AT THE ENGLISH ACADEMY,
CATHEDRAL-LANE,

(In a Salubrious Air and Rural Situation)

YOUNG Gentlemen are carefully inftructed in a regu-
lar Courfe of Englifh Literature, and fufficiently prepared
for the Counting-Houfe, the Army, or Navy.

The Englith Language is taught agreeable to the moft
approved Methods: a particular Regard being had to thofe
conftituent Parts, without which Oratory lofes its Luftre,
and Society has not thofe peculiar Advantages it other-
wile might. o

Parents will find a particular’ Advantage in fending their
Children fo an Academy, where a regular and approved,
' Plan of Education is laid down; by which, not only much
Time will be faved, but many unneceflary Expences re-
moved ; for while ihe Young Student is preparing for the
Univerfity, the Army, or Navy, he will have an Opportu-
nity of being initiated in the more polite Branches of Li-
terature, and, thereby, obtaining a Knowledge at an early
Age, that hitherto has been feldom acquired. -

As ove of the pernicious Indulgencies attending Schools, .
in general, is long Vacations; by which Boys not only
acquire an idle Habit that may be injurious through Life ;
but alfo may probably forget what they have already learned:
this Inconvenience Mr. Newland has obviated," by giving
but one Month during the whole Year. o

Mr. Newland could accomimodate Ten Boarders.—His

Terms, on Inveftigation, will be found reafonable’; and

~many Advantages will reflult to his Pupils from confining
himfelf to a limited Number, .

N. B. A Gentleman of Trinity-CcHegé will fuperintend
the Clafical Department.
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TO THE

Marquis TowNsHEND.

My LoRrbD,

SCARCE had the thought of a Dedi-
cation entered my mind, when the {fame
thought prefented your Lordfhip as the
proper Objeét of it. To whom, faid I
to Reafon, ought the Conqueft of Que-
bec to be dedicated? To whom, Rea-
fon inflantly anf{wered, but to him the
lufire of whofe eXplolts conftitutes
{fome of its moft confiderable beauties,
and without whom the very title it
bears had never been'in exiftence. The
end which authors in general propofe
to themfelves from dedications differs
widely from that propofed by the perfon
who offers this tp.your Lordfhip; the-
‘majority of them, confident of the merit
of their works, in expectation of fome
pecuniary reward, aim at immortalizing
the little-great ones whofe infignificance
had elfe configned them to eternal oblivi-
on. My aim, on the contrary, is to im-
‘mortalize a production deftitute of every -
a2 : merit,
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merit, but that of being addrefled to
your Lordfhip, by prefixing to it 2 name
already fure of immortality.

Should your Lordfhip find this Poem
animated by the leaft fpark of epic
fire, it is ewing to the greatnefs of your
own exploits, and of thofe of your de-
ceafed General, which infpired it, thould
it have none. AllTafk is, that the good-
nefs of my intentions may be admitted,
as fome palliation for its defects. How-
ever, let the future fortune of the pro-
dution be what it may, I fhall never
regret the undertaking, fince it has af-
forded me an opportunity of fubfcribing
myf{elf

, Your Lordfhip’s

moft devoted
humble fervant,

- HENRY MURPHY.

PREFACE. -
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E:RE I expofe the following fheets to the
cenfures of a hard judging world, I think my-
felf bound to fay fomething in defence of the -
rafhnels which firft engéged me in fo vaft an
undertaking ; as alfo to offer forething in way
of fpallié,tion for- the faults with which, beyohd' |
all doubt, it abounds. An adivity of mind,
which is ever a foe to a ftate of indoleng .firfk
difcovered to me the wearifomenefs of the fitu-
ation in whié_h fate has placed me; and this
fame ativity foon pfompted me to feek for
fome avocation, which might ferve to banifh
that‘gloomy melancholy which Nature feems to
have intended for the conftant companion of
this fituation. Such a fearch, in fuch circum-
ftances as mine, the reader may well fuppofe
muft have been attended with no inconfiderable
difficulties : the event was as might have been
expelted, - After having fent all my thoughts

out
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out on the purfuit, and after they had all re-
turned without fuccefs, I was at Iengt':h’_ con-
ftrained by neceflity to take up with that em-
ployment, which i§ ever the refource of the
unqualified for more vigorous avocations,
na1ne1y, that of rhyming; an employment
which experience foon informed me was the
one of all others moft levelled to my abiities,
as it depends lefs than any other on external

objelts. At firft thefe attempts were only
meant to amufe the hours as they paffed, but
accident, importunity, or fome other prevalent
motive which I cannot now recolle, fhortly
after expofed them to the infpeltion of a few
frie. 1s. Whatever I may have in future, I had
then nib caufe to regret this ftep. My little per-
formances, unfinithed as they were, met with the
approbation of their partial infpeltors; they
faid they were full of fire, that'in point of con-
ne&ion they had but few, if any faults, and
that they bore many marks of original genius.
Puffed up with the vanity that fuch flatteries
never fail to excite in yoﬁng' minds, it is natu-
ral to fuppofe I was not long in con’cludfﬁg_
mylelf a perfon whom Heaven had defigned for
{omething more than the circumftances of my

Gtuation
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fituation feemed at that time to indicate. I
will confefs my weaknefs ; I thought my friends
would not, deceive me, and of courfe I took it
for -gfanted that Nature had endowed me with
all the qualifications neceffary to the making a
good writer, fince, with very little affiftance
from books, I was already able to pleafe thofe
whom I confidered as cbnfummate judges.—
I caft my thoughts about to find a fubje& wor-
thy the fancied eminence of my abilities, and
immediately Epic Poetry became my choices
‘nor did I, till fatal experience had diffipated
the illufion which hurried me into this choice,
_”difcoverr that I had gone beyond my depth.
: Perhaps the worid may here cry out, it is
ﬁrange the fame modefty which then_ difco-
vered to me the folly of the undertaking, and
now induces me to acknowledge it, did not
then compel me to abandon a defign of which
even I myfelf dreaded the event. Perhaps the
“world may fay, and fay with juftice, that an
epic poem was an undertakmg fit only for an
"approved genius, one whofe works had been
long. crowned with the applaule of the public,
,and from the fplendour of whofe former fuc-
cefles great. thmgs might be expefted. To all

thefe
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‘thefe objeQions I cannot but affent, and yet I
truft T have ftill fomething to fay. in defence of
my purfuit of the plan I at firft laid down.—
During the time I had the choice of a fubjed
in contemplation, it occurred to my memory
that Gen. Wolfe was a chara&ter, the flighteft
mention of whofe exploits always threw me
into a kind of rapture, and the generally re-
ceived ‘notion that a fibjett with which the
mind is warmly engaged, never fails to- make
it compofe with energy, inftantly marked him
_for the hero of my intended performance. In
the firft fallies of this enthufiafm, I laid the
plan of an epic poem, publifhed propofals, and
promifed\ it to the public in the very form in
which I now fend it forth ; mnor did the difpro;
portion between my abilities and my intentions
~manifeft itfelf, until it was too late to recede.
Perhaps the world may here cry out, it could
never be too late to recede; perhaps it may
fay, it were better to have receded on the very
eve of publication, than to pefter the public
with a produllion fo puerile and fo crude, that
even the partiality of the author could not
avoid trembling for its fuccefs. But fhould
fuch be the fentiments of the world, its fenti-

ments
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ments differ widely from mine ; high as I prize
my fame, Ipraife the fanéity of my word ftll
higher, and rather than incur the imputation
of levity, by fuppreflingthe publication of a
work which I had folemnly engaged to publifh,
I would willingly forfeit all the little hopes
which I yet have of one day writing with fuc-
cefs, by-vending the vileft trafh that ever flowed
from the pen of a ballad-monger. Thus, ina
manner, compelled to drudge on in the hope-
lefs courle my inexperience had chalked out
for me, I now refolved to finith the work with
all poifible expedition, and to leave the reft to
fortune. In the profecution of this my inten-
tion, - I was confiderably affifted by my brother-
in-law, Mr. Abraham Newland, whofe gene.
rofity on this occafion led him to become
both my amanuenfis and revifer ; and to him
I cannot, even here, avoid making my acknow-
ledgnlents. —Backed by this powerful aid, I
have at length brought the work to the eve of
pu-bﬁcatioﬁ ; and, contrary to my moft fan-
guine hopes, the few fpecimens that, fince its
committal to prefs, have been diftsibuted among

my friends, ‘have met with their approbation ;
an approbation which pleafes me the more, as
b ' fome
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fome friendly cenfures with which they have ac-
* companied it, have given it the ftamp of impar-
tiality, as to its faults, which even felf-love cannot
but allow : T think, to the refleGion of a con-
fiderate reader, there muft of themfelves rife up
many excufes in their behalf. The difadvan-
tages of the author’s fituation, which muft ine-
vitably have fhut him out from the moft mate-
rial benefits of education; his total ignorance
of the rules of modern criticilm, the natural
confequence of the former ; but above all, the
repeated importunity of fublcribers, which have
laid him under a n/eceﬂity of publifthing the
work before he had time to polith it to his fatif-
faction, are fure moft powerful advocates. Now
to you, ye fage cenfors of literature, you whe
‘have ere@ed yourfelves into a kind of arifto-
cratic republic, punithing thofe who dare to
offend againit the majefty of your laws, by the
{everity of your cenfures, while you lavith on
their {ri& oblervers the rewards”of your ap-
plaufe; to you, I fay, before 1 take a final
leave, do I intend to offer up‘ a fhort addrefs,
but not, like moft of your fubjeéts, with’a_n‘
intent to fcoff at your authority and fet your
power at deflance, but rather, like a penitent
’ offender,



PR EF A C E vii
éﬁ’éndér, ‘pleading guilty, and relying on yout
mercy for forgivenefs : let me- then tafte the
fweet mﬂuence of this mercy, nor crufh by:the
rigour of your juftice the feeble efforts of one
who, though he fhould never have capability
to produce any thing to benefit mankind, -fhall
at leaft never attempt any thing that may tend
to their prejudice. But fhould’ the impulfe of
your philanthropy be fo flrong as to lay you
under an indifpenfable neceflity of difcovering
to me the faults into which I have fallen, Let-
ters directed to me are gentle vehicles which
cannot fail of anfwering all the purpofes of this
geherous‘intention, and that without furnith-
mg the illiterate part of mankind with ~weapons
with which their own ignorance could never
hive fupplied them, and which they would ne-
ver ufe againft me with the moderation that
you mlght have 1ntended in' an epiftolatory con-
veyance. You may, like'kind preceptors, point
out all the errors that have efcaped “my obfer-
vation, while I, like an attentive pupil, wili
liften to yo'{ﬁ" inftruétions, and endeavour to im-
prove. By public priits, what more could you
perform? But ‘while I think, to efcape the im-
putatlon of vanity, by thus béfeechmg the cri-

b2 tic
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tic world to look with an eye of compaffion on
my faults, perhaps thefe critics may be of opi-
‘nion that I incur this very imputation, by hav-
ing the prefumption to think a work fo imper-
fe@ as mine worthy even of their cenfures.—
Should this be a crime, it 1s a crime that ought
rather to be laid at the door of the partial
friends, who have flattered me into fuch a be-
lief, than at mine: Vth,ey told me it had fome
merit ; and it is not in the nature of felf-love
to difcredit fo agreeable an affertion. How-
ever, with all its faults, I now finally commit
it to the mercy of the public in general, and of
you, ye [age cenfors of literature, in particular,
‘promifing that, fthould my firt performance be
helped forward by the leaft fpark of your indul-
gence, I will, in fome future period, when I am
better qualified for the undertaking, endeavour
to produce fomething more worthy your infpec-
tion ; and befeeching that, when you are about
to pafs fentence on this prodution, you will
remember that on that fentence dcpénds the hap-
pinefs, fame, and future fortune of one whofe
ftruggles againft the feverity of his fate, are at
leaft intitled to fome refpedt.—o h

—Should you
fmile, it is poffible I may rife, but by youy:
frown I muft inevitably fall.
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BOOK THE FIRST

AFTER the ufual invocation of the Mufes, the
-{cene opens in the ethereal regions ;—the Deity, feated
on his throne, takes a furvey of the ftate of our nether
world ;—he fees many of its empires, particularly
Great-Britain and France, invoived in a dreadful war;
he enters into a conference with his Son to deter-
mine which of the belligerent powérs is beft intitled
to Divine Affiftance;—the election falls on Great-
Britain ;—the angel Raphael is difpatched to infpire
Pitt, prime minifter of England, with the refolution
of appointing General Wolfe to the command of the
army deftined for America ;—Raphael arrives at Lon-
don ;—he holds a difcourfe with Freedom, Pitt’s guar-
-dian goddefs, on the virtues and abilities of that ftatef-
még ;—he then executes his commiffion, and returns -
up \t-p Heaven ;—Pitt haftens into the prefence of the
Kihg ;—Ihe folicits him to appoint Wolfe to the com-
“mand of the army deftined for Quebec ;—the ‘Mo-
' narch
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narch confents ;—the ftatefman, returning home, meets
General Wolfe, and acquaints him with his fuccefs ,—-
he imparts to him fome advice on the condué necef-
fary to be purfued in his new office s— Wolfe hurries
from the prefence of the minifter, and flies to take
leave of his aged mother;—he then bids a laft adieu
to his intended bride, and fets forward for America.

BOOK THE SECOND.

THIS Book opens with fome refletions on the
fingularity of the Author’s fituation ;—it then pro-
ceeds to relate the arrival of the Britith armament in
the river St. Laurence ;—the fortrefs of Quebec and
‘the adjacent country defcribed ;—the Engiifh forces
‘difembark on the ifle of Orleans;—a catalogue of them
is given, as well as of thofe of France ;-—the Britifh
ofhicers meet in council;—they refolve to attack Point
Levy, previous to their invefting Quebec ;—Brigadier.
Moncton is appointed to the command of this expe-
dition ;—he makes himfelf mafter of the place by fur-
prize ;—batteries are ere€ed on the heights of Point
Levy, in order to bombard Quebec ;—after a long
and terrible cannonade, the town isalmoft entirely laid
in athes;—the French make an unfuccefsful attempt-
to diflodge Brigadier Mon&on 5—Gen. Wolfe, after é .
long hnr[mgue to his army, in which he endeavours to

imprefs
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1mprefs them with a firong fenfe of the importance of
the expcdmon in which they are embarked, conduéts -
them from the ifle of Orleans to the continent on the
north fide of the river St. Laurence 3 s—a fkirmifh en-
{ues ’between a party of Britith rangers and a body of
indians, auxiliaries to the French army ;—the Britifh
commander makes ufe of 2 variety of ftratagems, in
order to decoy the French army from the heights of
Mount-morency, where they are encamped, but with-
out effet ;—he calls a council of his principal officers,
in which it is determined to attack the enemy in theix

camp.

BOOK THE THIR D.
GENERAL WOLFE embarks thirteen compa-

nies of Grenadiers and a detachment of the Royal
Americans on 2 number of boats, in order to attack
the front of the enemy’s entrenchments;—a dcfcrin
tion of the pofture of the French army at the com-
mencement of the battle ;—the boats, under cover of
the fire of their fleet, fet forward for the place of
deftination ;—the French from all their lines oppole
them by a tremendous difcharge of artillery, yet,
through the marvellous conduct of their general, they,
after furmounting innumerable obftacles, at length
make good their landing ;—immediately, without al-

lowing
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ing themfelves time to draw up in order of Batt‘le,
they rufh on to the affault, but through their headlong
impetuofity, meet with a terrible repulfe ;—juft at
that moment a general and terrific difcharge of artil-

lery commences on all {ides ;—Wolfe, in front of ail .

the enemy’s fire, flies from rank to rank, ufing every
endeavour to rally his fhattered {quadrons;—he at
length once more reftores them to order; but juﬁ"éts
they are about to renew the attack, the fudden rife
of a violent tempeft, joined to the approach of night,
obliges them to retire ;—General Wolfe, ftung by the
bitternefs of difappointment, and overwhelmed by a
conftant round of fatigue, is thrown into a dangerous
fever, from which he is with difﬁculty recovered ;—
Montcalm, difconcerted by the unexpeftednefs of his
recovery, refolves on his affaflination ;—for this pur-
pofe e fuborns a creature of his own, named Ver-
donx, and Satagus, an Indian chief, who ferved as
an auxiliery in the French army ;—Verdonx attempts
to execute his barbarous commiffion, but is prevented
in the moment of the attempt by the generofity of
Satagus ;~—~Wolfe, through an ill-timed compaflion,
not only pardons Verdonx, but difmiffes himl with
marks of kindnefs ;—Satagus, enraged at the folly of
fuch a ftep, is alfo about to retire, but at length, with
great reluttance, fuffers him{élf to be prevaifcd on to
\ attend the genml to. his camp ;—here Wolfe endea-
TOurs to appeafa h'm, by cxpoﬁulatmg with him on

the
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the inhumanity of revenge ;—Satagus defcribes the
variety of fufferings to which his country had been
expofed, through the cruelty of the Europeans;—he
gives a detail of fome of his misfortunes, particularly
of the captivity of his wife and children by the Eng-
lifh, during his abfence on a hunting party ;—he ac-
counts for the rife of the war in 1755, and gives a
catalogue of the Indian nations that efpoufed the inte-
reft of France in its commencement. —

BOOK THE FOURTH.

" THE two friends ftill continué their difcourfe ;—

Satagus, at the requeft of Wolfe, explains the nature

of the Indian religion, and enters into a detail of the

virtues and principal military exploits of Sir William

Johnfon s—Wolfe, in his turn, gives a fuccinét hif-

tory of the Britith empire, fince its foundation j—he
afcribes the eternal enmity betwixt France and Eng-
land to three great caules, namely, the Norman Con-
que{’c the Reformanon, and the vicinity ‘of the French
to the Engh{h Settlements in North America ;—to
"gratxfy the curiofity of Satagus, he next accounts for
the origin of \arbxtrary governments—accounts for the.
‘vife of the arts and {ciences, and points out the ufes
to whxch they may be applied ;—he then relates the
manner in which America was firft difcovered by Co-
< lusnbus ;
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lumbus; the conqueft of Mexico by Cortes, and the
barbarities exercifed by him in that empire; the con-
queft of Peru by Pizaro; and the fettlement of the
Portuguefe, French and Englifh in America.

BOOK THE FIFTH.
GENERAL WOLFE commiflions Lefter, one of

the officers of his army, to go in queft of Tamina,
‘wife to Satagus ;—he calls a general aflfembly of the
principal commanders, as well of the army as the
navy ;—he declares to them his intention of attempt-
ing, by furprife, the heights which command Que-
bec ;—to this propofal all affent ;—the council breaks
up ;—the Britifh army draws off from the north fide
of the river St. Laurence, pafles that river, and en-
camps near Point Lev’y s—Lefter, proceeding on his
intended expedition, arrives at Nova Séotia, and there
meets with the object of his fearch;—he foon difco-
vers her to be the perfon of whom he is in queft,
and prevails on her to attend him to the Britifh camp,
without :;cquainting her with her good fortune ;—ithe
meets with Satagus ;—their meeting defcribed ;—Ge-
neral Wolfe, in the dead the night, embarks his
army from Point Levy, and by furprife makes himfelf
mafter of the heights of Abram s—he there draws up
his troops in order of battle; their order defcribed -

be
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he harangues his érmy on the criticalnefs of their fitu-
ation, and the' neceflity there is for the utmoft exer-
tions ‘of their valour ;—he has a difcourfe with Bri-
gadier Mon&ton, on the condu& he intends to purfue
during the continuance of the confli& ;—the proceed-
ings of the French, previoﬁs to the landing of the
Englith army, are next related ;—their generals meet
in council 3—a vioclent debate enfues be_twixf Mont-
calm and Vaudreuil, his fecond inm command ;—the
council breaks up in diforder ;—Montcalm retires to
reft, but is foon roufed by a report, that the Englifh
had poflefled thémfelves of the heights that command
the town;—at firft he treats the report with con-
tempt, but on being convinced of its authenticity,
pours from his camp with all his army, mounts up

the heights, and draws up his troops in battle array.

BOOK THE SIXTH.

THE two armies join battle in a moment ;—the
Britons, by the fuperiority of their fire, throw the
French into confufion, and oblige them to give ground;
—Mont'calm, enraged at their cowardice, flies from
rank to rank, compels his fhattered {quadrons to rally,
and once more leads them to the charge ;—the fight
recommences with redoubled fury ;—the French right,
led by Vaudreuil, by the redundancy of their num--

c2 bers
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bers furround the Britifh left, and feem on the point
of cutting them to pieces ;—Howe, who had taken poft
in a grove with his corps-de-referve, obferving the dan-
ger of his friends, fallies forth, charges the enemy in
the rear, breaks their lines, and drives them off the
fizld with a terrible {laughter ;—thrice do the French
make the fame attempt, and thrice are they repulfed
with like confufion ;—Satagus and Tamina mean time,
delivered from the obfervation of the Britifh army, re-
tire to reft beneath the fhelter of a growth of poplars;
Tamina, in her fleep, is affli¢ted with frightful dreams;
‘{he awakes, and relates them to Satagus ;—while Sata-
gus isendeavouring to allay her terrors, the thunders of
the battle are heard to commence,whereupon he inftant-
ly breaks from her arms to join the fight ;—Montcalm
for a moment withdraws from the combat, to dif-
courfe with Verdonx on the prodigies of the Englifh va-
lour ;—Verdonx, by his comimand, advances with his
corps-de-referve to the fupport of the French lines j—-
both generals harangue their armies;—both armies
charge with bayonets; and after feveral tremend-
ous fhocks, that of France is entirely broken, -

BOOK THE SEVENTH.

MONTCALM, almoft driven to' madnefs by this
unexpected defeat, exerts every defperate means to

compel
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compel the rally of his fquadrons ;—Wolfe flill drives
on and encreafes the rout;—Montcalm, difcovering
that all was loft, rufhes into the midft of the enemy’s
army in queft of their general ;—they meet, they fight,
and Montcalm is flain ;—Wolfe rejoins the tumult of
the fight; he receives two wounds, ;vhicll, left they
fhould damp the ardour of the battle, he endeavours
to conceal ;—he makes a {peech to Satagus,-cxpreflive
of his contempt of death and his attachment to‘the
intereft of \l\liS country ;—he receives a third wound
from the hand of Verdonx, and is carried fenfelefs
from the field ;—DBrigadier Monton, on being ap-
prized of the fate of his general, rufhes forwdrd in
purfuit of revenge, buit foon tharing the fame fate, is
rendered incapable of command ;—the command de-
volves on Brigadier Townfhend; he infpirits the troops,
and once more routs the French army, which had
rallied during the confufion confequent to the fall of
General Wolfe ‘—the French right wing, in hurrying
to their camp, are almoft entirely deftroyed, part by
the fWord, and part by being plunged into the river St.
Charles l,—thc‘left and centre make another ineffe¢tual
ftand in a wood, but are inftantly broken, and driven
in great confufion towards the town, with the lofs of
General Vaudreuil 3—Satagus, burning with venge-
ance for the fall of his chief, purfues and kills Ver-
donx clofe by the gates of Quebec, but is himfelf {lain
in endeavouring to rejoin his friends ;—the victory

being
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being now entirely complete, Brigadier Mon&on goes
in queft of his wounded general ;—he arrives at the:
place where he had lain fince his conveyance from
the ficld of battle, juft as he expired ;—the marvellous
manner of his death, and the effe& it produced on
Brigadier Town{hend and the army. '

BOOKXK THE EIGHTH.

WOLFE’s foul, as foon as delivered from its mor.
tal {hackles, is condulted by an angel up to the ethe- -
real regions ;—he is there received with the acclama-
tions of all the heavenly hofts, and declared worthy
to enter into their blifs;—God, to allay his anxious
apprehenfions for the fate of his native country, gives
him an infight into futurity ; he fhews him the prin-
cipal events that relate to the future fortune of Great-
Britain, the exploits of Admiral Hawke, General
Amherft, the Marquis of Granby, and Sir George
Bridges Rodney ;—he then indulges him with a view
of the virtues of the king deflined to fucceed the then
seigning monarch, the blefled ftate of the fhades of
ft posts in the celeftial realms, the ftate of their
critic adverfaries 5 and acquaints him how the fitua-
tion of all departed fouls are in fome way congenial
to their purfuits on earth.  After this long digreflion
the feene oncz mere opens in the vicinity of Quebec.

Tamina,



ARGUMEN T xix

Tamina, haftening to the field of battle in queft of
Satagus, finds him flain, and ftabs herfelf in the firfk
fallies of her defpair ;-—Townfhend begins the inveft-
ment of Quebec, but before the batteries have time
to open on the town, firuck with the terror of his
preparations, it capitulates ; —the humanity of Gene-
ral Townthend’s condu& in the proceedings confequent
to the furrender ;—the news of the conqueft of Que-
bec and the death of General Wolfe arrives in Eng-
land ;—the different effeéts produced by thefe two
pieces of intelligence on 'the I{ing, and Mr. Pitt in
particular, and on the nation in general ;—the man-~
ner of its receptionby General Wolfe’s mother and
intended bride.

THE
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CONQUEST or QUEBEC.

BOOK THE FIRST.

SING,‘hea'v’n'ly Mufe, how Britain’s thund’ring arms,
Wide thro’ the earth fpreﬁd round their dire alarms 5
How to Q’ebec {hc fent her conqu'ring train,

* And there for ever cru{h’d the Gallic reign: _
How Wolfe arofey call’d forth at Heaven ] command
To pour her fury on the gmlty land,

Still curs’d " Ambition’s ‘conftant-foe to prove,

But fofter Virtue w1th patérnal love ;

Then, if thy voice can reach the mournful themc,

Sing his laft triumph in’ the fields of fame,

Sing how keen ardour urg’d his foul to dare

The flaming terrors of deﬂr&&we war,

Hurried by glory onward ‘how" he drove,

‘While worid’ring angels view ’d him from above ;
it Death’s dim curtain feal’d his clofing eyes,

- And fatclvd his bright perfections to the fkies.

A But
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But firlt, oh heavenly Maid, whofe boundlefs eye '

Sees, at one glaflce, thro’ all eternity,
Invok’d, proclaim, what caufe, what hand divine
In Pitt’s great foul, infpir'd the vaft defign;
“What time his care had crufh’d foul faction’s band,
And drove internal feuds from off the land ;-
- For civil difcord, long with wild uproar,
Had breath’d loud tumult round the ftruggling fhore 3
Long had foul faltion fhook the tott’ring {tate,
And plung’d her jarring fons in dire debate 3
Long had wile ftatefmen, blind to Nature’s laws,
For felfith ends, betray’d the public caufe ;
Long had their wiles the feeds of difcord fown,
And plung’d, in endlefs broils, the guiltlefs throne.
Then was the land hem’d round with dire alarms,
Then did difgrace o’ertake the Britith arms,
“Thick on all fides her foes with fury {pread,.
Before their wrath her tremb]mg armies fled ;
Wide thro’ the earth their conqu’ring rage they bore,
And fhook with dire defeats the Britith fhore:
But when great Pitt, call'd forth by Heaven, arofe,
With gen’rous éare, to footh his country’s woes,
Reviving virtue wak’d at his command,
And rank corruption {funk beneath his hand;
Around the throne truth fhone ferenely bright,
And call’d the monarch’s virtues into light;
TilPd with new ftrength, then all the realm took fire,
Fierce, on the foe, (he fprung with kmdlmg ire,

On
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On every fide fhe crufh’d the fons of Gauf;,
And in one gen’ral rout involv’d them all's
Wide, thro® the globe, her thuhd’ring arms refound,,
Dreadful they rage o’er all the world around r
Thro’ earth’s extremes her conquering navies rofl,,
And firetch her tow’ring fame from pole to pole.
Hence learn, Britannia, learn, from hence, no more;,
With favage jars, to rend thy facred fhore;
Think how fierce Gaul o’erwhelm’d yourtroops in fight;,
‘When civil broils unnerv’d your tett’ring might 5
Then think how foon you crufh’d her dire alarms;.
'When heav’nly union edg’d your conqu’ring arms 5
Think with what joy proud Gallia’s. realm furveys,.
Around your throne the torch of difcord blaze ;
"Think when thy fons by fa&ion’s pow’r o’erthrown,
Beneath fome tyrant’s fway fhall helplefs groan 5
Shall pond’rous fall in dire confufion hurl’d,
And, in her fall, invelve the tott’ring world ;,
How Gallic pride uncurb’d by Britith force,.
Will {fpurn all bounds, refiftlefs in her courfe,
Bear down all laws, blot out fair Freedom’s name;,
And quench, fof‘evcr, that feraphic flame..
Then rife, Britannia, rife €’er haughty Gauli
Shall ftand exulting o’er thy dreadful fall ;.
Rife ¢’er that day bids civil difcord ceafe,.
And lull thy facred ifle in endlefs peace ::
Thien perch’d aloft, let all-afpiring France-
Fierce, on thy fhore, with barbarous rage advance;.

V A2 Let:
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Let vain Iberia rear her threat’ning form,

And fwell with thund’ring threats the gath’ring ftorm;
Let falfe Batavia plod in friendfhip’s cloak,

And murder millions at an impious ftroke ;

Thy dauntlefs fons, fecure in union join’d,

Shall bid defiance to the world combin’d.

Now thro’ the goat the fun his chariot wheels,

And gilds, with orient beams, the fouthern fields,
‘When, high above the folling, ftarry height,
Heav’n’s God, encircled with eternal light,

Down from the bright the pure ethereal {ky

Bends, to creation’s works, his awful eye;

Thro’ Heav’n’s expanfion wide his glory fpread;
Vaft tides of glory roll around his head :

Admiring angels, bafking in the blaze,. .

Mzake Ileav'n rve-echo with eternal praife,

¥hite, on his right, in milder pomp fhone forth,
The bright effulgence of his offspring’s worth ;
"Thro’ all his face according virtues fhine,

And gild with gentlef rays the realms divine.

Thus high enthron’d above all heav’nly height,
Thro’ the vaft univeife he fends his. fight,

Where {funs on funs in fplendid order rife,

And pour refulgence thro’ the glit’ring fkies

Far o’er the reft in luftre Phaebus fhone,

Six vivid planets roll around his throne,

Which, from his influence, all their vigour claim,

And drink exiftence from his pregnant beam.
The
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The Pow’r Supreme beholds, with hafty glénee,
Each ftar that fparkles thro’ the vaft expanfe 5.
But when our earth falutes his awful éye,
In fix’d attention hangs the thoughtful fky;
‘With tender care he views our ceéfelef§ guilt,
And fighs in forrow for the blood we’ve fpilt.;
Now thro’ the earth his awful fight he fends,.
And all the ways of men attentive Kens;
From clime to clime his fearching eye-balls rdl]’,
And dart o’¢r every land from pole to pole:
The Pruflian fields a dreadful fcene difclofe,
A dreadful landfcape ! big with human woes..
Wide from all parts beneath the circling fkies, '
In threatning leagues, unnumbef’d nations rife:
With thundering wrath from all the world around,
Millions of troops move o’er the fwarming ground,-
Whillt, o’er the land, they drive their whelming force,
What dreadful fceries attend their hideous courfet*-
Here with wild rage loud conflagrations roary R
There boundlefs plains are drown’d in tides of”'gdre;,-
Here tott’ring towns are loft in feas of fire,
There whelm’d in fight unnumber’d crowds expire .
Here rﬁurder, rapine, rage, and death appear,
There defolation, famine, fright, and fear;
‘Whole grbaning ftates are wrapt in ruin round,
Thick fereams arife, wide carnage ftrews the gi‘ound‘%
While bellowing loud rolls on the hideous throngy '
And {lay whole myriads as they move along)

A3 With
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With grief the Godhead view’d Bellona's ire,
Involve frail mortals in the rage of fire, .
Then caft a glancc where Pruflia’s mighty ng,
Thro’ all thcxr rancour, borne on Virtue’s wing,
Afcends unconquer’d as the fearlefs thip -
Surmoun\ts the fury of the thund’ring deep H
Determin’d valour lightens in his eye,

Unmix’d vwith_ oftentation’s gaudy die:.
Around his head the beam of glory plays,

And Virtue’s felf {eems brighter in the blaze,
‘Whilft fwarming foes roll round the tot-t’ring ftate,
And o;gx his head appears impending fate ;

Calm he pre.pares‘fo. brave th.ei_f Whirliﬁg fire,
And. ftands ~1]1,n,rnov’dl collefted in his ire; |
Then likc a tempeﬁv ruthing on the foe,

He claims due vengeance for his country’s woe ;
Before his fury all theu‘ leglons yield,

And heap’d with carnage leave the fmokmg ﬁeld
‘When thus tr‘u}mvphant he repels’ their rage,
And they, when vanquifl’d, ceafe the war to wage,
In alts of peace, his mighty mind fhines forth,
With all the luftre of a patriot’s worth ;
Tdught by his laws his fubjects learn to prove
The boundlefs bleffings of a monarch’s love,
And his great foul partakes the keen delight
That {prings from confcience when we act aright.
The God beheld, with joy, hxs vifage glows,
And all; dround a beamy luftre throws;

The
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The bright’ning angels catch the glitt’ring rays,
And heayin feems: darken’d in the dazzling blaze,
Awhile he, fits in contemplation drown’d,
Then darts his eyes: acrofs- the vaft: profound,
Far to the weft, where tow’ring Andes rear
Their bulk enormous thro’ the heights of air,
Their fummits. cover’d ‘with ‘eternal {how,
‘While fcorching fervours ‘wither all-below.:
Next his great. orbs, in fix’d attention, roll :
Betwixt bright cancer and, the northern pole, -
Where thund.riiig Mars flames dreadful from his car,
And calls the fons of Britain forth te war;
In doubtful conflict :here’ unmov’d they ftand,
To fhield from ruin an ungrateful land:
Here treacherous Gaul with favage :Indians joiﬁ, :
And_pour with fury on the Britith. line. .
Thefe dauntlefs, heroes dare their utmoft might,
And fearlefs toil .thro’ all the rage-of fight: ‘
But whc;,the;r'Wreaths, their favage brows,' adorn, -
Or beaten back they fly the vittor’s dcorn, -
Alike, deftructien marks their dreadful way, .
And helplefs_infants fall a tender prey; ‘
‘With loud applaufe ‘their chief furveys the deed,
And pays the viliain with the fum decreeds '
Degen’rate France, now blufh to own thy guilt,
Stirt back in horrofs at the blood thow'ft fpilt;. *
Canft thou fee tears bedew the widow’s eyes;
And hear the orphan’s unremitting cries ?

See
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See all the woes that from thy crimes {(hoot. fotth,
And fill with horror all the groaning earth ?
Yet dare to meet that juft, that right'ous God,
‘Who waves in terror his tremendous rod.
No—hide thy face, bid mountains tumble down,
And veil thy vifage from’ his dreadful frown.
The God with -grief beheld deftrutive war
Breathe wild cenfufion thro’ the world afar,
High in his foul, foft tender pity rofe,
With care benign his heav’nly bofom glows,
Then a bright cloud rolls round his awful head,
And thus, ‘to earth’s Redeemer, mild he'faid:
« Oh’ thou, my Son, didft quit the realms above,
Led by the impulfe of eternal love,
To mix thy eflence with degen’rate earth,
And, from mere mortals, draw a mortal birth,
With meek fubmiflion to refign thy breath
And fall a prey to- all-devouring death.
Wide gapes the wound | all nature loft in night, .
Starts back in horror at the dreadful fight;
This didft thou do, that thus thou might affiage
The growing fervour of thy Father’s rage,
That heav’nly vengeance, thus appeas’d in thee,
Might {pare the fons of frail mortality «
Then. oh, ye faints, ye heav'ns, ye pow’rs divize,
Ye ftars, yefuns, ye worlds that round them fhine;
Thro’ vaft immenfity your voices raife,
And give to matchlefs love unbeunded praife.

But,
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But thou, oh man, rejoice o'er all the reft,
Let this great truth for ever fill thy breaff;
Let this great truth thy voice, thy thoughts employ,
Eternal fubjet of eternal joy,
How Heav'n’s firft offspring-quit.the - realms above,
Led by the impulfe of eternal love,
For thee partook of all the woes of earth,
From mortal parents drew a meortal birth;.
Laid down his life, bade Juftice have her w,ay,l
And fnatch’d thee tott’ring from perdition’s fea ;
Yet oh, my Son, ‘behold ;his impious race, -
Still, to their heav’nly fource, a dire difgrace ;
Behold them ftill, in fpight of all thy care,
Mean flaves to fin, to wrath, and foul defpair ;
See with what rage they feck, cach other’s life,
And, fir'd with frenzy, plunge. in endlefs ftrife ; -
See fome, on whom thy delegated {way,
To guide the vulgar to the realms of day, -
With luftre fhone, difdain the pow'r that’s giv’n,
Affume that great prerogative of Heaven
To pafdon fins, difpenfe-with Nature’s laws,
Obftruét her motions, and o’er-rule her caufe.”
Others,” my Son, more impious {till behold,
Who, in thy name, purfue deftm&ive gold,
Their native lands, beneath thy femblance, leave,
And diftant nations, in thy name, enflave,.
As if this, pleafure, could to.thee afford,
And raile thy gldry as it _rais»’d1 their hord : .

i ‘ ‘ Then
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Then why net now my gath’ring vengeance fly;
In hiffing lightnings, thro’ the flaming fky,
At impious man ? who dares dé{’crqy his race,
And take confufion when I profer’d péé'cg
For hadft:thou ne’er ‘defcended from above,
Led by the impulfe of -external love,
Such was their texture, fuch their frame of mmd
Such parts celeftial with terref’mal Jo-nd
As thre’ life’s maze might have infur'd their way,
And fquare their deeds by virtue’s facred fway.
At my dread call firft moral inftinét rofe
To thield my precepts from external foes;
A watchful guide, who, never lull'd to reft,.
Secures each paffage to the human breaft ;
And when a foe portends approaching harm,
In quick fenfations founds the loud alarm.
Some ills there are, which human life annoy,
Beneath the femblance of immediate joy, .
Thefe, moral inftiné&’s watchful care, e]udé,
And, cloth’d like virtues, on the mind intrude
But reafon here exerts her ample fway,
And fhows deception in the face of day,
Detets the fraud, repels the treach’rous gueft,
And guards with ceafelefs care the human breaft.
Ungrateful man, thus does my goodnefs flow,
Thus clear each point that thou fhouldft with to know,
And yet fo-dim’d, by paffion, is thy view, -
That evén imy being ftands a doubt to you.

. Yes;,
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Yes, heavenly offspring, vain is all thy care,

To banith vapours_from their clouded air,

Tho’ fenfe, tho’ reafon, at my hand, were giv'n,
To be the fure unerring voice of Heav'n, © -

Yet men there are, o) bear, ye heav’nly pow'rs,
Start back in horror all ye glitt'ring towr’sy -
Who, in defpight of reafon’s earneft call, -

Of revelation, in defpight of all .
“The glaring proofs, that Heaven itfelf beftow’d,

Oh guilt, oh horror, who difclaim a God.

Then fay, vain man; nor foar on error’s wing,
‘Say could thy impious race from nothing {pring
Declare, couldft thou, with all thy boafted worth,
From non-ex1ﬂ:ence call exiftence forth ?

Pride anfwers no—Then how, thou worfe than foo] :
Thou dupe of error, and thou drofs of fchool,

From fhapelefs voids could all thefe worlds arife,
‘Which pour refulgence thro’ the glitt’ring fkies ?

If not affifted by that heavenly hand :
Which crowns with plenty an ungrateful land.
Then,. O my Son, fhould man, frail man, but prove
The force of juftice unappeas’d by love,:

All would be then in dire confuﬁon hurld, -

And in one boundlefs ruin plung’d the world ;

But fince that juftice is appeas’d. in thee,
' And thro” thy favour man finds grace with me,
Do thou declare of all this haplefs race,
‘Whofe foul moft opens to the feeds of grace,

' Who
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Who claims beft title to the aid'of Heav'n;
To whom thy with inclines this aid be given ;
For what tho’ pride ufurps the human heart,
And fimple nature feels the blight of art’;
Yet fome there are in virtue’s charms array’d,
As rofes fpring beneath the bramble’s fhade.”
He fpoke, the fkies in fix'd attention hung,
His awful voice thro’ Heaven’s recefles rung,
Earth’s great Redeemer heaves a pitying figh,
And thus addrefs’d the Sov’reign 'of the fky.
O God, O Father, all thy anger’s juft,
Great are the errors of thefe fons of dﬁﬁ,
Many the crimes by which their guilty hands,
Mifled by paffion, break thy dread commands:
But thou, O Lord, whofe boundlefs eye can pxerce
The utmoft limits of the umverfe, '
Canft fee that man, to err by nature prone,
Muft fall if left' by Heav’n to ftand alone.
Reafon, ’tis true, with moral-inftin@ join’d,
From adverfc paflions might defend the mind,
Did thefe vile cheats, in virtue’s femblance dreft,
Neé’er win by foul furprize the human breaft 5
Ere moral inftin& gives the loud alarm,
Or reafon’s_forces can have time to arm.
Then, O my Father, let thy heav'nly hand
Withhold thy vengeance from the guilty land,
- If for their ruin injur'd juflice call,
Once mote on ‘me let all her fary fall ;

‘ ' For
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For man, once more, will I refign my breath,
And rife fuperior to the force of death;
Nor blame that love which prompts me to forego
Rapture above for mifery below !
Since men there are whofe virtues, heavenly bright,
Might add new luftre to the realms of light.
Britain, behold, around whofz facred ifle
The brighteft deeds, the nobleft virtues fmile;
Here, the blefs’d lights I gave the human line,
-Still with unfullied rays, refulgent fhine:
And fhe even now, the fword of vengeance draws,
From bafe corruption to defend my laws,
High on her cliffs fee frecdom take her ftand,
And fhow’r her bleflings o’er the {miling land’;
Aw’d by her frown fee monarchs learn to prove
The joys refulting from a nation’s love ; .
To own that kings arofe at Heaven’s dread call;
« All was not made for one,. but one for all.”
This is the clime where virtue dares arife,
And tempt, with bolder wing, the wond’ring fkies 5
Here op’ning confcience takes her utmoft {cope,
Wor ftarts at king, at tyranny, or pope. ‘
The fruits betray the foil from whence they {pring;
Behold the virtues of the Britifh king,
Free from deceit in him, at once, are join'd,
A heart the gentleft with the nobleft mind.
See God-like Pitt, whofe uncorrupted breaft,
From boift’rous paﬂions,' finds eternal reft’s

c = Calm
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Calm is each movement of his mighty foul,
By Reafon’s influence held in firiét controul;
In fteady circles all his thoughts revolve,
Quick execution marks his’ juft refolve ;

‘To Britain’s glory all his motions tend,
Prudence his guide, tranquillity his end.

Far oer the reft behold that youth arife,
‘Whofe tow’ring virtues emulate the fkies,
‘Whofe fwelling foul difdains an earthly frame,
And pants to flourith in the fields of fame;
Behold him now the milder joys partake,
"That, fofter paflions, in the foul awake,
Behold him now upon the verge to prove

“The purer raptures that refult from love ;

Yet give the word, bid fair Britannia call,

He flies his promis’d blifs, he flies his all,
“Then dauntlefs rufhes to the dreadful ftrife,
And in his country’s caufe refigns his life !
Merit like this fhould heav’nly wrath appeafe,
As night muft vanifh at the folar rays.

Then, oh my Father, fhield this guiltlefs line,
And grant, to Britain’s fons, thy aid divine:
Grant but to thefe to [pread their conquefts far,
And they, with juftice, will conclude the war.
So eartl’s Redeemer {poke, while on his face
Beam’d mild forgivenefs and eternal grace.
Touch’d at his words his awful fire rejoin’d,
Oh glorious offspring of a glorious kind,

Upheld
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Upheld by the& once more, this haplefs race
Shall tafte the bleflings of a lafting peace:
Wolfe fhall arife, call’d forth by my command,
To lift, to glorious heights, his native land;

By h1m thall France in boundlefs woes be hurl’d,
A d lewe, to Al'mon s king, the weftern world.
But‘w-hen h1s conqu ring {word fhall end the ftrife,
Tli;eré muft thlS virtuous hero Iofe his life;

There mu{’c' ﬁe fall that difcord then may ceafe,
And groanin, )

g nations tafte the {weets of peace.

For, kn;ox}v. my fon, though this great man poflefs’d
Each fﬁin@g virtue that aderns the breaft,

Tho” 1ts - my will that virtue ftill thould live,

And man be happy in the things I give,

Yet, fqa unfteady, are the wheels that roll

The mazy erigine of the human foul,

That Heav’'n’s defign they oft pervert below,

And w}lat is meant a blifs becomes a woe.

So fhould this hero live to fee the hour

When vanquifh’d France muft yield to Britith pow’r,
\Vhen the, o’erthrown, muft quit the weftern fhore,
Britain victorious then would thirft for more

Led by great Wolfe fhe’d crufh expiring Gaul,

And i;lunge the groaning world in ruin all.

But when her champion views his native fkies,

No l;]OYC, to conqueft, fhall her hopes arife 3
Content with glory, then, to end the war,

At ‘her command, fhall peace extend afar.

Ca Let
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Let Raphael now forfake the realms of light,
And, down to earth, direct his rapid flight ;

In Pitt’s great miad the pond’rous thought infufe,,
Swift as the falling of defcending dews,

That Wolfe alone, of all the men who dare
Provoke the fury of deftruttive war,

Can boaft fu.ch high tranfcending pow’rs of mind,
As are proportion’d to the plan defign’d.

He ceas’d to fpeak, when ftraight a fparkling cloud:
Roli’d, round the facred hill, its glitt’ring fhroud;
Wide, thro’ the heav’nly regions’ utmoft bound,
Millions of dazzling angels {warm around,

Loud, with exalted ﬂ'nouts, their voice they raife;,
And fing to Nature’s God cternal praife. ’
Then Raphael leaves the flaming realms of day,
And, o’er the {tarry pavement, wings his way,.
The fhining gates, at his approach, withdrew,
And all creation burfts upon his view ;.
Rang’d thro’ the vaft expanfe that flames below;
Millions of funs in dazzling order glow ;

1

Round each a circling fyftem takes its fiight,

And gilds the fparkling heav’ns with milder light..

Thro’ thefe the angel wings his downward courfe,,

The whirling ether, yielding to his foree, -

Around his head, ia circling eddies, flies,

And worlds roll backward as he cleavés the fkies ¢

At length the welkin meets his rapid flight,

‘Where groans the north beneath a length’ning night,
‘ Where
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‘Where purer flames, thro’ all the region, burn,

And life lies buried in a cryftal urn.

‘He, {wift defcending, fkims the frozen fea,

And pafg’d the limits of returning day,

(’er-fair Britannia foon his pinions wove,

Britain, the feat of piet); and love ;

‘Where, crown’d with wealth, bright induftry appears,

. Deck’d in the produét of a thoufand years.

Self-pois’d in air, then he his paflage wings

‘Where Thames abforbs his tributary {prings,

Along his banks he darts to where the flood

Diffufes life thro’ Windfor’s facred woods.

Here tow’ring oaks uprear their rev’rend forms,

And fhade his furface from furrounding {tormss;

'With ample ftretch expand on either fidey (

And bloom reflected on the filver tide.

‘When Britain’s foes in horrid compactts join,

For her, thefe foreits all their force combine,

In countlefs fleets they o’er the ocean‘roll,

And, fraught with thunder, {hake the trembling pole.

Along the Thames, from Windfor, Raphael flies,

And, o'er extended London, cleaves the fkies,

In whofe bright lap creation pours her ftore,

And fills her coffers with refulgent ore. -

Juft then, the fun, with kindling luftre, fhone

Above the limits of the bounding zone

Juft then, his beams, the rifing merchant greets,

And buftling myriads fhake the thund’ring ftreets ;
Cs Ten
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Ten thoufand tongues fend forth a jarring found,.
That rends, with gath’ring force, th’ echoing ground.
‘With joy the angel views the rifing eaft,
‘Then flics, intent upon his high behett,
To where great Pitt forgets his country’s WOES,,
Lull’d, in his fplendid dome, to foft repofe..
Then, fwift defcending, on the {olar ray,
He, thro’ the glafly fubftance, finds his \:zvay;.
For fubtle fpirits can, whene’er they pleafe,
Dilate, contrat, and change their forms with eafé..
But, wond’ring, here, his rolling orbs {urvey
Bright freedom, offspring of the realms of day,
O’er hallow’d Chatham pour her heav’nly charms,,
And fold him flumb’ring in her facred arms:
Clofe by the fplendid couch the takes her ftand,
And guards, her favourite chief, with anxious hand:.
Tranfparent lights her fhining head infold,
Her limbs defcending flame in robes of gold,
High o’er her tem}?}es flow’ry wreathes entwin’d
Yield floods of fragrance to the breathing wind :.
At his approach fhe rears her awful eyes,
And thus, with threat’ning voice, tremendous cries =
Now hafte, thou bold intruder, hafte, difclofe
"Whether from heav'n thou com’ft to footh our woes,
Or hell difgorg’d thee from her fiery den,
To wreak her torments on the fons of men =
Then fly, proud rebel, fly, if fuch thou art,
Nor tempt, with guile, Pitt’s uncorrupted heart.

My
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My name is Freedom, heav’n firft gave me birth,
And crown’d me emprefs of her favourite earth; |
All nature fmil’d, creation pour'd her ftore;’
And fweet contentment flourifh’d round the fhore :
But hell, with envy, faw my empire {pread, -
And burft, with fury, on my guiltlefs head ;
Earth’s impious fons fhook off my glerious reign,
And join’d, with barb’rous rage, the hoftile train,
Swept in the torrent of furrounding hate,
Till Britain’s ifle difclos’d her calm retreat, |
I fed, the caught me in her flow’ry 4rms,
And fav'd me flying from impending harms;
She rais’d me drooping, re-efpous’d my caufe,
And crown’d me emprefs of her facred laws.
In peace Britannia long, without alloy,
Beneath my wings, had bafk’d in {uns of joy,
Had not feul fiends, inflam’d with jealous pain,
Led all their forces to oppofe my reign ;
Bade difcord loud, bade bellowing fa&ion, roar,
And breathe diffentions thro’ the groaning fhore :
But when, for me, great Pitt in arms arofe,
Aw’d by his frown, fwift led my num’rous foes ;
At his command all nature feels my pow’rs,
And fpring for me unfolds her world of flow’rs.
Then fhall not I protet his facred reft,
And fhield, from tempting guile, his generaus breaft 5
As he for me, fo I for him, will arm,
And freedom perifh ere he meets with harm,

o Tke
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The goddefs fpoke ; the lift'ning angel hears,

And thus, with warbling voice, difpels her fears,
Know, heav’nly maid, no furious fiend am I,

Like thee, defcended from the ftarry fky,

At great Jehovah’s unrevok’d command,

I come to raife this long dejeCted land.

God, from his throne, beheld, with riﬁ‘n‘g care,
All nature {funk beneath the woes of war;

Then fent me hither, charg’d with high beheft,

To fll, with facred light, thy champion’s breaft;
To tell that Wolfe, of all the men who dare
Provoke the fury of deftru&tive war:

Alone can give the grand decifive blow,

And lay the fons of proud ambition low.

Nor does thy champion lefs attention find,

His image glows in each. celeftial mind; ..
Taught by his virtues, we his deeds approve, .
And wond’ring view him from the realms above,
But thou, at hand, canft view his inmoft foul,
Survey the {prings that move, the thoughts that roll; -
Then with the glorious fubject feaft my rnind,

And fay what virtues are in Chatham join’d,

For fuch, fair Freedom, is thy Champion’s name,.
Ordain’d ta gild the bright records of fame.

To whom, the mighty goddefs thus rejoin’d,

O heav’nly angel, friend to human kind,

Yes, here at hand I view his inmoft foul,
Survey the fprings that move, the thoughts that rodl,

I hear
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T hear his tongue with gen’rous ardor fraught,
T've feen him praftice what his tongue had taught,
Yet all is pure, tranfcendent, heav'nly bright,
Untouch’d, unfully’d, as the fons of light.
His chiefeft glory is for me to arm,
For me, his words, with elocution warm ;
In graceful periods, melting as -they flow,
Transfufe his {pirit on the crowds below ;
For me his bold invetives pour their force,
And whelm refiftance in their thund’ring courfe.
But though my image all his foul infpires,
‘What tho’ his bofom glows with all my fires,
Yet fovereign reafon calms his mind to reft,
And drives tumultuous paflions from his breaft
Forbids his foul to launch in lawlefs flight,
Or puth my claims beyond the bounds of right.
‘When prudence calls he bids vain hopes retire,
And calms, with gentleft zeal, my kindling fire,
To fave the whole, he- yiclds a flender part,
And with his virtue temipers fraudful art ;
As in the ftate, fo he in private fhines,
His heart unfullied all his life refines,
Serenely mild his gliding moments roll ;.
No vice diftains the luftre of his foul.
Bit now, defcended from the bleft abode,
Thou welcome herald of Almighty God,
Approach, around thy heav’nly influence fpread,
And fhow’r thy fpirit on his facred head.

She
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She faid—he angel, at her mild command,
High o’er the facred pillow takes his ftand
Thro’ Chatham’s foul he darts his piercing eyes,
And views the floating vifions as they rife :
Juft then bright fancy opens all her charms,.
And fweet dcluﬁon all his bofom warms ;
Juft then fhe crowns his efforts with fuccefs,
Britain’s viftorious and obtains redrefs: o
Pleas’d with the thought a fmile his face adorns;
And in the rapture of his foul he burns.
Then, O Britannia, now thy work-is done,
With joy I follow my declining fun,
And fince, O God, thy all propitious ear
Inclines, in pity, to my humble prayer,
Well pleas’d T'll quit this world, at thy command,.
While Britain refts fecure beneath thy hand:
Serene he fpoke, when ftrait a fmile beam’d forth,.
Shot from the fullnefs of internal worth.
The angel faw, but wonder'd much to find
Thoughts fo exalted in a mortal mind,
Then faid, Arife, thy aid Britannia claims,
Arife, forfake the dufky land of dreams;
God, from his throme, beheld thy gen’rous toil,,
He faw thee ftruggle for thy native foil ;
He faw, approved, then bid me wing my flight,,
To £l thy bofom with celeftial light ;
To tell that Wolfe, of all the men who dare
Provoke the fury of defiruétive war,

Alone
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Alone can give the grand decifive blow,
And lay the fons of proud ambition low.
The angel fpokc,' then wing’d his rapid way, .
And in a moment reach’d the realms of day.
Jutt then, from mighty Chatham, fleep withdrew,
And all the parting luftre ftruck his view ;
Loft in the light, he veils his dazzled eyes,
And fault'ring, thus in wild amazement cries.
-Good Heav’ns! from whence did this bright form

{pring forth,
‘That, with fuch dazzling glory, fills the earth;
That bids me firaight difplay my rifing might,
And fead great Wolfe to guard his country’s right ?
"Tis true, when reafon flumbers in the brain,
That fancy wakes with all her bufy train,
That fhe our thoughts in ftrange confufion joins,
And thofe we think on moft the moft combines.
But fure this vifion had its birth above,
Sent, in the fulnefs of eternal love,
To help the weaknefs of the human mind,
‘Within the narrow bounds of fenfe confin’d.
Yet fhould from fancy this- delufive dream
Obtrude on me its vifionary frame,
No dire mifchance can thence accrue to me,
Nor no misfortune, Britain, {pring to thee,
Since mighty Wolfe has in himfelf combin’d
A dauntlefs fpirit and a fpotlefs mind.
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He faid, then fwift, with anxious hafte, arofe,
And o’er his frame, a glitt’ring garment, throws
Attentive fervants wait his mild commands,

And crowd around with emulative hands

To them his {miles a facred joy afford,

He was at once their father and their lord.
With rifing hopes he views the circling hours;
A fhort repaft recalls his genial pow’rs ;.

He mounts his chariot, darts along the ftreets,
Arrives and enters at the palace gates.
Attendant hands the op’ning doors unfold,
Thro’ rooms of ftate, emblaz’d with {hining gold,
He moves along to where great George appears

In all the graceful majefty of years.

Bright in his foul, with more than charms divine,
Mild temp’rance, truth, and kingly greatnefs fhine,
His hoary locks attentive rev’rence draw,

And ftrike beholders with a facred awe ;

True manly vigour beams thro’ ev’ry limb,

And age but adds new dignity to him.

Hail, rev’rend Sire, the gen’rous ftatefman féid,
May laurels bloom upon thy facred head,

May Heav'n, on thee, her choiceft bleflings fhow’r,
And angels guard thee in the dang’rous hour.

To whom the king, with: condefcending grace,
Reply’d, Approach thou beft of human race,
Approach, and, with thy ufual candour,. tell

How docs the fenate, is Britannia well ?

Does
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Does union ftill diffufe her fweet accord,

And does fuccefs attend the Biitith fword ?
And, O my friend, for fuch I know thou art,
Receive the genuine diGtares of my heart,

To thee T fwear’ that; fince that awful hour,
‘When Heav’n firft call’d me into regal pow’r,

That all the {prings that mov’d my anxious mind,
In Britain’s love, as in a center, join'd.

