AR G'UMENT.

The altions of Capac. A general invafion threatened
by the mountain favages. Rocha, the Inca’s Son, fent
20 offer terms of peace.  His embaffy. His adventure
with the worfbippers of the Volcano.  With thofe of
the ftorm on the Andes.  Falls in with the favage ar-
mies.  Charaller and [peech of Zamor, their chief.
Sacrifice of Rocha’s companions.  Death-fong of A-
zonto. War-dance. March of the favage armies
down the mountainsto Peru. Incan army meets
them. Battle joins, Peruvians routed by an e-
clipfe of the fun. They fly to Cufco.  Grief of Qel-
la, fuppofing the darknefs to be occafioned by the
death of ber fon Rocha.  Sun appears.  Peruvian
army affembles, and they difcover Rocka on an altar
in the favage camp.  They march in bafte out of the
city and engage the favages.  Exploits of Capac.
Death of Zamor. Recovery of Rocha, and fubmif-
Sfon of the enemy.
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Tue VISION or COLUMBUS.
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NOW, twice twelve years, the children of the
Beheld in peace their growing empire rife;  [fkies
O’er happy realms, difplay’d their generous care,
Diffufed their arts and footh’d the rage of war ;
Bade yon tall temple grace the favourite ifle,

The gardens bloom, the cultured valleys finile,

The afpiring hills their {pacious mines unfold,

Fair ftructures blaze, and altars burn, in gold,
Thofe broad foundations bend their arches high,
And heave imperial Cufco to the fky ;

From that fair {tream that mark’d their northern
Where Apurimac leads his lucid way, [fway,
To yon far glimmering lake, the fouthern bound,
The growing tribes their peaceful dwellings found ;
While wealth and grandeur ble(s’d the extended reign,
From the bold Andes to the weftern main.

When, fierce from eaftern wilds, thefavage bands
Lead war and {laughter o’er the happy lands ;
Thro’ fertile fields the paths of culture trace,

And vow deftrution to the Incan race.
While various fortune ftrow’d the embattled plain,
And bafiled thoufands ftill the frife maintain,
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The unconquer’d Inca wakes the lingering war,
Drives back their hoft and fpeeds their flight afar ;
Till, fired with rage, they range the wonted wood,
And featt their fouls on future {cenes of blood.
Where yon blue fummits hangtheir cliffs on high,
Frown o’er the plains and lengthen round the fky ;
Where vales exalted thro’ the breaches run,
And drink the nearer fplendors of the fun,
From fouth to north, the tribes innumerous wind,
By hills of ice and mountain ftreams confined ;
Roufe neighbouring hofts, and medirtate the blow,
To blend their force and whelm the world below.
Capac, with caution, views the dark defign,
From countle{s wilds what hoftile myriads join ;
And greatly ftrives to bid the difcord ceafe,
By proffer’d compadts of perpetual peace.
His eldeft hope, young Rocha, at his call,
Leaves the deep confines of the temple wall 5
In whofe fair form, in lucid garments dreit,
Began the facred function of the prieft.
In early yourh, ere yet the genial fun
Had twice fix changes o’er his childhood run,
The blooming prince, beneatk. his parents’ hand,
Iearn’d all the laws that fway’d the facred land ;
With rites myfterious® ferved the Power divine,
Prepared the altar and adorn’d the fhrine,

* The high prieft of the Sun was always one of the royal family ;
and, in every gencration after the firft, was brother to the king.
T'his office probably began with Rocha, as he was the firft who was
capable of receiving it, and as it was neccffary, in the education of
the prince, that he thould be initiated in the facred my ferics,
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Refponfive hail'd, with ftill returning praife,
Fach circling feafon that the God difplays,
Sooth’d with funereal hymns the parting dcad,
At nuptial feafts the joyful chorus led ;
While evening incenfe and the morning fong
Rofe from his hand ot trembled on his tongue.
Thus, form’d for empire, ere he gain’d the {way 3
To rule with reverence and with power obey,
Refle&t the glories of the parent Sun,
And fhine the Capac of his future throne,
Employ’d his ripening years ; till now, from far,
The diftant fields proclaim approaching war;
Infpired for attive fcenes he quits t}}c fhrine,
To aid the council or in arms to fhine.
Where the mild monarch courtly throngs enclofe,
Sublime in modeft majefty he rofe,
With reverence bow’d, confpicuous o’er the reﬂ:,,
Approach’d the throne and thus the fire addrefs’d :
Great king of nations, heaven-defcended fage,
Guard of my youth and glory .of my age,
Thefe pontiff robes, to my bleft brother’s hand
Glad 1 refign, and wait thy kind command.
Should war invade, permit thy fon to wield
The fhaft of vengeance through the untempted field:
Led by thy powerful arm, my foul fhall brave
The haughtieft foe, or find a glorious grave;
While our bold ranks a nobler toil demard,
1n one dread field o’erwhelm the brutal band,
N
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Pour to the mountain gods their wonted food,
And fhield thy realms from future fcenes of blood.
Yet oh, may fovereign mercy firft ordain
Propounded compatt to the favage train.
Fearlefs of foes, their own dark wilds I’ll trace,
To quell the rage and give the terms of peace,
"Teach the grim race to bow beneath thy fway,
And tafte the bleflings of the Power of day.
The fire return’d; My earlieft with you know,
To fhield from flaughter and preferve the foe,
In bands of mutual peace all tribes to bind,
And live the friend and guardian of mankind.
Should ftrife begin, thy youthful arm fhall fhare,
The toils of glory through the walks of war ;
But o’er thofe hideous hills, thro’ climes of fnow,
With reafon’s voice to lure the favage foe,
To ’fcape their fnares, their jarring {fouls combine,
Claims hardier limbs and riper years than thine.
Yet one of heavenly race the tafk requires,
Whofe myftic rites controul the etherial fires ;
So the footh’d Godhead proves to faithlefs eyes,
His fway on earth and empire of the fkies.
Some veteran chief, in thofe rough labours try’d,
Shall zid the toil, and go thy faithful guide ;
O’er dreary heights thy finking limbs fuftain,
"T'each the dark wiles of each infidious train,
Through all extremes of life thy voice attend,
In counfel lead thee or in arms defend.
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While three firm youths, thy chofen friends, fhall go,
To learn the climes and meditate the foe ;
That wars of future years their aid may find,
To ferve the realm and fave the favage kind.
Rife then, my fon, bright partner of my fame,

With early toils to build thy facred name

In high beheft, thefe heavenly tidings bear,

To blefs mankind and ward the wafte of war.

