
AT THE ENGLISH ACADEMY, 

C.A :r H E D R .A L - L .A N E, 

"(In a Salubrious Air and Rural Situation) 

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

The Englilh Language is taught agreeable to the moll: 
approved Methods: a particular Regatd being had to thofe 
conftituent Parts, without which Oratory lofes its Luftre, 
and Society has not thofe peculiar Advantages it other­
wife might. 

Parents will find a particular"Advantage in fending their 
Children to an Academy, where a regular and approved.. 
Plan of Education is laid down; by which, not only much 
Time will be faved, but many unneceffary Expences re­
moved; for while i.he Y ourig 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 one 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 obviate;:!, - by giving 
but one Month during the whole Year. " " 

Mr. Newland could accommodate Ten Boarders.-His 
Terms, on Inveftigation, will be found reafonable'j and 
many Advantages will refult to his Pupils from confining 

" himfelf to a limited Number. 

N. B. A Gentleman of Trinity-College will fuperintend" 
the Claffical Department. 
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TO THE 

Marquis TOWNSHEND. 

My LORD,. 

SCARCE had the thought of a Dedi~ 
cation entered my mind, when the fame 
thought prefented YOllr Lordihip as the 
proper Object of it. To whom, faid I 
to Reafon, ought the Conqueft of ~e­
bec to be dedicated ?To whom, Rea. 
fon inHantly anfwered, but to him the 
luftre of whofe exploits conftitutes 
fome of its moft confiderable beauties, 
and without whom the very title it 
bears had never be'en: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.· YO,ur Lordihip; 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 produaion deftitute of every 
a ~ merit, 
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merit, but that of being addrefled to 
your Lordfhip, bY'prefixing to it a name 
already fure of immortality. 

Should your Lordfuip find this Poem 
animated by the leaft fpark of epic 
fire, it is owing to the greatnefs of your 
own exploits, and of tho[e of yqur de­
cea~~d General, which infpired it, fhould 
it have none. All I afk 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. 
duCtion be what it may, I fhall never 
regret the undertaking, fince it has af. 
forded me an opportunity of fubfcribing 
myfelf 

Your Lordfhip's 

moil: devoted 

humble fervant, 
... 

l':REFACE .. 
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Pi 

E:R E I _ expo[e the following fhe~ts to the 

cenfures of a hard j~dgin,g world, I think my­

felf bound to fayfomething in defence of the 

rafhnefs which firfl: engaged me in fa vafl: an 

undertaking; as alfo to offer fomething in way 

ofilalliation, for the fault~ with which, beyond 

aIle-doubt; it abounds. An 'attivity of mind, 

which is ever a foe to a fl:ate ()f iildolen,~o/'>Jir{}; 
difcovered to iDe the wearifomenefs of j.1ne fitu~ 
.ation in which fate has' placed me; and this 

fame aCtivity {oon prompted me to feek for 

fome avocation, which might ferve to banHh 

thafgloomy melancholy which Nature feems to 

have intended for the confl:ant companion of 

this fituation. Such a fearch, in fuch circum­

fiances as mine, the reader may well fllppofe 

mufl: have Qeen attended with no inconfiderable 

difficulties: the event was as might have been 

exp~.aecJ.. - After having fent all my thoughts 
Qut 
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out on the purfuit, and after they had aU reo 

turned without Juccefs, I ,,;-asat length con­

firained by neceffiry to take up with that em­

ployment, which is ever the refource of the 

unqualified for more vigorous avocations, 

namely, that of rhyming; an employment 

,vhich experience foon informed me was the 

one of all others moll: levelled to my abilities, 

as it depends lefs than any other on external 

objects.--At fid!: thefe attempts were only 

meant to amufe the hours as they paired, but 

accident, importunity, or fame other prevalent 

motive which I cannot now recollect, {hartly 

after expo fed them to the infpe8:ion of a few 

fde_h. Whatever I may have in future, I had 

then rib caufe to regret this fiep. My little per­

formances, unfini01ed as they were, met with the 

approbation of their partial infpecrors; they 

faid they were full of fire, thafin point of con­
nettion they had but few, if any faults, and 

that they bore many marks of original genius. 

Puffed up with the \'anity that fuch flatteries 

never fail to excite in young minds, it is natu­

ral to fuppofe I was not long in condudfnO' 
b-

myfelf a perfon whom Heaven had defigned for 

fomething morc than the cirCL.imll:ances of my 
fituation 
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fituation feemed at that time to indicate. I . 1:, 

will confefs my weaknefs; I thought my friends 
would not deceive me, and of courfe I took it 

for granted that Nature had endowed me with 

all the qualifications neceffary to the making a 
gQod writer, lince, with very little ailifrance 

from books, I was already able to pleafe thofe 

whom I confidered as confummate judges.­

I can: my -thoughts about to find a fubjeCt wor­
thy the fancied eminence of my abilities, and 

immediately Epic Poetry became my choice; 
nor did I, till fatal experience had diilipated 

the illufion which hurried me into this choice, 

_"difcover that I had gone beyond my depth. 

~erhaps the world may here ,cry out, it is 

ilrange the fame modefiy 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 jufiice, that an 

epic.poem was an undert(!.king fit only for an 

approved genius, one whofe works had been 
long crowned with the applaufe of the public, 

, and fro~, the fplend~ur 9f whofe former fuc­

ceifes great things might be expeCted. To all 
thefe 
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'thefe objeCHons I cannot but aifent, -and yet I 

trufl: I have frill fomething to fay. in defence af 

my purfuit of the plan I at firfi: laid down.­

During the time I had the choice of a fubjeB: 

in contemplation, it occurred to my memory 

that Gen. Wolfe was a charaCter, the flighteft 

mention of whofe exploits always threw me 

into a kind of rapture, and the gener-ally re­

ceived . notion that a fubjeB: with which the 

mind is warmly engaged, never fails to make 

it compofe with energy, inH:antly marked him­

for the hero of my intended performance. In 
the firLl: fallies of this enthufiafm, I laid the 

plan of a? epic poem, publifhed propofals, and 

promifed it to the public in the very form in 

which I now fend it forth; nor did the difpro­

portion between my abilities and my intentions 

manifefl: itfelf, until it was too late to recede. 

Perhaps the world may here cry out, it could 

never be t,?o late to recede; perhaps it may 

fay, it were better to have receded OJ] the very 

eve of publication, than to pefier the public 

with a praduCdoQ. fo puerile and fo crude, that 

<2ven the partiality of the author could not 

a.void trembling far 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 faIiClity of my word Hill 

higher, and rather than incur the i~putation 
oflevity, by fuppreffing' the publication of a 

'Work whkh I had folemnly engaged to publith, 

I would willingly forfeit all the little hopes 

which I yet have of one day writing with fuc. 

cefs, by vending thevileft traili that ever flowed 

from the pen of a balla:d~monger. Thus, in a 

manner, compelled to drudge on in the hope. 

lefs courfe my inexperience had chalked out 

for me, I now refolved to finiili the work with 

aU pollible expedition, and to leave the ref!: to 

fo-1'tune. In the profecution of this my inten­

tion,' I was conf-iderably affi{led by my brother. 

in-law, Mr. Abraham Newland, whofe gene. 

rofity on this o·ccafiori led him to become 

both my amanuenfis and revifer; and to him 

I 'cannot, even here, avoid makihg my acknow. 

ledgments . .-:........Backed by this powerful aid, I 

have at length· brought the work to the eve of 

publication; and, contrary to my moft fan. 

guine hopes, the few fpedmens that, fince its 

committal to prefs, have been di£1ributed arilo-ng 

my friends, 'have met with their approbation; 

an approbation which pleafes me the morc, as 

b fame 
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fame friendly cenfures with which they have ac­

companied it, have given it the ftamp of impax:­

tiality, as to its faults, which even felf.love cannot 

but allow: I think, to the refleCtion of a con­

fide rate reader, there muft of th5mfelves . rife up 

many excufes in their behalf. The difadvan­

tages of the author's fituation, which muft ine:­

vitably hav~ thut him out from the mofl: mate­

rial benefits of education; his total ignorance 

of the rules of modern criticifm, the natural 

confequence of the former; but above all, -the 

repeated importunitY,of fubfcribers, which have 

laid him under a neceffity of publithing th~ 

work before he had time to polifh it to his fatif. 

faCtion, are fure mofl: powerful advocates. Now 

to you, ye [age cenfors of literature, you who 

have erected yourfelves into a kind of arifl:o­

cratic republic" puniihing thofe who dare to 

o!fend againft the majefl:y of your laws, by the 

ieverity of your cenfures, while you lavilh on 

their ilri8: o~fervers the rewards / of your ap­

plaufe; to you, I fay, before I take a final 

leave, do I intend to offer up a thort actdrefs, 

but not, like mofl: of your fubjeCts, with an 

intent to fcofF at your authority and fet your 

power at qefiance, but rather, like a penitent 

offender, 
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offender, pleading guilty, and relying on your 

mercy for forgivenefs: let me then tafle the 

[weet infltience' of this mercy, nor crulh by the 

rigour of your' juflice the feeble efforts of one' 

who, though he lhould never have capability 

to product: any thing to benefit mankind,ihall 

at leaft never attempt any thing th~t may tend 

to; their prejudice. But 1hould' the impulfe of 

your philanthropy be fo flrong as to lay you 

tinder an indifpenfable neceffity of difcovering 

to me the faults in'to which I have fallen, Let­

t~rs direCted to 'me are gentle vehicles' which 

~annot fail of anfwering all the purpofes of this 

generous intentiem, and' that without furnifh· 

ing the illiterate part of mankind with weapons 

with which their own ignorance could never' 

h-a:ve fupplied them, and which they would ne­

ver ufe agaihft me with the moderation that 

you might have intende~ in an epiflolatory con­

veyan~e. You In:ay, like/kind precepto~s, point 

out a:n theerr.i::>rs that have efcaped 'my obfer­

vation,whiJe I, like an attentive pupil, will 
liflen to yoH~ infl:ruCtions, and endeavour to im~ 
prove. By public prints, what more could you 

perform? But while I think,to' efcape theim­

putation of vanity, by thus befeeching the cri-

b 2 tic 
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tic world to look with an eye of compalliori on 

my faults, pet haps thefe critics may be of opi­

nion that I incur this very imputation, by hav­

ing the prefumption to think a work fo imper­

feCt as mine worthy even of their ~enfures.­

Should this be a crime, it is 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: they told me it had fome 

merit; and it is not in the nature of felf_Iove 

to difcredit fo agreeable an aifertion. How­

ever, with all' its faults, I now fjnally commit 

it to the mercy of the public in general, and of 

you, ye [age cenfors of literature, in particular, 

promifing that, fhould my firf!: performance be 

helped forward by the leafl: fpark of your indul­

ger1Ce, I will, in fome future period, when I am 

better qualified for the undertaking, endeavour 

to produce fomething more worthy your infpec­

tion; and befeecbing that, when you are about 

to pafs fentence on this produCtion, you will 
remember that on that fentence dc:pends the hap­

piners, fame, and future fortune of one whofe 

fl:ruggles againfl: the feverity of his fate, are at 

leafl: intitled to fome refpecr.--' Should you 

fmile, it is pollible I may rife, but by' your 

frown I muLl inevitably fall. 
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BOO K THE FIR S To 

AFT E R the uf ual invocation of the M ufes, the 

.. fcene opens in the ethereal regions ;-the Deity, feated 

on his throne, takes a furvey of the frate of our nether 

world ;-he fees many of its empires, particularly 

Great-Britain and France, invoived in a dreadful war; 

he enters into a qmference with his Son to deter­

mine which of the belligerent powers is beft intitled 

to Divine Affiftance;-the election falls on Gr~at~ 
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 

:lrmy defrined 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

mal) ;-he then executes his cornmiffion, and returns . 

up to Heaven ;-Pitt haftens into the prefence of the 
~ i . .' " . . • 

King ;-he folicits him to appoint Wolfe to the com-

.. Oland of the army deftined for ~ebec ;"""7theMo­

narch 
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narch confents i-the fiatefman, retuniing home, meets 

General Wolfe, and acquaints him with his {uccefs ;­

he imparts to him fame advice on the conduEl: necef­

fary to be purfued in his new office ;~Wolfe hurries 

from the. prefence of the minifier, and flies to take 

leave of his aged mother i-he then bids a lafi adieu 

to his intended bride, and fets forward for America. 

BOO K THE SEC 0 N D. 

T HIS Book opens with fame n;fleEl:ions on the 

fingularity of the Auth~r's fituation i-it then pro­

ceeds to relate the arrival of the Britifh armament in 

the river St. Laurence i-the [ortrefs of Q::.ebec and 

the adjacent country defcribed i-the Englifh force,S 

dif~mbark on the iDe of Orleans;-a catalogue of them 

is given, as well as of thofe of France ;--t'he Britifu 

officers meet in counci!;-they reColve to attack Point 

:Levy, previous to their invefting ~ebec;-Brigadier 

lvIoneton is ~ppointed to the command of this expe­

dition i-he makes l~imfelf mafier of the place by fur­

prize i-batteries ;are ereeted on the heights of Point 

Levy, in order to bombard ~ebec i-after a long 

and terrible cannonade, the town is almofi entirely laid 

In ailies i-the French make an unfuccefsful attempt 

to cliHodge Brigadier Moncton ;-Gen. Wolfe, after a 

lang h;lT<~'1gue to his amlY, in which he endeavours to 

imprefs 
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i~pr~fs them with a ftrong fenfe of the importance of 

the expedition in which they are embarked, conduCts 

them from the iile of Orleans to the continent on the 

north fide of the river St. Laurence i-a ikirmifh en­

fues between a party of Britif'n rangers and a body of 

Indians, auxiliaries to the French army i-the Britifh 

commander makes ufe of a variety of ftratagems, in 

order to decoy the French army from the heights of 

Mount-morency, where they are encamped, but with­

ou.t effeCt i-he calls a cOlfncil of his principal officers, 

in which it is determined to attack the enemy in their 

camp. 

BOO K THE T H I R D. 

GENERAL WOLFE ePlbarks thirteen compa­

nies of Grenadiers and a detachment of the Royal 

Americans on a number of boats, in order to attack 

the front of the enemy's entrenchments i-a defcrip­

tion of the pofture of the French army at the com­

mencement of the battle i-the boats, uncler cover of 

the fire of their fleet, fet forward for the place of 

deftination i-the French from all their lines oppo[e 

them by a tremendous difcharge of artillery, yet. 

through the marvellous condua of their general, they, 

after furmounting innumerable obfracles, at length 

make good their landing ;-immediatdy, without aI-

lowiJ1~ 
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ing themfelves time to draw up in order of battle, 

they ru{h on to the aifault, but through their headlong 

impetuofity, meet with a terrible repulfe ;-juft at 

that moment a gc:neral and terrific difcharge of artil­

lery commences on all fides ;-Wolfe, in front of all 

the enemy's fire,fiies from rank to rank, ufing every \ 

endeavour to rally his fhattered fquadrons ;-he at 

length once more reftores them to order; but juft<as 

they are about to renew the attack, the [udden rife 

of a violent tem]?eft, joined to the approach of night, 

obliges them to retire ;-General Wolfe, ftung by the 

bitternefs of difappointment, and overwhelmed by a 

conllant rOllnd of fatigue, is- thrown into a dangerous 

fever, from which he is with difficulty recovered ;­

Montcalm, difconcerted by the unexpectednefs of his 

recovery, refolves on his aifaffination i-for this pur­

pore he f uborns a creature of his 'own, named Ver­

do 11:;>;:) and Satagus, an Indian chief, who ferved as 

~n auxili2ry 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 ;-VV olfe, through an ill-timed compaffiDn, 

110t only pardons Verd~lDx, but difmiifes him with 

marh of kindnefs ;-Satagus, enraged at the folly of 

{LICIt a fl:ep, is alfo about to retire, but at length, with 

. great reluctance, fuff"ers himfdf to be prevailed on to 

attend the general to his camp ;-here "Volfe endea­

.:Jurs to app~afe him, by ~xpoftulatil1g witl1 him on 

the 
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the inhumanity o.f revenge ;-Satagus defc-ribes the 

variety o.f fufferings to. which his co.untry had been 

expo.fed, thro.ugh the cruelty o.f the Europeans ;-he 

gives a detail o.f fo.me of his misfo.rtunes, particularly 

0.'£ the captivity o.f his wife and children by th~ Eng­

lilli, during h~s abfence o.n a hunting party ;-he ac­

co.unts fo.r the rife o.f the war in I7 55, and gives a 

catalo.gue o.f the Indian natio.ns that efpo.ufed the in~e­

reft o.f France in its co.mmencement. 

BOO K THE F 0 U R T H. 

THE two. friends ftill co.ntinue their difco.urfe;~ 

Satagus, at the requeft o.f W o.lfe, explains the na~ure 

o.f the Indianreligio.n, and enters into. a detail o.f the 

virtues and principal military explo.its o.f Sir William 

J o.hnfo.n ;-W o.lfe, in his turn, gives a fuccinCl: hif­

to.ry o.f the Br~tilli empire, !ince its foundatio.n ;-he 

afcribes the eternal enmity bet~ixt France and EngQ 

land to. three great caufes, namely, the ~o.rman Co.n­

queft, the Reformation, and the vicinity o.f the French 

to. the Englilli Settlements in North America ;-to 

gratify the c~rio.!ity o.f Satagus, he next acco.unts for 

the origin o.f~liitrary go.verriments-acco.unts for the 

rife-o.f the arts:I:>'arid fciences, and po.ints o.ut the ufes 

to. which they may be applied ;-he then relates the 

manner in which America was firft difcovered by Co.-

(; luffibus; 
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lumbus; the conqueft of Mexico by: Cortes, and the 

barbarities exercifed by him in that empire; the con-_ 

quell: of Peru by Pizaro; -and the fettlement of the 

Portuguefe, French and Engliih in America. 

BOO K THE F 1FT H. 

GENERAL WOLFE commiffions Lefier, one of 

the officers of his army, to go in quefi of Tamina, 

wife to Satagus ;-he calls a general airembly of the 

principal commanders, as well of the army as the 

navy;-he declares to them his intention of attempt­

iqg, by furprife, the heights which command ~e­

bee ;-to this propofa1 all airent i-the council breaks 

up ;-the Britifh army draws off from the north fide 

of the river St. Laurence, paires that river, and en­

camps near Point Levy ;-Lefier, proceeding on his 

intended expedition, arrives at Nova Scotia, and there 

meets with the object of his fearch i-he fo~n difco­

vcrs her to be the perfon of whom he is in queft, 

and prevails 011 her to attend him to the Britifh camp, 

without acquainting her with her good fortune ;-ihe 

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 

mafier of the heights of Abram ;-he there dra-ws up 

his troops in order of battle; their order defcribed ; __ 

he 
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he harangues his army on the criticalnefs of their fitu­

atlon, and the neceffity there is for the utmoft exer­

tionsof their valour ;-he has a difcourfe with Bri­

gadier MonElon, on the conduct he intends to purfue 

during the continuance of the conflict ;-the proceed­

ings of the French, previous to the landing of the 

Englifh army, are next related ;-their generals meet 

in council ;-a violent debate enfues be,twixt Mont­

calm and VaudreuiI, his fecond in command ;-the 

council breaks up in diforder ;-Montcalm retires to 

refi:, but is foon roufed by a report, that the EngIifh 

had poifeifed th'emfelves ~f the heights that command 

the town ;-at firfi: he trea,ts 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" 

B, 0 0 K T B E S I X T H. 

THE two armies join battle in a moment ;-the 

Britons, by the fuperiority of their fire, throw the 

Fl'ench into confuCian, and oblige them to give ground; 

-Montcalm, enraged at their cowardice, flies from 

rank to rank, compeh his fhatten:!d fquadrons 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-

c 2 bers 
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bers fur round the Briti!J1 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 

fi cld with a terrible flaughter i-thrice do the French 

make the fame attempt, and thrice are they repulfed 

with like confullol1 ;-Satagus and Tamina mean time, 

delivered from the obfervation of the Britj!h army, re .. 

tire to rePc beneath the !helter of a growth of poplars; 

Tamina, in her fleep, is affiiCl:ed with frightful dreams; 

. fue awakes, and relates them to Satagus i-while _Sata­

gus is endeavouring to allay her terrors, the thunders of 

the battle are heard to commence, whereupon he inftant­

Iy breaks from her arms to join the fight ;-Mon~calm 

for a moment withdraws from the combat, to dif­

cour[e with Verdonx on the prodigies of the Engli!h va­

lour ;-Ver-donx, by his cod!mand l advances with his 

corps-de-referve to the fupport of the French lines ;_~ 

both gencnls harangue their armies i-both armies 

charge with bayonets; and afte/ feveral tremend­

ous !hocks, that of Fra11ce is entirely brok.en. 

BOO K THE S EVE NTH. 

MONTCALM, almofl: driven to madnefs by this­

unexpected defeat, exerts every i..lefperate means to 

compe~ 
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compel the rally of his fquadrons ;-Wolfe fl:ill drives 

on and encreafes the rout ;-Montcalm, difcovering 

that all was loft, rufhes into the midfl: of the enemy's 

army in queft of their general ;~they meet, they fight, 

~nd Montcalm is fiain ;-W olfe rejoi~s the tumult of 

the fight; he receives two wounds, which, left they 

fnould damp the ardour of the battle, he endeavours 

to conceal ;-he makes a fpeech to Satagus,.expreffive 

of his cont~mpt of death and his attachment to the 

intereft of _his country;-he receives a third wound 

from the hand of Verdonx, and is carried fenfelefs 

from the field ;-:BrigadierMoncron, on being ap­

prized of the fate o~ his general, ru!hes forward in 

purfuit of revenge, but foon !haring the faine fate, is 

rendered incapable of command ;-the command de­

volves 'cinBrigadier Townfhend; he infpirits the troops, 

and once more routs the French army, which had 

rallied during the confufion' confequeht to the fall of 

Gel}eral Wolfe' -the French right wing, ~n hurrying 

to their camp, are almofl: entirely defi:royed, part by 

the fword, and part by being plunged into the river St., 

Charles ;-the left and centre make another ineffeEl:ual 

ftand in a wood, but are infi:antly broken, and driven 

in great confufioll towards th{! town, with the 10fs of 

General Vaudreuil ;----Satagus,burning with venge­

ance for the fall of his chief, purfues and kills Ver­

donx clofe by the gates of ~ebec, but is himfelfllain 

in e!ldeavouring to rejoin his {riends ;-.--the vich;>ry 

being 
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being now entirely complete, Brigadier MonClon goes 

in queft 9f his wounded 'general ;-he arrives at the 

place where he had lain fince his conveyance from 

the utlli of battle, juft as he expired i-the marvellous 

manner of his death, and the effeCl it produced on 

Brigadier Townlhend and the army_ 

BOO K THE E I G H T H. 

"VOLFE's foul, as roan as deliveted fram its mol'. 

tal {hackles, is conduCled by an angel up ta the ethe­

real regions i-he is there received with the acclama­

tions af all the heavenly hofts, and declared worthy 

to enter into their blifs ;-God, ta allay his anxious 

apprehenfions for the fate of his native country, gives 

him an infight into futurity; he {hews him the prin­

cIpal events that relate ta the future fortune af Great­

Britain, the exploits of Admiral Hawke, General 

Amherft, the Marquis af Granby, and Sir George 

Brillges Radney;-he then indulges him ,,,itl a view 

of the ,-;rtues of the king defiined ta fucc,eed the then 

1"ei:~ning mo;!~rch, t~c: b!elTed fiate of the {hades of 

;ilft PSc"ts in tile cddtial realms, the ftate of their 

\,,.;tic ad'icr[;lries; :md acquaints him hov." the litua­

l.iOI1 of ~ll departed fouls are in fome way cOl1bel1i~,tl 

to tlicit purfuits on c:wth. After this long digreHion 

1:12 iccnc 0;1C~ m~:'e opens in the vicinity of ~cbec. 

Tamina, 



A R GUM E N T. XiX 

Tamina, hafiening to the field of battle ill queft of 

Satagus, finds him ilain, and ftabs herfelf in the firft 

fallies of her defpailj ;-Townfhend begins the invell:­

ment of~ebec, but before the batteries have time 

to open on the town, Hruck with the terror of his 

p1"eparations, it capitulates ;-the humanity of Gene­

ral Townihend's condua 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 effeCts produced by thefe two 

pieces of intelligence on the King, and Mr. Pitt in 

particular, and on the nation in general ;-the man­

ner of its reception by General Wolfe's mother and 

intended bride. 

THE 
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T.H .E 

CON'QUEST OF Q..UEBEC. 

B-OOK THE FIRST. 

SING,heav'nly Mufe, how Britain's thund'ring arms, 

Wide thio' the earth fpte~d round their dire alarms; 

How to' ~~Deci?e fent her conqu'ring train, 

And there for ever cruili'd the Gallic reign: 

How Wolfe arore,· call'4' forth at Heaven's ;command; 

To pour her fury on the guil~y land, 

Still curs'd AmbitiOri~S conll:ant-foe to prove, 

But fofter Virtue with paternal love ; 

Then, if thy \'olce can re~ch . the mourhful the'me, 

Sing his !all: t1iumph in the fi'elds of fame, 

Sing how keen ard6ur utg'dhi§ foul to dare 

The flaming terrors ofddfrac1ive' war, 

Hurried by glory onward how- he drove, 

W~ile wond'ring a:n'gds view'd him from above; 

'tHi Death'sdim curtainfeal'd his doling eyes, 

, And {rl.atth'd l1is bright perfections to the fries; 

A But 
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!.But nrft, oh heavenly Maid, whofe boundlefs eye ' 

:Sees, at one gla~ce, thro' all eternity, 

In:vok'cl, proclaim, what cau[e, what hand divine 

in Pitt's great foul, in[pir'd the vaft defign; 

W11at time his care had cruih'd foul faetion's band, 

And drove internal feuds from off the land;, 

~ For elvil di[cord, long with wild uproar, 

Had breath'd loud tumult round the ftruggling {hore ; 

Long had foul fat1ion fhook the tott'ring frate, 

And plung'd her jarring fons _in dire debate; 

Long had vile fiatefmen, blind to Nature's lal,\'s, 

For felfiih 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'e~take the Britiih arms, 

Thick on all fides her foes with fury fpread, 

Before their wrath her trembling armies fled; 

Wide thro' the earth their conqu'ring rage they bore, 

And ihook with dire defeats the Britifh {,hore: 

But when gr.eat Pitt, call'd forth by Heaven, arofe, 

With gen'rous c,are, to fDOth his country'S woes, 

Reviving virtue wak'd at his command, 

And rank corruption funk beneath his hand; 

Around the throne truth {hone ferenely bright, 

And call'dthe monat:ch's virtues into light.; 

Fill'd with new J'crength, then all the realm took fire, 

Fierce, on the foe, {h~ fpru~g with ki~dling ire~ , 

On 
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On every fide file cru{h'd the fans oEGan!';, 

And in one gen'ral rout involv'd them all; 

Wide, thro' the globe, her thund'ring arms refoun&'jU 

Dreadful they rage o'er all the world around::-

Thro' eal1th's extremes her conquering navies roIT" 

And firetch her tow'ring fame from pol~ to pole. 

Hence learn, Britannia, learn, from hence" no more;" 

With favage jars, to rend thy facred {hore; 

Think how fierce Gaul o'erwhelm'd your troops in fight., 

When civil broils unnerv'd your tott'ring might; 

Then think how foon you cruih'd her dire alarms-, 

When heav'''nly union edg'd your conqu'ring arms ;; 

Think with what joy proud Gallia's realm [urveys" 

Around your throne the torch of di[cord blaze; 

Think when thy fans by faetion's pow'r o'erthrown, 

Beneath fame tyrant's fway {hall' helplefs groan; 

Shall pond'rous fall in dire confufion hurl'd, 

.And, in her fall, involve the tott'ring world;. 

How Gallic pride uncurb'd by Britifh force, 

Will fpul'll all bounds, refifilefs in her courfe, 

Bear down all laws, blot out fair Freedom's name,. 

And quench, for ever, that feraphic flame;, 

Then rife, Britannia, rife e'er haughty Gaul1 

Shall fiand exulting Q'er thy dreadful fall ;. 

Rife e'er that day bids civil .difcord ceafe,. 

And lull thy facred ifle in endlefs peace :. 

Then perch'd aloft, let all-afpiring France-

Fierce, on thy {hare, with b,arbarous rage advance, 

A 2 Let: 
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Let vain Iberia rear her threat'ning form, 

And fweII with thund'ring threats the gath'ring fiorm; 

Let falfe Batavia plod in friendfhip's cloak, 

And murder millions at an impious {hoke; 

Thy dauntlefs fons, fecure in union join'd, 

Shall bid defiance to the world combin'd. 

Now thro' the goat the fun his chariot w4eels, 

And gilds, with orient beams, the fouthern fields, 

When, high above the rolling, fiarry height, 

Heav'n's God, encircled with etemallight, 

Down from the bright the pure ethereal fky 

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, baLking in the blaze, 

M~ke Heav'n re-echo with eternal pralre, 

'\~hi!e, on his right, in milder pomp :thone f()l"th~ 

'1'h:: bright effulgence of his ofi-spring"s worth; 

'1'hro' all his face according virtues {hine, 

And gild with gentler rilyS the realms di:vine. 

TLus high enthron'd ,<lbove all heav'nly height) 

Thro' the vaft univetfe he fends his fight, 

Where funs on funs in fplendip. order rife, 

And pour refulgence thro' the glitt'ring Lkies,; 

Far o'er the reft in luftre Pha:bus fhone, 

Six vivid ph,nets 1"011 around his throne, 

Which, from his influence, all their vigour claim, 

And drink exiftence from his pr~gnant beam. 

The 
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The Pow'r Supreme beholds, with hafly gIanec, 

Each flar that fparkles thro' tIle vaft e~panfe i­

But when our earth falutes his awful eye, 

In fix'd attention hangs the thoughtful £ky; 

With tender care he views our ceafe1ef~ guilt, 

And lighs in forrow for the blood we've fpilt~ 

Now thro' the earth his awful light he fends, 

And all the ways of men attentive kens; 

From clime to clime his fearching eye-balls roll, 

And dart o'er every land from pole to poTc; 

The PrufIian fields a dreadful fcene difclofe, 

A dreadfullandfcape! big with human woes._ 

Wide from all parts beneath the' circling £kies, 

In threatning leagues, unnumber'd nations rife: 

With thundering wrath from all the world around, 

Millions of troops move o'er the [warming ground, 

Whim, o'er the land, they drive their whelming forcey 

\Vhat dreadful fcenes attend their hideous courfe!' 1 -

Here v" ith wild rage loud conflagrations roari 

There boundlefs plains are drown'd in tides of'gore,,­

Here tott'ring towns are loft in feasof fi~e, 

There whelm'd in fight unnumber'd crowds expire-" 

Here murder, rapine, rage, and -death appear" 

There defolation, famine, fright, and fear; 

\Vhole groaning Rates are wrapt in ruin round, 

ThIck fcreams arife, wide carnage ftrews the ground-; 

While bellowing loud rolls on the hideous throng,; 

And Hay whole myriads as they move along; 

A 3 With 



Wit~ g~ie.f th~ Godhead view'd Bellonats ire, 

Involve. fra~l, mortals in ·the rage of fire, . 

Then ~aft a glalflcewhere Pruffia's mighty King, 

Thro' .all their rancour, borne on Virtue's wing, 

Afcends. uIlc?nquer'd, as the fearlefs !hip 

Surmounts -the fury of the thund'ring deep; 

Dctermin'd nlour lightens in his eye, 

Unmix'd with ofrentation's gaudy die: . 

Around his head the beam of glory plays, 

And Virtue's felf feems brighter in the blaze, 

Whilfr [warming foes roll round the tott'ring frate, 

And o'er J1J.s head appe~rs impel!-d,ingfate; 
• • '. t • •• ~ 

Calm, he prepares to brave their whirl~ng fire, 

And ft.~I1\dsvnmov'd coHea.ed in his ire; 

T~en like.a tempefr ru!hing on the foe, 

J:Ie cl~ims due vengeance for his country's woe; 

Hyfore Iris fury all thei,r legions, yield, , 

Al'l~ heap'd with carnage leave the f~ok.ing field. 

When thu§ .tri~m,phant he repels their rage, 

A,n~ they, when vanqui!h'd, ceafe the war to wage, 

In ach of peace, his mighty mind ilii!les forth, 

With all the luRre of a patriot's worth; 

Taught by his laws. his fubjects learn to prove 

The boundiefs bldIipgs of a monarch's love, 

And his great foul partakes the keen delight 

That fprings from confcience ~he1'l weaCl: aright. 

The God beheld? with joy, his vifage glows, 
f -. 

And alI arou~d a be amy lufrre throws; 

The 
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The bright'l1ing angels catch ,the glitt'ringrays, 

And heay~q Je~n;s darken'd in the dazzling blaz,e; 

Awh~le . be,. fit!! in. cc;>:ntelllplation drown'd, 

Then ~arts his eyes a~rofs· the vafl: profound, 

Fa~ to the. w~, whel;e tow'ring ,Andes rear 

Their bulk. enormous' thrb' the heights of air, 

"I:heir fummits cover'd 'wjth'eternalmow, 

While lcorching fervourswithe:r all.below.· 

Next his gr!!at or?s, in 4ix'd attention, roll, 

Betwixt bright canCer and. the northern pole, 

Wpere thund.riilg M~rs flames dreadful from his car, 

And c.alIs the fons Qf Britain forth to. war ;-

I~ doubtful: cQnflia here' unmov'd they,fl:and, 

To fhield from, ruin an ungrateful larid:: 

Here treac.herous Gaul with favage' Indians join, 

And, pouT with fqry on the Briti(h, line. 

Thefe dauntlt;fs, h~oes dare their utmoft might, 

And fearlers' tqil ,thro' all the .rage .of ;fight' : 

But wh~tp.er'wreaths, their favage brows, adorn, ' 

Or beateQ back they fly the viaors {corn, 

A~ik(:, deftruEl:ion marks their :dreadful way, 

And helplefs infants fall a .tender prey; 

. Wit~ IQud~ppl,!ufe ,their ¢hief furveys ,the deed, 

And pays the; yillainwith th,e. fum decreed. 

Degen'rate France, . nowbh~fh to own thy :guilt, 

St;Lrt back.in horrors at the, Mood thot:1'ft fpi~t; , 

qmft thou (ee.. ~<iaT:S ,bedew the widow.'s eyes, 

And hear the Qrph~n'$ unremitting .cries? 

See 
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See aU the woes that from thy c:rimesfhooLfotth; 

And fill with horror all' the groafling earth? 

Yet dare to meet th?t' 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 defti"uCl:ive war 

Breathe wild cGnfufion thro' the' w:orld aEaf., 

High in his foul, foft tender pity rofe, 

With care benign his heav'nly bo[om glowS', 

Then a bright cloud rolls round his awful heacJ:, 

And thus, to earth's Redeemer, mild hefaid: 

" Oh thou, my Son, didft quit the realms above, 

Led by the impulfe of eternal love, 

To mix thy eifence with degen'rate earth, 

And, from mere mortals, draw a mortal hirth, 

'Vith meek fuhmiffion to refign thy brea·th 

And fall a prey to' all-devouring death. 

Wide gapes the WOlllld! all llature loft in night, . 

Starts back in horror at the dreadful fight; 

This didft thou do, that thus thou mightaJIJage 

The growing fe,rvour of thy Father's rage, 

That heav~nly vengeance, thus appeas'd in thee, 

Might fpare th~ fons of frail mortality: 

Then,oh, ye faints, ye heav'ns, ye pow'rs' divi'le, 

Ye ftars, ye. funs, ye worlds that round them :!hine, 
Thro'vaft iinmen&ty you·r voices raife, 

And give to matchlefs love unboundedpraife •. 

"But; 



But thou, oh man, rejoice o'er all the reft, 

Let this gre,at truth for _ever fiH thy. breaf\ ; 

Let this great tr~th thy voice,- thy -thought~empJorJ 
Eternal fubjeCl: of ,eternal joy, 

, . 

How Heav'n's firft offspring-q~it,the. realms oabo"e, 

Led by the impulfe of eternal love, 

For thee partook of all the woes of eart.h, 

From mortal paTents drew; a mGrtal birth,;-. 

Laid down his life,- pade Juilice have her way, 

And fnatch'd the,e tott'ring .from perdition's :Ceil • 

Yet oh, ~y So~,behold ~his .i!llpio1i~ r~ce, ' 

Still, to their heav'nly fource; a dire difgrace ; 

Behold them jEll, infpight of all thy care, 

Mean flaves to. fin, to wrath, lind fOlli defpair ; 

See with .what rage. they feej{ ,e,ach other'\> Iif<i!, 
And, fir'd~ith .fren~y,: pI~nge ip ~ndlefs ftfife ; 

See [orne, on whom thy delegated [way, 

To guide the vulgar to the r.ealms of day, 

With luftre £hone, difdain the: pow'r th~t's ,giv'l1» 

AJrume that great prerogative of Heaven 

To pardon fi~s, di[p·en[e·with ,Nature's ·laws, 

Obllruct her motions, and o'er-rule her C,,\lfe. 

Others, my SO!}, more impious ll;ill ,behold, 

Who, in thy name, pur[ue dellrpCl:ive gold, 

Their I?-ative lands, beneath thy femblance,' leave3 ' 

And dill ant natiQns, in thy name,enfiave, 

As if this,pleafure,collid to, thee afford, 

And raife thy glory as. it rais'd their hord: 

Then 
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Then why net now my gath'ring vengeance fly; , 
In hiffing lightnings, thro' the flaming {lcy, 

A.t l.mpious·man? who da'res d~f\:roy his race~ . 

And take confuuon when I profer'd pea-ce; 

For' hadft', thou ne'er'defcended' from above, 

Led by the impulfe of external love, 

Such was their texture, f~ch their frame of mind,' 

Such parts celeftial with terreftrial join'd, 

As thro' life's maze might have iilru'r'd their' way, 

And fquare their deeds by virtue'sfacred' fway. 

At my dread call firft mo~al inftinCl: rofe 

To fhield my precepts from external foe:>; 

A watchful guide, wha", never lull'd to reft, 

Secures each paffage to the human breaft: ; 

And wh~n a foe portends approaching harm, 
In quick [enfations founds the loud alarm. 

