Wentworth with his Brigade at Wakefield laid,
Fairfax comes thither, doth the Town invade,
All Wentworth's men (juſt as the Trojeans) here,
Drunk, or aſleep, in bed, ſurprized were
Though Wentworth ſcap'd, the Priſoners taken thus
Then the aſſailants were more numerous.
Chamley the Quarters of the Cavaliers
Oft with ſucceſſe attempted when he hears,
Slingsby at Gisborough to be reſident,
Bointon and he conjoyned, thither went,
After a ſharp encounter, Slingsby's tane,
With nigh two hundred more, many are ſlain;
Many the Arms the Royaliſts loſt here.
☞ Active the Royaliſts at Latham were.
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Before Mancheſter did Lord Strange Diſplay
His new-raiſ'd forces, but was beat away
Thence with ſome loſſe: alas! who can declare,
All the occurrences of this ſad Warre.
The valiant Tinſley did with ſword and fire
Lancaſter fall upon; the Rogues retire,
Out of thoſe flaming ſtreets, diſcoloured
With blood, and with dead corps alſo beſpread;
Then on the Caſtle Tinſley makes aſſay,
But leaves it, and for York-ſhire march'd away.
Girlington ſtout, Thirlan his houſe maintain'd
'Gainſt a ſharpe ſiedge; yet was at length conſtrain'd
On tearms for to ſurrender, Horneby too
Had yeilded to the now prevailing foe.
Leviston with his valiant Skiptoneers
To Setle came; the Town aſſaults, Briggs fears
His men would not hold out; up th'hills he flies,
Onely ſome three in this diſpute there dyes.
After a while, Briggs did to Skipton near,
Conjoyn'd with ſome of Hothams Troops, appear.
At Carleton or Kildwick theſe remaine,
Often they skirmiſh, often ſome are ſlain.
In Richmond-ſhire the noble Darcy had,
Agallant Regiment in blew-Coats clad;
Under blew Colours raiſed for the King,
Which Regiment he doth to Skipton bring.
With theſe conjoyn'd, 'gainſt Thornton-Hall we go,
Make an attempt out thence to beat the foe
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But neither Houſe nor Barns, ſcarce once hit were,
At twenty ſhots, by our blinde Cannonier;
Whilſt ſome Dragoons alight on foot to play,
Some of our horſe the foes had ſtoln away;
Onely ſome Barns we at this bout did fire,
And thence for Skipton with ſome loſſe retire.
☞ To Thornton-Hall, that Country that lay near
Much diſ-affected to the Kings part were,
Clowns for the moſt part ſturdy, ſavage, rude,
Whom fair pretences did trapan, delude
And court into Rebellion; theſe did fear
Cauſe ſome; that all of us even Papiſts were;
Their whineing Preachers made them think the King
Strange innovations on the Church would bring
And that his ſtudies all he did imploy
The Laws to change, Propriety deſtroy.
And on the contrary they did pretend,
The Parliament the country would befriend
Popery rout out; make them a people free
From any Tax, from any Subſidy,
And all their charges in theſe Warres defray;
(Theſe things they did the clear contrary way.)
And ſtill their exhortations thus did end.
Your Coine and Plate on publick Faith now lend.
The Parliament is on your good intent,
O freely then, aid you the Parliament.
Such fair pretences, promiſes untrue,
To ſad rebellion multitudes ſoon drew.
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And did much Coin into their Coffers, bring
To mannage theſe late warres againſt the King.

Finis Libri Quarti.
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The Contents.Atherton fight; Hulls Siedge yet theſe between,
At Gainsborough and Nantwitch do interveene
Some actions. Winsby fight: Hulls ſiedge doth riſe:
New Caſtle meets old Levens enterprize
Invading England, his Oration
His Covenanters to; Bowden-Hills on
And Pinſhaw; Skirmiſhes: Corbridge diſpute,
Fairfax's forces mightily recruite
In York-ſhire: Selby ſtormed is by them,
Renowned Redman's Cauwoods Stratagem.

NEw-Caſtle had receiv'd a brave ſupply
Of Arms, Commanders, great Artillery,
Late from the Queen: againſt Bradford then we go,
That town devoted ſo much to the foe,
That ſcarce a Royaliſt in it was found.
The place is ſituate on declining ground;
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A craggy River on the South doth glide.
With Bulworks ſtrong the Town was fortifi'd.
Trading had flouriſh'd, rich the Boars late grew
Of which no cauſe, but ſelf-deſert they knew.
A deep diſſembled, verbal, ſanctity
Was their Religion; for true piety,
Truth, and good manners had ſmall practiſe here,
Biſhops and Papiſts hated of them were.
Alſo the Gentry; facile to perſwade
Upon the Account of liberty: to aid
The Parliament, which made them in ſuch ſwarms;
Under rebellious Enſignes now bear arms.
Such is the Town, ſuch is the Country too,
With which our Forces now muſt have to do.
Leeds is forſaken; before Howley-Hall
We then encampe; a breach ſoon in the wall
Our thundering Cannons make; they yeild, then we
Bradford towards, draw our Artillery.
Near Atherton a whinny More doth lye,
Full of old Cole-pits, now fill'd up, and dry:
☞ Fairfax in theſe his Ambuſcado's laid,
From out of theſe, our Forlorne they invade
Put them to rout, our ſeconds alſo fly,
Till General King came with a freſh ſupply.
Whoſe words, and actions much encouragement,
Unto our flying Cohorts did preſent
So that they Rally; and charge up again,
Many of both parts on the field lye ſlain?
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Sharp was the conteſt, deſperate, fierce and hot,
Thick flew the vollies of dead wounding ſhot,
Loud roar'd our Cannons; a tumultuous rage,
Fill'd every place, Bodies of Foot ingage,
(Having their Powder ſpent) at puſh of Pike,
And with the But-end of their Muskets ſtrike
Out one anothers brains, ſo fierce each ſtroak
As Barrels bow'd, and Stocks to ſhivers broke,
Leaving their Pans oft fixed in the head
Of whom they wounded, or had laſt ſtruck dead.
Fairfax's Horſe advantage had of ground,
In number ours, Haward a mortal wound
Receiv'd; our Swords, Rapiers, and Tucks we Dye
In one anothers blood: Piſtols now flie
With more than furious, angry violence
At one anothers heads: moſt brave defence
The foe ſtill made, though we preſs on amain,
So difficult was victory to obtain.
Hieron and Talbot meet, moſt dexterouſly
At one another let their piſtols flie
One in the breaſt, the other in the head
Shot; from their horſes on the Turfe fall dead.
Now victory, that of late was dubious,
Had her tryumphant Palme beſtow'd on us;
The foes before our Troopes victorious flye,
In this purſute numbers of theirs do dye.
A zealous Puritan amongſt the reſt,
Before the fight did Fairfax thus requeſt?
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'Beſeech your worſhip let's no quarter give,
Pity theſe wicked Cavalliers ſhould live.
Their party beat; a Cavallier did ride
Up to this Zealot who ſoon quarter cry'd?
Villain, ſaid he, no quarter thou ſhalt have,
Who will not give, pity they ſhould receive.
☞ From Hallifax a club-arm'd ſhort-ſhorne crew
Zeal for the cauſe, unto this battel drew,
Who, while the day ſeem'd on their ſide to go,
Purſu'd and cry'd, ſee! God doth rout our foe!
At length the battel ſore againſt them went,
Their Clubs and Sythes thrown down incontinent
They run, and cry'd, oh! God where art thou now
Theſe Cavalliers, alas! will us undo.
Smalwood had told them, Preaching in a tree,
Ten before one, ninety 'fore ten ſhould flee;
Smalwood was a true Prophet in this caſe,
One now might ten, and ten might ninety chaſe.
A Northren Trooper after Briggs did ride,
About to ſtrike, his club-foot he eſpy'd,
Turning his horſe he ſaid thus in great fear,
Alas! Comrades is not the foul Fiend here?
But with the fight the day began to cloſe
To ſeveral guards our Priſoners we diſpoſe.
Louſie to grow indeed they need not fear,
For now of cloaths as thin as hair they were:
From cloſe crop't heads, and long ears preminence
The name of Round-heads late they did commence.
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☞ Next day betimes Bradford we came before,
Againſt the Town our thundering Cannons roar,
Reſolv'd the place by ſtorme to force we are.
But for the on-ſet while we do prepare
Advantag'd by obſcurity of night
Fairfax with ſome Commanders take their flight
To Selby-ward, which when our General knew
A party ſtrong are ſent, them to purſue.
Fairfax having got (ſtart enough) arriv'd
At Selby ſafe, th'old Lord and he contriv'd,
That Town to quit and ſtreight for Hull to make.
To Selby come our Horſe, ſome kill, ſome take,
Ere o're the River they all Boated had.
☞ Bradford this while was tane, a plunder ſad
(But yet deſerv'd) it ſuffer'd. Rotheram tane
We had before, with Sheifield: To regain
Hull, fatal Hull, our Army makes addreſſe
Hotham of this by force to diſpoſſeſſe.
Fairfax on Gainsborough an aſſault doth make,
Enters the Town, in it doth Kingſton take,
Who in a Pinnace down the river's ſent
To Hull; King meets them as they thither went,
And plays upon them with his Musketeers,
The noble Earl upon the Deck appears,
To cry for quarter, for his enemies,
But by a Bullet ſhot from Shore, he dyes.
Thus by his friends the noble  [...]earpoint's ſlain.
Cavendiſh marcheth Gainsbrough to regain
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From Newark, and cloſe ſiege thereto had laid,
But Cromwel comes to the Defendants aid,
They fight: a many Royaliſts there dye,
The reſt for ſafety are inforc'd to flye.
Not many hours after this fight was done,
New-Caſtl's Army to the field up come.
For Lincolne, Cromwel his Retreat doth make,
And Gainsborough ſoone New-Caſtle's Army take.
Want of Intelligence, thus caſt away,
Many brave gallants on this fatal day.
☞ Nantwitch before, the Siege ſome while had laid
When Monk at Cheſter-lands, and Byron made
Both with his own and theſe receiv'd ſupplies,
Them to releeve, this following enterprize.
At his approach off the beſiegers drew,
They meet, and fight, thick now the Bullets flew,
Many of both parts on the ground lye ſlain,
Fairfax at length is victor, Monk's here tane,
And Byron put to a diſordered flight,
And nigh to Cheſter walls purſu'd that night.
☞ Kingſton before, our Army late ſate down,
Mounts high were raiſ'd, Cannons againſt the town
Are planted, furious batteries many made;
Many Granadoes on the Town are plaid,
Great Engins, many Ladders frame were
Onely perhaps to put the Town in fear,
For no aſſault was made, the ſiege throughout.
With the Defendants many a bloody bout
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Our Army had, the ſtrength of that curſt hold,
Made them in frequent ſallies far more bold.
Their numerous Cannons from the walls they play
Beat down our works, many Commanders ſlay
One fatal ſhot Leviston of his head
Depriv'd, and ſtruck another Captain dead.
Alutus with many more of Eminence
Here loſt their lives; Witherington led from hence
A party brave, Boſton (as ſome ſurmiſe)
To take; but Cromwel meets the enterprize.
They fight, at length the Cavalliers do fly,
The valiant Hopton, and brave Bowles do dye,
With hundreds more, numerous the Priſoners were
And great the prize, Cromwel obtained here.
☞ As with her Traine the Queen late Southward went
Bravely ſhe had regain'd Burton on Trent.
Of Darcy's Blew-Coats ſome the River wade,
Whilſt that their Collonel had his entrance made
Upon the Bridge, their Cannon leapt upon
This is the Kings, ſaid he, thence nobly on
His men he leads into the very Town,
Their Rampiers and their Bulworks all thrown down
Many of the Defendants there do dye,
And Burton's taken by their gallantry.
Not many hours after the Town was tane,
Within the Church by accident the Trane
Took fire; the Leads into the Ayre it blew,
And of Legg's men, ſome lam'd, and ſome it ſlew
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'Gainſt Hull the ſiege was ſtoutly ſtill maintain'd
Though but ſmall hopes that Town ſhould be re­gain'd
But the ſame day of Winsby's late defeat,
Boldly they ſally out in numbers great,
Beating up many of our Guards; they take
And kill a number. And the Scots now make
Their entrance into England, and we were
Drawn off to meet and ſtop the Scots Carear.
From Hull the Camp thus roſe, oh! fatal place,
Out of our Annals let's even quite dirace
Of Hull and Glocester thoſe odious names,
Rebellions helliſh ſin them much defames,
And infamous for ever let them be,
Till they repent of their diſloyalty.
☞ In that ſame month from Janus that bears name
The Covenanters into England came;
Deep was the Snow, conjeal'd the Rivers were
With chriſtal Ice, drowning they need not fear?