To thofe dark hofts, where fhivering mountains run,
Proclaim the bounties of our fire the Sun.

On thele fair plains, beneath his happier {kies,

Tell how his fruits in boundlefs plenty rife;

Fow the bright Power, whofe all delighting foul
Taught round the courts of heaven his ftars to rcll,
To all his earth-born fons hath kindly given

His nobleft laws the favourite grace of heaven ;
Bids every tribe the fame glad laws attend,

His realms to widen and his fanes defend,

Confefs and emulate his bounteous fway,

Ard give his bleffings where he gives the day.

Yet, fhould the gathering legions ftill prepare

The fhaft of flaughter for the barbarous war,

Tell them we know to tread the crimfon plain,
Ahd heaven’s bright children never yield to man.

But oh, my child, with fteps of caution go,

The ways are hideous and enraged the foe ;

Blood fains their altars, all their feafts are blood,
Death their delight and Darknefs reigns their God ;
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Tygers and vultures, ftorms and earthquakes fhare

Their rites of worfhip and their fpoils of war.

Should’ft thou, my Rocha, tempt their vengeful ire,

Should thofe dear relics feed a favage fire,

Deep fighs would heave thy wretched mother’s breaft,

The pale {un fink in clouds of darknefs dreft,

Thy fire and haplefs nations rue the day,

That drew thy fteps from thefe fad walls away.
Yet go; ’ts virtue calls; and realms unknown,

By thefe long toils, may blefs thy future throne ;

Millions of unborn fouls in time may fee

Tkeir doom reverfed, and owe their joys to thee;

While {avage fires, with murdering hands, no more

Dread the grim Gods that claim their children’s gore,

But, fway’d by happier {ceptres, here behold

The rites of freedom and the fhrines of gold.

Be wife, be mindful of thy realm and throne;

Heaven fpeed the labours, and preferve my fon.
Soon the glad prince, in robes of white array’d,

Call’d his urtendants, and the fire obey’d. :

A diamond broad, in burning gold impreft,

Fix’d the Sun’s image on his royal breaft;

Fair in his hand appear’d the olive bough,

And the white lautu* graced his beauteous brow.

Swift o’er the hills that lift the walks of day,

Thro’ parting clouds he tock his eaftern way ;

* The lauta was a cotton fri
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Height over height he gain’d, beyond the bound,

Where the wide empire claims its utmoft round ;

To numerous tribes proclaim’d the folar {way,

And held, through various toils, his wilder'd way.
At length, far diftant, thro’ the darkening {kies,

Where hills o’er hills in rude diforder rife,

A dreadful groan, beneath the fhuddering ground,

Rolls down the fteeps and fhakes the world around.

Columns of reddening finoke, above the height,

O’crcaft the heavens and cloud their wonted light;

From tottering tops defcend the cliffs of fnow,

The mountains reel, the valleys rend below,

The headlong ftreams forget their ufual round,

And fhrink and vanith in the gaping ground ;

The fun defcends—Wide flames with livid glare

Break the red cloud and purple all the air;

Above the gaping top, wild cinders, driven,

Stream high and brighten to the midit of heaven ;

Deep from beneath, full floods of boiling ore

Burft the dread mount, and thro’ the opening roar;

Torrents of molten rocks, on every fide,

T_ead o’er the fhelves of ice the fiery tide ;

Hills flide before them, fkies around them burn,

Towns fink beneath, and heaving plains o’erturn;

O’er diftant realms, the flaming deluge, hurl’d,

Sweeps trembling nations from the aftonifh’d world.
Meanwhile, at diftance, through the livid light,

A bufy concourfe met his wondering fight;



102 BIlO O K I11.

The prince drew near ; an altar raifed he view’d,
In form afurnace, fill’d with burning wood ;
There a fair youth in pangs expiring lay,

And the fond father thus was heard to pray.

*Receive, O dreadful Power, from feeble age,

This laft pure offcring to thy fatelefs rage,

Thrice has thy vengeance, on this hated land,

Claim’d a dear infant from my yielding hand ;

Thrice have thofe lovely lips the vi&im prefs’d,

And all the mother torn that tender breaft ;

When the dread duty fiifled every figh,

And not a tear efcaped her beauteous eye.

The fourth, and laft, now meets the fatal doom,

(Groan not, my child, thy Ged commands thee home)

Attend, once more, thou dark, infernal Name,

From yon far-freaming pyramid of flame ;

Snatch, from the heaving flefh, the expiring breath,

Sacred to thee and all the Powers of death;

Then, in thy hail, with fpoils of nations crown’d,

Confiane thy walks beneath the rending ground ;

No more on earth the imbowel’d flames to pour,

And fcourge my people and nv race no more.
ThusRochaheard ; and, tow’rd the trembling croud,

Turn’d the bright enfign of his beaming God.

* Itisa faft, that the different tribes of thofe mountain favages
vorfhipped the various objedts of terror that infeiied the particular
parts of the country where they dwelt; juch as florms, volcanoes
rivers, lake_s H an‘_l feveral beails and birds of prey ; and all wit'r:
this idea, that their forefathers defcended from the gods which they
worfhipped, .
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The affli&ed chicf, with fear and grief oppreft,
Beheld the fign and thus the prince addrefs'd.

From what far land, O royal ftranger, fay,

Afcend thy wandering fteps this nightly way ?
Com’ft thou from plains like ours, with cinders fired?
And have thy people in the flames expired ?

Or haft thou now, to ftay the whelming flood,

No fon to offer to the furious God ?

From happier lands I came, the prince return’d,
Where no red vengeance €’er the concave burn’d ;
No furious God difturbs the peaceful fkies,

Nor yield our hands the bloody facrifice.