I wifh to pull the fons of difcord down,

And raife the glory of the Britith crown;

I with to gee mild juftice hold her fcale,

And breathe her fpirit thro’ the public weal :

Nor think, front thee, thy monarch claims applaﬁfé,
He knows that kings are bound by Nature’s laws s
“That they, by Reafon’s rule, fhould {quare their courft,
Where defpotifm reigns with mightieft force :

But here, where kings the nation’s laws obey,
Where folemn compalls temper regal fway,

Where all the branches of the mighty ftate

In equal balanceshang with equal weight,
" Where, if one fcale prepond’rates, all is loft,

And all the ftruéture. in confufion tofi’d,

What claim to high renown can {ov’reigns thow,
Who dare not plunge the guiltlefs realm in woe ?
No more than he can boaft fuperior light,

‘Whofe hands refund a nation’s lawful right.

But, O my friend, what vengeance can fuffice,
‘What racks, what torments, glut the angry flieg,

. D On
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On that vile menfter, who, with deadly hate,
Saps the foundation of the falling ftate;
Whof: foul fits brooding o’er deftrutive wiles,
And plans fubjettion to thefe peaceful ides.

But tho’ my heart the public good defign’d,
Yet fuch corruption funk the human mind,
As marr’d my projeéts, tho’ intended juft,

And aftions meant to pleafe produc’d difguft.
The men, on whom I firfl my pow’r conferrd,
Prov’d, ia the end, a vile ignoble herd,

Whofe fordid foul, in deep delufive dies,
Conceal’d their vices from my injur’d eyes;
Who, mafk’d in friendfhip, praftis’@ fraudful art,
And lulld, by falle reports, my eafy heart.

Nor think my foul, to bend to :error, prone,

I faw corruption flourith round the throne;
In vain, by rifing wrath with ftrength {upply’d,
I ftrove to check its vaft expanded tide:

Back’d by the jarring world it roll’d along,
And, in its courfe, invelv’d a num’rous throng.
More harpies rofe, who faw with jealous eye
Their brother harpies raiie their {tandards high;
Thefe all colleted rufh, with wild uproar,

To pull their brethren from the heights of pow’r;
This done, themfelves the pinnacle afcend,
And loofe their virtue when they gain their end ;
Pull off the mafk, in impious frauds engage,
And fiem the torrent of the nation’s rage.

But.
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But Heav’n, at length, in thee a man, beﬂ:ows,—

‘Who loves his country, and detefts her foes ;

Whote foul difdains his' monarch’s will to lead,

Or dim his fenfes in a mazy fhade.

So {poke the king, the minifter rejoin’d,

Thy altions fhew the virtues of thy mind ;. '

Britain, with joy, fees freedom. take her courfe,

With joy her fons collect their native force 5

All to one end exert their pow’r, their might,.

And laurels crown them in the fields of fight.

But ftill,” O Sire, where firft the Gallic lord,

With favage fury, wav'd his conqu’ring fword,

He, crown’d with triumph, heaps the plains with dead,

And calls for vengeance on hl.S guilty head.

Then let that vengeance, in her rags, be Lwl'd,

~ Wing all thy terrors at the weltern world,

Led by 2 hero, whofe unblemifb’d heart

Difdains to act a vile ignoble part,

'Whofe tow’ring genius acts above controul,

And fpurs the vigour of his rifing foul.

To whom with hafte the monarch then rejoin’d;

Ah! could thy genius fuch a hero find,

‘What glorious triumphs might attend my arms,

‘What noble efforts chace impending harms ;

Soon vanquifh’d France would ceafe deftruétive war,.

And tranquil peace {mile round the world afar.

To whom the ftatefman, Sire, at thy command

Shall rife a ch'am’pioln for this injur’d land, _
D 2  Whofe
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‘Whofe God-like heart adores his country’s name,
‘Who burns with glory’s moft tranfcending flame;
Whofe fword is ready to efpoufe thy caufe,
Repel invaders, and aflert the laws.
Wolfe is the man, in him at once are join’d
A vig"rous bod}-r, and experienced mind,
His rip’ning funs, fuch pow’rful rays, have caft,
As breathe the fummer €’er the {pring be paft;
- 'When fcarce the down had on his cheeks crept forth,
Thy warlike fon admir’d his early worth
On Lafelt’s plains bis youthful prowefs rofe,
And, ftruck with wonder, thy vitorious foes.
When {miling peace diffus’d her cheering ray,
To glory’s heights he pav'd his future way;
Prun’d by his hand trus courage takes the reins,
And feels new vigour float thro’ all her veins;
Fven now thy legions feel his tow’ring flame
Impel them upwards to the heizhts of fame.
The ftate/man {poke ; the monarch then replies,
Juft are thy actions, all thy words are wife,
Then let that hero lead my armies forth,
Arm’d with the vigou;‘ of internal wortli s
Let him viorious fpread my enfizns far,
And fave my fubjelts from the walte of war.
He ceas’d.—Greart Pitt, in joyful hafte, withdrew, -
And, flI'd with tranfport, to his chariot flew,
Then darts along to where his dome afpires,
At his approach the op’ning gate retires,

With
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With fwift defcent he treads the trembling ground,
Thro’ clouds of glitt’ring fervants rang’d around.
Juft then, direted by the hand of God,

The mighty chief approach’d the fair abode.

In juft proportion all his limbs afcend, |

'The manly graces 2ll his fteps attend,

_Thro’ every aftion dignity fhines forth,

And ev'ry jefture fpeaks internal worth.
Welcome, my friend, the joyful ftatefman cries,
Now may thy foul, in glorious flights, arife ;
Great George on thee confers a chief command,
Then halfte, fly hence, preferve thy native land:
Launch all his terrors on the weftern coaft,
And put a period to the Gallic boaft.

Here timid caution long has rul’d the firife,
And men, with lofs of honour, purchas’d life.
Here. fordid: fouls, by fordid views, impell’d,
Mar all the projelts that our council yield,
Tarnifh the glory of the Britith name,

" And fnatch her, tow’ring, from the heights of fame.
But, O my friend, I know thy foul contemns,
Such vile inaction, fuch inglorious aims;

I know thy foul, with geh’rous ardour. fraught,
Matchlefs in vigour, and mature in thought,
Will quafh the terror of proud difcord’s roar,

If ought on earth can fave ‘fhy native fhore.
The ftatefman ceas’d, in rapture, Wolfe returns,

While all his heart with bright'ning glory burns,
D3 : . Then,



L 30 3
Then, O my friend, the mighty Lord of heav’m,
At length, attention, to my pray’r, has givn;
Long have 1 wifh’d to rife in glorious armsy
And fave my country from impending harms;
Long have I wifl’d to fpread her enfigns far,
Or bravely perifh in the front of war.
But if, O God, thou view’{t me from above,
Cool -in the ardour of my country’s love,
On this vile head, in that difgraceful hour,
Let all thy hate, let all thy vengeance pour ;
Let Death’s black hand eternal darknefs give,
And when I ceafe to merit, ceafe to live.
Yet fhould my foul, Britannia, {werve from thee,
Should all a patrict’s love be loft on me;
My country’s woes mufl {till their influence fpread,
And pity roufe to other virtues dead;
For fure that man who views, with carelels eye,
‘Whole cities flaming, and whole nations die,
Sees hufbands, widows, wives, and infants tofs'd,
And all in one promifcuous ruin loft,
Muft have a head more bafe, a heart more fell,
Than thought can image, or than tongue can tell,
But, O my friend, while Wolfe, at thy command,
Shall brave deftruttion in a foreign land,
Let thy kind influence, thy impartial breath,
Secure my fame from tarnifh worfe than death;
For men whofe fouls to {ofter paffions yield,
And, from afar, furvey the dreadful field,

By",
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By quick conceptions, lay whole armies low,
And, in a breath, difperfe the flying foe:

Perhaps while I exert my utmoft might,
- Should fuccour’d France maintain the doubtful fight,
. Thefe airy chiefs may blame my tardy hand,

And breathe afperfions thro’ the poifon’d land.
But, fhould my friend oppofe foul flander’s dart,
My fame’s fecure while virtue guides my heart,

Give but the word, with chearfulnefs I fly
To nobly conguer, or to bravely die.
"Then, hafte, my friend, the minifter rejoin’d,
Hafte, and difplay the virtues of thy mind,

A& right, a&t juftly, fly where valour moves,

And counfel’d reafon in her thought approvess.
This fhouldft thou do, high Heav’n thall blefs thy toil,
And thou triumphant view thy native foil.
Then go, my friend, from all reftritions freed,
A foul, like thine, can no reftriCions need;
-Go, and thy Pitt, fill zealous; {till the fame,

‘With friendly care, will guard thy fpotlefs fame
And if fuccefs fhall crown thy conqu’ring hand,
He'll ring thy praifes thro’ the joyful land.

The ftatefman fpoke, the hero took his way,

‘Where filial love commands 2 moment’s ftay,

Here; as he moves, his kindling foul, on flame,
Swell’d by vaft hope, afpires to boundlefs fame; -
Honour impels, his native fpirit warms,

And all his bofom glows with fcenes of arms;

Bu@
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But foon foft paflions fpread their wild alloy;
And damp the fervour of his rifing joy; '

By Fancy’s aid; before his. eyes, appeats

A widow’d mother all diffolv’d in tears,

From whom, his bofom, in his tender youth,
Imbib’d the feeds of virtue, grace, and truthjy
From her had fate a kindly hufband torn,

And all her blifs feem’d bury’d in his urn;

But Wolfe’s kind hand her drooping fpirits cheers,.
And gilds, with comfort, her declining years,
Difpels defpair, bids dawning hope afcend,

And proves a fon, a hufband, and a friend }

Not filial love alone commands his ftay,

Ties, more engaging far, obftruct his way ¢
' Long had his fou!, with-held from noify fame,
Tor fair Conftantia felt a gen’rous flame,

Her gentle breaft repays the faithful fire,

And both their bofoms glow with like defire ;-
Their parents all the guiltlefs flame approve,.
And fix the nuptial day to crown their love.

Then how, O Wolfe, forfake hér heav’nly charms
For horror, difcord, death and dire alarms!
Would not one {mile, one puré feraphic kifs.
Difpenfe more pleafure, more extatic blifs,

Than all the wealth that nations could beftow,.
Or all the laurels that adorn thy brow ?

When this refle€tion darts with all its force,

The charms of glory fink beneath its courfc,.

Like
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Like fcatter'd mifts, they fly before his fight,
“And all his bofom yields to foft delight.
But ftraight his foul reviews his country’s woes, -
Again, with wrath, his kindling bofom glows,
Glory and fame again enforce their laws,
And thus his reafon vindicates their caufe,
Bear up, my foul, diffolve this tender chain
That links my withes to my native plain 3~
Should I, unmov’d, behold the barb’rous foz
Plunge my lov’d native land in worlds of woe 3
*Tis true, Conftantia, I might find in thee,
All that kind gracious Heav’n could grant to me 3
But then what ftings of confcience muft fucceed,
How muft my tarnifh’d reputation bleed 5
Such ftings, fuch ftains as muft my peace deftroy,
And damp the current of my rifing joy.
But if I fly at glory’s dread command,
And, crown’d with triumpk, view my native land,
Thro’ all the earth fhall ring my mighty praife,
And confcious merit beautify my days,
From fields of blood, in tranfport, T'll return,
And Hymen’s flames with purer lufire burn.
The hero {poke, tumultuous paflions ceafe,
And 2l his boiling breaft fubfides to peace;
Then he, with fpeed, the cleaving air divides,
And gains his manfion with repeated ftrides.
His rifing hands, the yielding rapper, {cize,
"It mounts, defcends, in quick vibrations plays, .

Swift
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Swift from the door in rapid flights abounds,

Attacks, recoils, the hollow brafs refounds;

Thro’ all the dome the rattling thunder flies,

And rends, with gath’ring force, the trembling {kies.

His fervants, here, the op’ning doors unclofe,

The bounding hero, o’er the threthold rofe,

With placid fmiles, the ready care, repays,

That ‘]ight the manfion in a joyful blaze y

Then darts along, infpir'd with eager hafte,

To where his mother weeps her lord deceas’d.

At his approach the matron ceas'd to mourn,

And, loft in tran{pert, meets her fon’s return,

Bens on his knees, her rev’rend hand he prefs'd,

And thus the rapture of his foul exprefs’d.

At length, at length, kind Heav’n approves my claim,

Defcending angels. wing my foul to-fame;

Great George, on me, confers a high command,

He fends me hence to guard my native land ;

To launch his terrors on the weftern coaft. .

And put a period to the Gallic boaft.

The nation calls, fhe rears her awful voice,}

No more, proud France, in feas of blood rejoice,-
“Thy hate malign fhall, on thyfelf, recoil,

Or Wolfe will perith in: the glorious toil.

Then am I left, the mournful dame replies,

‘While tears guth copious from her ftreaming eyes,.

Then muft I fink beneath a load of grief,

Nor thy once lenient hand beftow relief.

' Ah't
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AhT think, when'I my fmiling infant preft,
And this fond bofom funk to give thee reft ;
How, on thy words, my foul delighted hung,
‘When dawning reafon warbled on thy tongue
I fee thy form, thy infant form I fee,
In playful mood hang round thy mother’s knee,
Flufl’d at the fight, my glowing cheeks incline,
And bend ambitious to unite with thine!
Then all my time roll’d on in joyful eafe,
For, then, thy dear loft father bleft my days;
Yes, thou, my Lord, could[t; all my cares, remove,
And, {ooth my every grief, with tender love;
But, thou, alas! no more fhalt chace our woes,
Cheer thy lov'd o‘foprmo, or thy haplefs fpoufe.
No more, with hand indulgent, precept kind,
Diret our conduét, or improve our mind.
No—thou are wrapt in Deatly’s eternal fhade,
And T a fad,' deferted widow miade !,
Thy bones lie buried in the ruthlefs urn
And I, dejefed, friendlefs, left to mourn :
For he, alone, whofe hand could comfort give,
Tor whom, zlone, my foul .could 'wifh tq live,
Forfakes, for difcord, this refin’d rotreat,
-And headlong rufhes to the juws of fate.
Banifh thy fears, reply’d the gen’rous chief,
O fpare my heart, be calm, compofe thy grief,
*Tis glory calls, the lures me from afar, :
And bids me Founfh thro’ the ranks of war.

‘ . How
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How much more juft to crufh my country’s foes,
Than wafte the bloom of life in foft repofe;
Should I, unmov’d, fee countlefs numbers flain,
And hear my country’s woes cry, roufe, in vain,
See hufbands, widows, wives, and infants tofs'd,
And all, in one promifcuous ruin, loft 3

Ev'n thou, my mother, wouldlt contemn, difown,
And, ftamp with infamy, thy daftard fon.

But calm thy griefs, tho’ I forfake thy fight,
Still fhall thy bofom glow with {oft delight ;
Still fhall my foul, tho’ abfent, hither {peed,

And my beft wifhes hover round thy head;

Still fhall my lenient hand thy woes affuage,

And guard, with conftant care, thy helplefs ﬂge
But O (hould God my fword to conqueft wing,

" Should, from my efforts, glorious triumphs {pring,
What high renown fhall grace thy tow’ring boy,
And, fill thy bofom, with a puarent’s joy.

Yet, thould thy fon refign his fleeting breath,
Should all my deeds be crown’d with glorious death;
Then let this juft refle@ion comfort Five,

*Tis better bravely die, than meanly live,

One moment’s glory, more true joys, can raife,
Than ages wafted ia difgraceful eafe!

So fpoke the chief—the mournful dame begun;

O may the hand of Heav'n prote& my fon, -

All gracious God, do thou thy influence fhed,

And thield, with pitying care, his guiltlefs head.
S ) But



L 37 1

But fince thy courage dares defend the throne,
And I am friendlefs left to weep alone, .
. Let honour guide thee thro’ the paths of fame,
And virtue, heav"nly virtue ftamp thy name;
For ah! fhouldft thou, from this great rule, depart, .
"Think what-fad pangs muft rend thy mother’s heart.
Yet why thefe doubts, I’m fure-thou never wilt,
Nor feek, with colourings falfe, to hide thy guilt,
T know thy bofom teems with {potlefs truth,
I know the precepts that have form’d thy youth,
I know too well the paths thy father trod,
To think that thou wilt quit his facred road,
Let not deftruétion mark thy dreadful courfe,
Let prudence temper and dire& thy force,
True courage ftill with like attention fteers
From brutal rafhnefs and unmanly fears,
This will not, dare not, ufe the pow’r that’s given,
And that deftroys the means beftow’d by Heav'n.
O think, when raging thro’ the dreadful Brife,
Thy country claims an int’reft in thy liz:;
Think Lhow thy mother left in weeds to mourn,
With wild impatience waits for thy return;
Hangs o’er her grave, in never ceafing grief, .
And calls her long Ioft fon to bring relich
But think, O think, thould Heav’n thy fall ordain,
Shouldft thou, my chilld, my only child, beé flain,
How 1, with grief, defpair, and anguifh, torn,
Muft fink unfriended to the filent urn.

) E Sizhs
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Sighs choak’d her voice, the hero made reply,

‘While the big tear ftood trembling in his eye,

‘Whether to me the blifs, once mere, is giv'n,

To view thy face is only known to Heav’n;

But that my conduct nc’er fhall merit blame,

Or ftain thy vifage with a parent’s thame,

Is mine to fay :—My foul fhall ne’er defcend,

By grov’ling means, to gain a grov’ling end,

Catch the contagion of infeclious times,

Or friends be calld to palliate my crimes.

Go then, my fon, the mournful dame rejoin’d,

Then go fecure, while virtue guides thy mind,

IMay Heav'n thy deeds, wich approbation, fee,

And crown the hopes the world has form’d of thee:

But canlt thou take, perhaps, thy laft adieu,

And leave thy promis’d bride to weep for you,

Canft thou, unmov'd, fee her to grief refign’d,

‘Whofe once fweet converfe could unbend thy mind.

O ceafe, forbid thefe melting words to roll,

Nor damp the ardour of my rifing foul,

Let her lov’d image, let ideas reft,

‘That, ah; muft, now, be banifb’d from my breaft.

No more ;—I flee, to certain conqueft run;

O'! may thy pious pray’rs, protect thy {on.

He fpoke, then leaves his loud lamenting dome,

Alas! for ever, leaves his native home.

'The mournful matron, fill’d with rifing grief,

Be{held, with labouring breaft, the parting chief,
Then,
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Then faid, O Glory, what a fcene of woe
Doft thou extort from wretches here below,
‘What painful tributes at thy fhrine we lay,
To win thy fmiles, the meteors of a aay.

She fpoke—~meanwhile the gen’rous hero moves
To feek the object of his faithful loves.
Graceful fhe fat, where, rang’d on either hand,

" The works of mighty bards in order ﬁand,
Studious with thefe fhe foothes her gentle mind,
And cafts each trifling pleafure far behind ; »
At Wolfe’s approach fhe bids her labour ceafe,
And meets, with fond .delight, his chafte embrace.
Clofe by her fide the hero takes his ftand,

And, in his own, comprefs’d ber glowing hand,
In vain fhe fmiles, with various paflions fraught,
The penfive hero ftood abforb’d in thought; '
Pent in his breaft the mournful tidings lay,

Nor could his fault’ring tongue afford.them way.
The tender maid, opprefs’d with rifing woe, ‘
Beheld the fadd’ning gloom that wrapt his brow,

* She faw the tumult ftruggling in his breaft,

And thus the anguifh of her foul exprefs’d.

Say, O my Wolfe, O fay, what gloomy care

Cafts, o’er thy mournful brow, this penfive air,

" Say, what afliCtions in thy bofom roll,

And what keen woe- hangs heavy on thy foul,

Or, does a woe thy thoughtful foul impair,

That thy once lov’d Conftantia muft not fhare ;

E 2 - IF
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If ¢er fhe provd unworthylof thy truft,
Then all this filence, this referve, is juft.
To whom the chief, be ftill, thy thoughts compofe,
While I, the burden of my foul, difclofe,
Do thou engage that not a tear fhall fall,
And I will tell,—thy Wolfe will tell thee all.
From thy lov’d prefence I a while muft part,
But only death fhall tear thee from my heart,
Deep rooted there fhalt thou, forever, reign,
“Till thy glad Wolfe fhali blefs thy arms again.
‘Where muft thou go? the trembling maid replies,
While {udden phrenzy fills her rolling eyes,
Why, from my prefence, thus, wouldft thou depart?
Ah, do not rend, diftrack, torment my heart.
O {.y, declare, wiiy muft thou hence be torm,
Avd muft I3—am I, then, delpis’d, forlornt
I¢o, my love, I go, at Glory’s call,
To crufh the rage of proud imperious Gaul,
My fame, my valour, to the world to prove,
Axd make me worthy of Conftantia’s love.
And wilt thou go, the mournful maid rejoin’d,,
And is Conftantia to be left behind.
Yes, for a time, the hero made reply,
‘While the big tear ftood trembling in his eye,.
Yes, for a time, thy Wolfe from thee is torn,
But calm thy griefs, Conftantia, ceafe to mourn,,
My grateful hand fhall rccompenfe’ thy pain,
Should Heav'n reftore me to thy arms again,

k
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It is for thee my foul to fame afpires,
For thee my bofom glows with all its fires,
To crown our joys, our nuptial blifs refine,
And prove me worthy of a heart like thine.
~ "Tis not for me the paths of fame you tread,
With languid voice, the mournful virgin faid,
If fo, ev'n now, the vain purfuit give o'er,
"T'was but thy love I fought, I afk no more;
Then come, O Wolfe, the thorny paths forego
That lead to glory, and that lead fo woe ;
My ample fortune opulence fhall bring,
For thee content fhall {pread her downy wing;
Allur’d by her, why not, my Wolfe, retreat
Far from the hurry of tumultuous ftate.
No, no, my foul, replies the gen’rous chief,
I ne’er can tamely view my country’s grief;
God only knows, while thus from thee I part,
‘What racking pangs now rend my bleeding heart;
How fohdly fad my foul ftill hangs on thee,
How dear thy lov’d idea is to me 3
But when my country calls aloud for aid,
‘When lawlefs foes our facred rights invade,
‘When ev'n our monarch bids me guard the throne,
All private claims muft yield to this alone ;
Thou wouldft not have me quit the paths of fame,
To fee me branded with a coward’s name.
No, Heav’n forbid, the mournful maid rejoin’d,
‘While tears betray the anguitfh of her mind,

E3 . That
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That e’er my words fhould win thee to difgrace,,
Th’ unfully’d honour of thy fpotlefs race;

Then go, dear youth, ah, go, by fame impell’d,,
To purchafe glory in the dreadful field.

May hov’ring angels all thy fteps attend,

And all the projets of thy foul befriend ;

*Tis true, my foul, thou'rt friendlefs left to mourn,,
To weep negleted ’till thy Wolfe’s rctl‘n‘n,

Yet ceafe ye griefs, ye burfting woes relent,

If Wolfe be happy, why not I content?

But ah, fhould he to ruthlefs death be giv'n;

Oh! from the dreadful thought defend me, Heav's..
Thus while the {poke, her fwelling eyes o’erflow,
And all her fenfes lie difflolv’d in woe.

Torpid with grief the mournful hero ftood,

A fudden horror flies thre’ all his blood,

Love o’er his heart extends its ﬂrong controul,,
And fhakes the purpofe of his mighty foul;

*Till bleeding Britain burfts upon his fight;

And puts the crowd of blandithments to flight..
Then round her neck he flung his eager arms,.
Strain’d to his heart, her heaving bofom warms ,.

He fhow’rs his kifles on her lifelefs face, - .

And fends his flutt’ring foul with each embrace;.
Her head drops liftlefs on his panting breaft,

‘While he the tumult of ‘his.foul expreft,.

O Fame! O Glory! where are now thy charms?
Come, fnatch me, tear me, from her heavnly arms.

Core,,
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Come, O Britannia, come, vitorious France, '
‘And roufe my fenfes from this baneful trance..
I go, my love, let not vain fears annoy,

I only go to crown our future joy,

Be calm, thy Wolfe will foon, to thee, return,
And thou forever, then, fhalt ceafe to mourn,

I go, my love, fure Heav’n fhall blefs the deed,
The pray’rs of more than angels muft fucceeds
He faid, and folds herin a laft embrace,

Then flings: diftracted from the' mournful places
In floods of grief the haplefs maid is drown’d,
Breathlefs the finks along the fadd’ning ground,
Burfting, with fighs, fhe then returns to light,
She looks around, no Wolfe appears in fight,

All trembling, pale, again fhe dies away,

Again revives and meets detefted day,

A tear defcends, fhe wipes it as it flows,

Again fhe fighs, and thus, renews. her WOes..
And art thou gone, ah! cruel thus to. flee,

- And leave in'deep defpair a wretch like me,.
Thou couldft not fure have lovd fo pure, {o'true,
With fuch a fondnefs as I doat on you.

‘When genuine love, refin’d by chafte defire,
Subdues the breaft beneath its fpotlefs fire,
11 other paffions from the foul depart,
It reigns unrival'd in th¢ human heart,
But fure thou art to diff’rent views inclir’d,
Far other paflions fure incite thy mind,
Faor
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For empty fhades to fly my proffer’d charms,

And fling from mine to defolation’s arms.

But whither, phrenzy, whither wouldft thou lead

The mifled judgment of an injur’d maid,

Is it to brand, inflam’d with jealous fear,

The man, with guilt, that reigns unrival’d here.

No—go, dear youth, obey thy monarch’s will,

And all thy a&tions pleafe Conftantia ftill,

Go, purchafe glory, ftill fhall the approve,

Tho’ the fhould pine with ill requitted love.

But how, Conftantia, {riendlefs, left alone,

How fpend thy time, thy dear comparion gones;

Say wilt thou, glitt’ring, drefs’d in bright brocades,

Shine forth at balls, at midnight mafquerades,

In fenfelefs mirth each keen refleCtion drown’d,

And ldofe thy forrows in the joyful round !

No—fly not there, no more thy Wolfe ﬁ1all grace

The trifling pleafures of the thoughtle(s race ;

In fpite of mirth his dear idea’d rife,

And tears unwilling trickle from my eyes ;

The crowd unpitying would deride my pain,

For woes like mine compaflion feek in vain.

Conftantia, no—to rural fcenes return,

There weep his abfence, there in private mourn,

There live reclule, no more thy griefs confin’d;

Fling loofe the burden that diftra&s thy mind;

Each fcenc familiar here fhall bring to fight

His image, once the fource of fond delight :
But
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But ah, ’tis fure all earthly things are vain,
That, once my pleafufe, now becomes my pain.
Here, as we’ve pafs’d along the. filent grove,
‘What tender fcenes have mark’d our rifing love,
Then how his fmiles would breathe delight around,
Oh! how his voice, my foul in raptures, drown’ds.
He fpeaks—attention fteals thro’ ev’ry limb, '
And Nature’s beauties all are loft in him !
Then with what joy, what boundlefs joy we’d fay,
‘When months, like momeﬁts, feem’d to roll away,
How {wift, how {weet, the glid.ing moments move,

“When Wing’d by pleafures that refult from love !
7 But rural charms no more my joy can raife,
He’s gone who gave thefe tharms the pow’r to pleafe.
In vain I figh, in vain my tears may flow,
No Wolfe is prefent to difpel my woe,
Loft Nature all muft now appear to mourn,

And I dejeted weep ’till his return; -
Thus, O my Wolfe, Conftantia mourns for thee,
Perhaps whilft thou fhalt ceafe to think on me.
For ah, how widely are the ftates disjoin’d
Of him who goes, and her who ftays behind :
‘Where’er he moves new objets ftrike his fight,
New profpeéts dazzle, and new fcenes invite,
Loft in the prefent, he forgets the paft,
" And all his parting pangs fubfide at laft.
But the, alas! in keen affliGtion drown’d, ,
Mutt lonely tread the fame unchequer’d round,

v Muft
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Muft fee no objects, to relieve her breaft,

But what, in happier times, had known her bleft,
But what, relentlefs, to her mind reftore

The painful thought of pleafure felt before.

The virgin fpoke, her tears abundant flow,

And give a loofe to all the rage of woe.
Meanwhile the chief, with various paffions tofs’d,.
Direéts his pafiage to the fea-beat coaft,

Swvift down his cheek vaft tides of forrow roll,
And eafe the burden of his mighty foul.

This done, he enters on his high command,

And crowns the wifthes of his joyful band.

The troops embark, the chief the deck afcends,
The fpreading canvafs to the wind extends 3
Along the Thames the lofty veflels glide

To where the ocean meets his rufhing tide;
Then, fteering weftward, on the azure main,
They cut the furface of the wat’ry plain,

Whillt two long moons purfue their circling way,
Boldly they fkim the wide capacious fea;

At length, -to crown the hero with delight,

The new-found continent appears in fight.

BOOK
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BOOK THE SECOND.

COME raife, my Mufe, from deep dejetion raife

Thy drooping head to fing a hero’s praife:

No more let tears, no more let {forrows, move,

No more defcend in melting ftrains of love;

Raife high thy voice, expand thy numbers far,

Sound the loud trumpet of tremendous war.

But how, my foul, canft thou prefume to dare -

To fing of battles, all the rage of war 3

Who never faw a marfhal’d army f{tand;

Nor read the product of another’s hand !

Then come, oh! Mufe, whofe all-reviving breath

Recals great actions from the realms of death:

From Fame’s high temple come my caufe to plead,

A cafe uncommon, claims uncommon aid!

*Tis true, that Homer, wrapt in endlefs night,

His eye-balls darken’d and depriv’d of fight, .

Could make the heav’ns re-echo to his lays,

And earth grow vocal in his hero’s praife.

Thou too Britannia, Albion thou canft boaft

Milton, the Homer, of thy facred coafl ;

Tho’ dark himfelf he breath’d refulgent light,

And refeu’d others from the fhades of night!
Such
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Such, heav’nly Mufe, have felt thy pow’r divine,

But, ah! how diff’rent far their -ftate from mine!

The Grecian bard had long with care beheld

The various ruins of the Trojan field;

Follow’d the windings of fcamander’s flood;

Saw where the bu'waris rofe, the palace ftood ;

Invok’d Achilles, faw the hero rife,

Asxid, in the dazzling lufire, loft his eyes

And that great bard whole all-perceiving eye

Could pierce the deep recefies of the fky;

Prefent the glorics of the blefs’d abode

Explore the motives that dire@ a god;

Account for evils that attend our race,

And blaze the triumphs of cternal prace;

Had long enjoy’d the fun’s reviving rays, - '

Thro’ various regions wander’d various ways:

‘Where tow’ring Alps ltalia’s plains confine;

‘Where flows the Oder and the rapid Rhine:

Where France prefents her wide extended plains

And where Iberia {kirts the rolling main :

With {earching eyes the youthful Poet f::yd,

Their cuftoms, manners, aCtions, all furvey’d ;

The ufeful ftove to lofty views confign’d,

And lodg’d the burthen in his trufty mind.

For him had fcience all her influence fthed,

And twin’d her wreaths around his facred he:;d:

His rolling eyes to her {ublimely foar, |

"Till ftrain’d with gazing, they could gaze no more !
But
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But I alone, of all the num’rous thréng,
That mount in numbers, or defcend in fong,
Attempt to footh, inflame, -tranfport the heart,
Unblefs’d by nature, and untaught by art !
Scarce had the bell of fenfe began to tolly '
Or dawning reafon open on my foul, ©
When black difeafe, for ever, dimm’d my fight,
And wrapt my fenfes in eternal night ;
In vain,. for me, creation {preads her charms;
In vain' the fun the womb of nature warms ;
In vain his dazz‘ilﬁg luftre paints the grodnd;‘
Eternal darknefs hovers all arcund !
In her black dungeon dooms my mind to groan,
And fhuts the paths that lead to Wifdom’s throne, -
But wh-eﬁ_ fome circling years had wing’d their fight,
And Reafon gliften’d with™ fuperior light ;
Thro’ all my breaft a thirft of knowledge rofe,
And broke the tenor of my calm repofe:
In vain my foul then- {trove to force her way,
To {wim the ocean of {urrounding day,
A blank unvaried meets her bafled eye,
While all around enjoy the chearful fky.
But Sound; that goddefs; whofe refiftlefs charms,
Can roufs whole nations into deeds of arms,
Can {well to mirth the heart by woe depreft,
And melt in forrow the enraptur'd breaft ;
Who imperceptive fkints along the wind,
And wafts inftructions to tlic old and blind !

¥ ' With
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With pity mov'd, to me afliftance brings,
And bears creation on her airy wings,
“"The world’s great {cene difplays, in cleareft light,
And draws all nature to my inward fight !
But chief, -on thee, thou mighty Lord of all,
By whom all things have rofe, all things fhall fall;
"Whofe -Omniprefence fills remoteft fpace;
‘Whofe eye can pierce, whole comprehenfion trace;
Events, paft, prefent, labouring yet for births
“Who, with compaflion, views the woes of earth;
My foul imprifon’d calls aloud for rooom ;
*Tis thou, alone, that canft difpel this gloom ;
*Tis thou, alone, that canft this voice infpire,
And crown the fummit of my fond defire!
‘O Sire of heav’n, thy facred influence thed;
-May thy blefs’d Spirit hover round my head :
At thy command my foul relief fhall find,
And funs unnumber’d burft upen my mind!
Should merc’lefs critics, whofe envenom’d pow’rs,
Extra&t rank poifon from inmnoxious ﬂow’rsé
Deftruétive war with this produétion wage,
Sure this refle@ion will difarm their rage,
"That I, from whom this crude production fprings,
‘Whofe genius gives thefe rapid ﬁumbers wings,
‘Was, when an infant, robb’d of glorious fight,
And helplefs buried in eternal night!
But tho’ thefe-erbs for ever ceafe to roll, .
‘They fhut not out the paflions of the foul;

Like
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Like fires confin’d, they burn with fiercer flames;
And fpur my hopes to more exalted aims.
Far o’er the reft afcends my country’s love,
Abforb’d in this all meaner paffions move 5.
Tho’ cruel fate forbids to rife in arms,
Britannia’s: glory-all my bofom warms I+
My flutt’ring foul forfakes-her glooniy den;-
And flies triumphant thro’ the walks of men I'
Afeends.with thefe who foaring mount to fame,
And raife the glory of the Britith name..
But chief, O Wolfe! forthee; my mufe afplres,>
For thee; my bofom glows with all her fires,
For thee, my genius unappall’d by threats,
Shall fearlefs utter what my heart dittates..
By fate fecluded from the wqud’ great ftage,.
Reftrain’d from party. zeal, fx*pm faltious rage,.
Supreme, unaw’d, my dauntléfs mufe fhall ﬁt,\v
And daring truths fupply the phce of wit..
The blazing fun, thro’ flaming Cancer, drove,.
And gilds, with orient light, the realms above;.
‘When, on St. Laurence, Albion’s navy glides,
And, in a cloud of éanvas, veils the tides.
Aloft, in air, fublime the hero ftands,
And cafts his eyes thro’ all the neighb'ring lands,
‘Where boundlefs forefts rear their rev’rend forms, -
And brave the fury of furrounding ftorms,
High to the heav'ns with bold projections rife,
And lofe their fummits in the clouded fkies.

F 2 , Nor
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Nor thefe, alone, with graceful charms are-found,
To {well the {plendors of the profpect round :
Bright, to the view, in gay luxuriant pride, .
Vaft plains unbounded fkirt the rolling tide ;
Where Nature’s hand fpontaneous pours around
A world of {weets o’er all the fmiling ground.
Here gentle hills, with funny brows, are feen;
There warbling dales, and groves of lively green;
Herc a finooth vale, foft varying, fmiles below ; v
- Vaft rocks there rife, and tumbling waters flow 3
‘While their huge monarch, with majeftic mien,
Rolls flowly on, and crowns the glorious fcene.
Amid thofe charms that Nature’s {miles impart, .
With no lefs luftre blaze the works of art:
Rear’d with bright front high o’er the rolling tide;
Towns, temples, cities, grac’d his revirend fide:
For long proud Gaul had toil’d with ceafelefs care
To raife a crowd of dazzling ftructures there.
Far o’er the reft Quebec-in luftre thone,
Sublimely {eated on a rocky throne ;
Glorious the mounts thro” proftrate tempefts borie,
And on the world beneath- looks down with fecorn!
All Nature here in all her pow’rs arofe
To guard this city from infulting foes;
On ev'ry fide fhe flung a wat’ry mound,
Or rear’d a wall of threat’ning rocks around.
Full on the fouth, with waves expanded wide,
"The vaft St. Laurence rolls his pond’rous tide

' Round
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Round the north-eaft a lefler river ﬂowé,
And in the mightier fiream its torrent throws;
‘While with bold front and hugely tow’ring pride,
The far ftretch’d fteep prote€ts the weftern fide.
Nor lefs great Art difplays her boundlefs pow’rs,
To guard the fplendors of her glitt’ring tow’rs :
High on the utmoft fummit of the fteep,
A huge enormous fort o’erlooks the deep,
Wide on all fides fhe holds her thunders forth
To belch deftruction o’er the trembling earth,
Dreadful fhe bends her threat’ning brow below;
And feoffs the fury of the daring foe !
Down from each fide, along the fteep afcent,
Tremendous guns with threat’ning throats are bent,
There, thro” dark rocks, yawn forth for human bleod,
And pc;int their fury at the nether flood !
Below two baftions flank the harbour’s jaws,
O’erlook the circling tide, and guard her laws!
Advance their dreadful inftruments of woe,
To flath the fiery torrent on the foe !
Thus for Quebec all art and nature arm,
And rocks, forts, rivers fhield the town from harm |
Not far from hence, amid the mightier flood,
Fair Orleans’ ifle with flow’ry afpect ftocd,
Thick on whofe verge gay fragrant blooms abound,
That deck the waters which infold it round;
Full on the weft the parting. waves divide,
And in clofe channels wheel on either fide ;.

B ¥ 3 Then

/
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Then on the eaft unite their fireams again,
And like an ocean roll to' meet the main!
Hither it was, with fierce impetuous force, -
Thaf Albion’s fleets firft bent their threat’ning coutfe,
*T'was here her fhips firft touch’d the hoftile ftrand,
And brought the terrors of the war to land.
Recount, O Mufe! what thips approach’d the coaft,
‘What mighty heroes led the Britifh hoft,
‘What num’rous nations rofe in glorious arms .
To refcue Britain from impending harms.
Firft, the huge Neptune, o’er the wat’ry roar,
Darts her enormous bulk, and gains the fhore;
Tow’ring on high fhe rears her awful form,
Props the incumbent clouds—defies the ftorm;
Her fwelling fails expanded catch the wind,
And half the river rolls a wake behind |
Her pond’rous fides ftupendous rife to fight ;
Three fpacious decks divide the lofty height,
Each deck, with num’rous mouths, expanded wide,
Yawns, with dread horror, o’er the rolling tide;;
‘Wide guns, thro’ thefe, their gaping throats advanee, -
And,. with deftrution, threat the {ons of France.
Clofe, where the Neptune leads the pouring war,
Unnumber’d fails, of following fhips, appear.
Thrice fix roll on of huge enormous fize, -
Two tiers of guns in each progreflive rife
Thefe their vaft mouths, thro’ dreadful op’nings, f] pread,’
And labouring {eem with worlds of future dead.

Around
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Krounc},' where thefe ftupendous piles afcend,’
Vaft {warming fhoals of lefler barks attend ;
Some fraught with flour, or, wine’s enliv’ning ftore j
And fome with vet’rans from Britannia’s fhore ;
Throng’d o’er the deep, on ev'ry fide, they, poury
As flies defcending with the vernal thow’r,
Wide o’er a lake their fwarming legions fpread,
And hide its furface in a flutt’ring fhade.
In three divifions rank’d the fleets appear;
There rules-the mighty Holmes ; and Dural here.
The third defcends beneath that chief’s command,
‘Who rules, with boundlefs fway, the wat’ry band;
This ‘was a chief of high exalted fame,
And great and god-like Saunders was his name,
Saunders! who, dauntlefs, thund’ring fierce in war,
By ative valour, ftruck the world with fear s
‘Who, thro’ the frowns of minifterial laws,
Oft rufl’d to glory in his fov’reign’s caufe;
Burft thro’ all dangers; countlefs wonders wrought;
And fav’d his country by the glorious fault! -
Moor'd, near bright Orleans, on the fouthetn fide,
Now thefe vaft fleets, in crowds, at anchor ride:
Then from their decks, in countlefs numbers, pour,
Their vet'ran arinies on the trembling thore !
T humd’ring,\fori joy, o'er all the beach, _tﬁey throng, .
And thout, with tranfport, as they move along!
Firft, in the front of .all this pouring train,
Old England’s offspring trod the hoftile plaip..

From



[ 561

From where the Thames expands his filver tide,’
And tow’ring forefts grace his rev’rend fide!
From where the Severn darts to meet the main,
Like rapid lightning thro’ the wond’ring plain !
From wherxe the Humber rolls his pond’rous way,
And {wells, with num’rous fireams, the German fea !
From where the Tweed expands her wat’ry ftore !
And marks the limits of the northern fhorel
From all thefe fireams, from all her realms afa¢
Pouring, fhe teems her num’rous fons to war.
And, now, the firft of all the threat’ning hoft,
Sternly ferene they tread the trembling coaft.
Clofe in the rear Hibernia’s fons advance,
For their lov'd caufe eternal foes to France!
Hibernia, who, with kind fraternal hand, B
Still guards the honour of her fifter land.
Oh thou lov’d {hore! thou dear enchanting ifle!
Where endlefs peace, and truth, and freedom {mile !
Fain would my mufe her loftier flights reftrain
To fing the charms of thy delightful plain;
Thy. facred plain! where Heav'n all bounteous pours -
Nought eife but {weets, and worlds of {miling flow’rs. -
No hungry lions, here, with hideous roar,
E’er bound tremendous o’er the trembling fhore !
No wolves, no bears, no tigers, range the wood;
Or grind their jaws that thirft for human blood !
Here, no huge ferpents, curling, wreath’d on high,
With pois’nous hils enflame the tainted fky !

No
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No fnakes, -no toads, no adders, panting round,
With treach’rous venom, fill the {ubtile ground !
God fheds his influencé o’er the {miling land,
And all things noxious fhrink beneath his hand !
~ ‘When hither brought they languith, gafp, and die,.
And own the p‘fefcnce of a purer tky!
Here lonely babes may rife at early dawn,
And tread with fteps fecure the dewy lawn:
In peaceful forefts brave the midnight air;
Nor dread the fury of the prowling bear!
Her dauntlefs fons, exempt from fraud, from guile,
As is, from noxious deaths;, her gen’rous foil,
By Albion long, with iron fceptre, {way’d,
Saw all her rights contemn’d, her laws betray’d 5
Her commerce ftifled, and her arts oppreft,
Her friends negleCted, and her foes careft.
At lengthy oh! Heav’n, at-thy all mild command,
The joyful time rolls o’er this {miling land, |
‘When thefe great fouls-thould burft their galling chaim,
And bravely free her facred rights again. ‘
‘Now do we fee thefe giardians of the laws,
Step nobly forward in their country’s caufe ;
Now do we fee them, firm in glory, all,
Unlurd by gold, by aught but Freedom’s call,
Sternly ferene ‘contemn Oppreflion’s frown,
And awe, by threats, their haughty tyrants down ;
‘While the vaft: world, in wonder mix’d with fears,.
Sounds forth the praife of ’Erna’s volunteers !

Now,.
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Now, at their call, the Arts reviving fpring,
And fmiling Commerce waves her golden wing :
Now joyful Freedom hears their loud command,
And pours her boundlefs treafures o’er the land,
Scar’d at their frown bafe wiles and fraudful guile,
And mean diffenfions fly the peaceful ifle!
Blind zeal, no more, purfues her barb’rous.end,
No more enrag’d, religious fets contend.
Wretches, no more, with trembling terror thrink,
Becaufe they think not as their {fov’reigns think.
But adverfe parties lofe their thirft of blood,
And join their efforts for the public good !
But tho’ her foul abhorr’d the Britifh.laws,.
She rifes glorious in her fov’reign’s caufe ::
She, when fhe faw his keen avengiﬁg arms,
Towards Quebec direct their dire alarms,
Nobly fprang forth to fhare her num’rous fcars,
And bravely conquer in Britannia’s wars.
The Liffey, now, whofe wild meanders firay
Thro’ many a tra&, by many a winding way;
The rapid Ban; the Suir whofe waves expand -
With num’rous ftreams, and water half the land;
THhe Shannon, monarch of the wat’ry train,
‘Who, like an ocean, rolls to feek the main ;
All pour their crowds to purchafe high renown,
And guard the honour of the Britith crown.’
Beueath great Wolfe the fifter kingdoms ftand,
A clofe, connefted, firm, united band. '

In
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In order, next, the Highlanders appear,

Whofe €v'ry nerve feems ftrung for glorious war:
Thefe hardy troops, en lofty mountains, bred,
Where tow’ring Granfpus rears his rev’rend head;
Where filver Dee purfues her rapid way,
And fpacious lakes fupply the rolling Tay;
From where the Forth’s defcending waves expand,
To where the ocean bounds the northerti land;
Had le'arn’d,‘ in toil, te brave the fierce extremes,
Of Winter’s cold, and Summer’s fultry beamss
Train'd to fatigue, thus train’d by ceafelefs pain,
From ftubborn rocks to fetch the {canty grain,
Bold, undifmay’d, they joyful pour from far
To {eek from toil a kind relief in war.
And, now, aloft with threat’'ning front they ftand,
A grim, terrific, fternly frowning band. .
Rais’d, in their hands, huge blades enormous threat,
Keen are their edges, pond’rous is their weight;
With thefe they dreadful mow whole armies down,
And pierce the bulwarks of each hoftile town :
Thejr varying plaids, with curious art defign’d,
In graceful folds, redundant float behind, -
Thefe cov’rings loofe, defcending from above, .
Give ev’ry vig'rous mufcle room to move.
To thefe fucceeds the bold provincial hoft,
Whofe wrongs firft rous’d Britanunia’s injur'd coaft ;
Inflam’d with rage, they quit their native plain,
To claim due vengeance for their kindred flain,

‘ Their
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Their fpacious plain, whofe vaft expanfe, furveys,
From where bright Pheebus thoots his downward rays,
To where the ocean groans in icy chains, '
And night, thro’ half the year, unrivald reighs:-
Difportive Nature, o’er this boundlef&ﬂloré,
With lavith hand, profufely pours her ftore;:
Here all the plants, the fruits, the flow’rs are found,
That grace the climes of all the world around; '
Here endlefs fireams, thro’ endlefs regions, glide,
And fwell the ocean with her ceafelefs tide.
The fiream that laves the Philadelphian walls,
The Mohawk, dreadful in her thund’ring falls,
The bold Conne&icut, the Hudfon wide,
And Mifliflippi’s vaft capacious tide,
Thefe, fee their banks difpeopl’d, as they flow,
And f{end their heroes forth to meet the foe.
High, der the reft, advance the grenadiers;
Glorious -aloft their tow’ring front appears,
Their brawny bulks difclofe fuperior might,
And all their vig’'rous limbs feem ftrong for fight !
Stupendous caps, furround their bendifig browsg
That bid defiance to the rage of blows ;
From- Louiiburg this dauntlefs legion came,
Where Wolfe immortal rais’d his glotious name 5
Here, vanquifh’d France {ubdu’d beneath his hand,
In dire difperfion, fled the conquer'd land.
By Nova Scotia’s coalt extends the ifle, -
Her rocks are ld’f;ry,;ﬂubbérn' 1§ Her foil 5

Her
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Her fpacious harbour, fpreads 2 wide expanfe,
The once fure refuge of the fons of France,
But conquetr’d, now, deferts the Gallic caufe,
And rolls her tides beneath Britannic laws !
Thus dreadful pouring on the thund’ring coaft,
In various bodies, ‘moves the num’rous hoft.
Each huge.battalion owns her martial lord,
"Who waves, “with high controul, his threat’nmg

{word
Chiefs, lefs fupreme, confefs his dread command,
And march, in leffer troops, the num’rous band. °
Recount, O Mufe! each mighty hero’s name,
That rofe fuperior in this lift of fame: )
Great Monéton, next to Wolfe, immortal ftands,
Who free’d from rapine Nova Scotia’s lands,
‘Who fcreen’d that ceuntry from impending harms,
And taught proud France the force of Britith arms!
Townfhend, whofe God-like a{hons all proclain,
The glorious trophies of his fattire fame, -
High Heav’'n has doom’d that when great Wolfe fhal
fall,

His matchlefs arm thall cruth the pride of Gaul! .f -
That then that arm, ftretch’d forth in Albion’s caufe,
Shall rule Hibernia with deferv’d applaufe I
Laft, on the field, afpiring Murray came, |
Of all the chiefs, that bear a Gen’ral’s name."
To him, the brave, the dauntlefs Howe, fucceeds, "
Tho' laft in rank, not laft in glorious deeds!

G _ - Immortal
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Immortal Howe:! whofe comprehenfive mind,
‘With dauntlefs valoﬁr, ‘boundlefs virtue join’d,
Who plann’d with judgment, as he bravely fought,.
In war courag’ous, and.fedate in thought!
To future times his glorious actions known,
Shall raife the honour of his Sov’reign’s throne,
Pour Heav'n’s juft vengeance on rebeltious crimes,
And be the fubjet of fucceeding rhymes.
With him the gallant Cari’ton takes his ftand,
‘With equal merit, and with like command..
Led by thefe heroes roll the Britith hoft,
Like a vaft deluge on the thund’ring coaft.
~'Fall groves of muikets, from their front, they-vear,
Forefts of bay’nets cleave the yielding air, . '
"Fhat, from the tubes projeted, .upwards rife,
And burnifh’d glitter thro’ the dazzling fiies!
Full in the van, high 0’ef-;thei_r threat’ning head,
In many a fold, their blazing ftandards fpread,
Glorious aloft the:;y';wa._ve, in air, unfurl’d,
And ftrike wide terror thro’ the frembling world {
Bright on the furface of their broad expanfe,
In frowning gold, two threat’ning foes advance,
A lion rampant foams, with fury, ther.e,-
He grinds his teeth, his fiery eye-balls glare,
Darting he feems. While here an unicorn,
With rage opponent, waves his fingle Horn;
Eroblaz’d with gems a crown fufpended lies,
While the fierce foes contending lofe the prize !
The

0
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Thie Britifharmy thus, in- ‘brig,‘;nt arrayy
With joyful fhouts; puifae their thund’ring way;
Wide, o’r the land, their pouring legions fpread,
And groaning,earth ré-echioes-as they tread.
80 when mild Spring calls forth her vernal.flow’rs,
“And teeming hives-difgorge their flutt’ring pow’rs,.
The {warining bees their painted wings expar{d,
And pour, in millions, o’er the fragrantland ;
All with loud hum their theathlefs trunks: {hoot forth;.
And all in motion feems:the buftling earth.
Not far from:hence, along ‘the northern coaft,”
Fierce threat’ning Gaul collects her'num’rous hoft,.
Round Quebec’s walls they. ftretch with hideous pride,:
High o’er'the margin-of: the' rolling tide.-
The Gallic hoft divides in various bands,
By: various-leaders-led, from various lands.
Firft Languedoc prefents her thining train,
And pours-her heroes from her crowded plain,
Where peatly ftreams, from lofty mountains roll'd,
Defcendthro’ beds béftrew’d with-fands-of gold!
The vaft Garonne,- alOng her valleys, .glides,
Difpenfing verdure as he rolls his tides,
Thro’ all the land -majeftic takes his way,
And on Guiennes’ thores rejoins the fea.
Nor lefs this province, -rous’d-at Glory’s call,
Pours forth her fons to fwell the hoft of Gaul:
'What tho’ their hills, in vines, eternal-glow,
‘What tho’ their plains, with flow’rets, fmile below,

G2 , ‘What
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‘What tho’ their wines, in endlefs {tores, abound,
And bear the palm thro’ all the world around !~
They fly thefe treafures, draw their impious {fwords;.
And brave the fury of their former lords;
For Britain, wafted o’er-the circling main,
Long rul’d, with boundlefs fway, their fruitful plain,:
From hence, thro’ Gaul, oft led her conqu"ringnbands,
And on the brink of ruin plung’d her lands.
But while loud difcord fhook their Britifh lord,.
They bafely bow’d beneath the Gallic fword.
To thefe Gafcoigne unites her furious train,
As ir their guilt, companions in their pain ;.
On lofty. rocks, in vain, their cities ftand,
In vain, their Poiltiers fpreads her wide command;,
Where gallant Edward won the glorious. field;
And taught that numbers muft to valour yield.
In vain their haughty, proud, imperious boaft,.
They come to perifh. on a foreign coaft |
Fram Wolfe’s dread hand te feel the vengeance ]u{’c.
And all their vanity to layin duft }
‘With haughty mien the Roufillons. advance,
Iberians fubjed to the laws of France;
Taught where their heads, the Pyrenees, difclofe,.
Beneath the burden of eternal foows,
Thro’ dreary wilds, with attive limbs, to fweep,
And mount o’er piles of ice the threat’ning fteep ;-
"They come confiding in fuperior might,
To.meet their fate on Quebed’s tow’ring height.

‘ To
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To thefe Lofair unites her. num’rous band,
Like thefe to.perith on a foreign land !,
Canada fees the gdth’ring “tumult far,
And all her fons pours forth to meet the war.
All ages rous’d, obey the dire alarms,
And countlefs nations thund’ring ruth . to arms..
In fwarms the I_ndians leave their teeming woods,
Their lofty mountains, and their boundlefs floods ;
With hideous yells they pour along the fhore,
And lick their horrid jaws that thirft for gore. ..
Thefe, 2ll colleted, join the hoft of Gaul,
Bent to preferve the town, or bravely fall.
‘Montcalm ‘terrific rears his awful form,
And leads the fury of this gath’ring ftorm;
Not heav’n’s dread frown could €’er his rage cbntroui,
- Nor hell’s grimr'horrvors fright his daring foul;
No fears, no toils, could fhake his dauntlefs mind ;
Ne laws .could limit, no reftri¢tions bind ;
No. widow’s tears to him remorfe impart,
Nor tender pity melt his callous heart;
Eong, with fierce rage, his vile rapacious hands
Had hurPd deftruction on Britannia’s lands.
Long had fhe funk beneath his barb’rous force,
And piles of flaughter mark’d. his dreadful courfe;
‘Buf Wolfe’s ‘dread -terrors; now, for vengeance -call,
And thou art doom’d, prefumpt’ous chief; to fall,
Vaudrueil advancing next, in high command,
With ampler -virtues,. takes his nobler ftand:

G 3 He,



[ 66 ]

He, too, in fight, muft yield his fleeting' breath,
And fink, all glorious, in the arms of death.
Leevey fucceeds, a chief of high renowm.
Ramfay, the ruler of the neighb’ring towrn:
Then Bougainville fore-doom’d by Heav'n’s. intenty
To ftand fecluded' fromr the dire event.
Led by thefé chiefs thus roll’d the Gallic hoft):
Confus’dly pouring o'er the thund’ring coaft:
Dreadful they here colle€t, in threat’ning pridey.
Their motley terrors o’er the rolling tide;
Half-naked Indians there with hideous. mein,.
Here the gay Gauls in: dazzling robes are feem,
There horrid 'yel'ls, hete thouts perplex the {trand,
And all in motion feems the quivriag land..
So when fierce Boreas, from the boilt’rous north, -
Rolls clouds on clouds wide jumbling c'er the earth,
In throngs the jarring elements are driv’n,
‘With dire combuftion thro” the vaunlt of beav'n,
In one huge mafs, earth, fire, air, Vwat:er, hurl’d,
To burft in thunders on the trembling workdd
Thrice had the fun diurnal roll’d aways.
And dawning fhows the fourth revolving &ay,
Since firft the fleet approach’d the hoftile foil,
And Wolfe had difembark’d on Orleans’ ifle -
Wheh, charg’d with care, he gives the mighty word,
And bids his chiefs attend the council-hoard; .
Fach leader hears his gen'ral’s ‘dread commandy, .
And quits the quasters of his vet’san.band;

In
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In‘fhining, robes. they: all’ at once: ad'vancef
Scarlet, the terror of the fons of France!
‘With blazing gold unites a- brifk. array,.

And round the heroes throws. a. floed: of: day I"

- Gold, o'er their thoulders, flames with dazzling pride,.
Swords, deck’d with geld, defcending grace theirfide,
Bright filver plates.depending from- above;.

"Wave oler their bofoms as they onward move.
Wolfe who meanwhile, infpir’d by glorious aims,.
Roll'd in his- God-like breaft unnumberd ﬁ.heme.y,
Forth thro’ the camp to meet his gen’rals went,
And pleas’d conduéts them:to his {pacious tenty.
In arder there they take their awful feats,

While he the projects. of his foul relates.
My gallant- friends, companions of my ‘care,.