Some ills there are, which human life' annoy, 

Beneath the femblance of immediate joy, 

There, moral inftinCl:'s watchful care, elude, 

And, cloth'd like virtues, on the mind intrude; 

But rea[on here exerts her ample fway, 

And lbows deception in the face of day, 

DeteCl:s the'fraud, repels the treach'rous gueft, 

And guards with ceafelefscare the human breaft. 

Ungrateful man, thus does my goodnefs fiow, 

Thus clear each point that thou lbouldft willi to know, 

And yet fO'dim'd, by paffion, is thy view, 

That even my being ftailds a doubt to you. 

Yes, 



Yes, heavenly ofFspr,ing,vain is. ali thy <::are, 

To bani{h vapours from theirc1o,u,d~,d air, 

Tho' fenfe, tho' reafon, at myhand, were giv'n, 

To be the fureune~ringvoice of Heav'n, 
\ 

Yet men there are, 0 hear, ye heav'nly pow'rs, 

Start back in horror all ye glitt'ring towr's, 

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 difclaima God. 

Then fay, vain man; nor foar on error,'s wing, 

Say could thy impious race from nothing fpring 

Declare, . couldft thou, with all thy boafted worth, 

From non-exiftence call exiftence forth? 

Pride anfwers no--:-Then how:, thou worfe than foolf' 

Thou dupe of error, and thou drofs of fchool, 

From fbapelefs voids could allthefe ~orIdsarife, 

Which pour refulgence, thro'thle glitt'ring ikies ? 
If not afIifted by that heavenly hand 

Which crowns with plenty an ungrateful land. 

Then,' 0 my Son, fhould man, frail man, but. prove 

The force of juftice un,appeas'd, by. love, 

All would be then in dire ~onfufion hurI'd, 

And in one boundlefs ruin plung'd the world; 

But fince that juftice is appeas'd. in thee, 

And t11ro' thy favour man fir;ds 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 bell: title to the aid :of -Heiv'n; 

To whom thy wlili 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 br:amble's fbade:' 

He fpoke, the fkies in fix'd attention hung, 

His awful voice thro' Heaven's rece:tresrung, 

Earth's great Redeemer heaves a pitying ligh, 

And thus addrefs'd the Sov'reign'of the fky. 

o God, 0 Father, all thy anger's juft, 

Great are the errors of thefe fons of duft, 

Many the crimes by which their gUIlty hands, 

1VIifled by paffion, break thy dread commands: 

But thou, 0 Lord, whofe boundlefs eye can pierce 

The utmoft limitS of the univetfe, 

Canft fee that man, to err by nature prone, 

Muff fall if left; by Heav'n to ftand alone. 

Reafon, 'tis true, with moral inftinCl: join'd, 

From adverfe paffions might defelld the mind, 

Did thefe vile cheats, in virtue's femblance dre£l:, 

Ne'er win by foul furprize the ,human breaft ; 

Ere moralinfiinCl: gives the loud alarm, 

Or re-afon's.Jorces can have time to arm. 

Then, 0 my Father, let thy heav'nly hand 

Withhold thy vengeance frani the guilty land, 

If for their ruin injur'd jullice c;rIl, 

Once mote on me let all her ftmy fall j 

For 
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For man,· once more, will I relign 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 lufire to the realms of light. 

Britain, behold, around whote facred ifle 

The brightefi deeds, the noblefi virtues fmile ; 

Here, the hle(s'd lights I gave the human line, 

·Still with unfullied rays, refulgent i'nine: 

And {he even-now, the fword of vengeance draws, 

From bafe corruption to defend my laws. 

High on her cliffs fee freedom take her fiand, 

And fhow'r her bleffings o'er the fmiling 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 fries; 

Here op'ning confcience takes, her utmofi fcope, 

l,for Harts at king, at tyranny, or pope. 

The fruits betray the foil from whence they fpring; 

Behold the virtues of the Britifh king, 

Free from deceit in him, at once, are join'd:, 
A h~art the gentleft with the nobleft mind. 

See God~Iike Pitt, whofe uncorrupted breaft, 

From boift'rous pamons, finds eternal ref!:) 

C Calm 



[ 14 
.., 
J 

Calm is each movement of his mighty f.oul, 

By Reafon's influence held in fl:riCt controu!; 

In fl:eady circles all his thoughts revolve, 

~ick ex~cution marks his- jufl: reColve ; 

To Britain's glory all his motions tend, 

Prudence his guide, tranquillity his end. 

Far o'er the refl: behold that youth arife, 

Whcife tow' ring virtues emulate thefldes, 

Whofe fwelling foul difdains an earthly frame, 

And pants to flQ,uriib in the fields of fame; 

Behold him now the milder joys partake, 

That, fofter paffions~ in the foul awake, 

Behold him now upon the verge to prove 

'The purer raptures that refult from love; 

Yet give the word, hid fair Britannia call, 

He flies his promis'd blifs, he flies his all, 

Then dauntlefs rufhes to the dreadful fl:rife, 

And in his country's cauCe refigns his life! 

Merit like this fhould heav'nly wrath appeafe, 

As night mufl: vaniib ,at the folar rays. 

Then, oh my Father, fhield this guiltlefs line, 

And grant, to Britain's fons, thy aid divine: 

Grant butto thefe to [pre ad their conquef1:s far. 

And they, with juf1:ice, will conclude the war. 

So earth's Redeemer fpoke, while on his face 

Beam'd mild forgivenefs and eternal grace. 

Touch'd at his words his awful fire rejoin'd, 

9h glorious offspring of a glorious kind, 

Upheld 
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Upheld by the€t~ once more, this hapJefs race 

Shall tafte the bJeffings of a lafting peace: 

Wolfe !hall arife;' call'd forth by my command, 

To lift, to glorious heights, his native land; 

By him !hall France in boundlefs woes be hurl'd, 

A.~d leave, t~ Albion's king, the weftern world. 

;~~C(~~;h~n -hi~'~"6nqu'Iing fword {hall end the ftrife, 
.' ... -. ,.,"~ 

There muft this virtuous hero lofe his life; 
- ~ ,;)::. .1." • - -"!'... .... ~ 

There muft. fie fall that difeord then may ceafe, 
,>r-

And groaniJ"(g nations tafte the fweets of peace. 

For, kn~-i:~y fan, though this great man poffef~'d 
.' 

Each gli&J!g virtue that adorns the breaft, 

Th0' it~_ my will that virtue !till !hould live, 

And man be happy in the things I give, 
.',. 

Yet, fq.!!l1ih:ady, are the wheels that roll 

The m'azy engine of the human foul, 

That H~}lV'n'S defign they oft pervert below, 
And what is meant a blifs becomes a woe, 

So {ho~ld this hero live to fee the hour 

\Yhen,vanqui!h'd France mufc yield to Britifh pow'r, 

"\Yhen' !he, o'erthrown, muft quit the weftern !hore, 

Britairi viCtorious then would thirft for more; 

Led by great Wolfe !he'd cruili expiring Gaul, 

And plunge the groaning world in ruin all. 

But ~hen her champion views his native {kies, 
l 

No more, to conqueft, !hall her hopes arife ; 

Co~;tent with glory, then, to end the war, 

At iher command, !hall peace extend afar. 

C 2 Let 
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Let Raphael now forfake the rea}ms of Iight~. 

And, down to earth, direct his rapid, flight; 

In Pitt's great mil'ld the pond'rous thought infufe" 

Swift as the falling of defcending dews, 

That Walfe alone, of all ;he men who ('are 

Provoke the fury of deD:ructive war, 

Can boaD: fuch high tranfcending pow'rs of mind, 

As are proportion'd to the plan deGgn'd. 

He ceas'd to fpeak, when fhaight a fparkling cloud:. 

Roll'd, round the facred hill, its glitt'ring. {brond,. 

Wide, thro' the heav~nly regions' utmoll: bound, 

Millions of dazzling angels fwarm around, 

Loud, with exalted filOUts, their voice they raife.;" 

And fing to Nature's God eternal praife. 

Then Raphael klVes the flaming realms of dar; 

And, o'er the frarry pavement, wings his way, 

The (hining gates) at his approach, withdrew, 

And all creation bur11:s upon ~i5 view; 

Rang'd thro' the vall: expanfe that flames below, 

Millions of funs in dazzling order glow; 

Round each a circling fyll:eni takes its flight, 

And gilds the fparkling heav'ns with milder light; 

Thro' there the angel wings his downward cour[c,. 

The whirling ether, yielding to his force, ' 

Around his head, i:l circling eddies, 9ies, 

And worlds roll backward as he cleaves the fries: 

At length the welkin meets his rapid Right, 

"Where groans the north b~ne_ath a length'ning night, 

Where 
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'''("here purer flames, thro' all the region, burn; 

And life lies buried in a cryfial urn. 

He, fwift defcending, ikims, the frozen fea, 

And pafs'd the limits of returning day, 

O'er-fair Britannia foon his pinions wove, 

Britain, the feat of piety and love; 

Where, crown'd with wealth, bright indufiry appears, 

Deck'd in the produCl: of a thoufand years. 

Self-pois'd in air, then he his paffage wings 

Where Thames abforbs nis tributary fprings, 

Along his banks he darts to where the flood 

Diifufes life thro' Wind for's facred woods. 

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

And fhade his furface from furrounding fiorms; "'< 

'With ample firetch expand on either fide; 

And bloom reflected on the filver tide. 

When Britain's foes in h-orrid compacts join, 

For her, thefe forens all their force combine, 

In countlefs fleets t~y o'er the ocean roll, 

And, fraught with thunder, fhake the trembling pole. 

Along the Thames, fromWindfor, Raphael flies, 

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

In whofe bright lap creation pours her frore, 

And fills her coffers with refulgent ore •. 

Juft then, the fun, with kindling lufhe, fhone 

Above the limits of the bounding zone; 

J uft then, his beams, the rifing merchant greets, 

And bufiling IJlyriads {bake the thund'ring flreets ; 

C 3 Ten 
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Ten thoufand tOl?gues fend forth a jarring found'" 

That rends, with gath'ring force, th' echoing ground. 

With joy the angel views the riling eafr, 

,Then flies, inteRt upon his high behefr, 

To where great Pitt forgets his country's woes" 

Lull'd, in his [plendid domy, to foft repofe. 

Then, fwift defcending, on the folar ray, 

He, thro' the glairy [ubfrance, finds his way; 

For fubtle fpirits can, whene'er they pleafe, 

Dilate, contract, and change their forms with eafe" 

But, wond'ring, here, his rolling orbs furvey 

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 fhe takes her frand, 

And guards, her favourite chief, with anxious hand~. 

Tranfparent lights her {hining head infold, 

Her limbs defcending flame in robes of gold~ 

High o'er her temples fIow'ry wr.,eathes entwin'd 
, • .(1 

Yield floods of fragrance to tlie breathing wind :. 

At his approach fhe rears her awful eyes, 

And thus, with threat'ning voice, tremendous cnes:: 

Now hafte, thou bold intruder, hafre, difclofe 

Whether from heav'n thou com'fr to [oath our woes~, 

Or hell difgorg'd thee from her fiery den, 

To wreak her torments on the fans of men :. 

Then fly, proud rebel, fly, if fuch thou art, 

Nor tempt, with guile, Pitt's lUlcorrupted heart. 

My-
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My name is Fr~edom,heav'n urO: gave me birth~ 

And crown'd me empre[s of her favourite earth; 

Allpature [mil'd, creationpour'd her frore" 
«. 

And fweet 'contentment flouriilid round the !hare :: 

But hell, with envy, faw my empire fpread, 

And burfr, with fury, on my g-uiltlefs- head; 

Earth's impious fans !hook off my glorious Feign~ 

And join'd, with barb'rous rage, the hoO:i1e train, 

Swept in the· torrent of furrounding hate, 

Till Britain's ifle difclos'd her calm retreat, 1 

I Red, fhe caught me in ner flow'ry arms, 

And fav'd me flying from impending harms;­

She rais'd me drooping, re-efpous'dmy caufe, 

And crown'd me emprefs. of her facred laws~ 

In peace Brit~~nia long, without alloy, 

Beneath my wings,- had baik'd in funs of joy, 

Had not foul fiends, inflam'd with jealous paIn., 

Led ali their forces to oppofe my reign; 

Bade difcord loud, bade bellowing faction, 'roar, 

And breathe diifentions thro' the groaning !hore ~ 

But when, for me,great Pitt in arms arofe, 

Aw'd by his frown, fwift fled my num'rous foes; 

At his command all nature feels my pow'rs, 

And [pring for me unfolds her ~orld of flow'rs. 

Then {,hall not I proteB: his facred reO:, 

And fuield, from tempting guile, his generous breaft, 

~s he for me, fo I for him, will arm, 

And freedol11 per~ifh ere he meets with harm~ 
I ,~ 

T.l:c 
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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 fry, 

At great Jehovah's unrevok'd command~ 

I come to raife this long dejeEl:ed Lu;d ... 
God, from his throne, beheld, with rilIng care, 

All nature funk I::eneath the woes of war; 

Then fent me hither, charg'd with high beh~ft, 

To fill, with facred light, thy ch:mpion's breaft ~ 

To tell that Wolfe, of all the men who dare 
T 

Provoke the fury.of defhutl:ive war, 

Alone can give the grand decifive blow, 

And lay the fons of proud ambition low. 

Nor does thy champion Iefs attention find, 

His image glows in each celefiial mind; J 

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 fprings that move, the thoughts that roll; . 

Then with the glorious fubjetl: feaft my mind, 

And fay what virtues are in Chatham join'd, 

For [uch, fair Freedom, is thy Champion's name,. 

Ordain'd to gild the bright records of fame. 

'fo whom, the mighty godde[s thus rejoin'd. 

o heav'nly angel, friend to human kind, 

Yes, here at hand I view his inmofl: [ouI, 

Survey the fprings that move, the thoughts that reil, 

I hear 
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I ~ear his tongue with gen'ro~sardor fraught, 

I've feen him pra6l:ice what his ~ongue 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 fpirit on the crowds below; 

For mt! his bold invectives pour their force, 

And whelmrefiftance in their thund'riHg courfe. 

But though my imqge all his foul infpires,. 

What tho' his bofom glows with all my fires,. 

Yet fovereign reafoncalms his mind to reft, 

And drives tumultuous paffions from his breaft; 

Forbids his foul to launch in lawlefs flight, 

Or pu!h my claims beyond the bounds of right. 

When prudence calls he bids, vain ho,pes retire, 

And calms, with gentleft zeal, my kindling fire~, 

To fave the whole, he' yields a flender part, 

And with his virtue tempers fraudful art; 

As in the ftate, fo he in private !hines,. 

His heart uHfulIied all his life refines, 

Serenely mild his gliding moments roll;. 

No vice diftains the Iuftre of his foul. 

But,now, defcended from the blefl: abode, 

Thou welcome herald of Almighty God, 

Approach, aro~nd thy heav'nly influence l'pread'~ 

And !how'r thy fpirit on his facred head. 

She 
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She faid·-he angel, at her mild com mann, 

High o'er the facred ,pillow takes his ftand; 

Thro' Chatham's foul he darts his piercing' eyes,. 

And views the floating viGons as they rife: 

Juft then bright fancy opens all her charms, . 

And fweet delullon all his bofom warms; 

Juft then {he cro~~s his efforts with fuccefs, 

Britain's victorious and obtains redrefs: 

Pleas'd with the thought a fmile his face adorns;. 

And in the rapture of his foul he burns. 

Then, 0 Britannia, now thy work is done" 

With joy I follow my declining fun, 

And fince, 0 God, thy all propitious ear 

Inclines, in pity, to my humble prayer, 

Well pleas'd I'll quit this world, at thy command" 

While Britain refts fecure beneath thy Band. 

Serene he fpoke, when fl:rait 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 duiky land of dreams; 

God, from his throne, beheld thy gen'rous toil, 

He faw thee ftruggle for thy native foil; 

He [..w, dpprovecl, then bid me wing my flight,. 

To £i! thy bofom with celefl:iaI light; 

To tell that Wolfe, of all the men who dare 

Provoke the fury of defhu{\:ive war,~ 

Alone 
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Alone can give the grand deeifive blow, 

And lay the fons, of proud ambition low. 

The angel fpoke, then wing'd his rapid way, 

And in a moment reach'd the realms of day. 

Juft 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 

fpring forth, 

That, with fueh dazzling glory, fills the earth; 

That bids me fhaight difplay my riling might, 

And fend great Wolfe to guard his country's right? 

"Tis true, when reafol1 flumbers in the brain, 

That fancy wakes with all her bufy train, 

That fhe our thoughts in fhange confulion joins, 

And thofe we think on moft fhe moft combines. 

But fure this vilion had its birth above, 

,Sent, in .the fulners of eternal love, 

To help theweakl1efs of the human mind, 

Within the narrow hounds of fenfe confin'd. 

Yet ihould from fancy this- deluiive dream 

Obtrude on me its vifionary frame, 

No dire l~ifchance can thence accrue to me, 

Nor no misfortune, Britain, fpring to thee, 

Since mighty Wolfe has in himfelf comhin'd 

A dauntlefs fpirit and a fpcitlefs mind. 
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He faid, then fwift, with anxious haRe, arofe, 

And o'er his frame, a glitt'ring gaqnent, thf(~ws; 

Attentive fervants wait his mild commands, 

And crowd around with emulative hands; 

To them his fmiles a facred joy afford, 

He was at once their father and their lord. 

With riling hopes he views the circling hours; 

A ihort repall recalls his genial pow'rs; 

He mounts his chariot, darts along the llreets, 

Arrives and enters at the palace gates. 

Attendant hands the op'ning doors unfold, 

Thro' rooms of llate, emblaz'd with {hining gold, 

He moves along to where great George appears 

In all the graceful majelly of years. 

Bright in his foul, with more than charms divine, 

Mild temp'rance, truth, and kingly greatnefs ihine, 

His hoary locks attentive rev'rence draw, 

And llrike 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 llatefman [aid, 

May laurels bloom upon thy facred head, 

May Heav'n, on thee, her choicell bldings ihow'r, 

And angels guard thee in the dang'rous hour. 

To whom the king, vvith condefcending grace, 

Reply'd, Approach thou bell of human race, 

Approach, and, with thy ufual candour, tell 

How does the fenate~ is Britannia well ? 

Does 
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Does uniO:l ilill diffufe her fweet accord, 

And does futcefs attend the Britiih fword? 

And, _ 9 my frielfd, for fuch I know thou art, 

Receive the genuine. dictates of my heart, 

To tbee I fwear- that, fince that awful hour, 

When Heav'n firft call'tl me into regal pow'r, 

That all the fprings that mov'd my anxious mind, 

In Britain's love, as in a center, join'd. 

J wifh to pull the fans of difcord down, 

And raife the glory of the Britiili crown; 

I willi to fee mild j uftice hold her [cale, 

And breathe her fpirit thro' the public weal: 

Nor think, front thee, thy monarch claims applaufe, 

H.e knows that kings are bound _by Nature's laws; 

-'J:'hat they, by Reafon's rule, ihould fquare their courfe, 

·Where defpotifm reigns with mightieft force: 

But here, where kings the nation's laws obey, 

"'iNhere folemn compacts temper regal fway, 

Where all the branches of the mighty ftate 

In equal balance-hang with equal weight, 

Where, if one fcale prepond'rates1 all is loft, 

And all the ftructure in confufion -rofs'd. 

What claim to high renown can fov'reigns {how, 

Who dare I1-ot plunge the guiltlefs realm in woe? 

No more than he can boaft fuperior light, 

Whofe hands refunq a nation's lay/ful right. 

But, 0 my friend, what vengeance can fuffice, 

vVhat racks, what torments, glut the angry lki";;s} 

D On 
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On that vile mon!ter, who, with deadly hate, 

Saps the foundation of the falling ftate; 

Whof.:: foul fits brooding o'er deftruCl:ive wiles, 

And plans fubjeCl:ion to thefe peaceful iDes. 

But tho' my heart the public good defign'd, 

Yet fuch corruption funk the human mind, 

As marr'd my projeCl:s, tho' intended juft, 

And actions meant to pleafe produc'd difguft. 

The men, on whom I Grft my pow'r conferr'dJ 

Prov'd, i'.l the end, a vile ignoble herd, 

Whofe fordid foul, in deep delufive dies~ 

Conceal'd thcir ,ices from my injur'd eyes; 

Who, mafl.;:'d ill friendfhip, p~'a-:S:is'ti fr:l:udftll art, 

And lull'd, by falfe reports, my e;:cfyheart. 

Nor think my foul, to bend to ,error, ·pr.one, 

1 faw corruption flourifh round the throne; 

In vain, by rifing wrath withilrcngth fupply'd, 

I !trove to che'ck itsvaft expanded tide: 

Back'd by the jarring world it roll'd along, 

And, in it.s courfe)involv'tl a num'rous throng. 

More harpies rofe, v"ho faw wiLh jC:llous eye 

Their brother harpies r;,i(e their ftan,br,ls high; 

Thefe all coileCl:ed ruiJ" with \yild uproar, 

To pull their brethren from the heights of pow'r ; 

This done, themfebes the pinnacle afcend, 

- And loo[e their virtue when they gain their end; 

Pull off the ma£k, in impious frauds engage, 

And ftem the t'Jrren't of the nation's rage. 

But 
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But Heav'n, at length, in thee a man, be flows, 

Who loves his coun,try, and detefls her foes; 

",Thofe foul djfdains his monarch's will to lead, 

Or dim his feufes in a mazy {hade. 

So fpoke the king, the minifler rejoin'd, 

Thy aCtions {hew the virtues of thy mind; 

Britain, with joy, fees freedom. t~ke her courfe, 

W'ith joy her [ons collect their native force; 

All to one end exert their pow'r, their might, 

Arid laurels crown them in the fields, of fight. 

But flill, 0 Sire,. where firfl the Gallic lord, 

With favage fury, wav'd his conqu'ring [word, 

He, crovm'd with triumph, heaps the plains with dead • 
• And calls- for vengeance on his guilty head. 

Then let t;ut vengeance, in her r'lg'~, be Lur;"~J 

vYing all thy terrors at the \vefl:ern world, 

Led by it hero, whofe unblemifh'd heart 

Difdains to act a vile ignoble part, 

Whofe tow'ring genius aCts above controu!, 

And [purs the yigour of his rifing foul. 

To whom with hafle the monarch then rejoiri'd; 

All! could thy genius fuch a hero find, 

What glorious triumphs might attend my arms, 

\Vhat noble efforts chace impending harms; 

Soon val1quifh'd France would ceafe deflruCtive war,_ 

And tranquil peace fmile round the world afar. 

To whom the flatdman, Sire, at thy command 

Shall rife a cham,pion for this il1jur'd land, 

D 2 Whofe 
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Whofe God-like heart adores his country's name, 

Who burns with glory's mofl: tranfcending flame; 

Whofe fword is r.eady to efpoufe thy caufe, 

Repel invaders, and a:/fert the laws. 

Wolfe is the man, in him at once are join'd 

A vig'rous body, and experienced mind, 

His rip'ning fUllS, fuch pow'rful rays, have cail:, 

As breathe the fummer e'er the ijJringbe pail: ; 

vVhen fcarce the down had on his cheeks crept forth, 

Thy warlike fon admir'd his early worth; 

On I"afelt's plains l1is youthful prowefs rofe, 

And, fhuck with wonder, thy victorious foes. 

When fmiling peace d.iffus'd her cheering ray, 

To glory's heights he pav'd his future v:ay; 

PI un'd by his hand tru'~ courage takes the reins, 

And feels new vigour float thro' all her veins.~ 

Even now thy legions feel his tow'ring flame 
It-11 pel them upwards to' the hei ~hts of fame. 

Th~ {"t.ltc:man fpoke; the monarch then replies, 

J uft are tby achons, all thy words are wife} 

Then let that hero lead my armies forth, 

Arm'd with the vigour of internal woith; 

Let him viCl:orious fpreap my en!i:;ns far, 

And fave my fubjects from the wafte of war. 

He ceas'd.-Great Pitt, in joyful hafte, withdrew~ 

And, fill'd with tranfport, to his chariot fle'.v, 

Then darts along to where his dom~ afpirt's, 

At his approach the op'ning gate retires, 

With. 
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\Vith fwift defcent he treads the trembling ground, 

Thro' clouds of glitt'ring fervants rang'd around. 

Jufl: then, directed by the hand of God, 

The mighty chief approach'd the fair abode. 

In jufl: proportion all his limbs afcend, 

The manly graces all his fl:eps attend, 

Thro' every action dignity {hines forth, 

And ev'ry jefl:ure fpeaks internal worth. 

WeIcome, my friend, the joyful fl:atefman cries, . 

Now may thy foul, in glorious flights, arife; 

Great George on thee confers a chief command, 

Then hafl:e, fly hen"ce, preferve thy native land: 

Launch all his terrors on the wefl:ern coafl:, 

And put a period to the Gallic boaR. 

Here timid caution long has rul'd the fl:rife, 

And inen, with lofs of honour, purchas'd life. 

I-I.ere. fcirdid fouls, by fordid views, impell'd, 

Mar all the projeCts that our cOllncil yield, 

Tarnifh the glory of the Britifh name, 

And fnatch her, tow'ring, from the heights of fame. 

But, 0 my friend, I know thy foul contemns, 

Such vileinaetion, 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 thy native fhore. 

The fl:atefman ceas'd, in rapture, Wolfe returns, 

.While all hIs heart with bright'ning glory burns, 

D 3 Then, 
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Then, 0 my frierta, the mighty Lord of heav rrr7 

At length, attention, to my pray'r, has giv'n; 

Long have I wifh'd to rife in glorious arms, 

And fave my country from impending harms; 

Long have I wii11'd to fpread her enfigns far, 

Or bravely perifh in the front of war. 

But if, 0 God, thou. vie\v'fr me from above,. 

Cool in the ardour· of my country's loye, 

On this vile head, in that difgraceful hour, 

Let all thy hate, let all thy vengeance pour ; 

Let Death's black hand eternal darLnefs give, 

And when I ceafe to merit, ceafe to live. 

Yet fhould my foul, Britannia, f werve from thee~ 

Should all a patriot's love be loft on me; 

My country's woes nHlf'c frill their influence fpread,. 

And pity rotlfe to other virtues dead; 

For furc that man who views, with care.lefs eye., 

Whole cities flaming, and whole nations die, 

Sees hufbands, widows, wives, and infants tofs'cl, 

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, 0 my friend, while'i,v 01 fe, at thy command •. 

Shall brave deftruCl:ion in a foreign land, 

Let thy kind influence, thy impartial breath, 

Secure my fame from tarniih worfe than death; 

For _men whofe fouls to fofter paffions yield, 

And, from afar, furvey the dreadful field, 
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By quick conceptions, lay whole armies 10'1(1)­
And, in a breath, difperfe- the. flying foe: 

Perhaps while I exert my utmofr 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 {lander's dart, 

My fame's fecure while virtue guides my heart, 

Give but the word, with chearfulnefs I fly 

To nobly conquer, or to bravely die. 

Then, hafte, my friend, the minifter rejoin'd, 

Hafte, anddifplay the virtues of thy mind, 

Act right, act juftly, jl y where valour moves, 

And caunfel'd reafon in her thought approves;_ -

This thouldft thou do, high HeaV'll thall blefs thy toi1~ 

And thou triumphant view thy native foil. 

Then go, my friend, from all reftriEtions freed, 

A foui, like thine, can no reftrictions need; 

Go, and thy Pitt, frill zealous, frill the fal11e, 

With friendly care, win guard thy fpodefs fame; 

And if fuccefs fhall crown thy conqu'ring hand,. 

He'll ring thy praifes thro' the joyful land. 

The fratefman fpoke, the hero took his way, 

Where filial love commands a 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 yvarms, 

And all his bo[om glows with fcenes of aqns ; 

But 
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But foon foft paffions fpread their wild ,aIloy; 

And damp the fervour of his riling joy. 

By Fancy'~ aid; before his eyes, appears 

A wido~'d mother all diiTolv'd in tears, 

From whom, his bofom, in his tender youth, 

Imbib'd the feeds of virtue, gr?ce, and truth;: 

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 fan, a hUiband, and a friend ~ 

Not filiallol'e alone commanc1.s his {tay, 

Ties, more engaging £Jr, obfhuct his way: 

. Long had his foul, with-held from noify fame, 

For fair Confbntia felt a gen'rous flame, 

Her gentle brea{t repays the faithful nre, 

And both their bO[0111S glow with like defire ; 

Their parents all the guiltlefs flame approve, 

And fix the nuptial day to crown their love. 

Then how, 0 Wolfe, forfake her heav'nly charms 

For horror, difcord, death and dire alarms! 

Wauld not one fmile. one pure feraphic kifs· 

Difpenfe more pleafure, more exratic blifs, 

Than all the wealth that nations could beftowy­

Or all the laurels that adorn thy brow? 

"\Vhen this refleaion darts with all its force, 

The charms of glory fink beneath its courfc
1

, 

Like 
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Like fcatter'd miils, they fly before his fight, 

And all his bafom yields to foft delight. 

But ihaight his foul reviews his country's woes, . 

Again, with wrath, his kindling bofom glows, 

Glory and fame again enforce their laws, 

And thus his re~fon vindicates their cauCe, 

Bear up, my foul, diIfolve this tender chain. 

That links my wiihes to my native plain ;~ 

Should I, unmov'd, behold the barb'rous foe 

Plunge my lov'd native land in worlds of woe; 

'Tis true, Conftantia, I might find in thee, 

All that kind gracious Heav'n could grant to me; 

But then what ftings of confcience mufl: fucceeo, 

How muft my tarnifh'd reputation bleed; 

Such ftiilgS, fuch ftains as muft my peace defttoy, 

And damp the current of my rifing joy. 

But if I fly at glory's dread command, 

And, crown'd with triump11., view my.native land, 

Thro' all J:he earth ihall ring my mighty praife, 

And confcious merit beautify my days, 

From fields of blood, in tranfport, I'll return, 

And Hymen's flames with purer luftre burn •. 

The hero fpoke, tumultuous paRions ceafe, 

And all his boiling breaft fubfides to peace; 

Then he, wi~h fpeed, the cIe~ving air divides» 

And gains his manfion vlith repeated ftrides. 

His rifing hands, the yielding rapper, feize, 

. 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 fries. 

His favants, here, the op'ning doors unclofe, 

The bounding hero, o'er the threiliold rofe, 

With placid fmiles, the ready care, repays, 

That light the manfion in a joyful blaze r 
Then darts along, infpir'd with eager hane, 

To where his mother weeps her lord deceas'd. 

At his approach the matron ceas'd to mourn, 

And, Ion in tranfport, "meets her fon's return, 

Bent 'on his knees, her rev'rend hand he prefb'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 bl~ard my native land; 

To launch his terrors on the weftern coaft. 

And put a period to the Gallic boaft. 

The nation calls, file rears her awful voice,. 
/ 

No more, proud France, in [eas of blood rejoice," 

. Thy hate malign fliall, on thyfelf, recoil, 

Or \Volfe will periili in the glorious toil. 

Then am I left, the mournful dame replies, 

While tears guili copious from her ftreaming eyes," 

Then mllft I fink beneath a load of grief, 

Nor thy once lenient hand beflow relief. 

Ah! 
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Ah! think, when I my .fmiling infant prefl:, 

And this fon~ 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 J fee, 

In playful mood hang round thy mother's knee, 

Flu£h'd at the fight, my glowing cheeks incline, 

And bend ambitious to unite with thine! 

Then all my .time ToH'd on in joyful eafe, 

-For, then, thy dear loft fathe,r bIefl: my days; 

Yes, thou, my Lord, couldft, all my cares, remove, 

And, footh my every grief, with tender love; 

But, thou, alas! no more :fhalt chace our woes, 

Cheer thy lov'd offspri;lg, or thy haplefs fpoufe. 

No more, with hand indulgent, precept kind, 

Direa our condua, or improve our mind. 

No-thou are wrapt in Death's eternallhade, 

And I a fad, deferted widow made!, 

Thy bones lie buried in the ;uthlefs urn ~ 
And I, dejetled, friendlefs, left to mourn : 

For he, alone, whoJe -hand could comfOl:t give, 

For whom, alone, my foul -could 'willi tQ live, 

Forfaker" for difcord) this refin'd rctreat~ 

.. And headlong rufnes to the' j:l'l'S of fate. . 

Baniih thy fears, reply'd the gen'ruus chief,_ 

o fpare my heart, be ~.illm, compafe thy grief, 

'Tis glory calls, !he lures me from afar, 

.And bids me flourith thro~ the tanks of war . 
• ", '. >., ~' 

How 



How much more juft to cruili my country's foes, 

Than wane the bloom of life in foft rcpofe ; 

Should I, unmov'd, fee countlefs numbers iIain, 

And hear my country's woes cry, roufe, in vain, 

See hufbands, widoVl's, wives, and infants tofs'd, 

And all, in one promifcuous ruin, loft; 

Ev'n thall, my mother, wouldfl: cC.lltemn, difown, 

And, fiamp with infamy, thy daftard fan. 

But calm thy griefs, tho' I forfake thy fight, 

Still {hall thy bofom glow vi'ith foft delight; 

Still {hall my foul, tho' abfent) hither fpeed, 

And my beft wifhes hover round thy head; 

Still {hall my lenient hand thy woes alTuage, 

And guard, with confl:ant care, thy heJplcfs 2g~. 
But 0 fbould God my f word to conqueft wing, 

Should, from my efforts, glorious triumphs fpring, 

What high renovm :Gull grace thy tow'ring boy, 

And, fill thy bofom,. with a parent's joy. 

Yet, {bould thy fon refign his fleeting breath, 

Should all my deeds be crown'd with glorious death; 

Then let this juft refleCtion comfort give, 

'Tis better bravely die, than meanly live, 

One moment's glory, more true joys, can raife, 

Than ages wafted ia difgraceful eafe! 

So [poke the chief-the mournful dame begun; 

O! may the hand of Heav'n protect my fan, . 

All gracious God, do thou thy influence ilied, 

And iliield, with pitying care, his guiltIefs head. 

But 
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But finee thy courage dares defend the throne, 

-And I am. friendlefs left to weep alone, 

Let hon{)ur guide thee thro' the paths of fame, 

And virtue, heav'nly virtue fiamp th}' name; 

For ah! fhouldfi thou, from this great rule, depart, . 

Think what fad pangs mull rend thy mother's heart. 

Yet why thefe doubts, I'm fure -thou never wilt, 

Nor feek, with colourings faIfe, to hide thy guilt, 

I know thy bofom teems with fpotlefs truth, 

I know the precepts that have form'd thy youth, 

1 know too well the paths thy father trod, 

To think that thou wilt quit his [acred road, 

Let not dellruClion mark thy dreadful courfe, 

Let prudence temper anddireCl: thy force, 

True courage {till 'with like attention fleers 

From brutal raihnefs and unmanly fears, 

This will not, dare not, ufe the pow'r that's given, 

And that defhoys the means bellow'd by Heav'n. 

o think, when raging thro' the dreadful fl:rife, 

Thy country daims an int'refl ig thy k,;; 

Think how thy mother left in weeds to mourn, 

Vrith wild impatience waits for thy return ; 

Hangs o'er her grave, in never ceaijng grief, . 

And calls her long loft fan to bring reFe'. 

But think, 0 think, 00u1J Heav'n thy fall ordain, 

Shouldll thou, my child, my onl y child, be ilain, 

How T, with grief, defpair, and anguifh, torn, 

Mull fink unfrit:nded to the filent urn. 

E Si.,;hs 
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Sighs choak'd her voice, the hero made reply, 

"\Vhile the big tear ftood trembling in his eye, 

vVhether to me the blifs, once more, is giv'n, 

To view thy face is only known to Heav',il ; 

But that my conduCt ne'er {hall merit blame, 

Or ftain thy vifage with a parent's {hame, 

Is mine to fay :-My foul {hall ne'er defcend, 

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

Catch the contagion of infc:.J:i'Jus times, 

Or friends be call'd to palliate my crimes. 

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

Then go fecure, while virtue guides thy mind, 

:May Heav'n thy deeds, \\'i~h approbation, fee, 

And crown the hopes the world has form'tl of thee ~ 

But canft 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 cou~d unbend thy mind. 

o ceafe, forbid thefe melting words to roll, 

Nor damp the ardour of my rifiIlg foul, 

Let her lov'd image, let ideas rcft, 

That, ah; muft, now, be baniD1'd from my breafl:. 

No more ;-1 flee, to certain conqueR run; 

O! may thy pious pray'rs, proteCl thy fon. 

lIe Ipoke, then leaves his loud lamenting dome, 

Alas! for ever, leaves his native home. 

The mournful matron, iill'd with riling grief, 

Be,held, with labourivg breaR, the parting chief, 

Then, 
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Then [aid, 0 Glory, what a [cene of woe 

Doft thou extort from wretches here below, 

What painful tributes at thy flwine :we lay, 

To win thy fmiles, the meteors of a day. 

She fpoke-..;....meanwhile the gen'rous hero moves 

To feek the objeB: of his faithful loves. 

Graceful fhe fat, where, rang'd on either hand, 

The works of mighty bards in order ftand, 

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 chafie embrace. 

Clofe by her fide the hero takes his fiand, 

And, in his own, comprefs'd her glowing hand, , 
In vain flle fmiles, with various pillions fraught, 

The pen five hero ftood abforb'd in thought; 

Pent in his breafi 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 breafi, 

And thus the anguiih of her foul exprefs'd. 

Say, 0 my Wolfe) 0 fay, what gloomy care 

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

Say, what affiic:l:ions in thy hofom 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 



If e'er ilie prov'd unworthy of thy trufi, 

Then all this filence, this referve, is jufi. 

To whom the chief, be fiill, thy thoughts compofe-,. 

While I, the burden of my foul, difclofe, 

Do thou engage that not a tear fhall fall, 

And I will tel:,-th y Wolfe will tell thee all. 

From thy lov'd prefence I a while mufi part, 

But only death {hall tear thee from my heart, 

Deep roott'd there {halt thou, forever, reign, 

'Till thy gbd V,r olfe thall blefs thy arms again. 

·Where mufi thou go? the trembling maid replies, 

'While fudden phrenzy fills her rolling eyes, 

ViThy, from my prefence, thus, woulclft thou depart? 

Ah, do not rend, diHracr, torment my heart. 

o Cy, declare, 'WJiY l11ufi thou hence be torn, 

AId mufi I ;-am I, then, defpis'd, forlorn ,. 

