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By all the chiefs in Freedom’s battles loft :
By wife and virtuous ALFRED’s aweful ghott ;
By old Garcacus’ feythed, iron car,
That fwiftly whirling thro’ the walks of war,
Dafh’d Roman blood, and crufh’d the foreign throngs :
By holy Druids’ courage-breathing fongs ;
By fierce Bonpuca’s thield, and foaming fteeds ;
By the bold peers that met on Thames’s meads ;
By the fifth HExrY’s helm, and lightning {pear,
O LiserTY, my warm petition hear ;
Be Avsron flill thy joy ! with her remain,
Long as the furge fhall lafh her oak-crown’d plain !
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The Revenge of AMERICA.

By the Same.

HEN fierce Prsarro’s legions flew
O’er ravag’d fields of rich Peru,
Struck with his bleeding people’s woes,
Old India’s aweful Genigs rofe.
He fat on Andes’ topmoft ftone,

And heard a thoufand nations groan ;
For grief his feathery crown he tore,

Lo fee hy ge Prara foam with gore ;
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He broke his arrows, ftampt the ground,
To view his cities {moaking round.

What woes, he cry’d, hath luft of gold
O’er my poor country widely roll’d ;
Plunderers proceed ! my bowels tear,
But ye fhall meet deftruétion there ;
From the deep-vaulted mine fhall rife
Th’ infatiate fiend, pale Avarice !
Whofe fteps fhall trembling Juftice fly,
Peace, Order, Law, and Amity !
I fee all Europe’s children curft
With lucre’s univerfal tharft :
The rage that {weeps my fons away,
My baneful gold fhall well repay.
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The Dying INDIA N.

By the Same.

H E dart of Izdabel prevails! ’twas dipt

In double poifon I fhall foon arrive

At the bleft ifland, where no tigers {pring

On heedlefs hunters ; where anana’s bloom

Thrice in each moon ; where rivers {moothly glide,
Nor thundering torrents whirl the light canoe
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