No though the Ice had not been half ſo ſtrong,
Seldome the water doth the Halter wrong.
Thus cold the winter, but the zeal was hot,
Of the rebellious, and falacious Scot.
Some twenty thouſand ſtrong, they march in men
And with great Guns about ſome two times ten.
Each Loune had numbers of thoſe creatures bold,
That ſit till taken napping at their hold.
If winter their increaſe did not prevent,
Each Loun had bred his triple Regiment;
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For a reſerve they bore amongſt their raggs,
At leaſt a couple of well cram'd meale-baggs,
His Can, his Pan, his muckle large-horn-ſpoone,
The luggage was of every louſy Loune.
A Piper did before each Cohort play,
Each Jocky had his Ginny by the way
To mow with now and then; All was their own
They could lay hands on, the long Robe and Gown
Eſpecially they hate; nor did they irk,
(Though ſacriledge) to plunder every Kirk.
What there they found, as bratts of Popery
Moſt ſuperſtitious do the Louns decry?
This deform'd army for the Reformation,
Is hir'd to fight, of this our Engliſh Nation.
If out of Hell an army they had ſought,
Sure no ſuch Villains, could from thence be brought.
☞ This Army now advanc'd New-Caſtle near,
The General bade each Lad, draw nigh and hear
What to their expedition he could ſay.
'Tis not bra Lads thoſe Louns that run away,
Some five years ſince, not far from this ſame place
With which we are to fight: Indeed the caſe
Is alter'd now; all England then were foes,
But now th'are friends, let's only beat but thoſe,
(Caſting his eye upon New-Caſtle's men)
Our work's then done, home we may turn agen?
What, ſaid I home again, nay by my fay,
Not till we have receiv'd even all our pay.
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If then all England fled at our firſt ſight,
Theſe Cavalliers ne're dare our forces fight,
Meethinks as yet, that running Charge I ſee,
When quite through Tine diſordered they did flee.
And if my Genius, Lads, do truth preſage,
Theſe Cavalliers ne're will with us ingage,
Our cauſe is now the ſame that it was then,
We have as many, and as gallant men.
The Parliament will let us nothing want,
Being ingag'd in our good Covenant;
Theſe Louns before us we ſhall hunger-ſtarve,
The names of ſouldiers they do ſcarce deſerve;
Wee need not fight, this ſnow, this froſt, this haile
Hunger and cold, 'gainſt them will ſoon prevail,
And make them either run away; or dye
By multitudes, meethinks I do deſcry,
Diſcouragement already in them all.
Many good prizes to our ſhare will fall;
Plunder of the Malignants we ſhall take,
But who are ſuch? even whom we pleaſe to make,
Bra' Quarters we ſhall have, bra' commodation,
Wee'l put our ſelves into the Engliſh faſhion.
Each Ginny here ſhall have her ſilken Gown,
Thoſe Cloaks, bra' ſutes, good Beavours, all our own
Shall be we find: wee'l then fare of the beſt.
With good your worſhip, th' Engliſh ſhall requeſt
The worſt Lad here, even for their own: for we
Of them and theirs, will the ſole Maſters be.
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Take courage then, and hardſhip let's indure,
Toile is a mean will wealth and eaſe procure,
Even in the height of future gallantry,
Paſt toyles to think on, will moſt pleaſant be.
Thus ſaid th'illiterate General while the reſt,
By a loud ſhout their high flown hopes expreſt.
☞ New-Caſtles Army was arrived near.
On Bowden-hills, therefore theſe Blew Caps were
Streight ordered to their poſt, whence all that day,
From their advantages both Armies play
Upon each other, Vollies thick of ſhot,
Yet at the puſh of Pike ingaged not.
On Pinſhaw-hills they have a ſecond bout,
And for ſome hours in vollies thick the foot
Upon each other play: The Engliſh ſtand
Embattel'd, much deſiring acommand
For to fall on: But all that Winter's ſpent,
And yet no ſervice that was eminent
Perform'd, except at Corbridge; Langdale here
Had charg'd the Scottiſh horſe, who by him were
Routed to'th purpoſe: numbers here he ſlew
Took many; did their flying Troops purſue
With execution great: The Jockies had
Ne're ſuch a breakfaſt; but my Lord forbad
The further proſecution of the game.
Whereas if he had ſeconded the ſame
By freſh ſupplies, many good Souldiers thought,
Ruine on all the Scots that day had brought.
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But ſeeing fighting was indeed declin'd,
Thouſands now Winter ſtarv'd, or hunger pin'd,
And Engliſh-men impatient of delay,
New-Caſtles Army mouldred quite away.
Whom for a while we leave, Fairfax by this
In York-ſhire with his Troops arrived is;
And grows each day more and more numerous,
Many that were arrayed late by us,
And run away, with him do arms up take,
From Hallifax, and Bradford many make
To him addreſſe. Sole maſter of the field,
Many of our leſſe holds to him do yeild.
☞ Selby before, his forces now he drew;
The Town deny'd him, on his Souldiers flew
With fury; ſeveral entrances they make,
More then themſelves, of ours they Priſoners take.
Whether our men ſurprized were with fear,
Or for thoſe narrower ſtreets too numerous were
We ſhall not now diſpute: The Conquerers know,
Scarce where their numerous Priſoners to beſtow.
Mancheſters Army towards York repaire,
Wortley and Nostill taken by them are,
As down they came; Nostil they burn to ground,
Putting the moſt to ſword they therein found.
Now hovering about York theſe Armies laid,
The Scots advance expecting by whoſe aid
York cloſely to beleagure, they might be
Put into a compleat capacity.
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Before which ſiege, one ſtratagem of War,
For Pomfrets honour ſhall my Muſe declare.
☞ The valiant Bedman Canwood to ſurprize,
From Pomfret marching, doth this plot deviſe;
Of Orrange-Ribbons bought that morning ſtore,
Flouriſhed in our Hats each ſouldier wore;
Six men from the waſte upwards, ſtripped were
Into their ſhirts, with blood we all beſmear,
Their heads and ſhoulders; Theſe before us drive
As Priſoners. At the Town when we arrive,
Their Centinel bids ſtand; come draw thy chain
We anſwered; we to Cromwel do retain
And Priſoners brought: That Centry did obey,
Then up the Town we ſtreight direct our way
Unto the Caſtle gate, where there did ſtand
A Serjeant, with his Halbert in his hand.
Of him acceſſe demanded, ſtreight the Gate
He opens, bids us welcome proſperous fate.
Thus brought us to our wiſh, ſome there were ſlain
And twenty only of them Priſoners tane.
Their Cannons we diſmount, ſome gall ants free
(Their Priſon's broken) from Captivity;
Yet Girlington (though Priſoner there he were)
And call'd upon oft by us; did not hear,
Not yet could we him find though him we ſought
In many a Room. To Pomfret ſafe we brought
Our Prize, and Priſoners, though the foes in view,
Did even nigh to the Caſtle us purſue.

Finis Libri Quinti.
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The Contents.New-Caſtle from the North, the Scots before
Doth fly: York Siege: The fight at Marſton-more,
New-Caſtle England leaves; a ſhort reveiw,
Of all thoſe Northern Seiges that inſue.

BEhold of men a Concourſe from all parts
Of England: with arm'd hands divided hearts,
Conjur'd of King and Parliament, the right
To try by dint of ſword, and Martial might;
And York-ſhire by the Fates deſign'd to bee,
The Stage whereon, to act this Tragedy.
New-Caſtle now deſerts the Banks of Tine,
And to the Scots thoſe Quarters doth reſign,
His numerous Army almoſt ruin'd now,
By means inſenſible; And who knows how?
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But that I may the noble General here,
From all ſuſpition of diſ-loyal clear
I'dare ingage; that Boreaes might take wing,
Sooner at Nilus-head: Tygras-ſpring,
Sooner in Itie Iſland: than that he
Perfideous prove, unto his Majeſty.
Whether then, fate conſpir'd to aid the Scot
Or General King with Leſley did complot,
This gallant Army baſely to betray,
And Fabious like to conquer by delay
Is ſtill unknown, yet this is too too plain,
That Leſley did this victory onely gain,
By times procraſtination, hunger, cold,
O how reſolv'd! how numerous! and how bold
Upon our firſt advance our Armies were,
How few! how hunger-ſtarv'd! ſurpriz'd with fear;
Now in Retreat, what thouſands run away!
Or kill'd by hunger, cold, or baſe delay.
Neither the number nor the fortitude
Of Leſley and his Scots, our men ſubdu'd.
If that our army at our firſt advance
Againſt the Scot, had bravely try'd the chance
Of War: theſe Victors might have been captiv'd,
Our Northern Army had York-ſiege ſurviv'd,
The Scots like mercinary ſlaves moſt ſlain,
The reſt ſent with a vengeance home again.
But ſee! the Scots do march, this barbarous crew
Even to the walls of York, our men purſue.
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Oxen, Sheep, Horſes, all thats's in their way, Spoons
To theſe rapatious Harpies proves a prey.
Their Cans, their Pans, their Meale, their long-horn
Their raggs, their baggs, ſo load the louſy Louns,
Their Drums, their Guns, their Plundering in the way
Their ſlower marches do ſo much delay,
That York hath for a ſiege, time to prepare,
And our now diſperſ'd Troops united are.
Ramſdale from Leeds, doth lead his Regiment;
From Knaisbrough, and from Pomfret ſome are ſent
And thoſe too under Belhouſes command,
That late at Selby did eſcape the hand
Of Fairfax: come theſe broken parties all
Conveen'd at York: Our honoured General
Beckning his hand, our ſilence to requeſt;
Thus to the Army his deſigns expreſt?
☞ Souldiers we cannot in the field withſtand,
Theſe Rebels that flock in on every hand?
'Tis not the Scots alone but Fairfax too,
With whom at preſent we muſt have to do;
Selby is wonne, moſt of our Souldiers tane,
And what but York to Leagure doth remain.
Mancheſters Army alſo now draws near,
All theſe combin'd are, to beſiege us here.
Therefore in York theſe Foot I will ſecure,
Till from the King aſſiſtance wee procure,
Hulls bloody ſiege in kind we will requite,
And with theſe walls, and guns we'l make them fight
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With fallies bold their courage wee'll fore-ſtall,
With thundring ſhot, their bodies wound and gall.
May Yorks ſiege prove as ſad, diſaſterous
To Fairfax, as his Hulls hath done to us.
May all theſe Blew-Caps once before us flee,
As Caeſars men Torguatus did from thee.
Langdale ſhall with theſe Troops fly to the King
And ſuch relief will ſhortly hither bring,
As ſhall theſe Rebels all then put to flight,
Or bravely vanquiſh if they dare to fight.
Within theſe walls, proviſion here's in ſtore,
For half a years ſubſiſtance or for more,
Theſe Citizens all Loyal, here ſecure,
Within theſe walls we may our ſelves immure.
Neceſſity admits no Law, we muſt
Now to theſe walls, ſouldiers, our ſelves intruſt,
And though to be beſieged be ſome grief,
Yet here's our joy, certainty of relief.
At this, the Horſe now for the South deſign'd
March off: The Foot are unto York confin'd.
By this the pale Queen of the ſilent night.
With her dark Mantle vailed had the light,
The Gates commanded are for to be ſhut,
And round upon the walls ſtrong Guards are put.
☞ The firſt beſiegers that diſcovered were,
Were the Scotch Armies, who next day appear
Rang'd in battailions great; Then Leſley takes
Biſhop-Thorpe for his Quarters, Fairfax makes
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At Forforth, reſidence; Mancheſters force
Encampe at Clifton: Thus with foot and horſe
Of armed foes, under three Generals,
Surrounded are Yorks now well manag'd walls.
But no aſſault this City for to take
By violence did theſe beſiegers make,
Save Mancheſter alone; whoſe great deſign
Was, theſe our City walls to undermine.
Blow up, and enter; but his Minors skill
Fail'd, with the execution of his will.
As ſtronger winds ſtriving their force to vent,
From Caverns under ground; furiouſly rent
The Rocks, and make even mountains to give way
And to their uncontrouled rage obey,
Cauſing the Earth to gape and to devour
Whole Cities, yea whole Iſlands; even ſuch power
This Mine now ſprung had; for up to the sky,
Earth, Walls, and Towers, and men on theſe do flye
In a ſulphurious globe; till down at length,
They fall, the Powder having loſt its ſtrength.
Then in the place you quickly might eſpy
Thoſe lofty walls, and Towers intomb'd to lye
In their own ruines: he are a ſouldier's head,
And there his leggs, or armes diſcovered.
But not the City, but the Manour-wall,
By this ſulphurious Powder-blaſt doth fall.