I 2/', my love, I go, at Glory's call, 

Te eru!h the rage of i'roud imperious Gaul, 

J\lj fame, my valour, to the worId to prove, 

A'<d make me worti1Y of Confiantia's love. 

}~Id 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 flood trembling in his eyf>, 

Y~;;, for a time, thy Wolfe from thee is torn, 

But calm thy griefs, Conftantia,- ceafe to mourn,_ 

My grateful hand iliaU recompenfe thy pain, 

Should Heav'n refiore me to thy arms again, 

It 
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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, Dur nuptial b1ifs 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 fa, ev'n now, the vain purfuit give o'er, 

'Twas but thy love I fought, I afk no more; 

Then come, 0 Wolfe, the thorny: pat11s forego 

That lead to glory, and that lead to woe; 

My ample fortu~e opulence {hall bring, 

For thee content {hall fpread her downy wing; 

Allur'd by her, why not, my Wolfe, retreat 

Far from the hurry of tumultuous fiate. 

:t:Jo, 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 n~w rend my bleeding heart; 

How fo~dly fad my foul fiill hangs on thee, 

How dear thy lov'd idea is to ~e ; 
But when my country calls aloud for aid, 

When lawlefs foes our facred rights invade, 

Whenev'n our monarch bids me guard the throne, 

All private claims mufl: yield to this alone; 

Thou wouldfl: not have rue quit the paths of fame, 

T.o fee me branded with a coward's name. 

No, Heav'n forbid, the mournful maid rejoin'd, 

While tears betray the anguiih at' her mind, 
:E 3 . Tl1at 
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That e'er my words lhould win thee to difgrac~" 
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'ting angels all thy fleps attend, 

And all the projeB:s of thy foul befriend; 

'TIS true, my foul, thou'rt friendlefs le~t to mourn;, 

To weep negleB:ed 'till thy ,Volfe's return; 

Yet ceafe ye griefs, ye burning 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'n" 

Thus while fhe fpoke, her fwelling eyes o'erflow.; 

And all her fenfes lie di:ffolv~d in woe. 

Torpid with grief the mournful hero flood, 

A fudden horror flies thro' all his blood, 

Love o'er his heart" extends its flrong controul" 

And fhakes the purpofe of hiB mighty foul; 

'Till bleeding Britain burCts upon his light; 

And puts the crowd of blandii11ments to flighro_ 

Then round her neck he flung his eager arms,. 

Strain'.;l to his heart, her heaving bofom warms~_ 

He fhow'rs his kiifes on her lifelefs face, -

And fends his flutt'ring foul with each embrace ;" 

Her head drops lif1:lef,s on his panting breaU, 

While he the tumult of his. foul exprefl:., 

o Fame! 0 Glory! where are now thy charms? 

Come, fnatch me, tear me, from her he.av'nlY arms. 

Come~ 
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Come, 0 Britannia, come, victorious 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 wiU foon" to thee,. return,. 

And thou forever, then, {halt ceafe to mourn" 

I go~ my love, fure Heav'n, fhall bIers the deed, 

The pray'rs of more than angels muft fucceed~ 

He faid, and folds her in a laft embr:ace, 

Then .flings; diftracted from the' mournful place;, 

In floods of grief the haplefs. maid, is drown'd,. 

Breathlefs fhe finks along the fadd'ning ground:> 

Burfting, .with 6:ghs, {he then returns to light, 

She looks around,. no Wolfe appears in fight~ 

All trembling" pale, again {he dies away, 

Again revives and meets detefted day, 

.A tear defcends, fhe wjpes it as it flows, 

Again {he fighs" and <thus, renews. her woes .. 

And art thou gone" ah! cruel thus. to flee, 

. And leave in deep defpair a wIetch like me,. 

Thou couldft not fure have lov'd fo pure,. fo'trucj!. 

With fuch a fondnefs as I doat on you. 

When genuine love, refin'd by chafte deure». 

S,ubdues the br.eaft heneath its fpotlefs fire, 

All other paffions from the foul depart, 

It. reigns unrival'd in the human heart, 

But fure thou art to diff'rent views inclin'd, 

Far o.ther paffiolls [un: incite thy mind, 

For 
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For empty iliades to fly my proffer'd charms, 

And fling from mine to defolation's arms. 

But whither, phrenzy, whither wouldil: thou lead 

The mined 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 actions pleafe Conftantia ftill, 

Go, purchafe glory, ftill iliall ilie approve, 

Tho' {he iliould pine with ill requitted love, 

But how, Conftantia, friendlefs, left alone, 

How fpend thy time, thy dear compariion gone; 

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 160fe thy forrows ill the joyful round! 

No-fly not there, no more thy Wolfe {hall grace 

The trifling pleafures of the thoughtlefs race ;. 

In fpite of mirth his dear idea'd rife, 

And tears unwilling trickle from my eyes; 

The ~rowd unpitying would deride my pain, 

:For woes like mine compaffion feek in vain~ 

Conftantia, no-to rural fcenes return, 

There weep his abfence, there in private mourn" 

There live reduCe, no more thy griefs confin'd; 

Fling loofe the burden that diftracts thy mind; 

Each fcene familiar here {hall bring to fight 

His image, once the fource of fond delight: 

But 
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But all, 'tis [ure all earthly things are vain, 

That, once my pleafure, now becomes my pain. 

Here, as we've pa[s'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'd;. 

He fpeak$-attention fteals thro' ev'ry limb, 

And Nature's. beauties all are loft in him t 

Then with w})at joy, what boundlefs jOy we'd fay,. 

When months, like moments, /eem'd to roll away., 

How fwift, how [weet, the gliding moments move, 

When wing'd by pleafures that refult from love! 

But_ rural charms no more my joy can raife, 

He's gone who gave thefe charms the pow'r to pleafe~ 

In vain I figh, in vain my tears may flow, 

No Wolfe is prefent to difpe! my woe, 

Loft Nature all muft now appear to mourn,. 

And I dejected weep 'till his return ; 

Thus, 0 my Wolfe, Confi:antia mourns for thee, 

Perhaps whiIll: thou ihalt ceafe to think on me. 

For ah, how wJdely are the ftates disjoin'd 

Of him who goes,. and her who ftays behind ~ 

Where'er he moves new objects ftrike his fight, 

Ne\v profpeCts dazzle, and new fcenes invite, 

Loft in the prefent, he forgets the pafl:, 

And all his parting pangs fubfide at laft. 

But :!he, alas! in keen affliCtion drown'd, 
~ . 
Muft lonely tread the fame unchequer'd round, 

" Muft 



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, 

DireCts his pailage to the fea-beat coaft, 

Swift 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 willies of his joyful band. 

The troops embark, the chief the deck afcends, 

The fpreading canvafs to the 'wind extends; 

Along the Thames the lofvy velfels glide 

To where the ocean meets his rulliing tide; 

Then, fteering weftward, on the azure main, 

They cut the furface of the \vat'ry plain, 

WhiHl two long moons purfue their circling way, 

Boldly they fkim the \vide capacious fea; 

At length,to ·crown the hero with d~light, 

The new-found continent appears in fight. 

BOOK 
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BOO K THE. SEC 0 N D. 

COME raife, my Mufe, from deep dejection raife 

Thy drooping head to fing a hero's praife : 

No more Jet tears, no more let farrows, move, 

No more defcend in melting I1:rains of love; 

Raife high thy voice, expand thy numbers fali, 

Sound the loud trumpet of tremendous '.nr. 

But how, my foul, canl1: thou ~refume to dare 

To fing of battles, all the rage of war; 

Vvho never faw a marfhal'd army £land; 

Nor ~e~d the produCl of another's hand! 

Then come, oh! ]\lufe, whofe all-reviving breath 

Recals great actions from the realms of death: 

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

A cafe uncomlllon, 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 coal1: ; 

Tho' dark himfelf he breath'd refulgent light, 

And refcu'd others from the fhades of night! 

Such 



Such, hcav'nly Mufe, have felt thy pow'r divine, 

But, ah! how cliff'rent far their 'fiate frOIl! 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 bu1wJc;, rofe, the palace fiood; 

Invokod Achilles, faw t~.c hero rife, 

Alid, in the dazzling luftre, loft his eyes 

And that l~,eat bare! ,,·l1o{e all-perceiving eye 

Coulclpierce the deep rccefi:Cs of the n~y') 

Prefent the glori-os of the blefs'd ahode; 

Explore the motives that direa a god; 

Account for evils tha't attend our "ace, 

And blaze the triumphs of eternal gJJce;, 

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

Thrd various regions wander'dvarious wars ~ 

¥There tow'ring Alps halia's plains cC'lfine; 

\Vhere flows the Oder and the rapid Rhine ~ 

Where Franl:e prefents her wide extencied plain; 

And ;"i'~1(::"(C Iberia ikirts the rolling "";; in : 

With fC:1.rchii1g eyes the youthful Poet fr:-.~ y'd, 
Their cuftoms, manners, aaions, ,lll furvey'd; 

The ufeful fto:"e to lofty views confign'd, 

And lodg'd the burthen in his trufry mind. 

For him had fcience all her influence {bed, 

And twin'd her wreaths around his facred head; 

His rolling eyes to her fublimely foar, 

'Till firain'd with gazing, they could gaze no more! 

But 
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But I alone, of all the num'rous throng,. 

That mount in numbers, or defcend in fong, 

Atterppt to footh, inflame,· tranfport the heart, 

Ullblefs'd by nature, and untaught by art! 

Scarce had the bell of [enfe began to toll, , 

Or dawning rea£on open on my fou1, 

vVhen black difeafe, far ever, dimm'd my light, 

And wrapt my [enfes in eternal night; 

In vain"for me, creation [pre<tds her charms; 

In vain· the fun the womb of nature warms; 

In vairi his dazzling luflre paints the ground: 

Eternal- dadmcfs hovers all around! 

In her black dungeon dooms my mind to groan, 

And £huts the paths that lead to Wifdom's throne. 

But when fome circling years had wing'd their flight) 

And Reafon glifiell'd wirh fuperiar ligl1t ; 

Thro' all my breafl a thirfi of knowledge 1'0[::; 

And broke the tenor of my calm repofe: 

In vain. my fonl then· [hove ta force her way, 

To fwtm .the ocean of fUl'rounding day, 

A blank ullvaried meets her baffled eye, 

Vv'hile all arOll11d cnj,jY the cI;earful {ky. 
Hut Sound; th<lt goJdcfs; V"h0[~ reGfi1efs charms, 

Can rou[:~ w llOIc nations into deeds of arms, 

Can [well to .mirth the heart by woe depreft, 

And mdt in forrow the enraptilr'd breafl:; 

'Vllo imperceptive fkirn:s along the wind, 

And wafts inflruEtiol1s to the olel and blind! 

F With 
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With pity mov'd, to me affiftance "brings, 

And bears creation on her airy wings, 

"The world's great fcene difplays, in deareft light, 

And draws all nature to my inward fight! 

But chief3 -on thee" ,thou mighty Lord of all, 

By whom all things hav:e rofe, all things {hall fall; 

Wlio{eOmniprefence "fiUsremoteft {paGe; 

Whofe eye can pierce, whofe comprehenfion trace t 

Events." paft, prefent, labouring yet for birth; 

Who, with compaIIion, views the woes of earth; 

My foul imprifon'd .calls aloud for rooom; 

'Tis thou, alone, that canft difpel this gloom; 

"'Tis thQu, alone, that canft this voice infpire, 

And crown the fummit of my fond defire! 

() S.ire of heav'n, thy facred influence {hed; 

May thy blefs'd Spirit hover round my head: 

At thy command my foul relief fhall find, 

And funs unnllmber'd burft upon my mind! 

Should mer.c'lefs critics, whofe envencnn'd pow'rs, 

Extract rank poifnn from innoxious flow'rs; 

DeftruB:ive war with this produetion wage, 

Sure this r.eflection will difarm their rage, 

"That I, from whon} this crude p~oduCl:ion fprings, 

Whofe genius gives thefe rapid numbers wings, 

Was, when an infant, robb'd of glorious fight, 

And helplefs buried in eternal night! 

But tho' thefe -orbs for ever ceafe to roll, 

They lhut not out the pafIions 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;­

Tho' cruel fate forbids to rife in arms, 

Britannia's glorY' all my bof6m warms !-, 

My flutt'ring·foul forfakes·her gloomy den;" 

And flies triumphant thro' the walks of men r 
Afeends,with thefe who foaring mount to fame, 

And raife the glory of the Britifh name; . 

But chief, 0 Wolfe! for thee; my mufe afpires,> 

For thee; my bofom glows with all her fires, 

For thee, my genius unappall'd by threats, 

Shall feadefs utter what l\1y heart dictates.· 

By fate feclud~dfrom the vJ~rld's great ftage,. 

Reftrain'd from party zeal, f~m faCl:ious rage,. 

Supreme, unaw'd, my dauntl~fs mule fhall fitj' 

And daring truths fupply the p~ace 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, ill a cloud of canvas, veils the tides. 

Aloft, in !lir, fublime the hero ftands, 

And cafts his eyes thro' all the neighb'ring lands, 

Where boundlefs forefts rear their Irev'rend forms, 

And brave the fury of furrounding ftorms, 

High to the heav'ns with bold projeCl:i()ns rife, 

And lofe their fummits in the doudedfldes. 

F 2 Nor 
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Nor the fE, alone, with graceful charms 'are found, 

To fwdl the fplendors of the profpeCl: round: 

Bright, to the view, in gay luxuriant pride, 

Vafi 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; 

Here a fmooth vale, {oft varying, {miles below; 

Vafi rocks there rife, and tumbling waters flow; 

Whil~ their huge monarch, with majeftic mien, 

Rolls flow,iy on, and crowns the glorious fcene. 

Amid thofe charms that Nature's fmiles impart, 

Yfith no lefs lufire blaze the works of art: 

Rear'd w,ith bright front high o'er the rolling tide;: 

Towns, temples, cities, grac'd his rev'rend fide: 

For long proud Gaul had toil'd wi,h ceafclefs care 

To raife a crowd of dazzling fiructures there. 

Far o'er the reft Q::.ebec-in luflre {hone, 

Sublimely feated on a rocl:ythrone ; 

Glorious {he mounts thro' profirate tempefts b0r11e, 

And on the world beneath. looks down with £Corn! 

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 vall St,Laurence rolls his pond'rous tide; 

Round 
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Round the north..eafl: a leff'er river flows, 

And in the mightier fheam its torrent throws; 

While with bold front ~nd hugely tow'ring pride, 

The far ftretch'd fteep proteCl:s the weftern fide. 

Nor lefs great Art difplays her boundlefs pow'rslI 

To guard the fplenClors 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 };ler thunders forth 

To belch deftruCl:ion o'er the trembling earth, 

Dreadful flle bends her threat'ning brow below; 

And [coffs the fury of the daring foe! 

pown from each fide, along the fteep afcent, 

Tremendous guns with threat'ning throats are bent, 

There, thro' dark rocks, yawn forth for human blood, 

And point 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 ihfh the fiery torrent on the foe! 

Thus for ~ebec all art and nature arm, 

And rocks, fo'rts, rivers fhield the town from harm I 

Not far from hence, amid the mightier flood, 

Fair Orleans' ifle with flow'ry afpett flood, 

Thick on whofe verge gay fragrant blooms abound, 

That deck the waters 'fhich infold it round; 

Full on theweAthe parting- waves divide, 

And in c:afe channels wheel on. either fide;, 

}' 3 Then 
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Then on the eaft unite their ftreams again, 

And like an ocean roll to' meet the main! 

Hither it was, with fierce impetuous force, 

That Albion's fleets firf\: bent their threat'ning courfe,. 

~Twas here her ihips firft touch'd the hoftile ftr;md, 

And brought the terrors of the war to land. 

Recount, 0 Mufe! what {hips approach'd the coaft, 

What mighty heroe& 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 ihore ; 

Tow'ring on high {he rears her awful form, 

Props the incumbent clouds-defies the ftarm ; 

H.er [welling fails expanded catch the wind, 

And half the river rolls a wake behind! 

Her pond'rous fides ftupendous rife to fight; 

Three [pacious 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 advance, 

And" with deftruClion, threat t11e fons of France. 

Clofe, where the Neptune leads the pouring war, 

Unnumber'd fails, of following {hips, appear. 

Thrice fix roll on of huge enormous fize, 

Two tiers .of guns in each progreffive rife; 

Thefe their vaft mouths, thro' dreadful op'nings, fpread,' 

Amllabouring feem with worlds of future dead. 

Around 
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Aroun~, where thefe ftupenGlous piles afcend,' 

Vaft f warming {hoals of Ieifer barks attend; 

Some' fraught with flour" or, wine'senliv'ning ftore" 

And fome with vet'rans from Britannia's fhor~; 

Throng'd o'er- the deep, on ev'ry fide, they:, pour" 

As flies defcending with the vernal iliow'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, thhlncPring fierce in war, 

By- active valour, ftruck the world with fea,r ; 

Who, thro' the frowns of minif!:erial laws, 

O'ft ruili'd to glory in his fov'reign's cau[~ 

Burf!: tlu-o' all dangers; countlefs wonders wrought; 

And fav'd his country by the glorious fault! 

Moor'd, near bright Orleans, on the fouthern fide, 

Now thefe vafl: fleets, in crowds, at anchor ride ,: 

Then from their decks, in countlefs numbers, pour,_ 

Their vet'ran armies on the trembling fhore ! 

Thu~d'ring,_ for joy, o'er all the beach, they throng, _ 

And fhout, with tranfport, as they move alol1g ! 

Firft, in the front of ,all this pouring train, 

Old Englan~'~ offspring trod the, h?ftile pla~. 

From 
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From where the Thames expands his GIver tide, 

And tow'ring forefis grace his rev'rend fide t 
From where the Severn darts to meet the main; 

Like rapid lightning thro' the wond'ring plain! 

From wheJ;S:! the Humber rolls his pond'raus \'\~ay, 

And fweIls, with num'rous fireams, the German fea! 

From where the Tweed expands her wat'ry fiore ! 
And marks the limits of the northern fhore 1 

From all thefe {heams, from all her realms afar 

Pouring, fhe .teems her hum'rous fons .to war. 

Anti, now, the £Irfi of all the threat'ning hoft, 

Sternly [erene they tread the trembling coail. 

Clofe in the rear Hibernia's fans advance, 

For their lov'd caufe eternal foes to France! 

Hibernia, who,. with kind fraternal hand, 

Still guards the honour of her fifter land. 

Oh thou lov'd {hore! thon dear enchanting ilk! 

'Vhere endlefs peace, and truth, and freedom fmile ! 
:Fain would my mufe her loftier flights refirain 

To fing the charms of thy delightful plain; 

Thy [acred plain! where Heav'n all bounteous pours 

Nought elfe but fweets, and worlds of fmiling flow'rs •. 

No hungry lions, here, with hideous roar, 

E'er bound tremendous o'er the trembling {hore i 
No wolv.es, no bears, no tigers, range the wood; 

Or grind their jaws that thirfi for human biood! 

Here, no l,1uge ferpents, curling, wreath'don high, 

With pois'nous hifs . enfhuue the tainted fry ! 

NQ 
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No fnaKes,no toads, no ad'ders, panting round, 

With treach'rous venom, fill the fubtile ground! 

God ilieds his influence o'er the [miling land, 

And all things noxious ilirink beneath his hand ! 
When hither bro~ght they languiih, gafp, and. die,. 

And own the prefence of a purer· fKy ! 
Here lqnely babes may rife at eady dawn, 

And tread with fteps fecure the dewy lawn: 

In peaceful' forefts brave the mid~light air; 

Nor dread' the fury of the prowling bear! 

Her dauntlefs fons, exempt from fral\.d, from guile, 

As is, from noxiou!! deaths, her gen'rous foil, 

By Albion long,. with iron fcq1tre, fway'd, 

Sawall h«r tights cpntemn'd, her laws betray'd; 

Her commerce fti:fl~d, .and her arts oppreft, 

Her friends .. negleCted, and her foes careft. 

At lengthj oh! Heav'n,' a~' thy all mild com~and, 

The joyful time rolls o'er this ftniling land, 

When thefe great fouls ihould burR: their galling chain, 

And bpvely free herfacred rights again. 

Now do we fee thefe guaraians of the laws, 

Step nobly forward in their country's caufe ; 

N<?w do we fee them, firm in glory, all, 

Unlur'd by gold, by aught hut Freedom's call, 

Sternly ferenecontemn Oppreffiori's frown, 

And aWe, by threats, their haughty tyrants down; 

While,the vaft world, in wonder rilix'd with fears,. 

Sounds forth the pmife of 'Erna's volunteers! 
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Now, at their call, the Arts reviving [pring, 

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 iile ! 
Blind zeal, no more, purfues her barb'rous,end, 

No more enrag'd, religious feCl:s contend. 

Vlretches, no more, w'ith trembling terror ihrink; 

Becaufe they think not as their fov'reigns think. 

But adverfc parties lofe their thirft· of blood, 

And j9in their efforts for the public good! 

But tho' her foul abhorr'd the Britifhlaws, 

She rifes glorious in her fov'reign's caufe :~ 

She, when ihe faw his keen avenging arms, 

Towards ~cbec direCl: their dire alarms, 

Nobly fprang forth to ihare her num'rous {cars" 

And bravely conquer in Britannia's wars. 

The Liffey, now, whofe wild. meanders frray 

Thro' many a traCl:, by many a winding way; 

The rapid Ban; the Suir whofe waves expand 

With num'rous ftreams, and water half the land; 

The 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 Britifh crown. / 

Beneath great Wolfe the fifter kingdoms ftand, 

A cloCe, conneCl:ed, firm, united band. 

111 
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In- .order; next, the Highlanders appear, 

Whofeev'ry 'nerve feems {hung for glorious war: 

Thefe . hardy troops, on lofty mountains, bred, 

Where tow'ring Grampl)s rears hisrev'rend head; 

Where filver Dee purfues her rapid way, 

And fpacious lakes fupply the rolling Tay; 

From where the Fc:Jrth's defcendiFlg waves expand, 

To where the ocean bounds the northerri land; 

Had learn'd,. in ,toil, to brave the fierce extremes, 

Of Winter's cold, .and Summer's fl!lltry beams; 

Train'.d to fatigue, ,thus train'd by ccafdefs pain, 

From ftubborn rocks .to fetch the fcanty grain, 

Bold, undifmay'd, they joy'fuI.pour from far 

To feek from t0il a kind relief in war. 

And, now, aloft with threat'ning front theyftanc\, . 

A grim, terrific, aernly frowning band. 

Rais'cl, in their hands, :hugeblades 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: 

Their varying plaids, with {;urious art defign'd, 

In graceful folds, redundant float behind, 

Thefe coY'rings loofe, qe[cending from above, 

G.ive e¥'ry vig'rous mu[de room to move. 

To thefe fucceeds the bold provincial haft, 

Whofe wrongs firft rous'd Britannia's injur'd coaft ; 

Inflam'd with rage, they ql,lit'their nativ,e plain, 

To claim due vengeance forth~ir kindred 1lain, 

Their 
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Their fpacious plain, whofe van expanfe, flJrveys, 

From where bright Phcebus !hoots his downward rays, 

To where the ocean groans in icy chains, -

And night, thro' half the year, unrival'cl reigns: 

Difportive Nature, o'er this boundle(s-!hore, 

With lavi!h 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 ftreams, thro' endlefs regions, glide, 

And fwell the ocean with her ceafelefs tide. 

The fh"eam that laves the Philadelphian walls, 

The Mohawk, dreadful in her thund'ring falls, 

The bold Connetticut, the HuMan wide, 

And Miffiffippi's vaft capacious tide, 

Thefe, fcc their banks clifpeopl'd, as they flow, 

And fend their heroes forth to meet the foe. 

High, o'er the reft, advance the grenadiers, 

Glorious aloft their tow'ring front appears, 

Their brawny bulks clifclofe f uperior lllight, 

And all their vig'rous limbs feem llrong for fight! 

Stupendous caps, furrollnd their bending browsf 

That bid defi:ll1ce to the rage of blows; 

From LOlliiburZ tllis dauntlefs -legion came, 

Where "\\T olfe immortal r·ais'd his glorious name; 

Here, vanquilh'd Fra;lce {ubcluid b~neath his hand, 

In dircdifperfion, flcd the conqucr'd land. 

By Nova Scotila's coaft extends the iDe, 

Her rocks are 16£ty,_ fiubbom is 'her H:Jil; , 

Her 
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Her fpacious harD our, fpreadsa wide expahfe, 

The once fure refuge of 'the foris of France, 

B.ut conquefd, now, d"eferts the Galliccaufe, 

And roIls 'her tides beneath Br.i(annic laws! 

Thus dreadful pouring on the thund'ring coaft, 

In various 3odies, ~moves the .flum'rous haft. 

E,ach huge battalion owns her martial lord, -

,Who waves, 'with high coatronl, his threat'lling 

-fword 1 

£hiefs, lefs fupreme, confets his dread command, 

And march, in leiTer troops, the num'rous band. ' 

Recount, 0 Mufe! each mighty hero's name) 

That rofe fuperior in this lift of fame: 

Great Moncton, riext to Wolfe, immortal ftands, 

Who free'd from rapine Nova Scotia's lands, 

'Who fcreen'd that country from impending harms, 

And taught proud France th~ force of Britifh arms'! 

Townfhend, whore God-like atlions alfproclaim, ,-
The glorious trophies of his fature fame, 

H-igh Heav'n has doom'd that when great Wolfe fual 

fall, 

His matchlefs arm {hall crufh the pride of Gaul! .,r 
That then that arm, :fl:retch'd forth in Albion'scaufe, 

Shall rule Hibernia with deft:rv'd appIaufe !, 

Lan:, on the field, afpiring Murray came, -

Of all the chiefs" that bear a Gen'ral's name." 

To him, the brave, the dauntJ-efs Howe, [ucceeds, ' 

Thai laft in rank, not laft in glorious deeds! 

G Immortal 
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Immortal Howe'! whore comprehentive mind, 

W'ith dauntlefs valour,bouudlefs virtue join'd, 

V{ho plann'd with judgment, as he bravely fought,. 

In war courag'ous, and.fedate in thought! 

To future tiJl1e:s his glodQUS attioDs known, 

Shall raife the honour of his Sov'reign's throne; 

Pour Heav'n's juft :vengeance onrebeltious crimesJ 

And be the fubj,e8: of fucceedi.ng rhymes. 

'Withhim the gallant Cari'ton takes his ftand, 

With equal merit., and with like command. 

Led by thefe heroes roll the Britiih hoft, 

Like a va.ft deluge on the thund'ring coa{l:. 

Tall groves of mu{kets, from their front, they-rear" 

Forefts of bay'nets cleave the yielding air~ 

,];,hat, from the tubes projected, .upwards rife" 

And burnifh'd glitter thw',th,e da,z,zling ik:ies! 

Full in the van, high o'er,the~r threat'ning head, 

In many a fold, tlteir blazingftandards fpread, 
II' . 

Glorious aloft th~y "wave, in air, unfurl'd,. 

And {trike wide terror thro' the trembling world! 

Bright on .the furface of .their broad expan[e, 

In fr0wning gold, ,tw'o :threat'ning foes a.dvance, 

A lion rampant foams, wi,th fury, ther.e, 

He grinds his teeth, his fiery eye-balls glare, 

Darting he feems. While here an u~icorn, 

With rage opponent, \vaves his fingle horn ; 

Ernblaz'd with gems a crown fufpended lies, 

'While the fierce foes contending lofe the prize! 

The 
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The Britifil'army thus, in bright array; 

Wit~ j~yful ihout9;purf~e their thundiring. way; 

Wide, o'er the lartd, thekpouring legions [pread, 

And groaning~earthre-ecboes"asthey' tread. 

Sb when mild Spring c~lls forth her vernaUlow'rs., 

And teeming hiveg-difg.orge their',flutt'i-ing pow'rs, 

The f warming bees their painted w.ings expa.{d, 

And pour, in millions, o'er the fragrant: land; 

All with .loud hum their iheatlllefs trunks'{hoDtfonh,. 

And all in motiou:feemsthebuflling earth. 

Not far from hence, aIoogthe northerncoaft; 

Fierce threat'ning Gaul collects her'num'rous hoft,. 

Round ~ebec'& ;walls they ftre,tch with. hideous pride,.. 

nlgh o'er the margin~of. the rolling tider' 

The GaIIic hoftdivides in :various bands, 

:By various . leaders ' led, from various lands. 

Firft Languedoc. prefents -her ihiuing frain, 
And pours"her heroes from her crowded plain, 
Where 'peady ftreams, from lofty mountains ramd, 

Defcend'thro"bedsbeftrew'd with faads· of gold ! 
T·hevafi: Ganmne, a16ng her vaUeys;gIides, 

Difpenfing verdure .as he rolls his tides, 
\ 

Thro' all the land-majeftic takes his way, 

And on Guiennes" ihoresrejoins the fea. 

Nor Iefs this province,rous'dat Glory's call. 

Pours forth her fans' to [well the hoft of Gaul: 

What tho' their hil1s,i~ vines, eternal:glow; 

What tho' their plains, with flQw'f(:ts, fmile below, 
G 2 What 



What tho' their wines, in endlefs flores, abound; 

And bear the palm thro' all the world around!" 

They 'fl~y thefe treafures) draw their impious fwords;. 

And brave the fury of their former lords; 

For Brita·in, wafted o'er the circling main, 

Long rul'd, with boundlefs fway, their fruitful plain, 

From hence, thro' Gaul, oft led her cQnqu'ring bands" 

And on the brink of ruin plung'd her lallds. 

But while loud difcordfhook their Britiib lord, 

They bafely bow'cI-beneath the Ga1lie fword. 

To thefe Gafeoigne unites her furious· train, 

As in their guilt,. companions in their pain; 

On lofty. wcks, in vain, tlleir cities frand, 

In vain, their Poictiers fpreads her wide command~. 

'Where gallant Edwanl won the glorious tiehl, 

And taught that numbers mufr to valbur yield. 

In vaiil their haughty, proud, imperious boafr" 

They come to per-jih. on a foreign coaft! 

From Wol[e's dread hand to feel the vengeance j u(l;~, 
And all their vanlty: to lay in cluft! 

With haughty mien the RoufiJl.ons advance, 

Iberians fubjeB. to the laws of France; 
I 

Taught wher.e their heads, the Pyrenees, difclofe, 

Beneath the burden of eternal fnows, 

Thro' dreary wilds, .. ."ith active limbs, to fweep, 

And mount o'er piles of ice the threat'ning fr(ep ;,. 

They come confiding in fuperjor might, 

To meet their fate 0.1) ~ebe(i'S tow'l-ing height. 

TO, 



To thefe Lofair unites her num'rous band, 

Like thefe to. perifh on a foreign land L 
Canada fee·s the' gath'ring tumult far, 

And all her fons pours forth to meet the war. 

All ages rous'rl, obey the dire alarms, 

And countlefs nations thund'ring rufh to :arms. 

In fwarms the Indians leave ~heir teeming woods, 

Their lofty mountains, and their boundlefs fl06ds ; 

With hideous yelIs they pour along the {hore, 

And lick their horrid jaws that thirft for gore., 

Thefe, all coUeCl:ed, join the haft of Gaul} 

Bent to preferve the town, or bravely f;ln. 

l\fontcalmterrific rears his awful form, 

And leads the fury of this gath'ring [torm; 

Not heav'n's dread frown could e'er his rage controui, 

. Nor hell's grim- horrors fright his daring foul; 

No fears~ nD toils, could fhake his dauntIefs mind; 

No laws could limit, no reftriCl:ions bind; 

No. 'hcidow's tears to hiin reinor[e impart, 

Nor tender pity melt his callous heart; 

Long, with fierce rage,his vile rapacious hands 

Had hurl'd deftruction on Britannia's lands. 

Long had the funk beneath his harb'rous fo~ce, 
And piles ot {laughter mark'd his dreadful cOllr(e; 

'But Wolfe's dread terrors, now, for 'vengeance :~~H, 

And thou art doom'd, prefumpt'ous chief; to fall. 

Vaudrueil advancing ne~t, in high command, 

With ampler 'virtues" t,ake,snjs, nobler ftand,: 

9- 3· He, 
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He, too, in fight, muft yield his fleeting' breath, 

And fink, all glorious, in the arms of de:lth~ 

Leevey fucceeds, a chief of high renow'rr~ 

Ramfay, the ruler of thtr neighb'ring town. 

Tl~en Bougainville farc-doom'a b.y Heav'n's. intent,. 

To ftand fecluded: from the dire event. 

Led by thefe chiefs thus roH'd the Gallic hoff,: 

Confus'dly pouring o'er the·thund'ting co aft : ' 

Dreadful they here colleCt, in threat'ning pride~ 

Their motley terrors o'er the rolling- tide; 

Half-naked Indian3 there with hideous mein,. 

Here the gay Gauls in: aazzling robes are feen, 

There horrid yells, here mouts perplex the {hand, 

And all in motion feems the quiv'ritlg land. 

So when fierce Boreas, from the boifl'rous north, 

Rolls douds on clouds wide jumbling o'er the earth~ 

In throngs the jarti~g elements are driv'n, 

With dire combufl:io'nt..'lro' the vault of beav'n,. 

In one huge mars, 'earth, fife, air, water, hurl'd, 

To burft in thunders on the trembling wor1d,1 

Thrice had th~ fun Jiurnal roH'd awaYt-

And dawning {hows the fourth r,evoMng Jay,­
Since nrftthe fleet approach'd the hoftilc foil, -

And Wolfe had difembark'd on Orleans' ine;. 

When, charg'd with care, he gives the mighty WOld, 

And bids his c:hids attend the .council-board; 

Each leader hem'S his gen'ral's :dread commar.<d·,. 

And quits the quarters of his vet':;an band.; 

In 
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In i !hining" r:oo~s. tliey' all' at once' advance,... 

Scarlet,. the terror of the fons of France!. 

With blazing g(jld .unites a briik. array, 

And to'I1nd the heroes throws·. a. flood, of day" 

Gold, o'er their ihoulders, flumes with daz.zling pride, 

Swords, deck'd withgl\ild,defcending grace their fide, 

Brigpt filv.er plates. depending from above;.. 

Wave der their boroms: as they onward move. 

Wolfe who meanwhile, infpir'd by glorious aims j . 

Roll'd in his.< God-like breaJi unnumber'd fchemc3) 

Forth thro' the camp to meet his gen'ra]s went, 

And pleas'd conduCl:s them: to his fpacious tent;. 

In order there they take their awful fea1;.s, 

While he the projefrs of his foul relates. 

My; gaIla:nt-. friends, companions of my 'care, . 

. Ye dauntIefs heroes, thunderbolts of war, 

Now let your fame, .your God-like glory ihine" 

l'{o.w kt your fouls, your deeds, Wlitewith. mine, 

'Rou[e allyoui efforts· at your' country's 'call, 

The mighty work in: hand 'requirc5 them alL 

To you, my friends, for [u~tour li"cfer,. 

Wolfe is but young, and may be prone toetr;­

To you will-I my inmofl: tho'ughts reveal, 

And not a' projet:l: of my foul conceal. 

There lies the town, the town ftupend()us lies;: 

W rapt in the bulwark of the cir.cling r;{ies, 

Glorious. aloft ,{he mounts thro' upper air" 

Far o'er the fury of unequa~ war; 
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While there Montcalm colleCl:s his num"rous hOTh, 

And guards each entrance to the frightifulcoaft, 

'Woods, ri~ers, mountains,. wrap the hero ~ound, 
And Nature's works fecute the dreadful ground. 

Butyet~ my. friends,· we mufttheir pow'r aimoy,. 

We mua, nay will, the Gallic pow'r ddhoy; 

Honour commands, . my country's will requires., .. 

And {he £hall ttilimph, .. {)r her Wolfe expires:! 

But fir!l:-; ye chiefs, companions of my care, 

The juft. fuggefti0ns of your fouls declare, 

Whether 'tis better bra'Vely ftorm the rock". 

Or; give the Gallic camp one furious {hock:c 

Should we elude theirgen'ral's watchful light •.. 

And undifcover'd mount yon tow'l'ing.height, 

'Tis true our cannon might the town commandi 

And range triumphant thro" the fubjetl: land: . 

But fhouldthat hero pIerce' our deep de£ign, 

And thund'ring, from the fteep, .. repulfe our line,;. 

Then from aloft, the fiery tempeft tofs'd,. 

In one vail: ruin muil confound· our hoft.;. 

Whilft flaug~ter-'d we muft fee them fenc'a on highs.­

Nor have the glorious comfort brave to die! 

But e'en !bould we aloft our ftandards rear, 

Would. not the brave Montcalm oppofe us there ?: 
Defeated then. what ufage could we :find~ 
Fierce foes in front, a precipice behind. 

But !bollid we bravely on their trenches fall,. 

Or dauntlef.~t in his cam1l, attack the Gau1, 
. , 

Our 



Our flee ts" ~il1 then' fecure a fafe retreat, 

Tho' all our.'legiohs· meet a dire defeat~· 

But .if victorious,' we their liries o'erthrow, 

And fr~m·· yon threat'ning poil: diflodge the foe,. 

Difper.s'd in woods. theym far from hence retire, 

And le.ave the ~own·'expos'd to a'11 ourfre:' 

Fluili'd with fuccefs our troops will dangersfcort:t,. 

Thro' roch,. thro' l'ivers,ihall their rage be borne,. 

Thund'ring aloft they'll urge their glorious cm;rfe, 

And ~ebec fall in fpite of all her force! 

This is the fch~e;my friends, I'w~uld purfue,. 

This, I H1all follow;, if approv'd by you; 

'Tis. this, alone can raife' the Britiili name, 

And crown our' e/forts with. eternal fame! 

Yet {bould their, camp our utm0fl' force' defy,. 

The :moreadvent'rous fcheme we then may fry;. 

For. gen'ral~iliould, ~yfriends, with cautious care, 

Curb. the wild. fury; of deil:rutl:ive war; 

Preferve their· foldiers~ while they guard the il:ate, 

Nor rufh on de[p'rat~ means 'till urg'd' by fate.· 

He fpake, the crowd with rapture an took nre, 

The glorious p,rojeC1 all at once admire;, 

A'Il cry, appr-ov'd, lead otI, attack the foe,., 

Do thou bm; lead,. and we \vith tranfport go , .. 

But thus his w-ordsagain attention claim,. 