But life and joy the Power delights to give,

And bids his children but rejoice and live.

Thou feeft o’er heaven the ail-delighting Sun,

In living radiance, rear his golden throne ;

O’er plains and valleys fhed his genial beams,

Call from von cliffs of ice the winding ftreams 5
While fruits and flowers adorn the indulgent field,
And feas and lukes their copious treafures yield ;
He reigns our oaly God; in him we trace

The friend, the father of our happy race.

L ate the lone tribes, cn thofe delightful fhores,
With gloomy reverence feived imagin’d Powers;
Till he, in pity to the roving race, [ peace.
Difpenfed their laws, and form'd their minds for
My heaven-born parents fcft the reign began,
Sent from his courts to rule the race of man,
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Unfold his arts, extend his bounteous {way,
And give his bleflings where he gives the day.

The wondering chief reply’d ; thy form and drefs
Proclaim thy lineage of fuperior race 5
And cur far-diftant fires, no lefs than thine,
Sprang from a God; and own a birth divine.

From that etherial mount, the fource of flame,
In elder times, the great avengers came ;

Where the dread Power conceals his dark abode,
And claims, as now, the tribute of a God.

This vi&im due when willing mortals pay,

His terrors leflen and his fires decay ;

While purer fleet regales the untainted air,
And our glad hofts are fired for fiercer war.

Yet know, dread chief, the pious youth rejoin’d,
Onc fovereign Power produced all human kind ;
Some Sire fupreme, whofe ever-ruling foul
Creates, preferves, and regulates the whole.

That Sire fupreme muft lift his radiant eye

Round the wide concave of the boundlefs {ky ;

That heaven’s high courts, and all the walks of men
May rife unveil'd beneath his careful ken.

Could thy dark Power, that holds his drear abode
Deep in the bofom of that fiery flood,

Yield the glad fruits that diftant nations find ?

Or praife, or punifh, or behold mankind ?

When the bleft God, from glooms of changing nighs
Shall gild his chambers with the morning light,
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By myftic rites he’ll vindicate his throne,
And own thy fervant for his duteous fon.
Meantime, the chiefreply’d, thy cares releafed,
Share the poor relics of our fcanty feaft ;
Which, driven in hafty rout, our train fupply’d,
When trembling earth proclaim’d the boiling tide.
They fared, they refted ; till approaching morn
Beheld the day-ftar o’er the mountain burn ;
The rifing prince an altar rear’d on high,
And watch’d the [plendors of the orient {ky.
Wheno’er the mountain flamed the fun’s broad ray,
He call’d the hoft his facred rites t’ effay ;
Then took the loaves of maize, the bounties brake,
Gave to the chief and bade them all partake ;
The hallowed relics on the pile he placed,
With tufts of flowers the fimple offering graced,
Held to the {un the image from his brealt,
Whofe glowing concave all the God exprelt ;
O’er the dry’d leaves, the trembling luftre flies,
And thus his voice afcends the liftening fkies.
O thou, whofe fplendors kindle heaven with fire,
Great foul of nature, and the world’s dread fire,
If e’er my father found thy fovereign grace,
Or thy bleft will ordain’d the Incan race,
Give thefe lone tribes to learn thine awful name,
Receive this offering and the pile inflame :
So fhall thy laws o’er thefe wide bounds be known,

And earth’s unnumber’d fons be happy as thine owr.
O
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Thus pray’dthe prince, the kindling flames afpire;
The tribes furrounding tremble and retire,
Gaze on the wonder, full conviction own,
And vow obedience to the genial Sun.

The Inca now his farther courfe defcry’d,
A young cazique attending as a guide,
O’er eaftern cliffs purfued the wilder’d way,
W here loftier champaigns meet the fhivering day ;
Saw timorous tribes in thefe fublime abodes,
Adore the blafts and turn the ftorms to Gods.
Each blackening cloud, that thunders thro’ the fkies,
Claims from their hands a human facrifice.
A while the youth, their better faith to gain,
Strives, with his ufual art, but ftrives in vain;
In vain he pleads the mildnefs of the fun,
In thofe cold bounds where chilling whirlwinds run:
Where the dark tempefts {weep the world below,
And load the mountains with eternal fhow.
The fun’s bright beam, the fearful tribes declare,
Drives all their evils on the tortured air ;
He draws the vapors up the eaftern fky,
That fail and centre tow’rd his dazzling eye;
Leads the loud ftorms along his midday courfe,
And bids the Andes meet their {weeping force ;
Builds their bleak fummits, with an icy throne,
To fhine through heaven a femblance of his own ;
Hence the dire.chills, the lifted lawns that wait,

And all the fcourges that attend their ftate,
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Seven toilfome days, the virtuous legate ftrove,
To focial joys their favage minds to move ;
Then, while the morning glow’d ferenely bright,
He led their footfteps to an eaftern height ;
The world unbounded, ftretch’d beneath them, lay,
And not a cloud obfcured the rifing day.
Broad Amazonia, with her ftar-like ftreams,
In azure dreft, a heaven inverted feems ;
Dim Paraguay extends the aching fight;
*Xaraya glimmers, like the moon of night ;
The earth and fkies, in blending borders, ftray,
And {mile and brighten to the lamp of day.
When thus the prince; What majefty divine !
What robes of gold ! what flames around him fhine !
There walks the God! his ftarry fons on high
Draw their dim veil, and fhrink behind the fky ;
Earth with furrounding nature ’s born anew,
And tribes and empires greet the gladdening view.
Who can behold his all-delighting foul
Give life and joy, and heaven and earth controul ?
Bid death and darknefs from his prefence move—
‘Who can behold, and not adore and love ?
Thofe plains, immenfely circling feel his beams,
He greens the groves, he filvers o’er the fireams,
Swells the wild fruitage, gives the beaft his food,
And mute creation hails the genial God.