At this, the Arm'd foes with great fury run,
Up at the breaches, and doubtleſſe had won
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The City, but that here the inner wall,
Still ſtanding firm, their expectations all
Deceiv'd: And here bagan a fierce Diſpute,
Their errour by repulſe ours would refute;
And they by further violence maintain
Againſt our Sally-Ports; till from the ſlain;
The mannour-Guard like to a great Land-flood
Did overflow with intermixed blood;
Yet at the length the enemy was wors'd,
And from the breaches headlong re-inforc'd,
Where now on heaps, wounded, and dead they laid
And buryed in thoſe graves their own Mines made.
But the beſieged and the beſiegers here
We leave a while; Prince Ruperts Troops draw near
Worceſter and Bridge-North, now left in haſte
And all thoſe Weſtern Counties now ſurpaſt.
His ſwifter Troops new Quarters do acquire,
In the adjoyning towns of Lanca-ſhire.
Stopwaſh, the Prince to ſtop did firſt deſign,
And therefore did their thick-ſet-hedges line
With numerous companies of Musketiers;
But Waſhington of theſe the coaſt ſoon clears,
Charging them in their flanks, making them flee
Into the Town, in whoſe purſute even hee
Entred; putting ſome hundreds to the Sword,
Leverpoole to ſurrender doth accord.
And off from Latham the Beſiegers run,
Hearing what Rupert had at Stopwaſh done.
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☞ Though thus the Princ's numerous Troops af­fright
The moſt: yet Bolton dare oppoſe his might.
In their more bold affront they dare aſſay
His Quarters up to beat; and men to ſlay.
But to correct their prouder inſolence,
The Prince can with ſo much of time diſpence
To ſtorm the Town, and cauſe them to lament,
Thus to provoak a Princes diſcontent;
For full three hundred Widdows here are left,
Which were of husbands in this ſtorm bereft.
And not the Towns men only, here are ſlain,
But hundreds more of ſouldiers, that maintain
The town againſt us: All which town as prize
The Prince unto his ſouldiers doth demize.
From hence to Skipton, Rupert's Army come,
But by the way they Thornton-Hall had wonne,
Which down unto the ground they burne with fire
That Rebells thither may no more retire.
From hence to York the Prince's marches were
Directed: But when the Beſiegers hear
His near approach, they raiſe their ſiege in haſte,
Leaving their Cabins, Hutts, and Trenches waſte;
And their three Generals thoſe their forces all,
To Randezvow immediately do call,
Where they conſult, both where, and how to fight
The Princes Army; marching off that night
Towards Long-Marſton, where a ſpacious Plain;
From Heſſom, or Long-Marſton bearing name
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Doth lye; in ſome places full thick beſet,
With whin-buſhes, and Marſhes deep and wet.
Leaſt theſe Diſorder ſhould their Horſe, they take
A field well grown with Corn their camp to make.
The onely, and moſt advantagious ground,
That round about that ſpacious Moore was found.
Here they their murthering Cannons plant, and then
In order good Imbattaile do their men.
Of intermixed Engliſh-Scottiſh bands
Their main battallia ſtood; Crawford commands,
And leads on theſe: On the left wing and ſide
Cromwel with his Mancheſtrian Troopes doth ride.
The right wing was Sir Thomas Fairfax care,
To whom the Scottiſh troops conjoyned are,
Which David Leſley leads, the Generals find
A place, the main Battallions cloſe behind
To lodge their Tents: Thus theſe three Armies large,
Stand Marſhal'd to expect the Prince's charge.
☞ By this, New-Caſtle a brave party had,
Of Foot, in white-Coats uniformely clad,
Led out from York, ſome Gentry, Voluntiers,
Attend the General, and his Souldiers
Well mounted: we near Popleton do meet
The Prince's Army, and imbrace and greet
Our old acquaintance, (for the fates decree,
That theſe the laſt imbraces now ſhall be
Of thouſands of us) Ouſe having o're paſt.
The Prince the Army marſhal'd all in haſt.
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But ſome Commanders thought by wiſe delay
He might have famiſh'd and made run away
Even without blood, the numerous enemy.
Pomfret, York, Knaisborough, Garriſons had we
Environing the foe, which might have ſtaid
Proviſions from their Camp; and doubtleſſe made
Them to remove, freſh Quarters to have ſought,
And ſo for us a fair advantage wrought.
But Ruperts purpoſe nothing can diſſwade,
But even that night, their Campe, he will invade,
And to our diſadvantage make them fight.
☞ Goring our left wing leads, Byron the right,
In the main battail do our white Coats ſtand
With others; the word's given, and ſtraight com­mand
To fall on; Thus on our own Ruine bent,
Our ſouldiers all couragiouſly on went.
☞ With equal fury now both Armies meet,
And with their Cannon-Rhetorick loudly greet,
Bullets begin at diſtance the diſpute,
Till their thick flights Sword Logick could refute.
The Horſe Rang'd in battalia's proudly prance,
While fire oblickely through their eyes doth glance
From thundering Guns, like lightning from the sky
Whoſe fiery balls, thicker than hail-ſtones flyes
Shrill Trumpets ſounding, with loud beating Dr [...]
Claſhing of Armour, with great roaring guns
Rattleing of Pikes, Powl-Axes, naked Swords,
From different minds different effects affords.
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Theſe ſights the Valorous more do animate,
But Cow-heart, timerous-courage, quite abate,
And if diſmay ſhould not diminiſh fear,
Such would fall dead before they wounded were.
The empty air is fill'd with dolorous crys,
The ground with bodies of the men that dyes.
Whole Ranks and Files by Cannon fiery balls
Aſunder cut, upon the ground there falls.
Here without head, there without leggs or thighs
In blood, diſmembred bodies wallowing lyes.
And that pale Death may potently fulfil
Her pleaſure; ſhe moſt barbarouſly doth kill
The Living, with thoſe Limbs daſht off the Dead;
Here flyes an Arm, there flies a ſouldiers head
Which ſtrike their fellows down even to the ground
Thus friends by friends a way to kill Death found.
The ſmaller ſhot clouded bright Phocbus light,
Darkning the Ayre with their far thicker flight;
Whoſe whiſtling fury quickly did aſſaile
The ſtrong'ſt breſt-peeces, and beſt Coats of male,
And through the ſtrongeſt armour paſſage found,
To death, even brave Commanders for to wound.
But where no armour did their fury ſtay,
Theough many bodies they inforce their way;
 [...] them gaſping on that bloody ground.
 [...]  [...]om the nigh Vallies and the Woods re-ſound,
T [...] doleful occhoes of their dying cryes,
But moſt of all the Sword doth Tyrannize
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And glut it ſelf with the expence of blood,
Which now like to an over-ſpreading flood
Ran under our Horſe feet; for every ſword
By this time, had ſome breaſt or other goar'd,
And iſſues made, by which their ſouls had left
Their bodys, now of blood, and life bereft.
Theſe ſeveral ſtreams of blood from ſeveral wounds
Winding along thoſe Vallies, lower grounds
Thy leſſer waters Nid, do multiply,
Thy ſtreams diſcolour with their crimſon Dye,
Thou into Ouſe diſ-burtheneſt the ſame,
Who ſwiftly down to York with tydings came.
And to the Citizens did ſoon diſcry,
In bloody colours, this dire tragedy.
But ſtill moſt furiouſly both ſides maintain
The fight, though thouſands on the ground lye ſlain.
Here might you ſee a ſtrong couragious Horſe,
Whoſe wounds add fury to his former force,
(His liveleſſe Rider thrown) through friends through foes,
Through ranks, through files, make way; and where he goes
Doth men by ſcores of their laſt breath deprive
Whoſe falls himſelf doth not ſo long ſurvive,
Till on the point of a well level'd Spear,
To'th'he art himſelf he runs in his carear;
And falling with his heels about him lies,
Till ſtrength and blood expended, there he dies.
Here might you ſee a wounded Rider thrown,
There others from their horſe come tumbling down
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Hang by the ſtirrops, daſht againſt pikes and ſwords,
Thus fate to one, more deaths than one affords,
For with the fall the frollick horſe afright,
Through thickeſt Ranks takes his enforced flight,
Toſſing about his hanging Riders head,
Killing the living, often with the dead.
A timerous foot-man did himſelf immure,
Amongſt dead corps, thinking to bee ſecure
From flying ſhot, where cloſely as he lay,
Some Troops of Horſe deſign'd to charge that way,
Came prauncing down the Moore, in full carrears,
Squeeſing the blood, out of his noſe, mouth, ears,
As he lay ſprawling under their horſe feet
Who flies from one, another death doth meet.
A Cannon bullet ſtroke off Sandies head,
And with it hit poor Wolley who fell dead,
Crying alack! alack! I ever ken'd,
Sandio's fauce head, would bring mee to my end.
A thick grown wood, unto the Moore ſtands near
Where many a blew-Cap hid himſelf for fear.
Patrick behind the bulk of a grown Tree.
Peep'd often out, the battaile for to ſee,
Thinking that if his party loſt the day
To ſpan his gates, for Scotland run away.
But as poor Patrick at bo-peep thus plaid,
A bullet ſhot at randome did invade
His fore-head naked; who falling, mercy cry'd
Alas! alas! for Ginny, and ſo dy'd.
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When Wolly heard the ſmaller ſhot to play,
In ſuch thick whiſtling Vollies, he away,
Spanning his gates through Ranks, and Files, at laſt
Preſuming he all dangers had fur-paſt
He ſtops to ſee, and hear, the fights event,
A bullet from a Peece at randome ſent,
Hit Wolly where he ſtood devoid of fear,
Under the long of his right ſide leav-ear,
Who falling dead did never there intend
Under a whin-buſh thus to make his end.
But thickeſt ranks of arm'd foes to aſſay,
Is ſtill more ſafe then thus to run away.
☞ The victory ſtill was very dubious,
Yet rather ſeem'd to ſmile, and fawn on us,
For our left wing, had routed now their right,
The Scots and the Fairfaxians put to flight.
All their three Generals now the field forſook,
To Bradford ward Leſley his fleet betook,
Whom wee purſue, his Scots now curſe the time,
That e're they croſt the Northern Tweed, or Tine.
Their raggs, meal-baggs, gull-pans, long-cans down caſt
They ſpan their gates, and run away full faſt.
In doleful accents, now the Louns do cry,
Mercy and Quarter, O! how thick they lye
Wounded and ſlain, how many Priſoners were,
How many Colours taken? in their Rear
We follow ſtill, thinking the day our own
But Goring our Commander ſhould have known,
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That to purſue one party was not good,
Whilſt any of the adverſe Body ſtood;
If after we had put that wing to rout,
Againſt the other we had wheel'd about
And on the flank have charg'd them, ſure we might
Victors have been; Crommwel's men put to flight
And Routed, unto Cauwood ſent them all,
After old Fairfax and their General.
☞ But now when Cromwel (apt enough to take
Advantage) ſee our Horſe the field forſake
Now rifling, now purſuing ſuch as fled
In their right wing he preſently up led
His Troops; to whom in brief he thus did ſay,
Aſſure your ſelves, brave ſouldiers of the day.
How ſtand theſe foot, and horſe to us expoſ'd?
How eaſy are they all to be incloſ'd?
How will they flye our Armed Troops before,
And for the reſt that now have left the Moore
In purſute of our other wing they'l yeild
Or flye; when we are maſters of the field.
If but one Troop of ours fall in their Rear,
They'l run, ſurpriz'd with unexpected fear;
Onely the time at preſent doth require,
Your valour to demonſtrate; you deſire
The ſpoile of this rich field; Victors to be;
And from our wiſh, but one brave charge are we.
Our Generals all now off the field are gone,
The Victories glory will be ours alone.
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And what the Prince and his brave Chavalry
Poſſeſſe; after one Charge all ours ſhall be,
Their Sumptors, and Port-Mantles, by and by
We ſhall have time to ſearch. Then furiouſly
On Byron's wing they charge, routed, and broke
Our braveſt Regiments: Each bloody ſtroak
That their Pole-Axes gave was preſent death,
And thouſands did deprive of their laſt breath;
Scarce one of ours eſcap'd without a wound,
But our vain ſtroaks and thruſts again re-bound
Off their Arm'd breaſts and heads; The Prince doth flye,
And yeild the field to the proud enemy.
Now when the Prince's Horſe thus routed were,
A party wheel'd about, and in the Rear
Charged on us; broke our diſorder'd Horſe,
And from the purſute of the Scots inforce
Us unto a baſe flight; Yet our brave Foot,
Eſpecially our white-Coats ſtood it out.
