
Roll

Now crofs the flood, Mufe, ftretch thy roving flight,
And with green Orleans regale ýhy fight:
Orleans, the garden of the blue-eyed train,
Who wanton fport here e'er they feek the main.

Here corn and fruits, here herbageY roots, 'and flowrs.-
Plenty, from her rich cornucopià, pours.
Be thankful fwains, Britannia's conqu'ring fword,

Releas'd.you from your ancient fov'reign lord,
Beneath whofe fway fmall tyrants held the rod,

Each, in conceit, fwell'd to fome little god.
Then the poor pittance of the fcanty foil,

Hard carn'd, became the prowling tyrant's fpoiL
'irhe tawdry lord lawlefs the lafh proud wields,

Lowly his back the eafant patient yieldsP
Such fcenes no more difgracethe yielding foil,

Safe is the produâ of the peaËant"'s toil-
Proteding laws alike to all exté'nd,

Not lefs the poor-rnan"s than the rich-ina-nç Friend;
Tenant and lord, noble and peafant, al],

Within their influence- undiftinguifh"d fall.
Hence finifing peace and laughing plenty reign,

And gay content, feflive delights the plain.
Grateful, ye peafants, own your mended flate, IV
And blefs, beneath a GrORGE, your better fate.

The eolIed town riext calls my wand'ring figlit,p Ye invite;Whofe cl-ors-crown'd fpires the diftant. e î
But e'er t'le ii-iufe thy arched gates pafi*ihrôugll,.

"ýiw7lthout tile walls) ftill let her pleafe bèr view;
'rhý--;-e niak-e a Iodgni--.ýit on the covert-'ay,

Dut no inine her fleps betray;
coines no foc thy ftreets with blood to fill,

1-ler oil;,,- v-capon i3à a grey-goofé quill:
Wi'th


