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IV.

O (hamc! O j^iiof! that earth

Should jrive inliumaii iiionfltTS birth !

E'en now, I)cf"ore my wakiiiir fves

The iorins of tyrants rife
;

Cortcz, whofc- heart the furies fearM,

Pizzaro, with a fiend-Uke frown,

AlmagroaJI with hJood befnicarM,

Their naked vitftims mowiiijr ijown :

But O ! what eye the fiirht i an brook

Of that infernal priert Di Luc,

Who eat his God, and, eating, fwore,

To roil in gold, and wade in goic ?

Fancy, (ioni hoi-rors turn away.

All Gallia's happy fliores beh >ld

;

Her gen'rous fons for freedom ]>ray,

And leave to vulgar fouls the thirft of gold.

V.

This is the great, aufpicious morn,

When Gaul performed her work divine

:

How many nations, yet unborn,

Shall inccn<c bring lo Freedom's flirine ;

Lutetia's ph. 'a, the land of virtue call,

And tell >
, demi gods wlio dwelt in GauJ

!
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