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

With rapture 1 behold this g?d-likefire, 

() !may fuch ar.dour all your deeds infpire ! 
Bet 
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But fray, my friends, attend to cautiou's care" 

Something is wanting ere we rfilh to war; 

While haughty France, from'! yon ·proje&ing lands,. 
The widee~panfion of the deep commands; 

While the, from Orleaps, feconds all her force, 

In vain our fleets' may frem the wat'ry courfe,--. 

~ebec fecure from aU their efforts' Ires,. ... 

And all the thunder of their- guns defies; 

Then let our· fwords expel their troops-· from thencq 

Do thou, brave Mon&on, lead thy. fquadrons:hence;J 

To Levies'pointdirea thy -vet'ranpow'is,. 

'There ihould'you fpeed, Qgebecfuall fure,be ours., 

Do thou; brave Carl'ton,.with .th~ troopl!' advance,. 

And from this ifland chafe the f6ns' of Fiance; 

But you, ye gen'rous chiefs, that fray behirid, 

Ah ! hide the doubts that may perplexyourmind,_ 

Cheer all your troops, extol your country's name,., 

Britannia's glory, all the . charms of fame, 

Cry, All is well, if they but act their p-art, . 
And roufe, to fmilinghope, each drooping heart; 

For wav'ring armies, frill to doubt aptey; 

Float in the--paffionsthat their chiefs bettay. 

The hero fpoke; the counfel'd chiefs obey,.~ 

Each, to his quarters, takes his· eagerwa:i-•. 

Some train· the troops, with umemitted care~, 

While others lead 'their vet'rans forth' to war.· 

The gallant Carl'ton, ~rfr, the- hofr forfakes, 

And thro~the:-iflea rap.id progrefs makes; . 

Before 
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"Befo~e his, fury fly the Gallic bands, 

-And yield all Orleans ·.to his .congu'ring hands. 

'Moncton meanwhile, "in fhining ranks, di[play'cl~ 

The fQur battalions of 'his:fi:erce brigade, 

A,nxious 'he waits· 'till night's impervious fcreen., 

Shall rife to waft him, o'er· the waves, un[een. 

·N ow Sol de[cending from. his tow "ring height, 

Behind the convex worlo withdraws his light. 

'Then J?e with hafre embarks his num'rous hol1:, 

.And gain$, with level oars, the fouthern coafi. 

'Silent, the .troqps,defcending on the {hand, 

In cautious. order, wait their chief's command, 

'Vhen thus, while ea.ch impatient draws his fword~ 

The watchful hero gives the wary word-: 

Reftrain, my friends, your gen'rous rage refrrain, 

Whilfl: gloomy darknefscovers all .the plain, 

Here l~t us nand, recare in firm array, < 

And wait with patience for the riling day-; 

For fhould we ,Pafs thro'lands untrode beforf;, 

While night's dim thade obfcures the mazy fuore, 

The foe might then our wand',ring ;hdftinvAde, 

Or plunge us hear;llong in fomeamh.ijfcade,; 

But if we take bright SQl to guide our ()ourfe, " 
, ' 

Our troops, with prudem:e, may direCl: their force, 

Secure from ; danger, cru:!h. their ti-m~rous foes, 

And be rewarded for their loft repofe." 

He [poke.-The chiefs .extend the gen'ral ,word, 

The thick'ning (quadrons form .ar.ound .thcir)or.d, 
CompaCle4 
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CompaCted ~lofe they frand in nrm ar1'aoy, 

And wait impatient for the.Tiling day: 

Detach'd from ev'ry fide lights fcouts advance, 

To watch the motions ·of the fons of France. 

At length, in rofeat rays, the dawn {hot forth, 

And wak'd, fr.om f!en'ral refi,thefiumb'ring earth. 

Rous'dat her·call the vet'rans Tuill to arms, 

The ro.cks, the rivers., ring with dire alarms; 

Jill, :with loud {houts, then clofe the foe around, 

And .up ,point Levies drive with thund'ring found. 

France, \vith amaze, declines the dreadful fray, 

And, in the dire combufiion, melts away; 

Headlong they tumble from the thund':ring fteep, 

And plunge, for refuge, in the whirling deep: 

AU, in a moment, yield to de[p'rate flight, 

And leave to Moncton all the tow'ring height. 

To bright~ebec this !-ofty rock once join'd, 

Form'd a buge mountain of ftupendous kind, 

Whofe front enormous fpread from fide to fide, 

And thro' the clouds {hot up with tow'ring pride; 

Till-vafl St. Laurence, tumbling tow'rds the main, 

Loud {batt'ring, rent a di"eadful fpace between; 

Yet ftill aloft it o'er the river frands, 

And from its threat'ning brow the town commands. 

Great Moncton now, with long unweary'd care, 

Prepares, from hence, to wing the gath'ring war. 

Hqge piles of earth dug up, with ceafelefs toil, 

.Are heap'd enormous o'er the groaning foil; 

VaA: 
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Vafl fotefls feU'd, with there, their aid fupply, 

To heave the growing bulwark's to the fry, 

Till from the utmofl fummit of the fleep, 

They, like flupendous forts, o'erIoo!-' the,deep. 

Behind there walls extend long floors of oak, 

That flope dlredient to the joiner's fh,oke, 

Down which, with eafe, may r<:>lling guns be fped, 

Till, thro' the wide embrafures, darts their head. 

The work complete, with dire defiruCtion, fraught, 

Vvar's bellowing engines, from the fleet, are brought; 

On heavy wheels the pond'rous cannon mo.ve, 

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 tempefis round, 

Hideous their throats gape thro' the threatning moun'! 

GrilIl' at each piece, a frightful warrior ftands, 

With flame-tipt reeds held quiv'ring in ,their hands. 

An, with deftruCtion gorg'd, low bending down, .~ 

Yawn, in dread horror, o'er the trembling town. 

Amaz'd St. Laurence fee& the black portent, 

And backward rolls to {hun the dire event; 

The woods, with [LOTrOr, view the gath'ring woes; 

In mifis the'mountains veil their quiv'ring brows; 

Behind a cloud the fun aftonifh'd l,urks, 

And timid nature quakes, thro' all her work~ I 
At length the word, the baleful word, is gi~'ll,: ' 
Swift to each vent, each fie~y match is driv;n; 

H Dreadful 
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Dreadful anon der all the bellowingthore, 

Unnumber'd guns breathe forth their hideous roar; 

All, with loud rage, and force refifilefs, fw-eep 

Vaft ftorms of ball acrofs the trembling 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 feas of blood, the fons of Gaul. 

Bombs, bolts, and rattling lead, in one vaft {how'r, 

Like ftorms of whirling hail, around them pour; 

Then as from high the fwarming bombs defcend, 

What hideous yells the trembling city rend 1 
They fall, they burft, the dire explofion fweeps 

Streets tlno' the air, whole temples to the deeps! 

Snatch'd in the blaft, difmember'd thoufands fly, 
In fhatter'd fragments, thro' the bleeding. fry! 

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 t{)tt'ring mound, 

High o'er huge fanes and palaces afpire, 

'Till all the town appears cne blaze of fire! 

Here terror, flight, grim .death, and rage, appear, 

Confufion, ruin, anarchy, and fear. 

Whole. fcreaming crowds, whole lwarms of Gallia's 

hoft, 

Here fink, at once, in dire deftruCHon loft : 

Some 
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Some plunge in flames, fQme gafp in lhow"rs of baU, 
While one wide, fwallowing ruin -roars o'er all! 

Enrag'd Montcalm beholds the carnage fpread, 

And frantic- flies thro' heaps of mangled dead. 

Swift, at his call, rulh'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 to lA/ring height. 

Clofe at their heels pours forth the town in arms, 

'To fwell the horrors of the dire alarms: 

Revenge! revenge! they cry, for kindred loft, 

And furious dart from off the trembling coaft. 

But when in boats they ftem the rolling flood, 

And nearer {till approach the fcene of blood, 

The Britilh fame 3ppals their tim'rous hearts, 

Arid all the courage of their fouls departs. 

But when on land, with trembling fteps, they tread, 

Wide, and more wide, extehds the growing dread, 

The fancy'd foe approach in ev'ry wind; 

The ranks before lhrink back on thefe behind; 

The troops behind fufpeCl: the troops before; 

They march, they halt, look round, then march once 

more: 

They gaze, they ftart, till, as their fears infpire; 

Each fees_his friend inflam'd 'with hoftile ire: 

One fnaps his piece-the quick contagion flies 

Shot follows lhot, tumultuous groans arife; 

H 2 Thro' 



'Ihro' all the lines promifcuous firing runs; 

Swords againft fwords are cIaih'd, and guns with 

guns. 

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

They cruCh, are crufh'd, felf-prefs'd the daftards diq 

'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 mOllrl1,. 

Repafs the river, loft ,to Glory's charms, 

And :fly the terror'of the BritiD.1 arms. 

Thus were the troops, whofe vaunts fo fternly 111own, 

By th6r own coward fears, at once, o'er thrown, 

Britain elate ftill o'er the trembling town, 

From tow'ring Levies, fends her thunders down~ 

.P. n:l ft!ll the to~n, tho' hurl'd in ruin all,, _ 

Withftands the fury of h~r ~ouring ball. 

Twelve glorious days had on the world arofet 

And twelve long nights allur'd to foft repofe, 

While 'Volfe, to guard his paft on Orleans' iflE', 

Strengthen'd, with martial works, each lofty pile;, 

At his command capacious domes afpire, 

'Vhere pale difeafe and helpJefs age retir.e~ 

Secm:ely plac'd, beneath the gen'ral's care, ; 

Far from the fury of defirucrive war: 

For he, to ev'ry patt, attention gave, 

In council prud'ent as in aClion brave. 

The 
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The work compleat, he calls_ his num'rous haft, 

In order rang'd along the trembling coaft, 

. They, whilfi: the fun defcends, in patience ftand, 

And joyful wait-their gen'ral's dread command! 

Along the glittering line the hero flies, 

Thr:O' all the ranks he darts his rolling eyes, 

Salutes with courteous air each private man, 

Then in the centre paus'd, and thus .began : 

Now on one. firoke, our fate, our all, depends, 

My gallant foldiers, countrymen, and friends, 

Now is the time, the time that heav'n bcftows, 

To raife our glory, crlJfh our country's foes; 

Make impious France, beneath our fhackIes, groan, 

And ClOwn, with endlefs fame, the Britifh throne. 

Then raufe, my friends, my gallant friends prepare, 

Inftant I lead to great, to glorious war; 

E'en now I. [e.e yon tott'ring ramparts fall, 

And. in their r~in bury pride and Gaul. 

Nor let their numbers fill your fouls with dread, 

Oft from true valour's wrath have numbers fled, 

Britain has made fiupendous armies flee, 

And what great Edward did fa now may We. 

Yes, 0 my friends, let Britain's glorious name, 

Her high illuftrious deeds, her martial fame, 

Let Creify, Poiai.ers, Agincourt, infpire, 

And f~eI1 your dauntlefs fouls with godlike fire. 

But fome, p.erhaps, whofe fouls are firuck with fear, 

. Who dare not brave the glorious front of war, 

H 3 May 
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May fay that CreiTy's haft affiftance found:, 

Had no dread rocks to pierce,. no hideous mound ~ 

But this, my friends, this [wells our high renown, 

And twines, with peerIefs wreaths, our laurel crown. 

For when 1011: France {han fink beneath our couTle, 

WIlen we, with Heav'n-finmg might, {hall cmili. her 

force, 

Then fhall j u11: honours wait our conquering. fword, 

And bright ~ebec 'bove CreiTy be ador'd. 

But, 0 fiJOuld we· not win yon' glorious wall:, 

Gods! what foul fharne, what guilt: mu11: [cize on all,. 
Should we now bafely fhrink from dang~r here, 

Heav'ns! how the world WQuld mock our dafiar,di 

fear; 

How our wrong'd coulltry [coW our vile return,. 

And dafh our ev'ry joy with hideous fcorn ; 

Then ye might wiib, abafh'd might willi in vain,. 

That death you'd found on Canada's cur&'d plain. _ 

Nor would difgrace alone attend the deed, 

That hour we fly, Britannia's fall's decreed; 

Then would Montcalm, with force refi11:lefs, bear, 

Thro' each lofi province, all the flames of war; 

Then would we fooll, fcom thefe fair fuores, be hurl'd,. 

And lore, for ever, all this we11:em world. 

How fraIl I fpeak the refl:; for much I fear 

The woes, t11e direful woes, would end not here; 

Yes, much l' fear that then the conquering hoft 

Would plunge, in whelming rage, e'en Albiorrs coaft; 

For 
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For when their wrath had crufh'd our empire here, 

Would they not onward roll the itorm of war, 

Would they not pour on Albion's trembling fhore, 

And pl~nge her towns her realms in wide uproar? 

':fhen ye might willi, enrag'd might willi in vain, 

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

Then roufe, my friends, avert the thl'eat'ning woe, 

Fly, wing your [words with vengeance on the fue-; 

Think what Montcalm has do~e in times before,. 

Nor let hi!>, barb'rous rage e'er reach your {hare, 

But while you crufh thefe tyrant fans of GauJ~. 

Let not yo~r fury on the guiltlefs fall, 

~tilllet the weak, the poor, the helplefs, {hare 

The fweets of peace amid the rage of war, 

'Tis not from thefe GauI'sl:ank injuftice rofe~ 

Then ,why not feek to mitigate their woes. 

Do this, my friends, from private wrongs forbear, 

And Heav'n, with Juft· fuccefs, will. crown our care» 

Do this, my friends, and Heav'n's relHblefG might, 

Will fhieId, from lawlefs rage, Britannia's right. 

For when our fwords have pierc'd yon tott'ring mound, 

When aH the Gallic poV/'us lie cru{h'd a,round-~ 

Won by the· gentle deeds that mark our way,. 

Then {hall this mighty province own our fway; 

Then Gaul's vile reign {hall here, for ever, ceafe,' 

And ~ll the Britiih fubjeCl:s reft in peace! 

Then, oh! my friends, when all Qur foes are fled, 

Whatendlefs fame {hall beam around our head ;., 

What 
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What rafting monuments record our praife, 

And hand our deathlefs names to future days ~ 

Hail'd by loud !houts, we'll gain our native !hore, 

And, in our country's love, be blefs'd once more. 

Scarce had he {poke when wide huzzas, Cent forth, 

From all the hoft, amaze the trembling -earJh, 

Three times aloft their thund'ring voices rife, 

Three times the doubling echo rends the fIdes; 

Thro' all the bellowing deeps the !houts 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 t~anfport rife; 

Bright martial flames U10t fparkling from his eyes; 

He ftraight prepares to give the mighty blow, 

And turn the gath'ring tempeft on the foe. 

Now the tall {hips, their fwelling fails, difplay, 

And, round the buftling iDe, dirett their way ~ ," 

Then caft their anchors near the northern !hore, 

And launch their boats to waft the army o'er . 

. And wh~n the fun had reach'd his. weftern goal, 

And fparkling ftars glow round the glitt'ring pole, 

"When in the arms of ref\; ·was Nature: loft ; 

And laid in foft repofe the Gallic haft, 

Great Wolfe, from Orleans' iDe, embarks his bands, 

And gains, with fafe efcorts, the northern lands. 

A river here defcends, with thund'ring roar, 

Down dreadful falls, along the echoing fhore ; 

St. 
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St. Laul'ence drains its tributary ftor~, 

And Montmorency was the name it bore-: 

Steep woody hills· its weftern banks difclo[e, 

Where lay, fecurely fenc'd, the Dumb'ring foes~ 

Wolfe, on the eaftern fide, n0W' cautious lands, 

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

Safe thro'night's darkfome gloom, they urge their waYit 

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 tr:ench is funk;- uprear'd the tow'ring mound; 

E'en ere the dawn can beam her fplendors round. 

Soon. as the 1',uddy, eaft, with faffron glows, 

And active- nature fprings from foft repofe, 

Their arduous taft the pioneers pur[u'd, 

To fell, with fiubborn blows, a neighb'ring wood'. 

Arriv'd-, they lift' their threat'ning fleel on high, 

Swift, th1'o' the' wood, the rattling weapons fly; 

The groaning thickets feel a gen'1'al fhock, 

And 1'uftling fink Beneath the thund'ring ftroke. 

Vaft as they fall, they fhake the trembling ground~ 

And all the echoing foreft rings around. 

The gallant Danks advanc'd, at Wolfe's command" 

From hoftile foes, to guard the'labouring band; 

Compacted clofe his: dauntlefs vet'rans frood, 

Beneath the- covert of the fhelt'ring wood. 

Now fage Montcalm amaz'd beheld, from far, 

The [wift approach of all-deftructive war., 

Then, 



Then, with loud hafte, he fends his fierce commandf< 

To all the Indian's grim terrific bands, 

Forth from the camp with inftant (peed' to go" 

And fnatch fome lucky 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 ground;. 

Like wdl-taught fpaniels grov'ling, couching low, 

U nfeen they watch the motions of the foe; 

Silent, they crawl beneath the fuelt'ring trees, 

And, mark the {hokes, fwift borne along thehreeze, 

Then, near the fOllnd, colle6\: their fquadrons all,. 

And eye the thoughtlefs guards and plan th~ir fall. 

Now, from their dark retreats, they furious bound, 

With hideous yells, the rattling woods refound; 

Thick flames burl! forth, loud bellowing thunders roar; 

The heav'ns are rent; deep groans the echoing £hare;. 

Swift, from the fiery tubes, the te:mpeft tofs'd, 

\Vith heaps of tumbling dead befrrews the coaft. 

Stun'd at the {hock 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 nand the we:ll-contefted plain •. 

Now their loud guns return the dreadful fire, 

Crafh follows craih, thick clouds of fmoke afpire .. 

Shouts, groans and yells, wide rend the bellowing fides; 

Now here, now there, the- dire confufioll flies; 

Va!l: 
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VaIl: !how~r& of lead [wift dart from fIde to fide, 

And aU the field prefents a fanguine. tide. 

In one clofe corps the Britifh fquadrons /land; 

In various troops divides the Indian band, 

Thofe on the field, with front unilielter'd, dare, 

All the loud fury of the pouring war; 

While from behind tall oaks thefe urge the fire, 

And frand themfelves fecur'd from all its ire. 

Thus while theBritiili troops maintain the fight, 

Still as each dauntlefs hero f~nk to night, 

The next advancing occupies his place, 

. ~Till all the lefs'ning front contraCts its fpace: 

~Till not a man the dreadful :Chock fuf1:ains, 

But what is pierc'd by wounds, or torn by pains! 

Spent with fatigue at length their fquadrons yield, 

And backw.ard flow retire from off the field; 

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 fpring ; 

r.rhund'ring, they flafh their inf1:ruments of woe, 

Swords, pikes, and axe5 o'er the fcatt'ring foe. 

Swift flies the flaming /leel, with flaugbter, round; 

Torrents of gufhingbloodpollute the ground; 

Wild, der the prey, the ruthlefs m911fters rO,ar, 

And lap, with favage jaws, the /lreaming gore. 

Then in grim death ten thoufand forms are feen, 

All dreaqful, varying o'er the frightful green; 

There, 



'There, from the life-warm trunk, the heart is torn, , 

Here, from'the !Dangled !kull, the {calp is borne, 

There, on the proftrate foe, the viCl:ors tread, 

Here, ~ith keen w.rath, they rend the guildefs ~ead: 

Groans mixt with yells aftright the trembling :{hare, 

And all is tumult, death, and wild uproar! 

But mighty 'iV olfe, who view'd the fight from far, 

Rufh'd forth, enrag'd, to meet the furious war; 

At his approach the victor foes give way, 

And in the midft of conqueft lofe the day: 

Before his, flaming fword confus'd they run, 

And plun~e, in fhelt'ring woods, his wrath to fllUp. , 

Thus prowling bears, impell'd by hunger's call, 

Full ~m the lion's court, with fury, fall, 

While abfent he {trays forth, in [earch of food, 

With favage jaws they rl'nd 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 aroun,d." 

Intrench'd the plain, fecur'd the riling ground; 

To deeds of high renown his foul he turns, 

And all his God-like breaft with glory burns. 

Dauntlefs the chief a(cends along the {hore, 

Where down the rocks the thund'ring billow; roar"; 

Above the falls he wings his rapid courfe, 

Explores the tide, furveys the Gallic force; 

To 
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To try where heft he might their fury dare, 

And thro' theft lines impel the rage of war. 

But, ;;\1 in vain! Montcalm colleEts his bands, 

And :Chong in dreadful forts the iheam commands. , 
Baffled in this, his ever fruitful mind 

VYith new obitruEtions, 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 [ag~ Montcalm looks on with carders eye, 

Nor quits the dreadful poft he holds on high. 

Stung at the cool rcferve the Gauls difc!o[e, 

The gen'rous 'Volfe \vith indignation glows, 

Scarce can his temper quell his boiling breafl:, 

Or, keep the fury of his foul repreft. 

\Vhen thus the chief had praEtis'd all his arts, 

He, from the iluggi!h fcene,with haJle departs, 

'fo gallant Townfhend yields a fhort command, 

And pafs'd the tOWll to view the wefl:ern land: 

While from loud thun1'ring gUllS difplay'd on high, 

To thwart his courfe fierce fiery tempefl:s fly. 

Calm on a lofty velfel fwiftly borne, 

Clore by the bellowing rock he bounds with fcorn, 

The confcious bark confefs'd 11er facrcrd load, 

And plows, with bolder front, the wat'ry road: 

Above the town the dauntl;:[s chief explores, 

With all confidering eyes, the hoftile fhores, 

I To 
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To try where beft he might aifault the rock, . 
And give proud France the long-intended !hock. 

But here nevi ler,rors ftrike his wond'ring eyes, 

New hofts appear, new fcenes of danger rife; 
I 

Rivers oppofe, hills {kirt the rolling tide, 

Rocks mount o'er rocks in fl:ern 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 obftmS: his aims, 

And fhaight his foul recurs to former fchemes ; 

Then" with bold hea·rt, along the threat'nins i1lOre, 

Back to the diftant camp, he fl:eers 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 ilumb'ring earth refign'd to night, 

Since Wolfe, from Orleans' ifie, had reach'd the main, 

And dar'd to glorious fight the Gallic train; 

When, thro' the camp) his pow'rful mandates fent) 

Collect .the gen)als in his lofty tCI'", 

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

When thus the chief unfolds his vorl-like mind. 

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

To-morrow's fun {hall 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: 

Theil 
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Then mark the orders that I now proclaim, 

And let them guide your conqu'ring fieps to fame" 

Soon as Aurora paints the eaftern fries, 

Let. all~the glih'ring haft in arms arife .. 

Then in two corps the vet' ran band divide, 

I with the left will crofs the rolling tide, 

Back'd by thethund'ring fleets attempt the blow, 

And in their front intrenchments charge the foe. 

Do thou, brav(j Townfhend, here collected fiand, 

The right anef centre led by thy command; 

. 'Till !hallow grown the refluent waters leave 

An egrefs fafe acrofs the rolling wave; 

Then pafs the ford, aifault the Gallic line, 

And force a paifage thro' their ranks to mine. 

To aid the fury of t~,e gathering fiorm, 

Clofe by the !hore our num'rous fleets !hall form, 

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

,And level all that dare oppofe tlJ.y way. 

No ufelefs precepts here !hall 'fcape my tongue~ . . 
None but pm'fue the right, and {hun the wrong. 

Long have you all rever'd your native fllOre, 

Let this great ruJe dire8:,. I alk no more. 

The hero fpoke, 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 firength from fleep repair. 

I 2 Yet 
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Yet God-like Wolfe by ,anxious fears opp~efl:, 

Far o'er tht: field ftill flies from balmy refl:; 

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

:;urveys the guard,S, explores the circling mound, 

Left Gaul, by ftealth, through thefe iliould force her 

way, 

And cruih the hopes of the fucceeding day • 

. BOOK 



BOO K THE T H I R D. 

\7\' A 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 fmiling 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 aU her depths profound, 

Call'd alll;er wrath, in one tremendous hour, 

To form thy birth, thou moft accurfed po"v'r; 

Then bid her fnakes, her fires, her gorgons, fpread, 

Their blacken terrors round thy grifly head: 

Hell, with infernal fmiles, now pleas'd, furvey'd 

The plague-fwoln monfter "that her wrath had made. 

Then from her hideous gulph ihe beIch'd thee forth, 

To waft her horrors to this peaceful earth. I 

Well haft thou fince difcharg'd the taik. affign'd, 
" , 

And pour'd unheard~of torments on mankind; 

And now, with all thy ftormy glooms o'er[pread, 

With all thy t~mpefts low'ring round thy head; 

Grimly tho~ tow'reft ~ebec's loft coan, 

To roufe to direful ftrife each adverfe hoft. 

I 3 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 rufh'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 fhand, 

And from the hon: draws off a num'rous band; 

There, in t'he navy's boats embark'd, they all 

Prefs from the {110re to gain the camp of Gaul; 

'.Volfe for tLis banel, wiell keen affiJuous care, 

Had cull'd the troops that beft might ftem the war; 

'Vide fpread their fronts with high terrific mien, 

Huge and robuft their vig'rous limbs are feen. 

Thefe, frill, the terror of proud Gallia's coaft, 

V{ere Grena<1iers, the flovv'r of Albion's hoft; 

Each ill his hand a poncl'rous muiket bears, 

Thefe burnifh'd tubes are tipp'd with glitt'ring fpears; 

ROUl1ll each a dazzling belt appears difplay'd, 

from whofe dread curve depends a threat'ning blade; 

\Vhile a huge fhaggy pouch, low hung beneath, 

Is fill'd with fierce grenades, the domes of death: 

Thirteen divifions mark the num'rous band, 

O'er each a optain fpre~ds his wide command; 

Dauntlefs, 
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Dauntlefs,. to thefe the bold provincials join, 

And burn, like them, to cru{h tIle Gallicline. 

Now with dark frowns o'er all the coaft afar, 

In gen'ral motion, feems the front of war; 

The. mighty Wolfe forfakes the founding {hore", 

And inftant darts amid the wat'ry roar; 

His num'rous veiTels move with graceful pride, 

In far-ftretch'd li~s, acrofs the rolling tide; 

Clofe in the rere, wi~n many a canvafs'd cloud, 

His fwarming :!hips, in coundefs numbers, crowd; 

Tow'ring, they fteer fwift tow'tds the trembling {hore, 

And ope their ports to breathe their fiery roar; 

While their wide flutt'ring ftreamers, rais'd on high, 

With many a dazzling fold, emblaze the {ky. 

While thus the Briti{h troops' ruth forth in arms,. 

Thle Gallic fquadrons hear their dire alarms; 

High 011 a range of hills expanded wide, 

They from where Montmorency rolls his tide; 

Stretch their vaft lines to where St. Charles pours 

His filver ftream beneath ~ebec's high tow'rs ; 

Full in the front of thefe fhong pofted bands, 

The huge St. Laurence all his waves expands; 

Along their flanks. the leiTer il:reams def~end, 
And either wing, with wat'ry mounds, defend; 

While a huge circlillg wood, that feems to rife 

Thick as night's glooms, and tow'r into the fries, 

With many a darkfome {hade, enfolds the rere, 

And from that quarter wards the rage of war. 

Tho' 
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Tho' all thefe dire obftruCl:ions rife to light, 

Still Albion's troops prefs on to meet the fight. 

Rous'd at their dreadful din Montcalm arofe, 

And up the loftieft fleep with [peed he goes; 

Soon round him there all Gallia's gen'rals crowd, 

While thus with thund'ring voice he cries aloud: 

Now, 0 ye heroes, now thefe eyes have feen 

vVhat long my heart, my foul, h~ wifh'd in vain; 

See how the foe lead on their threat'ning bands, 

To fue for death from your viCl:orious hands; 

But let us here, behind the cov'ring mound, 

With fteady rage, maintain this dreadful ground. 

Here let us all 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 frent we'll fldh a whelming fire; 

Soon to its dreadful fhock ~hcir ran'ks illall yield, 

And load with ilaughter'd piles the fmoking field; 

vVhile we, fecur'd by thefe all-ilielt'ring walls, 

Shall mock the fury of their pouring balls. 

Yet, tho' our arms lhould cruill the Britifh hoft,' 

Let not a lingl::: man defert his poft; • 

Let not a man purfue the routed band, 

Or he, by Hcav'n, fhall die beneath this hand; 

For dare we rpadly quit our fences here, 

Would not Wolfe's valour {a on reverfe the war? 

Yes, 0 my friends, we muft with caution freer, 

Wolfe is the mighty chief we have to fear. 

Cape 



[ 93 ] 

Cape Breton thou canft prove his ccflquering force; 

And we ihould dread his fierce impetuous courfe; 

Howe'er, let aU 'Our favages advan'ce, . 
• I 

And poft their crowds behind the lines of France; 

That they, letloofe, may cruih the routed rere, 
I 

And on the flying ranks deftruClion bear. 

They fhall enough the hideous carnage {pread, 

And gorge ollr greedy eyes with feafts of dead; 

For well they're fkiU'd to crufh a fcatt'ring foe, 

And lay, by fcalping, countlefs a.rmies low: 

Sorde tho' there are, whofcrupuloufly nice, 

Dare' caB this fcalping law a barb'rous vice> 

I, by experience, long its ufe can prove~ 

And what ihould fway the foul but patriot love? 

What, tho' my triumphs ihook Of we go's land, 

Tho' vaft Fort WiI1iam funk beneath my hand, 

How would this e'er have rais'd my native fhcir~, 

Had not my fteps been mark'd with tides of gore? 

Had not the Indians, {way'd by my command, 

Plung'd in immediate death each conquer'd band .. 

For thefe who live may yet retort their pain, 

But thofe who die ne'er rife in arms again. 

Thus did Montcalm fupport deftruetion's caufe, 

Thus did he urge the br:::ach of Nature's laws; 

His chiefs approve, with hafte his orders bear" 

And all t11eir legions for the fight pl·~pare. 

Now \vhile th~ fun his flaming chariot drove 

Thro' the high fummit of his cour[e "bove, 

As' 
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As fwift they frraitt'd to reach tlie hoftile cbaft; 

A dire mifchance befe! the Britifh hoft : 

Beneath the waves here rife huge {hoals of fand,. 

,\Vith far fhetch'd bulk, along the northern land; 

"Vide as the fwarming 1:5oats, with num'rous oars, 

Tear up the furge to gain the deftin'd ibores; . 

All, with one gen'ral {hock, on thefe ftrike ground}­

And dire amazement infl:ant fpreads around; 

France, with delight, beheld the dreadful blow, 

And ftraight prepares to fwell the gath'ring woe j 

Swift from the guns of all her lines expire 

Vafl: fhow'rs of fhells, vaft {heets of fmoke and fire ;­

Full on the boats the burfting ftorms are driv'n, 

And 10 the waves are bellowing dafb'd to Heav'n. 

While thus loud death cqmes thund'ring from the coa~. 

Fix'd on the pile remains the Britifh haft ; 

Some the fierce ftorm now whelms in [eas of blood,. 

Some unk in crowds, beneath the circling :flood; 

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' [cas of blood, thro' fllOals of mangled dead; 

They toil, they fwear, till their fhong al'ms prevail, 

And draw from eX the bank each flimc-dogg'd fail; 

Now the great chief forfakcs his baffled hofl:, 

To vicw with [earching eyes the hofl:ile coan; 

To 
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To try where beft he might' approach the {hand; 

And guide thro' threat'ning ills his troops to land; 

A boat is launch'd, whofe {hong and convex form, 

May plow the {hallow wave, and face the ftorm; 

Calm in this bark the godlike Wolfe is [een, j 

Rife with bright front and high majeftic mien; 

Then bold he fleers towards the threat'ning{hore, 

Tho' round his head the fiery tempefts roar. 

Montcalm beheld the dauntlefs chief afar; 

Now, now's the time, he cries, to end the war: 

Charge high your cannon, 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 ihell, of texture thin, 

And vall: 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 o'er the trembling boat its fury, vents, 

Dreadful it burll:s, earth hears the frightful found, 

And all the bellowing deeps recoil around. 

But Heav'n from mighty Wolfe averts the ftroke, 

Tho' fta-rtled nature finks in clouds of fmoke ; 

Tho' death on ev'ry fide flies dreadful round, 

Safe from the threat'l1ing {hock the hero's found; 

Nor 
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Crufh'd by his hand, the long-contefted field~. 

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 t11all lead the way; 

Thro' [cas of BalTle diretl: your dauntlefs courfe, 

Approach the foe, contemn their threat'ning force. 

This deed 0n us imm.)rt:ll l"onour draws, 

'Tis glorio\l~ fme to cie i~ Britain's caufe. 

His ViC(lOtiS word.-.=; 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\::r their heads defcend thick {how'rs of ball. 

Calmly the cbief now views the hoftik {hores, 

He each (hong poft, he ev'ry creek explores, 

He finds the wiflJ'd-for fpot, his troops to land, 

Then bacb'i'ard rows and joins his anxious band! 

Thro' all the hoft he fends his voice afar, 

He bids the cbiefs lead on the rufhing w,!r; 

At his command fwift move the rapid oars, 

The ve:ifels daft, they reach the threat'ning fhores; 

~ick from the light'ning boat the vet'rans bound, 

'They {hake the co aft, their rattling arms refound, 

Headlong they ruih, by frantic rage impell'd, 

Fierce on the foe, acro[s the trembling field: 

They in their. wrath no form, no order, heed, 

But with dire tumult mark their furious {peed; 

Before 



[ 97 ] 

Before their fteps afcends a threat'ning fl:eep, 

Behind them rolls the. wide tumu.ltuous deep;' 

High on the hill, intrench'd, -appear the foe, 

Who dQwnward point their inftruments of woe; 

With gaping throats yawns forth the hideous tire, . . 
And ready ftand to belch deftructive fire. 

Clofe by the tide a ftrong redoubt arofe, 

To guard the beach from all invading foes, 

Vaft fwarms of Gauls defend its tow'ring mound, 

An ample foire fecures its dreadful round; 

Above, below, is fenc'd the hideous coall:, 

And nought butcleath furrounds the Britifh hoft. 

Great Wolfe beheld, with anRiolls cares oppreft, 

Foreboding fears weigh down his manly breaft, 

High on a b<lrk he viev.rs the kindling war, 

And thus his thund'ring voice he fends afar: 

Oh, my bqve friends, reftrain your headlong courEe, 

Calm,. calm this rage, collect your faatter'd force, 

, Do. in, firm fa.nks but range yom fquadrons here, 

And I myfelf will lead you on to war; 

But, oh till then, your gen'rous rage refl:rain, 

Spare your own lives, nor let me call iiI vain. 

In vain the winds his loud inll:ruClions bear, 

The u[elefs words are loft in empt'}" air; 

Thund'ring the troops frill wildly pour alOng, 

And in th~ir fury fweep the Gallic throng. 

Swift from the fl:rong redoubt thefe unge their fllght, 

And drive for' refuge up the tElw'ring height; 

K Now 



Now while their clarions yield a thund'ring found, 

That fhakes the earth and rings the heav'ns arbl:lnd, 

Fierce the loud conqu'rol's prefs the routed reart 

And up the hill fwift roll the tide of war: 

With ardour mad they mock their firm array, 

And wildly rufu to meet the furious fray; 

But, 10, while thus with fierce impetuous force, 

Full on the frowns of fight they urge their courfe, 

Calm from on high the daunt!cfs fans of Gaul 

Extend their tubes acrofs the glilt'ring wall, 

But when within gun-iliot their foes afpire, 

l<'ull on their front they flalli the whirling fire; 

Then all at once, with loud re-echoing roar, 

Vall llorms of ball fly o'er the trembling {hare, 

Dreadful in crowds they fell the Britilli hofi, 

And leave whole fqu:tdrons gafping on the coaft; 

lI::dl:ant thefe troops are all in horror drown'c1, 

And death and dire confulion fpreads around. 

Stunn\l at this dreadful fhock, the tott'ring line, 

Swiftly recoiling, fly their great deLign; 

No place, no rank, no firm array they keep, 

But headlong tumble down the whi~lin()" fteep, 
b . 

\Vhile loud behind the fiery tempefis roar, 

And load with flaughter'd piles the groaning fhore. 

Thus while they drive in wild tumultuous rout, 

All for proteC:tion feek the firong redoubt; 

Some in the foire for infiant fafety bou~d, 

Some refugetalce behind the ,fhelt'ring mound, 

The 
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While all amaz'd, difmay'd, appall'cl with fear, 

This way and that, fly round to fhun the war.-; 

The God-like Wolfe, with gen'rous rage, behl'lld 

Confufion {pread o'er all the trembling field~ \ 

Then thra' the ranks with fiery fleps he flies, 

Andthus with thund'ring voice infpiring cries :­

Shame, oh! my friends, for fIllame, your flrength recall; 

Heav'ns! would_you here in heaps i1Sl1obly fall? 

Heav'ns! would you all. thus yield to wilJ affright, 

And not dare rife to brave the glorious fight? 

