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Now crofs the flood, Mufe, ftretch thy roving flight,
And with green Orleans regale thy fight:

Orleans, the garden of the blue-eyed train,

Who wanton fport here €’er they feek the main.

Here corn and fruits, here herbage,¥ roots, and flow’rs,.

- Plenty, from her rich cornucopia, pours.

Be thankful {wains, Britannia’s conqu’ring {word,

Releas’d .you from your ancient fov’reign lord,

Beneath whofe {fway {mall tysants held the rod,

_Each, in conceit, {well'd to fome little god.
Then the poor pittance of the {canty {oil,

Hard earn’d, became the prowling tyrant’s {poil.
The tawdry lord lawlefs the lafh proud wields,

Lowly his back the peafant patient yields :

Such {cenes no more difgrace the yielding foil,

Safe is the produ& of the peaf\}mt’s toil—
Prote&ing laws alike to all extend,

Not lefs the poor-man’s than the rich-man’s friend;
Tenant and lord, noble and peafant, all,

Within their influence undiftinguifh’d fall.
Hence {miling peace and laughing plenty reign,
And gay content, feftive delights the plain.
Grateful, ye peafants, own your mended ftate,
And blefs, beneath a Georce, your better fate.
The peopled town next calls my wand’ring fight,
Whofc crofs-crown’d fpires the diftant eye invite;
But e’er the mufe thy arched gates pafs‘through,
Without the walls, ftill let her pleafe her view;
There make a lodgment on the covert-way,
Dut lct no {ecret mine her fieps betray; .-
She comes no foe thy ftreets with blood to fill,
Her oniy weapon is a grey-goofe quill :

With .

T e s tvsc L) - SRS A

|
4

[

e -

‘
o T T IR

e