* Xaraya is a large lake in the country of Paraguay ; and is the
fource of the river Paraguay.
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But nobler joys his righteous laws impart,
To aid the life and mould the focial heart,
His peaceful arts o’er happy realms to fpread,
And altars grace with pure celeftial bread ;
Such our diftinguifh’d lot, who own his fway,
Mild as his morning ftars, and liberal as the day.
Iis unknown laws, the mountain chief reply’d,
In your far world, your boafted race may guide;
And yon low plains, that drink his genial ray,
At his glad fhrine their juft devotions pay.
But we, nor fear his frown, nor truft his fmile ;
IIe blafts our forefts and o’erturns our toil ;
Our bowers are bury’d in his whirls of fnow,
Or {wept and driven to fhade his tribes below.
Even now his mounting fteps thy hopes beguile ;
He lures thy raptures with a morning finile ;
But foon (for fo thofe faffron robes proclaim)
Black ftorms fhall fail beneath his leading flame,
Thunders and blafts, againft the mountain driven,
Shall fhake the tottering tops & rend the vault of heaven
He fpoke; they waited, till the afcending ray,
High from the noon-tide, fhot the faithlefs day ;
When, lo! far-gathering, round the eafrern fkies,
Solemn, and flow, the dark-red vapors rife ;
Full clouds, convolving on the turbid air,
Tove, like an ocean to the watery war.
The hoft, fecurely raifed, no dangers harm,
They fit unclouded, and o’er-look the ftorm ;
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While, far beneath, the fky-borne waters ride,

O’er the dark deep and up the mountain’s fide ;
The lightning’s glancing wings, in fury curl’d,
Bend their long forky terrors o’er the world ;
Torrents and broken craggs, and floods of rain,
From fteep to fteep, roll down their force amain,

In dreadful cataradls; the crathing found  [ground.
Fills the wide heavens and rocks the fmouldering
The blafts, unburden’d, take their upward courfe,
And, o’er the mountain-top, refume their force :
Swift, thro’ the long, white ridges, from the north,
The rapid whirlwinds lead their terrors forth ;
High rolls the ftorm, the circling furges rife,

And wild gyrations wheel the hovering fkies;

Vatft hills of [now, in fweeping columns driven,
Deluge the air and cloud the face of heaven ;
Floods burft their chains, the rocks forget their place,
And the firm mountain trembles to its bafe.

Long gazed the hoft; when thus the ftubborn chief,
With eyes on fire, and filI’d with fullen grief,
Behold thy carelefs God, fecurely high,

Laughs at our woes, and fails the heavens in joy ;
Drives all his evils on thefe feats fublime,

And wafts his favours to a happier clime:

Sire of that peaceful race, thy words difclofe,
There glads his children, here affli¢ts his foes.
Hence ! {peed thy courfe! purfue him where heleads;
Left vengeance feize thee for thy father’s deeds,
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Thy immolated limbs affwage the fire

Of thofe curft Powers, which now a gift require.
The youth, in hafte, collets his fcanty train,

And, with the {un, flies o’er the weftern plain,

The fading orb with plaintive voice he plies,

To guide his fteps and light him down the fkies.

So, when the moon and all tke hoft of even,

Hang, pale and trembling, on the verge of heaven,

While ftorins, afcending, threat their nightly reign,

They feck their abfent fire, and fettle down the main.
Now, to the fouth, he turns his tedious way,

Where tribes unnumber’d on the mountains ftray ;

And finds, collecting, in a central plain,

From all the hills, a wide-extended train.

Of various drefs and various form they fhow’d ;

Fach wore the enfign of Lis local God.

From eaftern fteeps, a grifly hoft defcends,

O’er whofe grim chief a tyger’s hide depends :

The tufky jaws grin o’cr his fhaggy brow,

The eye-balls glare, the paws depend below ;

From his bored ears contorted ferpents hung,

And drops of gore feem’d rolling on his tongue.
From northern wilds, dark move the vulture-race ;

Black tufts of quills their fhaded foreheads grace;

The claws extend, the beak is oped for blocd,

And all the armour imitates the God.

The *condor, frowning, from a fouthern plain,

Borne on a ftandard, leads a numerous train :

* The Condor is fuppofed to be the largeft bird in the world.
His wings, from one extreme to the other, 2re inid to meaturc twen-
ty-four feet ; and heis able to carry a man in his clutches,
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Clench’d in his talons, hangs a warrior dead,
His long beak pointing where the fquadrons tread ;
His wings, far-ftretching, cleave the whiftling wind,
And his broad tail o’erthades the hoft behind.
From other plains, and other hills, afar,
The affembling tribes throng dreadful to the war ;
Some wear the crefted furies of the fnake,
Some fhow the emblems of a ftream or lake;
All, from the Power they ferve, affume their mode,
And foam and yell to tafte the Incan blood.
The prince, incautious, with his train drew near,
Known for an Inca by his drefs and air.
Sudden the favage bands to vengeance move,
Demand their arms and chace them round the grove;
His fcattering hoft in vain the combat tries,
While circling thoufands from their ambufh rife ;
Nor power to ftrive, nor hope of flight remains,
They bow in filence to the viftor’s chains.
When, now the gathering fquadrons throng the plain,
And ecboing fkies the rending fhouts retain ;
Zamor, the leader of the tyger-band,
By choice appointed to the firft command,
Shrugg’d up Lis fpotted {poils above the reft,
And, grimly frowning, thus the croud addrefs’d :
Warriors, attend ; tomorrow leads abroad
Our facred vengeance for our brothers’ blood.
On thofe fcorch’d plains forever muft they lie,
Their bones ftill nzked to the burning fky ?
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Left in the field for foreign hawks to tear,

Nor our own vultures can the banquet fhare.

But {oon, ye mountain Gods, yon dreary wefl
Shall fate your vengeance with a nobler feaft ;
‘When the proud Sun, that terror of the plain,
Shall grieve in heaven for all his children flain ;
O’er boundlefs fields our flaughtering myriads roam,
And your dark Powers command a happier home.
Mean while, ye tribes, thefe men of folar race,
Food for the flames, your bloody rites fhall grace :
Each to a different God, his panting breath
Refigns in fire; this night demands their death :
All but the Inca; him, referved in flate,

Thefe conquering hands ere long fhall immolate,
To that dread Power that thunders in the fkies,
A grateful gift, before his mother’s eyes,

The favage ceafed ; the chiefs of every race
I.ead the bold captives to their deftined place ;
The fun deflcends, the parting day expires,

And earth and heaven difplay their fparkling fires.
Soon the raifed altars kindle round the gloom,
Anrd call the viétims to the vengeful doom ;

Led to the fcene, in fovereign pomp they tread,
And fing, by turns, the triumphs of the dead.
Amid the croud, befide his altar, ftood

The youth devoted to the tyger-God.