Think fhould thefe mounds bow down to Gallia's fire, 

How 'we're expos'd to all her whelming ire; 

Then courage, friends, let fame your bofoms warm, 

Collea your might, oppofe the threat'ning florm ; 

'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, propels, colleas the gath'ring throng, 

Then with bold ftride he quits the fhelt'ring mound, 

Tho' death in fiery globes {!ies dreadful round, 

Stern as a God, 'midfl: all the flormy tow'rs, 

And waves his fword, and calls his vet'ran pow'rs; 

Rous'cl at his voice, Britannia's fquadrons all 

~it their dark dens, the folfe, and {helt'ring wall, 

Thick in vaft crauds with fhouts re-echoing loud, 

Wide o'er the beach the fwarming legions crowd; 

Now in the front of all the thund'ring ftorm, 

In vain their iliatter'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 feek to crowd in firm array, 

Loud o'er their heads the rattling tempeft pours, 

And whelms whole fquadrons in itspond'rous{howrs; 

Thrice did they thus, along the trembling coafi:, 

Eifay in ranks to ftretch their gath'ri'l1ghoft, 

Thrice with grim front, and bold determin'o air, 

Onward they roU'd to brave the threat'ning war; 

But thrice from high flew Gown the thund'ringfire, 

And burR their ranks before its whirling i-re, 

Blew them in atoms round the echoing .fhore, 

And hurl'll the field in death and wild uproar I 

Now on all fides, o'er all the coafls around, 

With equal roar war breathes her bellowing found', 

Now Gaul's huge lines thro front, and left,and rear, 

All with like fury feel thefhocks of war; 

Cloie by the /hores, high fraught with gath'ring fi:orl1is, 

The 13ritifh fleets difplay their threat'ning forms-, 

Leud from their deck~ the rattling guns refound, 

Shook at the blaR the bellowing deeps rebound; 

Full on the camp the fiery tempeRs fall, 

And hurl in ruin all its circling wa!1 ; 

Far on the right meanwhile in finn array, 

To war the Britons urge their threat'ning way; 
Full in their van, with high terrific mien, 

Guiding their courfe, is God-like Townillend feen; 

Loud fwell their· drums, their ihril1ing fifes afar, 

And roufe their fouls to brave the glorious war, 

Wing'd 
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Wing'd by the found they j](im th' eehoing plain, 
(', 

With fieps ,fiiIl faihion'd to the varying fttail); 

Here, on the eafiern bank, hjgho'er the fiorm, 

A tow'ring hill difplays its rev'rend form, 

Whore heav'n-tGpt front o'erlooks the neighbouring 

coafi, 

And from its brow commands the Gallic hofi : 

Wolfe on this fieep, from off the circling plain 

Of deep-mouth'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 fly round the whelming ihow'rs, 

And rake 'from flank to flank proud Gallia's pow'rs; 

'While thus from high the fiery tempeRs fall, 

VV-hat dire confufion fills the camp of Gaul, 

VaR ihow'rs of lead there cioud the heav'ns' all o'er, 

There burft huge {hells, here beIlo"Vlring mortars roar; 

There from each fieep rolls many a de~.thful fcrea~n, 

Here the loft tents are wrapt in floods of flame; 

On ev'ry fide, on ev'ry dreadful poft, 

In countlefs numbers fin'ks the tumbling hofi, 

While the loud thunders ihake the trembling ground, 

And hills and vales appear convuls'd around: 

Thus did all nature feem in tumult lofi, 
I 

And wild confufiol1 fpread thro' all the coail ; 

So when the world's vail frame is [hook around, . 

W~en with deep. rumbling earthquakes .heaves the 

, ground, 

Earll! 
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Earth with· grim yawn pours forth huge feas (if hre, 
\ 

Loud thunders roar, flames flalli, and fmokes afpire, 

Wide thro'all Natur,"s works confufion fpreads, 

Rocks, woods, and mountains, nod their tOw'ring 

heads, 

Whole nations fink In dire combuftion hurI'd, 

And one convuHive ruin rends the world. 

Now mighty Monckton gains the northern lands, 

And on the beach draws up his vet'ran bands; 

He, when he faw the gath'ring tumult fat.) 

From fteepy Levies ruih'd to meet the war, 

And now his troops, in dazzling lines, outfpread, 

While his dread felf {hines tow'ring at their head, 

Onward he leads to pr?p the tott'ring fray, 

And flure the fortune of the dreadful day: 

Wolfe thro' the army fends his loud commands, 

He bids the chiefs lead off their tott'ring bands, ' 

He bids them all to {hun the pouring war, 

Inftant behind the new-form'c! lines repair: 

Aw'd by the fulnefs of his high controu!, 

To Monaon's rear the routed fquadrons roll; 

There, in clofe ranks, foon all the gath'rillg train 

Throng, and prepare for glorious fight again, -

While wide before their life-warm' mounds afpive, 

And firmly brave the fierce defcending fire: 

B\1t, 10, fad chance, juft when in finn array, 

Onward they roll once more to meet the fray, , 

Whell 
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When their fierce fouls; allfir'd by glory's flame, 
Burn tbexpunge their late deteH:ed fhalTIe; I 

The heav'l'ls grow black, full many a dark'ning cloud 

Throw o'er fad Nature's face their difmal fhroud, 

Grim boding figns ott ev"ry fide appear, 

And diftant rumblings fpeak a tempeft near; 

Soon with huge {hocks loud belIowii1g 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 {hore; 

Tow'ring, the [urge mounts'up the trembling coafl:, 

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 H:raight his bofom heaves with manly fighs, 

But foon his foul to cautious care awoke, 

And thus, with temp'rate words, the hero fpoke;­

Now, oh! my friends, we muft the field reGgn, 

Inftant we muft the dang'rous fight decline; 

See with' what rage the huge o'erwhelming tide, 

In tumbling w~ves b0ils round 011 ev'ry fide; 

Here, if we [tay, we plunge in endlefs night, 

Or ftand {hut out from ev'ry means of flight: 

But, courage, friends, tho' we the field forego, 

A future day {hall crufh the viaor foe, 

A future day ret1"ieve our high renown, 

And pull 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 proteCts the rear, 

And checks the fury of the pouring war, 

-While the fad crowds that wounded bleed around, 

They, in their hafl:e, leave welt'ring on the groUl1d. 

When thus the Indians faw the hoil retire, 

Down from the fteep they ru{h'd with whirling ire, 

"Viele o'er the beach in countlefs fwarms they crowd, 

They wave their blades, they thund'ring ihout aloud, 

With favage blovFs they ihike the wounded dead, 

And tear the fcalp from each defencelefs head: 

Among the troops that groan all m~mgled here, 

Two nobly brave provincial chiefs appear, 

Peyton, array'd in youth's moB: graceful charms, 

And Archterlony far r::l1o',>:n'd in arms; 

As there had long, urg'd on by glory's flame, 

Together toil'd to rc~ch the heights of fame, 

They, by a ,vorld of kind endearing art;" 

Had bound, il1_friendfhip'5 bonds, their mutual hearts; 

Long had they fought beneath the fame command, 

One ftill their corps as one their native land; 

Long the fame views had r-ous'd their fouls to fire, 

And both their bo[oms felt but one deure. 

But, oh! fad friends, thefe tender fcenes are o'er,. 

For fOOI1 yc part, alas! to meet no more; 

For while great Peyton, late with gen'rous care, 

Forcmofl 2.thanc'd to urge his troop~ to war, 

A furious 
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A furious ball, by matchlefs force impell'ct, 

Swift thro' his ·knee its dreadful progrefsheld; 

Burft at the, fhock the crackling llnews broke, 

And down he funk oeneath the pond'rous {hoke, 

Prone on -the earth, bereft of pow'r, he lies, 

And round for i'uccour rolls his fuppliant eyes, 

When Ardhterlouy, fill'd with grief, beheld 

His wounded friend, thus helplefs on the field ; 

Dafh'd for a- while, in fadly dumb amaze, 

Around he cafts a wild difl:emper'd gaze, 

Then to protearhe chief w.ith hafl:e he fped, ' 

And thu's, with loud and flutt'ring voice, he {aid :­

Oh, art thou gone, 'iny brave, my hapters friend, 

Has envious fat!! decreed thy mournful end; 

Oh, art thou gone, mufl: Iihus tamely fee, 

And muf\: I live, thus live, depriv'd of thee? 

No-thou {hilt ftiH efcape fucrrounding death, 

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

Thus, whi~e he [poke, he darts wi'th eager fpeed, 

But, 10, a hall prevents the gell'rous 'deed; 

Swift thro' his brea,fl: it foon a paifage tore, 

And ftretch'd him welt'ri?g ina tide of gore: 

But when from high the fay,agesdefcend" 

And o'er the beach their flaugh-t'ring cQurfe they bend, 

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

Thus helplefs pale lie groaning on the ground, 

Merc'lefs on them they aim their deadly [pite, 

Refolv'd to plunge them in the realms of night, 

Wapefick., 
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Wapefick, ;l wretch, w hofe keen remorfelefs blade 

Had many ;l wounded foul in darknefs laid, 

To Peyton now directs his threat'ning way" 

AmI eager fprings to feize the deflin'd prey; 

Meanwhile his haplefs friend, far o'er the plain" 

Lay fCl'een'd from fight by hills of circling flain; 

Night o'er his foul had her dark iliadows fpread, 

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

head, 
\ 

Pmne on his face he prefl the reeking {hore, ' 

And round his body clung the clotted gore; 

At length awoke by bellowing difcord's found, 

Eager he throws his languid eyes around, 

V{ apeGck he fees, with fierce impetuous force 

Swift tow'rds his friend directs histhreat'ning courfe; 

Shock'J at the fight, he rears his tott'ring head, 

A ".1 calls with fault'ring voice in vain for aid: , 

DafHed in this, tho' worlds of rending pain 

Tear his pierc'd breafl and thrill thro' ev'ry vein, 

Tho' from his wound flill flows the life-warm blood, 

A 111 1 all his fhength ebbs out amid the flood, 

vVild froin the earth he's feen to riCe once more, 

And forward crawl along the iIipp'ry fhore, 

To feek what befe might cruili the barb'ro.us foe, 

And re[cue Peytclil from the g:lth'ring woe; 

Not far from hence a gli.tt'ring muiket lay, 

That [catter'd death in many a dreadfuL fray, 

Late' 
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Late as this tube receiv'd its fiery frore, 

Breathlefs its bearer tum.bled on the- !hare; 

Now with defrruCtion gorg'd it loads the earth, 

And ready frands to belch its fury forth, 

The mournflll chief, 110W ting'd with hope, beheld 

The wifh-for weapon prefs the reeking field; 

Then to it [wift he all his fpeed addrefs'd, 

And, rifing, aim'd it at the Indian's breaD:; 

He draws the trigger, {oon the {pring rebounds,. 

The hammer yields, the rattling {tee! refounds, 

Loud from the tube burfb forth the fiery roar, 

And clouds. of fmoke obfc:ure the tremb1ing ihore, 

Juit as the barb'rous foe o'er Peyton's' head, 

With merc'lefs fury, waves his threat'ning blade, 

Swift thro' his brealt the ball a paifage found, 

And bore his foul out thro' the gufhing wound, 

Straight from his hand down dropt the rattling iteel, 

. And hugely vaft the tumbling monlter.: f~ll, 

Foul Safquinatius, whofe ferocious mind 

In all the q.eeds of mtrc!lefs Wapefick join'd, 

Soon as he faw his vile afTociate i1ain, 

Sprang to revenge, acrofs the trembling plain, 

Refoly'd that Peyton muit rcfign his breath, 

And fall a victim to fell Wapefick's death; 

But Al'chterlony mark'd his dreadful flight; 

He rous'd his foul, colleCts his gath'ring might, 

His wound forgot, he darts along the field, 

And o'er his friend he frands a dauntlefs fhield ! 
Fierce, 



[ JO~ J 

Fierce, while with horrid grin, the' barb'rous foe 

Darting on Peyton wings a threat'ning blow, 

Great Art:;tc:r!ony, rous'd by wild affright, 

In cne b'Jge effort puts fon;, all his might, 

Vn~:rli;lg his fpear-arm'd tub: o/(1:h matchlefs·force, 

He on the Indian's thigh dire8.s" its courfe, 

J uft where the unew" knit the nervous joint, 

With mere'lefs fury drives the ruthlefs point; 

Then with loud roar he tumblrng ·nukes the ground;. 

And all the echoing hills reply "around. 

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

He £larts, he bounds, he foams with burning ire; 

In vain .he £larts, in vain he tugs, be £lrains, 

Fix'd in his thigh the ruthlefs £led remains; 

The hero drives it thro' the rending wound, 

And pins him down defencelefs to the ground. 

J uft then a gen'rous Briton faw from far 

The wounded chief fu£lain the rage of war, 

He quits the ho£l, he darts o'er heaps of flain, 

To bear him fwift from off the thund'ripg plain; 

Come, 0 great Sir, the flutt'ring foldi.ercrie~, 

Come, fly with me, now all th' army flies; . 

Thee I'll bear hence~ha£le, truIl: thyfelf to. rne; 

Oh ha£le, nor let us mourn a lofs like thee. 

To whom: fcrenely calm, the chief replies :­

While a bright 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 



For 10 keen, mortal pangs my body rend, 

Death is the greateil: blifs that Heav'n can [end;. 

But there's my mournful friend, he il:ill may live, 

There let thy tender care fome fuccour give, 

Give but thefe eyes him fafe from harm to fee, 

And you'll have granted more than life to me • 

. The hero fpoke, amaz'd the vet'ran il:ands, . 

Again the chief renews his mild commands: 

Rous'd by his voice the dauntlefs foldier bore 

The wounded Peyton thro' the thund'ring lhore ; . 

Then to the wond'ring hail: his load conveys, 

Tho' round his head the fiery i:empeil: plays. 

Thus when the God-like chief, with tender C3re, 

Had re[cued his Peyton from the rage of war, 

Pleas'd to have fcreen'c\ from death fo lov'd a friend, 

·Calm he prepares to meet his glorious end: 

Now froln his arm foon all its il:rength retires, 

For now 110 more his friend that il:tength requires, 

Stretch'd on the pit'lekfhorc he's [ecn to wait} 

With brows of fweet ferenity his' fate, 

Around him fwift the fW;lrming Indians crowd, 

They wave their fwoids, they v~nt their threats aloud, 

Now all at once a thoufand blades defcend, 

A . thotifand blows at once his body rend; 

His foul takes wing., it mounts the bleil: f'bode, 

A nd blends with feraphs round the throne of God; 

Then with keen rage, unmatch'd in times before, 

Dreadful theygalh his guiltlefs face all o'er, 

Full 
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'Full in the ,wound their favage fingers throw!,!,' 

Wit)l merc'lefs fury bare the reeking bone; 

Then high in air the bloody fcalp is borne, 

And mock'd, and fcoff'd, and dafu'd with, hideous 

fcorn : 

Meanwhile, far hence from. this deil:rllc;tive coaU" 

\V olfe o'er the waves conduCls his m'ournful hpft, 

Soon near his former poft he careful lands, 

And in the camp feC].lres his vet'r:an pands; 

Now wh~n the fun had veifd his fa~red light, 

And riling ftars proclaim approaching 'ni,gIit, 
The woe-fwoln .chief from ,the emb~ttled. pla:i~, 

,Calls the remainder of his vanquifll'd train. 

The mournful mandate reach'd great Townfr,end's ear) 

And groaning de,ep he quits the dreadful war; 

Then with fad fouls, ,that flung with ,gen'rous fhanle, 

Weep o'er, the dark depart\1re of their f;cme, 

While their dim eyes all ftream wjth patriot love", 

Back to the camp his IIknt fquadrons move, 

There for a time they yield to foft repo[e, 

And" loft in ileep, forget their country'::; woes; 

Not fo great W cIEe, this great, this mournful chief, 

Withdraws from reft to fly to gloomy grief, 

Thro' night's dark Glades he treads the ,pe,nGvecoa~, 

To guard from foul furprize the van9uiril'd haft, 

Left pride-[vyoln France fhou!d fteal 'a fatal blow, 

And lay the remnant of his army low'; 
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Here, as he moves, what 'th."aughts tillTIUlt'uous roll, 

What woeS aflliCl:, what caresdiftract his foul? ' 

He fees his king, with phantoms vain, impreil:, 

View in fond hopes his country's wrongs redrefl:~­

He fees tIl,:: natiOll then with j;y crate; 

On fi,s high worth depend their future fate; 

He, h6,ars the' world, with' expectation all, 

On his great nan1e fbr- gloribus ,conquefl:s call; 

He f~es thefe hopes, thefe expeCl:ations loil:, 

He fears the cenfutes of his' mitive coaft; 

Stung to the quick his brave, his gen'rous breafl:, 

ReColves on death, if' nor-with conqueft bleil. 

'thus diet the hero' pafs' thegrocimy night;, 

Nor think of ren till beams the moming light, 

Then a ihort fpace he yields to fleep's' foft reign, 

And wakes' to tread"the fame dark round again; 

'thus wIllIe a ~iaywafdmoon, with changeful ray, 

Thto' one long rdund purfues her circling way, 

Still as 'd'ull night's thick glooms o'erfhade the earth, 

Anxious thm' all its damps he wanders forth, 

A IHl"aS returning, S'ol ftill dei'gns to rife, 

Seals in a {hort-li\('d reil: his Linguid eyes; 

hi: length by care, by ce::felefs watchings, worn, 

,At length by grief, by piercing anguiih, torn, 

To' foul difeafe his difappointment turns, 

And all' his kindling frame with fervour burns; 

Now on his couch, to fickly glooms re6gn'd, 

Behold the fad, the God-like chief, confin'd, 

L 2 A fiery 
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A fiery fume fwift glows thro' all his blood,. 

And in dire tumult throws its crimfon flood~. 

Fierce the warm fervour mounts thro' ev'ry vein", 

And cal1:s a mifl: around his dark'ning brain; 

Lol1: in the cloud bewilder'd reafon f1:rays, 

And from his foul withdraws her gentle rays;. 

Aroun,l his tent the mournful [aldiers crowd, 

They breathe their fighs, they vent their griefs aloud~. 

They for their Wolfe enquire. with ::lnxiousJear, 

While from each eye rolls down the farrowing. tear;, 

IIll as a father weep the generous chief, 

And all t!le army feerns one burf!: of grief; , 

nut \vhether rent by fierce corroding pain, 

Or intermitti'ng pangs their rage rdl:rain, 

Whether his foul is loft in frantiC hate", 

Or reafon free refumes her former feat; 

Britannia's woes f!:iII all his thoughts employ, 

Thefe from his breaft ftill drive each gleam of joy;, 

TLe~e in his foul new fce.nes of anguiili raife, 

And ;:c1d new 'fury to the keen difeafe :.' 

"Vhen ten long days jn ficknefs wing their flight, 

.Tul1: as-the fun difpels the {hades of night; 

Dovm [rom his head the cooling heat withdraws" 

And frees from all reflraint mild reafon's laws; 

He feiz'ti the moment fr:lUght with mournful care" 

And thus to pitying Heav'll prefers his prayer: 

Oil! thou, great Lord, w:hof\! aU'"perceiving eye 

Can pierce thro' earth, furvey the boundlefs flcy,. 

Whofe 
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Whofe fearching thoughts thm' all exillence roll, 

WHo knows each motion of the human foul, 

Whore tender care flill grants ouc- jull delires, 

And does for man what moll his good requires, 

o to my pray'r let thy mlM mercy give, 

That this poor frame a flenger fpace may live ; 

Grant me but life, till this my fet::ble hand 

Shall free from thefe dark glooms my native land; 

Then from the trivial world well pleas'd I'll flee, 

And crown'djn all my willies haRe to thee. 

Touch'd -at the pray'r, high Heav'n's immortal $ir~ 
Bade from his frame the foul difea[e retire; 

Inllant-he rifes -freed from ev'rypain, 

And-Io his fmiles fOOll cheer'd the camp again, 

ArOlxnd him fwift in rapture crowds the 110ft, 

And hymns of thanks refound thro' all the coaft, 

~rhe facred !train foon mounts the bleft abode, 

And angels chaunt it round the throne of God; 

Now bufy fame, who arm'd with countlefs ears~ 

'Mid buzzing founds thro' all the world appears, 

On ev'ry fide, round all the hoftile ihore, 

Difpenfingfear the difmal tidings bore, _ 

That Wolfe once more to all his ftrength return'J; 

Proud Gallia heard, ihe heard it, and ihe tnou;-ll'd. 

Montcalm beheld, with anxious grief opprefs'd, 

Keen gloating envy tears his rankling breaft, 

From fcheme to fcheme his fubtle genius climbs, 

Then mounts and fi.;{es on the wor-ft of .crimes ; 

L 3 SOOll 
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Soon as dim night had wrapt the 'Wo,rld around;. 

And all the flumb'ring earth in filence drown'dt; 

With plodding foul he quits his lofty tent, 

All his fell thoughts on direflll murder bent, 

As rav'ning wolves {hay forth In fearch of prey, 

Screen'd by night's darkfome !hades, 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 fufrains, 

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, 

'\Vhofe cringing arts could ev'n fufpicion charm, 

And cauti?n's felf of all her fence difarm, 

'\Vhofe barb'rous min.d to blackefl: crimes "could bencl't­

And knew no good that ferv':d no private end i 
- I 

Him, when 1\lontcalm defcry'd ;llnid the band, 

,\Vith friendly guife he feiz'd his willing hand, 

Then from the gen'rar view they ficpt afide, 

And thus, in flatt'ring words, the hero cry'd:~ . 

Now, oh my friend, if e'er thy deeds could prove, 

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 there wiles preferve thy native {hore, 

Wolfe her defrroyer lives, thou nced'fr no more ~ 

This 
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This, ili,ouldfr thou do, fhouhHl thou thy coimtr~ free) 

From one who dares in worth to rival me, 

:Around thy head {hall boundlefs tWlfures rain, 

And crown the utmoft willi thou hadfl: for gain, 

Let thy great foul contemn the vulgar rules, 

TJ:!.at craft prefcribes to bind believing fools, 

"J;'hefe blin9. di\oectors ne'er refhain the wife, 

A foul like thine {bould Jpurn fuch :lhameful ties i 

For if to flay a foe be juft with heav'n, 

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

It matters not ho.w we that foe fubdue, 

Whether in [eeret walks or public view; 

Think how great Mutius gain'd eternal fame, 

Then dare like him immortalize thy name: 

To whom, in grov'ling words, the wretch rejoin'd, 

While fordid views tranfport hi~ barb'rous mind:­

Why, 0 my mighty Lord, thus doubt me ftill, 

Why feek by needlefs proofs to fway my will, 

Daft thou not know I ev'n thy hints obey, 

And only move when thou direCt'ft the way; 

Canft thou forget how I at thy command, 

To rife in fury fpur'd the Indian band, 

Whell vaft Fort Vviiliam teem'c.l with Britilli blood, 

Ahd thou from all the guilt acquitted ftood, 

With like obed::"Dce now to Wolfe I flee, 

And hope ere dawn to bear his head to thee, 

To whom Montcalm, I know thy trufty heart, 

And all' thy actions prove thy fubtIe 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 yon hoftile band, 

He is all faithful, gen'rous, bold -and true, 

And what thou dar'ft command,\ he'll dare to do. -

He fpoke, then down the fteep his progrefs bends, 

Clofe by his fide the grov'ling :!lave attends; 

Here on the margin of the filver flood; 

Plac'd in the foremoft watch Satagus frood; 

A bold American, whofe dauntlefs heart, 

Free, gen'rous, brave, difdains the glofs of art, 

vVho feadefs flames thro' all the frowns of fight, 

And all his aEtions fquares by reafon's light; 

His long black hair di{hevel'd hangs behir,d, 

Fierce thro' his yifage {hines 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 poil: him vile l\lontcalm defcries, 

Thus, as fdl S;ltan fmooth, he tempting cries, 

Long, oh my friend, have I admir'd thy might, 

Nations I know mufl: yield to thee in ~ght, 

'Tis this that prompts me thus to claim thy aid, 

To chafe, thefe clouds that hover der our head; 

For know, all conqu'ring \Volfe, to frrength reil:or'd, 
I 

Once more, o'er Gallia, waves llisthreat'ning fword; 

That brave Ve,rdonx, this great illufl:rious chief, 

Goes by his de~th to enl1 our country's grief; 

Then 
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Then fly. with him-haRe, crufh the God-like foe, 

And all his dazzling fame {hall round thee glow : 

With burRing rage the gen'rous Indian burns" 

With juR difdain the bafe de/ign he fcorns, 

But he with c;tution thus his wrath fuppreft, 

And reafoning calms his ftruggling, mind to reft i 

Should I refufe to wing the dreadful blow,. 

Soine 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 feem my foul to back thy barb'rous plan, 

'Tis this alone can, fave the God-like man: 

He [poke then calm, conceals his great intent, 

An~, gives a Glent nod that fpeaks aifent; 

A {lender {kiff con~prefs'd the. riveT's fide~ 

Th~y laun<;h'd this veifel in the rolling tide, 

There fafe embark'd they 'move th.e founding oars, 

. And thro' the billows reach'd the eaftern fhores; 

Sil,ent and How they up the beach afCe!1d, 

Then towards the, Britifhcamptheir courfe they bend} 

Now mightyW olfe, nQmorc with pain 0pjlrj:ft~ 

Feels rifing vigour flow thro' all his breall;, 

Soon as dim night the flmub'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 pof!:: 

Here as he moves along, the. filent Janel, 

Where {hines in glitt'ring arms a watchful ;band, 

The 
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The fierce affilffins fwift' approaching near,' 

With trampling founds aITault his Jifi:;ning' ear;' 

Rous'd by die noife he quits the drclilig crowd, 

And thus, with thund'rlng 'voice, necalfs aloud :-­

Who art thou-fay, who dlus by frenzy hurl'd; 

,'While peaceful night invOlves the ilumb'ring world;~ 

That dar'fi: approach beneath the facred gloom? 

Speak, infi:antfpeak, or fwift expect thy doom; 

To whom, with ready fraud; Vero011x rejoin'd" 

Where is thy gen'ial; him We hafi:e tofihd? 

V/here'er he be, with us to him repair, 

News we have'brought that cllims his infi:ant care;; 

Fir'd at the 'wod, unvcrs'd in' ferpbling art, 

With kindling tranfporr glows the hero's heart; 

Then to the treach'rous fiend with hilfi:e he flies, ", 

And fir'd with wild impatience fhitt'ring cries:­

If VI[ olfe thou feek, to me difclofe thy miiid; 

I am tnat Wolfe, the man thou'df!: wifh to find; , 

If aught thou bring'fi: the Britifh arms to fpeed;, 

Oh what vafi:gifts fhall crowntne gen'rous deed. 

To whom~ with feign'd delight,. the wretch rejoin'd~. 

While brooding- harrors crowd his rankliilgl1lind~ 

Then'thou, all gracious Heav'n, haft heard my pray'!'" 

Now thou haft crow-n'd the e11d of all my care; _ 

N ow to thefe joyfu'l eyes thou'Il: giv'n to fee' 

What long' my anxious foul requir'd of thee, 

For long, 0 Wolfe, have I thy deeds admir'ef,­

Long to' thy friendfhip all, my foul afpir'd, 

Lon~ 
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::Long f01~ght for means that might thy fame extend, 

"And prove how much I with'd to be thy friend; 

That hour is come-I now a tale difcIofe, 
" . 

That {hall for ,ever crufu thy country's foeq, 

For h:>, ~v'n no~~, all Gallia'.s fwarming bands 

Roll in dead filence o'er yon difiant land$, 

. Bent while dim night enwraps the flumb'ring ball, 

.. Full on thy camp to 'hurl their fury all : 

But,- oh do thou draw forth thy hoft in arms, 

. Fierc~ on tho-r hends retort their ,gath'ring harms, 

I thro' the glQom will ,guide sour tr08ps to fight, 

.And not a fGe !hall 'fcape. this dreadful night; 

.. Swift to great Wolfe afpiring hope returns, 

.And all his breaft with ,kin1ling glory burns, 

~heri from his ~yl": fla!h'd forth his God-like mind) 

And thus, with fhltt'ring hafie, he foon rejoin'd :-

,.,come then, Montcaln;, roll on thy dire alarms.., 

o with what joy I'll meet .thy rage in arms., 

.0 wi.th what joy amid thy hofts I'll pour" 

,And faU .or cOllquerin that glorious hour; 

: Rife" ~y lov'd native land, all fears are o'er, 

;;Banifu thy griefs, thou foon {halt fmile once more, 

:J3ut, 0 do thou my inftant fteps att~nd, 

My more than father, brother,guardi.an, friwd; 

COIj:le and 'bcl~~ld me Jaypr~ud Gallia low, . 

,And fee me give the great deciGve blow. 

'Thenwith fiem front and high majefiic pride, 

Towa~ds the camp he moves wit~1tow\ing firide" . ,'. ~ . , . ,. 

·Clof,e 
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Clofe at liis fide, with IOvV'ring fieps, afteltdJ 

The dark aff'affin and his fancy'd friend; 

Gloomy as night all move abforb'd in thought, 

But all, alas 1 with diff'rent proje8:s fraught, 

At length they came to where their wand'ring eyes 
Saw on all fides hugethreat'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, impeIl'd by fraud malign, 

Approach'd the chief to fpeed his bafe ddign, 

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

And flow from thence a direful piflol draws, 

Sly at the dellin'd mark then takes his aim, 

And llraight prepares to roufe the deadly flame; 

Jull at that inllant brave Satagus, who, 

O'er all his Jet ions kept a conilant view, 

With manly force his brawny arm, outfpread, 

And hurI'd it furious on the monller's head; 

Stunn'J. at the blow, depriv'd of fenfe he reels, 

And, helplefs3 fallingihakes the echoing fields .. 

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

Nor aim: thy rage at fpotlefs virtue's head, 

There feel with double force thy vile iritent, 

And gafp beneath the blows for others meant; 

Then, with bold hand, to check fucceeding Iiarms, \ 

He flrips the vvretch of all his impious arms~; 
. . 

Alloniih'd Wolfe, in deep amazement drown'd, 

O'erwhelm'd with wonder wildly flares arouiid; 

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, th~t fiend's inlidious breath, 

In fawning lies, conceaI'd the ftings of death, 

He, fromt .hy fword, the Gallic caufe to free, 

'Came for to ftop life's guiltlefs ftream in thee, 

But worlds !hall peri!h ere true worth !hall fail, 

Dr Hell's black furies o'er bright Heav'n prevail. 

To whom, with rapid harte, the chief rejoin'd, 

While gen'rous fury [wells his manly mind:- I 

Heav'ns! can fuch wretches crawl the burthen'd earth, 

Can tainted nature give fuelr monfters birth! 

, <Cou'd that fell fury who cou'd fpeak fo fair, 

Beneath a fmooth difguife fuch bafenefs bear? 

But thou, foul fiend, {halt yield thy pois'nous breath, 

For foon thy barb'rous deeds I'll crown with death. 

Thus while thde words, with thund'ring voice, he 

faid, 

¥ierce from the {heath he draws his threat'ning blade. 

Returning now to fenfe, with mournful eyes, 

Verdonx beheld the gath'ring danger rife, 

His ready genius flies to fraudful art, 

And thus he feeks to melt the hero's heart: 

Stay, oh great Vi olfe, thy dreadful wrath forbear, 

:Spare me, for pity-oh, for mercy, [pare; 

Nought but the cries of want's eternal caIl 

Could make my foul to {uch _foul baf~nefs fall, 

'M 'Twas 
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'!'was ~ile Montcalm that fhower'd allurements round, 

And my weak virtue in their fire am 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 .he1plefs brood, 

"\lYho, on my toil, depend for daily food, 

·Who have nought elfe to fiop fierce nature's cricli" 

But what my poor, my flender pay fupplies ; 

Then think,. oh think, were I depriv'd of life, 

How my poor infants, how my hapleCs wife, 

l'v,lufl: plunge in endleCs grief, deCpis'd3 forlorn, 

Mufl: weep, how vainly weep, for my return ; 

Then fpare my life) oh let me hence retire, 

If e'er thou wafi,e'er hop'it to be a fire. 

'f,he gen'rous hero :yields to nature's fway, 

Before camp a ili.o n rage diiTolves away, 

Far from his bre:lft. h,c all reJentment throws., 

Loft. in foft anguifh for the firanger's woes, 

Swift; from the firoke, fhrinks back his pitying blade~ 

Whi!e thus, with lefs'nilJg wr<;lth, h.e calmly faid: ...... 

Go, thou ,,-ire ,wretch, thy worthleCs life retain, 

My foul difdains to give the guiltlefs pain, 

'Tis fme misfortune, grief enough, to he 

A wife, a child, to fuch a wretch as th.ee.; 

But cou'dft. thou feel alone the vengeance .due, 

Were no unhappy babes _involv'd with yo.u, 

Juitice ihould then reward thy barb'rous crimes, 

,tn,d thy exa~ple teach fucc~.e,ting ti\nes; 

lM 
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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 artguiih of a foe, 

He a huge weight of that bright ore held fo::h, 

Whofe fmiles can chear the penuries of earth; 

Let this relieve thy babes, fly hence, he criess 

Ere my furrounding guards to vengeance rifc~ 

Thegrov'ling flave accepts with keen ddight, 

Then tow'rds the Gallic camp direets his flight. 

Soon as the Indian faw tIle wretch retire, 

His gen'rous bofom boils with kindling ire, 

Black choler flalhes from his fiery eyes, 

And thus, with threat'ni"ng voice, he madly cries :­

Now Iince- tny hanet,,- ha,ve fet the' monfter free, 

I too, deluded Wolfe, will hafie from thee, 

1fhey who, to crimes, can fuch.indulgence £how, 
Mufi fure detefi the man that is their foe. 

lIe fpoke, he firove, his firuggling :wrath to queH, 

Then turns his fcornEui fieps, and bids farewell 

Wolfe feiz'd his hand, vV1th anxious grief opprefs'd, 

And eager thus his flutt'ring foul expreft:-

Why would my gen'rou"S friend thus hafie away, 

Stay thou, brave chief, my great deliv'rer, fiay; 

Why muil. a gentle deed be blam'd by you, 

Which pity's pow'r compeli'd my fPul to do? 

Did not his looks a thoufand woes exprefs? 

-And ragdhould ever yield before diftrefs ; 

M ~ Then 
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Then come; my friend, oh come, thy wrath forlgo, 

A foul fo brave mufl: feel another's woe; 

Come then, I fay, oh hafl:e, return with me, 

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

Firm and unmov'd, long time, the Indian ftood, 

While"; thro' his cheek, fierce glow'd hi's fiery blood; 

Then with dark gloom, and H:ernly frowning air, 

He yields, reluctant, to the hero's pray'r. 

Now, to the camp, the chief his prog.refs bends, 

Sullen,. the Indian all his il:eps attends; 

They pafs the trench, thrd fpacious fl:reets they glide" 

Where tents, in order, {hine on erther fide,. 

\Vhofe \vide-fpread fronts all tow'ring feem to rife 

l.ike a tall city of fl:upendous {ize, 

Far o'er the reil:, to meet their gladd'ning fight, 

Great '/l' 01 fe's pavilion rears its frately heig)1t" 

Beneat.h who:e arch,. with wide enliv'ning rays,. 

A cryfl:al lamp throws round a fplendid blaze. 

Soon as the chief approach'd the lofty {hed, 

He to 'a fplendid feat the {hanger led, 

Sullen he fits, while o'er his low'ring bro.w 

Some fparks of fimggling wrath frill feern to glow,: 

Clofe by his fide the chief a feat compxefs'd, 

And t~llIS he feeks to calm his fiubborn guefl: :­

Now, 0 my frie?d, do thou thy wrath rebate, 

Give to my words their j'u(l:, intrinfic, weight, 

'Let fteady reafon hear my doubtful caufe, 

And judge by nature's mild" impa~·tialJ laws; 

Know 
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Know firft, my friend, tJ.1at Europe's fons are taugllt 

To view blind vengeance as}n hideous fault, 

That all, who mildly warm in virtue's caufe, 

With fieady zeal obey the Chriftian laws, 

Hold it moft juft to foothe the pangs of woe, 

Whether the fuff'rer be a friend, or foe; 

Train'd in thefe precepts from my earlieft youtIJ, 

I caught the feeds of virtue and of truth, 

'Till with the effence. of my foul they twin'd 

This tender flexibility of mind; 

Ahd now tho' reafon's _ felf fhould difapprove, 

So fwayd's my ev'ry thoug1,t by Chriftian love, 

That -'1, 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 fu/f'rer were my keeneft foe; 

Nor i1lOuId 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 b~ giv'n ? 

Why not vain man to fell()w-creatures f110W 

. That good which Heav'n extends to all below? 

How. can we hope etermI wrath will ce'afe, 

If, from ourfelves, 'we drive the fmiles of peace? 

Thus, had my rage depriv'd that wretch of lift:, 

Think how his infants, how his haplefs wife, 

Then muft have plung'd in feas of ehdld's grief, 

Robb'd of each friendly beam of mild relief, 

M 3 This 
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This with remorfe had frung my future ~aysf 

-And robb'd my foul of all its wonted eafe. 

But tho' blind rage the foul to anguiih draw!;, 

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 wen he knows the fad, ~he dreadful fate, 

That then muft all his barb'rous crimes await. 

But, 0 do thou, my great deliv'rer, prove 

The jufr rewards that flow from grateful love" ' 

Here ihalt thou fray, whate'er my will commands". 

Shall joyful wait thy kind accepting hands, 

And when my fword {hall end the glorious war" 

All England's fmiles ihall crown thy gen'rous care; 

For tho' my m(;rcy fet the miCcreant free, 

It lefTens not my gratitude to thee. 

Oft h~lVc' I heard thy tribes accounted bafe, 

But fare thy aCtions prove a gen'rous race. 

To whom the Indian then, with hafl:e, rejoin'd, 

\Vhile patriot glory fwells his manly mind :-

No more, 0 Wolfe, my foul condemns the deed" 

1 know thy mental pow'rs mufr mine exceed, 

Thy eyes can pierce thro' confequellces. nice, 

We l ut o)ferve the virtue and the vice; 

But come, great 'Volfe, be now thy ears inclin'd,. 

Attend this truth, and 'grave it in thy min.d,. 

T;, at tho' fame Indians,vers' d in Chrii1;ian arts, 

Feel foul corruption. taint their poifon'd hearts, 

Europe 
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Europ~ it -was, that (ouree of aU- our woe~, 

Wh~nee .firili this vile, ,this direful peft arore, 

'Tw~s {he firiJ: tra.in'd. us to.the arts of ,fraud, 

And taught our fouls to fpum the laws of God. 

'Tis true, when Eurofle, ve.rs'd in fraudful wiles,. 

The ardefs nature of our fouls., beguiles, 

That taught by her we learlil'dthe art to cheat" 

And <;>n her head retort !;ler 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\ers that we take in fight, 

How could we ~lfe their fraud, their arms, oppofe, 

And guar.d our own agaiqft a world of foes, 

But as when wrongs our foul to vengeance fire, 

We burn, we rag~, with more than merc'lefs ire; 

So when mild treatment beams a genial ray, 

In boundlefs love our wrath diifolves away, 

Fix'd to the gen'rous friend unmov'd we. ftand, 

Nor change 'till death difTolves the ftedfaft band. 