For though the foe on each ſide them ſurround
They ſcorn to yeild, but drawing to a round
On every ſide moſt ſtoutly do give fire,
Forcing the conquering foe oft to retire,
Till all their Ammunition's ſpent and gone,
Our Horſe all fled the field, they left alone
Night drawing on, and many of them ſlain;
No hopes at all the victory to obtain.
Rather oppreſt by th'adverſe multitude,
Then by true valour conquer'd, th'are ſubdu'd;
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Taken, kill'd, wounded, even moſt barbarouſly
By the inſulting deſperate enemy.
☞ After their Arms down thrown, they Quarter cry'd
Their armed Troopes amongſt them fiercely ride,
And put them to the Sword, in vain to live
Moſt of them ſupplicate; Cromwel would give
No quarter: Much delighting in that blood,
That ran under his horſe-feet like a flood.
Like as a ravenous Wolf greedy of prey,
Is not content alone, to kill and ſlay
So many of the flock as ſhall ſuffice
His greedy Jaws; but even doth Tyrannize
Over the ſheep, and hundreds of them kill,
To ſatiate his ſo natural-ſavage will.
So Cromwel's bloody mind not ſatisfy'd,
With all that bloods expence of ſuch as dy'd
During the fight, and while we kept the field
Murthers even Captives, after they did yeild,
And to the mercy mercyleſſe expoſe
Themſelves of ſuch in-humane ſavage foes.
☞ The bloodyeſt field of all our Civil Wars
Now foughten is; the furious Conquerers
Our Cannons and our Carriages poſſeſſe.
Here Cary, Slingsby, Prideaux acquieſſe
Upon the bed of fame; affociates
Are Wentworth, and ſtout Gleddal in their Fates,
Here Lampton, Dacres, Metham, Kirton, dye
Hure, with Fenwick theſe accompany.
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But now the kind obſcurity of night,
Gave an advantage of far ſafer flight
To Rupert, who (though with a freſh ſupply
Claveren came up next day) yet will not try
The chance of War again: but rather yeild
What's loſt, then hazard more, by a new field.
Nor were our hopes then altogether vain,
If we next day had Rallied to re-gain
The victory: even thoſe of them that ſtaid
Upon the field, it would have much diſmaid,
To ſee us on the Moore again appear,
Before their broken Troopes united were.
☞ But Rupert flyes, (though North-ward firſt he went
Up to the South, in minde much diſcontent;
That this great fight had ſuch a ſad effect.
What ſure ſaid he, it was not my neglect
In Marſhalling my men, no want of skill
Or valour on my part, that to this ill,
And fatal Rout, expoſ'd my ſouldiers,
Only I was too forward as appears.
Why did I Charge this night? or why not ſtay;
Till Claveren's coming up? (though his delay
His Armies ſervice did this day prevent)
Muſt I be raſh, 'cauſe he was negligent.
Why did I not refreſh my men before?
I did attempt to march up to the Moore;
Both Horſe and Man our longer marches tyr'd,
And of repoſe ſome longer time requir'd;
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If we before we fought a while had ſtay'd,
Perhaps ſome fair advantage to our aid
Conſpired had: Seldome the Powers Divine,
Do give ſucceſſe unto a raſh deſign.
☞ This night ſtrange thoughts New-Caſtle's head poſſeſt
At length in paſſion he theſe words expreſt.
O! reſolution ſtrange of adverſe Fate!
How am I thrown from a moſt proſperous ſtate,
Into miſ-fortunes nethermoſt abyſs
Yet this the honour, of my ſufferings is,
And that which ſeaſons all my ſorrows well,
That with, and for, my Soveraigns cauſe I fell.
Where ſhall I fly? where ſhall I be ſecure?
Within what walls ſhall I my ſelf immure?
Did forty thouſand Souldiers once appear,
Under my Colours, did the Rebels fear
My numerous forces? and their Dreadful Powers?
Were all the Towns 'twixt Trent and Tweed then ours
Excepting Hull: And now behold! even I
Where to ſecure my ſelf, whether to flye
Am dubious: had I Hulls ſiege declin'd,
And to th' aſſociate Countys then deſign'd
My marches, ſure our cauſe had gain'd thereby.
Or if the firſt time we the Scots did eye,
We had them fought, no doubt but then we might
Have put thoſe ragged Ruffians all to flight.
But time, with fair advantages now paſt,
Are not to be recall'd: With this, in haſte
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He Poſts to Scarborough, where both King and he
The Seas do take; intent for Germany.
☞ Gleman, of York the government doth take,
And for a Siege the beſt proviſion make
That time would then admit; Scorning to yeild
The City yet; though we had loſt the field.
☞ By this, all their Three Generals that had fled
The field: return'd, and up to York they led
Their men: The City to beſiege again.
Each General his old ſtation did retain
Having their Cannons planted, night and day,
Moſt furiouſly againſt the walls they play;
They vow, the work by ſtorm for to effect,
Nor age, nor ſex, their Swords ſhall then reſpect.
But Gleman doth their prouder vaunts defie,
Yet at the length Proviſion's ſcarcity
Prevails; On tearms they do capitulate,
York's yielded: Gleman marcheth out in ſtate
And Martial gallantry: To Carlile where
We leave him for a while; The Scots appeare
By this before New-Caſtle, on the wall
Make furious batteries, while their Miners fall
To work, which work they to perfection bring,
And trains now laid, their ſeveral Mines they ſpring
As great ſulphurious globes of ſtone and fire,
From Aetna's hideous Jaws the clouds aſpire;
Whence falling, all the neighbouring Vales they ſpread
With Coals aduſt, the fire extinct, and dead
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Even ſo the trembling earth was heard to roar,
Which, with thoſe walls, and Towers the Powder tore
Up with great violence, and lightly threw
Into the ayre; here like a Comet flew
A ſouldiers head all on a flame, and there
Whole guards in thoſe ſad Ruines buryed were.
Up at the breaches flye the Scottiſh Foot,
Though the Defendants made reſiſtance ſtout,
And bravely did from ſtreet, to ſtreet maintain
The fight; till numbers of both parts were ſlain,
And Tines augmented Tide diſcoloured,
With the great influx of the blood here ſhed.
Entred now were alſo the Scottiſh Horſe,
Which Marley to the Caſtle doth inforce,
Upon the which, they forthwith Batteries make,
But good Conditions while they might pertake;
Surrender's made. Then did the Scots ſit down
Carlile before, boldly demand the Town,
Thinking perhaps the New-Caſtilian Fate,
The valiant Gleman could Diſannimate.
At his Defiance furiouſly they play
Their battering ſhot, by Mineing to aſſay
To make their entrance, Ladders they provide;
But the Defendants bravely curbe their pride
By frequent ſallies, killing multitudes,
Which the Scots high preſumptions all excludes,
Of taking Carlile by arm'd violence.
Therefore moſt ſtrongly they themſeves intrench
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Knowing what force could not, that famine will
Effect. Proviſions fail, Horſes they kill
Within thoſe walls; their Horſes all up eat,
Dogs, Cats, old ſhooes, Mice, Rats, nay Froggs are meat.
Yet Gleman e're to yeild he will conſent,
To know the pleaſure of the King had ſent.
Phillipſon bravely mounted through their guards
Had charg'd; and now rides poſt to Oxford wards,
At Borrow-Bridge ſome Engliſh Horſe him tooke,
But a cloſe friend by chance in that ſame Troope
Secur'd his Horſe and Armes, till he could make
From York, which ſoon he did, his wiſh'd eſcape.
Near Ferry-Bridge, the place his friend aſſign'd,
(Thither now got on foot) he ſafe did find
His Horſe and Armes; hence to the King he went,
To whom he Gleman's Letters did Preſent
In Oxford, whence he with the Kings reply
Return'd, and now to Carlile drawing nigh,
Quite through the Scottiſh Troopes he bravely rode.
But famine will not ſuffer their aboad
Longer within thoſe walls, which to the Foes
Surrendred are: Gleman to Oxford goes,
With a ſmall traine, lean, naked, hunger-pin'd
And the Scots are, for Hereford deſign'd.
E're Fairfax was made Generaliſſimo,
A party ſtrong he Hemſley led unto,
VVhere while in Leagure with his men he laid,
One from the wall ſo dexterouſly had play'd
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A ſhot; that three inch lower had debar'd
Him, from what victories he got afterward.
But he recovers, and the place doth take,
Though Skiptoniers it to relieve did make
A brave attempt. Scarborough was battered ſore,
The greateſt Tower whereof aſunder tore;
Half ſtanding, half into the Sea down fell.
Upon the top there ſtood a Sentinel,
Who in the renting, to the ſtanding ſide
Had leap'd, and ſav'd his life. But to abide
Longer within thoſe walls, famine forbad
And Chamley yeilds, what he poſſeſſed had.
Devoid of any grounded hopes of aid,
Scroop of his Bolton had ſurrender made.
Not long on Knaisborough had their Cannons plaid
E're breaches wide in thoſe old walls were made,
Which Croft (though valiant) did neceſſitate
Now to ſubmit to a ſurrenderers Fate.
VVith Horſe and Foot, Pomfret they do ſurround
Some Towers whereof were battered to the ground
And the Defendants much diſtreſſ'd, when wee
VVith a brave party, from the South do flee.
(Langdale commands in cheef) ſwifter then flame
On the beſiegers with our Troopes wee came
After a ſhort Diſpute, few ſlain, we take
Of Priſoners ſtore, Pomfret releiv'd, we make
A quick return: To Melton-Mowberry near,
VVith Roſſiter we skirmiſh'd had, and there
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Were valiant Girlington, and Gaſcoin ſlain
As we came down. Pomfret's beſieg'd again,
And though with frequent Sallies they aſſaile
The enemy, yet Famine doth prevaile,
Which Lowder doth on tearms to yeild compel.
The Sandalliers had plaid their parts full well;
And made the enemies full often feel,
Their ſwords were made of the beſt temper'd Steel.
Yet famine's leane Pittard enforc'd the Gates
A paſſage for the Foe, this perforates
To enter; and for the beſieg'd away
To march: 'Gainſt Latham the beſiegers lay
A year, what Art, or Force, could do, to win
This Houſe was done, but bravely thoſe within
Not onely their own Intereſt did maintain,
But hundreds of the enemie had ſlain.
Reſolv'd the gallant Counteſſe was to try
All ſtraits, e're Rebels ſhe will gratifie
By a ſurrender; but, alas! compel'd
To yeild what ſhe ſo ſtoutly had with-held
By famine, this Virago noble is.
Though Greenay valiantly held out, e're this
Yeilded it was. Now Skipton they aſſay
Enter the Town, plunder, and bear away
What lighter then ſtone-walls in it they finde;
Batteries againſt the Caſtle were deſign'd,
Numerous Granadoes in the interim plaid;
When here the Leagure had ſome few daies laid
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From Apleby upon Paroll I came,
Having exactly firſt perform'd the ſame.
I to the Caſtle with a Trumpet went
Whom we return'd. Their Scouts ſtood eminent
On Rumleſ-Moore, from whence they might us
When any party we together drew.
Therefore ſome twenty in their ſight do mount, view
They take th'Alarm, and to their Guards account
Our motion; In the interim we drew out,
Three hundred undiſcovered Horſe and Foot,
Their Horſe all mounted, our ſmall party drew
Streight on our ambuſcado: out we flew;
Their three diviſions ſoon we put to rout.
Briggs had ſome parties to draw out of Foot
Whereof ſome ſlain, the reſt we diſſipate,
Take Briggs with many more. So fortunate
In ſuch attempts, were the bold Skiptoneirs;
Their gallantry, in theſe their acts appears,
In their own meadows, numerous Horſe and Foot,
A party ſmall of them did break and rout,
Tripleing their number with the Priſoners tane.
At Aſt-wick-Fair how many had they ſlain,
Taken, and broke; their party very ſmall;
Wren's Regiment we beat at Eſhton-Hall.
But with a hundred Horſe, Kighley's deſigne
Was gallant, though alas! the love of Wine
In ſome Commanders, a miſcarriage wrought
Fatal. But we to yeilding tearms are brought,
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And hence, convey'd to Leichfield, march away
In Arms compleat, and ſouldier-like array.

Finis Libri Sexti.

THE Engliſh CIVIL WARRS.
BOOK VII.
[Page]
The Contents.The Model new, with ſome of Cromwels deeds:
Lidney Siege raiſd: Ludberry fight ſucceeds.
Taunton beſieg'd: The King storms Leiceſter;
Naisby fight: Gorings forces routed are
At Lang-port: whats at ſeveral Sieges done,
Routon and Shearburn-fights: Weſtcheſter won
Kilſithe fight: Digby's rout on Carliſle Sands:
Torrington fight: Goring his men disbands.
Stow fight: Oxford beſieg'd: The King doth make
Thence in diſguiſe unto the Scots eſcape:
Hereford is ſurprized by a Plot:
Newark Siege: North the King goes with the Scot.