A beauteous form he rofe, of princely grace,

The only hope of his illuftrious race ;
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His aged fire, through numerous years, had fhone,

The firft fupporter of the Incan throne ;

Wife Capac loved the youth, and graced his hand

With a fair virgin, from a neighbouring band ;

And him the joyous prince, in equal prime,

Had chofe t” attend him round the favage clime.

He mounts the pyre ; the flames approach his breath,

And thus he wakes the canticle of death.

O thou dark vault of heaven ! his daily throne,

Where flee the abfent glories of the Sun ?

Ye ftarry hofts, that kindle from his eye,

Can you behold hint in the weftern fky ?

Or if, unfeen, herefts his radiant head,

Bencath the confines of his watery bed,

When next his morning fteps your courts inflame,

And feek on earth for young Azonto’s name,

Then point theie athes, mark the fmoky pile,

And fay the hero {uffer’d with a fmile.

So fhall the avenging Power, in fury dreft,

Bind the red circlet o’er his changing veft,

Bid dire deltruction, on thefe dark abodes,

Whelm the grim tribes and all their favage Gods.

But oh! forbear to tell my ftooping fire,

His darling hopes have fed a coward fire:

Why fhould he know the tortures of the brave ?

Or fruitlefs forrows bend him to the grave ?

And may’ft thou ne'er be told, my anxious fair,

What rending pangs thele panting vitals tear;
P
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But, blooming ftill, the impatient with employ
On the blind hope of future fcenes of joy.

Now hafte, ye ftrides of death, the Power of day,
In abfent flumbers, gives your vengeance way ;
While fainter light thefe livid flames fupply,
And fhort-lived thoufands learn of me to die.

He ceafed not fpeaking ; when the yell of war
Drowns all their death-fongs in a hideous jar;
Round the far echoing hills the yellings pour,
And wolves and tygers catch the diftant roar.
Now more concordant all their voices join,

And round the plain they form the lengthening line ;
When, to the mufic of the difmal din,

Indignant Zamor bids the dance begin.

Dim, thro’ the thadowy fires, each changing form
Moves like a cloud before an evening ftorm ;
When, o’er the moon’s pale face and ftarry plain,
The fhades of heaven lead on their broken train;
The mingling tribes their mazy circles tread,
Till the laft groan proclaims the victims dead ;
Then part the fimoky flefh, enjoy the feaft,

And lofe their labours in oblivious reft.

Now, when the weftern hills proclaim’d the morn,
And falling fires were fcarcely feen to burn,
Grimm’d by the horrors of the dreadful night,
The hofts woke fiercer for the diftant fight ;
And, dark and filent, like a thadowy grove,

The different tribes beneath their ftandards move
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But round the blifsful city of the fun,
Since the young prince his foreign toils begun,
The prudent king collefled, from afar,
His numerous hofts to meet the expected war.
The various tribes, in one extended train,
Move to the confines of an eaftern plain ;
Where, from the exalted kingdom's utmoft end,
Sublimer hills and favage walks afcend.
High in the front, imperial Capac ftrode,
In fair effulgence like the beaming God ;
A golden girdle bound his fnowy veft,
A niimic Sun hung trembling on his breaft,
The lautu’s circling band his temples twined,
The bow, the quiver fhade his waift behind ;
Raifed high in air, his golden fceptre burn’d,
And hofts furrounding trembled as he turn’d.

O’er eaftern hills he caft his kindling eye,
Where opening breaches lengthen down the fky ;
In whofe blue clefts, wide, floping alleys bend,
Where annual floods from melting fnows defcend ;
Now, dry and deep, far up the dreary height,
Show the dark fquadrons moving into fight;
They throng and thicken on the fmoky air,
And every breach pours down the dufky war.
So when an hundred ftreams explore their way,
Down the fame flopes, convolving to the fea;
They boil, they bend, they urge their force amain,
Qwell o’er th’ obftrudting craggs and fweep thediftant

[ plain.
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Capac beholds, and waits the ceming thock,
Unmoved, and gleaming like an icy rock ;
And while for fight the arming hofts prepare,
Thus thro’ the files he breathes the {ou] of war,
Ye hofts, of every tribe and every plain,
That live and Bourifh in my father’s reign,
Long have your flocks and ripening harvefts thown
The genial {imiles of his indulgent throne ;
As o'er furrounding realms his bleflings flow’d,
And conqgrer’d all without the ftain of blood.
But now, behold yon wide-colle&ing band,
With threatening war, demands the happy land :
Bencath the dark, immeafurable hoft,
Defcending, fwarming, how the craggs are loft !
Already now, their ravening eyes behold
Your ftar-bright temples and your gates of gold ;
And to their Gods in fancied goblets pour, ,
The warm libation of your children’s gore.
Move then to vengeance, meet the whelming flood
-¢d by this arm and lighted by that God ; e ,
The firife is fierce, vour fanes and fields the prize
The warrior conquers or the infant dies. ’
] Fill’'d withhis fire, the hofts, in fquared array
Eye the dark legions and demand the affray ; ,
Their pointed arrows, rifing on the bow,
Loo.k up the fky and chide the lagging foe.