Hence, 0 my friend, from hence 0 learn to know, 

'Tis from thy brethren all our vices flow, 

For tho' unikiU'd in all the maze of fchooli:l, 

Tho' quite untaught in all the ba:rb'rolls rules, 

By which Europeans cheat the eafy times, 

And Rafs,· for virtues, mof!: atrocious crimes, 

We, by the light which Hea;v'n bef!:ows on man, 

Upto their.fource, their varniili'd aaiol1s fcim~ 

By 
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By reafon's light explore -each moving caufe; 

And pierce the veil their boafted polilli draws; 

o could thefe eyes, that willi?d-for tinre, behold, 

Which, oft with tears, our aged fires have told, 

"\Vhen our forefathers, blefs'd with peace and health} 

Were free from Europe's crimes, from Europe's wealth, 

When, undifturb'd, they might their erppi-re {pre ad, 

Where'er the eye can pierce; the foot can tread:" 

O'er far ftretch'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 impious 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, 

Fea,rlefs, where'er- their fouls inclin'd to move;-

For them, each foren tcem'd with wllOlefome food" 

For them, witldlihes fwarm'd the GIver flood, 

For them, kind Nature f1:or'd the fmiling land, 

And fed their ev'ry want with copious hand. 

Then no proud arts bid commer-ce glare around~ 

No commerce then bi'<l luxuries abound.; 

Then IW fell luxuries their influence fpread~ 

To mar the joys that hover'd round their head; 

Thcn all was calm, each heart with rapture glow'd, 

Nor fent a willi· beyond what Heav'n-beftow'd: 

But now foul rapine's vile, unpitying trains) 

Swarm, from all fides, o'er all our haplefs plains.-

No>v 
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Now o~ our l~ws, our facred rights they treaq,­

And all around wide defolation fpread, 

S~atch ev'ry fpot where fertile Nature {miles, 

And drive us ba.ck_ to ftarve i),1 defert wilds, 

Ev'n 7he wild beafts> that fed' our fires befort;, 

Tho' unpoffefs'd, «Fe counted ours no more. 

How, 0 my friend, can I then tamely view 

This falfe1 this vile, this baft;, this merc'leis crew? 

How can I view them; .th)1s relentIefs pour 

Wh91e fea~ .of ,ruin o'er ~])y much lov'd fhore ? 
Then wi~~ f01:11. cepfures ftigmatize her name, 

And npt thus rife to vindicate her fame? 

But, 0 great Wolfe, while thus my bo[om glows 

With indignation at my country's woes, 

l1e~ npt -my bluntnefs thy rcfentment raife, 

I k,rww thy foul's abov;e fuch vulgar ways; 

Cenfure:s 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 gueft, 

And ftraight with tranlport glows his gen'rous breaft, 

He fees each word from truth, from reafon, rife, 

And eager thus, with anfw'ring haile, replies ~~ 

No-Heav'l~ forbid that e'er my headlong ire 

Should blame the faliies of fo nobl' a fire, 

All men, all·ranks, ibould joy, ibould wiib to find 

The. op.e who dares, unaw'd,. to fpeak his mind. 

Did an thus freely all their thoughts difclofe, 

WouW it not fave .our race a world of woes?' 

Now, 



Now, 0 my friend, do thou, at my command~ 
Difc10fe thy birth, thy name, thy native land, 

Difc1ofe, what urg'd thy friends the war to wage;, 

What drove their fouls to fuch unheard-of rage; 

For fure fince thou didft f<In the dreadful fire, , 

There mull: be caufe to jull:ify their ire. 

To whom the Indian-Ope thy lill:ening ear; 

And thou the truth of each event fhalt hear;. , 

\V c never feek' to cloud tne' gazer's eyes, 

Or hide 3' barb'rous deed in fl/.~r 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 afpeCl tluo' the circling fries; 

I, from the br;we Torcautiou'S, drew my birth;, 

A chief whofe fa-me once fill'd thewond'ring e~rth~ 

Boall: for my native tribe the Delaware, 

And fierce Satagus is the name I bear~ 

When dauntlefs youth, with vigour, firrd my frame,. 

And all my foul was fill'd with glory's Harne, . 

Few of my brethren c('mld with me compare; 

To hunt the monarous 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' houndlefs woods I've toil'd in quell:' of game, 

And oft to feize the meditated prey, 

Forc'd, o'er- huge piles of [now, my' cheerlefs ,waF 
Yea~ 



Years I have {pent among the BritiQ1 race, 

'To teach thefe fons of eafe the fleights of chace; 

Yet, hear how thefe fell tyrantsinjur'd me, 

Then judge, 0 judge, how great my wrongs muft be. 

Once., with a tender fpouCe, my hours were blefs'd, 

'Who ev'ry virtue, ev'ry charm, poifeft" 

Pure was ber foul as beams the morning ray, 

And, in her heav'n1r fmileJ all comfort lay; 

Five, gentle fummet:s faw our joys i.pcreafe~ 

Five tender infants cr~wn':d our fond embrace, 

Together blefs'd,' we trod .the dreary wilds, 

And ev'n' yvhen fortune frown'd we fed on [miles. 

Joy lum'd my peaceful hut-I afk'd no mor-e, 

Nor envy'd kings their vail, unwieldy ilore. 

At length thy brethren, not content to hold 

The mighty tracts their fires ji}0ife[s'dof old, 

Roll'd o'er our defert wilds their pit'lefs pow~r~ 

And fnatch'd the little fpot that lEll was ours; 

Oh! had our lands but felt their -r,uthlefs anna, 

Oh.! had -their rage produc'd no keener harms.J 

Then with what joy I'd .quit m.y native plain, 

And left thofeplund'rers ,all their ,ill~got gain, 

,Sought, v;'lth ,m] helplefs charge, fome happier ,ll11d, 

V{here .focial bJifs ne',er Edt the tyrant's hane! ! 
But oh, [ad fate, their fury ceas'd not there, 

;Far mi.ghti.er woes they doom'd my foul to bear, 

'They made my wif", my tender babe~, their 'preYJ 

.And bore my love, my life, my ail away, 

While 
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While thelofr father of the haplefs brood, 

Travers'd the difiant woods in fearch of food~ 

Soon as to me the difmal tidings came,-

Oh what keen fury glow'd thro' all my frame'! 

I fiorm'd, I flew, I rous'd my friends to arms, 

Then on the foe J roIl'd in dire alarms; 

Back'd by Heav'n's vengeance) hurl'd whole myriads 

16w~ 

And fpread on· every fide a' {cene of woc. 

From hence, 0 Wolfe, the wrath of difcord woke, 

From hence conclude who gave the lawlefs frroke, 

From hence perceive how falfe the tyrant crew, 

Tranfmit their deeds, their barb'rolls deeds, to you.; 

They blaze the worlds of blood by Indians fpilt, 

But never once difcJofe European guilt. 

To whom, with rapid hafie, the chief returns, 

While his gre;.\t foul withjufr refentment burns;­

Heav'ns! has my dear, 'my once lov'd native {hore, . 

In her fair We fueh ruthlefs monfiers bore? 

Can thefe, who fcarce their fovereign's laws obey, 

On others tread with fuch remorfelefs fway? 

But, 0 my friend, think not that Britons are~ 

Like the fe, all bafe,. inclin'd to feuds or ~ar; 

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 fwell your kindling he: 
Did. 
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Did not !p'roud France propel the dreadful blow, 

And drive you on to [pread thofe fcerJes of woe? 

To whom the Indian. Yes, the tyrant Gaul, 

Bid us on -you ,with merc'jefs fury fall, 

'Twas. h(;)r vile ;tl'ts that fann'd the dreadful fire, 

Which but for her would [001'1 have [pent its ire; 

For tho'the 'Brit,jilt nation did me 'wrong, 

Still more my foul abhors the Gallic throng, 

Still more my foul detefts their foul deceit, 

That hides in fair difguifethe ·rankeft hate.; 

'Tis true, thy land for our deftrt.uStionftrove, 

But theq !he fcorn'd to wear the ma£k. of hve, 

While impious Gaul with treach'rous fraud beguiles, 

And .hides our ruin in a world of fmiles; 

Soon as 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 emiifaries round, 

V{ho to wild frenzy rous'd each kindling !hore, 

And gave new fury to the tempeft's roar; 

Here with a train of nods and looks profound, 

They whifp'ring htizz'd a world of lies arouhd, 

They talk'd of fchenEs which Albion's·ruthlefs pow'rs 

Had barely form'cl of extirpating ours, 

'Till by tbeir treach'rous arts they wrought us ;,tIl 

To the vile purpofe ·of the fons of Gaul, 

'Till, with blind fury, we in countlefs .fwanns, 

Rufu~d to involve the earth in encllefs fiorms, 

N ¥irft 



'Fira to the fight, in threat'ning crowds, arofe 

The Onandagoes and the Oneidoes, 

The Mohawks fierce, who pour their num'rous bands,. 

From where their~ mother ftream her arms expands, . 

-The d-auntlefs Senecas, who boaft their fhOl;es, 

Near where the thund'ring Niagara roars, 

-The fearlefs Caugas, fam'd for martial might, 

And Tufcaronas firf!: in glorious fight; 

Then -there pour'd forth to brave -our furious foes,. 

The num'rous tribes from where the Ohi flows, 

The furious Nanticokes; the Conoy's hoft, 

The warlike Minifinks, near Jerfey's coaft, 

The Shawane!e who, like a thund'ring flood, 

.Roll'd on in vengeance for their brethren's blood,... 

The boift'rous Tuteloes, the Wappingers, 

The Chugnuts, U namies, and Delawares, 

1\1y ·dauntlefs countrymen, who daring live 

V{here Sufquehannah rolls her filv.er wave, 

Where mighty Delaware receives her tide, 

And fpreads, with wide expanfe, -her war'ry pride; 

J~afl:, for to crown the motley train of France, 

The dauntlefs Mohickons in arms advance, 

The coundefs tribes who ne:tr thofe dimes relide, 

Where Lake Superior rolls her boundle[s tide, 

Where wellw?rd far the mighty ocean flows, 

And where t-he polar world is wrapt in {nows; 

Thefe alJ coJleCted rufh'd difcor(ElIlt forth, 

To fpread wild tumults o'er the -ti-cmbling earth, 

On 



On ev'ry fide the rage of war we hurl"d, 

And plung'd in-fcenes of Woe the groaning world~ 

While five long funs, ftom. that all-gloomy day,.}" 

Have roll'd round this fad earth their annual way, 

Still have thefeeyes beheld war's dreadful hand~ 

Thus in va'f\: feas of grief involve your land, 

Still have thefe eyes, with each returning year,. 

Beheld frill miglitier fcenes of woe appear; 

Cities I've feen diffolve in feas of fire, 

Myriads- Yve feen before Ollr arms retire, 

Nations I've feen in purple horrors drown'd, 

Virgins pollut~d, infants flain around, 

While thund'ring difcord flam'd from fhore to ilio,re, 

",And all 'was terror; death, and wild uproar. . 

Nz B001{ 
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BOO K THE F 0 U R T H. 

T HE Chid's attendants now, with duteous care,. 

The table fpread, 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, . 

Togeth::r pleas'd they fhare the genial feaft, 

'fi!l fatiate hunger drops her fierce controul, 

And thirfly nature claims tIle gen'rous bowl; 

V\'hen from the board the urelefs cates are home, 

With rory wine the menial train return, 

III lucid glafs the fpadding liquor {hines, 

And fpe:l;{s the rich produce of Gallia's vines;' 

Now when convivial mirth had circled round, 

When many a fprightly bowl the feaft had crown'd, 

When the light· foul from ll';:1d intemp'rance free) 

Buoy'd by new fpiriu, mounts in fo~ial gl~e, 
The gen'rous Wolfe, with thirf1: of knowledge fraught, 

Thus to the brav~ Satagus opes his thought :~ 

Now while the {hades of night foft glide away, 

And rapid Sol brings round returning day, 

In fweet difcour(e let us the hours employ, 

For fweet difcourfe enhances ev'ry joy; 

To 
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To-monow's dawn may- call to other cares,. 

And 'itead of converfe 'wake the rage of warst 

Firit~, oh my friend, let thy kind tongue difclofe 

What modes of worfhip thy rude nation knows; 

Tell me, what think they of the bleit abode, 

And the high pow'r of great Creation's God,. 

For long have I admir'd the fweet controul 

With which thy mild religion fways the foul:,,' 

How you all' calmly :Ceek the realms of day, 

.With no vile janglings to perplex your way, 

While we, tho' blefs'd with Hcav'n's all-guiding light,.. 

~it the juiJ: path to plunge in endlefs fpight. 

To, whom the gen'rous IndiaQ thus replie&:- . I 

,\Vith thy command my ready tongue complies, .. 

lVh.ate'er thou wouldft that thou canit learn from me, 

With j()y rr~y artlefs foulf4all ope to thee; 

Like you we deem that one Almighty Go<l 

Rules o'er creation .from his bleft abode; 

That he's thefirft, th~ great, the final cauCe 

Of N:lture's being, and of Nature's laws; 

That his high providence protetls our race,. 

Rewards the virtuous, punifucs the bafe ;. 

That countlefs fpirits, at his- dread coml!1and, 

Rule. o'er tIle £lAies, the ocean,. and the land ;.: 

Some in the heav'l;s direa the planet's way, .. 

Lead roun.d the {brs, or gujde the fource of d~y; 

Some in the fields of air centroul the wind,... 

Ji'ling loof.e the, tempeit, or i-ts fury bind,. 

N 3- Bid 



Bid i1lOW')fS defce1'ld, or cooling zephyrs rite) 

Or fmooth the rigour of the wintry {kies; . 

Some on, the earth fly rou·nd withbufy wing, 

Deck the gay fields, {)r aid the opening fp'ring; 

Some with kind care vntch o'er the human rac(.>,. 

Guard them from ins, difpenfe the fweets 'of peace~ 

To favour'd man impart high heav'u's decree, ' 

Or from d·dlruaive pains the body free; 

Other light fprights there are, by fate defign'd, 

With endlefs torments to perplex mankind: 

Thef~ all fly round, fiiH anxious to undo 

Whate'er's conll:ructed by the milder ci-ew. 

We're taught that far beneath the wef:l:ern fries 

A vail, a brigbt, ::I joyful empire lies, 

That afte·r death our guardian fpirits bear 

Our happy fouls tQ fport in triumph there; 

That there the good a·Jl taile, without alloy, 

That 'which on e:lfth they held the greateft joy, . 
This 'we b~lieve, thus mtlch we hope,. we fear, . 

" But yet this never drives ou-r fouls to war: 

And fure that God, who gave creation birth, 

Who, wnipt in thunders, awes the pro/hate earth, 

Ne'er .can bepleas'd to. fee our lowly race 

. From; his great hand rejeCl the gift of peace, 

To fee the world in bl00dy tumults faU, 

For t~ivial points alike unknown to all; 

AI).d tell m'e who, tho'arm~d with .faith moil: ftrong, 

Can prove his own is l'-ightJ his foes is wrong, 

..AU 
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All fe~s 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· ihould {pare 'till aU the guilty fee ~ 

But, oh! too well our haplefs tears can prove, 

. How feldom man is fway'd by Chriftian love, 

Too well our woes, our boundlefs woes, dedare~ 

'Tis not true zeal e'er drives them 011 to war: 

For unce that day, when Europe'S pit'lefs hand 

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

Still from religion's awful name they:ve brought 

Cloaks, for to warrant all the crimes they wrought, 

WhiI.e the d.ark horrors of their a6l:ions tell, 

That they're the fervants of the Lord of Hell ; 

Under the fan6l:ionof this glorious. name, 

Oh! how their nl)!e has plung'd the world in flame! 

Oh lin whatboundlefs feas of ftreaming gore 

Have their keen fwords involv'd this haplefs ihore ! 

'Till Johnfon, thou great guardian of our right,. 

'Rofe for to ftem enthuuaftic fpight. 

And haft thou knowngreat Johnfon? Wolfe replies, 

With joy ecfta:tic fparkling from his eyes; 

And haft thou ·known that great, that God~Jik.e man, 

Didft thou his worth,hisglerious actions, [can? 

If fo, impart the grateful tale to me, 

It long I've wi{h?d to learn-from one like thee. 

Pleas'd at the taik, with joy the Indian burns, 

.And to the-ge.o.'1'oUS Wolfe thus fwiftreturns:- . 

'lesi 
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Yes, mighty Wolfe, thro' many 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 coafr, 

Led by De Die:lkau we attack'd his hoft; 

Daunt!efs I faw him rear his awful form, 

Fearlefs I faw him meet the thund'ring ftorm, 

Fierce he drove on thro' crowds of trembling foes, 

While round his f.,vord vaft piles of Daughter rofe, 

O'er routed multitudes fublime he trode, 

And all his deeds cO:Jfefs'd the favouring God; 

I faw him too, when late his conqu'ring arms 

Made vafl Ontirio ring vvithdire alarms, 

While other rulers proud, prefumptuous, bafe, 

With brutal actions tantaliz'd our race, 

He with the gentleH m.nners, free from art, 

Plea:;'d ev'ry eye, delighted ev'ry heart; 

He with patelinal care efpous'd our caufe, 

And we, with filial duty, own'd his laws; 

He, in the doak of piety, ne'er {hove 

To force our fouls to what they difapprove ; 

_ He le"ves us free, to think ;'<5 Rea-fon pleads, 

And follow Confcience wherefo.e'er {he leads: 

Do but be virtuous, frill the hero cries, 

And. this alone will plea[e the joyful fries, 

While other chiefs, deterr'd by coward fears, 

In flow m~ctuvres trifled out whole years~ 

While) 
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While, -unreveng'd, they faw whole empires fall, 

Nor mov'd at Nature's oftrepeMed calI; 

He, with a fwiftnefs thatoutfhip'd the light, 

To ev'ry qual'terwing'd his rapid flight, 

On ev'ry fide oppos'd tfe ragi~g foe, 

And fcreen'd his lov'd allies from threat'ning woe: 

But fince great Johnfon's worth I thu,s proclaim, 

Since chance has led me to this Iglorious theme, 

Ere from the much.,lov'd fubjeB: I depart, 

I with his mightieft deed muft charm thy heart~ 
I muO: to thee, in fuller words, difclofe, 

How in his laft exploit he crufh'd his,f.oes, 

Nor wilt thou e'er regret this fweet delay, 

While thy foul liftens to what I ihall fay:­

Ne~r where Lake Eri. from her depths profound.J 

Swell'd by the num'Fous floods that warn arouud j 

The Lake Superior's vaft capacious tide, 

The long-ftretch'd Machiganand Huron wide, 

Down Niaga.ra drives with thund'ring roar, 

And tow'rds Ontario rolls her wat'ry flore; 

Near'this, I fay, a lofty fortrefs ftands, 

Whofe ftrong built ramparts awe the neighb'ring lands, 

'Vho fpreads her far-ftretch'd empire, without bound, 

O'er all the migmty lakes that roll around, 

Thy nation rous'd from that lethargic ftate:, 

In which fo long ihe feem'd to welcome fate; 

At length led on by Jolmfon~s dr61.d command, 

Againft this fortrefs fent a 11ttm'rdus banda 

Soon 
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500n as his rifing works were ripe for fight, 

He puih'd the liege with more than mortal might, 

Around the fort his f wlft approaches 'rofe, 

And in their walls ihut up the trembling foes, 

',Till preft by threat'ning ill~ on ev'ry hand, 

They on the brink 0f ruin feem to ftand; 

Aubry, a chief, a dauntlefs chief bf Gau), 

Beheld the threat'ning cloud that hung o'er all, 

And ftraight refolves t'avert t~' imp~nding harms, 

And meet the' Britiih haft in glorious arms; 

Fir'd 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 fans to meet the coming war; 

The dauntlefs Aubry,. at the dawn of day, 

Big with his mighty army takes his way, 

In fteady ranks we mov'd along the co aft, 

For I among the reft had join'd the haft; 

Soon as our bands near Niagara drew, 

S!lddcn the Britiih troops appear'd in view, . 

Before their camp to thwart our bold deligns, 

In ihining arms they'd fpread their glitt'ring lines, 

The furious Indians fcreen'd their flan:ks from fear, . 

And in their front the regulars appear; 

In vain our throats fent forth an hideous yell, 

That roar'd as breath'd from out the jaws of hell ; 

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

We pour'd tempeftuous on the hoftile train; 
Firm 
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}?irm as a rock their dauntlefs vet'rans fraod, 

And quell'd each onfet of our troops in blood, 

For then no Braddock, with un-ftable force,' 

But Johnfon's [elf oppos'd our dreadful courfe, 

High o'er the reft he- rear'd his awful form, 

Dauntlefs, unaw'd he met the thund'ring ftorm; 

Stern,. as a God, his brow terrific frown'd, 

Fear and wild terro]. on his foes around, 

While that fame brow that thus could awe the brav.e, 

To his own troops new f1:rength, ne.w fury, gave; 

At.Iength when ma~y 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 confulion, took td flight; 

Then like a tempeft fcouring o'er the main, 

Dreadful he burfts upon our {catt'ring train, 

Where'er he mo\'e~ wild horror, flight appear, 

Confulion, ruin, anarchy, and fear, 

O'er all our routed troops he bounds along, 

And pours deftruClion on the groaning throng; 

Thus broke, difpers'd, for many a mile we flew, 

Thus fwift, thus fierce, the ,conqu'ring troops purfue, 

'Till breatnlefs thoufands ihew'd'the groaning GlOre, 

And back in' ck\ins our captive chief they bore; 

Th::n to the fort once more theywing'd their way, 
And cruih'd its force that fame viCtorious day ~ 

This altion o'er. thra' many a dre:try wa{1:e, 

To yond5!r town i flew, with eager haile, 

There 
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There to Montcalm difcles'd the d~eadful ne:ws, 
That muft for ever check his tow'ringviews; 

And there, 0 Welfe, did :6rft thefe joyful eye.s 

Behold the fplendofsof .thy glory rife ; 

There for long time I ey'ci, from day to day, 

What God-like virtues -mark'~ thy wal'1ike way, 

'Till in a fondnefs for thy peerlefs fame, 

Died my averlion to Britannia's name; 

Gaul's mighty chief I ey'd with keennefs too, 

But, ah! how cliff'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, ftip 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 qufe forego, 

And now commence her rank eternal foe; 

But lince, 0 Wolfe, to thy attentive ear 

I've op'cl whate'er thy foul might wiHi to hear, 

Do thou, in turn, from clouds my bofom free, 

And clear fame doubtful myfreries to me; 

Tell me why nations, blefs'd with fruitful lands, 

With all that ,nature afks, or pomp demands, 

To fuchwild rage, [uch dreadful wars, refort, 

As if they fhuggled even for life's fupport; 

'Tis true that we eng:.lge in fcenes of blood, 

But then we fight for liberty and food,-

We 
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We fight to guard the elk, or prowling bear, 

For what preferves our being, claims our care; 

But neither France, or Britain, can aJIedge 

Motives like t~efe to juftify their rage, 

Each in herfelf contains an ample ftore, 

Enough 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 felf, that points the hideous way, 

That hurls Europa's {l:ates in tumult all, 

And plants fuch enmity 'twixt you and Gaul? 

To whom the chief, eFe thy enquiring eyes 

Can view the fource from whence thefe contefl:s rife, 

I muPc to thee, in terms fuccinCt, relate 

A flender hifl:'ry of Britannia's Hate, 

That then in clearer Iigks ,orr words may {how 

The mighty myil'ry which thou feek'fI: to know; 

, When, Rome, an aw'rul empire, without bound, 

Who long had Jul'cI it o'er the world around, 

Had for unnumber'd years, o'er Albion's land, . ' 

\Vav'd the'dread enGgns of her high command; 

Then like a Dlishty ocean ebb'd away, 

And left-to other flates the [weers of [way; 

When the bleak north hatl te,~m'd her l1um'~dus brood, 

Praud, fierce, r2pacious, ignorant and rud~~' \ 
When like van: torrents o'er our groau'ing lands, _ 

Dreadful theld i'oll'd their' huge unnumber'dfJands; 

o Had 



Had hurl'd fierce flames and' defolationroimd, 

And all our towns in blood and flaughter drown'd; 

Then for to c)'own this endlefs train of woes, 

From Gaul's dark !hore a bloody tyrant rOle, 

He, like a low'ring tempefl:, edg'd with flame, . 

Fierce from the fouth difpcnGng ruin .came; 

He, with loud thunders hurl'd all jufl:ice down, 

And feiz'd, with lawlefs hands, Britannia's crowf.l; 

'Twas from this eonquefl: of the Briti!h fl:ate 

Sprang the firfl: feeds of Gaul's and Englan~'s hate, 

And from this fouree [prang all the endlefs wars, . 

That !hook their empires in [ucceedirig years; 

For the proud tyrant, whofe vic.torious hand 

Thus bound in fcrvile chains Britannia's land, 

Vlhere round great Gallia's {hore extends the feu, 

Ere o'er our much lov'd iDe he'd rear'd his [-,.vay, 

Had, with a juft hereditary reign, 

Rul'd o'er fair Normandy's extenlive plain, 

.And when, by length of time, his impious race 

"\Vere in their new-got empire fix'din peace, 

They, with unbated ardour, ftill 'effay'd 

To hold- the realm their anceftots had ·fway'd. 

Britain, obedient to their dread comrnand~; 

. Pour'd forth her fOlls to guard·thefe foreign.lands;: 

Ga~r faw, ,with jealous eye,: ~heir'l1e:ar advance,.' 

Afid, {trove .to chafe them from the coaft of Fralice, 
I 

'Till from their {trife eterrial' wars arofe, 

That plung'd eae;hkingdotn jn a :wdrld of woes; , 

But 
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But while thefe,wars with horror fin'd· the earth, 

They; ferv·'d as. nurs'ries to hemic .worth, 

For hence great chiefs immorfaliz'd their· name, . 

And d,~'wn to future ages ftretch'd their fame; 

Foremon: cfthefe, on Albion's glorious throne, 

The good, the great, the God-like Edward {hone, 

He fierce- at Creify, with reliitIefs hand, 

Thro' countlefs myriads led his conqu'ring band, 

Made, in his wrath, unnumber'd fquadrons fall, 

And cruill'd at one huge blow the pride of Gaul; 

Nor -does his Jon with leiTer glory blaze, 

His fon, whofe earlieft de<;:ds were crown'd with praife, 

Who at 'fam'd PoiCliers, with a ilender band, 

Crufh'd all tbe countlefs tr00ps of Gallia's land, 

Made her proud Monarch to his arm to yield, 

And dragg'd him bound in chains from off the field. 

Henry, that gloriousfunbeam of renown, 

Next grac;'d with viC1'ry's rays Britannia's crown, 

He like a torrent, with impetuous force, 

Ron'd o'er expiring France his thund'ring courfe; 

Whelm'd at the fhock, ber tott'ring throne gave way, 

And all the proftrate realm confefs'd his fway : 

But-, oh! fad fate,he mournful breath'd his Iaft, 

Ere he could fix his glorious empire fall:. 

Now Luther rofe, that fun whofe [plendid light 

Chas'd from the earth the clouds of mental night, 

Britain, with joy, beheld its dawni~g rays, 

And bailed with tranfport in tl~e glorious blaze, 

o 2 But 



But thoughtlefs France the proffer'd luflre flies, 

A nel in ller native gloom fEll grov'ling lies, 

This with new fury [wells the former fire, 

And adds new rage to ilimulate their ire: 

Religion now foments their deadly hate, 

And keeps alive the feeds of foul debate; 

fI,?nce thro' an endlefs train of countlefs years, 

I-hve they cngag'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 efT:.!y'd to bind the BritiIh {hore, 

And the dark age of ignorance rdl:ore, 

Gaul's mighty king efpous'd his impious caufe, 

And pour'd her myriads to enforce his laws; 

Hence when o'erthrown by Heav'n's avenging hand, 

He fled all trembling from Britannia's lanel : 

G,;ul, to receive him, op'd her fhelt'ring arms, 

And boldly fcrecn'd him hom impendlng harms j 

Thell for to fl;1mp us Gaul's etenul [ocs, 

A mightier fource of fierce contention rofe, 

Britain, by vi,.::'.I.'s of wild ambition lcd, 

Vv'ide o'.~r this wel1ern world her empire fpread, 

'Till v"ith hi,h fl)lendour and enormous "uz'e' v 

Another Albion here ViI:1S feen to rife; 

Gaul, with a jealous eye, bc11eld our reign, 

Widening ,thus glJriolls o'er this weirern pL;in, 

Then on all fides ihe toil'd V\;ith all her force, 

To check the fwellings of our fpknclid courre, 

Clofe 
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Clore round our bounds {he fpread her !lum'rous bands, 

She flew our fubjects, and ufurp'd our lands, 

'Till from this dreadful fouree that war fprang forth, 

Which now with gen'ral horror fills t4eearth: 

Full well, my gen'rous friend, thou know'fi how here, 

In the orfi conflicts of this furious war, 

That low'ring ~ortune, with uncheek'd difgraee, 

Da{h'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 peedefs· (age, 

Born for to ihine the glory of our age, 

Nobly ferene, andrefolutely great, 

Seiz'd the bruis'd helm of the jult finking fiate ; 

Rous'd at his voice the.11 all our fouls caught fire,­

'Ve ruih'd on France with fierce o'erwhelming ire, 

"Bore in our wf:1th her countJefs armies down, 

And made all nations tremble at our frown; 

At length, on Minden's all immortal plain, 

In a late defp'rate fight Brit~nnia's train 

Purchas'd a glory, whore unrivall'd blaze 

Outiliines the. mightiefi deeds of former days, 

Here a flight band of thrice three thoufand rofe, . 

Feadefs unaw'~ againfi a world of foes; 

Fierce as a tempert, with impetuous -fweep, 

Tears up the hofom of the rolling deep, 

Th.~y) ·th'ro' Ufl11umber'd myriads', force their:Zvay, 

And by one thund'ring effQrtwon the :day, 

03 While' 
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While tI,e vaft armies of Gernnnia's ftate5, 

. Did nought but wonder at their glorious feats: 

Thus, 0 my friend, I've giv'n to thee .to know, 

The three great fouree;> whence thefe .contefts flo,v; 

And now fa long this keeneternal'hate, 

Has rul'd the motions of each adverfe {tate, 

That firmly rooted is its dark controu!, 

Deep ih the eifence of each hoftile foul, 

That ev'ry Briton, ev'n from youth's firft ftage, 

Ne'er looks on GalEa hut wid. ey'~s of rage, 

WhiLe Gaul, with equal fury taught to glow, ' 

Eyes ev'ry Briton as a merc'lefs foe. 

Is there not then, my friend, the Indian cries, 

Another fource from whence thefe contefts rife, 

Do not their adverfe governments increafe 

Their keen, unceafing ellmity to peace? 

No, my good friend, the gen'rous chief rejoin'd, 

Here fome gro[s error has mined thy mind; 

For tho' fai~ freedom rules BritanniJ's plain, 

How can tl;is clafh with Gaul's defpotic reign? 

To whom the Indian then,. with hafie, returns, 

While hi,s keen eye with indignation burns .:­

Now finee, 0 Wolfe, to my all-wond'ring thought; 

The chance of comerfe has this fubje."c brought, 

Do thou a few fhort things be pleas'd to fay, 

On the vile progrefs of defpotic fway; 

Say what dark Pow'r firfi gave this manner birth, 

And fent it here'to fcourge the fans of earth; 

Say, 



Say, what wild frenzy urg'd Europa's land 

Meanly to· cringe beneath its merc'lefs hand, 

For no -fell fury that torments mankind, 

E'er with,' fuch keen abhorrence fill'd my min;d ; 

:Tis true, when riling di.fcord gjves command, 

We call a chief to lead .our vet'ran banel, 

But ev'n while he, all-fir'd by glory's flame, 

Thus nobLy guides our conqu'ring fieps to fame, 

We, on his ,wo.rd, no mightier pow'r copfer 

Than what's expedient to conduct the~.~.Jvar, 
And ev'n while he, with tow'ring . gloiy crown'd, 

Rules o'er the motions of the rcalms around, 

No naves, no tools, await his dread command, 

By which his pride can gdnd the fubjeC1: land; 

Our elders too exert fometrivlal fway, 

And we the mandate. or-their wills obey, 

But thefe {age chiefs no claims to eI;I1pire raife, 

But what grave wifdom gives, and length of days. 

He ceas'd.~The gen'rous Wolfe, with thoughtful 

mind, 
Paus'dfor a {lender fp,a:e, then thus rejoin'd:-

A til.1\e there was; Wh()Fl, man, exempt from fault, 

Obey'd np laws but 'thofe which Heav'nhad taught, 

When they, difpers'd thro' earth's remQtefi bounds, 

Knew of ho ftates, focieties, or towns;-

. But w~en the flames of difcord firft burfi forth, 

When firfi. the.lufl: of rapine fill'd the earth" 
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Then to find fhelter from the gath'ring ftorm, 

Men, in fOeleties, were feen to form, 

And for to keep internal feuds away, 

Kings they created, with unbounded fway; 

But thefe, tho' grac'd with pow'r thus unconfin'd., 

Were gentle, foft, benevolent and kind, 

They on their people's love ftillfix'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 proteCl: weak man, 

'Till a foul train arofe, who, {laves to pride" 

Far from their father's virtues turn'd aIide, 

Who, fir'd to frenzy, in ambition's caufe, ' 

Trampled on jultice and on freedom's laws, 

And of their fceptres, for juft ends deGgn'd, 

Made an unpitying fcoutge to gall mankind; 

And now earth's mightieftempires, deaf to fhame, 

'fhro' a falfe rev'rence for a monarch's name, 

Bear the vile Iafhes of their tyrant's rod 

With more obedience than they ferve their God; 

But th0' fame noop to tyranny's foul reign, 

Others there are who fcorn the fe-rvile chain, 

Others there are who vindicate their rights, 

And baik. in freedom's moft refulgent lights; 

Foremoft in this great lift is feen to fial1d 

Britain, my dear, my much Iov'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 ki.ng n0 mighti~r pow'r ·bellows, ' 

TIlan that of guarding her from publi<; foes,. 

Thanks to thy care, tIle gen'rous chief rejoin'.d, 

For thou with Wifdw;n's rays h~fl: 'Ium'd my mind, 

'Tis thou capfl: drive b1ft<;j{ error's mifl: away, 

And thu~ to artI,efs (ouis t!1e truth ,difp1ay ; 

Butfinc(1, Omighry Wolfe,. thy piercing fight 

Can bringe,ach darkfome myfl:ery to light, ' 

Tell me, for fJIrethou c~p{t ,explore the caufe, 

What Prompts. vile man to IDol. thro' NaJ!lre's.law'S, 

What pronipt& him thus t9 J;Ilount ,'the j1arry :f1.-:ies, 

And tempt the "v:ays of ~~av'n vvithimpious eyes; 

How better far to ke¢p to N~ture's, road, 

And tread ~he facred ,paths prcfcriL/d by Goq, 
How be~t;er far w~th life's calm [weets content, 

Thankful t' enjoy whqtpow'r divine h~s rent, 

Than, thus to heav'nly things OUl: views t.o raife, , 

And in pu.:r:-fuit C!f knowledge .for~eit eafe. 

To whom thechicf~ Had m<l1t;J. kept Nature'sroad, 

Did hy,fl:ill)~ead. the paths. prefcri.1/d by God, 

Then the proud. arts, th~t now fo ~(eenly bright, 

Thro' the gay world of fcience bea,m their .light, 

Had .ne'er th~idhining fplcn~qrs pour'd aro!lnc!, 

But all beep quite, unknowllor ufeters £oun~ ; 

But fince. refilleill-p~t ;~hets ~he humap taiJ:e, 

Since the mild jQYl'! of llfltury ,~l~ ,have ceas'd, 

'Tis th"fe al\me I cap feed <;mr wild defire~ 

And check uf,lwiddy l,ife's confuming fire$, 

And 
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And ev'n from thefeadiTantages adfe' 

More than at lirft appear to' vulgar" eyes;' 

l~irft by that art that mountstheftarry plain, 

We learn to plow the vaft capacious main, 

Thro' the wide wat'ry waile our courfe to guide, 

And fetch from diftant nations all their pride f 

By tracing Nature's grand direC1ing pow'~s 

We learn to fubjeC1: all her force to ours; 

'Ve learn from hence to cleave the mountain's fide, 

To fell vail: forefts, check the rolling tide, 

From earth's dark' womb to 'call the teemIng ore, 

And gild, with glitt'ring piles, the blazirig {hore; 

I grant that fome who fcorn true Wifdom's worth) 

'Vith empty fpeculations cloud the earth, 

That they pre[ume to [can great Nature's caufe, 

To meafure matter, and prcfcribe it laws, 

To fix thy eifence, ev'n Jehovah thine, 

And caft their cenfures on thy will divine, 

While others bent on ftill more trifling game, 

Take with affiduous care a worfe extreme, 

Walle all that wit which mighttheir glory raife, 

On toads, warps, 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 caU go, 

Permit me thus to tell what man may know, 

How 



How high th~ human (oul, may fend its{jght~· 

And where it·{hould .refl:rain its ufelefs :!light; 

We know that mighty Sol- felf-pois'd. is found 

Full in the centre of, the worlds around, 

That ·hishuge·orb pours forth a boundlefs blaze, 

And fires' the vafl:expanfe with countlefs rays, 

That fix ftupendous globes, all mildly ,bright, 

Swift round hisglitt'ring· throne direct their. flight~ 

That ,he's the life, the fl:rength, the foul of all, 

And chears"\vith genial rays each pending ball, 

That with the refl: the earth a {hining fphere 

Rolls thro' her mighty circle once a year, 

That thefe nochir:lal worlds which roll on high, 

, And gild, with fparkling light, the fplertdid Dcy, 

Are a:vafl: _conntlefs· train of flaming funs, 

And that' rQund each a circling fyftem ruris ; 

We know the jufl: eternal laws of God, 

Which guid-e our courfe thro' virtue's facred road,; -

Reafon, alone, morality can- prove, 

And teach us piety and fdcial love: 

Thus far mar man's refearchesmotint with eafe, 

Thus far our fight may trace our Maker's ways; 

But whofoe'ei: -would pafs thefe facred bounds, 

Finds but abortion all and .truth confounds.' 

The Indian· then., Whate'er ttlOll yet 'can'ftfay; 

Tends but to fix my foul its formerway,~ 

Tt:nds but to prove that arts 'de£hoy 0111' reft, 

And that, a pure unpoliih'd 'life's the' heft; 

And 



And fure we;ve caufe to curfe refi.nem'ent's charms,' 

Thofe that involve our race in counflefsharms~ 

For what could prompt whole worl:ds, with plenty 

blefl, 

To quit; for ftormy feas, their peaceful refl, 

'Vhat could have lur'd them from their native lands, 

To plunge in endlefs woes our guiltlefs bands, 

What but that bafe infatiate Iufl of gain, 

Which fG,orns all danger, and contemns all ,pain, 

And from whence fprang this boundlefs Iufl of pelf, 

But from the treach'rous womb of fcience felf? 