.Ye dauntlefs heroes, thunderbslts. of war,

Now let your fame, your God-like glory thine,
Now let your fouls, your deeds unite with. mine,
Roufe all your efforts. at your country’s call,
The mighty work in hand requires them -all. .
_To you, my friends, for [uecour Ercfer,

Wolfe is but young, and may be prone to err;
" To you willI my inmoft thoughts reveal,

And not a proje&t of my foul conceal.

There lies the town, the town ftupendous lies;
Wrapt in the bulwark of the ecircling fkies,
Glorious. aloft .fhe mounts thro™ upper air;

Far oer the fury of unequal warj .

“While.
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'While there- Montcalm collects his. num’rous héft,
And guards each entrance to the frightful coaft,
Woods, rivers, mountains, . wrap the hero rouhd,
And Nature’s works fecure the dreadful gr.oﬁn‘d.

But yet, my friends; we mufl their pow’r annoy,.
We muft; nay will, the Gallic pow’r deftroy;
Honour comimands, .my country’s will requires,..
And fhe fhall triumph, ‘or her Wolfe expires:!

But firlt; ye chiefs, companions of my care,

The juft: fuggeftions of your fouls .declare,.
Whether ’tis better bravely ftorm the rock,.

Or; give the Gallic camp one furious fhock :-
Should we elude their gen’ral’s watchful fight,.
And undifcover’d mount yon tow’ring height,

Tis true our cannon:might the town commandy.
And range triumphant thro’ the fubjeft land ;-

But fhould ‘that hero pierce our deep. défign,

And thund’ring, from the ﬁeep;.repulfe our line;,
Then from aloft.the fiery tempeft tofs’d,

In one vaft ruin muft confound our hoft;

Whilft flaughter’d we muft fee them fenc'd on high,
Nor have the glorious comfort brave to die!

But ¢’en thould we alo’f‘tv our ftandards rear,
‘Would not the brave Montcalm oppofe us there 2
Defeated then. what ufage could we find,.
Fierce foes in front, a precipice behind.

But fhould we bravely on their trenches fall,
Or dauntlefs, in his camp, attack the’Gau-J,
. | ‘ l Our
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Our fleets will then- fecure a fafe retreaty

Tho' all our-legions meet a dire defeat:-

But if Avi&o’rious‘-fwe their linies o’erthrow,

And from yon threat'ning poft diflodge the foe;.

Difpeis’d in woods theyll far from hence retire,

And leave. the town-expos’d to all our fire :-

Fluf’d with fuccefs our troops will dangefs*fcom,f

Thro’ rocks, . thro’ rivers, fhall their rage be borne,.

Thund’ring aloft they'll urge their glorious cou/rfe, '

And Quebec fall in fpite of all her force!

This is the fcheme; my friends, Fwould purfue;

This- I fhall follow; if dpprov’d by yous;

Tis. this_ alone can raif¢ the Britith name,

And crown our efforts with. eternal famel:

Yet fhould their camp our utmeft force: defy;.

The ‘more advent’rous fcheme we then may fry;.

For gen’rals fhould, my \'frliends, with" cautious care,

Curb- the wild fury of deftrutive war;

Preferve their foldiers; while they guard the ﬁéte,

Nor rufh on defp’rate means *till urg’d by fate..

He fpake, the crowd with rapture all- took fire,.

The. glorious project all at cnce admires.

All éry, approv’d, lead on attack the foe,.

Do thou but lead, and we <with tranfport go

But thus his words again attention claim,

And calm’d the fervour of their kindling flame..

‘With rapture I behold this god-like fire,

O! may fuch ardour all your deeds infpire !
But
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But ftay, my. friends, attend to cautious care;-
Something is wanting -ere we rafh to war;
While haughty France, from* yon-projeéting Tands,
The wide expanfion of the deep commands;
While the, from Orleans, feconds all her force,-
In vain our fleets-may ftem the wat’ry courfe;. -
Quebec fecure fromr all their efforts- lfes,-
And all the thunder of their guns defies ;'
Then let our fwords expel tlieir troops-from thence;
Do thou, brave Monéton, lead thy fquadrons:hences.
To Levies’ point -dire& thy vet’ran pow’rs, '
There thould you fpeed, Quebec thall fure be ours.-
Do thou;  brave Carlton,. with thy. troops advance,-
And from this ifland chafe the fons of France:
But you, ye gen’rous chiefs, that ftay behind,
Ah'! hide the doubts that may perplex -your mind,.
Cheer all your troops, extdl your country’s name,.
Britannia’s glory, all the charms of fame,
Cry, All is well; if they but. at their part,.
And roufe, to {miling hope, each drooping heart;
For wav'ring armies, {till to doubt a-prey;
Float in the-paffions that their chiefs betray.
The hero fpoke ; the counfel'd chiefs obey,:
Each, to his quarters; takes his eager »"w‘a);.-
Some train - the troops, with umremitted care,.
While others lead ‘their vet'fans forth to war. -
The gallant Carl’ton, firft; the hoft forfakes,
And thfo?.'fthc.‘iﬂe‘a rapid progrefs makes;

Before
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Before his, fury. fly the Gallic bands,
And yield all Orleans to his conqu’ring hands.
“Moncton meanwhile, "in. fhining: ranks, difplay’d,
The four battalions of *his fierce brigade, :
Anxious ‘he waits “till night’s. impervious fcreen, -
Shall rife to waft him, ¢’er-the waves, unfeen.
Now Sol defcending from. his tow’ring height,
Pehind the convex world withdraws his light.
“Then he with hafte embarks his nuni’rous hoft,
And gains, with level oars, the fouthern coaft.
‘Silent, the troops, defcending on the ftrand,
. In cautious order, wait their chief’s command,
When thus, while each impatient draws his fword,
The watchful hero gives the wary word-
Reftrain, my friends, your gen’rous. rage refirain,
‘Whilft gloomy darknefs covers all .the plain,
Here let us fland, fecure in firm' array,
And wait with patience for the rifing ciay-;
For fhould we pafs thro’ lands untrode beforew ’
‘While night’s dim thade obfcures the mezy fhore,
The foe might then cur wandring hoft invade,
Or plunge us headlong in fome ambufcade;
But if we take bright 5ol to guide our courfe, ..
Our/troo’ps, with prudence, may direct their force,
Secure from danger, crufh their tim’rous foes,
And be rewarded for their loft repofe.
He fpoke.—~The chiefs extend. the gen’ral word
The thick’ning {quadrons form around their lord, -

Compalicd



L 72 1
Compacted clofe they ftand in firm array,
And wait impatient for the:rifing day:
Detacl’d from cv5ry fide lights fcouts advance,
To watch the motions of the fons of France.
At length, in rofeat rays, the dawn fhot forth,
And wuk’d, from gen’ral reft, the flumb’ring earth.
Rous’d .at her-call the vet’rans ruth to arms,
The rocks, ‘the rivers, ring with dire alarms;
Al with lend thouts, then clofe the foe around,
And up point Levies drive with thund’ring found.
France, with amaze, declines the dreadful fray,
And, in the dire combuftion, melts away ;
Hzeadlong they tumble from the thund’ring fteep,
-And plunge, for refuge, in the whirling deep: v
All, in a moment, yield to delp’rate flight,
And leave to Moncton all the tow’ring height.
‘To bright Quebec this lofty rock once joir'd,
Form’d a huge mountain of ftupendous kind,
Whofe front enormous fpread from fide to fide,
And thro’ the clouds thot up with tow’ring pride;
Till vaft St. Laurence, tumbling tow’rds the main,
Loud fhatt’ring, vent a dreadful fpace between ;
Yet ftill aloft it o’er the river ftands,
And from its threat’ning brow the town commands.
Great Mon&on now, with.long unweary’d care,
Prepares, from hence, to wing the gath’ring war.
Huge piles of -earth dug up, with ceafelefs toil,
Are heap’d enormous o'er the groaning foil ;

Vatt
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Vaft forefts fel’d, with thefe, their.aid fupply,
To heave the growing bulwarks to the fky,

Till from the utmoft fummit of the fteep;
They, like ftupendous forts, o’erlook the.deep.
Behind thefe walls extend long floors of oak,
Thai flope ofsedient to the joiner’s ftroke,

" Down which, with eafe, may rolling ,guns be iped,
Till, thro’ the wide embrafures, darts their head.

_ The work complete, with dire deftru&ion, fraught,
‘War’s bellowing engines, from the fleet, are brought 3
On heavy wheels the pond’rous cannon moye,
And mount, by flow degrees, their pofts above.
Huge mortars next fuftain’d on beds of oak,

Are borne, with labour, up the ftubborn rock;
Then, from aloft, to whirl wide tempefts round,
Hideous their throats gapc thro’ the threatning mound
Grim, at each piece, a frightful warrior ftands,
With flame-tipt reeds held quiv'ring in their hands,
All, with deftruétion gorg’d, low bendihg down, w
Yawn, in dread horror, o’er the trembling town.
Amaz’d St. Laurence fev:s, the black portent,

And backward rolls to fhun the dire event

The woods, with horror, view the gath’ring woes ;
In mifts the mountains veil their quiv’ring brows;
Behind a cloud the fun aftonifh’d Iurks,

~And timid nature quakes thro’ all her works\i

At length the word, the baleful word, is ng ',
Swift to each vent, each fiery match is drivn; =~

H Dreadfui
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Dreadful anon o’er all the bellowing fhore,
Unnumber'd guns breathe forth their hideous roar;
All, with Joud rage, and force refiftlefs, fweep
 Vaft ftorms. of ball acrofs the trémbling deep,
‘Wide as they fly, the waves, in fmoke, are loft;
Huge wreaths of {moke involve the black’ning coaft,
Then, on the town, the fiery tempefts fall,
And plunge, in {eas of blood, the fons of Gaul.
Bombs, bolts, and rattling lead, in one vaft thow™,
Like ftorms of whirling hail, around them pour ;
Then as from high the {warming bombs defcend,
‘What hideous yells the trembling city rend !
They fall, they burft, the dire explofion {weeps
Streets thro’ the air, whole temples to the deeps!
Snatch’d in the blaft, difmember’d thoufands fiy,
In fhatter’d fragments, thro’ the bleeding fky !
Nor ends the blow with one tremendous fhow’r ;
Now kindling flames, o’er all the city, pour,
Now, with keen rage, they thund’ring roar around,
Burft thro’ vaft domes, o’ertop the tott’ring mound,
High o’er huge fanes and palaces alpire,
*Till all the town appears cne blaze of fire!
Here terror, flight, grim death, and rage, appear,
Confufion, ruin, anarchy, and fear.
Whole fereaming crowds, whole {warms of Gallia's

‘hoft, -
Here fink, at once, in dire deftruQion loft :

Some
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Some plunge in flames, fome gafp in thow’rs of ball,
While one wide, fwallowing ruin roars o’er all!
Enrag’d Montcalm beholds the carhage {pread,
And frantic- flies thro” heaps of mangled dead.
Swiff, at his call, rufh’d forth a threat’ning band,
Acrofs the tide, towards the fouthern land ;
All their fierce fouls refolv’d to plunge in night,
Or drive great Moncton from his tow’ring height.
Clofe at their heels pours forth the town in arms,
“To fwell the horrors of the dire alarms:
Revenge ! revenge! they ery, for kindred loft,
And furious dart from off the trembling coaft.
But when in boats they ftem the rolling flood,
And nearer flill approach the fcene of blood,
The Britifh fame appals their tim’rous hearts,
And all the éourage of their fouls departs.
But when on land, with trembling fteps, they tread,
‘Wide, and more wide, extends the growing dread,
The fancy’d foe approach in ev’ry wind;
The ranks before thrink back on thefe behind ;
The troops behind f{ufpect the troops before
They march, they halt, look round, then march once
more :

They gaze, they ftart, till, as their fears infpifc,-
Fach fees his friend inflam’d with hoftile ire :
One fnaps his piece—the quick contagion flies
Shot follows fhot, tumultuous groans arife

H2 “Thro’
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"Thro’ all the lines promifcuous firing runs ;

Swords againft fwords are clafh'd, and guns with
. guns.

"They break their ranks, they feek in vain to fly,

‘They crufh, are crufh’d, felf-prefs’d the daftards diej

>Till piles of flain rife grim o’er all the coaft,

And funk in blood is half their mangled hoft!

Now when, too late, their chiefs to fenfe return,

‘They view the dire miftake and vainly vmou»m,,

Repafs the river, loft to Glory’s charms, »

And fly the terrorof the Britith arms.

Thus were the troops, whofe vaunts fo fternly thown,

By their own coward fears, at once, o’erthrown,

Britain elate ftill o’er the trcfnbling town,

From tow’ring Levies, fends her thunders down;

Anl ftill the town, tho’ hurld in ruin all, .

Withftands the fury of her pouring ball.

Twelve glorious days had on the world arofe,

And twelve long nights allur’d to foft repofe,

‘While Wolfe, to guard his poft on Orleans’ ifle,

Strengthen’d, with martial works, each lofty pilé;

At his command capacious domes afpire,

Where pale difeafe and helplefs age retire,

Securely plac’d, beneath the gen’ral’s care, |

Far from the fury of defiru@ive war:

For ke, to ev’ry part, attention gave,

In council prudent as in 2Qion. brave.

The
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‘The work compleat, he calls his num’rous hoft,

In order rang’d ‘along the trembling coaft,

"They, whilft the fun defcends, in patience ftand,
And joyful wait their gen’ral’s dread command.’
Along the glittering line the hero flies,

“Thro’ all the ranks he darts his rolling eyes,

Sulutes with courteous air each private man,

Then in the centre paus’d, and thus began:
- Now on one' ftroke, our fate, our all, depends,

My gallant foidiers, countrymen, and friends,

Now is the time, the time that heav’n beftows,

To raife our glory, crufh our country’s foes s

Make impious France, beneath our fhackless gr\oan,
And crown, with endlefs fame, the Britith throne.
"Then roufe, my friends, my gallant friends prepare,
Inftant I lead to great, to glorious war;

E’en now Ifee yon tott’ring ramparts fall,

And in their ruin bury pride and Gaul.

Nor let their numbers £l your fouls with dread,

Oft from true valour’s wrath have numbers fled, -
Britain has made ftupendous armies flee, i
And what great Edward did fo now may we.

Yes, O my friends, let Britain’s glorious name,

Her high illuftrious deeds, her martial fame,

Let Crefly, Poiltiers, Agincourt, infpire,

And fwell your dauntlefs fouls with godlike fire.

But fo;nc, pkerha,ps, whofe {ouls are ftruck with fear,
. 'Who dare not brave the _glori'ous front of war,

H 3 - May
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May fay that Crefly’s hoft affiftance found,

Had no dread rocks to pierce, no hideous mound 3

But this, my friends, this fwells our high renown,

And twines, with peerlefs wreaths, ourlaurel crown.

For when loft France thall fink beneath our courfe,

‘When we, with Heav’n-firung might, fhall ceuth her

force,

Then fhall juft honours wait our conquering fword,

And bright Quebec *bove Crefly be ador’d. '

But, O fhould we not win yon glorious wall,

Gods ! what foul thame, what guilt muft feize on all,

Should we now bafely thrink from danger here,

Heav'ns! how the world waould mock our daflard .

fear s

How our wrong’d country fcoff our vile return,,

And dafh our ev’ry Joy with hideous fcorn;

Then ye might wifh, abafh’d might wifh in vain, .

"That death you’d found on Canada’s curs'd plain. . '

Nor: would difgrace alone attend the deed,

That hour we {ly, Dritannia’s fall’s decreed ;

Then would Montcalm, with force refiftlefs, bear,

Thro’ each loft province, all the flames of war;-

Then would we foon, frém thefe fair fhores, be hurl'd,

And lofe, for ever, all this weftern world.

-How fhall I fpeak the reft; for much I fear -

The woes, the direful woes, would end not herey -

Yes, much 1'fear that then the conquering hoft

‘Would plunge, in whelming rage, ¢’en Albion’s coaft;-
Yot
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For when their wrath had crufh’d our empire here;
Would they not onward roll the ftorm of war,
‘Would fhey not pour on Albion’s trembling thore,
And plunge her towns her realms in wide uproar 2
Then ye might with, enrag’d might with in vain,
That death yow'd found on Canada’s curs’d plain,
Then roufe, my friends, avert the threat’ning woe,
Fly, wing your fwords with vengeance on the foe;
Think what Montcalm has done in times before;
Nor let his barb’rous rage ¢’er reach your fhore, .
But while you crufh thefe tyrant fons of Gaul,
Let not your fury on the guiltlefs fall, '
Still let the "weak,, the poor, the helplefs, thare
The fweets of peace amid the rage of wars;
"Tis not from thefe Gaul’s rank injuftice rofe,
Then why not feek to mitigate their woes.
Do this, -mvy friends, from private: wrongs forbear,
And Heav'n, with juft fuccefs, will crown our care,
Do this, my friends, and Heav’'n’s refifblefs might,.
Will fhield, from lawlefs rage, Britannia’s right. |
For when our fwords have pierc’d yon tott’ring mound,
‘When aH the Gallic pow’ss lie crufh’d around,
Won by the gentle deeds that mark our way,
'Then fhall this reighty province own our fway;
Then Gaul’s vile reign fhall here, for ever, ceafe,
And all the Britifh fubjeéts reft in peace!
Then, oh! my friends, when all our foes are fled,
‘What endlefs fame fhall beam around our head;,

'  What
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What lafting monuments record our praife,

And hand our deathlefs names to future days}t -
Hail'd by loud fhouts, we’ll gain our native thore,
And, in our country’s love, be blefs’d once more.
Scarce had he fpoke when wide huzzas, fent forth,
From all the hoft, amaze the trembling earth,
Three times aloft their thund’ring voices rife,
Three times the doubling echo rends the fkies;
Thro’ all the bellowing deeps the thouts rebound,
And all the rattling heav'ns return the found.,

Swift the loud clamour reach’d the camp of Gaul,
And pale, foreboding fears there feize on all,

‘With joy the hero faw the tranfport rife;

Bright martial flames fhot fpa;kling from his eyess .
He ftraight prepares to give the mighty blow, |
And turn the gath’ring tempeft on the foe.

Now the tall fhips, their fwelling fails, difl.)lay,
. And, round the buftling ifle, dire& their way: -
Then caft their anchors near the northern fhore,
And launch their boats to waft the army o’er.
~And when the fun had reach’d his weftern goal,
And fparkling ftars glow round the glitt’ring pole,
When in the arms of reft was Natuce loft ;

And laid in- foft repofe the Gallic hof’é,

Great Wolfe, from Orleans™ ifle, embarks his bands,
And gains, with fafe efcorts, the northern lands.

A river here defcends, with thund’ring roa?,

Down dreadful falls, along the echoing fhore 3

St
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St. Laurence drains its tributary ftore,

And Montmorency was the name it bore-:

Steep woody hills its weftern banks difclofe,

Where lay, fecurely fenc’d, the flumb’ring foes..

Wolfe, on the eaftern fide, new cautious lands,

- By calm manceuvres, all his vet'ran bands;

Safe thro”right’s darkfome gloom, they urge their way,

His godlike care fupplies the place of day!

Next, o’er the deep, the fleet their baggage bear;
The tents are pitch’'d; the lines are mark’d with care;
The trench is funk ; uprear’d the tow’ring mound 3
E’en ere the dawn can beam her {plendors round.
Soon as the ruddy. eaft, with faffron glows;

And a&ive nature {prings from foft repofe,
Their arduous tafk the pioneers purfu’d,
To fell, with ftubborn blows, a neighb’ring wood-.
Arrivid, they lift their threat'ning fteel on high,
Swift, thro’ the wood, the rattling weapons fly 5
The groaning thickets feel a gen’ral fhock, _
And ruftling fink Beneath the thund’ring firoke,
Vaft as they fall, they thake the trerhb—ling ground,
And all the echoing foreft rings around.
The gallant Danks advanc’d, at Wolfe’s command,
From hoftile foes, to guard the labeuring band ;
Compatted clofe his: dauntlefs vet’rans ftood,
Beneath the covert of the fhelt’ring wood.
Now fage Montcalm amaz’d beheld, from far,
The (wift approach of all-deftrultive war,

'  Then,
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Then, with loud hafte, he fends his fierce commands
To all the Indian’s grim terrific bands,

Forth from the camp with inftant {peed to go,
And fnatch fome Iucky chance to crufh the foe. |
Rous’d by the fcent of blood, the favage crew, °
Acrofs the thund’ring falls, with fury flew ;

Then, train’d in artful wiles, the wood furround,.
And ftretch their hideous bulks along the grounds
Like well-taught {paniels grov’ling, couching low,
Unfeen they watch the motions of the foe ;

Silent, they crawl beneath the fhelt’ring trees,
And, mark the firokes, {wift borne along the breeze,
Then, near the found, colle& their {quadrons all,.
And eye the thoughtlefs guards and plan their fall.
Now, from their dark retreats, they furious bbund,
‘With hideous yells, the rattling woods refound;
Thick flames burft forth, loud bellowing thundersroars -
The heav’ns are rent; deep groans the echoing fhore;
Swift, from the fiery tubes, the tempefl tofs’d,
‘With heaps of tumbling dead beftrews the coaft.
Stun’d at the thock {foon Albion’s troops give ground,
And fly the thund’ring deaths that flame around;
But foon the charge renew, their poft regain,,

And bravely ftand the well-contefted plain.. -
Now their loud guns return the dreadful fire,

Crath follows crafh, thick clouds of fmoke afpire,
shouts, groans and yells, wide rend the bellowing fkies;
Now here, now there, the dire confufion flies;

Vaft
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Vaft thow’rs of lead fwift dart from fide to fide,

- And all the field prefents a fanguine tide.
In one clofe corps the Britifh fquadrons ftand;
In various troops divides the Indian band,
Thofe on the field, with front unthelter’d, dare,
All the loud fury of the pouring war;
‘While from behind tall oaks thefe urge the fire,
And ftand themfelves fecurd from all its ire.
Thus while the Britifh troops maintain the fight,
Still as each dauntlefs hero funk to night,
‘The next advancing occupies his place,

. "Till all the lefs’ning front contracts its fpace :
?Till not a man the dreadful fhock fuftains,
But what is pierc’d by wounds, or torn by pains!
Spent with fatigue at length their fquadrons yield,
And backward flow retire from off the field 3
Horrors on horrors then tumult’ous rife,
More direful clangs.then tear the bellowing fkies,
Afide their pond’rous guns the Indians fling,
And o’er the rattling field like light’ning {pring ;
Thundring, they flath their inftruments of woe,
Swords, pikes, and axes o’er the featt’ring foe.
Swift flies the flaming fteel, with flaugbter, round;
Torrents of guthing blood ‘pollute the ground ;
‘Wild, o’er the prey, the ruthlefs monfters roar,
And lap, with favage jaws, the ftreaming gore.
Then in grim death ten thoufand forms are {een,
All dreadful, varying o’er the frightful green;

“Theres
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There, from the life-warm trunk, the heart is torn,-
Here, from' the mangled fkull, the {calp is borne,
There, on the proftrate foe, the victors tread,
Here, with keen wrath, they rend the guiltlefs dead:
Groans mixt with yells affvight the trembling fhore,
And all is tumult, death, and wild uproar!
But mighty Wolfe, who view’d the fight from far,
Rufh’d forth, enrag’d, to mect the furious war; .
At his approach the victor foes give way,
And in the midft of conqueft lofe the day:
Before his flaming {word confus’d they run,
And plunge, in fhelt’ring woods, his wrath to fhun.
Thus prowling bears, impell’d by hunger’s call, |
Full on the lion’s court, with fury, fall,
‘While abfent he {trays forth, in fearch of food,
‘With favage jaws they vend his quiv’ring brood
But if the dreadful king appear in fight,
Soon are the trembling daftards loft in flight.
Thus did the Indians heap the plain with dead,
And thus, when Wolfe appear’d, the cowards fled.
When mighty Wolfe had fenc’d the camp around,
Intrench’d the plain, fecur’d the riling ground ;
To deeds of high renown his foul he turns,
And 2ll his God-like breaft with glory burns.
Dauntlefs the chief afcends along the fhore,
Where down the rocks the thund’ring billows roar’;
Above the falls he wings his rapid courfe,
Explores the tide, furveys the Gallic force;

To



[ 8 1

To try where beft he might their fury dare,
And thro’ their lines impel the rage of war.
But, «ll in vain! Montcalm collects his bands,
And ftrong in dreadful forts the fitream commands.
Baffled in this, his ever fruitful mind
With new obftructions, new refources join’d;
"He now refolves to lure the fubtle foe,
To come and meet him on the plains below.
Now with keen taunts he dares their troops to fight,
He then, to roufe their courage, mimics flight,
But fagé Montcalm looks on with carelefs eye,
Nor quits the dreadful poft he holds on high,
Stung at the cool referve the Gauls difclofe,
The gen’rous Walfe with indignation glows,
Scarce can his temper quell his boiling breaft,
Or, keep the fury of his foul repreft,
“When thus the chief had pra&lis’d all his arts,
e, from the fluggifh {cene, .with hafte departs,
‘To gallant Townthend yields 2 fhort command,
And pafs'd the town to view the weftern land:
‘While from loud thun{’ring guns difplay’d on high,
To thwart his courfe fierce fiery tempefts fly.
Calm on a lofty veflel {wiftly borne, '
Clofe by the bellowing rock he bounds with fcorn,
"The confcious bark confefs’d her {acred load,
And plo’Ws, with bolder front, the wat’ry road:
Above the town the dauntlefs chief explorés,
‘With all confidering eyes, the hoftile thores,

1 To
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To try where beft he might affault the rock,

And give proud France the long-intended fhock.

But here new terrors firike his wond'ring eyes,

New hofts appear, new f{cenes of danger rife.;

Rivers oppofe, hills fkirt the rolling tide,

Rocks mount o’er rocks in ftern tremendous pride;

Vaft cloud-capt forts their tow’ring fronts difclofe, °

And all is guarded by a world of foes.

Amaz’d the chief beheld the dreadful ground,

The frightful fteeps that wrap the city. round;

He fees that Nature’s works obftru& his aims,

And ftraight his foul recurs to former fchemes;

Then, with bold heast, along the threat’ning fhore, .

Back to the diftant camp, he fteers once more:

Swift down the rapid tide the chief is borne,

And foon the army hail his wifh’d return.

Thrice {fev’n long days had rolling wing’d their flight,

And now the flumb’ring earth refign’d to night,

Since Wolfe, from Orleans’ ifle, had reach’d the main,

And dar'd to glorious fight the Gallic train;

‘When, thro’ the camp, his pow’rful mandates fent,

Colle& the gen’rals in his lofty tent,

All feated round in fix’d attention join’d,

When thus the chief unfolds his God-like mind.

Now, roufe, my friends, for glorious fight prepare,

To-morrow’s fun fhall light our fouls to war;

To morrow’s fun, our thund’ring arms I truft,

Shall lay yon forts, yon tow’ring mounds in duft:
Then
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Then mark the orders that I now proclaim,

And let them guide your conqu’ring fteps to fame, -
Soon as Aurora paints the eaftern fkies,

Let all the glitt’ring hoft in arms arife,

Then in two corps the vet’ran band divide,

I with the left will crofs the rolling tide,
Back’d by the thund’ring fleets attempt the blow,
And in their front intrenchments charge the foe.
Do thou, brave Townthend, here colleGted ftand,
The right and)
Tl fhallow grown the refluent waters leave

centre led by thy command ;

An egrefs fafe acrofs the rolling wave;

Then pafs the ford, affault the Gallic line,

And force a paffage thro’ their ranks to mine.

To aid the fury of the gathering ftorm,

Clofe by the thore our num’rous fleets fhall form,

Full on the foe their thund’ring guns {hall play,

And level all that dare oppofe thy way.

No ufelefs precepts here fhall *fcape my tongue,

None but purfue the }ight, and fhun the wrong.

Long have you all rever’d your native fhore,

Let this great rute dire&, I afk no more.

The hero {poke, the gen’rals all approve;

Keen flame their fparkling eyes with patriot love :

Then while their breafts, with kindling glory, burn,

They to their {pacious tents in hafte return ;

There in the arms of reft they lofe their care,

And foon their wearied ftrength from fleep repair.
* Ia2 Yet
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Yet God-like Wolfe by anxious fears oppreft,

Far o’er the field fill flies from balmy reft;

Oft thro’ night’s gloom he treads the camp around,

isurveys the guards, explores the circling mound,

Left Gaul, -by ftealth, through thefe fhould force her
way,

And crufh the hopes of the fucceeding day.

+ BOOK
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BOOK THE THIRD,

VVA R, thou curft bane of all the joys of earth,
From whence didft thou derive thy hideous birth?
Say what dark pow’r, what foe to {miling peace,
Firft fent thee here to fcourge the human race ?
Was it that burning hell, enrag’d to find
No plague that pleas’d her to torment mankind,
~ 'With wide-breath’d roar, from all her fiery round,
From all her gulphs, from all her depths profound,
CalP’d all her wrath, in one tremendous hour,
To form thy birth, thou moft accurfed pow’r;
‘Then bid her fnakes, her fires, her gorgons, {pread,
Their blackeft terrors round thy grifly head :
Hell, with infernal {miles, now pleas’d, furvey’d
The plague-fwoln monfter that her wrath had made.
Then from her hideous gulph fhe belch’d thee forth,
To waft her horrors to this peaceful earth.
Well haft thou fince difcharg’d the tafk affign’d,
And pour’d unheard-of torments on mankind ;
And now, with all thy ftormy glooms o’erfpread,
With all thy tempefts low’ring round thy head;
Grimly thou tow’reft Quebec’s loft coalt,
To roufe to direful ftrife each adverfe hoft.

I3 : , Soon
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Soon as the glitt'ring fource of welcome day,
Shoots thro’ the yielding air a dawning ray,

Thro’ all the camp Britannia’s gen’ral flies,

And bids his flumb’ring bands to conqueft rife.
Rous’d by the call, dull Sleep forfakes his reign,
And all the hoft rufl’d thund’ring on the plain:
From rank to rank the chief, infpiring, flies,

Now here, now there, he darts his fparkling eyes;
Then cries, To fame, my friends, I’ll clear your way;
Do you prepare, fuftain the glorious fray.

He then, with rapid fteps, approach’d the ftrand,
And from the hoft draws off a num’rous band ;
There, in the navy’s boats embark’d, they all

Prefs from the fhore to gain the camp of Gaul;
Wolfe for this band, with keen affiduous care,

Had culld the troops that belt might ftem the war;
Wide fpread their fronts with high terrific mien,
Huge and robuft their vig’rous limbs are feen. ‘
Thefe, ftill, the terror of proud Gallia’s coaft,
‘Were Grenadiers, the {low’r of Albion’s hoft;
Each in his hand a pond’rous mufket bears,

Thefe burnifl’d tubes are tipp’d with g]itt’r‘ing {pears;
Round each a dazzling belt ap\pears difplay’d,

T'rom whofe dread curve dependsa threat’ning blade;
‘While a huge fhaggy pouch, low hung beneathy

Is filld with fierce grenades, the domes of death:
‘Lhirteen divifions mark the num’rous band,

Qer each a captain fpreads his wide command;

Dauntlefs,
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Dauntlefs,. to thefe the bold provincials joirm,
And burn, like them, .to crufh the Gallic line.
Now with dark frowns o’er all the coaft afar,
In gen’ral motion, feems the front of we;r; ,
TFhe mighty Wolfe forfakes the {founding fhore,
And inftant darts amid the wat’ry roar;
His num’rous veflels move with graceful pride,
In far-ftretch’d lixﬁs, acrofs the rolling tide 3
Clofe in the rere, with many a canvafs’d cloud,
His {warming fhips, in countlefs numbers, crowd;
"Tow’ring, they fteer fwift tow’rds the trembling fhore,
And ope their ports to breathe their fiery roar; ‘
While their wide flut’ring ftreamers, rais’d on high,
'With many a dazzling fold, emblaze the fky.
‘While thus the Britith troops rufh forth in arms,
T hle Gallic fquadrons hear their dire alarms;
High on a range of hills expanded wide,
They from where Montmorency rolls his tides -
Stretch their vaft lines to where St. Charles pours
His filver fiream beneath Quebec’s high tow’rs ;
Full in the front of thefe ftrong pofted bands,
The huge St. Laurence all his waves expands;
Along their flanks the lefler ftreams defcend,
And either wing, with wat’ry mounds, defend;
‘While a huge circling wood, that feems to rife
Thick as night’s glooms, and tow’r into the {kies,
With mahy a darkfome thade, enfolds the rere,
And from that quarter wards the rage of war.

Tho’
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Tho’ all thefe dire obftructions rife to fight,
Still Albion’s troops prefs on to meet the fight.
Rous'd at their dreadful din Montcalm arofe,
And up the loftieft fteep with {peed he goes;
Soon round him there all Gallia’s gen’rals crowd,
‘While thus with thund’ring voice he cries aloud:
Now, O ye heroes, now thefe eyes have feen
‘What long my heart, my foul, hag wifh’d in vain
Seec how the foe lead on their threat'ning bands,
To {fue for death from your vi€torious hands;
But Iet us here, behind the cov’ring mound,
With fteady rage, maintain this dreadful ground.
Here let us 2ll on this ftupendous height,

Wait the fierce coming of the glorious fight;
And when the foe roli‘on with threat’ning ire,
Full on their front we'll flath a whelming fire;
Soon to its dreadful fhock their ranks thall yield,
And load with flaughter’d piles the fmoking field 5
While we, fecur'd by thefe all-thelt'ring walls,
Shall mock the fury of their pouring balls.

Yet, tho’ our arms fhould cruth the Britith hoft,”
Let not a fingle man defert his poft ;-

Let not a man purfue the routed band, .

Or he, by Heav’n,_ thall die beneath this hand 5
For dare we madly quit our fences here,
Would not Wolfe's valour foon reverfe the war?
Yes, O my friends, we muft with caution fteer, -.
Wolfe is the mighty chief we have to fear.

Cape
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Capé Breton thou canft prove his conquering force,
And we fhould dread his fierce impetuous coutle
Howe’er, let all our favages advance, '
And poft their crowds behind the lines of France 5
That they, let loofe, may cruth the routed rere,
And on the flying ranks deftru@ion bear.
They fhall enough the hideous carnage fpread,
And gorge our greedy eyes with feafts of dead
For well they’re fkill'd to cruth a f{catt’ring foe,
And lay, by fealping, countlefs armies low :
Some tho® there are, who. ferupuloufly nice,
Dare call this fcalping law a barb’rous vice,
I, by experience, long its ufe can prove,
And what fhould fway the foul but patriot love ?
‘What, tho” my triumphs fhook Ofwego’s land,
Tho” vaft Fort William fank beneath my hand,
How would this e’er have rais’d my native fhore,
Had not my fteps been mark’d with tides of gore ?
Had not the Indians, fway’d by my command,
Plung’d in immediate death each conquer’d band..
For thefe who live may yet retort their pain,
But thole who die né’er rife in arms again.
Thus did Montcalm fupport deftruétion’s caufe,
Thus did he urge the breach of Nature’s laws;
His chiefs approve; with hafte: his orders bear,,
And all their legions for the fight prpare.
Now swhile the fun his flaming chariot drove
T‘hror’ the high fummit of his courfe above,

As
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As fwift they ftram’d to reach the hoftile coaft
A dire mifchance befel the DBritifh hoft:
Beneath the waves here rife huge thoals of fand,.
With far ftretch’d bulk, along the northern land;
Wide as the fwarming Boats, with num’rous oars,
Tear up the {urge to gain the deftin’d thores;
All, wich one gen’ral fhock, on thefe ftrike ground, .
And dire amazement inftant fpreads around; i
France, with delight, beheld the dreadful blow,
And ftraight prepares to fwell the gath’ring woe;
Swift from the guns of all her lines expire )
Vaft thow’rs of thells; vaft theets of fmoke and fires
Full on the boats the burﬁ\ing ftorms are driv’n,
And lo the waves are bellowing dafh’d to Heav’n.
‘While thus loud death comes thund’ring from the coaft,
Fix’d on the pile remains the Britifh hoft ; |
Some the fierce ftorm now whelms in feas of blood,.
Some fink in crowds, beneath the circling flood 5
While fulph’rous glooms throw round a difmal night,,;
And whirling waves-preclude the means of flight ;
Then when call’d forth by Albion’s God-like chief,
The dauntlefs'failors flew to bring relief;
Urg’d by his voice, with fearlefs fteps they tread,
Thro’ feas of blood, thro’ thoals of mangled dead;
They toil, they {weaz, till their ftrong arms prevail,
And draw from ¢T the bank each flime-clogg’d fail ;
Now the great chief forfakes his baffled hoft,
To view with fearching eyes the hoftile coafl;

To
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To try where belt he might approach the ftrand,
And guide thro’ threat’ning ills his troops to land ;
. A boat is launch’d, whofe ftrong and convex form,
May plow the fhallow wave, and face the ftorm;
Calm in this bark the godlike Wolfe is feen, 3
Rife with bright front and high majeftic mien;
Then bold he fteers towards the threat’ning fhere,
Tho’ round his head the fiery tempells roar.
Montcalm beheld the dauntlefs chief afar;
Now, now’s the time, he cries, to end the war:
Charge high your cannen, point at yonder foe,
And end, with mighty Wolfe, your country’s woe.
Fir'd at the call, his troops obedient hafte,
Soon in a mortar’s throat a bomb is plac’d;
Huge is the pond’rous fhell, of texture thin,
And vaft the nitrous gorge that broods within
Now with nice art, by movement fubtly flow,
They point the gun towards the God-like foe ;
Rous’d by a match loud roar its thund'ring fires,
Swift thro’ the air the tow’ring bomb afpires;
Then wheeling down, its flaming orb prefents,
And oer the trembling boat its fury vents,
Dreadful it burfts, earth hears the.frightful found,
And all the bellowing deeps recoil around.
But Heav'n from mighty Wolfe averts the ftroke,
Tho’ ftartled nature finks in clouds of {moke;
Tho' death on ev’ry fide flies dreadful round,
Safe from the threat'ning fhock the hero’s found ;
' Nor
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Nor falls il thou, O loft Montcalm, fhall yield,
Crufh’d by his hand, the long-contefted ficld; '
High on the ftem he rears his awful form,

And views with fearlefs eye the threat’ning ftorm:
Come on,-he cries, your matchlefs worth difplay,
Come on, my friends, your chief thall lead the way;
Thro’ feas of flame direct your dauntlefs courfe,
Approach the foe, contemn their threat’ning force.
This deed on us immortal Fonour draws,

*Tis glorious fure to die i{x Britain’s caufe.

His vin'rous words now all his friends infpire,
They ply their oars, they dart thro’ floods of fire;
They reach the coaft, they dare the guns of Gaul,
Tho’ o’cr their heads defcend thick thow’rs of ball.
Calmly the chief now views the hoftile thores,

ie each ftrong poft, he ev'ry creck explores,

He finds the wifli'd-for {pot, his troops to land, -
Then backward rows and joins his anxious band !
Thro’ all the hoft he fends his voice afar,

He bids the chiefs lead on the rufhing war;

At his command {wift move the rapid oars,

The veflels dart, they reach the threat’ning fhores;
Quick from the light'ning boat the vet’rans bound,
They fhake the coaft, their rattling arms refound,
Headlong they ruth, by frantic rage impell'd,
Fierce on the foe, acrofs the trembling field:
They in their wrath no form, no order, heed,

But with dire tumult mark their furious fpeed 5
Before
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Before their fteps afcends a threat’ning fteep,

Behind- them rolls thé, wide tumultuous deeps’
High on the hill, intrench’d, /appcar the foe,
‘Who downward point their inftruments of woe;
‘With gaping throats yawns forth the hideous tire,
And ready ftand to belch deftruttive ﬁ;‘e.
Clofe by the tide a ftrong redoubt arofe,.
To guard the beach from all invading foes,
Vaft {warms of Gauls defend its tow’ring mound,
An arnple fofle fecures its dreadful round;
Above, below, is fenc’d the hideous coalft,
And nought but death furrounds the Britith hoft.
Great Wolfe beheld, with anxious cares opprefl,
Foreboding fears weigh down his manly breaft,
High on a bark he views the kindling Vx;ar,
And thus his thund’ring voice he fends afar:
Oh, my brave friends, reftrain your headlong courfe,
Calm,. calm-this rage, collect your featter’d force,
‘Do in, firm ranks but range your fguadrons here,
And I myfelf will lead you on to war;
But, oh till then, your gen’rous rage reftrain,
Spare your own lives, nor let me call in vain.
In vain the winds his loud inftrutions bear,
The ufelefs words are loft in empty air;
Thund’ring the troops ftill wildly pour along,
‘And in their fury {weep the Gallic throng.
Swift from the ftrong redoubt: thefe urge: their flight,
And drive for refuge up the tew’ring height;

K Now
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Now while their clarions yield a thund’ring found,
That fhakes the earth arnd rings the heav’ns ardund,
Fierce the loud conqu’rors prefs the routed Tear,
And up the hill {wift roll the tide of war:
‘With ardour mad they mock their firm array,
And wildly rufh to meet the furious fray;
- But, lo, while thus with fierce impectuous force,
Full on the frowns of fight they urge their courfe,
Calm from on high the dauntlefs fons of Gaul
Extend their tubes acrofs the glitt’ring wall,
But when within gun-fhot their foes afpire,
Yull on their front they flath the whirling fire;
Then all at once, with loud re-echoing roar,
Vaft ftorms of ball fly o’er the trembling fhore,
Dreadful in crowds they fell the Britith hoft,
And leave whole fquih-ons gafping on the coaft;
Inftant thefe troops are all in horror drown’d,
And death and dire confufion fpreads around.
Stunn’d at this dreadful fhock, the tott’ring line,
Swiftly recoiling, fly their great defign;
No place, no rank, no firm array they kecp,
But headlong tumble down the whirling fteep, A
While loud behind the fiery tempefts roar,
And load with flaughter’d piles the groaning fhore.
Thus while they drive in wild tumultuous rout,
All for protection feek the firong redoubt;
Some in the fofle for inftant fafety bound,
Somé refuge ‘take behind the fheltring mound,

The
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While all amaz’d, difmay’d, appall’d"\vfth fear,
This way and that, fly round to fhun the war. /.
The God-like Wolfe, with gen’rous rage, beheld
Confufion fpread o’er all the trembling field,
Then thro’ the ranks with fiery {leps he flies,
And thus with thund’ring voice infpiring cries :—
Shame, oh! my friends, for fhame, your ftrengthrecall;
Heav’ns | would. you here in heaps ignobly fall?
Heav'ns | would you all thus yield to wild affright,
And not dare rife to brave the glorious fight ?
Think thould thefe mounds bow down to Gallia’s fire,
How we're expos’d to all her whelming ires
Then courage, friends, let fame your bofoms warm,
Colle&t your might, oppofe the threat’ning ftorm
*Tis-better, fure, with fame refign our breath,
Than vilely thus difgrac’d to fink in death.
Nobly he fpoke, he dauntlefs darts along,
He checks, propcls, collets the gath’ring throng,
Then with bold firide he quits the {helt’ring mound,
Tho’ death in ﬁefy globes flies dreadful round,
Stern as a God, 'midft all the ftormy tow’rs,
And waves his {word, and calls his vet'’ran pow’rs;
Rous’d at his voice, Britannia’s {quadrons all
Quit their dark dens, the fofle, and fhelt’ring wall,
"Thick in vaft crouds with fhouts re-echoing loud,
Wide o’er the beach the fwarming legions crowd ;.
Now in the front of all the thundring {torm,
In vain their fhatter’d lines attempt to form,

K 2 Still -
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Still as refolv’d to brave the defp’rate fray,
Thick’ning they feck to crowd in firm array,
Loud o’er their heads the rattling tempeft pours,
And whelms whole fquadrons in its pond’rous{howrs;
Thrice did they thus, along the trembling coaft,
Effay in ranks to ftretch their gath’ring hott,
Thrice with grim front, and bold determin’d air,
Onward they rol’d to brave the threat’ning war ;
But thrice from high flew cdown the thund’ring fire, -
And burft their ranks before its whirling ire,
Blew them in atoms round the echoing fhere,
And hurl’d the field in death and wild uproar;
Now on all fides, o%er all the coafls around, |,
With equal roar war breathes her bellowing found,
Wow Gaul’s huge lines thro front, and left, -and rear,
Al with like fury feel the fhocks of war;

Clofe by the thores, high fraught with gath’ring ftorms,
"The Dritith fleets difplay their threat’ning forms,
Loud from their decks the rattling guns refound,
Shook at the blaR the bellowing deeps rebound ;
Full on the camp the fiery tempefts fall,

And hurl in ruin all its circling wall;

Far on the right meanwhile in firm array,

To war the Britons urge their threat’ning way ;
Full in their van, with high terrific mien,
Guiding their courfe, is Goddike Townfhend feen;
Loud fwell their drums, their thrilling fifes afar,
And roufe their fouls to brave the glorious war,

Wing'd
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Wing’d by the found they fkim th” edhoi/gg plain,
With fteps fill fathion’d to the varying ftfain 3
Here, on the eaftern bank, high o’er the ftorm,
A tow’ring hill difplays its rev’rend form,
Whofe heav’n-topt front o’erlooks the neighbouring
conft, :
And from its brow commands the Gallic hoft :
‘Wolfe on this fteep, from off the circling plain
Of deep-mohth’d engines, rear’d a num’rous train,
Fierce while his left receives the Gallic fire,
From thefe loud guns tremendous flames expire,.
Dreadful beneath ﬁy round the wheiming thow’rs,
And rake from flank to flank proud Gallia’s pow’rs;
While thus from high the fiery tempefts fall,
What dire confufion fills the camp of Gaul,
Vaft fhow'rs of lead there cloud the heav'ng all o’ér,
There burlt huge fhells, here bellowiﬁg mOortars roar ;
There from each fteep rolls many a deathful feream,
Here the loft tents are wrapt in {loods of flame ; ,
On ev'ry fide, on ev'ry dreadful poft,
In countlefs numbers finks the tumbling hott,
‘While the loud thunders fhake the trembling ground,
And hills and vales appear convuls’d around :
Thus did all nature f'eem in tumult loft,
And wild confufion fpread thro’ all the coaft;
So when thé world’s vaft frame is fhook around,
Wben with deep Tumbling earthquakes heaves the

~_ ground, ,
K3 Earth
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Farth with grim yawn pours forth huge feas of fire,

Loud thunders roar, flames flafh, and fmokes ufpire,

Wide thro’ all Naturs’s works confufion preads,

Rocks, woods, and mountains, nod their tow’ring

heads,

‘Whole nations fink in dire combuftion hurl’d,

And one convulfive ruin rends the world,

Now mighty Monckton gains the northern lands,

And on the beach draws up his vefran bands;

He, when he faw the gath’ring tumult far,

Trom fteepy Levies rufh’d to meet the war,

And now his troops, in dazzling lines, outfpread,

‘While his dread {elf {hines tow’ring at their head,

Onward he leads to prop the tott’ring fray, '

And fhare the fortune of the dreadful day:

‘Wolfe thro’ the army {ends his loud commands,

He bids the chiefs lead off their tott’ring bands, -

He bids them all to fhun the pouring war,

Inftant behind the new-forn’d lines repair:

Aw’d by the fulnefs of his high controul,

To Montton’s rear the routed fquadrons roll;

There, in clofe ranks, foon all the gath’ring train

"Throng, and prepare for glorious fight again,

‘While wide before their life-warm mounds afpire,

And firmly brave the fierce defcending fire :

But, lo, fad chance; juft when in firm array,

Onward they roll once more to meet the fray, ,
'When
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When their fierce fouls, all fir'd by glory’s flame,
Burn to expunge their late detefted fhame;,
The heav’ns grow black, full many 2 dark’ning cloud
Throw o’er fad Nature’s face their difmal throud,
Grim boding figns on ev’ry fide appear, -
And diftant rumblings fpeak a tempeft near;
~ Soon with huge {hocks loud bellowing winds arife,
And furious fweep along the echoing fkies,
They roufe the deep, the thund’ring billows roar,
They foam, they dafh, againft the quiv’ring fhore; ‘

Tow’ring, the furge mounts'up the trembling coaft,
~ And feems juft burfting on the Britifh hoft,
Loud o%er their heads it whirling boils around,
And threats to plunge them in its gulf profound:
The mighty Wolfe beheld the danger rife;
And fraight his bofom heaves with manly fighs,
But foon his foul to cautious care awoke,
And thus, with temp’rate words, the hero {poke ;—
Now, oh! my friends, we muft the field refign,
Inftant we muft the dang’rous fight decline;
See with what rage the huge o’erwhelming tide,
In tumbling waves boils round on ev’ry fide;
Here, if we Pca;y, we plunge in endlefs night,
Or ftand fhut out from ei/’ry means of flight:
But, courage, friends, tho’ we the ficld fbrego,
A future day fhall cruth the victor foe,
A future day retrieve our high renown,
And puil the tow’ring, pride of Bourbon down.

: The
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The hero {poke——compos’d, the chiefs obey;
Swift to their boats they take their eager way;
With loaded guns a band proteéts the rear,

And checks the fury of the pouring war,

While the fad crowds that wounded bleed around,
They, in their halte, leave welt’ring on the ground.
‘When thus the Indians faw the holt retire,
Down from the fteep they rufh’d with whirling ire,
Wide o'er the beach in countlefs fwarms they crowd, »
They wave their blades, th.ey thund’ring thout aloud,
With favage blows they ftrike the wounded dead,
And tear the fcalp from each defencelefs head:

- Among the troops that groan all mangled here,
Two nobly brave provincial chiefs appear,
Peyton, array’d in youth’s moft graceful charms, -
CAund Archterlony far resown’d in arms;

As thele had long, uwrg’d on by glory’s flame, .
Together toil’d to veach the heights of fame,
They, by a world of kind endearing arts,

Had bound, in friendfhip’s bonds, their mutual hearts;
Long had they fought beneath the fame command,
One {till their corps as one their native landj

Long the fame views had roug’d their fouls to fire,
And both their bofoms felt but one defire.

But, oh! fad friends, thefe tender {cenes are o'ely
For foon ye part, alas! to meet no more;

For while great Peyton, late with gen’rous care,
Foremoft advanc’d to urge his troops to war,

A furicus
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‘A furious ball, by matchlefs force impell'd,

Swift thro’ his knee its dreadful progrefs held;

Burft at the, thock the crackling finews broke,

And down he funk beneath the pond’rous ftroke,

Prone on the earth, bereft of pow’r, he lies,

And round for fuccour rolls his fuppliant eyes,

‘When Arcliterlony, fill'd with grief, beheld

His wounded friend, thus helplefs on the field;

Daib’d for a while, in fadly dumb amaze,

Around he cafts a wild diftemper'd gaze,

Then to protet the chief with hafte he fped,

And thus, with loud and flutt’ring voice, he faid +—

Oh, art thou gone, my brave, my haplefs friend,

Has envious. fate decreed thy mournful ends

Oh, art thou gone, muft Tthus tamely fee,

And muft I live, thus live, depriv’d of thee?

No—thou fhalt ftill efcape furrounding death,

Or I will yield, thy friend will yield his breath.

Thus, while he fpoke, he darts with eager fpeed,

But, lo, a ball prevents the -gem’a‘d‘us deed ;

Swift thro’ his breaft it foon a paffage tore,

And ftretch’d him welt’ring in a tide of ‘gore:

But when from high the‘fava-ges defcend,

And o’er the beach their flaught’ring courfe they bend,

Tho’ the fad friends, opprefs’d with many a wound,

Thus helplefs pale lie groaniné on the ground,

Merc’lefs on them they aim their deadly fpite,

Relolv’d to plunge them in the realms of night,
Wapelick,
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Wapefick, a wretch, whofe keen remorfelefs blade

Had many a wounded foul in darknefs laid,

To Peyton now direéts his threat’ning way,

And eager fprings to feize the deftin’d prey;

Meanwhile his haplefs friend, far o’er the plain,

Lay fcreen’d from fight by hills of circling flain;

Night o’er his foul had her dark fhadows {pread,

And death’s thick glooms feem’d gath’ring round his

head, '

Prone on his face he preft the reeking fhore, -

And round his body clung the clotted gore;

At length awoke by bellowing difcord’s found,

Eager he throws his languid eyes around, -

‘Wapefick he fees, with fierce impetuous force

Swift tow’rds his friend dire&ts his threat’ning courfe;

Shock’d at the fight, he rears his tott’ring head,

Avl calls with fault’ring voice in vain for aid: .

Dafiled in this, tho’ worlds of rending pain

Tear hLis pierc’d breaft and thrill thro’ ev’ry vein,

Tho’ from his wound fiill flows the life-warm blood,

And all his firength ebbs out amid the flood,

Wild from the earth he’s feen to rifé once more,

And forward crawl along the flipp’ry fhore,

To feek what befi might cruth the barb’rous foe,

And refcue Peyron from the gath’ring woe

Mot far from hence a glitt'ring mufket lay,

That fc;tter’d death in many a dreadful fray,
Late
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Late as this tube receivid its fiery ftore,

Breathlefs its bearer tumbled on the fhore;

Now with deftruction gorg’d it loads the earth,
And ready ftands to belch its fury forth,
The mournful chief, now ting’d with hope, beheld
The wifh-for weapon prefs the reeking field;

Then to it {fwift he all his {peed addrefs'd,

And, rifing, aim’d it at the Indian’s breaft;

He draws the trigger, foon the fpring rebounds, .
The hammer yields, the rattling fteel refounds,
Loud from the tube burfts forth the fiery roar,

- And clouds. of {moke obfcure the trembling thore,
Juft as the barbrous foe o’er Peyton’s’ head,
With merc’lefs fury, waves his threat'ning blade,
Swift thro’ his breaft the ball a paffage found,

And bore his foul out thro’ the guthing wound,
Straight from his hand down dropt the rattling {teel, .
. And hugely vaft the tumbling monfter fell,

Foul Safquinatius, whofe ferocious mind

In all the deeds of merc’lefs Wapefick join’d,
Soon as he faw his vile aflociate {lain,

Sprang to revenge, acrofs the trembling plain,
Refoly’d that Peyton muft refign his breath, .
And fall a vidtim to fell‘Wapeﬁck’s death ;

But Archterlony mark’d his dreadful flight,

He rous’d his foul, collefts his gath’ring might,
His wound forgot, he darts along -the field,

And o’er his friend he ftands a dauntlefs fhield !
Fierce,
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Fierce, while with horrid grin, the barb’rous: foe
Darting on Peyton wings a. threat’ning blow,
Great Archterlony, rous’d by wild affright,

In one huge effort puts fori all his might,
Wiurling his fpear-arm’d tubz =vith matchlefs force,
He on the Indian’s thigh dire@s its courfe,

Juft where the finews knit the nervous joint,
‘With merc’lefs fury drives the ruthlels point ;

Then with loud roar he tumbhing fhakes the ground;
And all the echoing hills reply -around.

There, as he lies, his kindling foul takes fire,

He ftarts, he bounds, he foams with burning ire;
In vain he ftarts, in vain he tugs, be firains, .
Fix’d in his thigh the ruthlefs fteel remains;
The hero drives it thro’ the rending wound,

And pins him down defencelefs to the ground.
Juft ther a gen’rous Briton faw from far

The wounded chief fuftain the rage of war,

He quits the hoft, he darts o’er heaps of flain,

To bear him {wift from off the thund’ripg plain;
Come, O great Sir, the flutt’ring foldier cries,
Come, fly with me, now all th’ army flies ;.

Thee I'll bear hence—hafte, truft thyfelf to me;
Oh hafte, nor let us mourn a lofs like thee.