Fierce Zamor, frowning, leads the grifly train,
Moves from the clefts, and ftretches o’er the plain;
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He gives the fhrick ; the deep convulfing found
The hofts re-echo; and the hills arourd
Retain the rending tumule; all the air
Clangs in the confliét of the clathing war.
But firm, undaunted, as a fhelvy ftrand,
That meets the billowy furge, the fquadrons fiand ;
Bend the broad bew, in lengthier circuit {pread,
And fhowers of arrcws thicken heaven with fhade.
When each grim hoft, in clofer conflitt join’d,
Clench the dire ax, and caft the bow behind ;
Thro’ broken ranks fweep wide the rapid courfe,
Now fruggle back, now fidelong fway the force ;
Here, from grim chiefs is lopp’d the grifly kead ;
All gride the dying, all deface the dead ;
There, fcattering o’er the field, in thin array,
Man ftrives with man, and flones with axes play;
With broken fhafts they follow and they fiy,
And yells and groans and fhouts invade the {ky ;
Round all the plains and groves, the ground isftrow'd
With fever'd limbs and corfes bathed in blood.
Long raged the ftrife ; and where, on ecither fide,
A friend, a father or a brother died,
No trace remain’d of what he {Ilow'd before,
Mangied with horrid wounds ard fimrear’d with gore.
Now the Peruvians, in colleted might,
With one wide {weep had wing'd the favage flight ;
But heaven’s bright Splendor in his midday race,
With glooms unufual, veil'd his radiant face.
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By flow degrees a folemn twilight moves, [groves.
Browns the dim heavens and fhades the confcious
The obferving Inca views, with wild furprife,

Deep glooms on earth, no cloud around the fkies;
His hoft o’erfhaded in the field of blood,

Gored by his foes, deferted by his God.

All mute with wonder, ceafe the ftrife to wage,
Gaze at each-other, and forget their rage ;

When pious Capac, to the liftening croud,

Raifed high his wand and pour’d his voice aloud :
Ye chiefs and warriors of Peruvian race,

Some dire offence obfcures my father’s face;

What moves the Godhead to defert the plain,

Nor fave his children, nor behold them flain 2

Fly ! fpeed your courfe, and feek the diftant town,
Ere darknefs fhroud you in a deeper frown ;

The lengthening walls your {quadrons fhall defend,
While my fad fteps the facred dome afcend ;

There learn the caufe, and ward the woes we fear—
Hatfte, hafte, my fons, I guard the flying rear.

The hero fpoke; the trembling tribes abey,
While deeper glooms obfcure the fource of day.
Sudden, the favage bands colle&t amain,

Hang on the rear and fweep them o’er the plain ;
T heir fhouts, redoubling o’er the flying war,
Drown the loud groans and torture all the air;
The hawks of heaven, that o’er the field had fteod,
Scared by the tumult from the {cent of blood,
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Cleave the far gloom ; the beafts forget their prey,

And fcour the wafte, and give the war its way.
Zamor, elate with horrid joy, beheld

The Sun depart, his children fly the field,

And raifed his rending voice ; Thou darkening fky,

Deepen thy glooms, the Power of death is nigh;

Behold him rifing from his nightly throne,

To veil the heavens and drive the conquer’d Sun!

The glaring Godhead yields to facred Night ;

And all his armies imitate his flight.

O dark, infernal Power, confirm thy reign ;

Give deadlier fhades and heap the piles of flain :

Soon, the young captive prince fhall roll in fire,

And all his race accumulate the pyre.

Ye mountain vultures, here your vengeance pour,

Tygers and condors, all ye Gods of gore,

In thefe dread fields, beneath your frowning fky,

A plenteous feaft fhall every God fupply.

Rufh forward, warriors, hide the plains with dead ;

*Twas here our friends, in former combat, bled ;

Strow’d thro’ the wafte, their bloody bones demand

This fweeping vengeance from our conquering hand.
He faid ; and, high before the tyger-train,

With longer f{trides, hangs forward o’er the (ain,

Bends, like a falling tree, to reach the foe,

And o’er tall Capac aims a deadly blow.

The king beheld the ax, and with his wand,

Struck the raifed weapon from his grafping hand ;
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Then clench’d the falling helve, and whirling round,
Fei’d furious hofts of heroes to the ground :

Nor ftay’d, but follow’d, where the {quadrons run,
Fearing to fight, forfaken by the Sun:

Till Culto’s walls falute their longing fight,

And the wide gates receive their rapid flight.

The folds are barr’d, the foes, in fhade conceal’d,

L.ike howling wolves, rave round the affrighted field.

The monarch now afcends the facred dome,
Where the Sun’s image wore a faded gloom.
Thro’ all the courts a folemn fhade prevail'd,
And difinal groans hisliftening ear affail’d 5
Deep from an inner fhrine, the ftifled fighs
Breathe forth awhile, and thele fad accents rife.
Was it for this, my fon to diltant lands
Muft trace the wilds, amid thofe favage bands ?
And does the God ¢bfcure his golden throne,

In mournful filence for my flaughter’d fon ?

Oh, had his beam, ere that difaftrous day,

‘T'hat fnacch’d the youth fromthefe fond arms away,
Received my mounting fpirit to the fky,

‘T'hat fad Oella might have feen him die.
Vhere flept thy fhaft of vengeance, Q my God,
‘When tho'c fell tygers drank his facred blood ?
Did not the pious prince, with rites divine,

Feed the pure flame, within thy hallow’d fhrine ?
And early learn, beneath his father’s hand,

To fhed thy bleflings round the favour'd land ?
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Form’d by thy laws the royal feat to grace,

Son of thy fon, and glory of his race.

Where, deareft Rocha, refts thy beauteous head?
Where the rent robes thy haplefs mother made?

I fee thee, mid thofe hideous hills of now,
Purfued and flaughter’d by the favage foe;

Or, doom’d a feaft for fome infernal God,

Whofe horrid fhrine demands thy harmlefs blood.

Snatch me, O Sun, to happier worlds of light
No fhroud me, fhroud me, with thyfelf in night

Thou hear’it me not ; thou dread, departed Power,
Thy face is daik, and Rocha is no more.

Thus heard the filent king; his heaving heart
Caught all ker grief, and bore a father’s part.
The caufe, fuggefted by her tender moan,

That veil’d the midday fpiendors of the {un,
And fhouts infulting of the raging foe,

Fix’d him fufpenfe, in all the ftrength of woe.
A doubtful moment held his changing choice ;
Now would he footh her; half affumes his voice;
But greater cares the rifing wifh controul,

And call forth all his dignity of foul.

Why fhould he ceafe to ward the coming fate ?
Or fhe be told the foes befiege the gate ?