Now, 0 great 'Volfe, while night's all-ruling wand 

Lulls into foft repofe each 6rcIing band, 

Do thou, in terms fuccinCl, 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'fl, have been deny'd to me, 

And oft it brings the foul fame fweet.relief, 

To know the firfl: fad fource of all its grief. 

If this in aught, my friend, the chief rejoin'd, 

Can footh the patriot anguifh of thy mind, 

I'll tell thee how thefe tyrants rufh'd from far, 

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

Hut oh, my frienel, thy godlike foul I trufl:, 

That foul, fo pure, fo faithful, and fo jufl:, 

Will from all foul reproach the guiltlefs free; 

Nor for the crimes of others cc:nrure me. I 

,. 
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Long had our mighty world, which fplendid lies 

Beneath the concave of the eaftern ikies, 

Been hlefl: with art's bright rays with police all, 

And view'd her empire rife, and kingdoms fall, 

While thefe vaft eaftern {hares, thus held by you, 

Were hid in darknefs from our clouded view; 

For know the far-ftretch'd deep that now expands 

Its huge impediment around there lands, 

Has with its wafry arms, fince time's firft birth, 

From ours .c1isjoin'd this portion of the earth: 

At length Columbus, whofe exalted mind 

Long rang'd the paths of fcience unconfin'd, 

Whofe foul had pierc'd -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 paifage to Indoftan's plain. 

Such were, at firft, the bounds of his intent, 

Tho' widely diff'rent was the great event; 

"Swell'd with the fplendour of the glorious plan, 

From {hore to {hore then flew the God-like man: 

He flew from Italy to Galli<\'s plain, -

Thence to Britannia, o'er the rolling main, 

'While all the[.:: mighty ftates, by turns, he preft, 

For means to crown the proje8: of his breaft, 

.But ail, by darkforne ignorance, betray~d, 

Scoff'd at the matchlef~ fchemes his wifdol):1'J laid. 

At length fam'd IfabeJ, whofe gentle reign 

Bleft the glad kingdoms on the coafl:s of Spain, 

With courteous .fmiles approves his God-like aim, 

And gives him means to execute his fcherne; 
P The 



The ruling paffion of her fex fub~ues, 

And pomp refigns for more exalted views, 

With three flight barks, to ftem the wat'ry roar, 

Our bold adventurer left Iberia's ihore; 

Then o'er the bofom of the boundlefs deep, 

~oon were his :;apid ve£rels feen to fweep, 

While the bright dazzling fun, _ who flames above, 

Thro' one whole fign his pond'rous chariot drove, -

Wide o'er the wat'r-y walle Columbus bore 

His courfe, thro' traeklefs feas ne'er plow'd before, 

Still, with vain hope, attempting to defcry, 

That ihore where India's bOQndlefs empires lie; 

At length, to pull his tow'ring profpects down, 

Fortnne, on ev'ry fide, begins to frown, 

The heav'ns grow black, the windstempelluous ,blow, 

The dark abyfs loud thund'ring yawn_s below, 

ViThi-Ie no glad land brings comfort to bis eye, 

But all is boundlefs fea or gloomy ney, 

But not the boii1:'rous roetring of the ,vind, 

In worfe perplexities. involv'd his mind, 

Nor all the horrors tna! amlil'd his view, 

Than the dire clamours of his frantic crew, 

They all, impatient of the gen'ral grief, 

Bent all their fury on their God-like chief, 

And while, with threats, they comp'lfs'd him around, 

J>repar'd to plunge him in the gulph profound; 

When; 10, to fereen him from their merc'lefs fi)ite, 

Suddl!n· a fmiling land uprofe to fight, 

A fpacious 
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A fpacious iile, whofe wide extended plain, 

Shines o'er the bofom of the rolling main, 

Whofe tow'ring groves eternal greens unfold~ 

Whofe hills bright entrails flame with mines of gold,. 

Whofe {!:reams pellucid fertilize the ihore, 

And pouring roll o'er fands of glitt'ring ore, , 

Whofe gen'rous fons~ untaught luxurious pride,. 

Took fimple nature for their only guide, 

Till'd, in calm innocence, their native earth, 

And knew no land but that which gave them birth, 

This beauteous iiIe, for future woes [0 fam'd, 

Was lince, by Europe, Hifpaniola nam'd, 

When from the crowded ihore, with wond'ring eyes,. 

Thefe Indians raw the tow'ring ihips arife; 

When they beheld them fwift approaching near, 

How did their bofoms thrill with doubt and fear~' 

\ Firft their wildJancy, 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 fonfts on the mountain's head; 

But when they (aw, in many a fprightly band, 

A race of mortals guide the floating land, 

'Twas then to g~oomieft wonder's difmal reign 

Stoop'd the ftunn'd fouls of all the gazing train, 

Torpid they ftand to fee, difcharg'd on earth, 

The great event that labouring feerns for birth. 

Meanwhile Columbus led his chearful band 

Forth from their veflels to the frniling land, 

P 2 Thick 
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Thick on all hands the thoughtlefs Indian race 

Cwwded to offer ali the f weets of peace j. 

But, ah' their artlefs fouls but little knew 

What they muIl: fuffer from this fl:rang€~ cr~w.J> 

Sway'd by a pure fimplicity of thought, 

From ev'ry fide huge piles of gold they brought,. 

Thefe they difplay'd to catch the fl:rangcrs eyes,. 

Nor knew defl:ruB:ion lurk'u beneath their dies.; 

But great Columbus, gen'rous and humane,. 

Rcfl:rain'd within due bounds his fordid train, 

He from all harm then fcreen'cl the radi·an race,. 

And footh'd the fury of his troops to peace •. 

But when this God-like chief ihall be no more, . 

AB mufl: to r:1pine yield, and wild uproar~ 

Now whert the matchlefs hero long had fcann'dt­

And prov'd this ifland not Indofl:an's land, 

Vlhen to his foul it [eems a boundlefg {horet 

To LJ.:te -vafl: eafl:ern world unknowl1' before, 

High {wells his bofom with keen glory's. flame,. 

At the bright profpe8: of his future fame, 

Back to Iberia, o'er the rolling fea, 

Then, with fwift hai1:e, he wing.s his eager way, 

And when, defccllding on the joyful {\:rand, 

Hc bears the great, the glorious news, to land, 

Thro' all her echoing realms with lou,d acclaim, 

All the glad fons of Spain {hom forth his name, 

While her good queen pours forth, in countlefs {bow'rs, 

On his great head {till more exalted pow'rs ; 

SOOtl 
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Boon with a mightier armament once more 

He fleers to feek the new difcover'd :Chore, 

Wide o'er the weftern waves he bent his flight, 

'Till this vafl continent appear'd in fight, 

Whofe huge unbounded plains flretch oYe, the earth, 

From Patagonia to the boifl'rous North, I 

This great difcov'ry made. our chief once moTe 

Bent his fwift courfe to Hifpaniola's :Chore, 

There he 'eiTay'd to ftretch Iberia's reign 

O'er the mild natives of her fmiling plain; 

But he, for this great end, fa gently {trove, 

That his f weet virtues gain'd the nation's love, 

When 10, the fans of Spain who, fwoln with pride, 

Now, with fierce rage, pour'd. in on ev'ry fide, 

Whofefordid fouls, intent on nought but gain, 

Bent were to load the earth with worlds of i1ain, 

With merc'lefs hate oppos'd the God-like m"-n, 

And check'd the progrefs of his righteous plan; 

Yet he, flill fway'd by gentl~nef5 and peace, 

Strov~, from their wrath, to fcreen the India,: race,. 

'Till, from his high command, he's dragg'd away, 

To vile Iberia, o'er the rolling fea, 

There, in a difmal dungeon, c'hain'd, forlorn, 

Doom'd the dark remnant of his days to mourn, 

There doom'd to bnguiih from his native foil, 

A fad requital fure for all his toil! 

Yet, a th~u God .. like fp'irit of fhatchief, 

Who here diq ftruggle with fuch [eas of grief, 

P 3 Ne'er 
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Ne'er let thy breaft at this hard fate repine, 

For 10! a glorious recompence i.s thine;' 

Thy facred name iball diftant times adore, 

When thy proud tyrants {hall be heard no. more,. 

Freed from rdhaint fooll Spain's all-barb~ro;us bands,. 

Pour their wide horrors o'er the groaning lands, 

They ftorm, they rage, they fhake the trembling {hore~, 

They ftab, they flay, they plunge the realm in gore,. 

O'er towns,. o'er plains, tl1ey hurl deftruClive fire, 

And countlefs myriads in the blaze expire; 

Some for to fhur. this defp'rate {cene of blood,. 

Fly to the covert of the fhelt'ring wood, 

Soon with fierce hounds their tyrants chas'd them here,. 

And hunt thern down like droves of tT(~mbling deer" 

Vfives, hufbands, infants, virgil1S, matrons, all, 

N 0'11' here, now there, in one black carnage fall ;. 

Spain's impious fans, with fmiles, thefe deat!1s behold~ 

For by there deaths they gain a ,,;-orld of gold: 

At length, when this poor iDe exhaufted lies, 

Next to bright Mexico they turn their cyes,. 

A mighty empire, whore vafi fhores expand" 

F~r as from this to Floricia's fair Jand, 

There ev'ry mOllntain op:::s a world of wealth" 

There ev'ry valley breathes a world of health, 

And there the focial arts,. all-mildly bright, 

E'en then began to beam their da.wning light •. 

To fack the fplendors of this glorious reign,. 

Hither an ample fleet was fent by Spain,1 



By dauntlefs Cortes was this f-quadron led, 

A chief to rage, and war's, loud tumults bred,. 

Whofe foul ne1er trembled at his Maker's caI1, 

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 dcfcry'd,. 

Thro' all her ,realm the news fwift found its way,. 

And all the empire £hook. ~ith dire difmay, 

Torn with big fighs~ and many a difmal groan, 

Ev'n her proud monarch trembled on his thronell' 

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 courfe, 

Firfl with bold hearts the fierce determin'd throngj 

To meet the gath'ring tempeft rufll'd along; . 

But lo,.-when they beheld the Ch~j,l1iarr bands, 

All hurl loud thunders from their belloYiing hands; 

While on aJl fides huge burfts of light'ning fly, 
And ihow'rs of burning globes involve the {ky,.. 
O'erwhelm'd with dire amaze th.ey took to flight" 

And thought of nothing b.ut to 'fcape from fight; 

'Twas. then their trembling. monarch cried amail1, 

Heav'ns from what region came this God-like train? 

There fure de£cended from the blel1.abo~es, 

Thefe men in ft~ture muft be more than gods. 

Thus all o'er:whelm'd by blind religious fear" 

Each. thought he baniili'd of the glorious war, 

And: 



And with vile crouchings" meanly bending low, 

Receiv'd, with outftretch'd arms,. his impious f<Je. 

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 fpacious flood, 

With high-rais'd walk this tow'ring city flood, 

O'er all its loftiefl domes fublime was feen 

An ancient palace with majeflic mien; 

This was enclos'd with battlements around, 

And thefe high battlements with tow'rs were crown'd, 

'Twas thefe flrong walls the proud Iberian hail: 

Had, by the king, allotted for their pofl; 

There, from the tow'rs, they view'd with wond'ring 

eyes, .,. 
The boundlefs treafures that around them rife~ 

For there the wond'ring eye- could nought behold 

But walls of jafper, anel bright roofs of gold; 

To glut the av'rict: of thefe fans of pride, 

Huge piles of golll were brought from ev'ry fide, 

Hut as while fed flill fwells the fiery roar, 

This only feTv'd to whet their thirfl for more; 

Yet {[ill the Indians, deeming them divine, 

Prefenttheir fplendid off'rings at theirfIn-ine, 

At length at one bold {hoke, with lawlefs hand, 

To feize the boundlefs treafures of the land, 

Cortes, 
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Cortes, by wily meafures, well difguis'd, 

The thollghtlefs monarch, on his throne, furpris'd,' 

Dragg'd him from thence with aU his furious pow'rs j 

And clofe confin'd him in the Spaniili tow'rs, 

There, with tyrannic fway and wily £kill, 

Long time he rul'd the trembling mon:trch's wjJ}~ 

While, in his name, he fpread his: high comniand,. 

Ev'n to the utmofr limits of the land; 

N~r. was this all-for 10, his tow'ring prid~ 

Now breathes its dreadful confequences wide, 

Cities are plunder'd by the Chrifrian nice, 

Myriads are flaughter'd in the arms of peace, 

Tha~ thefe bafe fiends might gain a boundlefs ftore 

Of gold's p,=-rnicious, vile, deceitful ore. 

At length his fubjetl:s all to vengeance fpring~' 

bnd fly from bondage to releafe their king,. 

He urg'd, by Cortes, on the rampart rofe,. 

And bids them tamely bear the nation's woes, 

Spite 0~ his high' command, his thund'ring train 

Still pour their fury on the fons of Spain, 

'Till, from their rage" an accidental frroke 

Had free~ his fpirit fronl the tyrant's yoke. 

Straight Guatimozin" whofe all Goel-like mind~ 

With boundlefs valour] gentleft virtues, joil1'd~ 

Whofe daring foul had learn'J for to, difdain 

Each idle menace of corporeal pain, 

Rofe to the throne, amid this fcene of woe" 

And frraight refolv'd to cruih the Chrifrian foe, 
Soon, 
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Soon, with bold rage, againft the Chriilialf'to:n'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 deflructive fire,. 

'Till in the tempeil of o'erwhe'lming baH, 

Full lulf his tott'ring myriads feem'd to faIl~, 

Yet illll, with ileady perfevering might, 

He braves the dreadful horrors of the fight, 

Thick from his .front darts, ilones, and arrows-fly,. 

In a loud tempeil thrd'the echoing iky, 
For thefe, ala,! were all they could oppofe, 

To the dire thunders of their Chriilian foes. 

Full many a day bold Cortes thus withftood~ 

All the dire horrors of this [cene of blood,. 

Full many a day did thus his Dender bands 

Withfland the efforts of unnumber'd lands, 

'Till quite weigh'd down, by war's o'erwhelmirr~ 

weight, 

They feem'd juft yielding to the frowns of fate~ 

Shelter'd, at length, by night's impervious [creen, 

Silent as d'eath he quit the dreadful fcem:, 

And, with fwift march, he led his fhatter'd band, 

To reek for refuge in a difl:ant land; 

Then all oierwheln:'d, by Fortune's dark controu1, 

Had funk the boundlefs projects of his foul, 

But 10, amid this difmal fcene of grief, 

By hisdelufive arts, the wond'rous chief 

FuU 
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Full half the empire from its duty draws, 

To {hare his fortunes, and efpoufe his caufe, 

Oh! haplefs race, what tides of endlefs woe, 

What dreadful ills fmm that fad ftep muft flow! 

.soon with a mightier hoft. he march'd once more 

Back to the city he had fled before; 

Ships .he erected, on the r~lIing tide, 

To block this ~y in on ev'ry fide; 

Eatt'ries he rear'd, o.n pond'rous mounds of earth, 

That from their cannon breath'd deftruCl:io!1 forth, 

Soon from all fides, o'er all the bellowing {hore, 

Bmft forth the horrors of their thund'ring roar, 

Fierce from their mouths ftream forth vaft feas of nre, 

Thick, deaths fly round, black clouds of {moke afpire, 

FulI on the town defcend the ftorrns of ball, 

And hurl its tott'ring domes in ruin all, 

,Aw'd at the terrors of the thund'ring fire, 

From ftreet to ftreet the Indians fwiEt retire; 

Cortes, elate w~~h fierce impetuous force, 

From ftreet to ftreet purfues their trembling courfe, . 

StilI 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 fwift retreat: 

Thus rag'd fierce Cortes thro' this fcene of blood, 

Thus the bold Indians all his force withftood, 

~TllI all who dare fuftain the loud alarms, . 

Had,helplefs, funk beneath his conqu'ring anns; 

Thus, 
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Thus, when the proftrate town was quite o'erthrown, 

In his true light the barb'rous viaor {hone, 

Crowds on the rack he writhe,s with pit'lers ire, 

Myriads he plunges in the rage of fire, 

That thofe keen pangs might force them to difclofe 

Where lay their gold, that fouree of all their woes, 

Nor eouJd his fpotlefs ray? of pure renown, 

Nor all the facred honours of his emwn, 

In aught the tyrant's merc'lefs wrath aifuage, 

Or fcreen the guiltlefs monarch from his rage; 

For 10, behold him, with relentlefs ire, 

Plung'd in the horrors of defl:ruCl:ive fire, 

Keen p,mgs arife, thick flames around him roH, 

Yet not a groan efcapes his manly foul, 

He, with more glory, :!hone in tllat fad hour, 

Than Cortes' felf array'd in all his pow'r: 

Thus did this monll:er, bya world of crimes, 

Stamp, with the fed of guilt, thofe hateful times; 

Thus did his barb'rous deeds cifJce t\"! fame, 

Which elfe his conqu'ring arms had gain'd his name. 

Far to the fouth a mighty empire lies, 

·Where tow'ring Andes cleave the yielding £kies, 

Wide, as the burning zone, are feen expand, 

The far-fl:retch'd regions of this fmiling land, 

And, like bright Mexico'.s late conquer'd fl10rej 

All its vall: e-ntrails teem'd with {hining ore; 

Long had the people of this wide domain, 

In a dull ftate of mental darknefs lail~, 
'Till 



'Till Mango came, to cultivate their hearts, 

And fmooth their manners with the finer arts, 

Then fpacious towns arofe at his commandJ 

And agriculture till'd the fmiling land; 

But tho' their manners were thus more refin'd, 

They kept their fweet \ 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 this guiltIefs train, 

Alas! eQuId fcreen them fr0111 the rage of Spain. 

'Scarce 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 fad time, this haplefs fiate, 

Mild, as a god, he'd fway'd the mighty {hare, 

And Atabalip, was the name he bore, 

Without fufpicion of their vile intent, 

He forth to meet the warlike firangers went, 

Then on an ample plain he took his poA:, 

To wait the coming of proud - Europe's haft, 

High on a fplen.:lid throne with glory crown'd, 

With ali his dazzling armIes rang'd around, 

Aloft 



Aleft he fat when, to his wond'ring view, 

Appear'd the terrors of the Chrifiian crew; 

Some fpace behind Pizarro left his train, 

And tow'rds the monarch frrode- acrofs the plain,· 

. Long this bold leader of the Chrifiian race, 

With vafi Peru's dread king commun'd in peace, 

He this great monarch to the crown of Spain, 

l'roffer'd the boundlefs treafures of his reign, 

V{ould Spain but grant his fubjeCls to enjoy 

Their ;ative innocence, without annoy; 

Pizarro promis'd fair, and all the [~ene 
Prefents aprofpeCl tranquil and ferene,~ 

"\Vhen 10 a priefi, with fan2cimonious face, 

One of that treach'rous vile perfidious race, 

'Who, in religion's cloak, conceal'd their crimes, 

And cheat, with femblance fair, the pliant times, 

Cry'd to the king, Behold the gofpe! lights, 

Infiant you mufr believe the Chrifiian rites, 

Tho' his vile foul well knew the monarch's heart, ' 

Saw not the [enfe thefe myfiic 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 rdus'd to give a blind affent. 

Fierce, to his friends, the priefi then G!y'd aloud, 

Hurl all ypur vengeance on this impious crowd; 

Swift at the word their guns, with thund'ring ire, 

Pour'd forth huge torrents of defirut1ive fire, 

DreadfLd 
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Dreadful they fweep along the echoing plain, 

And daih to- atonis all the trembling train, 

Thoufands on thciufands, profhate fall around, 

And fcas of pouring blood o'erflow the ground, 

Then with their [words high whirling in their hands,. 

-Furious they ruih among the fcattering bands, 

&.vift, with \lnnumber'd blows, they whelm in gore 

The haplefs few who 'fcap'a from death before; 

Straight from his throne, with keen· relentlefs [corn, 

Away in chains the helplefs monarch's borne, 

Nor cQuld their gen'rous chief, whofe nobler mind, 

Was frill to deeds of lenity inclin'd, 

Refl:r:sin the fury of his merc'lefs crew, 

He wept, alas! 'twas all the good could do; 

But not the rancour of the Chrifl:ian's [pite, 

Ends with the horrors of the dreadful fight,. 

For 10, in fpite of all an empire's cries, 

Of an the tears tttat fill'd his fubjeEl:s eyes, 

Soon, with keen rage, their vile relentle[s hand 

Slew the good monarch of the guiltlefs land~ 

Then grim on ev'ry fide, with wild uproar, 

Dreadful they ruih o'er all the trembling ihore~ 

-Where mild religion once the nation [way'd, 

Kings ~ul'd with juf\:ice, men with joy obey'd, 

Where reign'd mild plenty,. reign'd each gentler art,. 

That fmooths- the manners, and that charms the hear~ ; 

Now, with blind rage, the barb'rous Cons of Spain,. 

Pour their dire horr~rs o'er each groaning plain, . 

Q...2 Infants 
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Infants they butcher'cl, heedlefs of their cries-, 

Wives they polluted in their huibands eyes,­

Myriads on myriads each fucceeding day, 

They gave to death an unrefifling prey, 

'Till quite bereft of all their harmlefs bands, 

Defart, as Zembla, feem'c! the c!ro?ping lands. 

Soon all Europa's nations, taught by Spain, • 

Sought to the new-found worlc! to flretch 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 fpread~ 

\Vhere rolls the Amazon, her wat'ry f\:ore, 

And like an ocean [wells along the £hare; 

And ev'n Britannia's felf, then deaf to iliame" 

Fail'd not to thefe van coafts to urge her claim" 

Acrofs the deep, her emigrating bands 

Pour'd like huge torrents to thde haplefs lands, 

'Till from the northern pole to Cancer's line, 

vVere her all ruling Randards feen to {hine; 

But let what will fucceed in later t.imes, 

Their firit mild progrefs was not mark'd by crimes" 

Too well they knew the fhength of freedom's channs" 

To found their 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 projects of the world arife, 

Who> 
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Who anxious watches each quick turn ot chance,. 

And lets nought flip that may her pow'r advance,­

Swift o'er the ocean took her boun-dlefs flight, 

And {natch'd from BrItain balf her lawful right" 

O'er Canada's wide plains {he fpread her fway, 

Where vaft St. Laurence' rolls his pond'rous way;' 

Yet not content with all this mighty {hore, 

She, on Britannia"s fons, {till 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, fi·lJ'd with wonder, at the tale appears. 

Now when the dazzling fource of chearing day,. 

Thro' half his: nether courfe had wing'd his waYJ 

The God-like hero,- and his Indian gueft, 

Prepat"d to haften to the arms of reft ; 

Firf1: to the covert of a neighb'i-ing tent, 

With his brave friend the God-like hero went, 

There to a downy c·uch 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,/r,Jte body lies, 

When filent flumbers feal his peaceful eyes. 

BOOK 
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BOO K THE F 1FT H. 

SOON as the fun, vl'ith conqu'ring rays, {hot forth,. 

Ai1d clear'd from {hadowy glooms the fmiling earth, 

,V:th eager hafl:e the mighty VV olfe arofe, 

And thro'·the flumb'ring camp to Lefler goes; 

Stretch'd on his couch he found the God.,;likc man" 

Gave him a gentle {hake, and thus began:-

Rife, 0 my gen'rous friend, come rife tofirld 

A talk well worthy of thy noble mind, 

'Tis th~ brave Indian chief that claims thy care. 

Long that fad chief has pin'd in dark defpair, 

Long has he mourn'd his lov'd Tamina loft,. 

Now a fad captiYc on [orne dil1ant coal1; 

But, oh do thou thro' nery region fly, 

Search ev'ry land beneJth the weilerri fry, 
Contemn all dangers, all oppofing harms, 

And bring that long-loft trc"fure to his arms:' 

Think what keen joy mun: fwell the g,en'rous breaft; 

That drives corroding grief from fouls difireil, 

A lofty bark now waits at' yonder {hand, 

To waft thee hence to Nova Scotia's lan,', 

Thence to the fuores of Pt:nnfylvania go, 

For there I deem thou'lt find this child of woe, 

But 
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But ev'n when bIde with her you homewardfteer,. 

Let her not knowherlong-Ioft.lord is here, 

Left you fhould rob me of the hlifs we find, 

When we Jurprize, with joy:, a grief-funk mind. 

So fpoke the chief, the~\gen'rous.Lefter rofe, 

And fl:raight to, execut~ his charge ,he goes, 

Pleas'd ~ith the deed, the God-like gen'ral went" 

Then with fwift nep towards his tow'ring tent, 

Thence to aU lid'es; lle 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 purpofe· (jf his breaft. 

Nor did the rulers or the thund'ring fleet, 

At this illuftrious council, fail to meet;. 

When, riling flow, great Wolfe the filellce broke,. 

And thu-s, in manly accents,. gravely [poke :­

Fruitlefs,. my: fFiends, my partners ill this; war, 

Frwtlefs you fee has been my conlhnt carc, 

FruiL1efs the vaft, the countlefs fchemes I've try'tl, 

To curb fierce Gallla's all-defhuctive pride; 

In vain I've ftrove to lure yon army down, 

In vain I've ftrove to force yon hoRile town, 

In vain I've .ftruggled frill, from day to day,. 

With all the perils that impede our way: 

High on yon tow'ring hills fiill frowns the foe, 

,And mocks, with fcornful. I.>i:unts, 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' fcheme" 

Britain may ftiH retrieve her former fame, 

While the all-ruling night, in fleep profound, 

Lulls the loud buftlings of the world around, 

Silent as death in boats our fteady band 

May pafg yon flumbering town, and calmly land'; 

Were this but done, that wif11'd-for town"s' our 

own, 

And. all the v;!ullti!lg of proud GauPs o'erthrown. 

Nor think it needlefs thus to ftorm the place, 

Winter's aU-conqu'ring blafts come on apace, 

And fl~ould we now let flip the prefent hours', 

SOOl1 will the gath'ring ice chafe hence our pow'rs,. 

Yet i110uld not all approve the bold deiign, 

Should all but ten the dang'rous fight decline" 

Still, with this little band, refolv'd I'll fly 

1'0 meet the countlefs foe, and bravely die;, 

Better it is to fall with deathlefs fame, 

Than to furvive to view our country's iliame,. 

Scarce had he fpoke when all the vet'ran crowd.,. 

SwelI'd with high tranfport, vent their joys aloud, 

All try who moft may praife the glorious plan, 

And thus the God-like Towniliend fwift began :­

Good Heav'ns! what fear could thus thy foul alarm" 

How cOllldft thou think we'd e'er defert thy arm,. , 

How 
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How couldft thou think we'd e'er the combat flee~ 

When urg'd to viCl'ry by a chief like thee; 

Fir'd with proud hope when thou {halt lead the 

way, 

Joyful we'll rufh to meet the glorious fray,. 

There fhouldft thou fall beneath all-conqu'ring death,. 

Joyful with thee we'll all refign our breath,. 

Joyful on thee, thl'b' feas of blood, we'll wait,. 

'Tis glorious fure to {hare our hero's fate. 

He fpoke, 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, 
~ , 

G9 where thy foul, thy 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, lltd on by thy command, 

Above the town {han dare the hoftile band, 

Here, with the thunder of my fleets, I'll make 

Y op. tow'ring Iai~parts to. their bafes {hake, 

And when yon rock {hall ring with dire alarms, 

Here, with a {how'r of ball, I'll aid thy arms; 

And ev'n {houldft thou be hurl'd from off the coaft, 

No mighty loTs {hall thence o'ertake thy hoft; 

Then {hall my {hips approach the hoftile ftrand, 

And guard, with thund'ring might, thy .routed band ;. 
. '. Then {hall our bOats thy {hatter'd troops receIve, 

,.t\.nd Waft them fafe acrofs the rolling wave. 
Go 
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Go then, 0 "Volfe, perform thy bold de)ign,. 

Bid Britain's name vlich endlefs glories {hine, 

For [ure fuccefs muff crown the glorious day, 

. When thy all-conqu'ring hand {hall point the way 7 

Soldiers to ~hofe they fove are ever true, 

'They'll dare ev'n death itfelf for one like you. 

Long, Sallnders, long, the gen'rous chief replies" 

While rapture fparkles from his glift'ning eyes, 

Long has my foul admir'd tI1Y glorious courfe" 

Much do we owe 'to thy intrepid force~ -

In ev'ry fcheme, in ev'ry bold deGgn, 

Thy conftant care co-operates. with mine,-

Surely the foe beneath ourpow'r mull fall" 

Since fuch {l:r:.'t harmony unites us all, 

But ere, brave friends, we 'tempt this glorious deed' . ,. 
We'll firll t, Levie's point from hence proceed~ 

There, while our fleets {hall breathe wild terror,. 

here, 

VYith dee-p diffembling arts, our courfe we'll Ileer,. 

And while the foe {hall think our holl retreats, 

Sudden he'll find us at his city gates, 

Then {hould a gen'ral fray fpre~d round the coaff" 

Think how if once we fly, our all is loft, 

Think how we there exert our utmoll force, 

Think how this dang'rous fcheme's our laft relource,. 

Think of the former glories of our namet 

Fi~ht then, my friends, and guard your former fame'; 

When 
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When to .the fight we lead our dauntlefs horr, 

And each afpiring hero takes his poft, 

. FearIefs of death rufh on the pow'r of Gaul, 

Nor fly till not a man remains to fall, 

We in our country's caufe fh6uld death defy, 

Rather than meanly live, 'tis great to die. 

The hero ceas'd, his gen'rals all approve, 

Thick from the tent, in fwarming crowds, they 

move, 

Each to his quarters flies with easer fpeed, 

Anxious to execute what Wolfe decreed, 

Soon on all fides the joyful buftling haft 

Are feen prepare- to leave the fatal coaft, 

The tents are druck, 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, 

Whilk one ftill hov'ring,. near Q~ebec's dread wall, 

Eyes all the"motions of the fons of G:ml: 

Near Levie's point once more the vet'rans land, 

And pitch their tow'ring tents along, the Hrand, 

There to rem;in 'till all was ready made, 

For the completion of the fchemes they'd laid;. 

Lefter, meanwhile, at Wolfe's fupreme command, 

Borp.e on a lofty bark forfakes the .fi:rand, 

Down 
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Down to St. Laurence's mouth their courfe they bend, 

To where New Scotland's flow'ry {hores extend; 

There, from the fwemngs of old ocean's tide,' 

Into an ample bay they turn'd afide, 

For 'twas their orders, from Acadia's plain, 

To fetch proviGons for Britannia's train: 

Deep, in the bofom of tlide fmilin~ lands, 

Tne gently-floping far-ftretch'd bay expands, 

VVide all around are boundlefs profpe8:s feen 

Of hills and plains, and groves al1ct forefts, green, 

All wond'.~ous to relate high Heav'ns dread 'will, 

Which oft makes bleIIings flow from feeming iII, 

By various ftonus of fortune on the coaft, 

That girt this bay had poor Tamina toft; 

Here from' her native country far remov'd, 

Long a fad il,we {he'd wept for him {he lov'd; 

Juft when the veiTel, that great Lefter bore, 

Steer'd in and an'chor'd near the wi{h'd-for {hore, 

She, by her lordly mafter's dread c~mmand,· 

It chanc'd came wand'ring to the ~vavc-waf?'d ftrand, 

There for to gather, for his lordly board, 

Such little {hell-fifh as,thefe ftrands afford; 

Mean was her haJjjt, as becomes a flave,_ 

Loofe in the wind her locks negle8:ed wave, 

And as, with pain, her toilfome taik {he plies, 

Soft rolling tears fall gently from l1er eyes; 

Grief ting'd her cheeks, her brow befpeaks defpair, 

And all her front appears flne cloud of care; 

But 
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But as thro' all the darkfome clouds of night, 

Bright Cynthia beams her mildly chearing light, 

So thro' the glooms of wretchedneCs and care, 

That wrapt the features of this hapleCs fair, 

Such lovely fweetneCs in her eyes was feen, 

As. told each gazer what {he once haP. been. 

Scarce had to land the gen'rous Lefter came, 

When, to his view, fwift rafe the mournful dame; 

She, when {he Caw the God-like ftranger nigh, 

Droop'd her [ad head, and wip'd her tearful eye, 

But he, with pity touch'd, approach'd in halle, 

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 [oothe thy grief, 

Soon {hall my lenient hand beftow relief. 

Why wouldll thou ft:ek, oh ftranger, {he rejoin'd, 

To trace the [ecret anguiili of my mind? 

AffiiB:ion feldom meets with friendly care, 

An feek to {hun the children of defpair ; 

But fince that fweetly, tearful eye of thine 

Speaks how thy woes now fympathize with mille, 

I will, with ftricteft confidence,. impart 

To thee the Corrow that now wrings my heart, 

For oh 'tis joyful to difclofe our care, 

To thofe whofe pity will our anguith {hare; 

R Long, 
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Long, near the Sufquehanah's blifsful wave, 

Joy to my foul a much lov'd hufbapd gave, 

But, OR fad fate, while once in que£l of food 

This much lov'd hufband rang'd a di£lant wood, 

By thy fell brethren, with re!ent1efs [corn, 

I into dark captivity was borne, 

What chance, what woes beEe! my God-like chief, 

Alas 1 ne'er reach'd me in this fcene of grief, 

Since that fad time of him I've nothi11g heard, 

Yet oh! 'tis much my haplefs foul has fear'd. 

Long in the glooms of Pennfylvania's !hare, 

For hither me the pit'lefs tyrants bore, 

I, wIth the children of my happier years, 

Pin'd a facllength of fervitude in tears, 

For they, like me, alas! depriv'd of aid, 

1-Vere, with their helplefs mother, captives made; 

At length, this round of forrow.!> 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 {hore ; 

Here, oh difaftrous chance! I'm fubjeB: £lill 

To the proud varyings of a mailer'& will; 

Here am I forc'd, with keen laborious paiR, 

':f.hro' the long day to till the ftubborN. plain, 

Here, when my toil fubfides· at doCe of day, 

For my loft love I weep the night away, 

And oft, well pleas'd at my dread Lord's command, . 

I pick'd thefe !hell-fi!h on this lonely {hand, 

For 
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For here, befide the folitary· d,eep, 

1 fIgh unheard, and unobferv'd can ~veep. 

She ceas'd, and tranfport fwell'd the hero's brcaa, 

1I0r who the. matron was he quicldy ;Suefs'd : 

Tell me thy name with hafte, he Coon rejoin'd;. 

TeJI me,. and eafe the doubts that fill my mind, 

Impart it fwift with· thy Iov'd-lord's to me" 

Reafons I have for afring it of thee. / 

In his blefs'd days of happinefs and fame" 

The great Satagus was. my hufband's name~, 

The dame return'd;. arid, by my Sire's decree, 

That of Tamina was'. impos'd on me. 

Cal'!l then thy grief,. reply'd the gen'rous chief? 

For fay what good e'er f'prung from endlefs grief, 

Calm then thy griefs, perhaps thy woes are o'er, 

Woes full as great have comfort found before, 

Guided byrne,. wouldfl:. thou but hence repair,. 

To where great Wolfe leads on the diftant war, 

Soon wilLt~at chi€f, ~f yet thy lord fhould live, 

Back to thy- longing arms thy" comfort give: . 

He 'ever feeks to bring, the poor relief" 

And .foothe, with lenient hand, the child of grief, 

And if my mem'ry mocks me not, loud farpe 

Has late faid fomething of thy hufband's name. 

Hear'ft thou of 'him, whatfay'fI: thou, {he rejoin'd, 

Speak, do~s he live? Oh! hafte, r~lieve my mind; 

Know t~at thefe !words, fo lightly dropt by thee,. 

Are worth ten thoufand thoufand worlds to me., 
,"", " 

R 2 Yet' 
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Yet wIly of joy, alas! this frantic flame~ 

Thou only faid'ft, thou b'liev'ft. thoud'i't heard hi~ 
name. 

Yes, my kind foother, joyfully with thee 

To feek my lord thro' all the world ·I'd flee; 

But ah! £hould I thus, thoughtlefs, hafte away, 

Heav'n kn )WS what ill the cenfuring world might [ay, 

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 itfelf1 if there I'll find my love. 

But ere, at thy requeft, I quit this plain, 

'Tis jufl: I licenfe of my lord obtain, 

IJong tho' his haplefs :fIave I've been, yet he 
Ne'er us\l his pow'r with cruelty to me, 

Nc:'er has he aught reqilir'd of me to do, 

Put what eV"J juftice felf had deem'd his due. 

Thus did the matron fpeak her jufl intent, 

To all fhe fpoke the chief foon gave afi".::nt, 

'then from the lonely borders of the fea 

Tow'rdshcrmafter's dome they took their war, 

Juft o'er a filver {hearn, whofe wid'ning tide 

Rolls gently onward tow'rds old ocean's fide, 

Clofely encircled by a tow'ring wood, 

On a high hill,the ftately manfion ftood, 

Here had its owner, by a length of toil, 

li'irft from its native wildnefsrous'd the foil, 

Woods 



[ ISS l 

Woods he had fell'd to clear the neighb'ring ground, . 
Mar:lhes he'd drain'd, and fields he'd tilI'd around, 

And now, with plenty1s 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 fl:rife, 

Siaves true he had,. to work. his lordly wiII, 

Yet he too righteous was to treat them ill. 
Scarce had been fu'd for, by the mournful dame, 

His approbation of her new-hid fceme, 

'When without paufe, in accents ~ild, he faid, 

Go freely, . go where'er your wiill may lead, . 

III would it fuit. with juftice to detain, 

The child of wretchednefs in endlefspain;. 

But as bright Sol, with f wiftly lefs'ning rays, 

J uft then w}\t:d'd downward to the weftern feas, 

Thro' the long night, at his mofl: kind requeft, 

With him the friendly pair confent to reft, 

But when, witp rofeat fmiles, the dawning day 

Beam'd thro'the glitt'ring eafl: his firfl: bright ray" 

Eager they rofe, and o'er the dewy land 

Bent their fwitt progrefs, tow'rds the wave-wa:lh'd, 
f. ~ 

fl:rand, 

Juft then a lofty bark forfakes the cQafl:, . 

Freighted with warlike fl:ores for Albion's 'hoft, . 