To whom, ferenely calm, the chief replies (—
‘While a brightb gleam of joy beams o’er his eyes,
Brave is the God-like foul that dwells in thee,

But all thy gen’rous care is loft on me ,

. For
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For lo keen mortal pangs my body rend,
Death is the g’re:’zté’ft blifs that Heav’n can fend;
But there’s my mournful friend, he ftill may live,
There let thy tender care fome fuccour give,
Give but thefe eyes him fafe from harm to fee,I
And yow'll have granted more than life to me.
The hero fpoke, amaz’d the vet’ran ftands, -
‘ Again the chief renews his mild commands:
Rous'd by his voice the dauntlefs foldier bore
. The wounded Peyton thro’ the thund’ring fhore;
Then to the wond’ring hoft his load conveys,
Tho’ round his head the fiery tempeft plays.
Thus when the God-like chief, with tender care,
Had refcued his Peyton from the rage of war,
Pleas’d to have fcreen’d from death fo lov’d a friend,
Calm he prepares to meet his glorious end :
Now from his arm foon all its ftrength retires,
For now no more his friend that ftrength requires,
Stretch’d on the pir'lefs fhore he’s feen to wait,
With brows of {weet ferenity his fate,
Around him {wift the {warming Indians crowd,
They wave their fwords, they vent their threats aloud,
Now all at once a thoufand blades defcend,
A thoufand blows at once his body rend ;
His foul takes wing, it mounts the bleft abode,
And blends with feraphs round the throne of God
Then with keen rage, unmatch’d in times before,
Dreadful they galh his guiltlefs face all o’er,
. ' L Full
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‘Full in the wound their favage fingers thrown,
With merc’lefs fury bare the reeking bone;
Then high in air the bloody {calp is borne,
And mock’d, and fcoff’d, and dafh’d with hideous
{corn :

Meanwhile, far hence from this deftrutive coaf},
Wolfe o’er the waves conduéts his mournful hoft,
Soon near his former poft he careful lands,
And in the camp fecures his vet’ran bands;
Now when the fun had vyeilld his facred light,
And rifing ftars proclaim approaching night,
The woe-fwoln chief from the embattled plain,
.Calls the remainder of his vanquifli’d train.
The mournful mandate reach’d great Townfhend’s ear,
And groaning deep he quits the dreadful war;
Then with fad fouls, that ftung wirllgen’l‘ous ihame,_
- Weep o'er the dark c,lepar,tufe of their fame,
While their dim eyes all fiream with patriot love,
Back to the camp his filent fquadrons move,
There for a time they yield to foft repofe,
And, loft in fleep, forget their country’s woes;
Not fo great Wolte, this great, this mournful chief,
‘Withdraws from reft to fly to glodmy grief, |
Thro’ night’s dark fhades he treads the penfive coaf,
To guard'from foul furprize the vanquifh’d hott,
Left pride-fwoln Francc({hould freal a fatal blow,
And lay the remnant of his army low;

. Here,
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Here, as he mioves, what thoughts timultuous roll,
What woes afili@, what carés diftraét his foul ?”
He fees his king, with phantoms vain, irhpre(’c,
View in fond hopes his countrj’s wrongs redreft;.-
He fees th= nation then with joy elaté;

On his high worth depend their future fates
"He hears the world, with expeCation all,

©n Lis great” nante for glorious conquefts call’;
He fées thefe hopes, thefe eXpeE"c:itions loft,

Hé fears the cenfutes of his“ndtive coaft;

Stung to the quick his brave, his gen’rous breaft,
Refolves on death; if not with conqueft blefts
"Fhus did the hers’ pafé’ the ‘glodmy night, -

Wor think of -reft till beams- the morning light,
Then a fhort fpace he yields to fleep’s foft reign,

And wakes' to tread the fame dark round again;
Thus while a waywaid moon, with changeful ray,
Thto’ one long round purfues her circling way,
Still as dull night’s thick glooms o’erfhade the earth,
Anxious thro’ all its damps he “wanders forth,
Andras returning, Sol ftill deigns to rife,

Seals in 2 fhort-liv'd reft his languid eyes ;

Xt length by care, by ceafelefls watckings, worn,
‘At length by grief, by piercing anguith, torn,

To foul difeafe his difappointment turns,

And all his kindling frame with fervour burns;
Now on his couch, to fickly glooms refign’d,

ehold the fad, the God-like chief, confin’d,
‘ L2 A fiery
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A fiery fume fwift glows thro’ 2ll his blood,

And in dire tumult throws its crimfon flood,

Tierce the warm fervour mounts thro’ ev’ry vein,

And cafts 2 mift around his dark’ning brain;

Loft in the cloud bewilder’d reafon firays,

And from his foul withdraws her gentle rays;

Arcunid his tent the mournful foldiers erowd,

They breathe their fighs, they vent their griefs aloud,

They for their Wolfe enquire. with anxious fear,

‘While from each eye rolls down the forrowing teas;,

All as a father weep the generous chief,

And all the army feems one burft of grief; ~

But whether rent by fierce corroding pain,

Or intermitting pangs their rage reftrain,

Whether his foul is loft in frantic hate,.

Or reafon free refumes her former feat;

Britannia’s woes. {till all his thoughts employ,

Thefe from his breaft fiill drive each gleam of joy;.

Tlefe in his foul new fcenes of anguith raife,

And add new fury to the keen difeafe s

When ten long days in ficknefs wing their flight,.

fuft as the fun difpels the fhades of night;

Down {rom his head: the cooling heat withdraws,

And frees from all reflraint mild reafon’s laws;

He feiz'd the moment fraught with mournful care, .

And thus to pitying Heav’n prefers his prayer:

OL! thou, great Lord, whofe all-perceiving eye

Can pierce thro® earth, furvey the boundlefs fkys.
' Whofe
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Whofe fearching thoughts thro’ all exiftence roll,
 Who knows each motion of the human foul,
‘Whofe tender care fill grants our. juft defires,
And does for man what moft his good requires,
O to my pray’r let thy mild mercy give,
That this poor frame a flender fpace may live;
Grant e but life, till this my fetblé hand .
Shall free from thefe dark glooms my native land 3
Then from the trivial world well pleas’d I'll flee,
And crown’d.in all my withes hafte to thee.
Touch’d ‘at the pray’r, high Heav’n’s immortal Sire
Bade from his frame the foul difeafe retire;
Inftant he rifes freed from ev’ry: pain, -
Andlo his fmiles foon cheer’d the camp again,
~ Around him fwift in rapture crowds the Hoft,
And hymns of thanks refound thro’ all the coaft,
The facred firain foon mounts the bleft abode,
And angels chaunt it round the throne of God;
Now bufj fame, who arm’d with countlefs earsy
*Mid buzzing founds thro’ all the world appears,
On ev’ry fide, round all the hoftile thore,
Difpenﬁ.ng fear the difmal tidings bore,
That Wolfe once more to all his ftrength return’d;
Proud Gallia heard, fhe heard it, and fhe mour'd.
Montcalm beheld; with anxious grief opprefs’d,
Keen gloating envy tears his rankling breaft,
From fcheme to {cheme his. fubtle genius climbs,
‘Ihen mounts and fixes on the worft of crimes;
Lg Scon
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Soon as dim night had wrapt the world around;.
And all the ﬂumb’rirng earth in filence drown’d,,
‘With plodding foul he quits his lofty tent,

All his fell thoughts on direful murder bent,

As rav’ning wolves ftray forth in fearch of prey,
Screen’d by night’s darkfome thades, he takes his way,
Above the falls to where a rampart ftands,
‘Whofe tow’ring front the neighb’ring tide commands,
A lofty precipice its bulk fuftains,

And lifts it high above the circling plains;

Here on the nightly guard Verdonx he found,

All watchful wand’ring round the circling mound,.
A wretch he was whofe foul unbound by law,

Still grip’d at gold with ever rav’ning maw,

‘Whofe cringing arts could ev’n fufpicion charny,
And caution’s {elf of all her fence difarm,

Whofe barbrous mind to blackeft crimes could bcnd
And knew no good that ferv’d no private end;
Him, when Montcalm dcfgry’d amid the band,

With friendly guife he feiz’d his willing hand,
Then from the gen’ral view they fiept afide,

And thus, in flatt’ring words, the hero cry’'d :— -
Now, oh my friend, if ¢’er thy deeds could vprove,.
How keen thy bofom glows with patriot love,
If e’er thy genius vers'd in wily fnares

* Could conquer thofe that dare the rage of wars,
Now let thele wiles preferve thy native fhore,
Wolfe her deftroyer lives, thou need’lt no more;
This
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This thouldft thou do, fhouldft thou thy country free,

From one who dares in worth to rival me,
Around thy head. thalt bbundlefs treafures rain,
And crown the utmoft wifh thou hadft for gain,
Let thy great foul contemn the vulgar rules,
That craft preferibes to bind believing fools,
Thefe blind diretors ne’er reftrain the wifle,
A foul like thine fhould fpurn fuch fhameful ties 5
For if to flay a foe be juft with heav’n,

It matters not by whom the blow is giv'n,

It matters not how we that foe fubdue,
« ‘Whether in fecret walks or public' view';

Think how great Mutius gain’d eternal fame,
Then dare like him immortalize thy name:

To whom, in grovling words, the wretch rejoin’d,
While fordid views tranfport his barb’rous mind :~—
Why, O my mighty Lord, thus doubt me ftiMl,
‘Why feek by needlefs proofs to {way my will,
Doft thou not kmow I ev'n thy hints obey,

And only move when thou dire&’ft the way;
Canft thou forget how I at thy command,

'To rife in fury {fpur’d the Indian band,

When vaft Fort William teem’d with Britifh blood, -
And thou from all the guilt acquitted ftood,
With like cbedirnce now to Woife I flee,
And hope ere dawn to bear his head to thee,
To whom Montcalm, I know thy trufty heart,
And all thy altions prove' thy fubtle art.

But
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But yet, my dauntlefs friend, thou muft not go,
Without an aid amid the num’rous foe;

Let brave Satagus, now at my command,

Attend your progrefs tow’rds yz)n hoftile band,
He is all faithful, gen’rous, bold and true,

And what thou darft command, he’ll dare to do. -
He fpoke, then down the fteep his progrefs bends,*
Clofe by his fide the grovling flave attends; :
Here on the margin of the filver floody

Plac’d in the foremoft watch Satagus ftood,

A bold American, whofe dauntlels heart,

Free, gen’rous, brave, difdains the glofs of art, -
‘Who featlefs flames thro’ all the frowns of fight,
And all his ations fquares by reafon’s light;
His long black hair difhevel’d hangs behind,
Fierce thro’ his vifage fhines his daring mind,
Clofe by his fide a glitt’ring blade he wore,

And in his hand a threat’ning ax he bore ;

When on his poft him vile Montcalm defcries,
Thus, as fcll Satan {mooth, he tempting cries,
Long, oh my friend, have I admir’d thy might,
Nations I know muft yield to thee in fight,

*Tis this that prompts me thus to claim thy aid,
To chafe thefe clouds that hover oer our head;
For know, all conqu’ring Wolfe, to firength reﬁor’d
Once more, o’er Gallia, waves his threat’ ning fword
That brave V\.rdonx, this great illuftrious chief,

" Goes by his death to end our country’s grief;
Then
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Then fly with him—abafte, crufh the God-like foe,

And all his dazzling fame fhall round thee glow :

With b'urﬂ;ing rage the gen'rous Indian burns,

With juft difdain the bafe defign he fcorns,

But he with caution thus his wrath fupprcft,r

And reafoning calms his ftruggling mind to reft ;

Should T refufe to wing the drea&ful blow,

Some other hand may lay. the hero low,

Wretches there are who, in purfuit- of pelf,

Would rear their impious arm gainft Heav'n itfelf,

Then {eem my foul to back the barb’rous plan,

*Tig this alone can. fave the God-like man:

He fpoke then calm, conceals his great intent,

And g1ves a filent nod that fpeaks aflent;

A ﬂender i comprefsd the river’s fide,

They launch’d this veffel in the rolling tide,

There fafe cnﬁbark’d- theyfm‘ov._e the founding oars,

- And thro’ the billows reach’d the eaftern fhores;
Silent and {low they up the beach afcend,
Then towards the. Britifh camp their courfe they bend 5
Now mighty Wolfe, na-more with pain oppreft,
Feels rifing vigour flow thro’ all his breaft,
Soon as dim night the flumb’ring world furrounds,
Anxious he treads ‘his dark nocturnal rounds,
To fee that all who guard the flumb’ring hoft
With care attentive ftand their wary poft:

Here as he moves - along; the filent land, -

“Where fhines in glitt’ring arms a watchful band,

: The
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The fierce affuffins fwift: approaching neary
With trampling founds affault his li’'nig eary
Rous’d by the noife he quits the circling crowd,’
And thus, with thund’ring voice, he calls aloud :—-
Who art thou—{fay, who thus by frenzy hurl’d,
‘Wiiile peaceful night involves the lumb’ring world,.
That dar'ft approach beneath the facred gloom ? ‘
Speak, inftant {peak, or {fwift expe& thy doom:
'To whom, with ready fraud, Verdonx rejoin’d,.
‘Where is thy gen’ral; him we Hafte to find ?
Where’er he be, with us to him repair,
News we have brought that claims his inftant cares
Fird at the wor.d, unvers’d in-fembling art,
With kindling tranfport glows the hero’s heart,
Then to the trezich’rous fiend with hafte he ﬂie‘s;
And fird with wild impatience flutt’ring cries i—-
If Wolfe thou feck, to me difclofe thy mind,
I amr that Wolfe, the man thou’dft wifh to finds-
If aught thou bring'ft the Britifh arms to {peed,.
Oh what vaft gifts fhall crown the gen’rous deed.
To whom, with feign’d delight, the wretch rejoin'd;-
‘While brooding horrors crowd his rankling mind—
Then thou, all gracious Heav’n, haft heard my pray'ty.
Now thou haft crown’d the entd of all m-y car€;
Now to thefe joyful eyes thou'ft giv'n to fee
‘What long"my anxious foul 'requir’d of thee,
For long, O Wolfe, have I thy deeds admir’c‘ff,-
Long' to' thy friendflip all. my foul afpird,
: ' Long
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ALong foyght for means that might thy fame extend,
_And prove how much I wifh’d to be thy friend ;

That hour is come—I now a tale difclofe,

That fhall for .ever crufh thy 'country’s foes,

For o, ev'n now, all Gallia’s fwarming bands

Roll in dead filence o’er yon diftant lands,

“Bent while dim night enwraps the flumb’ring ball,
JFull on thy camp to hurl their fury all :

But,-oh do thou draw forth thy hoft in arms,
"Fierce on their heads.retort their gath’ring harms,
T thro’ the _glaom will guide your trogps to fight,
.And not a fee fhall *fcape. this dreadful night;
Swift to greét Wolfe afpiring hope returns,

And all his breaft with kindling glory burns,
“Then from his eye flafh’d forth his God-like mind,
_And thus, with flutt’ring hafte, he foon rejoin’d :—
«Come then, Montcahﬁ, roll on _thy,direv alarlns,;,

O with what joy Pl meet thy' rage in arms,

.O with what joy amld thy hofts I’ll pour,

JAnd fad or corquer in that glorious hour;

‘Rife, . my lov'd. natlve land, all fears are d'er,
Banith thy gr1efs, thou foon fhalt fmile once more,
But, O do thou my mf’cmt {’ceos attend,

My more than father, brothcx, guardian, fuend
.Come and behold me lay proud Gallia low,

‘And fee me give the great decifive blow.
“Then with ftern front and high majeftic P_ride_.,
Towards ﬁhé camp he moves with tow’ring ftride, =
| - Clofe
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Clofe at His fide, with low’ring fteps, atfend,

The dark afflaffin and his fancy’d friend ;

Gloomy as night all move abforb’d in thought,

But all, alas! with diff’rent projects fraught,

At length they came to where their wand’ring eyes

Saw on all fides huge threat’ning rocks arife,

‘Who tow’ring round exclude each beam of light,

And clofe them in from ev’ry mortal fight,

Here the foul wretch, impell’d by fraud malign,

Approach’d the chief to fpeed his bafe defign,

He opes his bofom, warm in murder’s caufe,

And flow from thence a direful piftol draws,

Sly at the deftin’d mark then takes his aim,

And ftraight prepares to roufe the deadly flame;

Juft at that inftant brave Satagus, who,

O’er all his actions kept a conftant view,

‘With manly force his brawny arm outfpread,

And hurPd it furious on the monfter’s head ;

Stunn’d at the blow, deprivid of fenfe he reels,

And, helplefs, falling fhakes the echoing fields.

Lie there, thou wretch, the gen’rous Indian faid,

Nor aim thy rage at fpotlefs virtue’s head,

There fecl with double force thy vile intent,

And gafp beneath the blows for others meant ;

'Then, with bold hand, to check fucceeding harms,

He ftrips the wretch of all his impious armsy

Aftonifh’d Wolfe, in deep amazement drown’d,

Olerwhelin’d with wonder wildly ftares .amﬁf‘id‘;
But
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But foon the Indian thus the chief addrefs’d,
And clear’d the doubts that cloud his manly breaft :—
Know,  oh great Wolfe, that fiend’s infidious breath,
In fawning lies, conceal’d the ftings of death, '
He, fromt hy fword, the Gallic caufe to free,
Came for to {top life’s guiltlefs fiream in thee,
But worlds fhall perifh ere true worth fhall fail,
Or Hell's black furies o’er bright Heav’n prevail.
To whom, with rapid hafte, the chief rejoin’d,
"While gen’rous fury {wells his manly mind :— |
Heavns! can fuch wretches crawl the burthen’d earth,
Lan tainted nature give {uch monfters birth !
Cou’d that fell fury who cou’d fpeak fo fair,
Beneath 2 {fmooth difguife fuch bafenefs bear?
But thou, foul fiend, thalt yield thy pois'nous breath,
For foon thy barb’rous deeds I'll crown with death.
Thus while thefe words, with thund’ring voice, he
 faid, .
Fierce from the fheath he draws his threat’ning blade.
Returning now to fenfe, with mournful eyes,
Verdonx beheld the gath’ring danger rife,
His ready geniﬁs flies to fraudful art,
And thus he feeks to melt the hero’s heart :
Stay, oh great Wolfe, thy dreadful wrath forbear,
Spare me, for pity—oh, for mercy, fpare;
Nought but the cries of want’s eternal call
Could make my foul to fuch foul balgnefs fall,
M | "Twas
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"T'was vile Montcalm that fhower’d allurements roand,
And my weak virtue in their ftream was drown’d;
Yes, it was want that drew my rage on thee,
But, oh thefe wants are not confin’d to me;

I have a wife, a tender helplefs brood,

‘Who, on my toil, depend for daily food,

‘Who have nought elfe to ftop fierce nature’s cries,
But what my poor, my flender pay fupplies ;

‘Then think, oh think, were I depriv’d of life,
How my poor infants, how my haplefs wife,
Muft plunge in endle(s grief, defpis’d, forlorn,
Muft weep, how vainly weep, for my return;
Then fpare my life, oh let me hence retire,

If €’er thou waft, €’er hop’ft to be a fire.

'The gen’rous hero yiclds to nature’s fway,
Before compaflion rage diffolves away,

Far from his breaft he all refentment throws,
Loft in {oft anguifh for the ftranger’s woes,
Swift, from the ftroke, fhrinks back his pitying .blade,
‘While thus, with lefs’ning wrath, he calmly faid 1~
Go, thou vile wretch, thy worthlels life retain,
My foul difdains to give the _guiltlefs pain,

*Tis fure misfortune, grief enough, to he

A wife, a child, to fuch a wretch as thee;

But cou’dft thou feel alone the vengeance due,
Were no unhappy babes involv’d with you,
Juftice thould then 1‘ewa;d thy barb’rous crimes,
And thy example teach fucceeding times;

But
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But, oh, to plunge the poor in black defpairyk
Is more than I, than ev'n my wrath can bear,
Then with mild pity’s hand that touch’d at woe.
Oft deigns to footh the anguith of a foe,
He a huge weight of that bright ore held fortl,
Whofe fmiles can chear the penuries of earth ; -
Let this relieve thy babes, fly hence, he cries,
Ere my furrounding guards ro vengeance rife.
The grov’ling flave accepts with keen delight,
Then tow’rds the Gallic camp dire&s his flight.
Soon as the Indian faw the wretch retire,
His gen’rous bofom boils with kindling ire,
Black choler flathes from his fiery eyes,
And thus, with threat’ning voice, he madly cries:—
Now fince thy hands have fet the monfter free,
I too, deluded Wolfe, will hafte from thee,
They who, to crimes, can fuch indulgence fhow,
Mutft fure deteft the man that is their foe.
He fpoke, he ftrove, his ftruggling wrath to quell,
Then turns his fcornful fteps, and bids farewell
Wolfe feiz’d his hand, with anxious grief opprefs’d,
And eager thus his flutt’ring foul expreft :—
‘Why would my gen’rous friend thus hafte away,
Stay thou, brave chief, my great deliv’rer, ftay;
Why mufl a gentle deed be blam’d by you,
‘Which pity’s pow’r compell"d my foul to do?
Did not his looks a thoufand woes exprefs?
~And rage-thould ever yield before diftrefs ;

: M 2 ' Then
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Then come; my friend, oh come, thy wrath forggo,

A foul {o brave muft feel another’s woe ;

Come then, Ifay, oh hafte, return with me;,

~ In yonder camp I'll plead my caufe to thee.

Firm and unmov’d, long time, the Indian {tood,
Whilé, thro® his cheek, fierce glow’d his fiery blood
Then with dark gloom, and fternly frowning air,
He yiclds, reluétant, to the hero’s pray’r.

Now, to the camp, the chief his progrefs bends,
Sullen?,the Indian all his fteps attends;

They pafs the trench, thro’ fpacious ftreets they glide,
‘Where tents, in order, fhinc on either fide,

Whofe wide-fpread fronts all tow’ring feem to rife
Like a tall city of ftupendous fize,

Far o’er the reft, to meet their gladd’ning fight,
Great Wolfe’s pavilion rears its {tately height,
Beneath whole arch, with wide enliv’ning rays,

A cryftal lamp throws round a fplendid blaze.

Soon as the chief approach’d the lofty fhed,

He to a fplendid feat the ftranger led,

Sullen he fits, while o’er his low’ring brow

Some fparks of ftruggling wrath {ill feem to glowy
Clofe by his fide the chief a feat comprefs’d,

And thus he feeks to calm his ftubborn gueft :—

' Now,\ O my friepd, do thou thy wrath rebate,
Give to my words their jult, intrinfic, weight,
Let fteady reafon hear my doubtful caufe,

And judge by nature’s mild, impartial, laws;
Know
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Know fisft, my friend, that Europe’s fons are taught
To view blind vengeance as an hideous fault,
That all, who mildly warm in virtue’s caule,
With fteady zeal obey the Chriftian laws,
Hold it moft juft to f{oothe the pangs of woe,
Whether the fuff’rer be a friend, or foe;
Train’d in thefe precepts from my earlieft youth,
T caught the feeds of virtue and of truth,
"Till with the effence. of my foul they twin’d
This tender flexibility of mindj i
And now tho’ reafon’s felf thould difappfové,I
So fwayd’s my ev’ry tho‘ug%t by Chriftian love,
That I, at each fad call of plaintive grief
Am forc’d by nature’s cries to lend relief,
Am forc’d by nature’s hand to pity woe,
Tho’ the fell fulf’rer were my keeneft foe;
Nor fhould we blame thefe principles that move
The human foul to mild forgiving love.
Do we not all for mercy fue to Heav'n,
Then why not mercy by ourfelves be giv’n ?
Why not vain man to fellow-creatures thow -
" That good which Heav’n extends to all below ?
How can we hope eternal wrath will ceale,
If, from ourfelves, we drive the fmiles of peace?
Thus, had my rage depriv’d that wretch of fifc,
Think how his infants, how his haple(s wife,
Then muft have plung’d in feas of endlefs grief,
Robb’d of each friendly beam of mild relicf,

' M 3 This
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This with remorfe had ftung my future days,- .
-And robb’d my foul of dll its wonted eafe.
But tho’ blind rage the foul to anguith draws,
No harm can fpring from mild compaffion’s laws,
For fure that wretch will ne’er, with treach’rous art,
Again prefume to tempt my eafy heart,
Too well he knows the {ad, the dreadful fate,
That then muft all his barb’rous crimes await.
But, O do thou, my great deliv’rer, prove
The juft rewards that flow from grateful love,
Here fhalt thou ftay, whate’er my will commands,,
Shall joyful wait thy kind accepting hands,
And when my {word fhall end the glorious war,
All Ingland’s {miles fhall crown thy gen’rous care;
For tho’ my mercy fet the milcreant free,
It leflens not my gratitude to thee. ‘
Oft have I heard thy tribes accounted bafe,
But fure thy allions prove a gen’rous race.
To whom the Indian then, with hafte, rejoin’d,
‘While patriot glory fwells his manly mind :—
No more, O Wolfe, my foul condemns the deed,
I know thy mental pow’rs muft mine exceed,
Thy eyes can pierce thro’ confequeaces. nice,
'We tut obferve the virtue and the vice;
But come, great Wolfe, be now thy ears inclin’d,
Attend this truth, and ’grave it in thy mind,
Tiat tho” fome Indians, vers’d in Chriftian arts,
Teel foul corruption_taint their poifon’d hearts,

Europe
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Europe it was, 'that fource of all-our woes,
Whence firft this vile, this direful peft arofe,
’Twas fhe firft train’d us to the arts of fraud
And taught our fouls to fpurn the laws of God.
*T'is true, when-Europe, vers’d in fraudful wiles,
The. artlefs nature of our fouls, beguiles,

That taught by her we learn’d-the art to cheat,..
And on her head retort her own deceit.

*Tis true, when o'er our poor -defencelefs lands
Roll with unpitying rage their merc’lefs bands,
That we ftill flay, with keen relentlefs fpight,

All of thofe plund’vers that we take in ﬁght,

How could we elfe their fraud, their arms, oppofe,
~ And guard our own againft a world of foes,

But as when wrongs our- foul to vengeance fire,
We burn, we rage, with more than merc’lefs ire ;
So when mild treatment beams a genial ray,.

In boundlefs love our wrath diffolves away,

Fix’d to the gen’rous friend unmov’d we, ftand,
Nor change ’till death diffolves the ftedfat band,
Hence, O my friend, from hence O learn to know,
"Tis from thy brethren all our vices flow,

For tho” unfkill’d in all the maze of {choels,
Tho® quite untaught in all the barb’rous rules,
By which Europeans cheat the eafy times,

And pafs, for virtues, moit atrocious crimesy
'We, by the light which Heav’n beftows on man, .
Up to their.fource, their varnifh’d actions fcan,

By
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By reafon’s light exploreeacﬁ moving caufe;

And pierce the veil their boafted polith drawss
O could thefe eyes, that wifh’d-for tinre, behold;
‘Which, oft with tears, our aged fires have told,
‘When our forefathers, blefs’d with peace and health;
Were free from Europe’s crimes, from Europe’s wealth,
‘When, undifturb’d, they might their empire {pread,
‘Where’er the eye can pierce; the foot can tread,
O'er far firetch’d wilds, o’er wide-extended floods, :
O’er lofty mountains, plains, and boundlefs woods; -
How on falfe ocean’s faithlefs brink I'd ftand,

And watchful gaze all round my much lov'd land,
And as each impi‘ous bark dar’d rife to view,

O with what pit'lefs rage I'd tear her crew.

In thofe bleft days our happy fires might rove,
Fearlefs, where’er their fouls inclin’d to moves
For them, each foreft tcem’d with wholefome food,,
For them, with-fithes {warm’d the filver flood, -

Tor them, kind Nature ftor'd the {miling land,

And fed their ev’ry want with copious hand,

Then no proud arts bid commerce glare around,

No commerce then bid luxuries abound;

Then no fell luxuries their influence {pread,

‘To mar the joys that hover’d round their head;
'Then all was calin, each heart with rapture glow’d,
Nor fent a with beyond what Heav’n beftow’d :

But now foul rapine’s vile, unpitying trains,
Swarm, from all fides, oer all our haplefs phins.. -

Nov{
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Now on our laws, our facred rights they tread,”

And all around wide defolation {pread, '

Snatch ev’ry fpot where fertile Nature fmiles,

And drive us back. to ftarve in defert wilds,

Evn t;he wild beafts, that fed our fires before,

Tho’ unpoflefs’d, are counted ours mo more.

How, O my friend, can I then tamely view

This falfe, this vile, this bafe, this merc’lefs crew ?

How can I view them, thus relentlefs pour

- Whole feas of ruin o’er my. much lov’d fhore?

Then with foul.cenfures ftigmatize her name,

And not thus rife to- vindicate her fame?

But, O great Wolfe, while thus my bofom glows

With indignation at my, country’s woes, _ _

Let not my bluntnefs thy refentment raife,

I know thy foul’s above fuch vulgar ways;

Cenfures like thefe can ne’er be aim’d at thee,

Thou art from pride, from all ambition, free.

Wolfe views the God-like ardor of his guéf’c,

And ftraight with tranfport glows his gen’rous breaft,

He {zes each word from truth, from reafon, rife,

And eﬁger thus, with anfw’ring hafte, replies :—

No—Heav’n forbid that e¢’er my Lieadlong ire

Should blame the fallies of fo nobl” a fire,

All men, all'ranks, thould joy, fhould wifh to find

The one who dares, unaw’d,. to {peak his mind.

Did all thus freely all their thoughts difclofe,

Would it not fave our.race a world of woes?"
Now,
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Now, @ my friend, do thou, at my comrhénd}

Difclofe thy birth, thy name, thy native land, .

Difclofe, what urg’d thy friends the war to wage;,

What drove their fouls to fuch unheard-of ragey

For fure fince thou didft fan the dreadful fire; '

There muft be caufe to juftify their ire.

To whom the Indian—Ope thy liftening ear;

And thou the truth of each event fhalt hear:’

We never feek to cloud the‘gazer’s eyes,

Or hide a barb’rous deed in fair difguife,

We, to Europeans, leave the arts of fraud,

And only fpeak as taught by truth and God. -

Near- where the Kittochtinny hills arife,

With tow’ring afpect thro’ the circling fkies,

I, from the brave Torcautious, drew my birth;.

A chief whofe fame once fill’'d the wond’ring earth

Boaft for my native tribe the Delaware,

And fierce Satagus is the name I bear:

‘When dauntlefs youth, with vigour, fird my frame,

And all my foul was fill’d with glory’s-flame,

Few of my brethren could with me compare;

To hunt the monftrous.elk, or prowling bear;

To trace the beaver’s dark retreat below,

Or meet, in glorious arms, the raging foe.

Oft in the fervor of the folar beam,

"Thro’ boundlefs woods I've toil’d in ciucﬂ:' of game,

And oft to feize the meditated prey, '

Forc'd, o'er huge piles of {now, my cheerlefs ways
Yeats
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Years I have fpent among the Britith race,
“To teach thefe fons of eafe the ﬂelghts of chace,
Yet, hear how thefe fell tyrants injur'd me,
Then judge, O judge, how great my wrongs muft be.
Once, with a tender fpoufe; my hours were blefs'd,
‘Who ev'ry virtue, ev’ ry charm, poffeft,
Pure was her foul as beams the morning ray,
And, in her heav’nly thile, all comfort lay;
Five. g\,ntle fummers faw our joys increafe;
Five tender mfants crown’d our fond embrace,
Together blefs'd, we trod the dreary wilds,
And ev'n when fortune frown’d we fed on fmiles,
Joy lum’d my peaceful hut—I afk’d no maore,
Nor envy’d kings their vaft, unwieldy ftore.
Ait length fhy brethren, not content to hald
The mighty trafs their fires poflefs'd of eld,
Roll’d oer our defert wilds their pitlefs pow'rs,
And fnatch’d the little fpot that ftill was ours;
Oh! had our lands but felt their xuthlefs arms, ’
~ Oh! had their ragé produc’d no keener harms,
Then with what joy I"d quit my native plain,
And left thofe plund’rers .all their ill-got gain,
.Sought, with my helplefs charge, fome kappier lind,
Where focial blifs ne’er felt the tyrant’s hand !
But oh, {ad fate, their fury ceas’d not there,
Far mightier woes they doon’d my foul to bear,
“They made my wife, my tender babes, their prey,
And bore my love, my life, nﬂy ail away, ,
. While
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‘While the loft father of the haplefs brood,
Travers’d the diftant woods in fearch of food.
Soon as to me the difmal tidings came,-
Oh what keen fury glow’d thro’ all my frame?
I ftorm’d, I flew, I rous’d my friends to arms,’
Then on the foe I roll’d in dire alarms;
Back’d by Heav’n’s vengeance, hurl'd whole myriads

low, A
And fpread on-every fide a fcene of woe.
From hence, O Wolfe, the wrath of difcord woke, .
From hence conclude who gave the lawlefs ftroke, '
From hence perceive kow falfe the tyrant crew, ‘
Tranfmit their deeds, their barb’rous deeds, to you;
They blaze the worlds of blood by Indians fpilt,
But never once difclofe European guilt‘.
To whom, with rapid hafte, the chief returns,
While his great foul with juft refentment burns:—
Heav’ns! has my dear, my once lov’d native thore, -
In her fair ifle fuch ruthlefs monfters bore?
Can thefe, whe fcarce their {overeign’s laws obey,
On others tread with fuch remorfelefs fway ?
But, O my friend, think not that Britons are,
Like thefe, all bafe, inclin’d to feuds or war}
Heav’n knows could I thy country’s peace regain,
How foon I'd fly to mitigate her pain;
But fay, my friend, did not the Gallic fire
‘With double fury {well your kindling ire

- Did
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Did not proud France propel the dreadful blow,
And drive you on to fpread thofe fceres of woe?
To whom the Indian. Yes, the tyrant Gaul,
Bid us on you with merc’lefs fury fall,
"Twas her vile arts that fann’d the dreadful fire,
Which but for her would foon have fpent its ire;
For tho’ the Britith nation did me ‘wrong,
Still more my foul abhors the Gallic throng,
Still more my foul detefts their foul deceit,
.That hides in fair difguife the rankeft hate;
*Tis true, thy land for our defirtétion -ftrove,
But then fhe {corn’d to wear the malk of love,
While impious ‘Gaul with treach’rous fraud beguiles,
And hides our ruin in a world of fmiles;
Soon us with barb’rous joy her gladd’ning eyes
Saw in our fouls the flames of difcord rife,
From north to fouth, o’er all the Indian ground,
She pour’d her crowd of emiffaries round,
Who to wild frénzy rous’d each kindling fhore,
And gave new fury to the tempefl’s roar;
Here with a train of nods and looks profound,
They whifp’ring buzz’d a world of lies around,
They talk’d of fchemzs which Albion’s.ruthlefs pow’rs
Had bafely form’d of extirpating ours,
"Tiil by their treach’rous arts they wrought us all
To the vile purpofe of the fons of Gaul,
’Till, with blind fury, we in countlefs {fwarms, .
Rufh’d to involve the earth in endlefs ftorms,

N Firft
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Firft to the fight, in threat’ning crowds, arofe
The Onandagoes and the Oneidoes,

The Mohawks fierce, who pour their num’rous ’Dands,
From where their mother ftream her arms expands, .
“The dauntlefs Senecas, who boaft their fhotes,

Near where the thund’ring Niagara roars,

“The fearlefs Caugas, fam’d for martial might,

And Tufcaronas firft in glorious fight; _
‘Then there pour’d forth to brave our furious foes,.
“The num’rous tribes from where the Oli flows,
“The furious Nanticokes, the Conoy’s hoft,

The warlike Minifinks, near Jerfey’s coaft,

The Shawanefe who, like a thund’ring flood,
Roll'd on in .vengeance for their brethren’s blood,, -
The boift'rous Tuteloes, the Wappingers;

The Chugnuts, Unamies, and Delawares,

My -dauntlefs countrymen, who daring live

Where Sufquehénnah rolls her filver wave,

‘Where mighty Delaware receives her tide,

And {preads, with wide expanfe,-her wat’ry pride;
aft, for to crown the motley train of France,
The dauntlefs Mohickons in arms advance, ‘
The countlefs tribes who near thofe climes refide,
Where Lake Superior rolls her boundlefs tide,
Where weftward far the mighty ocean flows,
And where the polar world is wrapt in fnows;
Thefe all colleted rufl’d difcordant forth,
o fpread wild tumults o’er the trembling earth,

On
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On ev’ry fide the rage of war we hul'd,
And plung’d in"fcenes of woe the groaning world,
While five long funs, from.that all-gloomy day,
Have roll’d round this {ad earth their annual way,
Still have thefe eyes beheld war’s dreadful hand,
Thus in vaft feas of grief involve your land,
Still have thefe eyes, with each returning year,,.
Beheld fill mightier fcenes of woe appear;
Cities I've feen diffolve in feas of fire,
Myriads ve feen before our arms retire,
Nations I've feen in purple horrors drown’d,
Virgins polluted, infants flain around, -
‘While thund’ring difcord flam’d from fhore to fhore,
‘And all was texror, death, and wild uproar. '

N2 BOOK
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BOOKXK THE FOURTH.

THE Chicf’s attendants now, with duteous cz;re,;.
The table {pread, the nightly feaft prepare,

In juft array the fmoaking viands plac’d,

With grateful favours lur'd the eager tafte;

Tle courteous hero feats his God-like gueft,
Together pleas’d they fhare the genial feaft,

* il fatiate hunger drops her fierce controul,

And thirfty nature claims the gen’rous bowlj
When from the board the ufelefs cates are borne,
With rofy wine the menial train return,

In lacid glafs the fparkiing Nquor fhines,

And fpeaks the rich produce of Gallia’s vinest
DMow when convivial mirth had circled round,

‘When many a fprightly bowl the feaft had crown’d, .
‘When the light - foul from isad intemp’rance free,
Buoy’d by new fpirits, mounts in focial gléé,

"The gen’rous Wolfe, with thirlt of kno-wled'ge fraught,
Thus to the brave Satagus opes his thought =
Now while the fhades of night foft glide away,
And rapid Sol brings round returning day,

In fweet difcourfe let us the hours employ,

For {weet difcourfe enhances ev’ry joy;

Te
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To-morrow’s dawn may- call to other cares,.
And ’ftead of converfe *wake the rage of wars,
Firft, oh my friend, let thy kind tongue difclofe
‘What modes of worfhip thy rude nation knows ;.
Tell me, what think they of the bleft abode,.
And the high pow’r of great Creation’s God,.
Yor long have I'admir'd the fweet controul
With which thy mild religion {ways the fouly,’
How you all‘ca]mly feek. the realms of day,
‘With no vile janglings to perplex your way,
While we, tho’ blefs’d with Heav’n’s all-guiding light,.
Quit the juft path to plunge in endlefs fpight.
To whom the gen’rous Indian thus repliesi—
With thy command my.ready tongue complies,. -
Whate’er thou wouldft that thou cantt learn from me,
With joy my artlefs foul fhall ope to thee;
Like you we deem that one Almighty God.
Rules o’er creation from his bleft abode;
That he’s the firft, the great, the final caule
©Of Nature’s being, and of Nature’s laws ;
That his high providence protetts our race,.
'R'ew:'xrds the virtwous, punifhes the bafe ;.
That countlefs fpirits, at his- dread command,
Rule o’er the fkies, the ocean, and the land ;.
Some in the heav'ns dire&t the planet’s way,.
Lead rcund the ftars, or guide the fource of day,
Some in the fields of air.centroul the wind,.
Fling loofe the tempeft, or its fury bind,

* Na Bid
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Bid fhow'rs defcend, or cooling zephyrs tife,
Or {mooth the rigour of the wintry ﬂéie—s;
Some on the earth fly round with bufy xviﬁg,
Deck vthe, gay fields, or aid the opening fpring;
Some with kind care watch o’er the human race,
Guard them from ills, difpenfe the fweets of peace,
To favour’d man impart high heav’n’s decree,
Or from deftrultive pains the body free;
Other light fprights there are, by fate defign’d,
With endlefs torments to perplex mankind :
Thefe all fly round, ftill anxious to undo
‘Whate’er’s conftructed by the milder crew.
We're taught that far beneath the weftern fkies
A vaft, a bright, a joyful empire lies,
That after decath our guardian fpirits bear
Our happy fouls ta {port in triumph there;
That there the good ol tafte, without alloy,
That which on earth they held the greateft joys .
This we believe, thus much we hope, we fear, -
. But yet this never drives our fouls to war:
And fure that ‘God, who gave creation birth,
‘Who, wrapt in thunders, awes the proftrate earth,"
Me’er can be pleas’d to fee our lowly race
From his great hand rejeét the gift of peace,
To fee the world in bloody tumults fall,
For trivial poinﬁs alike unknown to all;
And telt sne who, tho’ arm’d with faith moft ftreng, -
Can prove his own is right, his foes is wrong,

’ All
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All fe@gs alike the gift of reafon ufe,

For all alike the facred gift abufe;

Some muft have err’d, we know not who they be,
Then all-fhould fpare °till all the guilty fee:

But, oh! too well our haplefs tears can prove,
" HMow feldom man is fway’d by Chriftian love,

Too well our woes, our boundlefs woes, declare,
*Tis not true zeal €’er drives them on to war:
For fince that day, when Europe’s pit’lefs hand

Firft hurl’d fad ruin o’er our groaning land,

Still from religion’s awful name theyve brought
Cloaks, for to warrant all the crimes they wrought,
While the dark horrors of their aétions tell,

That they’re the fervants of the Lord of Hell;
Under the fanttion of this glorious name,

Oh! how their rage has plung’d the world in flame ¥
Oh ! in what boundlefs feas of fireaming gore

Have their keen {words involv’d this haplefs thore !
*Till Johnfon, thou great guardian of our right,
Rofe for.to ftem enthufiaftic {pight.

-And haft thou known’gfcat Johnfon ? Wolfe replies,
With joy ecftatic fparkling from his eyes;
And haft thou known that great, that God-Jike man,
" Didft thou his. worth, his glerious aétions, fcan ?

If fo, impart the grateful ‘tale to me, ‘

It long I've with’d to learn-from one like thee.
Pleas’d at the tatk, with joy the Indian burns,

And to the ‘gen’rous Wolfe thus fwift returns s -

_ Yesy
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Yes, mighty Wolfe, thro’ ‘manly a glorious fray
Have thefe keen eyes beheld his dreadful way,
And many a time, ere yet the war broke forth,
Have I admir’d his bright tranfcending worth,
‘When where Lake George confines the Britifh coaft,
Led by De Diefkau we attack’d his hoft;
Dauntlefs I faw him rear his awful form,
Fearlefs 1 faw him meet the thundring ftorm,
Fierce he drove on thro’ crowds of trembling foes,
While round his fword vaft piles of flaughter rofe,
O’er routed muititudes {ublime he trode,

And all his deeds confefs’d the favouring God;
I faw him too, when late his conqu’ring arms
Made valt Ontario ring with dire alarms,

‘While other rulers proud, prefumptuouns, bafe,
‘With brutal aftions tantaliz’d our race,

He with the gentleft manners, free from art,
Pleas’d ev'ry eye, dclighted ev’ry heart;

He with patemnal care efpous’d our caufe,

And we, with filial daty, own’d his 1aws;

He, in the cloak of piety, ne’er firove

To force our f{ouls to what they difapprove 3

.He leaves us free, to think as Reafon pleads,

And follow Confcience wherefoeler the leads :
Do but be virtuous, ftill the hero cries,

And this alone will pleafe the joyful fkies,

‘While other chiefs, deterr’d by coward fears,

1n flow manceuvres trifled out whole yearsy

“"While,,
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‘While, unreveng’d, they faw whole empires fall,
Nor mov'd at Nature’s oft repeated call ;
He, with a fwiftnefs that outftrip'd the light,
To ev’ry quarter wing’d his rapid flight,
On ev’ry fide oppos’d the ragiﬁg foe,
And fcreen’d his lov'd allies from threat’ning woe :
But fince great Johnfon’s worth I thus proclaim,
Since chance has led me to thisiglorious theme, -
Ere from the much-lov’d fubjeét I depart, \
I with his mightieft deed muft charm thy heart,
I muft to thee, in fuller words, difclofe,
How in his laft exploit he crufh’d his foes,
Nor wilt thou e’er regret this {weet d‘élay-,
While thy foul liftens to what I fhall fay:—
Near where Lake Eri from her depths profound,
Swell’d by the num’rous floods that foam around, -
The Lake Superior’s vaft capacious tide,
The long-ftretch’d Machigan and Huron wide,
Down Niagara drives with thund’ring roar,
And tow’rds Ontario rolls her wat'ry ftore;
Near this, I fay, a lofty fortrefs ftands,
Whofe ftrong built ramparts awe the neighb’ring lands,
Who fpreads her far-firetch’d empire, without bound,
Oer all the mighty lakes that roll around,I ' ‘
Thy nation rous’d from that lethargic ftate;
In which fo long the feem’d to welcome fate s
At length led on by Johnfon’s dréad command,
Againtt this fortrefs {ent a num’rous band, '

Soon
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Soon as his rifing works were ripe for fight,

He puib’d the fiege with more than mortal might,

Around the fort his fwift approaches "rofe, '

And in their walls fhut up the trembling foes,

"Till preft by threat'ning ills on ev’ry hand,

They on the brink of ruin feem to ftand;

Aubry, a chief, a dauntlefs chief of Gaul,

Beheld the threat’ning cloud that hung o’er all

And ftraight refolves t'avert th’ impending harms,

And meet the Britifh hoft in g'loriousbarms;

Fird by like views with kindling glory warm,

At his loud call unnumber’d nations fwarm, -

The regions all around the lakes from far

Pour forth her fons to meet the coming war;

The dauntlefs Aubry, at the dawn of day,

Big with his mighty army takes his wiy,

In fteady ranks we mov’d along the coaft,

For I among the reft had join’d the hoft;

Soon as our bands near Niagara drew,

Sudden the Britith troops appear’d in view,

Before their camp to thwart our bold defigns,

In fhining arms they’d fpread their glitt’ring lines,

The furious Indians {creen’d their flanks from fear,”

And in their front the regulars appear; 7

In vain our throats fent forth an hideous yell,

That roar'd as breath’d from out the jaws of hells

In vain loud thund’ring o’er the echoing plain,

We pour'd tempeftuous on the hoftile train;
Firm
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Firm as a rock their dauntlefs vet’rans ftood,
And quell’d each onfet of our-troops in blood,
For then no Braddock, with unftable force, ®
But Johnfon’s felf oppos’d our dreadful courfe,
High o’er the reft he rear’d his awful form,
Dauntlefs, unaw’d he met the thimd’ring ftorm 3
Stern, as a God, his brow terrific frown’d,
Fear and wild terrox on his foes around,
‘While that fame brow that thus could awe the brave,
To his own trodps new f{trength, new fury, gave; .
At length when many a fhock we’d try’d in vain,
At length when many a Gaul beftrew’d the plain,
Trembling we funk before his whelming might,
And loft, in wild confufion, took td flight;
Then like a tempeft fcouring o’er the main,
Dreadful he burfts upon our fcatt’ring train,
‘Wherc’er he moves wild horror, flight appear,
Confufion, ruin, anarchy, and fear,
O’er all our routed troops he bounds alorg,
And pours deftruction on the groaning throng;
‘Thus broke, difpers’d, for many a mile we flew,
Thus {wift, ‘thus fierce, the conqu’ring troops purflue,
"Till brcafhlefs thoufands frrew’d ‘the groaning fhore,
And back in-chains cur captive chief they bore ;
Then to the fort onice more they wing’d their way, '
And crufl’d its force that {ame vi€torious day;
‘This altion O'er, thro’ many a dreary wafte,
To yonder town I flew, with cager hafte,

T,

L nere
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There to Montcalm difclos’d the dreadful news,
That muft for ever check his tow’ring views;
And there, O Wolfe, did firft thefe joyful eyes
Behold the fplendors of thy glory rife; =
There for long time I ey’d, from day to day,
What God-like virtues mark’d thy warlike way,
"Till in a fondnefs for thy peerlefs fame,

Died my averfion to Britannia’s name; )
Gaul’s mighty chief I ey’d with keennefs too,
But, ah! how diff’rent is that chief from you?
He, tho’ more brave than all brave Gallia’s race,
Is mean, is artful, cruel, proud, and bafe;
Like you, in chace of glory, ftill he flies,

But ne’er, like you, by virtue, wins the prize;

At length his barb’rous fcheme to murder thee, ~
Far ev’ry thought of friendfhip threw from me:

I from henceforth the Gallic caufe forego,

And now commence her rank eternal foe;

But fince, O Wolfe, to thy attentive ear

Pve op’d whate’er thy foul might wifh to hear,

Do thou, in turn, from clouds my bofom free,
And clear fome doubtful myfteries to me;

Tell me why nations, blefs’d with fruitful lands,
With all that nature atks, or pomp demands,

To fuch wild rage, fuch dreadful wars, refort,
As if they ftrug
"Tis true that we engage in {cenes of blood,

led even for life’s fupport;

r
5

But then we fight for liberty and food,-
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We fight to guard the elk, or prowling bear,

For what preferves our beiﬁg, claims our care ;

But neither France, or Britain,v can alledge .
Motives like thefe to juftify their rage,

Fach in Berfelf contains an ample ftore,

LEnough for Nature’s wants—man needs no more:
Then is it hopes to gain a deathlefs name,

A luft of glory, or a thirft of fame,

Or is it dark, unblefs’d religion, fay,

Religion’s {elf, that points the hideous way,

That hurls Europa’s ftates in tumult all,

And plants fuch enmity *twixt you and Gaul ?

To whom the chief, ere thy enquiring eyes

Can view the fource from whence thefe contefls rife,
I muft to thee, in terms ﬁiccih&, relate

A flender kift'ry of Dritannia’s {tate,

That then in clearer lights *ry words may fhow

The mighty myft’ry which thou feek’ft to know;
- When, Rome, an awful empire, without bound,
Who long had rul’d it o’er the world around,

Had for unnumber’d years, o’er Albion’s land, .
Wav'd the dread enfigns of her high command 3
Then like a mighty ocean ebb’d away,

And left-to other flates the {fweers of {way;

When the bleak north had teem’d her num’rdus brood,
Proud, fierce, rapacious, ignorant ar‘ld'ri}dc;,“

‘When like vaft torrents o’er our groaning lands,
Dreadful they’d roll’d their huge unnumber'd bands,

O Had
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Had hurPd fierce flames and’ defolation’ roundy
And all our towns in blood and flaughter drown’d;
Then for to crown this endlefs train of woes, :
From Gaul’s dark fhore a bloody tyrant rofe,
He, like a low’ring tempeft, edg’d with flame, -
Fierce from the fouth difpenfing ruin came;
He, with loud thunders hurl’d all juftice down,
And feiz’d, with lawlefs hands, Britannia’s crown’;
*T'was from this conqueft of the Britifh ftate
Sprang the firft feeds of Gaul’s and England’s hate,
And from this fource fprang all the endlefs wars;"
That fhook their empires in fucceeding years;
For the proud tyrant, whofe vi€torious hand
Thus bound in fervile chains Britannia’s land,
Where round grear Gallia’s fhore extends the fea,
Ere o’er our much lov’d ifle he’d rear’d his fway, -
Had, with a juft hereditary reign,
Rul’d o’er fair Normandy’s extenfive plain,
And when, by length of time, his impious race
Were in their new-got empire fix’d in peace,
They, with unbated ardour, ftill effay’d
To hold-the realm their anceftors had -fway’d.
Britain, obedient to their dread commands, -
Pour’d forth her fons to guard thefe foreign lands 5
Gaul faw, with jealous eye, their-near advance;
And ftrove to chafe them from the coaft of France,
Till fror;i their ftrife eterral’ wars arofe,
That’plgng’d each kingdom in' a'world of woes ;-
But
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But while. thefe_gwnx*é with horror filld: the, eérth,
The)?;, ferv’d  as. nuré’ries to heroic .worth,
For hence great chiefs immortaliz’d their.name, .
And down te future ages ftretch’d their fame;
Foremoft of thefe, on Albion’s glorious throne,
The good, the great, thé God-like Edward fhone,
He fierce- at- Crefly, with refiftlefs hand,
Thro’ countlefs myriads led his conqu’ring band,
Médc, in his wrath, unnumber’d ﬁiuadrons fall,
And crufl’d.at one huge blow the pride of Gaul;
Nor -does his fon with lefler glory blaze,
His {on, who(e earlieft deeds were crown’d with praife,
‘Who at fam’d Poictiers, with a {lender band,
Crufh’d all the countlefs troops of Gallia’s land,
Made her proud Monarch to his arm to yieid,
And-dragg’d him bound in chains from off the field.
Henry, that glorious funbeam of Tenown,
Next grac’d with vi€¥’ry’s rays Britannia’s crown,
He like a torrent, with impetuous fotce,
Roll’d o’er expiring France his thund’ring courfe;
Whelm’d at the thock, ber tott’ring throne gave way,
And all the proftrate realm confefs’d his fway :
But, oh!- féd, fate, he mournful breath’d his laft,
Ere he could fix his glorious éhnpire faft.
Now Luther rofe, that fun whofe {plendid light -
Chas’d from the carth the clouds of mental night,
Britain, with joy, beheld its dawnin"g rays,-
And bafk’d with tranfport in the glorious blaze,

02 But
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But thoughtlefs France the profferd luftre flies,

And in Ler native gloom {till grovling lies,
This with new fury {wells the former fire,

And adds new rage to flimulate their ire :
Religion now foments their deadly. hate,

And keeps alive the feeds of foul debate;
Hence thro’ an endlefs train of countlefs years,
Have they engag’d in fierce religious wars;
Hence when foul James, proud, bigotted, and vain,
Strove o'er religion’s felf to fix his reign,

When he effuy’d to bind the Britith fhore,
And the dark age of ignorance reftore,

Gaul’s mighty king elpous’d his impious caufe,
And pour’d her myriads to enforce his laws 3
Hence when o’erthrown by Heav’n’s avenging hand,
He fled all trembling from Britannia’s land :
Guuly to receive him, op’d her fhelf’ring arms,
And boldly fereen’d him from impending harms;
Then for to ftamp us Gaul’s eternal foes,

A mightier fource of fierce contention rofe,
Britain, by views of wild ambition 1 led,

Wide o’er this weflern world her empire fpruad
il with ki zh {plendour and enermous fize
Another Albion here was feen to rife; ’
Gaul, with a jealous eye, beheld our reign,
Widening thus glorious o’er this weltern plain,
Then on alt fides the toil’d with all hir force,
To check the fwellings of cur fplendid courfe,

Clofe
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Clofe round our bounds the fpread her num’rous bands,
She flew our fubjects, and ufurp’d cur lands,
"Till from this dreadful fource that war fprang forth,
‘Which nbv_v with gcn’ral horror flls the earth:
Full well, my gen’rous friend, thou know’ft how here,
In the Orft confliéts of this furious war, -~ -
That low’ring fortune, with uncheck’d difgrace,
Daih’d: all the efforts of Britannia’s race;
In Europe too long time her angry frown,
Aw'd the high tow’rings of our glory down,
*Till God-like Pitt, that pure, that peerlefs fage,
Born for to {hine the glor_y of our age,
Nobly' ferene, and refolutely great,
Seiz’d the bruis’d helm of the juft finking ftate ;
Rous’d at his voice then all our fouls caught fire,” 7
We rufl’d on France with fierce o’erwhelming ire,
Bore in our wrath her countlels armies down,
And made all nations tremble at our frown;
At length, on Minden’s all immortal plain,
In a late defp’rate fight Britunnia’s train |
Purchas’d a glory, whofe unrivall'd blaze -
" QOutfhines the mightieft deeds of former days,.
Here a ﬂigh'; band of thrice three thoufand rofe, |
Featlefs unaw’d againft a world of foes; ‘ ‘
Fierce as a tempeflt, with impetuous fweep,
Tears up the bofom of the rolling deep, -
Théy) thro’ unnumber'd m)'}'riac!s', foree theix‘fizvay,‘
And by one thund’ring effort won the day,

03 - While
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‘While the valt armies of Germania’s ftates,
"Did nought but wonder at their glorious feats:
Thus, O my friend, Pve giv'n to thee to know,
The three great fources whence thefe contefts flow;
And now fo long this keen eternal hate,
Has rul’d the motions of each adverfe flate,
That firmly rooted is its dark controul,
Deep in the effence of each hoftile foul,
That ev’ry Briton, ev'n from youth’s firft ftage,
Ne’er looks on Gallia but witl eyes of rage,
While Gaul, with equal fury taught to glow, "
Eyes ev'ry DBriton as a merc’lels foe.
Is there not then, my friend, the Indian cries,
Another fource from whence thefe contefls rife,
Do not their adverfe governments increafe
Their keen, uncealing enmity to peace?
No, my good friend, the gen'rous chief rejoin'd,
Here fome grofs error has mifled thy mind;
For tho’ faiy freedom rules Britannia’s plain,
How can this clath with Gaul’s defpotic reign?
To whom.the Indian then,. with hafte, returns,
While his keen eye with indignation burns:—
Now fince, O Wolfe, to my all-wond’ring thoughg
The chance of converfe has'this fubje st brought,
Do thou a few fhort things be pleas’d to fay,
On the vile progrefs of defpotic fway;
Say what dark Pow’r firft gave this monfter birth,
And fent it here to fcourge the fons of earth;

453)')
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-Say, what wild frenzy urg’d Europa’s land
Meanly to- cringe beneath its merclefs hand,
For no~fell fury that torments mankind,
E’er with.fuch keen abhorrence fil’d my mind ;
"Tis true, when rifing difcord gives command, »
‘We call a chief to lead our vet’ran band,
But ev’n while he, all-fir'd by glory’s flame,
Thus nobly guides our conqu’ring fteps to fame,
‘We, on his word, no mightier pow’r confer
Than what’s expedient to conduct thc";};;ar,
And ev’n while he, with tow’ring .glo}jr crown’d,
Rules o’er the motions of the realms around,
No flaves, no tools, await his dread command,
By which his pride can grind the fubje&t land;
Our elders too exert fome trivial fway,
And we the mandate of ‘their wills obey,
But thefe —fage'ghicfs ‘no claims to empire raife,
But what grave wifdom gives, and ‘length of days.
He ceas’d.—The gen’rous Wolfe, with thoughtful

mind, ‘
Paus’d for a flender {pace, then thus rejoin’d :—
A time there was.when man, exempt from fault,
Obejr’d no laws but thofe which Heav’n had taught,
When they, difpers’d thro’ earth’s remotelt bounds,
Knew of no ftates, focieties, or towns s~
‘But when the flames of difcord firft burft forth,
" When firft the loft of rapine filPd the carth, |
| Then
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Then to find fhelter from the gath’ring ftorm,
Men, in focieties, were feen to form,
And for to keep internal feuds awéy,
Kings they created, with unbounded fway ;
But thefe, tho’ grac’d with pow’r thus unconfin’d,
Were géntle, {oft, benevolent and kind,
They on their people’s love ftill fix’d their throne,
And made the int’reft of the realms their own:
Thus the high race of monarchs firft began,
Thus did their guardian care prote¢t weak man,
*Till a foul train arofe, who, flaves to pride,.
Far from their father’s virtues turn’d afidey
"Who, fir'd to frenzy, in ambition’s caufe,"
Trampled on juftice and on freedom’s laws,
And of their fceptres, for juft ends defign’d,

Made an unpitying fcourge to gall mankind;

And now carth’s mightieft empires, deaf to {hame,

Thro’ a falfe rev’rence for a monarch’s name,

Bear the vile lathes of their tyrant’s rod

With more obedience than they ferve their God;

But tho’ fome {toop to tyranny’s foul reign,
Others there are who fcorn the fervile chain,
Others there are who vindicate their rights,
And bafk in freedom’s moft refulgent hights;
Foremoft in this great Lfi is feen to ftand
Britain, my dear, my much lov’d native land,
She ftill difdains, beneath a tyrant’s frown,
“To bow the glories of her empire down,

She
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She on.her king ne. mightier pow’r beftows; . -

Than that of guarding her from public foes.

