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FirM with tlu- liifl of povv'r, tliy barons led

Their tinft'l'd myrmidons to hunt for bread;

Dcftruaion mark'd their way, and all the ruin'd natives

fled.

So, wiien rich harvcfts wave o'er Egypt's foil,

Lociills feizc the golden fpoil;

O'er all the land the fable fquadrons fprcad,

And Nihis, flarting frorr' his oozy bed,

Shakes the terrific honours of his (hipping head.

Hail, monarch of the French from llav'ry freed;

No violence or filfehood thou flialt need

;

Keign, Lewis, in thy people's hearts, and be a king indeed.

IV.

Ye Britifli fouls of fineft mould,

Who, nol your country's woes alone,

But all mankind's alfliaions moan,

Whofe probity was never fold,

Could your benevolent and godlike zeal

Purge our corrupted commonweal ?

All ufelefs placemen drive away,

For whofe repofe flarv'd lab'rers pav
;

If the lair fabric Alfred rear'd

From Norman filth and rubbifli could be clcar'd;

Then Gaul and Britain, rival pow'rs, but kind,

In virtue rigid, and in arts refm'd.

Like two accomplini'd fillers, might delight mankind :
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