THe Parliament now their Grandees recall
All from command: Young Fairfax Generall
Is made of England: By this Modell new,
Many advantages to them accrew
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Emulous Lords now being laid away,
Men of leſs note, will need the leſſer pay,
Spirits moſt active for the Cauſe they chuſe,
Of milder Zeal. Commanders they refuſe
As uſeleſs now: Cromwell for Eminence,
Was now the MAN next to his excellence.
Northampton's Horſe, with the Queens Regiment,
At Iſlip-bridge, in Quarters reſident
Cromwell upon them comes, they fight, at length
The Royaliſts ore-powered are in ſtrength;
Cromwell ſome hundreds of theſe Horſe doth take
With the Queens Colours: then purſuit doth make
To Blackington after the reſt that fled.
Cromwell demands the Houſe; delivered
By Windebank on tearms it is next day,
Both Horſe and Arms they leave, and march away
To Oxford: where a Martial Court decree,
Windebank ſhall for this delivery
Bee ſhot to Death: when too late to prevent
This Collonels Death, the King doth it reſent,
Blaming Prince Ruperts too much urgency,
In this young Gallants late Cataſtrophe;
His Royal bounty doth the King expreſs,
(All hee could do) to his Relicts diſtreſs.
Near Bampton-Buſh, Vaviſors party lay,
Cromwell his marches doth direct that way
So privately, that hee ſurpriz'd them all,
Numerous his Priſoners, and his prize not ſmall.
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Lidney againſt Maſſie cloſe Siege had laid,
Langdale at length to the Defendants aid,
Came with a party brave, Maſſie off beat,
Many hee ſlew, and took, in this defeat.
To Ludberry Rupert with his Forces came,
Maſſie before poſſeſt was of the ſame,
But ſeeing Ruperts Horſe ſo near drew out;
Whilſt off for Gloceſter hee ſent his Foot,
Hee charged with his Horſe: fierce the diſpute,
Maſſie at length doth fly, in the purſuit
Rupert ſhot Maſſie's Horſe, doubtleſs his aim
Was at himſelf, though ſhort his bullets came;
Harlow was tane, Bacchus laid on the ground,
Bleeding of his (now laſt) and mortal wound.
Numbers were kill'd, numbers of them were tane,
On Ruperts part, was noble Haiſtings ſlain.
☞ Hopton on Tauntons Seige had now deſign'd,
Greenvill and Goring were with him combin'd:
Willington-Houſe by ſtorm they late regain'd,
Many within put to the ſword: maintain'd
This Siege was with much courage, and more art.
Nor wanted theſe on the Defendant's part,
Which Blake advanced unto ſuch renown.
Many aſſaults were made againſt the Town,
Mounts high were raiſ'd, off which their Cannon plaid
Fairfax ſends Graves at length unto their aid,
At his approach th' Aſſailants march away,
Tauntons releiv'd, nor longer Graves would ſtay.
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Th' Aſſailants ſoon renew the Siege again,
Where to their work wee leave them to remain.
☞ Maſſie recruited, Eveſham comes before,
Demands the Town, Legg no ſuch ſpirit bore
To yeild at the firſt Summons, Maſſie then
Commands the ſtorm; with loſs three times his men
Were bravely beaten off; Sevorn grew red
Soon with the influx of the blood here ſhed;
But at the fourth aſſault, the Town they win,
Many put to the Sword of thoſe within.
☞ Fairfax and Brown, Oxford before ſate down,
But the Defendants all the Meadows drown,
Sleight their out Forts, and all the Suburbs fire,
Cromwell doth from the Kings purſuit retire.
(For Cromwell had a while follow'd the King,
But now recall'd) doth to the Leagure bring
His well-arm'd troops; while Fairfax veiws the town
And ore the Bowling-green rides up and down,
A Cannon-bullet from the works doth fly,
(Pity it miſ'd) which wafts his head hard by,
Which made his excellence in great fear,
Once vaile his Beavour to a Cavallier.
But now let's leave this Leagure, and review
The Kings tranſactions, who together drew
A gallant Army, and North-weſtward went,
The Siege at Cheſter for to raiſe intent.
Brearton his Siege draws at the Kings acceſs,
The King wheels Eaſt; to Leiceſter addreſs
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Wee make, demand the Town in vain, for they
Within do entrance to their King deny.
At this, command is given to ſtorm the Town,
After our Guns wide breaches had beat down,
(Though thoſe within did make reſiſtance ſtout)
Reſolutely wee enter, Horſe and Foot.
Thoſe enemies that yet ſurvive do fly
To th' Market-place, where their Artillery,
With ſome freſh Companies of Horſe and Foot
Did ſtand, with theſe wee have a bloody bout;
For full two hours and more they here maintain
The fight, in fine the moſt of them were ſlain;
Here laid whole heaps of Scotiſh Voluntiers,
There Dalbin's men by ſcores; ruddy appears
The Soure with blood, the Channels did convey
Out of thoſe ſtreets; here Gray's men ſlaughtered lay
The Town was plundered, Gray and Hacker were
Priſoners: Great was the prize was taken here.
☞ Fairfax hears of theſe actions of the King,
Riſes from Oxford, and doth Northward bring
His Army: Orders unto Cromwell ſent,
(Who lately to the Iſle of Ely went,
From Oxford Siege) to march; Naisby fields are
For the moſt fatal fight of this ſad War
Deſign'd the place: The King had got the wind,
Which now ſtood Weſt; to Rupert was aſſign'd,
With Morice the right wing, Langdale did head
The left; the King did the main Battail lead,
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The right hand Tertia Linſey did command
Bards, and ſtout Liſle the left; Aſhley did ſtand
With Linſey. Skippon now had Marſhalled
Fairfax's Army, Skippon's ſelfe up led
The main Battalia, Cromwell the right wing,
Ireton the left, Pride, Rainsborough, Hammond bring
On the reſerves; The Hill was their intent
To get, which the King haſtens to prevent.
The Signals given, the thundering Cannons play,
Of ſmaller ſhot, thick flights obſcure the day,
That vale ſeem'd all in one united fire,
Which in a Pile ſulphurous did aſpire
The very clouds; the Aire ſhrill Trumpets wound,
Claſhing of Armour, the tumultuous ſound
Of different voices, reach th' Olympick Skye,
Numbers of both parts, on the ground now lye
Bleeding, the laſt of their, yet vital blood,
Which now the field o'reflow'd like to a flood.
That Brook from Welford that doth downward glide
Ran now more blood than water; proudly ride
The prauncing and curvetting Horſe about.
Rupert by this, put their left wing to rout,
Who like a ſwelling ſtream down fiercely bore,
All oppoſition him that ſtood before.
While Rupert follows the purſuit amain,
As far as Naisby, numbers having ſlain
Of their diſperſed Troops: with ſlaughter Great,
Cromwell with his, did our left wing defeat.
[Page]
Our Northern Troops too much inriched were
At Leiceſter, to ſtand well to it here,
If theſe of Leiceſters prize leſs had thought,
Perhaps much better here they would have fought.
Yet did ſtout Langdale here himſelf behave,
Like to himſelf, making reſiſtance brave,
While either skill or courage might prevail.
Our Foot their main Battailians do aſſail
Moſt boldly, puting moſt of them to rout,
Skippon and Ireton wounded at this bout,
The laſt our Priſoner too: Cromwell doth ſee
Their Foot, back on their own Reſerves to flee,
Rides thither and doth re-inforce them on
Joyning his Horſe, mainly they preſs upon
Our ſtanding bodies; who aſſailed were
At once, both in their Fronts, Flanks, and their Rear,
For ſome indeed to admiration fought,
Whileſt others by their heels for ſafety ſought.
☞ A Cobler from North-hampton lately came
Fairfax to ſerve, but here hee got a lame,
Having in his right Leg receiv'd a ſhot,
Tuſh ſaith the Cobler, Sirs I value't not,
For runing from my work, my Wife mee beat,
Now ſhall I ſit much cloſer to my Seat.
As Mars himſelf againſt the Giants fought
On Phlegra's Plains, when Heaven to ſcale they thought;
So active was the King in this ſame fight,
Giving his Souldiers of Heroick might,
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A ſtill to bee admired preſident
Sometime ingag'd, numbers his own hand ſent
To Erebus; ſometimes hee did recall,
And rally ſuch as fled; a Generall
Hee ſhew'd himſelf, both valorous and expert,
Acting Uliſſes and Achilles part.
His words the Timerous much did animate,
His acts the Valorous ſtrove to imitate.
Such as did run, hee did implore to ſtand,
To every wing hee Rode and gave command,
For what to our advantage might conduce.
For Cowardiſe who now could plead excuſe?
Seeing their Soveraign King thus to ingage,
In the moſt ſharpe Encounters, Fury, Rage,
Tumult, Diſorder every place doth fill,
Sirrah, the Sword! and then no more but kill,
Piſtol, ſtrike down, here heaps of men do lye,
With Horſes intermixt; here ſome do flye,
Others purſue; here lay a Leg, or Head,
And there an Arm, under our Horſe feet Dead
Many were trod, nor could wee underſtand
Whom to obey, to whom to give Command,
Such the confuſion; thick our Piſtols flye
At one another; all the Ground doth lye
Beſpread with theſe; Pole-axes cleave Men down,
VVhich oft left fix'd are in the patients Crown.
From covered Armour our charg'd Tucks rebound,
And in the Glance oft times do kill or wound
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That party whom againſt wee did not aim.
☞ By this the ſword might ſole dominion claim
Over the field, with this alone wee plead,
Till many a Gallant on the field lay Dead:
Brown, Dalliſon, Cave, Band and Markam ſlain,
Linſey, and Aſhley wounded, now 'tis vain
Ours to intreat to ſtand. They round beſet
Moſt of our Foot, the Coach, the Cabinet,
The Royal Standard of his Majeſty
Are taken; all our great Artillery,
The thouſand Arms, well nigh five thouſand men;
☞ To Leiceſter-ward now wee flye, but when
His Majeſty came there, hee would not ftay,
But even that night for Litchfield rode away.
Cromwell purſues, takes many, then beſet
Leiceſter, till his Excellence could get
Up with the Foot; which on in haſte they bring,
Thinking perhaps, here to have tane the King.
The town they Summon; their demands deni'd,
They vow to ſtorm it, and forthwith provide
The Onſet for: Mounts raiſ'd, Batteries they make.
But Haiſtings, while as yet hee might partake
The Benefit of good conditions yeilds.
☞ Many ſucceſsful Skirmiſhes, and fields.
About this time, fall to the Parliament:
Gell towards Newark late a party ſent,
VVhich met a Troop from thence, they fought, and beat
The Royaliſts; Mitton a great defeat
[Page]
Near Shrewsberry, had given to ſome of ours:
Brearton near Cheſter alſo now o're powers
A party, near two hundred Priſoners took,
Hingham's now yeilded, but a while let's look,
To Fairfax who march'd Taunton's ſiege to raiſe.
Goring draws off to Lang-port, there Diſplaies
His Army; Maſſy firſt charg'd in his Rear,
Ere the Fairfaxians Troops advanced were
Up to the field: neither could vaunt ſucceſs
In this conteſt, Fairfax comes, doth poſſeſs
Himſelf of Sutton fields, where upon ſight
Of Goring hee draws up, intent to fight.
Goring preſaging that hee might bee beat,
In the beſt order, for his ſafe retreat
Unto Bridge-Water, did his men diſpoſe.
Many ſtrong Hedges did thoſe Lanes incloſe,
VVhich with his Musketiers hee lin'd, then ſtood
His Cannon, and his Horſe in order good
Rang'd in the Lane: Fairfax by this drew nigh,
Though at ſome diſtance thick the Bullets flye,
And many a Man lay Dead upon the plain.
But Gorings Foot at length they do conſtrain,
Quite from their poſt, Bethell then charg'd the Horſe
VVho with a vengeance did him re-inforce
VVith loſs; till Desborough his reſerve came on,
And preſſing ſore the Royal Horſe upon
Put them to rout; Goring did what hee could,
To bring the moſt of his ſafe to his hold,
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Odd of a thouſand on both parts were ſlain,
Some Cannon Goring loſt, many were tane
Of his: The reſt, Fairfax amain purſues
Up to Bridge-water: firſt the Town he views,
Then ſends his ſummons in, to yeeld on ſight
(As Burroughs now had done) or elſe that night
He vows to ſtorm the Town, put all to ſword,
Goring is gone; Digby returns him word
To do his worſt: But Fairfax makes a pauſe,
Till Peters Preach'd the juſtneſſe of the cauſe,
And till his men received had their pay.