Thanks to th); care, the gen’rous. chief rejoin’d,

For thou with Wifdem’s rays haft ’lum’d my mind,

"Tis thou canit drive black error’s mift away,

And thus to artlefs fouls the truth difplay s ~

But fince, O mighty Wolfe,. thy piercing fight

Can bring each darkfome myftery to light, .

Tell me, for fure .thou capft explore-the caufe,

‘What prompts vile man to look thro’ Nature’s laws,

‘What pronﬂptg him thus to mount the ftarry fkies,

And tempt the ways of FHeav'n with impious eyes ;

AHqW,b¢tter‘ far to keep _td Nature’s road,

And tread the facred paths preferit’d by God, .

How better far with life’s calm fweets content,

Thankful t’ enjoy what pow’r divine has fent,

Than thus to heav’nly things our views to raife, -

And in purfuit of knowledge forfeit eafe, .

To whom the -cl’aief., Had map ke.ft Nature’s road,

Did he-ftill .}Lj_ﬁad the paths, preferib’d by God,

Then the éfou,d;rts,. that now .fo Iiceernly., bright,

Thro’ the gay world of feience beam their light,

Had ne’er their thining fplendors pour'd around,

But all been q.ui_t‘c]unknown.or ufelefs found 5

But fince r@ﬂnﬁem_cnlt_ whets the ‘hur;nain tafte,

Since the miLdvqu;‘; of nature all have ceas'd,

*Tis the¢fe alone can feed our wild defires, '

And check upwicldy. life’s confuming fires, _
And
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And ev’n from thefe advantages arife
More than at firft appear to vulgar eyes;:
Tirft by that art that mounts the ftarry plair,
We learn to plow the vaft capacious main, .
Thro’ the wide wat’ry wafte our courfe to guide,
And fetch from diftant nations all their pride '
By tracing Nature’s grand direfting pow’ss -
‘We learn to {ubje€t all her force to ours,
‘We learn from hence to cleave the mountain’s fide,
To fell vafl forefts, check the rolling tide, -
Trom earth’s dark womb to-call the teem{ng ore,
And gild, with glitt’ring piles, the blazing {hore;
I grant that fome who fcorn true Wifdom’s worth,
‘With empty {peculations cloud the earth;
That they prefume to fcan great Nature’s caufe, -
To meafure matter, and prefcribe it laws,
To fix thy eflence, ev’n Jehovah thine,
And caft their cenfures on thy will divine,
While others bent on ftill more trifling game,
Take with afliduous care a worfe extreme,
Wafte all that wit which might their glory raife,
On toads, wafps, fpiders, butterflies and fieas;
Yet thofe who guide calm reafon’s courfe aright, -
Who thro’ experience look for wifdom’s light,
May in the end obtain the glorious prize,
And ope her facred ftores to mortal eyes:
But that thou now may’ft judge where wit can go,
Permit me thus to tell what man may know,

How
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How high the human foul. may fend its fight,
And where -it-thould -reftrain its u{elcfs‘ﬂight;.
We know that mighty: Sol- felf-pois'd. is found -
Full in the: centre of, the worlds around, -
That -his -huge orb pours forth. a boundlefs blaze,
And fires the vaft 'expanfe with countlefs rays,
That fix ftupendous globes, all mildly bright,
Swift round his glitt'ring throne direct their flight,
That, he’s the life, the‘{trengfh, the foul of all,
- And chears with genial rays each pending ball,
That with the reft the earth a thining fphere
Rolls thro’ her mighty circle once a year,
That thofe noéturnal worlds -which roll on high,
_ And gild, with {parkling light, the {plendid ﬂcy,
" Are a.vaft countlefs train of flaming funs,
And that round each a circling fyftem runs;
We know the jult eternal laws of God,
Which guide our courfe thro’ virtue’s facred road; °
Reafon=alone;: morality can: prove,
And teach us piety and focial love:
Thus far-may' man’s refearches ‘mount with éafe,
Thus far our fight may trace our Maker’s ways ;-
But whofoe’er wounld pafs thefe facred bounds,
“Fiads but abortion all and' truth confounds.:
The Indian:then. +Whate’er thou yet can’ft- fay,
Tends but to fix my foul its former- way,
Tends but fo prove that arts deftroy our reft,
And that a pure unpolill’d ‘life’s the beft;

And
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And fure weé’ve caufe to curfe refinement’s chﬁr‘m%;

Thofe that involve our race in countlefs harms,

For what could prompt whole worlds, with plenty
bleft, .

To quit: for ftormy feas, their peaceful reft,

‘What could have lur’d them from their native lands,

~ To plunge in endlefs woes our guiltlefs bands,

‘What but that bafe infatiate luft of gain,

Which fcorns all danger, and contemns all pain,

And from whence f{prang this boundlefs luft of pelf,

But from the treach’rous womb of fcience felf ?

Now. O great Wolfe, while night’s all-ruling wand

Lulls into foft repofe each circling band,

Do thou, in terms fuccinét, to me difclofe

The rife and progrefs of my country’s woes;

For hift'ry’s lights have beam’d them down to thee,

And thefe, thou know’ft, have been deny’d to me,

And oft it brings the foul fome fweet relief,

To know the firft fad fource of all its grief.

If this in aught, my friend, the chicf rejoin’d,

Can f{ooth the patriot anguith of thy mind,

T'll tell thee how thefe tyrants rufh’d from far,

And how this trembling world they plung’d in war.

But ok, my friend, thy godlike foul I truft,

That foul, fo pure, fo faithful, and fo juft,

Will from all foul reproach the guiltlefs free,

’

Nor for the crimes of others cenfure me.
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Long had our mighty world, which fplendid lies
Beneath the concave of the eaftern fkies,
Been bleft with art’s bright rayé with police all,
And view’d her empire rife, and kingdoms fall,
While thefe vaft eaftern fhores, thus held by you,
Were hid in darkne{s from our clouded view ;
For know the far-ftretch’d deep that now expands
Its huge impediment around thefe lands, ’
Has with its wat’ry arms, fince time’s firft birth,
From ours disjoin’d this pertion of the earth:
At length Columbus, whofe exalted mind
Long rang’d the paths of fcience unconfin’d,
Whofe foul had piercd the laws of nature all,
And knew the figure of our earthly ball,
Refolv’d, by fteering o’er the weftern main,
To feek a paflage to Indoftan’s plain.
Such were, at firft, the bounds of his intent,
Tho’ widely diff’rent was the great event ; !
Bwell’d with the {plendour of the glorious plan,
From fhore to {hore then flew the God-like man:
He flew from Italy to Gallia’s plain,
Thence to Britannia, o'er. the rolling main,
'While all thefe mighty ftates, by turns, he preft,
For means to crown the proje& of his breaft,
But ail, by darkfome ignorance, betray’d,
Scoff’d at the matchlefs fchemes his wifdom’d laid,
At length fam’d Ifabel, whofe gentle reign ’
Bleft the glad kingdoms on the coafts of Spain,
‘Wish courteous imiles approves his God-like aim,
And gives him means to exccute his {cheme;

P The
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"The ruling paffion of her fex fubdues,

And pomp refigns for more exalted views,

With three flight barks, to ftem the wat’ry roar,
Our bold adventurer left Iberia’s thore;

Then o’er the bofom of the boundlefs deep,

Soon were his rapid veflels {een to fweep,

‘While the bright dazzling fun, who flames above,
Thro’ one whole fign his pond’rous chariot drove, -
Wide o'er the wat'ry wafte Columbus bore

His courfe, thro’ tracklefs feas ne’er plow’d before,
Still, with vain hope, attempting to defcry,

That thore where India’s boundlefs empires lie;

At length, to pull his tow’ring profpecls down,
Fortune, on ev'ry fide, begins to frown,

The heav’ns grow black, the winds tempeftuous blow,
The dark abyfs loud thund’ring yawns below,

‘While no glad land brings comfort to his eye,

But all is boundlefs fea or gloomy fky,

But not the boift’rous roaring of the wind,

In worfe perplexities involv’d his mind,

Nor all the horrors that aflaild his view,

Than the dire clamours of his frantic crew,
They all, impafient of the gen’ral grief,

Bent all their fury on their God-like chief,

And while, with threats, they compafs’d him around, °
Prepar’d to plunge him in the gulph profound; -
When lo, to fcreen him from theixj merc’lefs {pite,

- Sudden a fmiling land uprofe to fight,
A fpacious
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A fpacious ifle, whofe wide extended plain,

Shines o’er the bofom of the r.olling main,

‘Whofe tov&’rin’g groves eternal greens unfol‘d,
‘Whofe hills bright entrails flame with mines of gold,
Whofe ftreams pellucid fertilize the thore,

~And pouring roll o'er fands of glitt’fing ore,
Whofe gen’rous fons, untaught luxurious pridey
Took fimple nature for their only guide,

Tild, in calm innocence, their native earth,

And knew no land but that which gave thent birth ;
This beauteous ifle, for future woes fo fam’d,

Was fince, by Europe, Hifpaniola nam’d,

‘When from the crowded fhore, with wond’ring eyes,
Thefe Indiané faw the tow'ring fhips arife;

When they beheld them {wift approaching near,
How did their bofoms thrill with doubt and fear,"
" Firft their wild fancy, loft in dire amaze,

Thought them huge mountains rolling o’er the feas,
+ And as they faw their flutt’ring fails outfpread,
They deem’d them forefts on the mountain’s head 3
But when they faw, in many a fprightly band,

A race of mortals guide the floating land,

"Twas then to gloomieft wonder’s difmal reign
Stoop’d the ftunn’d fouls of all the gazing traim,
Torpid they ftand to fee, difcharg’d on earth, »
The great event that labouring f{eems for birth.
Meanwhile Columbus led his chearful band

Forth from their veflels to the fmiling land,

P2 . Thick
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Thick on all hands the thoughtlefs Indian race
Crowded to Qﬁéer all the fweets of peaces

But, ah! their artlefs fouls but little knew
What they muft fuffer from this ftrang&f CIEW,
Sway’d by a pure Gmplicity of thought,

From ev’ry fide huge piles of gold they brought,
Thefe they difplay’d to catch the ftrangers eyes,.
Nor knew deftru@ion lurk’d beneath their dies;
But great Columbus, gen’rous and kumane,

~ Reftrain’d within due bounds his fordid train,
He from all harm then fereen’d the Indian race,
And footh’d the fury of his troops to peace.

But when this God-like chief fhall be no more;’
Al muft to rapine yield, and wild up'roarm
Now when the matchlefs hero long had fcénn’d‘,
And prav’d this-ifland not Indoftan’s land,
“When to his foul it feems a boundlefs fhore,
To the -vaft eaftern world unknown before,
ligh {wells his bofom with keen glory’s. flame,
At the bright profpedt of his future fame,
Back to Iberia, o’er the rolling fea,

Then, with {wift hafte, he wings his eager way,
And when, defcending on the joyful ftrand,

- He bears the great, the glorious news, to land,
Thro’ all her echoing realms with loud acclaim,
All the glad fons of Spain fhout forth his name,
‘While her good queen pours forth, in countlefs thow’ss,
On his great head {till more exalted pow’rs;

‘Soon
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Soon with a mightier armament once more
He fteers to feek the new difcover’d fhore,
Wide‘o’er the weftern waves he bent his flight,
"Till this vaft continent appear’d in fight,
Whofe huge unbounded plains firetch o’er the carth,
-From Patagonia to the boift’rous North, '
This great difcov’ry made our chief once more
Bent his fwift courfe to Hifpaniola’s fhore,
There he ‘eflay’d to firetch Iberia’s reign
O’er the mild natives of her fmiling plain;
But he, for this great end, fo gently ftrove,
That his {weet virtues gain’d the nation’s love,
When lo, the fons of Spain who, fwoln with pride, -
Now, with fierce rage, pour’d.in on ev'ry fide,
‘Whofe fordid fouls, intent on nought but gain,
Bent were to load the earth with worlds of flain,
With merc’lefs hate oppos’d the God-like man,
And check’d the progrefs of his righteous plans
Yet he, ftill fway'd by gentlenefs and peace,
f)trove, from their wrath, to fcreen the Indnn Tace,
*Till, from his high command, he’s dragg’d away,
To vile Iberia, o’er the rolling fea,
There, in 2 difmal dungeon, chain’d, forlorn,
Doom’d the dark remnant of his days to mourn,-
There doom’d to languith from his native {oil,
A fad reqmtal fure for all his toil |
Yet, O thou Godlike fpmt of that chxef

‘Who here digd ﬁrugglc w1th {uch feas of grief,
P3 Ne'er
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Ne'er let thy breaft at this hard fate repme,

For lo! a glorlous recompence is thine ;-

Thy facred name fhall diftant times adore,

When thy proud tyrants fhall be heard na more,.
Freed from reftraint foon. Spain’s all-barb’rous bands;
Pour their wide horrors o’er the groaning Iands,
They ftorm, they rage, they fhake the trembling thore,,
They ftab, they flay, they plunge the realm in gore,.
O’cr towns, o’er plains, they hurl deftruétive fire,
And countlefls myriads in the blaze expire;

Some for to fhur this defp’rate {cene of bloed,

Tly to the covert of the fhelt'ring wood,.

Soon with fierce hounds their tyrants chas’d them here,.
And hunt them down like droves of trembling deer,, ,
Wives, hufbands, infants, virgins, matrons, all,
Now here, now there, in one black carnage fall ;.
Spain’s impious fons, with {miles, thefe deaths behold;,
For by thefe deaths they gain a world of gold:

At length, when this poor ifle exhaufted lies,

Next to bright Mexico they turn their eyes,,

A mighty empire, whofe vaft (hores expand,,

Tar as from this to Florida’s fair land,

There ev’ry mountain opss a world of wealth;,
There ev'ry valley breathes a world of health,

And there the focial arts, all- -mildly bright,
Fen then began to beam their dawning horht.

To fack the fplendors of this glorious reign,,

Hither an ample fleet was fent by Spain,

Byb
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By dauntlefs Cortes was this {quadron led,
A chief to rage, and war’s loud tumults bred,
Whole foul ne’er trembled at his Maker’s call,.
And knew no God but gold, that lord of all: ~
Soon as this threat’ning fleet’s high tow’ring pride
‘Was from the coaft of Mexico delery’d,
Thro’ all he; realm the news {wift found its way,,
And all the empire fhook with dire difmay,
Torn with big fighs, and many a difmal groan,.
Ev'n her proud monarch trembled on his throne,
Cortes to land meanwhile his. fquadrons led,
And tow’rds the centre of the empire fped;
Dauntlefs the Indians pour’d forth all their force,
To check. the horrors. of his threat’ning courle,
Firft with bold hearts the fierce determin’d throng;
To meet the gath’ring tempeft rufl'd along; -
But lo,"when they beheld the Chriftiar bands,
All hurl loud thunders from t:-heif bellowing hands;
While on all fides huge burfts of light'ning {ly,.
And fhow’rs of burning globes involve the fky,.
Qerwhelm’d with dire amaze they took. to flight;,
And thought of nothing but to ’fcape from fight;
*Twas, then their trembling monarch cried amain,
Heav’ns from what region came this God-like train ?
Thefe fure defcended from the bleft -abodes,
Thefe men in ftature muft be more than gods.
‘Thus all o’erwhelm’d by blind religious fear,,
Each thought he banifh’d of the glorious war,

' And
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And with vile crouchings, meanly bending low,

Receiv’d, with outftretch’d arms, his impious foe.

Cortes, elate with more exalted pride,

Now o’er the empire moves with tow’ring ftride,

And for to plunge it in a world of woes,

Into her great metropolis he goes;

Full in the centre of a {pacious flood,

‘With high-rais’d walls' this tow’ring city ftood,

O'er all its loftieft domes {ublime was feen

An ancient palace with majeftic mien

This was enclos’d with battlements around,

And thefe high battlements with tow’rs were crown’d,

*T'was thefe firong walls the proud Iberian hoft

Had, by the king,' allotted for their poft;

There, from the tow’rs, they view’d with wond’ring

eyes, -

'The boundlefs treafures that around them ri?e',

For there the wond’ring eye could nought behold

Bat walls of jafper, and bright reofs of gold;

To glut the av'rice of thefe fons of pride,

Huge piles of gold were brought from ev'ry ﬁde;

But as while fed {till {wells the fiery roar,

This onl;r ferv’d to whet their thirft for more;

Yet ftill the Indians, deeming them divine,

Prefent their {plendid off’rings at their thrine,

At length at one bold f’croke, with lawlefs hand,

To feize the boundlefs treafures of the land,
Cortes,



[ 165 7

Cortes, by wily meafures; well difguis’d,

The thoughtlefs monarch, on his throne, furpris"&,‘
Dragg’d him from thence with all his furious pow’rs,
And clofe confin’d him in the Spanith tow'rs, - °
There, with tyrannic fway and wily fkill,

Long time he ruld the trembling monarch’s will,
‘While, in his name, he fpread his high command,
Ev'n to the utmoft limits of the land;

Nor was this all—for lo, his- tow’ring pride

Now breathes its dreadful confequences wide,
Cities are plunder’d by the Chriftian rdce,
Myriads are flaughter’d in the arms of peace,
That thefe bafe fiends might gain a boundlefs ftore .
Of gold’s pernicious, vile, deceitful ore.

At length his fubje€s all to vengeanee {pringy
. And fly from bondage to releafe their king,

He urg’d, by Cortes, on the rampart rofe,

And bids them tamelyb bear the nation’s woes,

Spite of his high' command, his thund’ring train
Still pour their fury on the fons of Spain,

"Till, from their rage, an . accidental firoke

Had freed his fpirit from the tyrant’s yoke.
Strai‘ght Guatimozin, whofe all God-like mind,
With boundlefs valour, gentleft virtues, join’d,
Whofe daring foul had lgafn’d for to difdain
Each idle menace of corporeal pain, '
Rofe to the throne, amid this {cene of woe,

And {‘craxght refolv'd to cruth the Chriftian foe,

Soon,
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Soon, with bold rage, againft the Chriftiail tow’rs,
Onward he led his thund’ring Indian pow’rs;
Spain, with like rage, oppos’d his whirling ire,
And pour’d forth torrents of deftrutive fire,
*Till in the tempeft of o’erwhelming ball,
Full half his tott’ring myriads feem'd to fall,
Yet full, with fteady perfevering might,
He braves the dreadful horrors of the fight,
Thick from his front darts, ftones, and arrowsfly,
In a loud tempeft thro” the echoing fky,
For thefe, alag! were all they could oppole,
To the dire thunders of their Chriftian foes.
Full many a day bold Cortes thus withftood, -
All the dire horrors of this fcenée of blood,.
‘Full many a day did thus his flender bands
Withftand the efforts of unnumber’d lands,
"Till quite weigh’d down, by war’s o’erwhelming
weight,

They feem’d juft yielding to the frowns of fate,
Shelter’d, at.length, by night’s impervious fcreem,
Silent as death he quit the dreadful fcene,
And, with {wift march, he led his fhatter’d band,
To feek for refuge in a diftant land;
Then all o’erwhelm’d, by Fortune’s dark controul,
Had funk the boundlefs projeéts of his foul,
But lo, amid this difmal fcene of grief,
By his delufive arts, the wond’rous chief

Full
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Full half the empire from its duty draws,
To. fhare his fortunes, and efpoufe his caufe,
Oh1 haplefs race, what tides of endlefs woc,b
‘What dreadful ills from that fad ftep muft flow !
Soon with a mightier hoft he mareh’d once more
Back to the city he had fled befores
Ships he erefted, on the rolling tide,
To block this city in on evry fides
Batt’ries he rear’d, on pond’rous mounds of earth
That from their cannon breath’d deftrution forth,
Soon from all fides, O'er all the bellowing fhore,
Burft forth the horrors of their thund’ring roar,
‘Fierce from their mouths fiream forth vaft feas of fire,
Thick deaths fly round, black clouds of {moke afpire,
Full on the town defcend the ftorms of ball,
And hurl its tott’ring domes in ruin all,
Aw’d at the terrors of the thund’ring fire,
Trom fireet to ftreet the Indians fwift retire;
Cortes, elate with fierce impetuo-us force,
From ftreet to ftreet purfues their trembling courfe, 4-
btill as he moves he breathes wide flaughter round,
Ahd countlefs myriads gafping ftrew the ground;
Yet ftill his foes maintain the dire debate,
And turning combat as they {wift retreat:
Thus rag’d fierce Cortes thro’ this {cene of bloqd,.
Thus the bold Indians all his force withftood,
Xt ‘all‘ who. dare fuftain the l_oud alarms, .
Had, helplefs, funk beneath his conqu’ring arms;

‘T'hus,
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Thus, when the proftrate town was quite Jerthrown,
In his true light the barb’rous victor thone,
Crowds on the rack he writhes with pit’lefs ire, -
Myriads he plunges in the rage of fire,
That thofe keen pangs might force them to difclofe
‘Where lay their gold, that fource of all their woes,
Nor could his fpotlefs rays of pure renown,
Nor all the facred honours of his erown,
In aught the tyrant’s merc’lefs wrath afluage,
Or {creen the guiltlefs monarch from his rage;
For lo, behold him, with relentlefs ire,
Plung’d in the horrors of deftrutive fire,
Keen pangs arife, thick flames around him roli,
Yet not a groan efcapes his manly foul, 7
He, with more glory, fhone in that fad hour,
Than Cortes’ felf array’d in all his powr: =
Thus did this monfter, by ‘a world of crimes,
Stamp, with the feul of guilt, thofc hateful times;
Thus did his barb’rous deeds cfface th= fame,
Which elfe his conqu’ring arms had gain’d his name.
Tar to the fouth a mighty empire lies,
Where tow’ring Andes cleave the yielding fkies,
Wide, as the burning zone, are feen expand,
The far-ftretch’d regions of this finiling land,
And, like bright Mexico’s late conquer’d fhore,
All its vaft entrails teem’d with thining ore;
Long had the people of this wide domain,
In 3 dull ftate of mental darknefs lain\,

‘ "Till
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*Till Mango came, to cultivate their hearts,

And fmooth their manners with the finer arts,
Then {pacious towns arofe at his command,
And agriculture till’'d the fmiling land;

But tho’ their manners were thus more refin’d,
They kept their {weet fimplicity of ‘mind,

Truth in their fouls for ever held her reign,
Their hearts were gentle, and their deeds humane,
Smooth roll’d their circling years in calm delight,
And all was tranquil and ferenely bright;

. Yet not the virtues of thjs guiltlefs train,
Alas! could fcreen them from the rage of Spain.
Bcearce had, with dire uproar, the fplendid throne
Of ruin’d Mexico been quite o’erthrown,
‘When bold Pizarro, who, intent on fame,
Sought, like vile Cortes, to exalt his name,
Into the center of their peaceful land
Led, with keen fury, a relentlefs band;

A prince he was, humane and nobly great,

‘Who rul’d, at that {ad time, this haplefs ftate,
Mild, as a god, he’d fway’d the mighty thore,
And Atabalip, was the name he bore, -
Witheut fufpicion of their vile intent,

He forth to meet the warlike firangers went,
Then on an ample plain he took his pof,

To wait the coming of proud‘Europe’s hoft,
High on a fplendid throne with glory crown’d,
With all his dazzling armies rang’d around,

o Q_ "~ Aloft
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Alsft he fat when, to his wond’ring view,
Appear’d the terrors of the Chriftian crew;
Some fpace behind Pizarro left his train,

And tow’rds the monarch ftrode acrofs the plain,
“Long this bold leader of the Chriftian race, .

With vaft Peru’s dread king commun’d in peace,
He this great monarch to the crown of Spain,
Proffer’d the boundlefs treafures of his reign, I
Would Spain but grant his fubjeés to enjoy
Their native innocence, without annoy

Pizarro promis’d fair, and all the feene

Prefents a profpedt tranquil and ferene;,

‘When lo a prieft, with fan&imonious face,

One of that treach’rous vile perfidious race, .
‘Who, in religion’s cloak, conceal’d their crimes,
And cheat, with {emblance fair, the pliant times,
Cry’d to the king, Behold the gofpel lights,

Inftant you muft belicve the Chriftian rites,

Tho' his vile foul well knew the monarch’s heart, "
Saw not the fenfe thefe myftic words impart;

In vain thefe jarring words inactive roll,

They bear no meaning to the monarch’s foul,
And he, ’till tutor'd in their dark intent,
Boldly refus’d to give a blind affent.
‘Tierce, to his friends, the prieft then ¢ry’d a{o;d,
Haurl all your vengeance on this impious crowd ;
Swift at the word their guns, with thund’ring ire,
Ponr'd forth huge torrents of deftrulive fire,

Dreadful
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Dreadful they fweep along the echoing plain,

And dafh to atoms all the trembling train,
Thoufands on thoufands, proftrate fall around,

And feas of pouring blood o’erflow the ground,
Then with their fwords high whirling in their hands,
Furious they ruth among the {cattering bands,

Swift, with unnumber’d blows, they whelm in gore
‘The haplefs few who "fcap’d from death before ;
Straight from his throne, with keen' relentlefs {corn,
Away in chains the helplels monarch’s borne,

Nor could tlreir gen’rous chief, whofe nobler mind,
Was ftill to deeds of lenity inclin’d,

Reftrain the fury of his merclefs crew, ‘

He wept, alas! ’twas all the good could doj

But not the rancour of the Chriftian’s fpite,

Ends with the horrors of the dreadful fight,

For lo, in {pite of all an empire’s cries,

Of all the tears that fil’d his fubje&s eyes,

Soon, with keen rage, their vile relentlefs hand

Slew "the good monarch of the guiltlefs land,

Then grim on ev’ry fide, with wild uproar,
Dreadful they rufh o’er all the trembling {hore,
‘Where mild religion once the nation {fway’d,

Kings rul’d with juftice, men with joy obey’d,
Where reign’d mild plenty, reign’d each gentler art,
That {mooths the manners, and that charms the heart 3
Now, with blind rage, the barb’rous fons of Spain,
Pour their dire ho‘rrqrs o’er each groaning plain, '

Q2 - Infants
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Infants they butcher’d, heedlefs of their criesy
‘Wives they polluted in their hufbands eyes,
Myriads on myriads each fucceeding day,

They gave to death an unrefifting prey,

*Till quite bereft of all their harmlefs bands,
Defuart, as Zembla, feem’d the dropping lands.
Soon all Europa’s nations, taught by Spain,
Sought to the new-found world to ftretch their reign,
And foon, like her, all ’gan for to expand
Their empire o’er this new-difcover’d land,
Acrofs tke ocean Lufitania fped,

And thro” the wide Brazils. her empire fpfca.d',.
‘Where rolls the Amazan, her wat’ry ftore,

And like an ocean fwells along the fhores

And ev'n Britannia’s felf, then deaf to fhame,
Tail’d not to thefe vaft coafls to urge her claim,
Acrofs the deep, her emigrating bands

Pour'd like huge torrents to thefe haplefs lands,
"[ill from the northern pole to Cancer’s line,
Were her all ;uling ftandards feen to ﬂlihe;

But let what will fucceed in later tines,

Their firlt mild progrefs was not mark’d by crimes,,
Too well they knew the ftrength of freedom’s charms;,
To found thelr title on the force of arms,
They, from the natives, bought their ufelefs plain,
Nor launch’d in horrors like the fons. of Spain.
Next impious Gaul, who views, with jealous.eyes,
The various proje@ts of the world arife,

Who
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Who anxious watches each quick turn of charce,
And lets nought flip that may her pow’r advance,
Swift o’er the ocean took her boundlefs flight,

And (natch’d from Brltaiz half her lawful right,

O’er Canada’s wide plains fhe fpread her {way,
Where valt St. Laurence rolls his pond’rous way 3
Yet not content with all this mighty fhore,

She, on Britannia’s fons, ftill prefs’d for more,.

*Till from their dreadful ftrife that war arofe,.
Which makes thefe empires now fuch furious foes.
So fpoke the mighty chief, Satagus hears,

And, fild with wonder, at the tale appears.
Now when the dazzling fource of chearing day,
Thro’ half his nether courfe had wing’d his way,
The God-like hero,-and his Indian gueft,
_'Prepar’d to haften to the arms of reft;

Firft to the covert of a neighb’ring tent,

With his brave friend the God-like hero went,
There to a downy cruch he him refign’d,

" That lures to gentle fleep his wearied mind,
Then to his own bright tent once more he goes,
His train difmifs’d, he haftes to foft repofe,

Scarce on the couch his tem.."rate body lies,
‘When filent flumbers feal Lis peaceful eyes.

Qﬁ" BCOK
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BOOK THE FIFTH.

S

vJOGNW as the fun, with conqu’ring rays, {hot forfh,‘
And clear’d from fhadowy glooms the fmiling earth, -
With eager hafte the mighty Wolfe arofe,

Arid thro’ the flumb’ring camp to Lefter goes;
Stretch’d on his couch he found the God-like man,
Gave him a gentle fhake, and thus began:—

Rife, O my gen’rous friend, come rife to-find

A talk well worthy of thy noble mind,

"Tis the brave Indian chief that claims thy care,
Long that fad chief has pin’d in dark defpair,
Long has he mourn’d his lev’d Tamina loft,.
DMow a fad captive on fome diftant coaft;

But, oh do thou thro’ every region fly,

Search ev'ry land beneath the weilern tky,
Contemn all dangers, all oppdﬁng harms,

And bring that long-loft treafure to his armss
Think what keen joy muft fwell the gen’rous breaft,
That drives corroding grief from fouls diftreft,
A'lofry bark now waits atyonder ftrand,

To waft thee hence to Nova Scotia's land,

Thence to the fhores of Pennfylvania g0,

For there I deem thou'lt find this child of woe,

But
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But ev'n when bleft with her you homeward: fteer,,
Let her not know her.long-loft.lord is here,
Left you fhould rob me of the blifs we find,
‘When we furprize, with joy, a grief-funk mind.
So fpoke the chief, thexgen’rous Lefter rofe,
And ftraight to execute his charge he goes,
Pleas’d with the deed,. the God-like gen’ral went,,
Then with fwift {iep towards his tow’ring tent,
Thence to all fides ke fent his loud commands,,
To call the leaders of his vet’ran bands;
Soon the bold leaders of the warlike throng,,
To learn his mighty mandate, roll’d along,
Eager they all around their gen’ral preft,
- Anxious to know the purpofé of his breaft,
Nor did the rulers of the thund’ring fleet,
At this illuftrious council, fail to: meet;,
When, rifing flow, great Wolfe the filence broke,
And thus, in manly accents, gravely {poke :—
Fruitlefs, my friends, my partiers in this war,
Fruitlefs you fee has been my conftant carc,
Fruitlefs the vaft, the countlefs {chemes I've try’d,
To eurb fierce Gallia’s all-deftru&ive pride;
In vain Ive firove to lure yon army down,
In vain Pve firove to force yon hoflile town,
In vain Pve ftruggled fill, from day to day,
With all the perils that impede our way :
‘High on yon tow'ring hills fill frowns the foe,
.And mocks, with fcornful teunts, cur toils below,
Yet,
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Yet, O! my friends, let not your fouls defpair,
- Some glorious chance may yet reverfe the war,
‘Would you but aid my laft, my nobleft {cheme,
Britain may ftill retrieve her former fame,
‘While the ali-ruling night, in {leep profound,
Lulls the loud buftlings of the world around,
Silent as death in-boats our fteady band
May pafs yon {lumbering town, and calmly land;
Were this but done, that wifl’d-for town’s our
own,

And all the vaunting of proud GauPs o’erthrown.
Nor think it needlefs thus to florm the place,
Winter’s all-conqu’ring blafts come on apace,
And {hould we now let flip the prefent Kours,
Soon will the gath’ring ice chafe hence our pow’i‘sy
Yet fhould not all approve the bold defign,
Should all but ten the dang’rous fight decline,
Still, with this little band, refolv’d I'll fly
Tou meect the countlefs foe, and bravely die;
Better it is to fall with deathlefs fame,
Than to furvive to view our country’s {hame,
Scarce had he fpoke when all the vet’ran crowd,
Swell'd with high tranfport, vent their joys aloud,
All try who moft may praife the glorious plan,
And thus the God-like Townfhend {wift began :—
Good Heav'ns! what fear could thus thy foul alarm, -
How couldft thou think we’d €’er defert thy arm,.

: How
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How couldft thou think we'd ¢’er the combat flee;,
When urg’d to vi'ry by a chief like thee;
Fird with proud hope when thou fhalt lead the
way, . R
Joyful we’ll ruth to meet the glorious fray,,
There thouldft thou fall beneath all-conqu’ring death,
Joyful with thee we'll all refign our breath,
Joyful on thee, thro” {eas of bloed, we'll wait,
"Tis glorious.vfure to fhare our hero’s fate.
He {poke, when Saunders, thus with eager hafte,
Fill’d with like thirft of fame his foul expreft:
Go then, brave Wolfe, my nobleft, beft of friends,
Go where thy foul, th;r dauntlefs foul intends,
Go, and my fleets, with all their thund’ring might,
Shall back your efforts, and fuftain the fight;
While the brave hoft, led on by thy command,
Above the town fhall dare the hoftile band,
Here, with the thunder of my fleets, I'll make
Yon tow’ring ra»rhparts to their bafes thake,
And when yon rock fhall ring with dire alarms,
Here, with a thow’r of ball, T'll aid thy arms;
And ev’n fhouldft thou be hurl’d from off the coaft,
Nb‘mighfy lofs fhall thence o’ertake thy hoft ;
Then fhall my fhips approach the hoftile ftrand,
And guard, with thund’ring might, thy routed band 5
Then fhall our boats thy fhatter’d troops receive, ‘
. And waft them fafe acrofs the rolling wave.
Go
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Go then, O Wolfe, perform thy bold de_ﬁgﬁ,,

Bid Britain’s name with endlefs glories thine,
For fure fuccefs muft crown the glorious day,

. When thy all-conqu’ring hand fhall point the way;
Soldiers to thofe they love are ever true,
They’ll dare ev’'n death itfelf for one like -yous
Long, Saunders, long, the gen’rous chief replies,
While rapture fparkles from his glift’ning eyes,
Long has my foul admir'd thy glorious courfe,
Much do we owe to thy intrepid force, ~
In ev’ry {cheme, in ev’ry bold defign,
Thy conftant care co-operates. with mine 5
Surely the foe beneath our pow’r muft fall,,
Since fuch {tri&t harmony unites us all,
But ere, brave friends, we ’tempt this glorioué deed’r
We'll firft to Levie’s point from hence proceed,
There, while ocur fleets fhall breathe wild terfor,

here, ,
With deep diffembling arts, our courfe we'll {teer,
And while the foe thall think our hoft retreats,
Sudden he’ll find us at his city gates,
Then fhould a gen’ral fray fpread round the coaft,
Think how if once we fly, our all is loft,
Think how we there exert our utmoft force,
Think how this dang’rous {fchemé’s our laft refource,
Think of the former glories of our name,
Fight then, my friends, and guard your former fame;
When
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When to the fight we lead our dauntlefs hoft,

And each afpiring hero takes his poft,

“ Fearlefs of death rufh on the pow’r of Gaul,

Nor fly till not a man remains to fall,

We in our country’s caufe thould death defy,

Rather than meanly live, *tis great to die.

The hero ceas’d, his gen’rals all approve,

Thick from the tent, in {warming crowds, they

~ move,

Each to his quarters flies with eager {pced,

Anyious to execute what Wolfe decreed,

Soon on all fides the joyful buftling hoft

Are feen prepare to leave the fatal coaft,

The tents are {truck, the guns drawn off with care,

‘The ftores embark’d, the fcouts call’d in from far,

The fwarming troops forfake the trembling ftrands,

And crowd the echoing fleet with countlefs bands;

" Then in two parts the num’rous fleets divide, )

‘One wafts the army o’er the rolling tide,

While one ftill hov’ring, near Q gebec"s dread wall,

Eyes all the-motions of the fons of Gaul:

Near Levie’s point once more the vet’rans land,

And pitch their tow’ring tents along the ftrand,

There to remain *till all was ready made,

For the completion ‘of the fchemes they’d laid;

Lefter, meanwhile, at Wolfe’s {upreme command,

Borne on a lofty bark forfakes the ftrand,
‘ : ' Down
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Down to St. Laurence’s mouth their courfe they bend,
To where New Scotland’s flow’ry fhores extend;
There, {rom the {wellings of old ocean’s tide,
Into an ample bay they turn’d afide,

For ’twas their orders, from Acadia’s plain,

To fetch provifions for Britannia’s train:

Deep, in the bofom of tliefe fmiling lands,

The gently-floping far-ftretch’d bay expands,
Wide all around are boundlefs profpects {een

Of hills and plains, and groves and forefts, green,
All wond’rous to relate high Heav'ns dread will,
‘Which of; makes bleflings flow from feeming ill,
By various ftorms of fortune on the coaft,

That girt this bay had poor Tamina toft;

Here from her native country far remov’d,

Long a fad flave fhe’d wept for him the lov'id;
Juft when the veffel, that great Lefter bore,

Steer’d in and anchor’d near the wifl’d-for fhore,
She, by her lordly mafter’s dread ébmmand,—

It chanc’d came wand’ring to the wave-wafh’d ftrand,
There for to gather, for his lordly board,'

Such little fhell-fifth as thefe firands afford ;

Mean was her habit, as becomes a {lave,.

Loofe in the wind her locks neglected wave,

And as, with pain, her toilfome tafk {he plies,

Soft rolling tears fall gently from her eyes;

Grief ting’d her cheeks, her brow befpeaks defpair,
And all her front appears ene cloud of care;  ~

But



[ 18t ]

But as thro all the darkfome clouds of night,
Bright Cynthia beams her mildly chearing light,
So thro’ the glooms of wretchednefs and care,
That wrapt the features of this haplefs fair,

Such lovely {weetnels in her eyes was feen,

As told each gazer what the once had been.

Scarce had to land the gen’rous Lefter came,
When, to his view, {wift rofe the mournful dame ;
She, when fhe faw the God-like ftranger nigh,
Droop’d her fad head, and wip’d her tearful eye,
‘But he, with pity touch’d, approach’d in halte,
And thus, in gentleft voice, his foul expreft:

Say, O! thou mournful dame, what gloomy care
Thus drives thy fadd’ning foul to dark defpair ?
Say, is it wrongs that have been done to thee,
Or want, or aught, that may be cur’d by me ¢
Speak but thy woe, if aught can foothe thy grief,
Soon fhall my lenient hand beftow relief.

Why wouldft thou feek, oh firanger, fhe rejoin’d, )
To trace the fecret anguifh of my mind?
Aflition feldom meets with friendly care,

All feek to thun the children of defpair;

But fince that {weetly, tearful eye of thine

Speaks how thy woes now {ympathize with mine,
I will, with ftricteft confidence, impart

To thee the {orrow that now wrings my heart,

For oh ’tis joyful to difclofe our care,

To thofe whofe pity will our anguith fhare;

R Long,
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Long, near the Sufquehanalys blifsful wave,
Joy to my foul a much lov’d hufband gave,
But, ok fad fate, while once in queft of food
This much lov’d hufband rang’d a diftant wood,
By thy fell brethren, with relentlefs fcorn,
I into dark captivity was borne, '
What chance, what woes befel my God-like chief,
Alas! ne’er reach’d me in this fcene of grief,
Since that fad time of him I've nothing heard,
Yet oh! ’tis much my haplefs foul has fear’d.
Long in the glooms of Pennfylvania’s thore,
For hither me the pitlefs tyrants bore,
I, with the children of my happier years,
Pin’d a fad length of fervitude in tears,
For they, like me, alas! depriv’d of aid,
Were, with their helplefs mother, captives made;
At length, this round of forrows to complete,
The then vile ruler of my haplefs fate
Me, from my children, to thefe regions bore,
And bafely fold me on this diftant fhore ;
Yere, oh difaftrous chance! I'm fubjet ftill
‘To the proud varyings of a mafter’s wills
Here am I forc’d, with keen laborious pain,
"Thro’ the long day to till the ftubborn plain,
Here, when my toil fubfides at clofe of day,
For my loft Iove I weep the night away,
And oft, well pleas’d at my dread Lord’s command, |
1 pick’d thefe thell-fith on this lonely ftrand,

Tor
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For here, befide the folitaty: deep,

I figh unheard, and. unobferv’d can weep,

She ceas’d, and tranfport fwell’d the hero’s breafl,.

For who the matron was he quickly guefy'd:
Tell me thy name with hafte, he foon rejoin’d,

. Tell me,. and eafe the doubts that fill my mind,.
Impart it fwift with- thy lov’d-lord’s to me,.
Reafons I have for afking it of thee.’

In his blefs’d days of happinefs and fame,.
The great Satagus was. my. hufband’s name,.

. The dame return’d ;. and, by my Sire’s decree,
That of Tamina was. impes’d on me.
€alm then thy grief; reply’d the gen’rous chief ?.
For fay what good €’er fprung from endlefs grief,.
Calm then thy griefs, pérhaps thy woes are o’er,
Woes full as great have comfort found before,
Guided by me,, wouldft. thou but hence repair,.
To where great Wolfe Icads on the diftant war,
Soon will. that chief, if yet thy lord fhould live,
Back to thy. longmg arms-thy- comfort give ;.

He ever feeks to bring . the poor relief;,
And foothey with lenient hand,, the child of grief,.
And if my mem’ry mocks me not, loud fame
Has late faid fomething of thy hufband’s name.
Hear'ft thou of him, what fay’ft thou, the rejoin’d,.
Speak, does he live ? Oh' hafte, relieve my mind ;
Know that thefe words, fo lightly dropt by thee,.
Are worth ten thoufand thoufand worlds to me..

R 2. Yet!
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Yet why of joy, alas! this frantic flame,

Thou only faid’ft, thou bliev'ft thoud’® heard his
name. :

Yes, my kind foother, joyfully with thee

To feek my lord thro’ all the world T'd flee 3

But ah! fhould I thus, thoughtlefs, hafte away,

Heav’'n knows what ill the cenfuring world rr‘li'gh‘t fay,

Yet why thefe fears, thefe doubts, that rack my
brain?

No chance, no change, can aggravate my pain ;

Then lead me hence where’er thou doft approve,

To de.th itfelf, if there I'll find my love.

But ere, at thy requeft, 1 quit this plain,

*Tis jult T licenfe of my lord obtain,

Long tho’ his haplefs {flave I’ve been, yet ‘h’c.

Neler usd his pow’r with crueity to me, /

Ne’er has he aught requir'd of me to do,

Tut what ev’'a juftice {elf had deem’d his due,

Thus did the matron fpeak her juft intent,

To all {he fpoke the chief {oon gave affent,

Then from the lonely borders of the fea

Tow’rds her mafter’s dome they took their way,

Jult o’er a filver ftream, whole wid’ning tide

Rolls gently onward tow’rds old ocean’s fide,

Clofely encircled by a tow'ring wood,

On 2 high hill, ‘the ftately manfion ftood,

Here had its owner, by a length of toil,

Firft from its native wildnefs tous’d the foil,

' Woods
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Woods he had fell'd to clear the neighb’ring ground, -
Marfhes he’d drain’d, and fields he’d tilPd around,
And now, with plenty’s charms, the grateful land
Repays the former labours of his hand ;.
In honeft induftry he’d pafs’d his life, ,
" He lov'd mild quiet, and abhorr’d foul ftrife,
S{aves true he had, to work his lordly will, .
Yet he.too righteous was to treat them ill.
Scarce had been {uw'd for, by the mournful dame,
His approbation of her new-laid fceme,
When without paufe, in accents mild, he faid,
Go freely, go where’er your wifh may lead, .
Il would it fuit. with juftice to detain.
The child of wretchednefs in endlefs pain; .
But as bright Sol, with ff;vift]y. lefs’ning rays,
Juft then wheel'd doanard- to the weftern feas,
Thro’ the long niglit; at his moft kind requeﬁ, :
‘With him thc.friendly pair confent to reft, -
But when, with rofeat fmiles, the dawning day
Beam’d thro’ the glitt'ring eaft his firlt bright ray, .
Eager they rofe, and o’ei‘ the dewy land
Bent their {wift progrefs, tow’rds the ,wave-“wafh’d-.
firand, /
Juft then a lofty.bark forfakes the coaﬂ:
Freighted with warlike ftores for Albion’s hoﬂf, :
In this the focial pair an entrance find,
And tow’rds Quebec {wift fcud before the Wmd
R 3 Here,
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Here, when the fhip had reach’d: the with'd-for lands,:

‘Where, clofe encamp’d, appear’d the Britith bands,

Lefter on fhore condués his mournful friend,

And tow’rds the gen'rous Wolfe ‘their courfe they
bent ; ‘

It chanc’d, by toil and ceafelefs watchings fpent,

The God-like chief then refted in his :tent,

Soon as the smuch wifh’d pair appear’d in view,

Inftant his feul the penfive matron knew,

To meet them {wift he-rofe with courteous air,

And fmil’d on Lefter to reward his care,

Then fixing on the dame his {parkling eyes, ‘

‘Welcome, fair gueft, with femblance calm, he cries, -

‘Whate’er has led thee to thefe walks of war, ‘

Welcome thou art to our protelting care,

Enter, my lovely vifitant, with me,

‘Whate’er this tent affords Tll give to thee :

But ah! that grief:ting’d cheek, that tearful eye,

That downcaft look, that fadly heaving figh,

Speak but too plain, too plain, alas! I fear,

*Twas woe’s fad hand that-did condu& thee here:

Perhaps thy hufband, in this war-rent Eand,

Long time has fought beneath my dread command,.

Perhaps thy fears have told thee he is {lain,

And thou to feek him com'ft among my train;

Should it be fo, what can be done Pll do,

Living or dead, to find him out for you. :

' - Huifband,
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Hulband, ‘alas!-the mournful dame re;alies',

No hufbandhere thall blefs thefe haplefs eyes,

One I once had, a tender one, but he '

Is loft T fear, for ever loft to me; '

Afk of good Lefter there, why now I ftand

In thy dread prefence, in this war-rent land,

He faid thou wert fo gentle, fweet and kind,

So foft of foul,. benevelent of mind,

‘That thou would'ft fearch the boundlefs world all o’r,
Or my loft hufband to my arms reftore;

And ah! if aught thy pity can impart,

To raife from deep defpair my drooping heart,
Surely a chief fo good, fo kind, as thee,

Ne'er will refufe to fuccour,one like me,

So may kind Heav’n ftill -crown each with of thine,
And foothe thy woes, as thou wilt comfoyf mine.

Back to thy arms thy much lov’d lord to bring,

Calls for the hand of heav’n’s Almighty king,

The chief return’d: Yet wh‘)}, thou mournful fair,
Why this fad gloom, this fadly dark defpair ?

Heav’n only knows what jo&s fhe keeps in ftore,

To beam f{weet comfort on thy foul once more,

Here, while the awful will of Heav’n we wait,

Do thou the ftory of thy woes relate,

Tell to my foul what woes have tortur’d thine,

*Twill lighten yours, tho’ it may fadden mine,

When in the troubled foul a grief’s confin’d,

It rends, with double force, the burthen’d mind,
' ’ But
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But when a gen’rous.friend our forrows fhares,

It frees the troubled foul from half its cares,

In fweet difcourfe we find a kind relief,

And while we ope the caufe, we lofe the grief;

Speak then thy woes, nor fhalt thou fpeak in vain,

I'll feek by ev’ry mean to foothe thy pain.

To fpeak my woes, the mournfal dame rejoin’d,

‘Would but increafe the anguifh of my mind,

Lefter can tell how oft, my tongue, before

To him, in tears, has ran them o’er and o’er,

Learn them of him, for were they told by me,

My tears would {ure offenfive prove to thee.

Scarce, in fad fighs, thefe forrowing founds of wce

From off the matron’s tongue haci ceas’d to flow,

‘When, by the hand of fmiling fortune fent,

Her wifh’d Satazus tow’r’'d into the tent;

There, when his eyes his lov’d Tamina find,

Heav’ns | what confufion burfts upon his mind !

*Whelm’d in a flood of joy and keen furprize,

Starting at firft, fome {pace he backward fiies,

There, for 2 time, ‘with V.vildly ftupid gaze,

He ftands a fpeechlefs image of amaze,

Then fprin/gi-rrg forward with a furious. bound,

Eager he clafp’d her with his arms around ; .~ -

Inftant fhe {fereams, fhe fwoons,. the finks to night,

She wakes, ﬂle"fw’o\on‘s, again returns to light,

Then round his neck her eager arms fhe flung,

‘While thefe wild words broke wildly from her tongue: .
‘ "Tis
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"Tis my loft lord ! vain woes, vain fears ‘yow're -O’er,
Heav'ns, do I clafp thee in my arms once more ?
Yes, and fo clofe thefe arms Pll twine found thee,
That worlds, whole worlds, fhan’t tear thee now frem
me. '

Fear not, my love, my life, the-Indian cries,
‘While joy’s keen tranfports fparkle in his eyes,
Fear not, my love, no pow’r, no worlds, no might,
Again fhall -tear thee from thy hufband’s fight,

Sure that kind Heav’n that grants as now fuch joy
Would not fo foon fuch hopes, fuch blifs deftroy ;
Ceafe then - thele fears, forbid thefe tears to flow,
They fpeak not joy, they fpeak a bouridlefs woe,
All fhould be tranquil, lively, light and géy,

On this bleft {miling all-aufpicious day;

Ceafe then, my love, and fwift to me relate

The various forrows of thy captive fiate,

Tell, tell the all of griefs that thee befel,
.Since that fad day when laft we bade farewell 3

But ah! to me theyre all already known,

For fure I well may guefs them by my own.
Were I to make this wifh’d-for hift’ry true,

I would but tell thee what I've felt for you,‘
For thro’ each change, each chance, the dame rejoin’d,
Chief, on thy dear, dear felf, ftill hung my mind,
Soon as from thy moft kind pretetion torn,

T into fad captivity was borne,
: ' - There
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There was I forc’d to toil for five long years;

Thro’ a dark length of fervitude and. tears, _

‘Whipp’d, fcourg’d, defpis’d, and to torment me-more;,

Me from my haplefs babes at length they tore;. :

Yet not thefe forrows e’er were felt by me,

They all were- loft in mightier woes for thee,,

For thee was ev'ry ﬁgh,\wasr ev’ry groan,

I thought, I wept, I figh’d for thee alone,.

Eve, noon and morn, on thy dear name I'd call;,

Thou wert my fear, my hope, my grief, my all;.

At length great Wolfe, to quell each doubt, each fear;.

Has kindly fought me out, and brought me here,.

For ’tis to him full well my lord I guefs,

We owe the boundlefs joy we now poflefs..

But ah! amid the num’rous things you’ve faid;

‘Why no enquiry for your children made,

How would they weep, did their podr fouls but knowy;.

Their once fond father could negle&t them fo,

They ftill, opprefs’d: beneath the tyrants hand,

Are ftill fad captives in a diftant land,. ,

And there, alas! if right forebode my fears,.

They’re doom’ to pine the morning of their years.

Pardon, my love, reply’d the chief, the fault,

"That my {weet babes for once had *fcap’d my thought,.

So loft in thee were all my thoughts, my mind,

That not auglit elfe could there an entrance find,

And ev'n my babes would pard’n me, if they knew, .

That this dear error had been caus’d by you,
: But
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But eh! my babes they’re helplefs captives all,
Have 1 aughf now that I fhould children call ?-
Are they not flaves, from me for ever torx;,
"And T quite childlefs, friendlefs, left to mourn ?
Muft thefe dear fons, whom once my fondnefs thought
‘Into life’s {cene for glorious purpofe brought,

‘Whom I once hop’d, {ome future day, to view
Their country’s glory, and her bulwark tco;
Heav'ns! muft they cringe beneath the tyrants will,
Bear his vile fcourges, and be patient ftill ?

This do I hear, yet think, yet talk of blifs,

Can I bear life, 'when Ive been told of this? ~

But whether joy or grief be meant to me,

“Tis juft, oh Wolfe, my thanks be paid to thee,
For fuch the deed is thou haft done to-day,

As thanks, tho’ endlefs, never can repay,

For this all-gracious deed, while feas fhall roll,
While ftars at night fhall fparkle round the pole,
While the bright dazzling fun fhall hold on high,
His endlefs progrefs thro’ the blazing fky, '
T do moft gladly to thy lov’d controul,

Yield up my life‘, my fervices, my foul;
Speak what thou wilt that I for thee {hould do,
"And tho’ Hell thwart me, it is done for you;

But ah! couldft thou my children now reftore,
Thou wouldft add _mucl.i to all thow’ft done before.
Fear not, my fiiend, the gen’rous hero cries,
Thy children all fhall blefs thy longing eyes,

' But

'
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But ’till fwift time fhall crown this juft defign,

Let it {uffice that now my word is thine,

Then ftay, my friend, and here with rapture prove

The tender joys that flow from nuptial love,

I thro’ the camp, meanwhile, will bend my courfe,

Down to the fleet to lead my martial force,

And when my gallant troops the fiege commence,

Soon fhall a {peedy fummons call thee hence ;

But ere T go and leave thee here behind,

Refclve fome doubts that now perplex my mind,

Long has report thro’ all the world proclaim’d,

That all the fouls of thefe, we’ve Indians nam’d,

Are frigid, grave, difpaflionate and cool,

Ne’er toft by paflion, but ftill mov’d by rule,

But thy late conduct_with thy fpoufe has thewn,

That thou wert born with paflions like cur owmn.

In fuch cool incidents, the chief rejoin’d,

As leave thought time to regulate the mind,

‘When the affe@ions all have time to form,

In calm array to brave the coming ftorm,

1 grant our fouls a like indifference fhow,

To fcenes of gladnefs, or to feenes of woe,

Becaufe this fancied fteadinefs of mind,

‘We think exalts us above all mankind,

But when the paffions take us by, furprize,

Or when, unfeen, in folitude they rife,

Soon do our tears, our tremblings, {hex‘v us then,

That we can feel and weep like other men. -
Wolfe
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Wolfe heard attentive till the Indian ceas'd,

Then from the lofty tent he moves in hafte.