He turn’d in hafte ; and now the image-God,
High in the front, with kindling luftre glow’d :
Swift thro’ the portal, flew the hero’s eye,

And hail’d the growing Splendor in the fky.

Q@
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The thronging heft, now brightening at the fight,
Pour round the dome, impatient for the fight ;
The chief, defcending, in the portal ftood,
And thus addrefs’d the all-delighting God.

O fovereign Soul of heaven ; thy changing face
Makes or deftroys the glory of thy race.
If, from the bounds of earth, my fon be fled,
Firft of thy line that ever graced the dead ;
If thy bright Godhead ceafed in heaven to burn,
For that loved youth, who never muft return ;
Forgive thine armies ; when, in fields of blood,
They lofe their ftrength, and fear the frowning God.
As now thy glory, with fuperior day,
Glows thro’ the field and leads the warrior’s way,
May our delighted fouls, to vengeance driven,
Burn with new brightnefs in the caufe of heaven ;
For thy flain fon fee larger fquadrons bleed,
W e mourn the hero, but avenge the deed.

He faid ; and, from the battlements on high,
A watchful warrior raifed an eager cry ;
An Inca white on yonder altar tied
Tis Rocha’s felf—the flame afcends his fide.

In fweeping hafte the burfting gates unbar,
And flood the champaign with a tide of war ;
A cloud of arrows leads the rapid train,
They fhout, they fwarm, they hide the moving plain ;
The bows and quivers ftrow the field behind,
And the raifed axes cleave the parting wind ;
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The prince, confeft to every warrior’s fight,

Infpires each foul and centres all the fight ;

Each hopes to fnatch him from the kindling pyre,

Each fears his breath already flits in fire :

While Zamor fpread his thronging fquadrons wide,

Wedged like a wall—and thus the king defied:

Hatfte! fon of Light, pour faft the winged war,

The prince, the dying prince demands your care ;

Hear how his death-fong chides your dull delay,

Lift larger ftrides, bend forward to the affray ;

Ere folding flames prevent his ftifled groan,

Child of your beaming God, a vi&im to our own,
He faid ; and raifed his fhaggy form on high,

And bade the fhafts glide thicker thro’ the fky.

Like the black billows of the lifted main,

Rolls into fight the long Peruvian train ;

A white fail, bounding, on the billows toft,

Is Capac, ftriding o’er the furicus hott.

Now meet the dreadful chiefs, with eyes on fire ;

Beneath their blows the parting ranks retire:

In whirlwind-fweep, their meeting axes bound,

Wheel, crathinair, and plough the trembling ground ;

Their finewy limbs, in fierce contortions, bend,

And mutual ftrokes, with equal force, defcend ;

The king fways backward from the ftruggling foe,

Colletts new ftrength, and with a circling blow

Rufh’d furious on ; his flinty edge, on high,

Met Zamor’s helve, and glancing, cleft his thigh.
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The favage fell ; when, thro’ the tyger-train,

The driving Inca fwept a widening lane ;

Whole ranks fall ftaggering, where he lifts his arm,
Or roll before him, like a billowy ftorm ;

Behind his fteps collecting legions clofe,

While, centred in a circling ridge of foes,
Hedrives his furious way ; the prince unties,

And thus his voice—Dread Sovereign of the fkies,
Accept my living fon, again beftow’d,

To grace with rites the temple of his God.

Move, warriors, mcve, complete the work begun,
Crufh the grim race, avenge the irjured Sun.

The favage hoft, that view’d the daring deed,
And faw deep fquadrons with their leader bleed,
Raifed high the fhrick of horror ; ali the plain
Is trod with flight and cover’d with the flain.

The bold Peruvians circle round the field,
Confire their flight and bid the relics yield :
While Capac raifed his placid voice again—

Ye conquering hofts, colle& the fcatter’d train ;
The Sun commands to {tay the rage of war,
He knows to conquer, but he leves to fpare.

He ceafed ; and, where the {avage leader lay
Weltering in gore, directs his eager way ;
Unwraps the tyger’s hide, and ftrives in vain
'To clofe the wound, and mitigate the pain;
And, while foft pity moved his manly breaft,
Raifed the huge head and thus the chief addreft.
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Too long, dread prince, thy raging arms withftood
The hofts of heaven, and braved the avenging God ;
His fovereign will commands all ftrife to ceafe,
His realm is concord, and his pleafure, peace ;
Tlus copious carnage, fpreading all the plain,
Infults his bounties, but confirms his reign.
Enough, ’tis paft—thy parting breath demands
The laft, fad office from my yielding hands.
To fhare thy pains, and feel thy hopelefs woe,
Are rites ungrateful to a falling foe;
Yet reft in peace ; and know, a chief fo brave,
When life departs, fhall find an honour’d grave ;
‘Thefe hands, in mournful pomp, thy tomb fhall rear,
And tribes unborn thy haplefs fate declare.

Infult me not with tombs, the favage cried,
Let clofing clods thy coward carcafe hide ;
But thefe brave bones, unbury’d on the plain,
Touch not with duft, nor dare with rites profane ;
Let no curft earth conceal this gorey head,
Nor fongs proclaim the dreadful Zamor dead.
Me, whom the hungry Gods, from plain to plain,
Have follow’d, feafting on thy flaughter’d train,
Me wouldft thou cover ? no! from yonder fky,
The wide-beak’d hawk, that now beholds me die,
Soon, with his cowering train, my flefh fhall tear,
And wolves and tygers vindicate their thare.
Receive, dread Powers, (fince I can flay no more)
My laft glad victim, this devoted gore.
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Thus pour’d the vengeful chiefhis fainting breath,
And loft his utterance in the gafp of death.
The fad remaining tribes confefs the Power,
That fheds his bounties'round the favourite fhore ;
All bow obedient to the Incan throne,
And bleft Oella hails her living fon.

T H
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Deftruétion of Peru foretold. Grief of Columbus. He
is comforted by a promife of a vifion of future ages.
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Tue VISION or COLUMBUS.

BOOK 1.

IN one dark age, beneath a fingle hand,
Thus rofe an empire in the favage land.