And then with fire and ſword he did aſſay
The Town; The ſtorme was furious, many ſlain
But in the end the low Town they re-gain.
And Fairfax Colours on the works diſplay,
To grace thoſe bloody Tryumphs of that day.
☞ Out of the high Town, the Defendants power
Upon their heads, a moſt ſtupendious ſhower
Of great Granado's, which the low Town fire
About their ears; Fairfax doth much admire
Their Courage, for a ſecond ſtorm prepares.
Yet more for's own ſecurity than theirs,
Offers conditions; which refuſ'd, they rear
Their Ladders, and go on, but bravely were
Repulſed, with th' effuſion of much blood;
On heaps they lye now dead, their Ladders ſtood
Forſaken, and the Trenches round were fill'd
Now with the Arms and bodies of their kill'd.
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Fairfax thus beat, his thoughts doth ſoon Reflect
Upon a new deſign, which took effect,
Numbers of Iron Bullets ſtraight they make,
Which ſhot red hot, ſtraw, Hay, and Houſes take
A ſudden fire, the Town's all on a flame.
Eliot to treat for the Defendants came,
But Fairfax all his offers now refuſ'd,
Telling him they his patience had abuſ'd,
And that indeed he'l put them all to ſword,
Or burn them there: Yet doth recall his word,
And grant them with their lives to march away.
Thus of that Town to ground burn'd both parts lay
No houſe or harbour the poor Townſmen had,
Of Civil wars a ſpectacle moſt ſad.
Hence unto Bath, Fairfax directs his way,
Rich with his Forelorne did the Town aſſay,
Gaining ſome out-works, e're the General came.
But on theſe tearms Bridges doth yeild the ſame;
That he and his, in war-like poſture ſhould,
To Briſtol march; To Shearburn that ſtrong hold.
Next Fairfax came, of which being deny'd
His Mines, and Batteries, for a while he ply'd;
Vaine were his Mines, his Batteries do prevaile,
Making wide breaches, on they go, and ſcale
In furious wiſe; The Cannons while they plaid
Had the Defendants not ſo much diſmaid.
But Dives bids them fight, and lets them know,
In valour, their ſecurity all now
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Conſiſted: But the enemies on preſſe,
On every ſide the Caſtle they diſtreſſe;
Thoſe walls not able longer them to ſhield;
They beat a Parley, and on tearms do yeild.
☞ Briſtol before, the General next ſate down,
Boldly of Rupert doth demand the Town;
Yet e're the ſummons, Rupert ſallyed out,
And from the fired Suburbs beat their Foot?
But on again they come, the works down tear
With thundering ſhot, the Moats all filled were
With Faggots, then they force their bloody way
Up Ladders; and in ſpight of fate Diſplay
Their Colours on thoſe works, from whence they beat
The Royaliſts: Rupert makes his retreat
Into the Caſtle; but thus yeilds next day,
That Souldier-like he march with his away.
☞ Next the Fairfaxians before Dartſmouth came
To whom when Pollard had deny'd the ſame,
Incourag'd with ſucceſſes, on they go,
What walls or works can keep out ſuch a foe?
Hammonds Brigade firſt enter on the West
The Gate-Houſe, with mount Flagon ſoon poſſeſt,
Forward they go: Pride had like proſperous Fate,
Having now entred at the Northern Gate.
Through every ſtreet they force their bloody way,
Kingſworth alone, as yet did hold them play.
But as of blood they had been Prodigal,
Or ſcorn'd their lives, moſt furiouſly they all
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With mounted Ladders this ſtrong Fort aſſay.
Twelve murthering Guns at once upon them play
And numerous Vollies of dead wounding ſhot,
But mounts they'l raiſe of corps; rather then not
Now conquer: But all the Defendants tyr'd
With killing, theſe Conditions yet acquir'd,
Unto the Caſtle ſafe to march away.
Which Caſtle fiercely they aſſail next day,
The ſtorme ſo bloody the Defendants crave,
Their lives and liberties alone to have;
Which Fairfax Nobly grants. And marcheth hence
To Exeter: where wee his excellence
Shall leave a while, Cromwel and he now were
Parted; two Suns could not ſhine in one Sphere.
☞ On the Deviſes Cromwel firſt Deſignes,
The Governour his offers all declines,
Which made him on a deſperate battery fall
After a while down tumbling comes the wall;
And the Defendants a ſurrender make.
To Wincheſter Cromwel doth then betake
Himſelf, the Gates againſt him there are bar'd
To which his men affixing a Pittard
With other combuſtibles, burn them down,
And in deſpight make entrance on the Town.
The Caſtle, which to, the Defendants fled,
Is to ſome purpoſe by him battered,
That the within beſieg'd, for tearms do ſuo,
Which granted: Unto Baſing Cromwel drew
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His great Artillery, Batteries ſoon they make,
And then the Houſe to ſtorm they undertake.
Had all been Cromwells, had all thought upon out
A Crown, as he, ſure not more fiercely on
They could have gone: That houſe that had ſtood
Both many a ſiege and many a bloody bout,
By force they enter; The Defendants crave
Quarter alone, which Cromwel nobly gave.
But who the prize can value taken here,
Let's leav't to Cromwell; for we muſt: And hear
A while the exploits of the Scots. By this
Near Hereford arriv'd, Cannon-Froom is
The place, which firſt to ſtorme they do accord
Which they perform, putting the moſt to Sword
Within that houſe; to Hereford next came
Leaven with all his Mercenary traine.
Their lines they draw, Mounts raiſe, batter the wall
With thundering ſhot, imploy their Miners all
Under the ground, of Ladders ſtore provide;
Yet by all this, not one whit terrify'd
Are the Defendants. Mines they counter-mine,
Their battered walls, with earth they counter-line:
On the Beſiegers often ſallying out,
Many they kill; oft put whole Guards to rout.
But when the Louns heard how the King drew near
They quit their fiege and North-ward march forfear.
Hereford-ſhire of theſe Scotch gueſts may rue,
Their curſes even to this day them purſue.
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☞ The King this while imbodied had of Horſe,
With ſome Dragoons, no Deſpicable force;
And late to Worceſter advancing near,
Even at his name, the Scots had fled for fear
From Hereford: From hence the King went Eaſt,
And here and there ſome enemies ſuppreſt.
At Huntington arriv'd, the Town he won,
Some put to ſword at entrance, then we come
By Cambridge; and ſo unto Oxford went.
After a while the King is fully bent
Weſt-Cheſter's ſiege to raiſe; thither we go,
Skirted ſtill in our marches by the foe.
At length on Routon-Heath, Weſt-Cheſter near
Arriv'd we make a holt; Pointz doth appear,
After a while, and boldly doth aſſail,
Our now imbattail'd Horſe: who ſhall prevail
Is dubious for a while. Hot the diſpute,
At length they flye, we follow, in purſute
Many are tane and kill'd; but in our Rear,
Louthian and Jones do ſuddenly appear,
With a freſh party, both of Horſe and Foot
Drawn from the ſiege; Pointz Rallies, wheels about
As ſoon as e're their ſignal Cannons play.
Our Front and Rear at once they do aſſay
With a fierce charge; Ours did what men could do
But in concluſion with the numerous foe
O're preſſ'd, we fly: many of ours they kill
And numbers take, Churches with theſe they fill.
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Where Hunger-ſtarv'd they keep them to repent,
And grow Religious (as the Parliament.)
The King with hundreds more from this ſad fight
Arriv'd at Cheſter, where we lodge that night.
Then into Wales again take our recourſe.
After a while ſome two Brigades of Horſe
Conveen'd we had, near Welbeck we divide
Our forces. Part do with the King reſide,
And part march North with Digby; our deſign
Was Forces with Montroſſe for to combine,
Who at Kilſithe in Scotland lately beat
The Covenanters, with a grand Defeat.
☞ Forward we go paſſe Ferry-Bridge, and then
At Shearburn are oppoſ'd by Collonel Wren,
Whoſe Regiment of Horſe, we put to rout
Surprizing there too, nigh a thouſand Foot
With all their arms, many we put to ſword.
'Twas but ſmall reſt our Quarters did afford;
For while our men parting their prizes were,
Many freſh bodies of their Horſe appear,
Whom Copley did command: ſtraight out we drew
With courage great on one another flew;
Sharpe was the charge, Copley's own Regiment
Had cauſe indeed this meeting to repent.
Routed to purpoſe, many of them dyes;
But in concluſion, with their freſh ſupplies
O're-powr'd we are; turning our backs, we fled
Our Priſoners and our prize relinquiſhed.
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Three hundred Horſe, Digby's Coach, Letters, Cook
A Counteſſe, with five Collonells here they took.
Carnaby, and Sir Richard Hutton ſlain.
To Skipton ward we fly, when we attain
That Garriſon, we find them there in fight,
Near to the Town, our preſence did affright
The enemy; making them run; before
Who were well nigh victorious; full a ſcore
Of them we took and ſlew: Digby goes on,
(After ſome reſt) but Browne fell him upon
On Carliſle Sands, and put his men to rout,
Many were tane, ſome ſlain too, at this bour.
To Workington Digby and Langdale poſt,
Whence to the Iſle of Man the Seas they croſt.
And thence for Ireland do their voyage take.
☞ Newark about, the King this while did make
His reſidence, where to his diſcontent,
Amongſt his Officers moſt eminent
A ſad Diſcention fell, reſolves they make,
Their King in's greateſt need for to forſake.
But hence the King (ſadden'd at this in heart)
With ſome few Horſe for Oxford did depart,
Whom Pointz met by the way, they joyne in fight,
The Royaliſts o'repower'd are put to flight,
And forc't to ride for't now to ſave their lives.
But while the King at Oxford ſafe arrives
In perſon, Pointz before Belvoir diſplaies
His Troops, with Sword and Piſtoll, then aſſaies
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The place to ſtorm, firſt the out works they win
The Barns and Stables; putting all within
Unto the Sword; but dear his victory coſt,
For many of his Troopers here he loſt.
When ſome months more the Caſtle out had held
Proviſion's failing, Lucas was compel'd
To yeild: His tearms in ſouldier-like array,
That he with his for Leichfield march away.
☞ We left Weſt-Cheſter by her foes oppreſt,
Who now the ſuburbs had by ſtorm poſſeſt,
Their Mines and Batteries ſtrenuouſly they ply'd.
Nor yet impunely did their men recide,
Before the Town, oft Byron wonderous ſtout,
With execution on them ſallied out.
Many attempts of fatal conſequence
Unto the King, the ſiege to raiſe from hence
Were made: the firſt deſign unfortunate,
Was by the King to Routon-Heath of late.
Then Vanghan with at leaſt two thouſand went
This ſiege to raiſe: Mitton and Jones are ſent
Againſt him, near to Denby both parts met;
In a like Order both their battels ſet,
With equal fury charge: Many there dye,
But in the end the Royaliſts do fly,
Loſing, at leaſt, a thouſand of their men.
Dayes had not paſſed above nine or ten,
Ere noble Aſton in the enterprize,
Was met near Sturbridge, in this fight there dyes
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Many of both parts; for both ſtoutly fought,
But at the length ſafety, alas! was ſought,
By flight on Aſton's ſide, wounded was hee,
And Priſoner to th' inſulting Enemy.
From Litchfield, Worceſter, Ludley, Bridge-north,
Then the Lord Aſhley draws ſome Forces forth;
To Cheſter-ward wee march, but our deſign.
Was with ſome Iriſh Forces to combine;
Which Combination Mitton did prevent,
So, nought effected, back again wee went.
Now of releif all expectations void,
Many within for want of Food Deſtroy'd.
The City ſuffering under miſeries great,
On tearms of yeilding, Byron's forc'd to treat.
Though Brearton had the Town now at his will,
What tearms hee grants, hee nobly did fulfill,
A ſhame to thoſe who often falſifi'd
Thoſe Articles, they had pre-ratifi'd.
The Herefordians Warrants did direct
Into the Country, unto this effect,
To bring in men, their Froſt-congealed Moats
To break; Morgan this hears, in ruſtick Coats
Suborns a party: Thither doth them ſend,
Ruſticks to bee themſelves they do pretend,
And fall to work, long ere the break of Day,
At length the Guard, theſe for admittance pray,
Pretending they ſtore of Tobacco had,
The Guard admits them (of the news full glad)
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But being in they fall upon the Guard,
Their Ambuſcado's near, their Signal heard,
(For Birch did with ſome Fire-locks lurke hard by,
And Morgan with a thouſand Horſe) theſe fly
O're the Draw-bridge, which now they found let down,
And in an inſtant do ſurprize the Town.