Now muft the Mufe, from fcenes of tears and fighs, =
~To fcenes of war and thund’ring difcord rife,

" For now the time, the great, the glorious hour,
Doom’d for the ruin of proud Gallia’s pow’r,
Smiles near at hand, and lo Wolfe flies to call
His fquadrons forth, to feek the fons of Gaul;
Deck’d in bright arms that dazzling flame around,
And thick as lab’ring ants move o’er the ground, -
Swift from the camp pours forth the Britifh hoft,
In num’rous files, along the trembling coaft,

Led by great Holmes, in queft of high renown,
Long fince a num’rous fleet had paft the town,

High up the mighty ftream they’d bent their courfe,
And firuck with dire difmay the Gallic force,

And now thefe thips approach the fouthern fide,

To waft the army o’er the rolling tide,

Swift to thefe fhips from off the echoing {irands,.
Like a vaft deluge, roll the vet’ran bands,

Soon on the tow’ring decks they all appear,

- With all their glit’ring urms prepar’d for war;
Yet fpite of fpeed, of eagernefs fo great,

Ere the vaft embarkation was complete,

Sol from the heav’tis had quite withdrawn his light,
And o’er the earth {wift rofe the fhades of night,
And till mild Cynthia’s Jamp thould deign to rife,

At anchor ftill the Britith {fquadron lies, B
S Great
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Great Wolfe, for future toil, to arm his breaft,
Meanwhile, in gentle flumbers funk to -reft,”

Kind Heav’n, delcending fweetly, deigns to fhed
Her facred influence round her hero’s head,

Nor lets one dream, one dark foreboding rife,

To bring his future fortune to his eyes; ‘
Sleep on, O Woife, from fad forebodings free,

This is the lalt great night thouw’rt doom’d to fee,
To-morrow’s dawn, what woes, what griefs, muft

come,

To-morrow’s dawn, -alas! completes thy doom,
To-morrow’s dawn thou muft from hence be torn, -
And thy poor native land be left to mourn;

O did vain man futurity but know,
How would he fhun the paths that lead to woe! .
How would Britannia fhun to-morrow’s fray,
Tho' fame, tho’ vi@'ry, wait to crown the day,
When high enthron’d, amid the ftarry train,_
Deep awful Night had roll’d thro’ half her reign,
The filver moon, with fplendid light befpread,
Above the -wide horizon rear’d her head,

And, confcious of the deed, the came to guide,
Hlum’d with clearer rays the f{parkling tide,
Rous’d from the tender bonds of foft repofe,
Swift at the fignal the glad hero rofe,

Eager aloft he fprings with gen’rous care,

And calls his gathring troops to feek the war,

l ' ’ Thick
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Thick from all fides defcend at his commands,
Into a crowd of boats the vet’ran bands,

Then up the ftream, with fwifily plying oarsy
Diftant alike from- both the neighb’ring fhoresy
Thefe num'rous boats; in lines expanded wide,
Move o'er the bofom of the rolling tide,

Clofe in the rere the tow’ring fhips appear,
Steering pheixj courfe where’er the vet’rans fieer;
Thus, whike urg’d onwaxd by the mcon’s ftrong force,
Upward the waters roll. their whirling courfe 3

The fleet and army, rank’d in firm array,.

High: up the mighty river take their way,

All for to mock the fpies that Gallia’s hoft

* Had plac’d on eiz’ry fide, along the coaft

But when anon, with rapid pow’r fupply’d,

Back to the ocean rolls the refluent tide,.

The rowers fwift fufpend their needlefs force;
Ard downward drive before its whirling courfe,
Swept in the rapid pourings of the ftream,

Swift to the foot of Abram’s fteep they came,
Silent they edge towards the northern land,
"And, undifcover’d, reach the wifh’d-for {trand,
"Twas at this awful moment Wolfe was feen
Like a dread God, all tranquil and ferene,

Forward he fprings, he gains the hoftile coaft,

He chears, cbn_du&s, and lands his num’rous hoﬁ,
And yet fo calm, fo ftill, that not a found,

‘Loud as a breath, is heard to murmur round ,

‘ S 2 But
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But tho’ fuccefsful in this firft efay,

Still mightier dangers rife to thwart his way,
Scarce had the land receiv’d his martial force,
‘When a huge fteep frowns forth to thwart his courfe,
High on the fummit of whofe cloud-capt crown,
In all its glitt’ring fpires, fhines forth the town,

Swift twirling round, with many a wmdmg bent,

A narrow path mounts up this fleep afcent,

High o’er its head a fteady wakeful band,

Beneath a fence of'ftrong entrenchments ftand,,
Theirs ’twas to watch the motions of 'the foe,

And guard from each attempt the path belows
V'eowixt the city and this path’s dark lhead,

A wide extended plain was feen to fpread;

Spite of thefe num’rous bars, thefe threat’ning WOES,
Spite of thefe horrid rocks, thefe watchful foes,,
Firm and unaw’d ftill ftands the God-like man,,
Bent to purfue and crown his glorious plan,

He gives the word, and lo, at his command,

Swift up the fteep advance an aive band,

High, tho’ it frowns, tho’ dark, tho’ dire to view,
Howe leads the way, and they with joy purfue,
And foon, to ftrike each gazer with furprize,

High on its utmoft top they’re feen to rife;
Rous'd i)y the trampling din that upward rofe,
In.wild confufion ftart the wond’ring foes,

But ere they’d time to fnatch their rattling “arms,
"I'he Britifh troops ruth on in dire alarms,
‘ Buift
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Burft oler their trench, o’erleap their tow’ring mound,

And drive their fcatt’ring bands difpers’d around,

Thus did great Howe, by one victorious blo&‘,

Obtain this great advantage of the foe,

Thus did he grafp an earneft of the fame,

Doom’d in fucceeding times to grace his name;

The heights fecur’d from off the nether coaft,

Along the path roll up. the gladd’ning hoft,

Joyful elate they thund’ring fhout aloud,

As up the fteep, .in countlefs fwarms, they crowd,

Then with loud thund’rings, on high Abram’s Plam,
- Like a vaft deluge pours the num’rous train,

Wide as they roll deep gloans the trembhng ground,

And all the rattling rocks re-echo round,

Still as they mount, beneath their gen’ral’s {way,

The gath’ring legions form in clofe array,

Each bold battalion takes its deftin’d poft,

And fpreads the lengti’ning line along the coalt;
“Wide on the left, where o’er the rolling tide

The rocks huge fummit hangs with threat’ning pride,
' Otwaé’s brave fquadrons firft in arms advance,

Their flank to thelter from the rage of France,

Clofe on their left, with ftately front, appears

A-hugely tow’ring corps of grenadiers, )

Tall as vaft rocks fhines forth their tow’ring helght,

And like firm rocks they ftand to meet the fight;

Here, by Wolfe’s orders, had they fix’d their poft,

To prop tms grand dlwuon of thc hotft,

S 3 Left-
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Leftward of thefe, along the glit’ring Line,
Bragg’s, Kennedy’s, Lafcelle’s brave fquadrons fhine,
Next the fierce Highlanders prefent their bands,
And wave their pond’rous {words with active hands,
Laft, bold Anftruther’s troops embattled fhine,
And form the utmoft left of all the line;

On éither wing a chief conduéts the fight,
Mﬁrray the left, great Moncton leads the right,
Wolfe in the center takes his nobler ftand,

And o’er the whole extends his wide command,,
When thro’ the redd’ning eaft, with dawning ray,
Firlt peep’d Aurora, harbinger of day:

In firm array thus rang’d the Britith traim,
Stretch’d in vaft lines acrofs the glitt’ring plaim,,
High in their front blaze forth their dazzling arms,
And threat all trembling Gaul with gath’ring-harms,,
Wolfe, with keen joy, beheld the rifing light,
Beheld, and glows with tranfport at the fight,
From poft to poft,. with rapid hafte, he flies,.
From wing to wing he darts his piercing eyes;,
Then in the front of all the warlike crowd,
Takes his confpicuous ftand, and cries aloud,
Now, O brave friends, brave candidates for fame,
Now have we gain’d our great, our glorious aim,,
Lo! in dark fates, in low'ring fortune’s fpite,
We're rang’d fecurely on tall Abram’s height ;

See in full view, before our gladd’ning eyes,
How yon bright town in all her glory lies,

S’ee
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See how-her domes, her glitt’ring fpires arife,
And call us on to feize the dazzling prize,
Hear their loud call, my friends, your glory rﬁi’fe,
Ruth on to vi&’ry, fame, ;and deathlefs praife, -
Fear not proud Gallia’s vaft ftupendous pow’rs,
For what are numbers *ppos’d to troops like ours ¢
Cowards and flaves before fuch odds have fled,
But ,genuine valour ne’er was known to dread,
Think too, what troops eompofe this vaunted hoft,
‘What but.a few weak bands from Gallia’s coaft,
Of rude provincials, an ungovern’d crowd,
Unfkill’d, unfteady, turbulent and proud,

- Sorhe tribes of Indians, whof: ferocious might
‘Works their own ruin in each well-rul’d fight ;
Such are the troops that dare our rage oppofe,
Then fcorn, my friends, to yield to fuch mcan foes,
Nor fame alone forbids inglorious flight,

Our love for fafet.y fpurs us to the fizht,

See what huge fleeps, what direful rocks frown round,
To work our ruin, if we once. give ground,

Roufe then, ye God-like chiefs, ye fouls of Eght,
Let all thefe great incitements roufe your might,
Let the loud calls of honour’s facred name,

Let cwealth, let glory, fafety, prudence, fame,

And louder ftill, by me unurg’d before,

The dear, dear int’refts of our native fhore,

All urge your fouls to ftand this dreadful day,

And brave the: horrors of the rifing fray; v
' A&
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A& thus, my friends, and foon ouf threat’ning frown
Shall awe the tow’ring pride of Gallia down, '
Soon fhall yon city fink benmeath our pow’rs, .. ..
And all her wealth her boundlefs wealth be ours,.
Nor think, my friends, I urge your fouls to dare
Terrors. or toils, that I difdain to fhare:
No—each dark chance that Fortune thow’rs.on youy
Each toily each pain, thall be your gen’ral’s too,
Where’er the war roars loudeft o’er the plain,
There will I rufh, there lead my martial train,
All that I afk of you, this glorious day,
Is but to march where I {hall lead the way.
He fpoke, his troops all fhout with keen delight,
And all at once they burn to meet the fight,
Then to the right he wings his rapid courfe,
‘Where God-like Mon&on leads his martial force,
Him, at the head-of all his troops he found,
With groves of glitt’ring mufkets rais’d around.
Hail, my brave friend, the gen’rous hero cries,
Now the long wilh’d-for moment ftrikes our eyess
Now is the time that muft exalt our name,
Or cloud our future days with endlefs fhame;
I know thy bofom feeds a warlike flame,
I know thy matchlefs worth, thy former fame,.
I know thy foul, from bafely terrors free,
Will nobly act the part affign’d to thee,
Yet fpite of all my fortitude can do,
Spite of my boundlefs confidence in yod, 7 ;

: Still
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Still one fad doubt, one dark, one c\lifmal fear,
Clings to. this breaft, and holds the empire here,
"Tis the fad fear left if, in fight, I fall, ’
My troops, difhearten’d, “fhould give way to Gaul;
Then, oh my friend, if e’er thowft felt for me
That glow of friendfhip which I feel for thee,
Swear that thou wilt, tho’ I to death fhould yield,
Still bravely rule, ftill bravely ftand the field :
Hafte, oh my friend, perform this laft requeft,
And eafe the ‘patriot terrors of my breaft.

If fuch a vow, with hafte the chief rejoin’d,
Can calm.thy fears, and eafe thy manly mind,
Soon may'ft thou Iull thy griefs, thy fears to reft,
And quell the patriot terrors of thy breaft,

For whether life or death this day be thine,

To firive for glory’s wreath fhall ftill be mine,
And ev’n, had T been never urg’d by thee,
Honour’s loud call had claim’d thus:much of me3;
But whence thefe boding fears that fill thy breaft,
Whence do fuch painful doubts thy: foul moleft,
For fure our gracious God can ne’er defign

'To rob his fav’rite earth of worth like thine,
Sure from our hopes the pitying hand of fite
Won’t tear fo foon a chief fo good, fo great.
No .caufe have I, the God-like hero faid,

Thé dark immediate firoke of death to dread,
No caufe fave what the fwift approaching fray,

Alike to all prefents this dreadful day,
’ But
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But now, juft plunging in loud difcord’s blaze,
‘Who knows what fudden chance may end my days,
And we thro” life prepar’d fhould ever ftand,
As if our laft dread moment was at hand,
Befide, to deeds of fame to fire my hoft,
I in the front of fight muft take my poft,
‘Where’er the battle roars with keeneft ire, -
There. muft F rufh, there brave the hoftile fire,
’Tis this alone can roufe my flender train,
To ftand the dreadful fhock they muft {fuftain, -
"Tis this alone can nerve their feeble might,
To brave proud Gaul’s vaft multitudes in fight
Pardon me, Sir, great Monéton then returns,
‘While all his breaft with gen’rous friendfhip. burns,.
Pardon me, Sir, if I prefume to-blame
The headlong rafhnefs of fo great a {cheme; -
Ne’er, when I think my gen’ral’s counfel wrong,
Will T in bafe compliance liold my tongue,
And fpite of all thy valour yet has faid,
To blind thy friends, and praife the {cheme thowft

laid, A E
"Tis my firm thought thou fhouldft not, in the ftrife, .
_ Hazard {o great a treafure as thy life:
"Tis true the gen’ral’s deeds, when blaz’d afar,
Oft roufe the kindling troops to meet the war,
And oft the valour of one fingle. hand,
Has. fird to glorious deeds a fearful band;.

But
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But what is vil’ry, what ev'n fame divine,
Weigh'd “gainft’ the hazard of a life like thine?
Could fame, could vic¥'ry e’er the lofs repay,
Wert.theu to fall, to fall this dreadful day?
Vill'ry and fame in ev’ry land we fee,
But worlds can’t boaft a gen’ral train’d like thee,
Then, O brave chief, if ¢’er thy gen’rous hand
Did fhield from gath’ring ills thy native land;
If ¢er thy God-like foul has wifl'd to fave
Britain from woe, her armies from the grave,
Now to the rere like other chiefs retire,
And fhun the fury of the hoflile fire,
“Thence to.the fight thou may’ft extend thy care,
Safe from the deaths and thunders of the war.
Never, my friends, the God-like hero cries,
While flafh’d his foul all glorious from his eyes,
Ne’er fhall this breaft to fear’s. vile impulfe yield,
‘While fame, while glory call me to the field;
How would I fcorn my bafe, my daftard foul,
Did fhe thus fleop to terror’s dark controul,
Me to the fight I hear my country’s call,
Tll go, I'll conquer, or I'll bravely fall, .
Neer could I-bear to meet my country’s grief,
A fcoff’d-at, poor, neglected, vanquifh’d chief;
But if indeed thy friend in fight fhould fall,
Ah! do not his perverfenefs madnefs call,
sTis for my country’s good I danger fcorn,
That facred good for which we all were born,

For
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For when our country’s caufe demands our breath,
We're bound, by Nature’s laws, to welcome death.
But ere, brave chief, I leave thy friendly arms,

To face grim death, and brave war’s loud alarms,
Let me befeech my God-like friend once more;

By our dear friendthip, by our native fhore

If 1 this day muft ftoop to death’s dark hand,
Brave ftill to fight, and chear my much-lov’'d band,
Were I but fure thou’dft thus condu& the firife,

O with what tranquil joy I'd yield my life ! -

Nor blame thefe fears, thefe anxious doubts in me,
“Tis patriot love, and not diftruft of thee,

Then in the honour of a foldier’s name,-

An oath ne’er broken by a child of fame,
Returns the chief, tho’ fate’s dark gripe‘ thould tear
Thee from the condu&t of the doubtful war,
Moncton, fhall {til each nerve, each effort ftrain,
Gaul to confound, and win this glorious plain, '
"Till from this dreadful wrath proud Gaul fhall flee,
And own him worthy to fucceed to thee;

Or he, like thy brave felf, his life refign,

And fall with glory that may vie with thine,
Farewell then, friend, farewell, the hero faid,
Pleas’d I now go, for gone is ev’ry dread,

’Twas‘ for my country’s caufe I fear'd alone,
And thou haft fworn to make that caufe thy‘ own ;
Farewell, my friend, if here we meet once morey

Vi'ry fhall fmile, and cry your toils are o'er,
But
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But if thy Wolfe this day fhould yield his breath,
Weep not, brave chief, we’ll meet again in death. -
Thus while he fpoke, with eager arms he preft
The mighty Mon&ton to his Godalike breaft,
Deep from his breaft then fiole a boding figh,
Grief fill'd his foul and ftarted to his eye;
Yet fees he not what thefe fad fighs portend,
But deems them marks of fondnefs for his friend;
Sooh from that friend his dauntlefs {elf he threw,
And tow'rds the centre of his army flew.
«Mon&ton beholds the much-lov’d chief depart,
He feels a woe hang heavy at his heart,
Stow from his eye down rolls a mournful tear,
That feems to fay, Great Wolfe’s fad doom is near.
Now that the Mufe has trac’d the Britith hoft,
Thro® all their motions, on the hoftile ccaft,
"Tis time, fhe flies, to take a hafty view
Of what meantime was done by allia’s crew ;
While, with unceafing care and deep defign,
Mov’d the bold leader of Britannia’s line,
Gaul, Iulld in falfe fecurity’s vain dream,
Thought him o’erthrown, and talk’d of endlefs fame,
Deeming each recent motion of the foe
As empty vauntings, to conceal his woe;
* But one brave chief there was, Vaudreuil by name,
The nobleft Gaul of all the Gauls of fame,
Prompt was his foul to brave war’s dark controul,

Yet fteady, calm and cautious was his foul,
‘ T : All



[ 206 ]

All Montcalm’s virtues he his own could call,

Without thofe vices that deform’d them all,

‘While a falfe pride thus lull’d the Gallic crowd, -

He faw their danger and proclaim’d it loud,

Still, with dark bodings, he his gen’ral’s ear

Befieg’d, and warn’d him of the tempeft near,

"Till forc’d by ceafelefs outcries to fubmit,

He call’d a council, in a wrathful fit,

Jutt at the inftant when the Britith fleet

Weigh’d from Point Levies, did the council meet,

Stern in the midft Montcalm is feen to rife,

And with dark frowning brow thus keen he cries—

Here are we met, but oh! that fome kind friend

‘Would fay, from what dread caunfe, for what great
end, .

‘War hence is fled, alf’s peace and triumph here,

No danger threatens, and no foe is near

Then fay what groundlefs fears, what wild éﬂ’right,

Thus mar the {weet tranquillity of night ?

Have not our thunders crufh’d the Britith hoft,

Did they not yield and fly this dreadful coaft?

Then can we think they’ll dare to brave us more,

Or ftand that fhock they dare not ftand before ?

Sooner the pliant reed’s weak bending fm:m

Shall brave, unaw’d, the fury of the ftorm,

Then whence in fpite of viGtories fo great,

The plaints, the murmurs, that I've heard of late?

“Is
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Is it that thofe whofe a&ions are but few,

Would wifh to babble what their fwords can’t do ?
But let them firft, who dare mf condu&t blame, -
Step forth and weigh ’gainft mine their former fame.
Here ftands the maw that dares, Vaudreui! replies,
To call thy condut thoughtiels and unwife,

Here Pcar;.ds the man that dares difclofe his mind,
Tho’ worlds onr worlds to filence him were join’d;
Ceale then to boaft, we've now no time, my friend,
On fuch vain things as {felfith praife to fpend,

Say fhould we thus our tott’ring fame extol,

]uf’c as grim death appears to hang o’er all ?
.Nor think the woes my tongue at hand proclaims,
Mere empty fhadows, or fantaftic dreams;
Ifcrufl’d the fpirit of the Britifh hoft,

'Why not their vanquifh’dficets for[ake our coaft?
Why do they now fteer o’er yon rolling tide,
Andbend their courfe {wift tow’rds this northern fide ?
Much, much, I fear, of flight ne’er dreams the foe,
But of fome high defign, fome final blow,
Perhaps to fcale, to mount yon tow’ring fteep,

And here furprize us in the arms of fleep,

This thould they do, how loft are all our pow’rs,
“What woes, what thame, what ruin muft ke ours!-
Then rife, Montcalm, perférm a prudent -part,

Nor let thy groundlefs pride miflead thy heart,
March half thy troops to guard tall Abram’s height,

‘While here the reft fhall brave the naval might,
' T 2 ' This
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This fhould you do, we might difperfe the cloud
That now feems gath’ring o’er the Gallic crowd,
But this o’erlook’d, fo {ure as heav’n we all,
By dire furprize, in fome black hour fhall fall.
Thus while he.fpoke, Montcalm with fury burns,
Pride, wrath, revenge, all tear his breaft by turns,
Fiul'd with keen rage he rolls his fiery eyes,
And thus, with thund’ring voice, tempeft’ous cries :—
Gods ! fhall T bear fuch vile audacious blame,
Heav’ns! muft I hear, thus ftain’d, my facred fame;
Dares fuch a mean, low, paltry thing as thee,
Cenfure a chief, a matchlefs chief, like me?
Let but thy lips once more fuch words impart,
#nd this keen {fword by heav’n fhall rend thy heart;
Ceale then, proud flave, this vile prefumptuous firain,
All thy rank pride, thy infolence, is vain,
'Tho’ hell, to thwart me, rofe with all her force,
Still thould I hold my own and reafon’s courfe,
Still thould each fquadron ftand its former poft,
Still on thefe heights {hould 'ﬁay my conqu’ring hoft,
And when fwift time fhall prove thofe meafures juft,
How will thy tow’ring pride be plung’d in duft.
Burfting with rage, Vaudreuil the gen’ral hears,
Fierce in his eye a gath’ring wrath appears,
But ftraight mild reafon to his foul awoke,
And thus, with femblance calm, the hero fpoke :—
Rage on, proud chief, I {corn thy rage and thee,
Thefe rants, thefe bluft’rings, ne’er can injure me,

' Idid
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T did T chofe ¢ould fiorm and blufter too,
Perhaps. as loud, perhaps as ficrce as you, ~
But now my country’s woes my thoughts engage,
And thy. fuperior fway forbids my rage,
-Yet truft a-future day fhall fmile on me,
When 1 for juft revenge may call on thee;
Meanwhile Pd have thee, for ’tis juft and fit,
Indulgé thy humour with this moody wit,
For when, by dire furprize, thou’rt foon o’erthrown,
When all thy proftrate Hoft thall round thee groan,
Wolfe won't give time I fear for fuch vain play,
So make the beft of what thou haft to-day.
Then with a {cornful {mile and brow refign’d,
That fpoke the fix’d refentment of his mind,
Calm as 2 God he tow’r’d from out the tent,
And tow’rds Lis diftant quarters thoughtful went,
Whelm’d with amaze, with indignatien fir'd,
Soon from the council all the reit retird,
Each filPd with dark refentment to his chief,
A fad prefage of all their future grief;
Yet tho’ mof deeply ftung with anger dire,
At the wue fallies of the tyraut’s ire,
Still did the gr'ca'c Vaudreuil not fail to fiand
The firft beft cl.aripion of his native land,
Soon as the camp was funk in foft repule,
Above the tow'ring town the hero -oes,
There on a lofty vock he takes lis pofi,
And eyes with fteady care the neighb’ring coaft,

' T 3 For
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~For much his heart, in pain for haplefs Gaul,
Forebodes the dreadful fate that hangs o'er all,
Nor proves all vain thy dark forebodiﬁé fear,
For lo! the ftorm, 'the dreadful ftorm is near,
Lo! the thick gloom, the long, long threat’ning cloud,”
At length in thunders burfts on Gallia’s crowd ;
Scarce once around he'd caft his anxious view,
‘When péuring'up he kens the hoftile crew,
‘Whelm’d in amaze he fhouts, half choak’d with woe,.
Friends, friends, arife, the foe, the foe, the foe!
In(tant the ftreets are fill’d with difmal cries,
Crowds f{pring from reft, drums beat, and fhouts arife ;
Straight all Quebec is wrapt in dire alarms,
And countlefs troops rufh thund’ring forth to arms,
Soon with fwift progrefs from Quebec’s bright wall,
Spread the loud tumault to the camp of Gaul,
Rousd by the clam’rous found from {foft repofe,
Rapid as light the fierce Montcalm arofe 3
But when the wond’rous caufe had reach’d his ear,i
Of all this dire uproar, this frantic fear,
He {mil’d indignant at a tale fo vain,
And ftrode ‘compos’dly to his couch again;
But flill the direful tumvult fwells around,
Hills, rocks and floods, with mingled crics refound,
Heralds in crowds, from ev’ry quarter fent,
Pour round, and call him from his lofty tenty
Forth from his tent once more in hafte he flies,
Rage in his foul, and vengeance in his eyes,
There,
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There ends his threat’ning pride, lo b there he hears
Loud fhouts of triumph rend his lift’ning ears,
The vi€tors thout, which, thund’ring from on high,
Cry all is o’er, and Gaul’s dark fate is nigh.
Spite of this dark dilemma not one fear,
One doubt, one terror in his eyes appear,
Calm as a God he tow’ring feems to rife;
Fame fwells his front, and glory flufh’d his eyes,
Dreadful as Mars flames forth his finewy might,
And, like dread Mars, he burns to mix in fight,
Loud thro’ the camp he fends a thund’ring call,
To roufe to fight the ling’ring fans of Gaul;
Swift at the call to meet the threat’ning florm,
Forth from the camp the gatliring legions fwa;'m,
Then tow’rds the town in droves they pour along,
And up the fteep thick mounts the num’rous throng,
‘There, as. he rolls his fiery eyes around,
Rang’d near the town fome vet’ran bands he found,
Thefe had Vaudreuil together drawn with care,
To check the firft wild fury of the war,
Him at their head, when fierce Montcalm defery’d;.
Keen rofe his wrath, and boundlefs fwell’d his pride,
. Stern on the chief he rell’d a fcornful eye,
And with indignant voice was heard to cry:—
For once, foul envy and malignant fpite,
Proud chief, { own for once they've croak’d aright,
Yet think not, flave, I fcorn the lefs in thee,
The pride, the-infolence thow'ft us’d to mes.

A&
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A& well thy part on this tremendous day,

Or dear for all thy arrogance thow’lt pay.

Think not I need thy threats, Vaudreuil rejoin’d,
"To fcare to deeds of fame my fearlefs mind,

Bafe he’s indeed, who, in an hour fo dire,

Thinks but of private wrongs of felﬁfhiire,

Now to my country’s caufe I all refign,

A future day, O vengeance, fhall be thine!

Then calm to fill the duttes of his poft,

He joins his {quadrons to the tyrant’s hoft.

Now with bright front bent tow’rds the Britifh train,
‘With their huge flanks fpread widely o’er the plain,
While far behind Quebec high dazzling tow’rs,
Mont'calm, in lines, draws up his num’rous pow’rs;
Then like a deluge, o’er the trembling coaft,

Onward they roll {wift tow’rds the Britith hoft;
Firft, the huge centre of the pouring train

Moves in a ftately column o'er the plain,

Fierce in this ftately column’s feen to fhine,

The firength of Gafcony and Guienne’s line,
Stretch’d from this mighty corps, on either hand,
A wide expanded wing {preads o’er the land,

Wedg’d in clofé ranks, to brave the rifing fight;
Lafaure and Languedoc compofe the right,

Far in the left the Roufillons appear,

And from the glitt’ring town avert the war;
On cach dark wing, to fwell the dire alarms,
A corps of beld Frovincials flands in arms,
N Huge
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Huge tribes of Indians crown the dreadful line,,

* And grim in either flank terrific fhine; .

Fierce in the threat’ning front Montcalm afpires,
And thus, with thund’ring voice, the hoft he fires :—
On, my bold friends, rulh on to deathlefs fame,
‘Crufh yon proud foe, raife high your glorious name,
Sec how kind Heav’n has kindly fent them hc.re,
That on¢ dread blow might end this five years’ war,
Soon thall they with, involv’d in whirling fire,
They ne’er had dar’d to tempt our whelming ire,
Loud fhouts the hoft, all fwell’d with keen delight,
"Then all at once they bura to meet the fight.

BOOK
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BOOK THE SIXTH.

NO\V the loud clarion yiclds a thund’ring found,
From pole to pole the bellowing:notes rebound,
Now the fhrill fifes in lofty numbers rife,
Now the hoarfe drums affault the rattling fkies,
Wide o’er the field th’ enlivning mufic pours,
Fires each bold hoft, and fhakes th’ echoing fhores,
Grim on the low’ring verge of frowning‘ war,
With van to van the threat’ning hofts appear,
Tirm as a pile of rocks Britannia’s band,
With ﬁ:roné, but narrow front, is feen to ftand;
While, like the boundlefs billows of the fea,
Proud Gaul’s vaft multitudes purfue their way;
Onward they roll in many a gloomy tide, )
Threat’'ning to clofe them in on ev'ry fide,
Fierce in the front of all his warlike pow’rs,
Dreadful as Mars the Gallic gen’ral tow’rs,
Furious aloft he waves his fiery blade, ‘
That flames like light'ning as on high difplay’d,
Tall as a tow’ring oak o’erlooks the wood, .
Wolfe with ftern brow and adverfe fury ftood,
He, in his hoft’s bright van too fhines afar,
Calmly to wait the coming of the war,

| While.
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While tardy time denies the hofts to clofe, -
Gaul' for the frife with wild impatience glows,
Swift from all quarters, to begin the fight,
Thick random vollies urg’d their rattling flight,
Fierce on all fides defcend the fiery fhow’rs,
And gall'd from flank to flank Britannia’s pow’rs;
Calm in the midft of all the thund’ring ftorm,
The God-like Wolfe difplays his awful form,
From rank to rank compos’d he moves along,
And thus to fteady zeal exhorts his throng : —
Courage, my friends, ‘reftrain your k‘indling ire,
Bear with bold hearts this fierce deftrultive fire,
Stay till your guns can crufh yon hoftile train,
That your keen wrath may not be fpent in vain,
Think how, by ra{hnei;s, once we loft the day, -
And now my voice, my urgent voice obey.
Scarce had he fpoke, when all the lift'ning train
The kindling fury of their fouls reftrain,
Firm and unaw’d they ftand the dreadful ground,
While fhow’rs of ball loud bellowing roar around,
But when the foe, to crown his vaft defign,
Clofe to his front advance their pond’rous line,
He gives the word, and thro’ the echoing fkies
Three thund’ring fhouts with deaf’ning clangor rife,
Then with bold roar, with hugely bellowing ire,
Trom ail the hoft burfts forth a ftorm of fire,
As when huge Atna, fierce with echoing roar,
Deep from his gulph difplodes his fiery ftore,
\ . Hurl’d
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Hurl’d o’er-the heav’ns in one wide blazing {how’s,
"Torrents of flame, of fmoke; of fulphur pour,

Then crufh whole nations in their whelming fall,
And in their burning deluge fwallow all 5

Thus the dire blaft, the whirling ftorms of ball,"
Fell’d in vaft crowds the tumbling fons of Gaul:"
Scarce on the ear had burft the deaf’ning found,
When all their pride feems leveld with the-ground,
For in fuch numbers funk they on the plain,

One would have thought . full half the hoft was flain}
Stunn’d with amaze before the whirling fire,

Back from the fight the trembling Gauls retire, -
Ev’n their huge column yields to pale affright,

And loft, in wild confufion, takes to flight ;

‘Wolfe with keen joy their fear, their flight beheld,
Forward he bounds, triumphant o’er the field,
‘Waving his {word, he bids his hoft ‘purfue,

And thus his words impel the God-like crew.:i—
On, my bold friends, hafte, hafte to whelm the foe,:
On and improve ‘this great, this pesrlefs blow,

On, my bold friends, preferve the field you've won,
And all our work, our glorious work is done .
Loud fhouts the hoft thro® all the echoing plain,
Furious they dart o’er hills of mangled flain,
Dreadful they rufth amid the fons of Gaul,

And pour a flight of thund’ring deaths o’er all ;
Frantic Montcalm beheld the routed throng,

From rank to 1ank enrag’d he bounds along, .
Keen
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Keen from his eyes flath forth indignant fpite,
And thus, with threat’nmg voice, he ftays their flight—
Stand, ye vile flaves; ye fhamelefs daftards, ftand,
Heav'ns | will ye. fly before yon paltry band ? -
Stand, or by Heav’n; from this all-vengeful fteel,
That death ye feek to thun, ye foon fhall feel,
Swift to the fight roll back your threat’ ning courfe,
In firm array again colle& your force,
Then with fierce rage pour on the Britith race,
And let your {words expunge this dire difgrace.
Rous’d by his words the Gauls fufpend their flight,
Back they return once more ‘to brave the fight,
Soon they’re all feen clofe rang’d in firm array,
Clofe as they ne’er before the foe gave way,
~ For tho’ in frent loud roars the. throat of war,
Moutcalm more dreadful thunders in the rear;
Straight, with loud fhocks, revive the dire alarms,
- Hills, rocks and plains, now ring thh bel]owmg arms,
- Mufkets *gainft mufkets flafh with w1ld uproar,
Crath follows crafh o%er all the rattlit:g fhore,
Britain and Gaul alike maintain their ground,
While fquadrons fall and feas of blood flow ’round,
Wide o’er the heav’ns vaft flames thick fmokes afpire,
And all the field appears one blaze of firey
Far o'er the plain meanwhile the Gallic right
Prepare, with equal rage, to rufh to fight,
There had their mighty chief, with deep defign,
Plac’! the moft vig'rous troops of all his line,
(8} For,
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Yor, from the ftrength and prowefs of this wmg,
All his chief hopes and expe&atxons fprmg,
Clad in bright arms, and tow’ring at their hcad
The great Vaudreuil to fame thefe fquadrons led
Round Albion’s flank he aims to wheel the war,
And pour its whelmmg terrors on her rere ;
‘Wolfe, when he faw their threat’ning front extend,
And the fierce terhpeﬁ o’er his left impend,
To God-like Townfhend fent his loud command
To march with hafte, and brave the rufhmg band,
This mighty chief juft then, with timely aid,
Had from the fleet drawn up his fierce brigade,
Which by a fad neceflity conftrain’d, |
On board the {quadrons had with grief remain’d,
*I'ill the {ame barks, that wafted Wolfe to land,
Return’d, and bore them joyful to the {trand;
In this huge corps, thus pouring to the war,
Three mighty bands from different climes appear,
Two, with ftern front, the genuine fons of fame, .
Ambherft’s and Webb’s from fair Britannia came,
The third, tho’ they the fame bright lineage‘ claim’d,
Yet were riqt Albions, but Provincials nam’d;
Safe in the guardians of their mother ifle,
Long had they til’d America’s fair foil,
[ill impious Gaul, with vile rapacious ire,
Laid watfte their lands, involv’d their towns in ﬁre,
Then with juft rage they quit their calm retreat,
And on the foe now rufh with dndly hat»,

From
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From where New-York’s bright confines fkirt the

main, ' C .
From where Virginia fpreads her flow’ry plain,
From where New-}erféy rears her fandy thore,
From where New-England teems with ufeful ore,
From Pennfylvania’s gay luxuriant ground
From Carolina’s vaft expanded round,
From fair Acadia’s wide extended woods,,
From wat'ry Maryland’s encircling floods,
In num’rous crowds thefe dauntlefs heroes came;
At the loud call of vengeance and of fame,
Compa&,. colle€ted clofe in firm array,
The triple cotps moves on to meet the fray,
Aloft in air their threat’ning tubes they raife,
Thro’ all the fky their dazzling {tandards blaze,
Fierce on the left they take their daring poft,
And fpread their front wide tow’rds the Gallic hoft;
Gaul, when fhe faw the pouring bands from far,
Advanc’d to fwell the horrors of the war,
Full in mid courfe fhe halts with dire dilmay,
In doubt to meet, or thun the dreadful fray,
But ftraight once more their gen'ral calls to fame,
Once more their breafts, their kindling fouls take

flame, »
Onward once more in droves they pbur alongy
Refolv’d to fall, or crufh the Britith throng s
Tirft the fierce Gauls commence the dire alarms,

Loud thro’ the air difplode thieir bellowing arms,
U 2 Britain,
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Britain, with rage, returns the furious fire,

Valt fheets of flame, vaft clouds of fmoke afpire,

Thick rattling vollies flath from train to train,

And thund’ring burfl o’er all the echoing plain,

As when, where Cancer wheels his fiery round,

Sulphureous clouds break forth with thund’ring found,

¥lafh againft flath from ev’ry quarter flies,

Peal againft peal burfts o’er the bellowing fkies,

One hideous blaze involves the heav’ns all d’er,

And all around is one tremendous roar,

Gaul’s mighty crowds fpread countlefs o’er the plain,

Outftretch’d by far the left of Albion’s train, V

While the fierce refidue in firm array,

In front {uftain the fury of the fray,

Fouring this vaft redundancy of force,

Round Albion’s flank {wift wheel their circling courfe,

Then on their rear with whirling rage they fall,

And “twixt two fiery. clouds ill;’olve them all;

Rous’d by the danger all the Britons warm,

Swift t_]iey preparg to brave the gathring ftorm,

Some in the front repel the furious war,

While {ome wheel round and brave it in the rear,

Soon that dread rear, with blaze of arms made dire,

Flames forth another threat’ning front of fire,

Now on all fides the Gauls the combat wage,

Front, flank and rear, they charge with equal rage,

Swift from all quarters flalh their fiery fhow’rs,

‘Thick as fierce hail the rattling tempeft pours;
Britain,
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Britain, unmov’d, withftands hér whirling ire,
And thund’ring loud returns the dreadful fire,
Firm as a rockthe brave, the God-like band,
‘Mid alk the dire uproar is féen to ftand,
Firm as'a rock difplays its awful form,
When round it furious roars the thﬁh'd’rin-é ftorin,
When bellowing waves burft o’r its rattling head,
And thro’ the deep a dire confufion fpread ;
Courage, brave fouls; ftill Tcorn’each daftard fear,
Forlo! great Howes your great deliv’rer’s near,
Lo! like a guardian God ’mid clouds of fire,
He comes to fnatch you from proud Gallia’s 'ire-s
Ere roar’d the firft wild onfet of the war,
Him on the left Wolfe plaé’d with cautious care,
Wifly forefeeing what might there enfue, '
- And what his valour for the caufe might do,
Half the brave vet'rans which the hero led,
Beneath a range of dome’s defenfive fhade,
Which ‘on the left, ‘with ftately afpe&t tow’rs,
Circled with gardens,‘ deckt with werlds of flow’rs;
Here half thefe dauntlefs vet'rans took thsir poft,
To check=the' progrefs of the Gal'lic hoft,
Screen’d by their walls they dare the numerous foe,
And pour a flight of whirling globes belows;.
While the remainder of ‘the God-like band
- Deep in .a grove, behind thefe ffructures ftand,
Ruld by Howe’s mighty felf in'firta’array,
Calm there ‘they, wait the ifiue’of the friy,

U3 High
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High o’er their heads the fhelt’ring thickets rife,

And fcreen their dazziing front from hoftile eyes;

Howe, when he faw his much lov’d friends from far,

Delug’d around with horvor, death and war,

Swift as the light'ning’s flath burfts o’er the fkies,

Forth from concealment on the foe he fliesy -

And from all fides his pouring fquadrons fall,

Like a fierce torrent on the fons of Gaul,

As tumbling waves, which o’er the proftrate fhore,

With thuhd’ring din in p'ond’rous mountains roar,

‘When mightier billows. ftrike them from behind, -

Fly off in foam, and fcatter in the wind;

So when this unwifk’d guft of furious war

Burfts forth, and thunders on the Gallic rear,

Struck with amazement, fear, and dire affright,

They break, difperfe, and inftant take to ﬂight,

Wide o’er the ficld they fcour on wings of wind,

And leave their late-hop’d conquefts far behind,

‘While, with glad front, once more the Britith crew,

From out the fiery gulph emerge to view,

Fierce as the lion ftorms the flecey flocks,

On the wild rout Howe drives with num’rous fhocks,

Swift as thofe flocks before the lion fly,

Fly the ftunn’d Gauls, while countlefs: numbers die,

Swept in confufion, from Britannia’s rear, '

Backward they’re hurPd on thofe who ftand the waf,

*Till in huge heaps on heaps together thrown,

Beneath cach other’s fwords'in crowds they groan;
' Thus,
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Thus, when great Howe had forc’d the Gauls to yield,
And drove them wide acrofs the echoing field,, -
Back to his former poft he bends his way, .

And there ‘once more draws up, in firm array,
His conquering troops, who, panting there for breath,
Survey from far the threat’ning fcene of death..
Struck with a panic at war’s dreadful chance,
Torpid with horror flood the hoft of France;
) Su;:h.was their dire amaze, therr frantic fear,
That ftill they deem’d the {laught’ring foe was near,
- That ftill mad fancy fees him ftorming round, ,
" And crowds thro’ terror tumble to the ground,
Yet from this gulph of fear and wild furprize,

Soon is a ftorm of rathnefs feen to rife,

For genuine valbmﬂ',‘ once reproach’d by fhame,
Swells from mild temp’rance into frenzy’s flame,
Soon, iri_ﬁerce .crowds once more they pour along,
Once more 1o charge, to cruth the Britith throng,
" Soon they once more the Britith throng {urround,
And in dark fiery horrors all is drown’d,

‘When lo ! . the great controuler of the war

Once: more tremendous flies upon the rear,

Dreadful he charg’d, the pierc’d their lines again,
Dreadful he broke and {wept them o’er the plain,
*Till files on files again iconfus'dly fall,

And in dire heaps are toft their {quadrons all,
Thrice did they thus, in many a gloomy tide,
Pour on, refolv’d to_crufh Britannig’s pride, »
Thrice
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Thrice did their thunders thus involve the foe, |

While, in proud hope, they hugg’d their dark oer-
throw, ‘ :

But thrice, like Boreas burfting from his cave,

Forth from his grove Howe burfts his friends to fave,

Swept o’er the plain in crowds the trembling hoft,

"Till in wild rout is all their order loft,

"Till hills of flain tremendous rife around,

And feas of life-warm blood o’erflow the ground ;

Stunn’d by thefe num’rous checks, tho’ proof to fear,

Awhile in doubt Vaudreuil fufpends the war,'

Torn is his foul with grief and deep chagrin,

Yer all his front feems tranquil and ferene,

For right he guefs’d, fhould he one fear betray,

*Twould fink his fquadrons all in black difmay;

Thus 2s he paus’d within his God-like foul,

‘W hat doubts, what {chemes, what thoughts tumultuous
roll,

Oh! ye bleft pow’rs, with ardent voice, he crics,

Muft nought but dire difgrace falute thefe eyes,

Muft I thus view my gallant troops o’erthrown,

View cruf’d my country’s glories and my -own?

Oh! fhould I thus, thus lofe the dreadful day,

Heav'n knows what then the cenfuring world may fay,

Perhaps the world may deem the chance of war

A chance that mocks at ev’ry human care, |

Deem it toe fullies of a vengeful flame,

Ey me thus level'd at my gen’ral’s fame. :

' Rife,
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Rife, rife, my foul, avert this tide of thame,

Preferve  thy worth, preferve- thy ’fpotle‘fs ‘name,

How couldft thou bear, who art from guilt fo free,

To fee fuch frains; fuch ftigmas thrown on thee ?

Thou who couldft ne’er; averfe to Nature’s laws,

For bafe revenge betray thy country’s caufe;

Then ’tis refolv’d Pll once more dare the ftrife,

I'll bravely conquer, or Pll yield my life,

"Tis better fure to fall with endlefs praife,

"Than live in infamy a length of days;

Straight thro’ the front of war he darts along,

Nobly he calls, he cheers his vet'ran throng,

While round his brow determin’d valour’s ray,

Mix’d with a mild reproach; is feen to play,

Friends, friends, he cries, hafte, fave your tott’ring
fame; o :

Heav’ns! are ye'loft to ev'’ry fenfe of fhame?

Gods! will ye ftand thus tamely paflive here,

And fall mean vi€lims'to your own vile fear? -

Where’s now that worth, that fame, that’ boundlefs
praife,

That mark’d our conqu’ring arms in former days ?

O glorious Fontenoy, where’s now that might,

That on thy plains o’ercame the world in fight ?

Loft are we all to.-orce-lov’d honour’s charms, -

And no Norwindens now muft grace our arms;

Will ye then fink thus plung’d in endlefs fhame, -

Will ye not rife 'to guard: your tott’ring fame ?

Think
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Think of the fields in former ages won,"
Think of the glorious deeds yourfelves-have -dorie,
Then thund’ring {wift bear yon proud victors down
And let your fwords retrieve your loft renown.
Loud thro’ the hoft his echoing words refound,
They breathe new flame, new kindling ardour round s
Rous’d by their force the Gauls fufpend their flight,
Form and prepare once more to rufh to fight,
Meanwhile, far diftant from loud difcord’s roar, -
The brave Satagus, on the adverfe fhore,
Lies tranc’d in joy, in fair Tamina’s arms,,
Forgetting war’s for love’s more fweet alarms,
Soon as had thence withdrawn each prying eye,.
Left to the full indulgence of their joy,
O’er hill, o’er dale, thro’ grove and flow’ry. mead;
With chearful fteps in {weet difcourfe they ftray’d;. -
Tar from their fouls now ev’ry woe was caft, '
They gaz’d, they {mil'd, they talk’d of dangers paft;,
Then on each other gaz’d and {mil’d again,
Such fmiles as recompens’d a world of pain ;
At length on thefe fond fcenes of dear delight,
Stole, unperceiv’d, the darknefs of the night,
Straight for to feek fome kind retreat they move,.
Meet for to fhelter innocence and love,
Deep in the center of a neighbouring wood,
A tow’ring fteep, with bending afpe& ftood,
Thick from beneath a growth of poplars rife,
And meet its bold projection in the fkies,

Betwixt
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Betwixt the-pendant. hill and trees around,

Conceal'd from fight a flow’ry fpace is ‘found,

A‘nd_near the calm recefs,  thro’ beds of flow’rs,

A warbling ftream its filver current pours, -

Hither Satagus and his much-lov'd fair,

To court the {weets -of reft, with hafte, repair;

Stretch’d -on, a graﬁ'y couch there calmly they,

In kmd endearments, pafs the night away,

"Till by, mild Nature’s gentle hand opprefs'd,

Lock’d in each others arms they fink to reft 5

O, happy lands, where fouls without alloy,

In Nature’s ftate can tafte fuch boundlefs joy,

Where flrung by toil they brave the damps of night,

And afk no {plendid dome to give delight;

Then turn, ye fons of pride, with thame behold

“What ufelefs things are all your pomp and gold,

Sce in this calm retreat a tender pair

Brave, with undaunted hearts, the midnight air,

See o’er their heads no fplendid domes difplay’d,

The grafs their couch, a rock their only thade,

Yet fee them blelt with pleafure’s fmiling reign,

And own your towns, your palaces are vain.

Now thro’ the redd’ning clouds the bluthing dawn

Smiles, with returning light, along the lawn, '

The feather'd throngs remount each echoing fpray,

And warbling loud falute the rifing day, ’

Wide thro*the air in joyful fwarms they fing,

And all the an{w'ring woods with mufic ring,
Rousd
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Rous’d by the found that fill'd the warbling tkies,
Juft then Satagus op’d his wond’ring eyes,

Slow from his verdant couch he rear’d his head,
And to his flumb’ring mate thus mild he faid :—
Awake, my love, awake from ftill repofe,

The ftars roll down, the filver dawn has rofe,

Hark how the lark’s glad mattin chears the ikies,
And bids our fouls to tender joys arife,

Let us, {weet life, the welcome call approve,

And be thefe few fhort moments bleft with love
Then for a time T'll leave thy heav’nly arms,

To reap new tranfports in the fields of arms.

O, my lov’d lord, the matron foon rejoin’d,

‘What frightful dreams this night have fil’'d my mind!
Not, for the world; would I endure again

One moment more of fuch diftralting pain,
Methought, while yct I funk in foft repofe,

I faw thee rufh where thund’ring combats rofe,
Tearlefs you fhot along the dreadful plain, -
And fil’d with terror all the hottile train,

When lo! two fiends appear’d with afpe& dire,
‘With hideous front, and eyes that flafl’d with fire,
On thee they feiz’d, grim yawn’d the cp’ning ground,
And down they dragg’d thee in the gulph profound,
Straight the dark pitilefs earth clos’d o’er thy head,
‘While all around ftood chill’d with fearful dread,
Loft in wild grief I funk in fad defpair,

I beat my frantic brealt, I tore my bair,

When

14
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When: lo ! a'heav’nly form, with {miling brow,
Stood by my fide, and thus rebul’d my woe :—
Calm thy loud "griefs, vain sortal, ceafe to mourh,
Thy now loft lord: can ne’er to thee retarn;
But death ftill waits to ‘end the wtetch’s pain,
Mark but thef¢ words, and thoul’t'be blefs’d again,
Juft then thy: dalliance broke my fad repofe,
And freed my foul from all its farcied woes:
Oh, my lov'd lexd, ‘weigh well the warning giv’n,
Heed this kind vifion, for ’tis fure from heav’n,
Think of thy haplefs fpoufe, thy own dear life;
‘And thun, O fhun the dark:.approaching ftrife,
Think how that haplefs fpoufe, alas! muft mourn,
Should{t thou, her long loft lord, from her be torm.
Ceafe, my Tamina, fwift the chief rejoin’d,
Ceafe with fuch groundlefs fears to plague thy mind,
Thefe idle dreams which thou would{t heav'nly cally
Aré but weak phantoms, vain delufions ally
"Tis true our fathers,. teas’d with fancied woesy
Yielded implicit faith to tales like thofe,
'Tis true ev’nr now our tribes, to error prone,
Beneath {uch “childith fears: for ever groan,
But fince ’m.id Europe’s lights-has dwelt: my: foul, -
That fsul hasglearnt to feorn their dark contfoul,
For now my reafon -fees that dreams are- givin
By chance- alone,..and not the hand of Heav'n,-
Befide, my love, hufhall thefe fond alarms, -
I am mot yet to leave thy ‘tender arms, -

X Let
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Let us in fmiling love thefe heurs employ,

Nor damp, with future woes, our prefent joy,

We ne’er fhould weep for forrows yet to come,

1f doom’d to ill; too foon we'll feel our doom.

He fpoke, then clafp’d her in a kind embrace,

That hufh’d each grief, each rifing fear to peace,

And fondly gazing on each other’s charms,

They lofe all terror of fucceeding harms,

When lo! the burfting thunders of the war

Breathe their loud fummons to Sata.gus’ ear;

Rous’d at the found he {prings from love’s foft arms,

And feems juft haft’ning to the dire alarms,

The matron fees, wild terror fills her eyes,

She clafps his firuggling knees, and thus {he cries :—

Oh! wilt thou leave me, leave me helplefs here,

Torn by fuch grief, fuch keen diftralting fear ?

Is then each fpark of kindnefs fled from thee,

‘Which once thou hadft for thy poor babes and me?

Stay, oh for once vain empty fame forego,

Nor plunge thy fpoufe, thy haplefs fpoufe in woe. ‘

Shame on thy fears, weak fair, the chief replies,

To what bafe condu&t would thy tongue advife?

‘Where’s now that worth, that thirft of glorious fame,

That urg’d in former days each Indian dame? -

Once they were wont to brave ev’n war’s alarms

And fpur their hufbands on to deeds of arms;

Think fhould I bafely quit the paths of fame,

‘What blots, what (’cavins muft cloud my future name,
Wouldft
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Wouldft thou not rather bravely fee me fall,
Than made the {port, the {coff, the fcorn of all ?
Befide; when friendfhip calls aloud tor aid,
~ Muft not her voice, her mandate be obey’d ?
Wolfe’s kind attentions bid me to the field,
And ev'ry tie to gratitude fhould yield,.
Think how the mighty {pirit, whofe dread hand
Rolls the big thunders o’er the feas and land,
Would fcorn, would crufh me, did Le thus but {ee
Each call of fame, of friendfhip, fcorn’d by me.
. He fpoke, the matromn feels Conviction’s force,
Yet Nature fcorns to yield to Reafon’s courfe,
Grief choak’d her voice, fhe ftrove, but nought could:
‘ fay,
She look’d a fad farewel, then turn’d away.
Straight from. the mournful place the chief withdrewF
And tow’rds the margin of St. Laurence flew,.
There,. in: a-flender {kiff, he takes his ftand,
And rows, with fwiftnefs, tow’rds the northern land,
He gains the beach, mounts up tall Abram’s height,.
Shoots. o’er the plain, and joins.the thund’ring fight;.
There his keen eyes he rolls on ev’ry fide,
To find where Wolfe oppos’d the combat’s tide,.
Him in the center of the war he found,
Where fhow’rs of ball loud bellowing roar around,,
Forward he hurriestow’rds the God-like man,
And fpurrd by fiery zeal, thus fwift began:—
, X2 ~ Why,



[ 232 ]

‘Why, O my Lord, my mighty gen’ral, fay,

Wouldft thou with fond credulity ‘thus play,

Didft thou not vow, ere thou wouldft.rufh to fight,

Torth to the field, to call my proffer’d might ?

Ne'er could I think that thon wouldft thus delay,

Or rob fny glory of fo bright a day.

Be calm, my friend, the gen’rohs chief rejoin’d,

While a gay {mile unbends his manly mind,

Be calm, compofe thy brave, thy noble heart,

Mor blame thy gen'ral for fo kind a part.” -

How couldft thou think that e’er my breafl could prove

So hard, fo pit’lefs, to the caufe of low}e,

As thus to drag thee from delights :{o great,

Loft to thy foul fo long, and found fo late? ‘

But fince thy kindling valour bids thee rife,

‘Welcome thou art to thefe delighted eyesy

Come let us ruth to:brave the glorious fight,

Still thou haft time.to prove thy God-like might;

Theu fidé by;ﬁde they thund’ring flafh’d along,

And fhot wild. terror - thro’ the Gallic :throngy

As when from -adverfe points loud tempefts :blow,

With- boift’rous fury rage the deeps below s

High on all fides the threat’ning billows ‘rife,

Tow’r on and join fierce battle in the tkies,

Dathing they break with loud tumultuous -roar,

Splafh wide, {pout high, and drench the heav'ns all
- o'er, )

All
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All white with foam appears the ocean round, -
And tumbling dreadful rolls with bellowing found:.
Thus with wild rage the pouring armies join,
Thus bellowing thunders roar from all the line,.
Loud mufkets rattle, bay’nets flath around,
Thick {fmokes arife, the clanging arms refound,
Some fight, fome fall, fome groan in tides of gore;.
And one wide din involves the heav’ns all o’er;.
Meanwhile Montcalm forfakes the dreadful fray,.
And tow’rds the rear direfts his anxious wayy.
“Where fierce Verdonx had fix’d his cautious.ftand;.
And all around difpos’d his fearlefs -band;.
‘Here they at diftance view’d the furious fray,.
Ready to charge whene’er their friends gave way,.
To whom, with hafte, the Gallic gen’ral cries—
See,. O my friend, what dreadful .combats rife, .
See how great Wolfe ftill ftands the defp’rate fight, .
And braves, unconquer’d, all our pouring might,.
Much dees my heart forebode for haplefs C:’aul,. :
‘And much I dread the fate that hangs.o’er ally
France once could dare the warring world to fight;
And niake all Europe cringe beneath her might,.
Full well thou know’ft how,.in great Louis’ reign,
She aw’d Hefpei‘ia, Germany and Spain,
How peerlefs Luxembourg, with her brave bands,
Crufh’d the united force of countlefs lands,
How comes it then, that now one fingle fhore
Has done what worlds had fought in vain before ?
X3 How
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How comes it then, that now Britannia’s land

Can all the efforts of our force withftand ?

Why this furprize, the fierce Verdonx rejoin’d,

Why would this doubt one moment paufe thy mind?

Let but thy foul look back on antient Gaul, ‘

And thou muft foon perceivc the caufe of all,

When fuch vaft glories mark’d our conqu’ring force,”

Say, was it Britain’s fons oppos’d our courfe ¢

‘Wast not a mbtley, dark, confed’rate hoft,

From Spain’s, from Italy’s, Germania’s coaft ?

Whofe diff’rent int’refts, ever on the jar, .

Kepf their'proud fouls from rifing keen to war,

And if fome dauntlefs Britons there were found,

Soon was their valour in the chaos drown’d;

But now ’tis Albion, with unfhackled might,

That firm, unconquer’d, braves the rage of fight,

Freed from the clog of all confed’rate lands,

Alone her fons 6ppdfe our num’rous bands,

And when thefe gen'rous heroes all take fire,

‘What pow’r on earth can ftand their dreadful ire ?

One chief there lives, who dares to ftand it all,

Returns Montcalm, or bravely, bravely fall,

Ere this proud foul to Albion’s pow’r fhall yield,

Horrors ne’er ken’d ’till now fhall rend the ficld,

Ne'er could I ftoop to yon vile paltry band,

Who cring’d fo oft beneath my conqu’ring hand j

Inftant do thou forfake this diftant poft, -

Come with thy troops, advance to aid the hoft,
Then
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Then in one fhock we'll put forth all our might,

To crufh the foe, and turn the fcale of fight,

Here fhould we fail, ftill fafe’s your gen’ral’s fame,

For death fhall tear him from the gripe of fhame.

Then {wift as light he join’d the warring throng,

And thro’ the fight impetuous rufh’d along,

Now fierce Verdonx acrofs the echoing lands,

Swift to the fight leads on his fwarming bandsg,

To tight and left the warring ranks divide,” -

And thick’ning dreadful crowd on either ﬁzje,

Thro’ the void {pace the pouring aids ad?ance,

And 2dd new terrors to the hoft of France;

Fierce in the front of all the warlike crowd, .

Tow’rs on their God-like chief, he fhouts aloud :—

"Shame on your fears, your daftard fears, he cries, '

Will ye not rife, to glorious conquefts rife ?

Think of your blafted fame, your loft renown,

Think of your country’s woes, }}on tott’ring town,

Think if we here fubmit to yonder hoft, i

Qur fame, our glory are for-ever loft;

Rife then, for fhame, preferve your native land,

Rife then, for thame, bear down ycn paltry band,

Neer let fuch mean, fuch poor exhaufted pow’rs,

By dint of valour’s might prevail o’er ours ;

Come, on the foe in one great effort fall,

For on this laft great effort hangs our all.