Her golden feats, with following years, increafe,
Her growing nations {pread the walks of peace,
Her facred rites difplay the pureft plan,

That €’er adorn’d the unguided mind of man.

Yet all the pomp, the extended climes unfold,
The fields of verdure and the towers of gold,
Thofe works of peace, and fovereign fcenes of ftate,
In fhort-lived glory, haften to their fate.

Thy followers, rufhing like an angry flood,
Shall whelm the fields and ftain the thrinesin blood ;
Nor thou, Las Cafas, beft of men, fhalt ftay
The ravening legions from their guardlefs prey.
Oh ! haplefs prelate, hero, faint and fage,
Doom’d with hard guilt a fruitle(s war to wage,
To fee, with grief (thy life of virtues run)
A realm unpeopled and a world undone.
While impious Valverde, mock of priefthood, ftands,
Guilt in his heart, the gofpel in his hands,
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Bids, in one field, unnumber’d {quadrons bleed,
Smiles o’er the {cene and fan&ifies the deed.
And thiou, brave Gafca, with thy virtuous train,
Shalt lift the fword and urge thy power in vain ;
Vain, the late tafk, the finking land to fave,

Or call her flaughter’d millions from the grave.

The Seraph {fpoke. Columbus, with a figh,
Caft o’er the haplefs climes his moiften’d eye,
And thus return’d : Oh, hide me in the tomb ;
Why fhould I live to view the impending doom ?
If fuch dread fcenes the fcheme of heaven compofe,
And virtuous toils induce redoubled waes,
Unfold nomore; but grant a kind releafe,

Give me, ’tisall 1 afk, to reft in peace.

Thy foul fhall reft in peace, the Power rejoin’d,
Ere thefe conflitting fhades involve mankind :
But nobler views fhall firft thy mind engage,
Beyond the bounds of this deftruflive age ;

Where happier fruits of thy unwearied toil,

Thro’ future years, and other empires, fmile.
Europe’s contending realms fhall foon behold
Thele fruitful plains and hills of opening gold ;
Fair in the path of thy adventurous fail,

Their countlefs navies float in every gale,

For wealth and commerce, fweep the extended fthore,
And load the ocean with the thining ore.

As, up the orient heaven, the dawning ray
Smiles o’er the world and gives the promifed day ;
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Drives fraud and rapine from their nightly fpail,
And focial nature wakes to peaceful toil

So, from the blazing mine, the golden ftore,
Mid warring nations, (preads from fhore to fhore,
With new ambition fires their ravifh'd eyes,

O’er fattious nobles bids the monarch rife;
Unites the force of realms, the wealth to fhare,
Leads larger hofts to milder walks of war ;

The golden feale, while rival ftates fufpend,
And princely powers their mutual aid extend ;
Wide o’er the world, while genius unconfined
Tempts happier flights and opens all the mind ;
Unbinds the flavith bands of monki(h lore,
Awakes the arts and bids the Mufes foar.

Then fhall thy northern climes their charms dif-
United nations there extend their fway ; [play;
O’er the new world exalt their peerlels throne,

And twine thy wreaths immortal on their crown.

Now lift thine eye. O’er Europe’s circling rounds,
Where kings contending claim their bordering
Behold in light, the nations lowly rife,  [bounds,
Like trembling vapours in the morning fkies.
Where thofe long fhores their diferent courfes run,
Round the dim nerth, and tow’rd the eaftern fun,
The naked harbours, looking to the main,

Unfold their bounds and break the winds in vain ;
The labouring tide no foreign treafure brings,
No floating foreft waves its canvals wings,
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No bufy throngs the lonely margin tread,

Nor fails nor cities caft a watery fhade :

Save, where, yon opening gulph the ftrand divides,

Proud Venice bathes her in the broken tides,

Beholds her fcattering barks around her ftrown,

And, fovereign, deems the watery world her own.

"The nations fierce, that local faiths enrage,

In caufelefs ftrife perpetual combat wage.

No martial fyftem claims the monarch’s care,

Nor ftanding legions guard the realm from war ;

Give general laws to nations, and reftrain

"The untemper’d rage of paffion’s lawlefs reign.
But the firm bondage of the flavifh mind,

Spreads deeper glooms and fubjugates mankind.

As the dark northern tribes, in elder times,

Drove every art from Europe’s cultured climes,

O’er ruin’d Latium fix’d their favage reign,

Mid towers o’erturn’d and learned millions flain ;

Thus, o’er the fame fair feats, with deadlier fhade,

Folly and zeal their fable enfigns {pread,

Send their cowl’d teachers every fe¢t to blind,

Stretch the deep mantle and fecure the mind,

‘Warn from the world, by Gallileo’s fate,

Each daring truth that boafts a modern date,

Suppart all crimes, by full indulgence given,

Ufurp the power and wield the fword of Heaven.
But fee, where future years their {cenes unroll,

And rifing arts infpire the venturous foul,
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Behold, from all the extended ceafts of Spain,
Unnumber’d, navies croud the whitening main ;
High o’er the weftern wave, in cloudly flight,
They ftream and leffen on the varying fight,
Dim thro’ the ifles and middle regions pour,
Furl the low fails, and fkirt the mafted thore.
From the long ftrand the moving loads behold,
The fparkling gems, and heaps of burning gold.
The fails afcend ; and, tow’rd their native day,
With heavier burdens win their arduous way.
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Now, from all coafts, that Europe’s realins furround,

See the long fquadrons o’er the billows bound ;

Thro’ Afric’s ifles, obferve the fweeping fails,

Full pinions toffing in Arabian gales ;

Indus and Ganges, deep in canvafs, loft,

And navies crouding round each orient coaft;

New nations rife to light, extend the toil,

Unfold their treafures, fhare the foreign fpoil,

Join diftant worlds, all climes and oceans brave,

And fhade with fheets the immeafurable wave.
While rival realms in greater works engage,

And wake the genius of a happier age ;

Their bounds enlarge, and mutual fafety fhare,

By leagues of peace and ftanding ftrength of war.

See lofty Ximines, with folemn gait,

Move from the cloifter to the walks of ftate,
Thro’ all the extended baronies of Spain,
Curb the fierce lords, and fix the royal reign.