☞ Fairfax wee left for Exeter intent,
(For to this Siege both hee and Cromwel went)
Pouth-rain to them ſurrendred is: and then
On Boats of Bridges, over Ex their men
They march; incloſe the City on each ſide,
To Waller then this ſiege they do confide,
And march themſelves for Cornwall; by the way
At Torrington, Hopton and Digby lay:
At ſight of the Fairfaxians they Draw out,
Charge, put the Rebells Forlorn unto Rout,
But on their Army comes, Hopton is beat,
Who through the Town, doth with ſome loſs retreat.
The Enemy purſue, the Town they take,
Then to the Church (not for Devotion ſake)
They haſte, for there was Hoptons Magazin,
But by a train (many of them within)
Of Powder, eighty Barrels fired were.
This blaſt the Timber, and the lead did tear
Off from the Church; and for their Men made way,
Elijah-like (as Peters then did ſay)
In this ſame fiery Chariot, Heaven to mount,
But ſurely Peters ly'd on this account,
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For in a ſin-like Witch-craft, they were ſlain,
Their mangled bodies tumbling down again.
But while this Dreadful Stratagem doth take,
Afurious charge Hopton and Digby make,
Upon the fear-ſurprized Enemies,
Many of whom in this confuſion Dies;
And then for Cornwall do their party lead,
Hopton i'th Thigh, Digby ſhot in the Head.
Fairfax purſues, to Lamiſton come near,
Baſſet did quit the Town; the Prince doth hear
Theſe tidings, and Pendennis doth forſake,
Then to the Iſle of Scylly him betake.
Capel, Culpepper, Hide attend his Grace,
With many more Commanders: In this ſpace
Goring that did that Army left command,
On Fairfax Summons, yeilds for to Disband
Upon ſome tearms: Himſelf the Seas then croſt,
Thus the whole Weſt to the Fairfaxians loſt.
In Tryumph they return to Exeter,
With thundering Vollies welcom'd here they are,
And ſtraight this Summons unto Berkley ſent,
To yeild what hee commands incontinent,
Or to expect nothing but fire and ſword.
Hopes of releif all void, hee doth accord
To treat, and then upon ſome tearms doth yeild.
☞ From ſeveral holds Aſhley had Drawn to field,
About three thouſand gallant Horſe and Foot,
With theſe from Litchfield, by Bridge-north about
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To Worceſter wee came; a Seige hard by
Wee raiſ'd; into a Church ſome Rebels fly,
Leaving ſome Cannons which wee ſoon poſſeſt.
The Church wee enter, earneſtly requeſt
Thoſe in the Steeple, Quarter for to take,
But they refuſing, under them wee make
A mighty fire, and leave them there to burn,
Or break their necks; to Bramiard wee return,
And ſo do march about, but our Deſign,
Was with ſome Horſe, our ſelves for to combine
At Farrington, and ſo an Army make,
At length our marches thither-ward wee take.
☞ Morgan and Brearton follow in our Rear,
Whom for to fight, at Stow inforc'd wee were;
For having Skirmiſh'd with them there that night,
When the ſwift houres induce the morning light,
Of Horſe and Foot their Bodies wee Diſcry.
Our General ſaid, Souldiers, let's nobly Dye
Or Conquer now, 'tis baſe to turn, and fly,
This will bring ſhame, or elſe Captivity,
The other fame: the Kings condition's low,
To raiſe it, let's our hands and lives beſtow.
Suppoſe his Majeſty ſtood you before,
And did your utmoſt courage now implore;
Suppoſe, as Forlorn Priſoners now of Warr
Led all wee were, by the proud Conquerer
To naſty Gaols; there ſcorn'd and Hunger ſtarv'd,
And might from all theſe miſeries bee preſerv'd
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By Valour: nay, ſuppoſe they ſhould Decree,
That wee ſhould hang'd bee for our Loyalty;
(For they of Loyalty can Treaſon make,
If wee bee vanquiſh'd) rather courage take,
And theſe by a more noble Death prevent.
This ſaid, with reſolution on wee went,
As ſcorning wounds and death, up to the face
Of th' Enemy: Piſtols are fir'd a pace,
Some of their Bodies ſoon wee put to rout.
Nor with leſs Gallantry on went our Foot,
Levelling their thick-vollied ſhot ſo well,
That numbers of the Enemy there fell.
Indeed both Horſe and Foot had here expreſt
Such bravery, as the Enemy confeſt,
Their number, not their Valour won the Day.
Lucas did here, there Vaughan did aſſay
Freſh parties: while that theſe wee Diſſipate,
Hydra-like ſhee new Heads repullulate.
At length our Foot the Enemy ſurround,
Our Horſe ore-power'd inforc'd are to give ground,
And after to inlarge to open flight,
Some fifteen hundred tane were in this fight,
'Mongſt whom our General, who aloud did ſay,
Your work's now done, put up your ſwords & play,
For now no Army had the King on field.
Dennington to the Foe, ſtout Bloys doth yeild
This while: Barnſtable alſo they poſſeſt,
Ruthen, and Woodſtock too: Now from the Weſt
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Comes Fairfax, before Oxford doth ſit down,
Which hitherto block'd up had been by Brown.
To take the King Fairfax did think to have
The Glory: but the King doth him deceive,
Who in diſguiſe, Oxford, alas! forſook,
And to the Scots at Newark Siege betook
Himſelf: the Scots having receiv'd the King,
From Newark riſe, him to New-Caſtle bring.
Five months 'gainſt Newark had the ſiege now laid,
Fiercely the Town oft times had been aſſai'd;
Sand-fort the Scots had now ſome time poſſeſt,
Th' Engliſh and they in their attempts, conteſt
Who ſhould moſt active bee; Granado's ſtore
Shot on the Town; their thundering Cannons roar
Againſt the Caſtle, Houſes down are burn'd,
Sinite and Trent are from their Channels turn'd,
And nothing unattempted for to win
The Town: No whit leſs active, thoſe within
Make many ſallies bold upon the Foe.
The Quarters of the Scots ſometimes into
They fall, with fire and ſword: ſometimes they try
Roſſiter, Pointz, or Copley's Gallantry,
At every ſally ſlain are more or leſs,
Each enterprize was Growned with ſucceſs,
On the Defendants part: but Fatal ſtill
Th' Aſſaillants to, his Majeſty doth will
Bellas to yeild: And Tearms concluded are,
Then to the North the King and Scots repair,
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Where (ah! good King) with this perfideous crew,
Wee leave him, Southern actions to review.

Finis Libri Septimi.
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The Contents.The Royal Gariſons diſtreſſ'd much are,
The Scots the King do ſell: The ſecond Warr.
Horton doth Poyer, and Lang-horn both defeat,
The London and the Kentiſh Forces beat.
Barwick and Carliſle, Langdale doth ſurprize:
Duke Hamilton's ſucceſleſs enterprize.
The Kirk, late Cromwels Foes, with him now ſide.
Colcheſter tane: Cromwels curſ'd Regicide.

WEe that from Stow (routed of late) had fled,
In diverſe Holds are now beleagured,
With Sieges cloſe the Enemies diſtreſt,
Even all thoſe Garriſons that wee poſſeſt.
Dudley againſt Brearton a while had laid,
Many Granado's on the Caſtle plaid:
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Of mines and batteries too, uſe hee did make,
When none of theſe, nor yet them all would take,
Leviſon doubting of releif doth yeild.
☞ Not yet our hopes on no grounds did we build,
Wee did preſume that the Kings preſence might,
The Scots into an underſtanding right,
Of theſe late bloody differences induce.
Wee did preſume the Iriſh might take Truce
With one another, and their Forces bring
England into, for to aſſiſt the King.
Some hopes wee had too of Domeſtick Jarrs,
'Twixt Independents, and the Presbyters.
But all our hopes and expectations fail'd,
With fire and ſword the Enemy aſſail'd
Bridg-north this while, not one houſe i'th high town,
(Except in rocks) but burned were all down.
The town (or rather now no town) thus won,
The leaſt part of their work they had not done,
For from the Caſtle oft wee ſallied out,
One Colour took, and put whole Guards to rout.
Scarce Piſtol ſhot a barn ſtood from the wall,
In which a Guard they kept, on this wee fall,
Kill ſome, beat out the reſt, and then return,
But firſt the Barn down to the ground wee burn.
The Church th' Aſſailants made their Magazin
For Powder, while Alarm'd they preſſed in:
A ſpark that from a lighted match did fly,
Their Powder fir'd, which ſacralegiouſly
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Rent off the Church the timber and the Lead.
Some ſcores blown blind, ſome ſcores ſtricken quite dead
Here of their men: thoſe that had burn'd the Town
Burn'd were i'th Church, and to the clouds up blown
Like fiery meteors down their bodies came,
Their cloaths and hair all in a ſmoaking flame.
Five hundred of their battering ſhot each day
Fiercely againſt our walls th' Aſſaillants play;
Of great Granado's too, full many a flight
They ſent into theſe walls, us to afright;
And in thoſe Rocks, their miners did imploy
Us in a blaſt, Sulphureous, to deſtroy,
As many of themſelves i'th Church late were.
But our Proviſions to an end grow near,
On tearms wee yeild, which tearms they falſifi'd,
Thoſe march on foot, who promiſe had to ride;
No Martial Law th' inſulting Foes regard,
Of recompence they think us quite debar'd.
Hence to the Scots many of us repair,
Who gave us words, made promiſes full fair,
But their performances, their mindes diſcry'd,
'Tis bad to truſt ſuch as wee have not try'd;
This wee may ſay, their dealing was with us;
Their words full fair, their acts perfideous.
☞ Though many a futious Battery, Bloody bout,
Couragiouſly Banberry had ſtood out
Her Foes, and famine now grow prevalent,
Needs muſt ſhee yeild, though much ſhee it reſent.
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The Valiant Byron was again immur'd
Within Carnarvan, where hee had indur'd
A Siege moſt ſharpe: by batteries, ſtorm, and mine
To win the place, the Enemies deſign:
But the Defendants anſwered each attempt,
With ſo much gall antry, as did exempt
All hopes the place to gain by violence.
But now proviſions fail, who can diſpence
With famine? thus ſtone-walls will penetrate,
This lean Pittard will break the ſtrongeſt Gate,
And make the ſtouteſt Champion condiſcend
To tearms; His Trumpet out doth Byron ſend,
With ſome propoſals of delivery,
Then to ſurrender next day doth agree.
Cloſe ſiege to Worceſter this while was laid,
But Waſhington diſpairing now of aid;
And for to yeild having the Kings command,
Not able long the Foe for to withſtand,
Begins on tearms for to Capitulate,
Then yeilds: even Oxford falls under the fate,
Of all the reſt of the Kings Garriſons.
Here Fairfax ſelf with all his Mirmedons,
Had laid ſome months, and done what in them laid
The place to force; Bat [...]ries moſt furious made,
And many deſperate bold attempts to ſcale,
Nor could their Mines, & great Granad's prevail.
Never was place with greater Gallantry
Defended, nor aſſail'd; The Enemy
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Thought it more Honour, Oxford to regain
By ſtorm, than all thoſe Holds they yet had tane;
Thoſe undertakings great, they did reveiw,
Accompliſh'd late; how o're the Works they flew
At Briſtol, Baſing, Dart-mouth, and elſe where,
And ſhall their fury bee reſiſted here?
What, ſhall this Town not yeild when they com­mand?
Shall this 'twixt them, & their grand triumph ſtand?
Nay, Cromwel knew it was the onely Town,
That interpoſ'd betwixt him and a Crown.
Rather than Oxford ſhall their hopes defer,
Rather than Gleman ſhall protract the War,
As many Pioneers they ſwear they'l bring,
As Oxford all ſhall into Iſis fling
With Spades: the City all to fire they vow,
Man, Woman, Childe, to put the ſword unto,
And e're of ſudden Conqueſt they will fail,
On one anothers ſhouldiers, mount and ſcale.
Not their attempts (though bold) much leſs their vants,
The valiant and reſolved Gleman dants,
Not only Oxford bravely hee Defends,
But often ſallying out, ſome hundreds ſends
Of theſe inſulting Foes to Erebus.
The Muſes proud to Mars propitious,
For Schollars now turn'd Souldiers ſtoutly fought,
And more by ſwords, then words, for honour ſought,
The Gown indeed did love the Royal cauſe,
Conſiſting with Religion and the Laws,
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Which life and limb they venter'd to maintain
Moſt bravely; what, Oxford by ſtorm bee tane?
They vow they'l rather on the works all dye,
Gleman doth therefore all their powers defie.
If Oxford yeild, hee muſt; conditions good
Hee'l have, or with the town reſign his blood.
Shall the Kings Fort, Metropolis, ſubmit
To tearms unworthy, not becoming it?
Firſt to worſe ſtraights, than e're hee yet indur'd
In Carliſle, in theſe walls hee'l bee immur'd,
Not onely Mice, Cats, Horſes, ſhall bee meat,
But Boots, and ſhooes, nay, Humane fleſh they'l eat.