He {poke, like Iig}{t’ning‘darts along the plain,

And tow'rds the foe rolls on his num’rous train,
: Nor
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Nor lefs great Wolfe inflames his kindling throng,
Before their van he threat’ning flath’d along,

On as he tow’rs to dare the pouring train,

Thus his loud voice founds dreadful o’er the plain :—
See to clofe fight how yon proﬁd fquadrons fwarm,
- Coourage, brave friends, come meet the gath’ring ftorm, '
Think of the glorious deeds by Johnfon done,

Think of the high renown by Amherft won ;-

Rife then, brave friends, and emulate their fame,
Ne'er let their lot be praife, and yours be thame,
Inftant let's ceafs this vainly bluft’ring fire,

Come in keen hay’nets put forth all your ire,
Thefe at one fhock fhall mow yon army down,

And hew your pitiage to yon tott’ring town:
Swift at th‘e"word, the fierce impetuous throng

In one huge phalanx thuandring roll along,

All with fet bay’nets 'pour upon the foe,

Gaul, with fet baynets, meets the furious blow,
Shock follows fhock, theil ¢longing arms refound,
‘Clath follows clath, the (hiwring blades flath round,
Hoft againft hoft in defp’rate forts ftrain,

Yet each bold hoft unfhaken \ftands the plain,
When, with firm front and ‘undifturb’d array,

Thus for long time they’d try’'d the clofe fought fray ;
Britain at length bore down refiftance all,

. And pierc’d impetuous thro’ the ranks of Gaul,

As when loud tempefts o’er the ocean roar,
Tumbling huge billows on Batavia’s fhore,

Oer
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Oer the pent dikes the conqu’ring furges bound,
And bellowing dreadful drench the world around,
Thus did the -Britons, with refiftlefs force,

Swift thro’ the Gallic fqugdron cleave their courfe,
Thoufands on thoufands at their feet fall flain,

The reft they {weep tempeftuous o’er the plain.

BOOK
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BOOK THE SEVENTH.

NOW , when Montealm’s all fadd’ning eyes beheld,,

The dire confufion fpread round all the field,

Huge florms of fury inftant fhook his foul,

And whelm’d all patience in their mad controul,, .

Straight with fwift fpeed from rank to rank he flies,,

Wild rage, wild frenzy light'ning in his eyes,.

Dreadful around he wheels his fiery blade,

Beats back the gen’ral rout, and thund’ring faid :—

O! ye vile {laves, ye dogs, ye dregs of earth,

Foul fiends, bafe cheats, where’s now your boafted:
worth ? o

Heav'ns! will ye fly thus plung’d in dire. difgrace;

Mean, trembling- daftards, fugitive and bafe ?

Back, inftant back, fly fwift, retrieve the day,

Back, and this inftant ftand the glorious fray;

By Heav'n, who dares. beyond this ground depart,

Straight finds this faulchion buried in his heart.

Thus, while he fpoke, his madly raging hand

Makes good his threat’nings on the routed band :

Now here, now there, he thwarts the {warms that fly,

He whirls his fword, and lo! in crouds they die,

Swift
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Swift as each daftard dares but turn to flight,
Him. firaight he fells, and fends to endlefs night,
Yet vain’s this toil, this ali-o’erwhelming ire,
Still {wells the rout, and ftill the Gauls retire,
Still the fame panic that firft made them jﬁeld,
Prevails and drives them headlong .o%er the field;
Ere the fierce adverfe hofts had rufh’d to fight,
Each roll’'d fome cannon up tall Abram’s height,
Gaul, with two direful engines, fhook the plain,
Britain, but one, could bring to aid her train,
Yet, was this one dread inftrument of irey
Plyd with fuch care, with fuch vaft ftores of fire,
‘That by its thund’ring blafts which ceafelefs fall,
It filenc’d thofe that fence the caufe of Gaul,
And now, like Atna, with tremendous roar,
Rocking the bafis of the neighbring fhore,
Such fiery torrents breathes it round the plain,
As fell in crowds the tumbling vanquifh’d traing
Meanwhile the navy, on the waveward fide,
Hurl forth like thunders from the rolling tide,
Fierce from their decksy which bellowing roar on high,
Thick.random fhots in rattling tempefts fly.
Some o’er the town, fome fcatter on the plain,
And fwell the terrors of the vanquifh’d train,
Meanwhile, more dreadful than thefe ftorms of ball,
Than fleets, than thunders to the fons of Gaul,
Wolfe thro’ the war before his army tow’rs, -
Swift o’er the field he leads his vet’ran pow’rs,

: . Flufh’d
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Flufh’d with bright joy flafh’d forth. his fparkling eyes,
And round his head fierce threat’ning tefrors rife : -
Come, my brave friends, come on, ye heroes all,
Strike,-cruth, o’erwhelm, bear down the fons of Gaul;
Now, now’s the time, the time, he nobly cry’d,
To raife our country’s fame, curb Gallia’s pride,.
Swift, fwift purfue, complete the glorious blow, .
And end at once yon long-deftroying foes
Now 1in loud fhouts he breathes his' voice é.round,
It fires the hoft, it makes the heav'ns réfound ;
Then on the foe he ‘darts with whirling force,
And bids the war attend his thund’ring courfe,
Thick as huge waves his fquadrons pour-along,
And burft like tempefts o'er the trembling throng,
As when loud winds the trembling ocean heave,
And tow’rds the thip rolls on the whelming wave,
All in wild fear the tumbling {ailors drown’d,
This way and that, fwift fly diftr¥cted round;
Some in the hold their tumbling bodies fling,
And fome for fafety round the cordage cling;
'Thus, when great Wolfe thot o’er the trembling plain,
Loft in wild terror funk the Gallic train,
Some fkulk behind to thun their baleful fight,
And fome, thro™frenzy, ruth to meet the fight;
To {top the gen’ral rout, and roufe the war,
Meanwhile Montcalm fierce thunders in the rear,
Now here, now there, like lightnilug flies around,
Harrowing each daftard heart that dares give ground ;.
At
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At length convinc’d that all his labour’s vain,
Convinc’d that loft’s the long contefted plain,
'Straight he refolves in queft of Wolfe to g0,
And court a glorious death amid the foe,
Swift with blind fury, with unpitying force,
He cleaves thro’ crowds of fugitives his courfe,
Then like a whirlwind, on Britannia’s war
He pours, and ftops her in her full career,
Fu1l'ious he wheels his flaught’ring blade around, .
Furious he fells whole {quadrons to the ground,
Wolfe ftill he calls, while ftill his fiery eyes
Roll on all fides *till Wolfe’s great felf he fpies;
Yes, loft Montcalm, that brave, that God-like chief,
Gregt fource of thine and of thy country’s grief,
Steps forth, alas! too ready at thy call,
To crufh thy haplefs pride and ruin Gaul.
Come, thou vain chief, Montcalm with fury cries,
While a wild tranfport fparkles in his eyes,
Come, come, let’s try in this laft great eflay,
Whether ’tis Gaul or Albion wins the day;
Straight on the foe he {prings with threat’ning bound,
And dreadful wheels his fiery fword around,
Wolfe with calm thought his altive pcw’rs awoke,
“Aud turning fwift repels the furious firoke, P
Then whirPd his dazzling fvord with fkilful pride,
And plung'd it dreadful in the hero’s fide.
As the pierc’d lion, rous’d by ma‘ldd’n\ing\' pain,
Flies with fwell’d fury on the hunter train,

; ‘ Y '« - . 8So
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So fir'd to frenzy by the deathful blow,

Montcalm with doubling rage now ftorms the foe,

Onward he fprings with wrath-born pow’r fupply’d,

He whirls his fword, he darts from fide to fide,

He ftrikes, he thrufts; he tries on ev’ry part,

To force a paflage to the hero’s heart; ‘

But God-like Wolfe, compos’d, the charge awaits,

‘Wards off each threat’'ning blow, and ftays the fates,

At length enfeebled by the fanguine tide, .

That pours in torrents from his fireaming fide,

‘Weaker and weaker' by {wift progrefs grow,

‘The laft vain efforts of the wounded foe,

Quite {pent at length he tott’ring reels around,

Then falls all pale, all helplefs on the ground,

Fierce from all fides juft then the Britith throng,

To aid their chief impetuous rufh’d along,

Full on the foe they bend their fury all,

Thick round his head they flath vaft thow’rs of ball,

Swift thro’ his breaft in countlefs flights they bound,

And leave his body one wide bleeding wound, =

Wolfe their keen rage beholds with fad furprize,

He knits his angry brows, he fternly cries :—

Shame, O my friends! for thame, this wrath forego,

Heav'ns! can ye thus; thus ufe a vanquifh’d foe ?

Do ye not know my will, my orders giv'n,

Do ye not know the will, the laws of heav’n,

Do ye not know when we fuccefsful prove,

“That ev’n the vanquifh’d foe fheuld fhare our Jove ?
Ceafe
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Ceafe then, for fhame, this barb’rous rage reftraing
Fly, rather fly to mitigate Lis pain,
Him, when in ftrength, *twere juft you {'wuH {ubdue,
But now his woes fhould claim your pity too.
In vain he fpoke, for lo! fate’s black controul
Quick breathes its darkfome horrors o’er his foul,.
Yet not all death’s grim horrors can impert,
One fear, one theught of terror to his heart;
Sternly he frowns,. tho’ in death’s gafp he lies,
And fil’d with wiid delight thus fierce he cries :—
Welcome, grim death, thou all-propitious pow’s,
Haft- kindly heard mre in this needful hour,
- Into thj thelt’ring 'arm; I joyful go,
Scorning the vain, vain triumphs of my foe,
Then with a {cornful fmile he funk to night,
And fwift from earth his fiety foul took flight.
Wolfe, for a.time o’erwhelm’d with ftrange furprife,
Nails to the wond’rous corfe his penfive eyes,
Then feiz’d his proftrate {fword the conqu’ror’s righty
And turns to join the tumults of the fight,
Jut at that inftant a foul vengeful Gaul
-Aim’d at the hero’s breaft a 'pond’m(us bally,
Heav’n from its deftin’d courfe the fate fwift threwy
And thwart his finewy wrift with rage it flew,
Fleth, veins and finews, in its flight it torey
And all the hand leaves drown’d in tides of gore,
Calm- and unmov’d the God-like hero ftood,

He clog’d the wound, he ftay’d the ruthing blood,
Y 2 , Straight.
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Straight o'er the gafth a filken veil he drew,

To fhut its horrors from his army’s viewy

Left the fad fight fhould give his gen’rals pain,

Or damp the ardour of his pouring train,

Ev'n as the loofening fury of the wind, .

Long by the tow’sings of high hills confin’d,

Thro’ the rent vales with direful whirlings {fweep,

And falls in mightier tempefts on- the deep;

Thus the great Wolfe too long from fight wit‘h-held,

Now drives with doubling fury o’er the field;

Such glare his looks as fierce to fight he tow’rs,

~ As bode quick .ruin to all Gallia’s pow’rs,

. When lo! to check the progrefs of his fame,

Ano/thcr" wound dares touch his fa_créd fra.mc,

Tearing his fide with keen relentlefs forée,

Beneath his ribs a ball fwift plews-its courle,

Yet there its rage {topt fhort, nor darves to d-;n‘t,

With death;s dread fummons to a vital part,

For Heav'n to fwell the glories of the flrife,

Spins to its laft great end his thread of life,

Soon brave Satagus view’d, with fad furprife,

The i’creammg blood flow down his manly th\ghq,

Quick thro’ his foul a fudden horror ran,

And thus he fwift addrefe’d the God-like man :—

O, my brave Ch'lf:‘f ahs' too nobly great,

‘What frantic wrath now drives thee on thy fate,

‘Why wilt thou thus, thus wounded dare the ftrife,

‘Why vainly thus, thus wafte th)" precious life ?
" . Haftte



[ 245 1

Hafte to the rear, hafte, fhun thefe ftorms of ball.
Or thy mad courage fhall undo us all.
Peace, my good friend, the dauntlefs Wolfe rejoin’ds,
While gen’rous terrors roufe his manly mind,
Peac_e, or thy rathnefs will to all reveal -
What moft I've try’d, I've labour’d to conceal,
Wouldft thou to Albion prove thus fo unjuft,,
"And lay at once my tow’ring hopes in duft?
Doft thou not think {hould. I defert the plain,
What woes, what fears muft drown my conqu’ring
. train ? 5 '
Would they not deem their abfent hero dead,
And dim their fouls with clouds of needlefs dread 2*
Ceafe then, my friend, thy chief muft dare the foe,.
Tl vidt'ry's quite {ecure, till Gaul lies low;
Then let death come if fuch high Heav'n’s decree,,
For life or death are then alike to me,
Nor think thele woirds a madly wrath-born boaft;,
All fure fhould fall to fave their native coalft,
Ere my lov’d native land fhould floop to thame,.
I'd yield ten ‘thoufand lives to.fhicld her fame;
Yes, for, my country’s caufil“’d yield my breath,_
Give me but conquefl,' and I {mile on death.
Then tow’rds the wond’ring Heav'ns he throws his
eyes,

And breathes this fond petition to the fkies :—
O! thou great Fountain of all Nature’s laws,
Great God, great aider of the righteous caufe,

Y3 CIf
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If earth’s vile dregs may fue fuch: heav’nly pow’r,
Grant me but life, g1a‘d life, for one fhiort hour,
Grant me but life, ’till glorious viét’ry’s mine,

Then flay or fave me at thy will divine.
He faid—with joy his bright’'ning vifage burns,
Swift to his hoft with fiery zeal he turns,

He waves his fword, he poinfs the road to fame,
And thus, in words, pours forth his God-like flame—
Pour on, brave friends—hafte, hafte, o’erwhelm the -

- foe, - A

Pour on, pour on, complete the glorious blow,
Pour on, pour on, ’till ftopp’d by yon proud wall,
*Till ‘not one veftige here remain of Gaulj

As burfts loud thunder from the rénding cloud,
Inftant he rufhes ’mid the hoftile crowd,

Swift as its rage o’erwhelms a tott’ring town,
Dreadful he mows whole countlefs fquadrons down,
‘Where’er he turns fuch crowds, fuch numbers fall,
That crufh’d beneath his hand feems Gallia all:
There, O great Wolfe ! there ends’ thy bright career,
For lo! thy dark, thy difmal fate is near;
Death o’er thy head extends his fable hand,
And leaves to endlefs grief thy native land.
Fierce as he drove refiftlefs thro’ the fray,
Verdonx beheld, and mark’d him for his prey,
Deaf to each call of gratitude and-fhame,
Full at his brealt he takes a dgadly aim,

‘ : ~And
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And like a fun, from his high zenith hurl'd,
Straight falls the glory of the Albion world;

0! what wild horror, grief and dire furprife,
O'er all the field in that dark inftant flies,

Near to thevverge of conqueft as they drove,
Tho’ vi&d'ry’s felf feems lighting from above,

All fwift ftop fhort, all plung’d in boundlefs grief,
Blind to each objet but their bleeding chief

Thick round the hero, ftraight from ev’ry fide,
Pour “his faci ﬁfquadrons in a gloomy tide,

Straight in fad pomp from out the combat’s roar,
Him on their pikes the mournful foldiers bore;
Then far behind the loud lamenting train,

They place their groaning burden on the plain,
There as around him gaz’d the forrowing crew,
O, what a fight of horror meets their view !

Deep pierc’d with wounds, all drench’d in gore he lies,
Who once was joy, was tranfport to their eyes,

- While in tharp pantings heaves his quiv’ring breath,
And o’er his face pale hangs the gloom of death;
Bay ve, dread rulers, of our mortal fate,

Why fuch black ruin to a chief fo great?

"Had he but liv’d, loft Albion how thou’dft fhine,
What fame, what mightier glories had been thine ¢
Crufl’d by his arms thy foes had proftrate lain,

And countlefs worlds, tho’ leagu’d, had ftorm’d in vain,
Mon&on, meanwhile, o’er-rul’d by cautious care,

Far on the right all calm maintains the war,
: Firm
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Firm for long time he’d brav’d proud: Gallia’s might,
And kept in equal poife the feale of fight, \
But when, alas! thro’ all the mournful throng,
Wolfe’s haplefs fate in fighs was paft along,’

To all his foul a piercing anguith rofe,

And all his vifage wrapt in gloomy woes,

Then with juft vengeancs ficree his bofom burns,
And thus his gen’ral’s fate, enrag’d, he mourns:—
Wolfe, art thou gone, my brave, my noble friend,
Has ruthlefs fate decreed thy haplefs end,

Brave was thy foul, beyond all juft compare,. .
Unmatch’d in virtue, as unmatch’d in war,

But foon for thee fhall groan yon hateful line,
And pay juft foneus for a life like thine;

Then from. the rear thro’ Albion’s ranks he bron,
Blaz’d in war’s threat'ning front, and nobly fhoke;
Roufe, O my friends, now roufe your fury all,
Think of your lofs,: your God-like leader’s fall, .

He in our caufe refigns his gloricus breath

Then why not we revenge his haplefs d(fu._ll
Straight on the foe he {prings with threat’ning for'“c,
The fwariming bands attend his dreadful courfe,

But lo! from out.the num’rous thow’rs of ball,
That reund his head in bellowing tempefts fall,

One thro’ his frame a direful paffage found,

And inftant ftretch’d bim fenfelefs on the ground,
Straight all his {chemes of great revenge are o’er,
And, lic his'chief, he gafping loads. the fhore. )
' Thus
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Thus when thefe two valtypillars of the hoft,
- Were by war’s blaft from their foundations toft,
Fortune and fate, both loudly feem to call,
Great Towrfhend forth, to crufh the pride of Gaul,
He on the left, far o’er the war-wrapt plain,
Long time had ftruggled with the hoftile train,
. And with firm front to mect the tempeft’s fall,
Which then feem’d gath’ring on the right of Gaul,

Jult then fome bands he’d drawn from Albion’s rear,
To fwell with mightier ftrength the van of war,
. When lo! from far his fearching eyes beheld

A rapid herald haft’ning o’er the field,

To meet hxm wift th’ impatient hero ﬂles,
~And ‘eager thus with fpeed enquiring cries :

What high beheft may now my gen’ral fend,

What new inftruftions gives my noble friend ?-
 Wills he that -here I ftill maintain my poft,

Or hence to aid the centre of the hoft?
" Speak but the word, I fly with all my might,
‘Whate’er his foul approves muft fure be right.
Thus, while he fpoke with deep dejected eye,
The mournful herald. breathes a penfive figh, -
Then o’er his brow black clouds of forrow rife,
And thus, withflutt’ring voice, he fad replies :—
- No, mighty chief, no more thy God-like friend
To thy great ear fhall kind inftru&ions fend,
" Tor, O fad fate ! even now he gafps for breath,

In all the pangs, the ruthlefs pangs of death,
' : Nobly
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Nobly he fell amid the funoas firifey

Buying - ‘immortal glory - w1th his life;

Great Monéton too, the next in high command
Pierc’d with fharp wounds forfakes yon mournful band-
Then hafte, O Townihend, cheer the low’ring day,.
And urge their fouls to brave the dreadful fray,
*Tis thow alone that now can rule our hoft,

And make amends for thofe- brave chiefs we’ve loft
O! art thou gone, the mournful chief rejoin’d,
Thou braveft, gentleft, beft of human kind?

O art thou hence, alas! for ever torn,

And is thy friend, thy country left to mourn ?.
But Heav'n, ’tis fure, thy juft aTmigB—ty pow’rs
Ne’er meant fuch virtue for a world like ,‘ou,r‘sg
Then to his troops I go, my friends, he faid,

I go where fate commands my inftant aid,

For lo! your chief, your God-like chiet, lies flain,
Cover’d with wounds on yon deftru€ive plain,
Ye knew his worth, ye knew his gen’rous breaft,
Ye knew the virtues that his foul pofiefs’d, v
Ye knew how mild he would your feiuits reprove,
With all the fondnefs of a father’s love;

Then, O while I fhall haften o’er the plain,

To roufe the woe-wrapt centre of the train,,
Here, my brave friends, do you the combat ftand,
Here guard your honour; guard: your native landv,
Think of your good, your matchlefs leader’s fall,
And take a glorious vengeance on pf_oud Gaul.

‘ He



[ 251 7

Né‘:‘fpp]ée with {peed, he leaves his wérring 'powers,'

And’ tow’rds the centre of the army tow’rs,

Here his fad eyes the Britith fquadrons found

All' drown’d in tears, inacive, f{catter’d round,

Sunk in dark woe, of fame they'd heedlefs grown,

_And ‘feem’d to nought alive fave grief alone ;'

But: when in front blaz’d forth great Townfhend’s

form, :

Inftant once more roar’d forth war’s bellowing {’corm,

Swift from his glance they all at once take fire,

And onward ruth with wild Impetuous ire,

While, in the hurry of the headlong fray,

Is drown’d each trivial thought of firm array.

Townfhend beheld with grief, with firange furprife,

Why, O my friends, my God-like friends, he cries,

Why, why to fuch deftrutive tumult fall?

Calm, calm this frenzy, if not friends to Gaul,

Wolfe was undaurted, generous, brave and bold,

You know his valour has whole hofts controul’d,

Yet he was fteady, temp’rate, calm and wife,

And in ‘the midft of conqueft fear’d furprife,

He his brave troops ftill held in firm array,

Nor left to chance the fortune of the day;

Will ye not then purfue his glouou0 courfe,

Will ye not then with caution guide your force?

See on your deedys’ho'w hangs your dying chief,

Ceafe, ceafe, ior cloud his Iaft fad hour with grief.
As
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As the huge boift’rous waves and tempefts’ roar,
‘Which long had thunder’d round bleak Zembla’s fhore,
At their dread Maker’s all-fupreme command,
Straight fink to reft, and leave to peace the land, ‘
Quell’d by the potence of great Wolfe’s lov’d name,
Thus {wift to fenfe the frantic fquadrohs came,
Bridling their rage they all at once ftand ftill,
And wait ferenély calm their leader’s will. —
He inftant flies, their order to reftore, :
He pofts thefe troops behind, and thofe before,
Then with firm front all rang’d in clofe array,
Onward he leads them to renew the fray,
Non with lefs ftrength, with lefs well order’d form,
- The Gallic {quadrons meet the gath’ring florm ;
What tho’ Montcalm had funk to endlefs night,
audreuil more brave, more God-like rules the fight,
e, when dark fate had robb’d Montcalm of life,
Straight pofted tow’rds the center of the ftrife,
‘There, while deep angui[h for their hero flain,
Dampd the proud efforts of Britannia’s train,
He by his deeds, Lis loud re-echoing call,
Re-rous’d the courage of the fons of Gaul, ‘
And in firm ranks once more conjoin’d their might,
On now he leads them to venew the fight;
Vierce on their front the Britith quuadrons bear,
Loofening each hideous terror of the war,
From right to left, with wild impetuous ire,
TFirft they let fly an alLo."erwhelming fire,
a Then
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Then with their fwords high whirling in their hands,

Dreadful they ruth amid the frighted bands,
Thick in vaft crowds they fell of haplefs Gaul,
Thofe who had~’fcap’d the flaught’ring thow’rs of ball,

EfTiH all the mighty centre of the train
Lies flain in heaps, or {catter o’er the plain.

Now on all fides the gath’ring horrors {pread,

Now on all fides the Gallic army fled,

Britain’s right wing foon hurls Gaul’s left in flight,
Britain’s brave left o’erturns the Gallic right;
Some to the woods, fome thunder to the town,
Some from the lofty precipice rufh down,
Trembling,ail fly, in bellc;vving tumults toft,

And deaths, and fcreams, and groans diftradl the coaft’
Of all the num’rous troops thus plung’d in flight,
None flew fo fwift, fo headlong as the right,

" Back’d by Lafcelles” apd brave Anftruther’s bands,
The dauntlels Scots fwift fwept them o’er the lands,
Grim on the rere with conqu’ring rage they bound, ’
They wave their broad wide-fparkling {words around :
Thus, by the defp’rate fhock of -arms impeld,
Trembling the Gauls drive headlong o'er the field,
To where the rock with {teep defcent finks down,
Befide the ramparts of the neighb’ring town,

Here, where St, Charles’s ftream wide circling flows,

"A frong built bridge with tow’ring arches rofe,
High o’er the wat'ry depths the ftruéture lay,

A ready, fmooth, 2 broad, an ample way;

Z © This
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.This to fecure befide the rolling flood,
A lofty mound with tow’ring afpet ftood,
On whofe tall brow a range of guns appear,
Which poiat their terrors tow’rds the pouring war:
Hither by war’s dread torrent fwept along,
To gain their camp the routed {quadrons throng,
Thick o'er ‘the bridge with fcreams, with clam’rings

loud,
Confus’dly wild in heaps on heaps they crowd,
‘While with fierce fhouts with all the roar of war,
They pouring foam {wift thunders in their rere,
Struck with pale fear, in dire confulion loft,
Juft on the brink of ruin feems the hoft,
Whén lo! three chiefs, fore-doom’d to endlefs fame,
Ladone, Tureine and Preticaus, by name,
Bravely refolve alone the foul debate,
To dare and nobly fcreen funk Gaul’s retreat,
Now turning ficrce with threat’ning front they ftand,
’Gainit all the fury of the adverfe band;
In vain whole crowds roll on with beift’rous ire,
In vain they charge, they ftrike, they thruft, they fire,
Firm as three rocks the three bold vet’rans dare
The fhocks, the utmoft bluft’rings of the war,
And as like tempefls whirl their fwords around,
They fell whole piles of heroes to the ground ;
Thus as the firlt brave crowds by fquadrons fall,
QOther vaft crowds roll on the chiefs of Gaul,

Srill
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Still as thefe chiefs thefe firft brave 'fqua'drons flew,
To mightier flaughters fwift their weapons flew,
"Il thrice twelve heroes in an inftant flain,
Stretch’d at their feet lay breathlefs on the plain,
Screen’d by the prowefs of thefe fons of fame,
Then had loft Gaul in fafety pafs'd the ftream
But lo!"a wid’ning chain, with hideous roar,
Shot from: a cannon o’er the rattling thore,
Full on Ladone with whirling fury flew,
And inftant fever'd his cleft waift in two ;
Struck to the earth his nether parts lie {pread,
‘While o’er the field far flies his breaft and head,‘
Raw to the fight grim looks each inner part,
While full in view yet pants his bleeding heart ;
Next, from a pond’rous fword a ftroke is fped,
Full on, O! loft Turein, thy haplefs head,
Cleft into twain the crathing fkull is {een
Yawn wide, while gory torrents {pout between,
The fcatt’ring brain flies whit'ning all around,’
And breathlefs finks the warrior to the ground.
Thus when bold Preticaus himfelf beheld,
Alone, unback’d, unaided, on the field,
Swift from his foul his late vaft courage fled,
And all his bofom yields to inftant dread,
Then from the place where tott’ring pale he ftood,
Headlong he plunges in the whirling flood,
Dathing he darts acrofs the fparkling tide,

And eager ftrains to reach the farther fide,
Z 2 Straight
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Straight with huge fhocks once more the ftorm of war
Buifts in dread thunders on ftunn’d Gallia’s rere,
Straight, like their chief, to’fcape the threat'ning blow,
All with loud clamour whirling plunge below,
Dreadful amid the wat’ry tumult toft,
‘They dath, they labour for the adverfe coaft,
Thro all its gulphs, thro’ all its bellowing fhores,
The rattling tide with doubling fury roars,
On the wild rout thick flies the Britith fire,
Crufh ‘mid the waves unnumber’d crowds expire,
Some by fierce war, fome whelm’d beneath the tide,
‘While fcarce a remnant gains the farther fide 3
Meanwhile Vaudreuil, brave leader of the train,
"Tho’ fwept by conqu’ring Townfhend d’er the plain,
Exerts each nerve, his voics, his thund’ring call,
To one great effort more to fire funk Gaul,
Deep in the rere, high d’er the rolling flood,
Embrewn’d with thades a tow’ring thicket flood j
Firm as huge Atas here he takes his fland,
Hither he calls éach chief, each routed band,
Here in an inftant rang’d beneath the fhade,
Around him countlefs Tquadrons ftand difplay’d :
Q! ye vile flaves, ye fhamelefs fons of Gaul!
What frights, what fears, bafe fears have feiz’d on all?
Dare ye not rife to fave your tott’ring fame,
Dare ye not die to *fcape eternal fhame ?
Fly, if ye lift, Tll ftand this glorious ground
*Till heaven, or earth, or hell, thall all confound.

Scarce
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Scarce had he fpoke when, like a whelming crowd
Of pouring waters burfting from a cloud,
Which from the heav’ns at one dread dath rufh down,
And in wide ruin plains and cities drown,
Inflant they fto¥m like fury of the foe,
Burft on Gaul’s front in many a pond’rous blow,
Piercd in an inftant thro’ their firm array,
And hurld them o’er the field difpers’d away;
The great Vaudreuil his laft vain hope o’erthrown,
Left by his friends, unaided and alone,
Still nobly ftands, unconfcious of each fear,
"Gainft all the burft and hurry of the war,
Still his brave foul, with thirlt of glory fraught,
And how he’d greatly die, his only thought;
Firft two fell piftols, deeply charg’d with woe,
He launch’d in thund’ring fury on the foe,
Each fwift difgorging two dire globes of lead,
Inftant took place, and ftruck two Albions dead;
Then nobly fwelld with zll a conquror’s pride,
He fnatch’d two faulchions from the vanquifh'd’s fide,
And grimly rufhing *mid the hottile throng,
Bore in his rage unnumber’d crowds along
Firft by his wrath the dauntlefs Howard fell,
Next Scott, Wade, Weymor, Weft, and brave La-

feelle, " : '
A chief from Gaul, who Albion’s ftandard bore,
Macpherfe Mactath, from Caledonia’s fhore,

Z 3 ' . And
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And twice ten others of Britannia’s band,

All flain or wounded funk beneath his hand,

Prefcot, a warrior, dauntlefs, bold and brave,

The fatal ftroke at length with fury gave,

On as the hero drove with threat’ning pride,

He plung’d a murd’rous bay’net in his fide,

Up thro’ his lungs it drives with whirling force,

*Till the broad tube reftrains its defp’rate courfe,

Senfelefs .the chief then tumbles on the fhore,

And out the wound fwift flows a tide of gore,

Him fadly groaning from the dreadful fray,

The conqﬁ’ring troops triumphant bore away,

Down from his fide black falls the clotted gore,

And ftains with horror all the fanguine fhore ;

Yet, O brave chief, tho’ now the Pow’rs Divine

Have giv'n thy foes dread force to rife o’er thine,

Let not thy God-like {pirit heave a figh,

For lo! kind death, thy great delivirer’s, nigh,

He foon fhall {natch thee from their proud controul,

To realms as free, as noble as thy foul;

Trembling meanwhile crufl’d Gallia’s fcatt’ring might

Tow'rds the fear'd town fwift urg’d their defp’rate
flight, '

The conqu’ring troops pour on,in dire alarms,

‘The rocks, the forefts, ring with thund’ring arms,

Wide o’er the plain the doubling clamours flow,

And all St. Laurence cchoing roars below,

Whelm’d
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‘Whelm’d in pale fear Quebec beholds from far,
Tow’rds her proud ramparts roll the pouring war,
Frantic her fons to fcreen the hoft’s retreat,
Inftant unbar, fling wide each op’ning gate,

- While from the cannon, on her tow’ring wall,
Fierce on the foe they fend valt thow’rs of ball,
Swift by the bright'ning profpets. urg’d along,
Thro’ the op’d gates the routed {quadrons throng,
All trembling pale, they pant, they prefs, they ftrain,
Grim death to fhun the ?helt’ring walls to gain,
While, like a madd’ning tempeft on the rere,

. The pouring foe {wift hurl'd the ftorm of war,
And while the foremoft fcape into the town,

Mow the loft hindmoft in huge numbers down.
Meanwhile Satagus, o’er the rattling plain,

Burn’d with fierce vengeance for his gen’ral flain,
As round the field with fiery zeal he fought,

Still for Verdonx his gath’ring fury fought,

Far in his hahd a glitt’ring tube he bare,

A fpear its crown, its gorge of fiery ftore,

Broad, pond’rous, keen, high hung with warlike pride,
A threat’ning axe adorns his better fide,

While on his left that dreadful blade appears,

So fam'd for fcalping deeds in Indian wars;

Thus arm’d, equip’d, o’er all the war-wrapt plain,
Long for the bafe Verdonx he fought in vain,
Now here, now there, with fiery zeal he flies,

Rolling on ev’ry fide his {fanguine eyes,
At
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At length the firft, in all their vile retreat,

He faw him trembling labour for the gate,
Pleas’d at the fight thro’ all the pouring throng,
With nimbleft fteps he nobly darts along;
Come, come, he cries, thou moft infernal flave,
Come, and thy doom, thy right’ous doom receive ;
Haft thou not dar’d, amid the furious ftrife,

To rend that God-like heart that fpar'd thy life?
But curs’d ingratitude, by Heav’n outcaft,

Thus with its juft rewards fhall meet at laft 5
Swift as a faulcon fhooting from above,

Darts with keen talons on a thoughtlefs dove,
Then with keen axe high brandifh’d thro’ the fkies,
He on Verdonx with whirling fury flies,

And from his fhoulder down his op’ning fide,
Cleaves a broad pafiage for life’s purple tide,
Whelm’d in wild horror pale the daftard ftands,
He {creams, he thrieks, he fpreads his fupnliant hands,
Straight with loud yells he tumbles on the plain,
And balely howling mingles with the fiain.

Thus did the caitiff wretch refign his breath,
And thus ingratitude was paid with death, '
Awhile the victor, grim with hideous joy,

Teafts on the bleeding corfe his fiery eye,

Then -with proud fteps returning o’er the plain,
He tow’ring moves to join his focial train,

But crowds of Gauls behind terrific ftand,

And bar his paffage to the conqu’ring band,

He, "
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He, undifmay’d, with fierce tempeftuous brow,
Moves fearlefs on thro’ all the num'rous foe,
Dreadful he wheels his flaught’ring fword around,
And fells whole groaning {quadrous to the ground,

_ Before his rage divides their fcatt’ving force,

And opes a paflage to his thund’ring courfe ;

At length quite difentangled from the throng,

That check’d his progrefs to his friends fo long,
Forward he ftrides juft {eeming to rejoin,

And plunge once more into Britannia’s line,
When with loud bellowing from the rattling wall,
Shot thro’ the air quick flies the whirling ball,
Full -on his crown the pond’rous fhock defcends,
It burfts his fkull, his thiv’ring front it rends, -
Straight into nought are all his features hurl’d,

And firaight his fpirit leaves our nether world.
There, O Satagus, all thy deeds are pals’d,

But thy bright fame thro’ endlefs time fhall laft,

Still fhall thy great example live to prove,

That fouls untaught may boaft a grateful love,
That virtue thines with moft refulgent rays,
Where baneful arts ne'er ting’d the facred blaze.
Now with fierce roar o'er heaps of profirate Gauls
The conqu’rors rufh fwift tow’rds the trembling walls,
Some whelm’d in death beneath their rage fink down,
Some prefs tumultuous to the fhelt’ring town,
While trembling pale whole crowds for mercy call,

And at the conqu’rors feet imploring fall;
Thefe
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Thefe in glad pomp away the victors bore,

Captives defign’d to grace Britannia’s thore s
Scarce thus had Britain feen all Gaul retirs,.
When for ftill mightier projects all take fire,
Nobly they burn to fcale the tow’ring wall,.
And in her laft retreat to charge proud Gauly |
Straight to the work the headlong army flies,

O'er fofle, walls, tow’rs, they feem in at to rife,
When lo! {wift borne on fortune’s varying wind,
A gloomy cloud frowns darkly from behind,

And from its bofom, with tempeftuous ire,
Threats on the rere to whirl vaft ftorms of fire,
The dauntlefs Bouganville, whofe high command
Long fince had weftward led a num’rous band,

To ken the motions which the foe then made,
The watchful eye of Gallia to miflead,’

Wow {wift rolls back and thunders in the rear,

In all the dreadful glare and pomp of war;

But when great Townthend calls his troops to Torm,
“When round he wheels them to oppofe the ftorm,
Struck at the terror of their‘ dread array,

Before their 155;03‘6 the trembling Gauls give way,
Swift as before they’d rufh’d to meet the fight,
They now more {wift to *cape it urge their flight;
‘When thus the leader of the conqu’ring train,
Had fwept all oppofition off the plain,

Quitting the hoft he yields to beding grief,
And penfive moves to feck his wounded chief;

But
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But when, alas! he reach’d the mournful ground,
Stretch’d on the earth him breathiefs pale he found,
Juft then grim death had (match’d his foul away,
And left his body a dull load of clay,

Borne from the combat by his forrowing train,
Long in'a fenfelefs ftate he’d darkly lain,

Death each fad moment feeming ftill at firife,

To quench the laft poor embers of his life,

At lrength, by the kind cares of his kind band,
Call'd back to light from night’s all gloomy land,
Feebly once more he op’d his dying eyes,

And gaz’d, tho’ dirﬂly, on the long-loft fkies;
Straight to his foul, his God-like foul, once more
Rofe his fond anxious fears for Albion’s ihore,
Straight o’er the ficld he ftrains to fend his fight,
To view the chance, the fortune of the fight,

But death betwixt his baleful curtain drew,

And fhut each hoft, each object from his view,
Hard fate forbids, forbids, my friends, he cries,

" To give e’er more the combat to thefe eyes s
Hafte then, brave fouls, hafte, breathe to this fad ear,
How moves the varying fortune of the war,
Could 1 but fee fuccefs my army crown,

O with what joy, vain life, I'd lay thee down !
Scarce had he fpoke when, lo! a gladd’ning found
Of vi'ry, vi€¥’ry echoing rings around,
All cry, all fhout, proud Gaul now flies o’erthrown,
And leaves the field, the glory all our own !

' Pleas’d
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Pleag’d at the found a tranfient ray of joy
‘Gleam’d forth, and gliften’d o’er Wolfe’s dying eye,
Swift with glad voice he gave thefe accents breath—
Britain, thou’rt fafe, and I with joy meet death,
And the fame breath that gave thefe accents way,
Then launch’d his {pirit for the realms of day;
Inftant the frantic joys of all around,

Dafl’d from their height lie levell’d with the ground,
Inftant their thund’ring {houts, their gladd’ning cries,
Are chang’d to difmal groans, to tears and fighs;
Now thro’ the woes of all the mournful throng,
Touch’d with like woes great Townfhend moves alongs
Slow o’er the mighty corfe with deep-fetch’d figh,
Bending he rolls a melancholy eye,

Then from the fulnefs of his manly grief,

Thus breathes this juft eulogium of the chief,

Art thou there laid! O moft malignant fate!

Thou prop, thou boaft, thou glory of our ftate !
No age, no time, no future world fhall {ee
" A chief in worth, 'in fame, to vie with thee;
When thy great breaft e’er felt a martial flame,
"Twas not vain glory urg’d thee on to fame,”

"T'was patriot love that bid thy foul afpire,

And filPd thy bofom with her {potlefs fire,

Still for thy country’s caufe, unblam’d, you fought, -
And with thy {fucred life her peace you've bouglt,
Then in thy peedels condut to thy hoft,

What truth, what wond’rous fiweetnefs could’td thou

boaft |
How



[ 265 1]

How thou wouldft Lift to all they with'd to fay,
Redrefs all their wrongs, and footh their griefs away,
Smile with enchanting grace on all around,
And ne’er with fcornful pride the meek confound;
But, O what voice, what tongue fhall now declare,
The glorious adtions of thy foul in war,
How like Mars’ felf on war’s all-gloomy frown,
Fearlefs thoud’ft rufh and bear whole armies dowa,
And yet mid all the horrors of the fray,
Ruled with fych fteady care the dreadful day.
Yes thou wert brave, alas! too brave thou wert,
Too noble a fpirit urg’d thy dauntlefs heart,
Thou, when thy country’s danger claim’d the firife,
Too carelefs wert of th; moft precious life,
"T'was thy fole with to fave thy native'{hore,
Hc—/:av’n crowns this wifh, but thou muft be no more,
Sighing he fpoke, then join’d his mournful throng,
And o’er the plain decp mufing pafs’d along,
Now the pale corfe along the mournful fhore,
Down to the fleet the forrowing foldiers bore,
But @il around, where late he breathlefs lay,
Where pierc’d with wounds he breath’d his foul away,
Unnumber'd crowds in d2ep dejection ftand,
A pale defponding melancholy band;
Hail, hallow’d [pct, great Wolfe’s 2li glorious name,
Now lifts thee upward to eternal fame,
While frown the rocks around thy facred hill,
Still thalt thou Be rever’d, be honour’d {till,

A a Thither



[ 266 ]

Thither when years -on yéars have rolld away,
When towns fhall moulder, and when ftates decay,
‘Whole crowds fhall daily, led by grief, repair,

To pay their tribute of juft forrow there

There as they faunter round the fatal ground,
How fhall thy deeds, O Wolfe, be breath’d around,
How for thy country’s caufe thou gav'{t t?iy'fbre’a'th',
And how ferenely calm- thou’ fmil’a{‘tfoﬁ"’deayth';
‘When ftrangers wand’ring from ‘Europa’s” fhotre,’
"Have curious pafs’d the ’AEIantic ocean o’ef,:
Hither enamour’d:of fair virtue’s friend,

All mournfﬁlffa'd':their’ penfive fteps they’ll bend,
Mufing thejr’ll'ﬂ:md where once the hero ftood,
They’ll kifs the fpot where fiow’d his facred blood,
Then cry—-O fate! how baleful is thy frown,

Why was fuch virtus in her bloom cut down?

BOOK
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BOOK THE EIGHTH

WT_HEN with bright joy great Wolie's afpiring
foul,

On tow’ring wing, had burll her earthly goal,

Light»ﬂutt’ring fwift fhe fkims her_airy way,

Up to the regions of eternal day,

Wing’d and obfequious to his high command,

Around God’s throne unnumber’d. feraphs fland,

Whofe province ’sis departed fouls to bring

Into the prefence of their awful King,

Janfey, a fpirit of this ﬁelet:ingikind,__‘,

Swift_f‘:istthe'pinibns'of the ftormy wind, .

Flies, meets great VWolfe, him firaight o’er Heav'n’s
hizgh read, . o A

Guides to_the dread tril:unal of his God, -

T'vvélye"heav’n-prop’d 'mountains, that like fapphire

v

thone,
Creation’s ruler makes his glorious throne,
Bright o’er his front an all oer-dazzling blaze,
Like feas of buining light inccflant plays;
While dark behind huge mounts of clouds liie {pread,
And éeafelefs thunders mutter round his heéad, . -
Snatclrd from the dimnefs of our earthly night,

.
Into fuch glorious deluges of light; .
| Aaz Awhile
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Awhile confounded by the fplendid blaze,
Wolfe’s mighty {pirit fwoons in dull amaze,
When lo! a voice, that fhook the heav’ns all round,
Thus mildly terrible was heard to found:—
Say, O frail man, what plea thou bring’lt, fwift fay,
The wrath -of Heav’'n’s rous’d jufiice to allay?
Say, what good deed, what pure intent of thine,
Can claim the benefits of love divine, )
VWhy thou fhould’ft here in endlefs raptures glow,
Rather than groan in mifery below ?
That inftant mild-ey’d confcioufnefs of right
Brought its kind {uccour to Wolfe’s fainting might;,
And calm he cries, while o’er his vifage thine,
Comfort’s all cheering rays and hope divine;
O great Creator, Father, Judge fupreme,
Tew are the merits that my life can claimy
Few, few the hopes that bid me {ue for heav’n,
Save what by thy valt mercy has been giv'n,
‘While in yon earthly goal this foul was pent,
Thou know’ft how righteous ftill was my intent,
5till did my fect thy facred paths purfue,
Tar as the weaknefs of frail man could do;
Then O do thou my juft intent approve,
O take me, take me to thy tender love;
What tho” too oft my frailty’s gone aftray,
Sure thy Son’s blood can wath thefe faults away.
Come then, my fon, great nature’s God replies,
Come tafte the boundlefs tranfports of the fkies,

' . While
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While thou wert mingled with the fons of duft,
We know thou didft as thou didft think moft jutt,,
And tho’ far dif’rent deems man’s darken’d mind, -
This is all heav’n €’er feeks from frail mankind.
The Godhead ceas’d, and firaight in fongs of praife,
Millions of faints their gladd’ning voices raife,-
All to their voices join their lyre’s {weet notes, -
‘While o’er the ethereal realms the mufic ﬂoats
Thus did, thev fing, O holy fpirit, rife,
Thou brlght, thou pure .defcendant of the fkies,
Rife from thy endlefs feas “of care below,
To tafte the raptulcs “that thefe realms beftow,
Thou fwe ctIy, whilft life’s low’ry maze you. trode,
With ev ry virtue cheer’dft the darkfome road,
Pure were thy deeds, mild temp’rance {fway’d thy force,"
Jult were thy actions, blamelels was thy cowrfe,
Then come our -endlefs fcenes of rapture prove,
Come tafte the bleflings of eternal love,
While we’ thy heav’nly choir in mufic join,
To fwell the tranfports of thy bli fa\mvmc,
- And thou, O great Creator, lov’c 4 of heavin,
By whom our endlefs joy, our being’s givin,
Thou, whofe all-ruling hand in this great foul,
Bid fuch perfeftions into ripenels roll, .
Still fhalt thou lizar cur fongs, thou Pow’r divine,
Breathe empire, honour, glory, praife be thine !
Nor deem, Blefd image of thy Father’s worth,
Thou mild Redeemer of the fons of earth,

Aasg ‘ - That
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That we to heav’nly grace ungrateful prove,
Or ceafe the chaunting of thy matchlefs love,
Love which, with fmiles ineffably ferene,
Forfook Heav'n’s glories for the fons of men,
Love, which foft fmiling from its blifsful height,
Now guides this hero to the realms of light.
But mid this gen’ral burft of facred joy,
Wolfe in deep thoughtful glooms ftill rolls his eye,
Still his fond heart, tho’ warm with life no more,
All-fondly flutters round his native fhore,
Much, much he dreads, opprefs’d with anxious fear,
‘What woes may rife to Albion from the war;
Heav’n’s high omnifcience faw, and ftraight a found,
Lcud as loud thunders bore thefe accents round :—
Soon, righteous fpirit, fince I {ee thy thought
Thus f1ill with earthly cares and doubts 1s fraught,
Soon fhall my hand, before thy boundlefs gaze,
Ope wide the annals of fucceeding days,
That thou may'ft there behold with joyful eyes,
To what a Licight thy country’s fame fhall rife.
Thus, while e great. Creator awful faid,
And boundlefs glories beam’d around his head,
Bright from the midft of all the dazzling blaze,
Streams forth a trail of pure ethereal rays,
Thele o’er Wolfe’s eyes in lambent curreﬁts’ play,
And wafh each mift, each earthly film away,
Then, to c?’erwhclm him with unmuatch’d delight,
‘What countlefs numbers burft upon his fight,

All

»
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All fate’s dark fchemes in one vaft profpet rife,

And all futurity fwift ftrikes his eyes, |
Then firft refiftlefs from the awful fky,

His dear Britannia drew his longing eye,

Around whofe thore high o’er the rolling tide,
With fierce, terrific, huge, enormous pride,

Two pouring fleets thick {warming adverfe {weep,.
And low’ring darken all the whirling deep,

One ;rm’d with myriads from fierce Gallia’s hoft,
Hangs threat’ning furicus o’er Britannia’s coaft,

- While-one fpread wide amnid the wat’ry roar,

Led by great Hawke,_protc'&s her facred fhore,
He then the firft, with huge o’erwhelming ire,

Bolds nobly on inroll'd in clouds of fire,

Black from his fide loud peals of thunder roars
That rend the deeps, that tear the cchoing fhore,
That ring the heav’ns with fierce rebellowing found,
And breathe wild flames and dire deftruction round ;
Struck at the horrors of the dreadful fight,

Before his thunders flies the Gallic might,

Hawke like a tempeft [couring o’er the main,
Dreadful purfues them o'er the wat’ry plain,

Some bow tueir flags to ’fcape the whelming {troke,
Some plunge beneath, fome roar to clouds of fmoke,
Some on rift rocks for baleful fafety run,

And fly to death, more furious Hawke to thun,
‘While Britain’s flag triumphant awes the main,

And eyes the terrors of the daftard train;
Thus,
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‘Thus, O great chief, thy all-o’erwhelming hand
Preferv’d from ruin’s gulf thy native land,
Thus did thy glorious deeds exalt thy name,
To the grand {fummit of eternal fame.
Straight to far weftern climes his fight he bends,
To fee what fortune there his arms attends,
There he beholds all-godlike Ambherft’s blade,
Wide o’er the land in conqu’ring pomp difplay’d,
Beneath its glare fecs France in ruin hurld, v
And tumbled headlong from the weftern world ;
Bright o’er the realms fubdu’d in glorious war,”
Britannia’s flag triomphZmt ftreams afar,
Beneath the terrors of its dreadful blaze,
Soon all the nations bow in dumb amaze,
From where round Florida old ocean flows,
To .where the northern pole is wrapt in fnows:,
Far to the fouth great Rodney next appears,
Swelling the glories of Britannia’s wars,
Rodney foredoom’d to keep the Gauls at bay, .
And rife the Hawke of fome fucceeding day,
Rais’d from the wounds, {o late receiv’d in fight,
'’he mighty Montton aids his conqu’ring might,
Before their terrors bows refiftance all,
"Till from the torrid world is chas’d proud Gauls
Then did bright joy, O Wolfe, thy foul elate,
To fee the fummit of thy hopes.complete,
When, fwift returning to Europa’s fhore,
Again . you view'd her mighty,cmpirés o’er, .

Therc
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There he fees ﬁruggle. thro’ war’s dire debate
A Godlike youth, o’er all fupremely great, -
Britain is funk, difgrace attends edch field,
Scar’d are her armies, and juft feem'd to yicld,
-When lo! the youth, with patriot love on fire,
Nobly fteps forth and dares the hoftile ire,
€heers his ftunn’d troops, foon hurls their foes in

flight, | |
And proves Britannia’s in a Granby’s might,
Straight at Britannia’s throne, with mournful brow,
Bourbon’s funk pride is humbly feen to bow,
Suppliant fhe feeks her vengeancé to afluage,
And begs fufpenfion from war’s dreadful rage 3
Britain fill rous’d at ev’ry found of woe,
Looks down with pity on the vanquifh’d foe,
Then nobly mild, with foft forgiving grace,
Grants the- glad bleffings of the wifh’d-for peace,
But not this kind compaflion to their woes,-
Could Iull the ‘ceafelefs malice of her foes,
E’en ere the peace fhe'd granted was complete,
They’d laid new projects to o’erturn her ftate,
Soon o’er the weftern world Wolfe’s wond’ring eyes,
Behold rebellion’s tow’sing front arile,
Rous’d by her voice all ruth in wild upfoar,
To picrce that breaft that bled for them before,
Straight falfe Batavia, France, and haughty Spain,

Back the proud efforts of the impious train,
And
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And rous'd by thém to fwell the dire alarms,
"Soon all the qul_dvz’g}:t_iqﬁ Britain feems in arlﬁ.s,
As #when fierce winds in mad Tornadoe’s roar,
’Round:fm‘ne.lowv ifland’s wave-encircled fhore,
In yvat_’ry .mountains, huge from ev’ry fide,
Pours o’er its plains the all-o’erwhelming tide, .
Loud roar the winds, trees, domes, whole towns they .

tear, ' ' _
Hoarfe thunders bellow, and dread light'nings glare,
Whelm’d in the winds, the waves, the thunders rages,
The ifle feems blatted from creation’s page;
Thus did the Eulge unnumber'd florms of war,
Pour'd in fuch pomp of horror from afar, .
With dire combuftion wrap. all: Albion: round,’
And ip;;widc"ru‘in all_her fplendor’s drown’d, .
"Il at their fierce affault her o’ertoil’d might,
Appear’d juft finking from its glorious height,
When lo! the piop, the guardian of the flate,
Great Rodney, rifes-to oppofe dark fate, -
To rifgue her .glofigs from the fhades of night,
And bid therh'blaze with more refulgent lizht,
Soon i in tall ﬂnps {wift darting o’er the main,
e hurls “dire ruin on the pow’rs of Spain;
Then to the weit on Conquefl’s wing he flies,
£nd waves his flag thro’ Cancer’s fultry fkics,
There on Batavia firft the frorm defcends,

Next on proud Gaul his conqu'ring wrath he bends, -
As
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As mighty a fleet as e’er old‘oc‘e;ixif:fafw;
Roll o’er his deeps, or give his empire law,
In one dread day he with fuch rage o'erturns,
Confounds, difperfes, captures, finks and burns,
That fcarce a veftige on the wat’ry plains,
Of all thé glorious armament remains, .
Then o’er.the ‘proftrate deep with wide controul,
 Britannia’s ftandards flame from pole to pole,
‘Where’er great Icodney. bears “his thunders round,
In meek fubjé'é’cioﬁ'rolls the 'vaft’ profound,
All is anon in filent horror fpread,
And not a trembling foe dares rear his head, -
Gaul, at the térror of his dreadful name,
Shrinks iuto port to hide her daftard fhame,
Yields the val empire of the wat’ry fpace,
And ftoops to grant an univerfal peace.
Then, O thou pure, thou great, thou Godlike chief,
Roduney, kind healer of thy country’s grief,
Shall not thy boundlefs glories hear our praile,
Give to their matchlels fame a length of days?
Yes, thy immortal deeds thro’ time fhall ftand,
D:2ds which from ruin’s gulf preferv’d thy land,
Straight, Wolfe, thy bofom heav’d with fond delight,
Once more when Britain fmiling rofe to fight,
Tor tho’ the wars, that late her fons had borne,
Some diftant members from her realms had torn,
Neter fhall this lofs o’ercloud her radiant name,
Put aid the progrcfs of her rifing fame ;

- Na
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No more her weak’ning pow’rs with wid’ning courfe,
Shall by too vaft expanfion lofe their force,

She, in herfelf colle&ed, fhall unite

To one huge focus all her gath’ring might,
Thence pouring dreadful on proud Gallia’s fhore,
Take a vaft vengeance for the wrongs fhe bore;
Now on bright London’s fpires he turns his eyes,
There he beholds ftrange varying fcenes arife,
There the great monarch, whom he ferv’d fo long,
Dark fate had mingled with death’s gloomy throng,
‘While his good grandfon, on blelt Albion’s throne,
Clad in unrivall’d rays of virtue fhone,

Then firlt with wonder, Wolfe, didft thou defery
A father’s mildnefs in a fov'reign’s eye,

All that earth’s bards of patriot monarchs fing,
Appears now realiz’d in Albion’s king,

His gentle deeds, his {ftill kind foothing hand,
Speak him indeed the father of his land,

Bufy he fhines with ever care-f%dught breaft,
Toiling to make three mighty nations bleft,
Difpenfing juftice, fhielding facred right,

Raifing funk merit, curbing lawlefs might,
Wiping pale forrow from affiition’s eye,

And pouring on the poor bright tides of joy.
Chas’d by his lenient {pirit from the fhore,

No more fell {caffolds teem with human gore,
As children he his fubjelts would reprove,

But grievid to tear them from his tender love,

& .

Nor
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Nor with lefs fplendid rays his matchles worth,

In arts of government amaze the earth,

Still does his fond, his kind- pwtemal care,

Watch o’er the fa ety of the land in war, -

Still do his wake @, eyes difdain to clofe,

"Till all his realms fecurcly may repole;

Long on the wond’rous prince Wolfe held his fight,

Still as he gaz’d, fill grew his fond delight ;

Then thus the Godhead——Well thow'lt view'd the
, worth

Of this bright virtuous paragon of earth,

Turn and thou fhalt, with equal joy, f{urvey

How his good fubjects his kind cares repay. .

He look’d, and mid the terrors of his friends,

T.o! the great monarch his fad bulk extends

On the pale bed of ficknefs, while around

Is nought but dire defpair and.anguith found, -

Wild are his looks, his brain’s in madnefs hurl’d,

Dim’d is that reafon which once 'lum’d the world,

Juft o’er his head grim death is {een to fland,

And for the laft dread blow to redr his hand,

Then o'er the realm his grief-ting’d fight he throws,

And o1 ’tis all one boundlefs fcene of woes ;

Flen as -all ranks their worldiy talks purfue,

Still, O greét king, each thought is bent on you,

How do they lean your varying ftate to hear, ,

How on” cach change ftill hangs their doubt, their

fear,

Bb Clouds
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Clouds 'of ‘fufpénfe involve the realm all o’er,
And from all eyes thick tears unceafing pour;
At length réliev’d from wild diffralting pain,
Lo! the good monarch rofe to health again,
Straight from 'his ‘réalms each darkf{ome gloom Twift
flies, ’ ,
Joy fwells all hearts, and lightens in all eyes,
Far, far behind each worldly care they fling,
And dréam of nought but gladnefs'and their Eilig:
Such’s the reward to virtuous monarchs giv'n,
And fuch th’ attention they ftill win from heav'n,
Jehovah then—Thus far T've giv'n to you,
The dark unfathom’d fchemes of fate to view,
That thus your terrors for your native thore,
Seeing her future glories might be d'er,
No foul that €’er in mortal fhackles lay,
Has €’er been favour'd as thou art to-day,
" Prefent and paft lie fubje& to their eye,
But dark futurity they ne’er can {py.
Here ceas’d thefe founds, with heavenly knowledge
fraught,
When firaight Wolfe’s ear the voice of mufic caught,
Sudden around, in fweet afcending notes, -
A gath’ring tide of facred mufic floats,
Wid'ning it fwells on wther’s warbling wing :
And all the heav’ns” with mild refpondence rif]g ;
Wolfe, while with'heav’nly joy he caught the found,
Sgraignt on ail fides he cafts his eyes around,
Far
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Far on bright glory’s Ieft his eyes behold,

High on exalted thrones‘ of fhining gold,

Of carth’s dead bards -a long majeftic train,

With awful alpeft and exalted mien.