Theſe brave reſolves inforce the Enemy,
On noble tearms, with Gleman to agree,
And Oxfords yeilded: the two Princes are,
Rupert and Morice ſhortly to repair
To forraign parts: The Duke of York muſt goe,
His noble Brother, and his Siſters to,
Now at St. Jameſes: For the Parliament
Had all the Royal Children up there pent,
Except the Prince who had eſcap'd their hand.
From Exeter of late they did command,
The youngeſt Daughter thither to bee brought,
What thei'l do with them divers things are thought
Let Royaliſts pray, and preſage the beſt,
This abſent is a ſafety to the reſt.
☞ But whither doth my wandering Muſe digreſs,
Than Articles, the Roundheads nothing leſs
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Perform: this the Oxfordians fully finde.
Wallingford is to Fairfax too reſign'd,
Though Blague the place moſt nobly did defend,
But who 'gainſt ſwords and famine can contend?
This place like others muſt ſubmit to fate.
☞ Litchfield the next comes to capitulate
On tearms: here valiant Tinſley plaid his part,
Not all their Force, not all their Miners art,
Not all their Batteries and Granado's great
Prevail; at every ſtorm, they off were beat
With loſs, and ſhame enough; the Moats were fil'd,
With bodies of th' Aſſailants in them kil'd.
This place by ſtorm had been twice tane before,
Which did th' Aſſailants animate the more
To bold attempts; but ſo they anſwered were,
That no more Ladders did they dare to Rear,
But cloſe laid in their trenches and the town,
But now proviſions wonderous ſcarce are grown
Within; that Horſe-fleſh they begin to eat,
Neceſſity Tinſley inforc'd to treat
With th' Enemy, and now to yeild the place.
☞ Of all our Garriſons Ragland the Grace,
And honour had, even out the laſt to hold,
Nor the Old Marqueſs this ſurrender would,
For all that Morgan with his Force could do,
(Though much hee did) Fairfax arriv'd here now
The Marqueſs tels; as good tearms hee would give
If they ſhall yeild: So none of them ſhall live
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Refuſing: Life and Death ſtood in his power,
Expecting anſwer once within an hour.
The Marqueſs to this Summons doth reply
In time; nor did hee Fairfax quite deny;
After ſome intercourſe of Letters ſent,
The houſe is yeilded: Out the Souldiers went
With Colours flying, and their Drums did beat,
All arm'd in Martial furniture compleat.
Having ſome miles march'd in this Gallantry,
Of Horſe and Arms, they make delivery
To Fairfax, the Triumphant Conquerer.
☞ The mercenary Scots mony prefer
Before their King; hee's ſold to th' Parliament,
And from New-caſtle firſt to Holmby ſent.
☞ The King had not long been here reſident,
Before five hundred Horſe the Army ſent,
Which him ſurprize, and then to Hampton-Court
Do with their Prize (or Priſoner) next reſort.
Thus though a King indeed bee in diſtreſs,
'Tis valu'd much, his perſon to poſſeſs.
Here of acceſs though friends admitted were,
Perhaps, their projects that the King might fear
The leſs; yet ſome gave him an intimation,
'Gainſt him of a reſolv'd aſſaſſination,
Therefore in a moſt dark tempeſtuous night,
Hence he's inforc'd to his life-ſaving flight.
Though thus theſe Harpey's Talents hee evade,
By th' imprudence alas! hee is betraid
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Of Berkley and Aſhburnham, to the hands
Of Hammond, who the Iſle of Wight commands,
Where moſt of that ſad time hee yet ſurviv'd,
Hee's kept of worldly comforts quite depriv'd.
☞ But out again moſt fiercely breaks the War,
Poyer and Laughorn for the King declare,
Confeſſing they Deluded had been long.
The Cavalliers conjoyn, potent and ſtrong
They grow at Pembrook; Chepſtow do ſurprize,
Rout and kill Fleming: but with freſh ſupplies,
Of well arm'd, and well ordered Horſe and Foot
Comes Horton, fights them, to a total rout
Puts theſe unarm'd, ſcarce Marſhall'd Cavalliers.
Cromwell before Tenby then ſoon appears,
And falls to ſtorm, indeed ſo furiouſly,
That the Defendants ſoon for Quarter cry,
On mercy yeild: Pembrook and Chepſtow are
Surrendred too, to this proud Conquerer.
☞ The London Mutiners this while are quel'd
The General by, the Kentiſh men compel'd,
After the fight at Maidſtone to disband
Upon Black-heath: nor did the Eſſexians ſtand
To a field Fight, but into Colchester
Do fly, beſeig'd by Fairfax. Parties are
Combin'd at Kingſton upon Thames, and led
By Holland: whoſe deſigns diſcovered,
Roured they are to purpoſe, many tane,
And that young Lord ſtout Francis Villiers ſlain,
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Brother to Buckingham, who did eſcape,
Then to beyond Seas ſtraight himſelf betake.
☞ Langdale this while did in the North ſurprize
Carliſle, and Berwick; and with him do riſe
Many the Northern Gentry; whom unto
Advanceth the Scots Generaliſſimo
Hamilton, with his numerous Regiments.
Lilburn of Tinmoth alſo now reſents
Rebellion, and doth for the King declare,
But a ſhort time, for a Siege to prepare,
To him and his doth Haſleridge afford,
The place hee ſtorms, and puts them all to ſword.
The other Lilburn did this while ſurprize,
Some hundreds of brave Gallants who did riſe
Near Anwick for the King. To Apleby
Hamilton comes, Lambert and his do fly,
With ſome ſmall loſs o're Stain-more: but their way
To make through Lancaſhire the Scots aſſay
With Langdale: As they march they do declare,
The King from thrall reſolv'd to free they are.
But when the King heard who did thus ingage,
Succeſſeſs their deſign hee did preſage.
But Cromwel having Pembrook lately won,
And all his Weſtern work 'gainſt Poyer now don;
North-ward by expeditious Marches flies.
Lambert near Skipton with his Forces lies
Conjoyn'd, ten thouſand ſtrong upon the Scot,
Directly they advance, that fight was not
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Defer'd, whereof the King preſaged true,
And the Scots their ſad expedition rue.
Cromwel goes forward Lancaſhire into,
Near Preston his Forlorn ingage the Foe,
But e're the Scots will draw their Forces out,
Langdale's expoſ'd unto a total Rout,
Then charge the Scots thinking to bear away
The Victory, and ſole Glory of the Day,
But no ſuch facill thing it was to beat
Cromwel; the Scots are forced to retreat
Into the Town: Cromwels Horſe them purſue,
Soon clear the Streets, and numbers of them ſlew.
The Duke doth with a ſtand of Pikes maintan
The Bridge, till many of his men were ſlain,
And till the wiſh'd obſcurity of night,
Gave him advantage of a further flight.
With execution great purſu'd thoſe were,
Who fled to Lancaſter-ward: every where
Great heaps of ſlaughter'd Scots by th' way do lye.
To Wiggon-ward this night the Duke doth ſlye,
Yet a ſtrong Barn hee manned by the way,
This for a while Cromwels purſuit doth ſtay,
And did ſome execution on his Horſe,
But for to yeild on mercy they inforce
The Scots, who from them little mercy finde.
From Wiggon the third day, the Duke deſign'd
For Warrington: but by the way, of ground,
Having a plot moſt advantagious found,
[Page]
They make a ſtand: ſo fierce a fight maintain,
That Roundheads there are full a thouſand ſlain
In half a hour, the reſt reacy to flye.
At which Cromwel ride, up, aloud doth cry,
Come follow mee, and on himſelf then goes,
Leaping the Hedge t' amongſt the thickeſt Foes,
Of whom ſome hundreds on the place are ſlain,
And full two thouſand of them Priſoners tane.
The routed Scots ſtraight to the Bridgeward make,
The Duke with all his Horſe doth here forſake
His Foot; which at the Bridge delivered are,
With all their Arms, as Priſoners ſad of War,
By Bayley unto Cromwel, who did go
North-ward tryumphantly to meet Monroe.
☞ Hamilton to Nantwatch directly flies,
Againſt him every where the Country riſe,
At Uxiter Lord Gray doth him inforce
Himſelf to yeild, with nigh three thouſand Horſe.
Thus are his men all routed, tane, or dead,
And hee himſelf adjudg'd to loſe his head.
Heaven in their kinde the Scots repay now would,
Who ſold the King, by multitudes are ſold.
☞ Cromwel by this had Barwick bounds acquir'd,
Monroe for Scotland had again retir'd.
And the Kirk party do moſt Zealouſly,
The Dukes late expedition, curſe, decry.
At Edenburge they feaſt, applauſe, and ſtile,
Cromwel the man, who now could reconcile
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Their Differences; whoſe preſence, proweſs, wit,
Made the Malignant party now ſubmit.
For Lannerick and Monroe are forc'd t' agree
Now with Arguile, the Kirk, Presbytery.
With Cromwels part, but late Sectarians ſtil'd,
The Kirk's cemented, and freſh reconcil'd.
Thus Proteus-like the Kirk's even what you liſt,
An Hamiltonian or a Cromwelliſt.
☞ Barwick and Carliſle too delivered are
To Cromwel, who for England doth repair
Tryumphantly; Scarborough and Pomfret's won,
☞ Though the Colcheſtrians act what might be don
By art or valour, in their own Defence
Though with his Fleet, the Prince not far from thence
Hover'd at Sea, yet Famine doth prevail,
All expectations of releif them fail,
And yeild they muſt to Fairfax; whoſe Decree,
Was Liſle and Lucas ſhot to Death ſhould bee.
And thus in ſhort wee end the ſecond War.
☞ Cromwel his hopes no longer will defer,
Cobbet is ſent to Carisborough for the King,
To Hurſt, and then to Winſor they him bring.
☞ Of Juſtice an High Court they then erect,
A thing moſt unjuſt, horrid, theſe effect,
Their King arraign, condemn, and execute,
What Hell-hounds thus did Cromwels purpoſe ſuit?
What Judge durſt Sentence paſs ſo Impious?
Was there no Gods that had reſpect to us?
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Or to our King? what, will the powers Divine,
Their Vengeance from ſuch Miſcreants heads de­cline?
If ſuch acts irreligious ſhall go free,
Who will beleeve there's any Deity?
Or that theſe things ſublunary, at all
Under cognizance of the Gods do fall.
The Gods on Mortals can inflict no wrath,
Jove's but a fiction, and no thunder hath
Tiſiphone! there no ſuch Fury is,
Hell's but a fable and her Nemeſis,
No matter whether Heaven wee love or hate,
There's no ſuch place; all things are rul'd by Fate.
Ah! whether doth my paſſion mee tranſport,
Juſtice diſpenc'd will be from Heavens high Court,
On the High Court of Juſtice: blood for blood
Cryes out aloud, and will bee underſtood,
Revenge whereof although the Gods delay,
It's with more Fury, that they may repay,
Their Miſcreant Enemies, and make them know,
They have reſpect to things done here below.

Finis Libri Octavi.
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Users should be aware of the process of creating the TCP texts, and therefore of any assumptions that can be made about the data.
Text selection was based on the New Cambridge Bibliography of English Literature (NCBEL). If an author (or for an anonymous work, the title) appears in NCBEL, then their works are eligible for inclusion. Selection was intended to range over a wide variety of subject areas, to reflect the true nature of the print record of the period. In general, first editions of a works in English were prioritized, although there are a number of works in other languages, notably Latin and Welsh, included and sometimes a second or later edition of a work was chosen if there was a compelling reason to do so.
Image sets were sent to external keying companies for transcription and basic encoding. Quality assurance was then carried out by editorial teams in Oxford and Michigan. 5% (or 5 pages, whichever is the greater) of each text was proofread for accuracy and those which did not meet QA standards were returned to the keyers to be redone. After proofreading, the encoding was enhanced and/or corrected and characters marked as illegible were corrected where possible up to a limit of 100 instances per text. Any remaining illegibles were encoded as <gap>s. Understanding these processes should make clear that, while the overall quality of TCP data is very good, some errors will remain and some readable characters will be marked as illegible. Users should bear in mind that in all likelihood such instances will never have been looked at by a TCP editor.
The texts were encoded and linked to page images in accordance with level 4 of the TEI in Libraries guidelines.
Copies of the texts have been issued variously as SGML (TCP schema; ASCII text with mnemonic sdata character entities); displayable XML (TCP schema; characters represented either as UTF-8 Unicode or text strings within braces); or lossless XML (TEI P5, characters represented either as UTF-8 Unicode or TEI g elements).
Keying and markup guidelines are available at the Text Creation Partnership web site.
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