Crown’d with bright gems each high majeftic throne,

Inﬂunmg rubies, dazzlmg topaz fhone,

Soft from each hand a fweet refounding lyre,

Swells with hdrinonioué breath the heavenly choir, |

While o’er each brow in fhades etherial play,

Green wreaths of laurel and eternal bay,

Here the immortal Homer holds his feat,

Grave, folemn, bold, majeﬂ»ical'ly gre.nt,

Rais’d in his hand that all enchanting lyre,

That rous’d to matchlefs deeds thro’ patriot fire,

Here the pure Mantuan bard, whofe milder worth

Soothed intc gér;tler virtues all the earth,

And daring Lucan, whofe unbridled firains

Comfort fair freedom in her galling chains.

Next a bright train of heavenly poets blaze,

Who “lumed the tuneful world in later days,

Taflo, who mounting thro’ the bleft abode,

Firft fang the glories of high heaven’s true Gods.

Milton, whofe bright, whofe all unfolding line, ’

Opes the vaft fecrets of the realms divine :

Then Parnel, Shakefpeare, Addifon, and Prior,

Pope and exalted Thomfon crown. the choir.

Here, as the {un \’Vit;:l clear refulgent blazg,

Hides the furrounding flars inferior raysy. ,
o Bba2 One
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One awful bard, with high majeftic mein,
Shines o’er the glories of the circling train,
Glorious aloft he fm@leé o’er all around,’ ,

And breathes flill fweeter harmony of found,
Wide as the warblings of his heavenly lyrc‘(; '
Sings the vaft praife of heaven’s immortal Sire,
Myriads of liftening angels rang’d around,

"The heav’ns, the flars, all feem in rapture drown’d,
All with more duteous awe behold their God,
And prefs’d flill clofer to his bleft abode,
Reverence the mercies that his grace imparts,
And find him rife ftill nearer to their hearts,
The mild Omnipotent beheld arife,

The wondering joys that Wolfe then flufh’d their eyes, -
Then with a facred {mile his lips eflay’d,

To fpeak the wonders of the mighty fhade.

Doft thou not know, once refident’ of earth,

That king, that glory of all tuneful wbrth,

There thines great Pope, whofe all enliv <aing hand
Fil’d with enchanting harmony thy land.

Learn hence late tenant of earth’s darken’d coaft, -
Of all external charms how vain’s the boaﬁv, ‘
He, while he buftled mid earth’s mortal {fwarm,

Could boaft no beauteous excellence of form,

Light empty fhade, the glitter of a day,

‘Which for a moment fhines, then flits away ;

Yet fee him now exalted to our fkies,

‘Where no frail eminence of form can rife,

o Unlefs

-
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Unlefs it fue for virtue’s facred aid, .

And deign to enter here beneath her fhade, .

But tho’ not gr,ca't of body, his pure mind

Was large, capacious, gen’rous, unconfin’d,

Free from each felfith littlenefs- of foul,

He lull'd the erring world with fweet .controul,

~ Pour’d round the gilo‘b@ that truth fo nobly bright,

‘That heav’n’s high‘will, and all that is, is right,

"Twas his foft \it;arbling tongue with gentle fway:

Firft taught to heav’ns high love the real way,

Taught to mankind that art fo fweetly true,

To pleafe themfelves, and pleafe: their Maker too,

To guide their joys thro’ piety’s fair road,

And up the paths of pleafuve walk to God. -

Know all the {acred bards that now thy eyes, .

Behold around in fplendid order rife,

Were once the minftrels of the werld’s frail ftage,.

And breath’d.round carth’s wic’:e‘ realms their tuneful’

rage, o

Though now their glorious {hades he rang’d above,..

Bafk in the radiance of. my endlefs love,

For while, with heav’nly.harmony of found,

They charm’d the ear of all the world around,

Still of their Maker’s boundlefs love. they fung, .

Of truth, of piety, their numbers rung ; ‘

This to. reward I reard them to this place,

To bafk in funfhine of eternal peace, 7
Bbg And
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And here they {till prolong the facred’ ftraim, -
And fing the glories of my endlefs reign,
But foon fhall ‘wond’rous fcenes to thee difclofe
The diff’rent fortune of their critic foes,
What direful pefts hang round their laft fad flate,
To {fcourge the fury of their envious hate. X
He look’d, and lo! beneath the warbling train,
Extends with glift'ning ftretch a cryftal plain,
Whofe broad wide opening glafs is feen to fliewr
The huge expanfion of the void below s
Here plac’d far diftant from the awful fkies,
He fees a vaft and clouded world arife,
Around whofe fhore a huge-‘unnmnbe'v"a croud,
Fierce, vengeful, dark, keen, turbulent and proud,.
Of critic fhades in wild confufion fwarm,,
Grim as the terrors of a gathering ftorm,
Eigh o’er their brows dark clouds of Envy rife,
Black with envenom’d rage toll round their eyes;,
Hate, furious fpleen; and every hidecus peft, -
Swells with malignant gloat their Toaded breait.
Envy, the emprefs of this hideous land,
Thron’d in majeftic horror takes her ftand,
Grim and terrific round her eye-balls roll, -
And’ fhoot new fury thro’ each’ fubje& foul;
But wond’rous here to tell with merc’lefs ire,
Now at the mandate’ 'of high heav'n’s dread Sire,
She to 2 penal dungeon turns this thore,
And punifhes: the crimes fhe nurg’d before 3

Fierce
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Fierce in each critic’s hand huge ferpents vife,
Flathing blue poxfon from her fiery eyes,

And ﬁrange to tell, with many a fearful éry,
Pourd from their brain loud fcreaming vultures fly,
Thefe with keen fury they effay to throw,

On fmili:ng merit- their eternal foe,'

Whofe lovely fhade for. ever flits in view,

To fwell the torments of the impious crew'

But- when' the goddefs waves her cireling wand,

In what ftrange horrors plunge her fubject band, -
Back on their lords the curling ferpents roll,

And dart their poifon in each groaning foul,
Een the fell vultures, mxmﬂers‘ of paim,

Dart back and riot in ‘their mafter’s brain, _

. Yet ftill far mightier torments round fhe throws,
Far mightier anguifh {well their hideous woes,
Lo! on the ground fhe treads her fubjedts all,

Up. to the heav’ns fhe turns each vifual ball,

There fhe compels their loathmg orbs to wait,

I’en on the glories of the bards they hate, |

As thro” the cryftal heavens their. rolling eyes,

Up- to the fplendc~s of their foes arife,

Oh! what keen pangs, their burning fouls now goré,

Oh! how: they gnafh their teeth, foam, ftart and roar;

And as they loathing. feek to turn away,

Eavy, with galling lafh, gonﬂrams their fay,

But chief on fmiling Pope they bend their eyes, .

Chicf from his glorious flate their pangs arife,
Still
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Still as they view his fweet celeftial form,

To louder tempelts fwells their mental ftorm,

Then do they wifh, with many a tear of woe,

That Envy ne’er had mark’d him for their foe,.

That they mifguided ne’er had difapprov’d -

Thofe heavenly charms. which fecretly they lov'd,

That they, like Wifdom’s fons, from his pure rays

Had drawn the fweets and comforts of their days;.

Then the Eternal Goodnefs gently cries :—

Behold what evils from foul envy rife,

Behold how thefe loft geniufes of earth,

Tho’ ]um’d.wi-th'many? ray. of mental worth,

‘When by her dark’ning hand in error hurl’d,

Would cloud each nobler light:that gilds the world,.

But thus thro’ ages.paft, and future timesy

My righteous Juftice punithes fuch crimessy

But now fair Virtue’s offspring learn from me,.

Left thy eyes wonder at the. {cenes they fee,

That thefe huge curling fnakes that merc’lefs roll, -

Their pois'nous fury thro’ each critic-foul,

Once the fell engines were, thro’ which their hand

Pour’d their truth-drowning torregts o’er the land,

And the fell vultures yon unfeeling train, |

"Who rend with pitilefs fangs. their tortur’d brain,

Were the foul monfters which they teem’d frém t;ﬁence,, .

To tear, the {inews of.all common fenfe,

All are thus chang’d by my fransforming willy

To make their punifhment more rightecus ftill; -
Ge
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Go then, my mild, my pure, tho’ earthlj fon,

Now all thy bufinefs with thy God is done,

Go to the verge of this our awful fky, ‘

To meet the tenor of thy endlefs joy,

There as on earth you glow’d for pure renown,

- With heav’n’s chief martial fame thy joys Il crown 3

For know that ev’ry clafs of thy dear race,

Who feck thro’ Virtue’s paths for endlefs peace,

Find,y when to Heaven they fly from earthly woe,-

A blifs with femblance to their deeds below, -

They, who for ‘tender piety and pray’r,

Scorn all the mean purfuits of earthly care,

Still pleas’d may worfhip in this bleft abode,

And -dwell' ftill neareft to their much-lov’d God;

'I‘-hofc who, ‘with“f’o’ft benevolcncé of mind,

Smile their {weet comforts round on all mankind,

Here guide the entrance of each earthly gueft,

And joy to make their fellow-creatures bleft ;.

Nor lefs thy earthly minif’cers of f{tate,

Who fteer by Virtue’s ftar a nation’s fate,

Here find a blifs congenial to their foul,

And o’er fond 'hicraréhiés -exert controul;

But the good' leader of a virtucus band,

‘Who fmiling falls to fave his native land,

Here in the front of all my hofts divine,

At heaven’s bright gates is endlefs doom’d to fhine,

T6 feare the tebel fiends to him ’tis givin, “

And find fweet tranfport from prote&‘ihg Heav'n,
Nor
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Nor think, as erring zcal would teach thy race,
Heav'n to {fome favounte felks confines her graces
irtue, *tis only thy all-nchteous lot,

And when or where thou_ grow’ft it matters not,
Whether ‘in Mecca, or‘bl_cv'ﬂi» Sion;s wall,

For heaven’s unbounded love ftill hangs. o’er. all.
Then the great {hade forfook the throne of God,,
And flew triumphant o’er the bleft abode,

Cler farry paths, O'er plains of heavenly flowers,
O’er fapphire. moﬁnts, o'er hiéh‘ éeleﬁiall towers,
Oer boundlefs empires,. throng’d with fons of light,
On foaring pinions he direéts his flig ht, o

At length arriv’d at Heaven’s exalted gate,

Before. the Sacred Hoft he Iights in ftate, ‘
‘Who here wide threat’ning point their fwords below,,
To mar the efforts of th” infernal fae,,

Left he to foul attempts, by frenzy d'riv%’n, :

Might feek once more to gain the throne of heav’n 5
Here as all blaze: the bright'ning-hero ftands,

To widening glories all his front expands,

High o’er his limbs, by pow’r celeftial thrown;.

A flaming fuit of hreavevn]_y‘ armour fhone,

High and more nobly grand’ his éfpe& role,

*Till o’ex the circling crowds his flature- grOwS,
Thus for the glorious deeds thou didft below,

Thou thro’ all vaft eternity fhalt glow,

There as on. earth Gaul fhook when aw’d by thee:
Thy name a terror to all hell thall be,

- "There
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Thére fhall all joys bloom  round thy facted Head,
Thy blifs exteriding 'és“th'y g101i‘es {ptead;
Meanwhile rourid loft Québec the conqu’ring pow 15
In various inovements, pafs the ev’ning "hours,
To various talks all take ’T‘thcir“é‘a"g'ef' way, |
Tafks that féém néedful to complete the day;
Some in vaft throngs from out the fanguine plain,
To feenes of réft condu& the captive train,
Some-the pzile‘vw\'c')uhdcd‘beé.r from off the thore,
Or cleanfe their ‘wounds, or faunch "the'f’crcéming

“gote,
Whilé fonie with hafte thiow wide the op’ning ground _
To give the num’rous dead one grave profound.
But lo! while they their pious toil purfue,
A mournful o‘bje’& éaﬁght their ﬁart]éd view,
Tamina rufling o’er th’ enfanguin’d plain,
Calls for kerlord, her’ dear loft lord, in vain,
Swept by the tempeft of her grief along,
Wildly fhe hurries’ 'mid the victor throng:—
Where, whete’ s Satagus, where’s my love, the cries,
While here, whﬂe there,. file rolls her piercing eyes,
But when, dread fgbt' extended on the ground,
His headlefs trunk all breathlefs pale fhe found,
Straizht with cold horrors froze her curdling blood,
Long time a fpéechlefs monument the ftood ;
Then to the pltymg heav’ns her frantic eyes,
‘Tl‘nrr d with w1ld gﬂef fhe throws, and thus fhe

CllCS —

Was't,
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Was’t, wags’t for.this, O moft malignant fate !
Such boundlefs joy thou gav'ft this foul fo late,
‘Was’t but to make thefe horrors {till the more,
Thou didft but yefterday my love reftore ?

Yet though, my lord, thou art for ever flown,
Think not Tamina here will weep alone ;

No, thou bleft vifion of my laft dear night,

Thy voice inftruéts me to attend his flight, -
Soon fhall from earth rhy foaring foul take wing,
Soon to thy breaft once more T'll joyful {pring,
Soon, for e’en now, I view thee from above,
Spread wide thy eager arms to meet thy love,
She {poke, the frenzy of her hand {wift found

A blood-ftain’d fword, that reeking prefs’d the ground,
Then with the ftrength of all-diftraéting woe
Dreadful {he gave the laft, the fatal blow.

She falls, her foul firaight flits to uppéi‘ air,

And joys to find her lov’d Satagus there.

Now God-like Townfhend, bent on high renown,
Nobly refolves t” invedt the tott’ring t’own, '
Firft by keen toil, by all o’er conquring tkill,
High up the fteepy tow’rings. of the hill,

A {mooth and ample road he taught to wind,
Where war’s dire engines a fafe courfe rﬁ-ight ﬁr;d, 7
Soon up this lofty path, with \labour great,

All war’s fell implements are wheel’d in flate,
Mortars molt huge with gaping thro;ﬁg wide {pread,
Fierce yawning cannon, and vaft piles of Jead,

Mountains



L 28 ]

Mountains of po’nd’fous fhells high charg’d with woe,

Ard feas of nitrous grain to blaft the foe,

Next on the crown of Abram’s cloud-capt height,

Tow’ring he fpreads his wid’ning camp to fighe,

‘White as the foam that wraps old ‘ocean round,

When whirl’d in tempefts boil his deeps profound,

So white, fo vaft with glitt’ring afpect {pread,

Britannia’s tents o’erfhade high Abram’s head,

To guard the camp and hem the city round,

Straight he prepares to raife a threat’ning mound, -

On ev’ry fide to work his {quadrons fall,

And eager firain to pile the circling wall,

From flank. to flank a wid’ning fofle they {pread,

To guard from foul furprize their length’ning head,

Rapid aloft the growing bulwarks rife,

And heave enormous thro’ the op’ning fkies;

‘When rous’d to envy at their rapid courfe,

Lot all the clements unite their force,

(Fer heav’n’s broad dark’ning front they dreadful frown,

And let with thund’ring crafh their fury down,

Swift o’er the circuit of the trembling world,

Burf the loud bellowing'winds tempeftuous hurl’d,

Fierce the vaft pouring rains defcending roar,

Like 2 huge ocean o'er the ftreaming thore,

And at dvead jutervals the thunders found,

Mark’d by the light'nings flath rolls furious round,

Thus while four funs to bring revolving day,

Wrapt iu thick g!oo{ns ptirfu’d their chearlefs way, _
Cc ’ Still
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Siill the big tempeft blufters round the cdaft,
And threats with death, with darknefs; Albion’s hoft
In vain they toil, they brave the angry ikies,
In yain their mounds, their growing bulwarks rife, '
Still as they rife the winds- the rains roar round,
And heave the mighty labours to the ground, »
Sweep them from thence, or whelm them in the flocd,
‘While their chill’d rigourffreeze each foldier’s blood.
Thus while datk lowring fortune frown’d around, -
Nobly ferene was God-like Townfhend found,'
Still in all-gracious Heav'n he plac’d his truft,
For Heav'n he knew muft fide with one fo juft;
Now here, now there, along the ftormy fhore,
Steady he moves thro’ all the tempefts roar,
Ev'n the chill’d troops that verg’d to death’s cold reign,
Rous'd by his prefence fpring to toil again.” -
Nobly once more, ’gainft all the circling ftorms,
He taught the lines to vear their'gatheﬁng forms;
He fills the breaches, cleal*s“the‘opening grounds,
Remounts the guns, comipletes the- tow’ring mounds,
*Till by the fulnefs of his gloricus care,
Once more their threat’ning fronts feem meét for war,
Straight ftruck with horror at their dreadful frown,
A fudden panic feiz’d the trembling town,
Swift from their gates, unbarr’d with wild aﬂ'r‘i"é;ht, ‘
A fuppliant herald iffuing rofe to fight,
Loudly he blows the'echoing tramp of peace,

© And founds for mercy to the Britith race;

Townthe: d
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Townfhend high gladdening views the fears of France,
Bu:t bids. with courteous fmile her chief advance,
Into his awful prefence inftant led,
The herald ha‘ﬂien’d,_tand thus humbly  faid :—
Oh! thou great chief, all.England’s glorious boaft,
Thou God-like leader of . this matchlefs hoft,
No more our. rage .prolongs the. dire alarms,
B:ut__yie‘ldsr {ubmiffive to thy congu’ring -arms,.
NQF can our gwful king’s all thoughtful foul,
Blame that we.bow beneath thy dread controul;
Still to_the wosld our juft, excufe fhall be,
Thgt, we furrender’d to great Wolfe and thee,
This to our fall thall reconcile the earth,
For fure ’tis madnefs to oppofe fuch worth; -
But oh! thou great, thou kind, thou glorious chief, .
To ;:alm the rigour .of my country’s grief,
Speak the dread terms we muft from thee reccive,
But fuch, oh! let them be as fuit the brave.
Fear not, my cla_untle_(fs friend, the chief rejoin’d,
That c’er. our .fcornful pride fhall wound thy mind, -
Such are the terms thou fhalt from us receive,
As fuit a hoft like.thine that’s calmly brave,
For genuine worth difdains to fharpen woe,
Or load with, galling. chains.a vanquifh’d foej. .
Know firft each guiltlefs individual here,
S’hali fiand exempt from all the frowns of war,
That they fecure from every pang of ftrife, -
Shall hold each comfort of their former life,

‘ - . C c2 . Each
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Each righteous fource of wide unbounded wealth,
And each pure means of happinefs and health,
Nor lefs religion.round the {miling fhore,
Shall hold the fteady courfe the held before 3,

Still fhall her fons fecurely feeck their God,

By the fame paths they formerly have trod,

¥or know Britannia’s foul difdains to war

With weak, but guiltlefs men, for modes of pray’r;
But each vaft fort in yon exalted town,

Hufl lay their pride and towering ftandards down;
All the huge flores that gorge yon towering wall,
Of cannon, mortars, fulphur, bombs and ball,
Mult be furrender’d ‘at my high command,

To the difpofal of my (overeign’s hand;

Howe’er to {ooth your grizfs, ye {ons of Gaul,

All martial honours fhall attend your fall, ‘

E’en as you march from out yon conquer’d line,
Aloft in glory fhall your ftandard fhine,

High in your front blaze forth yaur daiz]ing arms,
Charg’d as if crown’d for thundering war’s alarms,
Loud echoing trumpets thafl your courfe'proclaim,‘
And ftamp your fhort difgrace with matks of fame :
Thefe, oh! my dauntlefs Vfri_end, now foe no more,
Thefe are the gentle terms I'grant thy fhore,

For tho’ my {oul beats high for glory’s charms,

I hate the horrors that attend 6n arms,

. And €’en, while worlds applaud my conquering {teel,

I mourn the anguifti that the vanquifl/d feel.
So
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So fpoke the. God-like chief, the Gaul withdrew;.
And towards .the gates with: labouring bofom flew,.
Soon as the town had learn’d his fad fuccefs,
All with a tearful fmile their joy exprefs,
Then to the foe fling wide each opening gate,
And yield: fubmiffive to their lowering fate s
Swift the loud conquering bands, with glorious found,
Pour in their {warming crouds: from all around,
Drums, trumpets, clarions, bellowing fhouts arife,.
They rend the fireets, the rocks, the vecyhoing.fkics,» B
Wide o’er walls, turrets, palaces and towers, .
Britanniz’s flag: its inftant g .ory pours,,
Yet thro’ this thundering joy, with fmiling fway,
Still mild humanity- qon(iuc:l‘s their way,
Still her calm x;oic;e?'y with foft perfuaﬁvé might,
Controuls the f'allics of their wild delight,
Holds back their {words from every fanguine blow,.
And fhieids the ‘poor mhabltants from woe: v
"Thus, oh! great I‘own{hend did thy God-like worth.
Subdx,e this glory of t”lc wef’:ern earth,
Thus wnh mlld temp’ rate zeal, thy awful hand
Crowp’d the vaft w1fhe., of thy native land;
For thlS great deed thro’ all fucceeding days,
While warnors deeds fhall, {hme, or. worlds fhnll przufe,
High oer Lhy brow etgmal laurcls fpread

hall beam vaﬁ glorxes round thy facred hcad
And ev’n when eartH {hall grme thv mortal frame,

Thefe matchl fs ho*x, ars thall adgry tl.y name, )
Ccg ‘ Now
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Now from Quebec, at Townthend’s high'command,
A nimble veflel feeks Britannia’s ftrand, ‘
There to difclofe how fell her darling fon,
And what high fame her conquering arms had won;
There when arriv’d, round all Britannia’s {hoves,
The joyful news of conqueft fwift the pours,
Soon as the realm had learn’d that haughty Gaul,
Beneath her conqu’ring chief had deign’d to fall,.
Straight all het coafts, her plains, her cities round,
Rife to wild joy, and breathe a gladd’ning found ;
But when at length a paufe of loud acclaim,
Gave to the vpice the mournful voice of fame,.
Time to the rapture of the land to tell,
How in the fequel her brave hero fell,
Inftant dark glooms involve all Albion’s race, .
Tranfport finks down, and grief ufurps her place,
Tears of regret pour forth from ev’ry eye, -
And clouds of woe fucceed to fmiles of joy; -
Ditt, tho” fage wifdom ever fill'd his mind, -
Like a mere mortal in their anguifh join’d,
Much tho’ he joy'd that humbled was proud Gail,
Much was his forrow for his friend’s fad fall 5
Slow, where his monarch holds his awful feat,
Now mov’d the woe-rapt: guardian of the ftate,
Him at his council-board ferene he .vfound,
‘With crowds of glitt’ring courtiers rang’d around;
8till his great foul, intent on what may beft,.’
Tend to fecure hisemuch-lov’d Albion bleft,

Joyful

i
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Joyful the rev’rend monarch fees. advance
The fage controuler of the- pride of France,
‘Rous'd at the fight his kindling fpirits rife,
And youthful gleams flath o’er his. aged eyes,
But on his vifage, when he fees exprefs’d
The warring paflions that difturb his breaft,
Straight with a fmile he greets the God-like man,
And thus with foft and courteous air began :—
Say, my good friend, thou prop of Albion’s throne,
S‘aj, from what fource breaks forth this ftruggling
groan, .
.Say, what wild varying carés thus paint thy eye,
Now in fuch figns of grief, and now of joy s
Say, and if -aught thy fov’reign’s hand can do,
Long thefe firange cares fhall not o’erburthen you.
To whom the woe-rapt minifter rejoin’d,
My lord, no private griefs difturb my mind,
4 Greatly-.tranfcending gladd’ning news I bring
To my lov’d country, and to thee my king;
Quebec has. funk beneath our conqu’ring pow’rs,
And all the vaft .Canadian tracts are ours.
Praife to thy heav’nly care, the monarch cries, ‘
O! thou all. gracious-Lord, all juft and wile,
Praife toithy boundlefs, vaft Almighty Pow’r,
That crowns my every hope in this blefs’d hour,
Now to thy awful throne with [miles I'd go,
Since my lov’d -Albion’s land has crufl’d her foe s _
But
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But fay thou beft good man; that heav’n could give,
Does the great leader of our army live ?

Stands our ftill darling Wolfe fecure from fate,

To meet the recompence of deeds {o great?

Oh what unrival’d gifts {hall crown. his worth, |

And raife him fmiling o’er the envious earth.
No, my lov’d prince, no more, the ftatefman faid,
No more {hall kingly gifts adorn his-head, -

Fall'n is our chief beneath foul Death’s cold hand,.
A brave, brave vitim, for his native land; .
‘Whole mournful months he toil’d with cealelefs care,
‘While worlds of frowning dangers check’d the war,,
"Till by his conftant, fteady zcal at length,. '

He gave a fatal blow to Gallia’s ftrength,

Then with a gloricus fmile he met grim, death,
And in bright vi&'ry’s arms refign’d his breath.
Wolfe, art thou gone, the ftartled monarch cries,
While a fwift tear burfts o’er his aged eyes ?. '
Gone if thou art, if thou indeed art flain,

All, all my deafbought victories are vaing;
Triumphs then hence, on me unwifk’d ye fall,
Wolfe, whom T've loff, was more than worth ye all,
Vi&'ries and fame, ani Glory’s much-fought charms,
Chance ne’er could fail fome times to give oﬁr arn‘,ls ;'
But, O! -one chief, one God-like chief likfz,thee,
Ages may. feek in vain, but ne’er fhall f@é,

Thou wert undu@nted,'gcn’rous, Abrz,vé and - juft,
True to thy fov'reign,. faithful to thy truft, . ' ,
Yet
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Yet calm and nobly free thou held’ft thy foul,
Nor meanly yielded to each bafe controul. ot
Reafon alone thou would’ft, untry’d, obey,

And fcorn’d each earthly power that mock’d her fway,
Heav’n knows how muich I priz’d a work thus great,
Beyond the flavith {ycophants of ftate;

But fince, O! gen’rous Pitt, all-ruling Heav'n

Has to foul Death’s cold doom our champion Siv'n,
Let to his great remains our cares be juft,

And thow'r their fondnefs on his much-lov’d duft, -
Let o’er his mournful tomb, with weeping eyes,' '
A fad lamenting monument arife, .

That fhall thro’ endlefs time with forrow tell,
How for his much-lov’d land he bravely fell,

Nor fhall the great farviving chief depart

‘Without an offring from my thankful heart ;
Townfhend who, chearful as the fmiles of May,
Light, .lively, graceful, affable and gay,

Lumes with bright fpaikling wit the jocund ring,
And fhines of focial mirth the fprightly king ; l
Yet, who, :\'vhe‘n"gIOry calls him from afar,

Can rife with equal ftrength to fhine in war,

Can fly thefe dear thefe gay feftivious charms,
And rufh undaunted to the fields of arms,

Then on TFame’s tow’ring wing outftrip the flight,
Of chiefs whofé ev’ry thought was giv'n to fight,
'He fhall, I"fay,"'from out our high regard,
Meet for his God-like deeds a great reward, ,
' Titles
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Titles of glorious found his name fhall grace;
Anud fpread vaft honours o’er his future race.
But go, my friend, left wide o’erwhelming woe
Should fink the fpirits of this land too low,
Go and command each clamorous fign of joy,
At our vaft fame oer all the realm to fly,
This for a time perhaps may foothe the grief,
That drowns the nation for her late loft chief,
Great Pitt, his fovereign’s mandate to obeyy
Now moves with flow and penfive fteps away,
Fault’ring his tongue commands loud -joys to rife,
‘While grief in tears forbids it from his eyes, °
Swift at the word bright joy expanding ‘wide
Yours thro’ the land her all-o’erwhelming tide,
At her loud call huge bellowing cannons roar,
Their thouts in thunders o’er the echoing fhore,
Bells with wide warbling clang' dance nimbly rounds, .
And chime the raptures in harmonious found ;.
Then from the front, with high enlivening powers,
Of towns, walls, cities, palaces and towers,
In pouring rays burfls forth a blaze of light,
That gilds with countlefs funs the fhades of night,
That thowering round a flood of glorious day,
Drowns the faint palenefs of the lunar ray;
But vain, alas! are all thefe pageants found,
All thefe proud fhews of joy that flame around,
Pale and wide faddening o’er the nation’s foul,
Deep mufing {orrow holds her dull controul,

Holds
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Hplds up no obje& but ‘their-dear loft chief,

And turns loud fhouts of joy to fhrieks of grief.

Meanwhile Conf’cantxa, in the arms of reft,

Vields to fweet vifions all her thoughtlefs breaft,

Light ¢’ er her h»eart‘ in flatt’ring fmiles they roll,

Nor bring one boding to. alarm her foul;

Soon as gfeat Wolfe to war’s fell clime had flown,

And left her all difconfolate alone,

In rural fcenes the’d fought a calm retreat,

Far from the hateful pomp of noify ftate,

There/wnh fad lonely grief her fate to mourn,

And ﬁgh in ceafelels tears ’till Wolfe’s return,

Hither the good,. the fage Materna too,

Studlous of nought but fad Conftantia flew,

Here had {he ftrove, with ftill kind foothing care, .

To charm her ouefs, and roufe her from defpair,

For hoary years full well her foul had taught

How vam, how fatal’s melancholy though,

Here all the charms that Nature’s {miles fupply,

Soft op’ nmg b'loomd to plcﬂ'e the. penfive eye,

Wide round the dome, m fair afcending rows,

Gardens of graceful trees then fhades difclofe,

On whofe gay waving boughs, in golden hue,

Auturan difplays her rip’ning flores to view,

Soft o'er the ﬂﬁ‘dy ﬁ,;—ce that lies below,

ThOLfands of fmxhng ﬂow rs gay varying glow,

All that expanded Autumn brings to cheer,

Thc bloom»dvckd bunal of the parting year; -
Calm
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Calm thro’ this flow’ry maze, with tinkling fong,
A filver ftream {low. winding fteals along,

Bright on the mirror of whofe cryftal tide
‘Shine all the bending trees in graceful pride.
Now from her faffron bed the mo\rn'arofe,

And thro’ the kindling eaft in crimfon glows,
Before her pouring'rays: the clouds divide,

And ope a paffage for the glorious tide,

Swift, “at the chearful fummons of the fkies,

All the wak’d fons!. of earth in’ crowds arife,
Beafts, birds and infects, o'er the dewy plain,
The herds, the bleating flocks, the tranquil {wain,
All from their nightly haunts now teem away,’
To hail the g]ories,of the rifing days -
Wak’d from the flow’ry vale of fweet repofe,
Straight with rous’d nature fair Conftantia rofe,
Forth to the fuir’s bright cheer ﬂ-ie“penﬁve moves,
"o take her u{tu'al faunter thro’ the groves,

%iace that dark day whfn Wolfe foxiook her arms,
Life’s fweets to barter for vain glory s charms,

Still was fhe wont at dawn’ tp wander oO'er
" Fach fhade, each urbor, t’rod by Inm before,

For there her dear loi Wolfe Onu, bleft her fight,
~ And there ‘ev'n. {lill fhe finds a {ad delight ;

Soon as her mo1mm pilgrimage {he ends,

Back to the dome her mufing fteps fhe bends,
Here, whien arriv’d with caufelefs fears oppreft,

She feels: ﬁramrc bodings hﬁng to her breafl,

Soon
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Soon as the gates their op’ning folds unclofe,
Straight to her fight the fage Materna rofe,
Gleams of bright joy flath o’er her aged eyes, ’
And thus with fwift and flutt’ring voice the criesi— -
Come, O my child, thou pride of heav’n’s {weet charms !
Come to thy fond, thy joyful mother’s arms,
Come for thy Wolfe, -yes Wolfe, my love, ¢en he
-Soon gives' that name, that tender name to theey
He is all glorious, God-like, as he ought, -

His peerlefs worth has boundlefs wonders wrouglht,
He has o’erwhelm’d the pride of haughty Gaul,
And taught her. towns—her great Montcalm to fall,
And now he comes, all crown’d with glory’s charms,
To blefs our deat, 6ur long expelting arms;

Juft now the gladd’ning tidings reach’d my ear;
And much it joys me that I’ve found thee here.
Rapid as light thefe grateful founds impart,
Quick. tides.of joy to fair Conftantia’s heart,

Swift. thro’ her veins the boift’rous torrents rife,
And dance in raptures round her {parkling eyes,

Far frofn her brow each former anguifh fled
“Thus with a wild and fluttring voice fhe faid :—
Now thou art kind, »“paﬂ: kind, -all gracious heav’n,
Now to my hope. thow'ft ey’ry rapture givn,

Shall T once more with Wolfe’s lov’d fight be bleft,
Shall I once more in his fond arms be preft ?
Avaunt, ye griefs, ye woes that frown’d before !
Wolfe is return’d, and all my woes are o’er.

Dd : But,
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But, © my mother, thou much honour’d damey
Tor {oon, ah fmiling hope, thou’lt bear that name 3
Pardon that thus I rave with wild delight, )
Sure T muft joy when Wolfe’s to blefs my fight,
If ¢er thy bofom felt a blifs divine, '
Thou wilt not blame the joy that raves in mine,
Since that fad day, when he at Fame’s command
Forfook his promis’d bride, his native land,

S¢ill did thy tender care, all {fweetly kind,

Watch o’er each rifing anguifh of my mind,
Toil this fad brow to cheer with fmiles of thine,
Veiling thy ev’ry grief to foften mine,

For this when my dear lord fhall foon returm,
And I thy then blefs’d child fhall ceafe to mourns;
Chief, fhall this datling aim my thoughts engage,
To gild with peace thy dear declining age,

My ev'ry deed fhall move but by thy will,

And thy foul’s pleafure be my tranfport flill.
Scarce had the {poke when lo! diffolv’d in tears;
_All breathlefs pale a meflenger appears, »

Soon on his vifage their ftunn’d cyes {wift roll,
They fee the grief fierce lab’ring in his foul,

Struck with affright their tongues, eyes, geftures all,
Seem for the dreadful fecret loud to call;

Long time, by mild humanity repreft,

He held the dreadful fecret in his breaft,

At length like thunder to their ears he {poke, .

And from his lips '\Wolfe"s fate tremendous broke ;

- Pafk’d
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Dafl’d for a while in fadly dumb amaze,
~ Frantic in {peechlefs agonies they gaze,
Then with loud fhrieks Conftantia flings aroﬁm?,
Plunges to earth, and tears the guiltlefs ground,
Crufb’d by the weight of grief’s enormous might,
Now, in a fwoon, the fick’ning finks to night,
Now, with loud {creams, revives to all her pain,
Then fereaming fwoons, and wakes, and {woons againg
Straight from the earth {he’s madly feen to rife,
‘While thus with wild and frantic voice fhe cries :—.
Gone, art thou gone, thou fource of, all delight!
"Thou pride, thou joy, thou glory of my fight;
Goue art thou hence, alas! for ever flown,
And haft thou left me, left me here alone ? )
Times there once were, blefs’'d times that mock’d at
woe, )

Thou wouldft not pain thy poor Conftantia fo,
Then thou wouldft joy to meet thefe eager arms,
Nor fly from love to Glory’s curft, - curft charms :
Yet tho thow’rt Match’d thus cruel from my fight;,
Grief foon fhall teach me to attend thy flight,
Soon will 1 ‘drag the pitilefs tyrant death,
And force his hand to {top this hatelul breath ;
Then will T bafk, in fpite of all my.pain,
In the lov’d funfhine of thy eyes again,
Whelm’d in the potence of its dread controul,
Sidce the firlt fhock of grief Materna’s foul

Dd2 In
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In a dark cloud vof ftupefaction lay,

That wrapt her fight and fhut out chearful day s
Reafon at length returning to her mind,

Woe fills her foul, no comfort can fhe find,

Till on her knees fhe falls with pious care,

And thus to pitying heav’n prefers her pray’r:—-
Oh, thou all righteous, pure, prime fource of peace,
Thou kind, kind foother of our haplefs race,

Oh! let thy pitying ear now mild incline

To an unbounded grief, a grief like mine:

Oh! let thy heavenly grace its fhield impart,

To brave the numerous {tings that rend my heart;
Wolfe I have loft, a fon, whofe tender care

Once fcreen’d my helplefs age from black defpair,
He is, alas! for ever fnatch’d away,

And I to ruthlefs anguifh left a prey;

Where can my foul, oh! then for fuécour flee?
Where but, all-healing Piety, to thee,

*Tis but in thee, fweet Piety, I'll find,

A foft, a foothing balm to calm my mind;

Then, oh kind Heaven, fend down this gracious gueft |
To fmile {weet comfort on my tortured breaft.

As thro’ dark faddening clouds the fun from high,
Burfts with {ferening beams, and chears the tky, '
So thro’ the difmal gloom that. wrapt her foul,
From Heaven’s all-pitying fmile afl’t comforts roll,
Swilt o’er her cheeks a bright’ning calm is fpread,
While to the frantic maid thus calm fhe faid :—
Cezale,
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Ceafe, my lov’d child, this ftorm of grief forego,

For thame, for fhame, difpel this cloud of woe,

Have I not loft my Wolfe, my hero too ?

Yet fee thefe eyes difdain to weep like yous

Had he but fhrunk beneath the conquering foe,

Had he but bafely met the glorious blow,

Then this fad breaft, this haplefs breaft indeed,

Like yours, fhould madly figh, fhould weep, thould
bleed ;.

But fince he funk all crown’d with Glory’s charms,

theldmg his native land from threat’ning harms,

Since for his God-like life he’s grafp’d at fame,

And left o endlefs times a deathlefs name,

Say, fhould we weep at his tranfcending fate,

No—we fhould joy, that he expird fo great.

T had a tender lord, kind, faithful, mild,

I had a gentle, fond, and duteous child,

They, with inceffant care, ftill conftant ftrove

To raife my f{welling joys with watchful love,

They, like two friendly ftars, with kindly rayé

Still beam’d {weet comforts o’er my tranquil days,

And when my dear lov’d lord from me was torn, l

And I in thefe fad weeds was left to mourn,

Stll did my dérling fon my woes affuage,

And fhield from black defpair my helplefs age;

But now, oh fate! I'm friendlefs, left alone,

Tor now my laft dear hope’s for ever flown,
' - Yet
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Yet fee, my child, for fuch ah! ftill thou art,
Grief has not rent this poor affliCted heart,
See ceven ftill my foul can bear to ‘live,
And {miling meet what heaven is pleas’d to give.
Ceafe, ceafe, my child, then ceafe this fruitlefs grief,
Come, like thy tender mother, {eek relief,
Think, think how vain, how fruitle{s ’tis to mourn,
When the dear friend we weep muft n€’er return,
Like me refort to Piety’s fair charms,
And lofe thy forrows in her gentle arms,.
There when thy pénﬁve foul fhall feek relief,
Thou’lt find the healing balm for all thy grief, -
And there thou’lt find that. we fhould meekly ftill
Bear whate’er comes from Heav’n’s Almighty will.
As a fair landfcape which a ftorm’s black low’r,
Late wrapt in darknefs and involv’d all o’er,
When the bright fun pours forth his conqu’ring light,
“Breaks from the gloom once more and fpriﬁgs to fight,
‘While all diforder’d feem its trees and flow’rs,
Marr’d by the preflure of the new fall'n thow’rs,
Thus when Materna’s voice, with {fweet controuly
Still’d the fierce tempeft in Conftantia’s foul,
Freed from the wilder whirlings of defpair,
Straight {he afflumes a fadly tranquil air,
And while in the deep languor finks her mind,
Thus to Materna fhe with fighs rejoin’d :—
Yes, thou fweet foothing foul, for thy kind care,
;?‘11 [e;k to free this brealt from . foul defpair,

o ' Yes,
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Yes, at: thy kind requeft Tll ceafe to mourn,
Tho’ my lov’d dear loft Wolfe muft ne’er return :
Oh, my lov’d Wolfe, at that once charming found,
Again my ftruggling foul’s in anguifh drown’d,
Again with kéen, keen -pangs,‘my heart is torn,
And all my weak refolves to air are borne,
Thou wert all faithful, fpotlefs, pure of mind,
Thou wert all' gentle, gen’rous, foft and kind,
Tho’ thy great foul flam’d high in Glory’s charms,
How wouldft thou {mile in thy Conftantia’s arms,
Here thou wert yielding, mild, compliant, all,
Mild as thou ne’er hadft rous’d at Glory’s call;
But now, alas! thow’rt laid on Death’s cold bier,
And T am friendlefs, left dejected here,
Sunk, funk thou art, beneath foul War’s alarms,’
And nought but endlefs grief muft fill thefe arms;
But if thy fhade can wander from above,
Ah! come, and calm my griefs, come {oothe my love,
‘With watchful care ftill hover o’er my head,
And as you lov’d me living, guard me dead.
But fince, Materna, ’tis thy fond requeft,
Tll {feck from keener woes to free my breaft,
Still to my God my conftant pray’r fhall rife,
Still will I fue him with my tears and fighs,
"Il he fome kind, fome pitying cherub fend,
This poor rent foul from frenzy to defend;
Here-in this calm retreat let us {till dwell,
Tor fure {uch calm befits fuch forrow well,

Here
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Here in this peaceful folitude let’s fiay,
And weep in mutual tears our pangs away,
"Till by the full indulg
‘We, in the lap of forrow, find repofe.
Then, in abhorrence of detefted day;

She to a dark apartment bends her way,

ence of our woes,

There on congenial glooms to feaft her eyes,
And pine her mournful days in endlefs fighs,
Tar from the hateful world indulge in woes,
"Till the kind hand of Death fhall bring repofe.
Soon fage Materna, urg’d by anxious pain,
Purfues Conftantia to Affliction’s reign,

There with kind words, with ev’ry foothing art,
She tries to calm the anguith of her heart ;

Yet, while fhe fpcak, her own fad brows refume
A deeply penfive melancholy gloom! .

r I N.I &
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4CCOUNT or tue PROCEEDINGS
(o] F THE
ABECEDARIAN SOCIETY
INSTITUTED For THE
‘RELIEF OF IREDUCED SCHOOL-MASTERS,
AND THEIR DISTRESSED FAMILIES,'

Dusrin, March 28:h, 1488.

IT is generally acknowleged that the education of
youth, 1s a profeffion no lefs honourable in itfelf than
important to fociety, and yet it is a2 melancholy truth,
that gentlemen who dedicate their lives to that arduous
undertaking, precluded as they are from active exer-
tion in the more lucrative purfuits of fortune, become
too frequently in declining age claimants on huma-
nity; nor is it to be wondered at, that they feldom
realize acquifitions for which their fituation, and unre-
mitting attention to literature, naturally create an in-
difference—to fay nothing of the difficulties they are
expofed to, in other refpeéts, too obvious to need re-
cital. Such. confiderations weighing with feveral of
the principal teachers of this metropolis, they conven-
ed a number of mafters for the purpofe of forming a
fociety upon the principles of Chriftian benevolence,
which by uniting them together might not only perpe-
tuate a good underftanding and harmony amonyg them-
felves, but alfo contribute to the honour and advance-
ment of letters. The title of the Abecedarian Society
having been adopted as confonant to the inftitution,
a general ballot {fucceeded ; a prefident and trea{urf:-r
were elefted, and a fecretary appointed to note their

proceedings; it was then unanimoully refolved, in-
ftead
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ftead of devoting to "the pleafures of the table any
fubfcription which they might be inclined to promote,
to apply it towards raifing a fund for the relief of re-
duced teachers and théir indigent families.. The: de-
fign is indifputably liberal, and if charity and ‘benevo~
lence be not merely ideal, cannot fail of public coun-
tenance and {upport. R

© With a {mall affitance from the public and the
concurrence of their brethren, who are noét deaf to
humanity, or infenfible of the precarious tenure of
profperity, the Abecedarian Society, on thefe princi-
ples, conceive hopes of a permanant eftablithment,
and that they may be enabled to purfue their charita-
ble purpofes with effet.

The following refolutions, calculated for their fu-
ture dire€tion, which will more fully explain the pur-
port and fcope of this aflociation, are now fubmitted
to general infpedtion—-

BrsoruTions of the ABECEDARIAN SOCIETY.

1ft. That the fociety thall be conduéted by four
officers, viz. a Prefident, Trealurer, Secretary, and
Colle€tor, who are always to be fchool-mafters, as
upon them muft neceflarily devolve the great labour
and anxiety connefted with the eftablifhment. and
fupport- of the inftitution. - -
2d. - That the officers fhall be aflifted by a commit-
tee of fixteen; twelve of whom to be {chool-mafters,
the other four honorary members, and that this com-
mittee, in conjunétion with the officers, thall have
power to make by-laws; provided always, fuch by- -
laws coincide with the true intent and {pirit of thefe
~“¢onititutional regulations. . ,
3d. That every 26th day of March, unlefs it fhould
fnll‘on _Sunday, being the anniverfary of the Society’s
m{htutlon, a general meeting fhall be held, and the
oihicers and committee for the enfuing year then eleét-
ed: after which, it is intended, the members fhall
dine
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dine together at their own private expence ; not out
of the fund of the Society. | o
+i4th. That every member fhall pay, or caufe to be
paid one guinea at the time of admiflion, and, exclu-
five of the admiflion fine, half a guinea, the day of
meeting, on, or next after the 26th day of March and
26th'day of September refpeétively, being one guinea
annual fubfcription to the ufe of the inftitution only;
in cafe of default after due notice in writing, figned by
the prefident and iffued by the fecretary, the defaulter,
on failure of payment by the 4th night of mecting, fub-
fequent to fuch notice, fhall forfeit all claims and pri-
vileges as a member of the fociety, not to be reftored
but by application to the next general meeting of the
body, and fully difchargiiig the arrears incurred.

sth. That the collector thall account with, and pay
into the hands of the treafurer, every fecond night of
meeting, whatever fum he may ‘have colletted from
the day of {fettlement preceding.

6th. That the fum of ten'guineas advanced at one
time, or within the year; fhall be confidered as a cqm- .
pofition for annual payments; conftitute the fubferiber
a member for life, and: for ever afterwards-entitle him
or her to all the privilegesrand. advantages of this So-
ciety. ‘ o
¢ nth. That every perfon applying for admiflion fhall
be recommended by at lealt two members, who fhall
fignify in writing with their names {ubfcribed, the can-
didate’s name, charaler, and place of abode, tobe de-
livered: to the prefident and read to the fociety duly
aflembled ; the ballot to take place the meeting next
but oné fucceeding-— * one black bean to exclude.
*8th. ‘That no perfen fhall be admitted of this body,
unlefs as an honorary member, who, at the: timfa of
propofing; - has not been an eftablithed teacher, in a
refpectable and independent fituation, for three years
or upwards.’

“S% This part of the Law ‘being thought' too rigorous, has
-been fince moderated.
oth. That
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oth. That as the profeflional members are, from
fituation, moft fikely toibe acquainted with the cha-
raéters and pretenfions of candidates for admiffion, the.
right of balloting (¥xcept for honorary members) fhall
bevefted in them only. . T
1oth.: That no member or' perfon whatever, claim-
ing on the charitable fand, fhall benefit thereby, ‘il
fuch claimant thall have contributed to the fame, by
perfonal or other fubfcription, for the fpace of three
years, after thé date of fubferibing; unforefeen acci-
dents and infirmity excepted. ° P
‘11th. That the provifion for diftreffed members
thall be detesmined by the officets and committee, to
be regulated according to the fituation and character
of the claimant; and the ftate of the fund, which muit
have the fan&tion of the body at their next general
meeting.  But in cafes of manifeft and urgent diftrefs,
fully provedto'the faid officers and committee, ‘the
_day of general meeting veing diflant, they fhall have
power to grant immediate relief, not exceeding the .
fum of ten guineas to-an individual : and if, from
any- unforefeen caufe, different claimants fhould ap-
pear in competition,’ the preference fhall be given to
‘the oldeft fubferiber. - : '
12th. . That the widows and children of fuch teach-
ers as have been fubfcribers the ftated time, Thall be
entitled to a fupport from this {ociety, to- be deter-
mined by circumftances, as fet forth in the 11th re-
gulation.  This ‘provifion: to extend alfo to Miftrefles
of Boatding-fchools, Tutoreffes and Governefles in pri-
vate . families, provided their names have been duly
entered upon the Society’s books and their fubferip-
‘tioris paid, for ‘the term prefcribéd—and that fuch
Miftrefles, Tytorefles and Governefles in private fa-
milies, fo’ qualified, fhall have a right of voting by
proxy, toibe given in writing to 2 profeflional mem-
ber only; for'the particular occafion’ fpecified ; 1o
member to hold more than one proxy at a‘time:

FORM
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FORM OF THE PROXY.

I hereby appoint A. B. School-mafter, my Proxy,
to vote for me and in my name, on the .- day of
Given under my hand this ‘

day of :
Signed, ‘ C. D.

13th. That diftreffed teachers, who, for fatisfaltory
reafons, have not been fubfcribing members, thall ne-
verthelels be confidered, and receive a fuitable ap-
pointment, provided their pretenfions corvelpond with
the true meaning and fpirit of this inflitution; pic-
perly -certified from their place of refidence; thair
names having becn previoufly regiftered in the foci-
ety’s books at the inftance of two honorary members,
whe have been fubfcribers the flipulated term, and
- have not before recommended. '

r4th.  That uthers or afliffants paying one guinca,
when their names (hall be inferted in the focicty’s
books; without ‘farther {ubfcription, and. producing
proper certificates of their having difcharged fwitn-
fully their refpective duties for the fpace of five years,
fhall be entitled to the proteftion and affiftance of
this fociety, and in cafes of need receive a fuitable
provifion.

15th. That, to accommodate country as well as
city members, the fociety fhall hold their mectings on
Saturdays and Thurfdays alternately, at the Iioyal
Exchange, or elfewhere; as fhall be found moft efigi-
ble; all bufinefs to be tranfaéted between thé hours
of feven and-ten o’clock in the evening—nine mcm-
bers a2 quorum. :

16th. That every thing refpefling the government
and funds of the fociety, not particularly fpecified or
provided for in thefe regulations, fhall be referred to
the fociety at large, duly fummoned for the purpofe.

17th. No part of the fund of the fociety, or of the
intereft thence accruing, except what may be neccﬂ?ry

for
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" for the contnment C"p"nCCS, as hall-rent, fire, candles,
paper, printing, and the lﬂ\e,,j}nll be diftributed .or
encroached upon, “ull it, amount to the fum, of One
' ﬂloufand Pounds ﬂexlmﬁ, on the aLt'uﬂment of which
a powcr‘is rf‘ﬁ,rvu‘, 1o app]/ the mtefeﬁ Or a. patt,
chereof, . to the purpofe of the u}fht‘utxon 5 to the end
that relief may not be too long with-held from, the 1e-
tefﬁtous and all fus plus of mtelcﬁ fublcaptlons, do-
natlom, or other fums raifed by vrhnt means foever,
thall be added to the faid fum of OneThoufandPoun,ds,
and put out to the beft advantage; till the fame {hali
accamulate to the farther fum of One T houfand Pounds
hbrlmq, which faid fum of Five Thoufand Pounda Ihall
form the capital ftock of this focxety, producing at
the prefent legal rate of intereft, three hundred pounds
per annumm to the ufes of the mfhtuuon, never to be
omany account diminithed—and this; with the grow-
ing fubferiptions and other’ contingencies, it is hoped,
wxll anf{wer the humane purpofes of this affociation,
18th. That the money arifing from fubferiptions, or
from whatever fource accruing, fhall be without delay
.mI out on tne pmchafe of ong. or more government
mbcmures, or other fecuutles ehg1ble to the fociety,
‘hich fhall be- depoﬁted in an’iron cheft, to be lodged
in one of ‘the,banks of this cxty, the caﬂn\.r of the
Bank to have one key, and three truftees 'mnually cho-
fen from the body feverally to hold a different key of
the fame. No trultee of key-keeper to give his key or
receive one from mother, on penalty of expulfion. .
i9th.  That no money fhall be diftributed by the
treafurer, but by order of the foc1ety )
20th, That the preﬁdent thall have a ducrenonavy
power to fummon the fociety occafionally, and, in
cales of emergency, to lay a fine, -not exceedmg half

& erown, on. each profeffional member only, for non-
aitendance.

SAMUEL WayTk, Prefident and Trealurer.
Jorw MCrEa, Secretary,

-THE
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THE Abecedanans, relying on the liberal charac-
ter of the prefent age, and their'éwn evident difinfe-
reftednefs, entertain the roft fanguine’ expc&atxom
that their’ defigh will meet general encouragement. = It
is an appeal to the humanuy, good ferife, candour and
gratitude of ‘a generous pubhc, in behalf of men, who
devote their lives to their fervice, and who, from thy
nature and univerfality of their labours, are erititled o
attention and comfortable fupport.. While the other
liberal arts and proxeﬂions are limited"as to their ob-
Je@cs, and circumfcribed in their ope1at10ns, educi-
tion alone extends her foftering kindnefs to every in-
dividudl, ‘and embraces, ‘Wwithout’ refervc, the whole
community.——~To that fource the roft’ confpicuous
charallers are greatly indebted. for theit funerxouty,
and all our dearefts interefts and advanta'res in life
bear teftimony of its inflience 5 tiot. on}] our tempo-
-ral, but even our eternal felicity, i in 4 confiderable de-
gree, depends upon our CduC'lthﬂ "Yet how fmall*
are the rewards of merit in this department, compareci
with the benefits it d1fpenfes. “Would but a majority
of thofe, who experience its happy effe@s, well con-
fider this, and open their beneficent hands, how trifl-
ing a contribution from each wotld anfwer the ends
propofed. Thofe who are already, eﬁwbhﬂlcd in the
profeflion, and énjoy’the wc]l earned’ fru1t° ‘of their
induftry, will not {urely hefitate to throw in their mite;
and young men of abilities, more récently enrraged i
the arduous tafk, reflé€ting upon the uncerhauuy of
life’and {uccefs, will mtar°lly ﬁnd comfort in the cofi-
fideration of ‘its being in their’ power,, at ;2 {mall an«
.nual expence, to Icﬂm ‘the miferics to’ \Vhldl Lheu'

”* The be{’c School Education which can be pxocured Teldom
ftands. the® parent altogethier in {ifiy guineas, difbuifed in a-
‘conrfe of years by petty infiallments; for the moll part fearcely-
a moiety of that fum; not an apprentice-fee to a common me-

- chanic, and not one half of that, dedufting the neceflary and
certaln expences of rent, ufher:,, fervants, repairs. &c. &e, Te-
mains to the teacher what an inadequate LOI\ﬁ({€lathl] far
a matter of fuch confcquence 1

W IVES
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wives and children may be exp\ofqd. The few who
are enabled to’ bequeath wealth to thofe they leave
behind them, will have ar opportunity of teftifying
their gratitude to that profeffion in which: it was ac-_
quired, by contributing to the relief of the families of
their lefs fortunate brethren, and others not of the
profeffion, who are benevolently difpofed, confidering
what benefits they derived from it, will by means of
this eftablithment, have it in their power to exercife
their humanity by extending their bounty to thofe,
who might not unreafonably have indulged better ex-
peétations. ‘ :

If this in{titution had been founded upoun the prin-
ciples of a Society for the bencfit of furvivers, it could
not have fully: anfwered the propofed benevolent in--
tentipns ; for then it muft have had a termination,
whereas it is meant to be perpetual: or, if it had been
formed wpon the gencral plan of Awunuity Companies,
the benefits might have fallen in many cafes to widows
and children not in want of afliftance ; and in others,
rehief could not have been propertioned to the degree
of real diftrefs, which is the peculiar object of this
Society. A .

. Bhould the plan be found defe&ive in its confiruc-
tion, or unfuitable to the magnitude of its object, let
‘that be no hindrance to the charity of the well-dif-
pofed. 'The promoters of it are not {o wedded to any
fyftem as to fhut their .eyes to improvement. They
have attempted. only to lay .a foundation, and will
gladly adopt fuch meafures. as may render - the {uper-,
firudture more fecure, complete, and permanent.

&5 Sincethis decount of the Society's Froceedings aent
to prefs tke LorD Curer BaroN bas honoured it awith
the funition of his pprobution. His Lordfbip authorifed
the Prefident ta nake wufe of his name, and to declare to the'
Public that be wvill moft beartily concur with his brethren
of the lazy to give it due countenance and fupport, as being
uneaceptionably a lnadable. and neseffary infirtution. ’

.