In this the focial pair an entrance find~ 

And tow'r':!.s Q:!ebec fwift feud .before the wind;, 

R 3 Here, 
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Here, when the !hip had reach'di the wiih'd-fot lands, 

Where,clofe encamp'd, appear~d the Brit-iihbands, 

Lef1:eron 'lhore conduashis mournful "friend, 

And tow'rds fhegen1rous VI oIfe their courfe they 

bent; 

It chanc'd, by toil and ceareltifs watchings fpent~ 

The God-like chief then refted in his ~tent, 

Soon as the ;muchwifh'd pair appear'd in view, 

Inftant his foul the pen live matron knew, 

To meet them fwift herof-e with courteous air, 

And fmil'd on Lefter to reward his care, 

Then fixing on the dame his fparkling eyes, 

Welcome, fair gueft, withfemblance calm, he cries-,. 

Whate'er has led thee to thefe walks of war, 

Welcome thou art to our protecting care, 

Enter, my lovely vilitant, with me, 

Whate'er this tent affords I'll give .to thee: 

But ah! that grief;ling'd cheek, that tearful eye, 

That downcaft look, that fadly heaving ugh, 

Speak but too plain, too plain, alas! I fear, 

'Twas woe's fad hand that did condua thee here: 

Perhap~ thy hufband, in this war-rent ~and, 

Long time has fought beneath my dreadc.<:>mmand,< 
Perhaps thy fears have told thee he is flain, 

And thou to feek him com'il: among my train; 

Should it be fa, what can be done I'll do, 

Living or tiead, to find him out for you • 

. . Hufuand, 
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Hu{ba'nd, :alas.! \the mom:nful dame replies, 

No huiband:herefhall blefs thefe haplefseyes, 

One I o-\lcehad, a -tender one, but he 
Is loft I {ear, 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, tweet and kind, 

So foft of foul,. benevolent of mind, 

That thou would'f\: fearch the boundlefs worldaUder.l 

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 ,on.e like me, 

So may kind Heav'n ftillcrown each willi of thine, 

And foothe thy woes, as thou wilt comfot;t rr-ine. 

Back to thy arms thy much lov'd lord to bring, 

Calls for the hand of heav'n's Almi~hty king, 

The chief return'd: Yet why, thou mournflil fair, 

Why this fad gloom, "this f~dly dark defpair ? 
Heav'n only knovirs what joys fuekeeps in fi:ore, 

To beam fweet comfort on thy foul once more, 

Here, while'the awful will of Heav'n we wait, 

Do thou the ftory oft~y 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'~ confin'd, 

It rends, with double forc;e, the .burthen'd mind, 
But 
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But when a gen'r~us -friend our farrows fhares, 
It frees the troubled foul froni 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 {halt thou fpeak in vain, 

I'll feek by ev'ry mean to foothe thy pain. 

To fpeak my woes, the mournful dame rejoin'll, 

Would but increafe the anguifh of my mind, 

Lefler 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 Cure offenGve PJ"oveto thee. 

Scarce, in fad fighs, thefe fbrro,,:ing founds of woe 

From off the matron's tongue had ceas'd to flow, 

Wllen, by the hand of fmiling fortune fent, 

Her wilh'c! ~atCl;?;us tow'r'd into the tent; 

There, when his eyes his lov'd Tamina und, 

Heav'ns! what confufion burns upon his mind! 

'\Vhelm'd in a flood of joy and keen furprize, 

Starting at tid1:, forne fpa~e he backward flies, 

There, for ~ time, with wildly Hupid gaze, 

He flands a fpeechlefs image of amaze, 

Then [pring~,y~forward with a furious bound, 

Eag~r he c1afp'd her with his arms around; "­

Inflant {he [creams, fhe fwoons, {he finks to nio-ht,. 
. b 

She wakes, fhef~o..,on,s, again returns to light, 

Then round his -neck her- eager arms {he flung, 

'While thefe wild words broke vvildly from her tongue ~ 

'Tis 



'Tis my loft lord! vain wo~s,vain fears you're o'er, 

Heav'ns, do I chEp thee in my arms once more-? 

Yes, and fa .clofe thefe arms I'll twine round thee, 

That worhls,'whole worlds, {han't tear thee now from 

me. 

Fear not, my love, my life, the Indian cries, 

While joy~skeen tranfports fparkle -in his eyes, 

Fear n-ot, my love, nopow'r, no worlds, no might, 

Again.fhalltear thee from thy hufband'sfight, 

Sure that k]nd Heav'n that grants ,us now fuch joy 

Would not fo loon {uchhopes, {uch bJifs ,deftroy ; 

Ceafe then thefe fears, forhid thefe ·tears foflow, 

They fpeakuot jor, they fpeak a bourfdlefs woe, 

All fhould be tranquil, lively, light and gay, 

On this .bleft [miling all-aufpiciousday; 

Ceafe then, my love. and [wift to me relate 

The ·var-ious iforro,ws :of thy capthre f'c<ite, 

Tell, tell the all of griefs that theebefel, 

,Si~ce that.fad d<iY whenlail: we"bade farewell; 

But all-! to me ·fheY"re all already ·known, 

For fure I well may guef8 them by my own. 

Were Ito make this wif11'd.:for hift'ry true, 

I would but tell thee what c}'ve felt for you, 

Ror thro'each -change, each chance, the_ dame rejoin.'d, 

Chief, on thy dear, dear [elf, ftillhling my mind, 

800na8 from thy moft kind proteCtion torn, 

I into fad captiVllty was horne, . 



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 memore", 
Me from my haplefs babes at length they tore;, 

Yet not thefe forrows e'er were felt by me; 

They all -were, loR in mightier woes for thee" 

For thee was ev'ry figh,. was ev'ry groan, 

I thought, I Wf.pt, I figh'd for thee alone, 

Eve, noon and morn,. on thy dear name I'd calIj., 

Thou wert my fear, my hope, my grief, my all;. 

At length great Wolfe, to quell each doubt, each fear; 

Has kJpdly fought me out, and brought me here, 

For 'tis to him full well my lord I guefs, 

We owe the boundlefs joy we now poffefs., 

But ah! amid the num'rous things you've faid~o 

'Why no enquiry for your children made, 

How would tliey weep, did their poor fouls but know,-" 

Their once fond fath.er could negleCl them [o~ 

They {Ell, opprefs'd· beneath the tyrants hand, 

Are ftill fad captives in a diftant land,. 

And there, alas I if r-ight forebode my fears,. 

They're doo~'a to pine the morning of their years .. 

Pardon, my love, reply'd the ehief, the fault, 

That my fweet babes for once had 'fcap'd my thought", 

So loft in thee were all my thoughts, my mind, 

That not aught elfe could there an entrance find, 

And ev'n my babes v:'ould pard'n me, if they knew, 

That this dear error had been caus'd by you, 

But 
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Eut -0h 1 my babes they're helplefs captives aU, 

Have I aught now that I ihould children call?· 

he they notflaves, from me for ever tor~, 

And I quite childl~fs, friencllefs, left to mourn ? 

Mull: thefe dear fans, whom once my fondnefs thought 

Into life's fcene for glorious purpofe brought, 

W·hom I once hQP'd, fame future day, to view 

Their country's glory, and her bulwark too; 

Heav'ns! muft they cringe beneath the tyrants will, 

Bea.r his vile fcourges, and be patient ftill ? 

This do I hear, yet think, yet talk of blifs, 

'Can I bear life, when I've been told of this? 

But whether joy or grief be meant to me, 

'Tis jufl,oh Walfe, 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 fcas Iha11 roll, 

While flars at night {hall fparkle round the pole, 

While the bright dazzling fun {hall hold on high, 

His endlefs progrefs th~o', the blazing fky, 

r do moll: gladly. to thy lov'd contraul, 

Yield, up my life, my fervices, my foul; 

Speak what thou wilt that I for thee fhould do, 

And tho' Hell thwart me, it is done for you; 

But ah! couldll: thou ~y children now rell:ore, 

Thou wouldfl add much to all thou'{t done before. 

Fear 110t, . my fi-iend, the. gen'rous hero cries, 

thy children all {hall blefs tIl}' longing eyes, 

But 



But 'till fwift time {hall crown this juft deligu, 

Let it fuffice that now my word is thine,. 

Then ftay, my friend, and here with rapture prove 

.The tender joys that flow from n~lptial 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 fi~ge commence, 

Soon {hall a fpeedy fummons call thee hence; 

But ere r go and leave thee here behind, 

Refelve fome doubts that now perplex my mind, 

Long has report thro' all the world proclaim'll, 

That all the fouls of thde, we've Indians nam'd, 

Are frigid, grave, difpaffionate and cool, 

Ne'er toft by paffion, but ftill mov'd by rule, 

But thy late conduCLwith thy [poufe has {hewn, 

That thou wert born with paffions like our own. 

In fuch cool incidents, the chief rejoin'.l, 

As leave thought time to regulate the mind, 

When the affeEl:ions all have time to form, 

In calm array to brave the coming itorm, 

I grant our fouls a like indifference fhow, 

To [cenes of gladne[s, or to fcenes of woe, 

Beca"ufe this fancied iteadinefs 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, {he~ us then, 

That we can feel and we,ep like other men~ 

V{olfe 
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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 t.he ruin of proud Gallia's pow'r, 

Smiles near at hat:d, and 10 Wolfe flies to call 

Hia fquadrons forth, ~o feek the fons of Gaul; 

Deck'd in bright arms that dazzling flal):le 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 coafi:, 

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 ftruck with dire difmay the Gallic force, 

And now thefe fhips approach the fouthern fide, 

To waft }he army o'er the rolling tide, 

Swift to thefe {hips from off the echoing {hands, 

Like a vafl: deluge, ,roll the vet'ran bands, 

Soon on the· tow'ring decks they all appear, 

With all their glitt'ring arm& prepar'd for war; 

Yet [pite ·of fpeed, of eagernefs fo great, 

Ere the vaft embarkation was complete, 

Sol from the heaV'l~S had quite .withdrawn his light, 

Anii o'er the earth fwift rofe the {hades of night, 

And till mild Cynthia's lamp {hould deign to rife, 

At anchor ftill the Britifh fquadron lies, 

S Great 
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Great Wolfe, for future toil, to arm his breafl:, 

Meanwhile, :in gentle numbers funk to :reft,' 

Ki.n.d Heav'n, defcending {weedy" deigns tofhed 

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, -0 W orf<;:, from fad forebodings free, 

This is the Ian: great night thou'rt doom'd to fee, 

To-marrow's dawn, what woes, :what g.riefs, muft 
come, 

To-mor.row's dawn, :alas! completds -thy doom, 

To-morrow's dawn thou muft from hence be torn, 

And thy poor native land be left to n1ourn; 

o did vain man futurity but know, 

How w.ould he !hun the paths that lead to woe! 

How would Britannia ihun to-morrow's fray, 

Tho' fame, tho' viCl:'ry, wait to crown the day, 

When high enthron'd, amid the ftarry train,. 

Deep awfu·l Night had roll'c! thro' half her reign, 

The GIver moon, ,with fplendid light befpread, 

Above the wide horizon rear'd her head, 

And, confcious of the deed, {he came to guide, 

IIIum'd with clearer rays the fparkling tide, 

~ous'd from the tender bonds of foft repofe, 

Swif~ at .the Ggnat the ,glad hero roJe~ 

Eager' aloft he fprings with gen'rous care, 

And c~lls his gath',ring troops to feek .the war, 

'l'hick 
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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 fwiftly plying O.lfS,. 

Diftant alike from. hot·h the neighb'ring fuorest 

Thefe num'rous boats; ill Jines expanded wide, 

Move o'er the bofom of the rolling tide,. 

Clofe in the rere the tow"'ring fuips' appear, 

Steeringthei~ courfe where'er the vet'rans freer; 

Thus, whiIe urg'd oIlwal'.dby the moon's ftrong forell, 

Upward the waters roll· their whirling courfe ; 

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 ev'ry fide, along the coaft;. 

But when anon, with rapid pow'r fupply'd, 

Back to the ocean raUs the refluent tide,. 

The rowers fwift fufpend their needlefs force; 

An'd downward drive before its whirling courfe, 

Swept in the rapid p·ourings of the ftream, 

Swift to the foot of Abram's' fteep they came, 

SileFlt they edge towards the northern land, 

And, undifcover'd, reach the wif1u'd-for· {hand, 

'Twas at this awful mGment Wolfe was feen 

Like a dread Gpd. all tranquil and ferene, 

For~~rd he fprings, he gains the hoftile coaft, 

He chears, canduCls, and lands his num'rous hoft, 

And yet fo calm, foftill, that not a found, 

Loud as a breath, is heard to murmur round; 
But 



But tho' fuccefsful In this firft eIray, 

Rtill mightier dangers rife to thwart his way, 

Scarce had the land receiv'd his martial [orce, 

'when a huge fleep frowns forth to t~wart his courft" 

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 winding bent" 

A narrow path mounts up this fleep afcent, 

High o'er its head a fteady wakeful band, 

Beneath a fence of ftrong entrenchments fiand" 

Theirs 'twas to watch 'the motions of the foe, 

J. \ nd guard from each attempt the path below; 

1';;twixt the city ana this path's dark head, 

A wide extended plain was feen to fpread; 

~;pite of thefe num'rous bars, thefe threat'ning woes" 

Spit~ of thefe horrid rocks,. there watchful foes" 

Firm' and unaw'd ft~ll ftands the God-like man" 

B:;nt to purfue and crown his glorious plan, 

He gives the word, and 10, at his command, 

Swift up the fleep advance an aCtive band, 

High, tho' it frowns, tho' dark, tho' dire to view, 

Howe leads the way, and they with joy purfue, 

And foon, to {hike each gazer wi,th furprize, 

High on its utmoft top they're feell to rife; 

Rous'd by the trampling din that up~ard rofe, 

In ,wild confuf1on flart the wond'ring foes, 

But ere they'd time to fnatch their rattling arms, 

The Britiih troops rufh all in dire alarms, 

BUl'ft 
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Burft p~er their trench, o'erleap tbeir tow'ring mound, 

And drive their fcatt'ring bauds difpers'd arouQ.d, 

Thus did great Howe, by one viB:orious blow, 

Obtain this great advantage of the foe, 

Thus did he grafp an earn eft 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 {]1Out aloud, 

As up the freep, . in countlefs fwarms, they crowd, 

Then with loud thund'rings, on high Abram's plain, 

Like a vaft deluge pours the num'rous ,train, 

Wide as they roll deep groans the tren1blirig ground, 

And all the rattling rocks re-echo round, 

Still as they mount, beneath their gen'ral's fway, 

The gath'ring tegions form in clofe array, 

Each bold' battalion' takes its deftin'd poft, 

And fpreads the length'ning li~e aloe]; the co an: ; 

~ide on the left, where o'er the rolling ti-le 

The r?cb huge fummit hangs with threat'ning pride, 

Otway's brave fquadrons firft in arm& advance, 

Their Rank. to £helter from the rage of Fr~mce, 

Clofe on their left, with ftately front, appears 

A 'hugely tow'ring corps of grenadiers, . 

Tall as va[t rock" ibines forth their tow'i-ing height, 

And like firm rocks they ftand to meet the fight; 

Here" by vVolfe's orders, had they nx'd their P()ft, 

To prop this grand di,' iiionof the hoft, 

S 3 I.eft-



Leftward of thefe, along theglitt'ring line, 

Bragg's, Kennedy's, Lrl~celle's brave fquadronS'fhine, 

Next the fierce Highlandersprefent their bands, 

And wave their pond'rous fwords with active hands, 

Lafi, bold Anfiruther's troops embattled :Chine, 

And form the utmofr left of an the lim: ; 

On either wing a chief conducts the fight, 

Mu'rray the left, great MonOon leads the right,. 

Wolfe in the center takes his nobler frand, 

And o'er the whole extends his wide command" 

When thro' the redd'ning eafi, with dawning ray,; 

Firfr peep'd Aurora, harbinger of day ~ 

In firm array thus rang'a the Britifh traiiT" 

Stretch'd in vaft Jines acrofs the glitt'ring plaifl), 

High in their front blaze forth iheir dazzling arms,. 

And threat all trembling Gaul :'~'ith gath'ring-harms" 

Wolfe, with kem Joy, beheld the riiing light, 

Beheld, and gIo-ws with tranfport at the fight, 

From pofr to po11:, , with rapid hafie, he fii.-:s,. 

From wing to wing he darts his piercing eyes,. 

Then in the front of all the warlike crowd, 

Takes ~is confpicuous {tand, and cries aloud~ -

Now, 0 brave friends, brave candidates for fame,-_ 

Now have we gain'd our great, our glorious aim,. 

Lo! in dark fates, in low'ring fortune'~ fi1ire, 

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, 

See 
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See ,how-her domes, her glitt'ring fpires arife, 

And ca.ll us -on tofei2:e the dazzling prize,_ 

fIear thei-r loud c,alI, my friends, your glory raife.,. 

~u{h on to v i&'ry,fame, ; and deathlefs praife,. 

Fear not proud Gallia's vail ftupendous pow'rs, 

For what are numbers 'ppos'a to troops like ours? 

Cowards .and iIaves before fuch odds have £led, 

But ,genuine valour ne'er was known to dread, 

Think too, what troops €Ompofe this vaunted h0ft, 

What ,but,a few weak bands from GalEa's coaft, 

Of rude provincials, an ullgovern'dcrowd, 

Unlkill'd, . unil:eady, turbulent and proud, 

Some tribes of Indians, whot"..:: ferocious might­

Works their own ruin in each well-rul' cl fight ;. 

Such are the troops that dare our rage oppore, 

Then fcorn, my friends, to yield to fuch mcan foesJl. 

Nor fame alone forbids inglorious flight) 

Ou~ love for fafery fpurs llS to the fi,},t, 

See what huge fLeeps, wh.at direful rocks £1'o'",n round, 

To .w01:k our ruin, if we once· give groumt, 

Roufe then, ie God-like chiefs, ye fouls of fight, 

Let "ill thefe great incitements roufe your might, 

Let the loud calls of honour's facred name, 

Let (wealth, let glory, fafety, prudence, fame, 

And louder il:ill, by me unurg'd before, 

The dear, dear int'refts of our native fhore~ 

All urge your fouls to frand this dreadful day, 

And brave tllc:llOrrors of the riling fray; 
Afr 
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ACl: thus, my friends, and foon auf threat'ning frovm 
Shall awe the tow'ring pride of Gallia down,-

Soon {hall yon city link beneath our pow~rs, -

And all her wealth her boundlefg wealth be ours,._ 

Nor think, my friends, I urge your fouls to dare 

Terrors or toils, that I difdain to {hare: 

No-each dark chance that Fortune {how'rs on you, 

Each toiF, each pain, {hall be your gen'ral's too, 

Where'er the war roars loudeft o'er the plain, 

There will I ru{]l, 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 1bout 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 Monttoll leads his martial force, 

Him, at the heaet-.()f all his troops he found, 

With gr0ves of glitt'ring mufkets rais'd around. 

Hail, my brave frienel, the gen'rous hero cries, 

Now the long wifh'd-for moment !trikes our eyes, 

Now is the time ~hat muft exalt our name,. 

Or cloud our future days with endle[s {hame; 

I know thy bofom feeds a warlike flame, 

I IqlOW thy matchlefs worth, thy former fame,. 

I know thy foul, from bafely terrors free, 

Will nobly act the part affign'd to thee, 

Yet [pite of all my fortitude can do, 

Spite of my boundlefs confidence in you" 
Still 
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Still one fad doubt, one dark, one difmal fear, 

Clings to. this breafl, and holds the empire here, 

'Tis the fad fear lefl if, in fight, I fall, 

My troops, diihearten'd, ~lhould give way to Gaulc; 

Then, oh my friend, if e'er thou'fl 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, frill bravely fland the fieki : 

Hafle, qh my friend, perform this laft requeft, 

And eafe the patriot terrors of my' breaft. 

If fuch a vow, with hafle the chief rejojn'd, 

Can calm.thy fears, andeafe thy manly mind, 

Soon may'fl thou lull ihy griefs, thy fears to reft, 

And quell tlle patriot terrors .0f thy breafl, 

For whether' life or death this day be thine, 

To flrive for glory's wreath thall flill be mine, 

And ev'n, had I been never urg'd by thee, 

Honour's loud call had claim'd thus much-of me; 

But whence thefe boding fears that fill thybreafl" 

Whence do fuch painful doubts thy foulmolefr~ 

For fure our gracious God can ne'er delign 

To rob his fav'rite earth of worth like thine, 

Sure from our hopes the pitying hand 0f' fate 

Won't tear fo foon a chief fo good,' fo great. 

Nocaufe have I, the God-like hero [aid, 

The dark immediate ftroke 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 tluo'life prepar'd fhould ever fb.nd,. 

As if our Ian dread moment was at hand" 

Bdide, to deeds of fame to fire my hoft" 

I in the front of fight muft take my poIt" 

WIlere'er the battle roars with keeneft ire, 

There, muil: I ruth, there brave the hoftile fire,. 
'Tis this alone can roufe my llender train,. 

To ftand the dreadful fhock they muft fuftain,. 

'Tis thi's alone can nerve their feeble might, 

To brave proud Gaul's vaft multitudes ill· fight. 

Pardon me, Sir, great Monaon 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 fcherne, . 

Ne'er, when I think my gen'ral's counfel wrong, 

Will I in bafe compliance hold my tongue, 

And fpite of all thy valour yet has faia, 

To blind thy: friends, and praife: the fcheme thou'fr 

laid, 

'Tis my firm thought thou fhouIdft not, in the. ftrife,. 

Hazard fo great a treafure as thy life: 

'Tis true the gen'ral's deeds, when blaz'a afar, 

Oft roufe the kindling troops to meet the war, 

And oft the valour of one fingle hand,. 

Has fir'd to glorious deeds a fearful band;. 
\ 
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For when our countrtscaufe 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 befeechmy God-like friend once more, 

By our dear friend {hip, by our native {hore 

If I this day mufr froop to death's dark hand, 

Brave frill to fight, and chear my much-Iov'd band, 

Were I but fure thou'dfr thus condua the frrife, 

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 {hould tear 

Thee from the conduct of the doubtful war, 

Monaon. {hall frill each nerve, each effort ftrain, 

Gaul to confound, and win this glorious plain, 

'Till from this dreadful wrath proud Gaul {hall flee, 

And own him worthy to fucceed to thee; 

Or he, like thy brave felf, his life refign, 

And fall with glory tbt may vie with thine, 

Farewell then, friend, farewell, the hero faid, 

Pleas'd I n"ow go, for gone is ev'ry dread, 

'Twa~ for my country's caufel fear'd alone, 

And thou haft fworn to make that caufe thy own; 

Farewell, my'friend, if here we meet once more, 

ViGt'ry {hall [mile, and cry your toils are o'er, 

But 
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But if thy Wolfe this day fhould yield his breath, 

Weep. not, brav-e chief, we'll meet again in death. 

Thus while he fpoke, with eager arms he preft . 

The mighty Mon8:on to his God·.li1"e breaft, 

Deep from his breaft then ftoJe. a boding figh, 

Grief fiU'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; 

Soon from that frknd his dauntlefs felf he threw, 

And tow'rds the centre of his army flew . 

• MonCton beholds the much-lov'd chief depart, 

He feels a woe hang heavy at his heart, 

Slow from his eye down rolls a mournful tear, 

Tnat feems to fay, Great Wolfe's fad doom is neaf. 

Now that the Mufe has trac'd the Britifh hoft, 

Tbro' all their motions, on the hoftile cc:,!rJ 

'Tis time, £he flies, to take a haf1:y view 

Of what meantime was done by Gallia's crew; 

While, with unceaiing car::! and deep defign, 

l\iov'd the bold leader of Britannia's line, 

Gaul, luIl'd in falfe fCGUrit}"s vain dream, 

Thought him o'erthrown, and talk'd of endlefs fame~ 

Deeming ~ach 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 wa:; his foul to brave war's dark controul, 

Yet fteady, calm and cautious Was his foul, 

T .AU 



[ 206 ] 

All Montcalm's virt~es he his own could call, 

Without thofe vices that deform;d them all, 

While a falfe pride thus IlJll'd the Gallic crowd" 

He faw their danger and' proclaim'd it loud, 

Still, with dark bodiIl:gs, he his gen'ral's ear 

BeGeg'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, 

J uft at the inftant when the Britifh 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 caufe, for what gre.at 

end, 

War hence is fled, aU's peace and tritlmph here, 

No danger threatens, and no foe is near; 

Then fay what groundle[s fears, wh-at wild affright, 

Thus mar the fweet tranquillity of night? 

Have not our thunders cru{h'd the Britiili hol1:, 

Did they not yield and fly this dreadful coafr? 

The:n can we think they'll dare to brave us more, 

Or frand that !hock they dare not frand b,efore J 
Sooner the pliant reed's weak bending form 

Shall brave, unaw'd, the fury of the florm, 

Then whence in fpite of victories fo great, 

The plaints, the murmurs, that I've heard .of late? 
. Is 
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Is it that thofe whofe actions are but few, 

Would wifh to babble what their fwo~ds can't do? 

But let them firft, who dare my condua blame, 

Step forth and weigh 'gainil: mine their former fame. 

Here il:ands the man- that dares, Va\;dreui! replies, 

To call thy conduct thoughtlefs and unwife, 

Here ftaqds the man that dares difclofe his mind, 

Tho' worlds on worlds to filence him were join'd; 

Ceafe then to boail:, \ve've now no til1le, my friend, 

On fuch vain things as fdfi£h praife to fpend, 

Say fhould we thus our tott'ring fame extol, 

Jua as grim death appears to hang o'er all ? 
,Nor think the woes my tongue at hand proclaims~ 

Mere empty fhadows, or fantaftic dreams; 

If cruUl'd the fpirit of the Brit~nl hoft, 

Why not their vanquifh'd -fleets forfake our coafl ? 
Why do they_now fleer o'er yon rolling tide, 

And bend their courfe fwift tow'rds this northern fide? 

Much, much, I fear, of flight ne'er dreams. the foe, 

BT:lt of fame high defign, fome fi.n~l blow, 

Perhaps to fcale, to mount yon tow'ring fleep, 

And here;: fllrprize us in the arms of fleep, 

This fhould.they do, how loil: are all ourpow'rs, 

What woes, what £harne, what ruin muil: he ours! . 

Then rife, Montcalm, perform a prudent part, 

Nor let thy groundlefs pride miflead thy heart, 

March half ,thy troops to guard tall Abram's height, 

While here the reil: £h~ll brave the naval might, 

r 2 This 
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This fhouJd you do, we might clifperfe the cloud 

That now feems gath'ring o'er the Gallic crowd, 

But this o'erlook'd, fo fure as heav'n we all, 

By dire furprize, in fame black hour {hall fall. 

Thus while he fpoke, Montcalm with fury burns, 

Pride, wrath, revenge, all tear his brealt by turns, 

Fill'd with keen rage he rolls his fiery eyes, 

And thus, with thund'ring voice, tempeft'ous cries:-:­

Gods! fhall I bear fuch vile audacious· blame, 

Beav'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, 

A nd this keen f word by heav'n {hall rend thy heart; 

Ccafe then, proud {lave, this vile prefumptuous ftrain, 

All thy nlI1k pride, thy in faience, is vain, 

Tho' hell, to thwart me, rofe with all her force, 

Still {hould I hold my own and reafon's courfe, 

'Still ihollld each fquadron ftand its former poft, 

Still on thefe heights {hould ftay my conqu'ring haft, 

And when fwift time {hall prove thofe meafures juft, 

How will thy tow'ring pride be plung'd in duft. 

Burfiing with rage, Vaudreuil the gen'ral hears, 

"Fierce in his eye a gath'ring wrath appears, 

BlIt fl:raight mild reafol1 to his foul awoke, 

And thus, with femblance calm, the hero fpoke :-­

Rage on, proud chief, I fcorn thy rage and t',ee, 

Thefe rants, thefe bluft'rings, ne'er call injure me, 

I did 
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I did I chofe could fl:orm and blufter too, 

Perhaps as loud, perhaps as fierce as YOUl, ....... 
But now my country's woes my thoughts engage, 

And thy fuperior f,ay forbids my rage, 

,Yet trufl: a future day iliall fmile on me, 

When I for jufl: revenge may call on thee; 

Meanwhile I'd have thee, for 'tis jull: and fit, 

Indulge thy humour with this moody wit, 

For when, by dire fu,prize, thou'rtfoon 'o'erthrown, 

When all thy proftrate hoft iliall round thee groan, 

Wolfe won't give time I fear [9r fnch vain play, 

So make the beftof what thou hall: to-day. 

Then with a [cornful fmile and brow relign'd, 

That fpoke tlie fix'd refentment of his mind, 

Calm as a God he tow'r'd from out the tent, 

And tow'rds his diftant quarters thoughtful went, 

Whelm'd with amaze, with indignation fir'd, 

Soon from the council all the reit retir'd,_ 

Each fill'd with dark refentment to his chief, 

A fad prefage of all their future grief; 

Yet tho' rr:::;Hqeeply fiung with anger dire, 

At the "!.Ie fill! ies of the tyrant's ire, 

Still did the great Vaudr!~uil not fail to ftand 

The fir!! beft c:,a: 'pion of his native land, 

Soon as the camp was funk in foft rep'Jr~, 

Abo\'c the tow'rin;y town the l1ero "acc, 
, 0 ~ 

T~ere on a lofty rock he takes bis po!!, 

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 d~r all, 

Nor proves all vain thy dark foreboding fear, 

For lo! the ftorm,- the dreadfulftorm is near, 

La! the thick gloom, the long, lo~g threat'ning cloud, . 

At length in thunders burfts on Gallia's trowd ; 

Scarce once around he'd caft his anxious view, 

When pouring'up he kens the hoflile crew, 

Whelm'd in amaze he [houts, half choak'd with woe, 

Friends, friends, arife, the- foe, the foe, the foe! 

Inftant the ftreets are fill'd with difmal cries, 

Crowds fpring from reft, drums beat, and {houts arife; 

Straight all ~ebec is wrapt in dire alarms, 

And countlefs troops ruIll thund'ring forth to arms, 

Soon with fwift progrefs from ~ebec's bright wall, 

Spread the loud tumult to the camp of Gaul, 

Rous'd by the clam'rous found from foft repofe, 

Rapid as light the fierce Montcalm arofe ; 

But when the wond'rous caufe had reach'd his ear, 

Of all this dire uproar, this frantic fear, 

He fmil'd indignant at a tale fa vain, 

And ftrodecompos'dly to his couch ao-ain; 
b. 

But ftill the direful tumult fwells around, 

lIills, rocks and floods, with mingled cries refound, 

Heralds in crowds, from ev'ry quarter rent, 

PO'Jf round, and call him from his lofty tent; 

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, 10 t there he hears. 

Loud ihouts of triumph' rend his lifl'ning ears, 

The victors {hout, 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 {wells his front, and glory fiu£h.'d his eyesy 

Dreadful as Mars flames forth bis 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 flormr 
Forth from the camp the gath'ring legions fwarm,. 

Then tow'rds the town in droves they pour along, 

And up the fleep thick mounts the Ilum'rous throng" 

There, as he rolls' his fiery eyes around, 

lhng'd near the town fame vet'ran bands he found" 

Thefe had Vaudreuil together drawn with care) 

To check the firfl: wild fury of the war" 

Him at their head, when fierce Montcalm defi;ry'd~ 

Keen rofe his wrath, and boundlefs fwelI'd his priJeJ, 

Stern on the chief be roll'd a fcornfu'! eye, 

And with in(lignant voice was. heard to cry:-

For once, foul envy and malignant fpite, 

:Proud chief~ 1 own for once they've croa~'d aright, 

Yet think not, [lave, I ftorn the Ids in thee, 

The pride,. the-infolence thou'fl us'd to me;. 
Aa: 
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Act well thy ·part on thi~ tremendous day, 

Or dear for ali thy arrogance thou'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, 

Thinka but of private wrongs of felfifh. ire, 

Now to my country's caufe I all refign, 

A future day, 0 vengeance, {hall be thine! 

Then calm to fill the duties of his poft, 

He joins his fquadrons to the tyrant's hoil:. 

Now with bright front bent tow'rds the Britifh train, 

With their huge flanks fpread widely o'er the plain, 

'While far behind ~ebt'c high dazzling tow'rs, , 
Montcalm, in lines, draws up his num'rous pow'rs; 

Then like a deluge, o'er the trembling coaft, 

Onward they roll fwift tow'rds the Britifh haft; 

Firft, the huge centre of the pouring train 

Moves ,in a ftately column o'er the plain, 

Fierc!; in this ftately column's feen to thine, 

The ftrength of Gafcony and Guienne's line, 

Stretch'd from this mighty corps, on either hand, 

A wide ex!-,anded wing fpreads o'er the land, 

Wedg'd in clofe 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 each dark wing, to fwell the dire alarms, 

A corps of hold frovincials frands in arms, 
I 

Huge 



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 haft he fires :­

On, my bold friends, rulh on to deathlefs fame, 

"Crufh yon proud foe, raife high your glorious. name, 

See how kind Heav'n has kindly rent them here, 

That one dread blow might end this fire years' war .. 

Soon fhall they willi, involv'd in whirling fire, 

They ne'er had dar'd to tempt our whelming ire, 

Loud fhouts the haft, all [weU'd with keen delight" 

Then all at once they burn to ~eet the fight. 

BOOK 
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N 0 \V the loud clarion yields a thund'ring found~ 
From pole to pole the bellowing;,;notes rebound, 

Now the ihrill fifes in lofty numbers rife, 

Now the hoarfe drums ;l{fault the rattling £kies, 

Wide o'er the field th' enliv'ning muGc pours, 

Fires each bold hail, and {hakes, th' echoing i11ores, 

Grim on the low'ring verge of frowning war, 

With van to van the threat'ning hafts appear, 

Firm as a ,pile of rocks Britannia's band, 

With {hong, but narrow front, is feen to ftand'" 

While, like the boundlefs billows of the fea, 

Proud Gaul's vaft m~ltitudes purf\le 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 haft's bright van too {hines afar, 

Calmly to wait the coming of the war, 

While 



[ 21 5 J 

While tardy time denies the hofts to clofe, 

Gaul' for the ftrife with wild impatience glows, 

Swift from all quarters, to begin the fight, 

Thick random :vollies urg'd their rattling flight, 

Fierce on ill fides defcend the fiery {how'rs, 

And gall'd from flal~k to flank Britannia's pow'rs; 

Calm in the midft of all the thund'ring ftorm, 

The God-like 'Volfe 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 kindling ire, 

13ear with .bold hearts this fierce defl:ructive fire, 

. Stay till your guns can c~uih yon hoftile traln, 

That your keen wrath may not be fpent in vain, 

Think ho'w, by raihnefs, once we loft the day, 

And now my voice, my urgent voice obey. 

Scarce had he [poke, when all the lift'ning tr~in 
The kindling fury of their fouls reftrain, 

Firm and unaw'd they ftand the dreadful ground, 

While ihow'rs of ball loud bellowing roar around, 

But when the foe, to crown his vaft defign, 

Clofe to his front advance tlieir pond'rous line, 

He gives the word, '1nd thro' the echoing {kies 

Three thund'ring ihouts with deaf'ning flangor rife, 

Then with bold roar, with hugely bellowing ire, 

From all the haft burfl:s, forth a ftcrm of fire, 

As when huge lEtna, fierce with echoing roar, 

Deep from his gulphdifplodes his fiery ftore, 
Hurl'd 
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Hurl'd o'~rthe heav'nsin one wide blazing thow'r, 

Torrents of Harne, of fmoke, of fulphurpour, 

Then pruih whole nations in their whelming -fall, 

And in their ;burning deluge f wallow: all r 
Thus the dire blail:, the whirling ftorms ofbaII~' 

Feld in vail: crowds the tumbling fons of Gaul:' 

Scarce on the ear had buril: thedeaf'ning found, 

When all their pride feems level'd with the ground, 

For in fuch numbers funk they on the plain, 

One woulJ have thought full half the hoil: was {lain; 

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, theirflight beheld, 

Forward he bounds, triumphant o'er the field, 

Waving, nis fword, he bids his haft purfue, 

And thus his words impel the God-like crew:­

On, my bold friends, halle, halle to, whelm the foe,­

On and improve this great, this pe~rlefs blow, 

On, my bold friends, preferve the field you've won, 

And all our work, our glorious work is done; 

Loud {houts the holt thro' all the echoing plain, 

Furious they dart o'er hills of mangled ilain, 

Dreadful they ruih amid the fans of Gaul, 

And pour a flight of thund'ring deaths o'er all ; 

Frantic Montcalm beheld the routed throng, 

From rank to, rank "enrag' d he boufldsa!ong, _ 

Keel} 
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Keen .Jrol'U his eyes flalh f~rth indignant fpite, 

And thus, with threat'ning voice, he !tays their flight.-­

Stand, ye vile flaves; ye {bamelefs da!tards, ftand, 

Heav'ns! will ye.fly before yon paltry band? 

Stand, or by Heav'n; from this all-vengeful ned" 

That death ye feek to {bqn, ye foon lhalI feel, 

Swift to the fight roll back your threat'ning coutfe, 

In firm array again collect your force, 

Then with fierce rage pour on the Britilh race, 

And let your fwords 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 front loud roars the throat of war, 

Montcalm more dreadful thunders in the rear; 

Straight, with loud {hocks, revive the dire alarms, 

: Hills, rocks and plains, now ring with bellowing arms, 
I , 

Mufkets 'g;,in!t mulkets flalh with wild uproar, 

Cralh follows cralh o~er all the rattlir.g {bore, 

Britain and Gaul alike maintain their ground, 

While fquac!rolls fall and feas of blood flow 'round, 

W'ide o'er the ~heav'ns vaft flames thick fmokes afpire, 

And all the fidd appears one blaze of fire r 
Far o't:r the plain meanwhile the Gallic right 

Prepare, with equal rage, to ruill to fight, 

There hac! their mighty chief, with deep defign~ 

Plac\t the moil vig'rous troops of all his line, 

U For, 
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For, from tlle firength andprowefs of this wing,. 

All his chief hopes and eXl'ecrations [pring" . 

Clad in bright arms, and tow'ring at their head, . 

The great Vaudreuil to fame thefe fquadronsl~d, 

Round Albion's flank he aims to wheel the war, 

And pour its whelming terrors on her rere ; 

'V cilfe, when he faw their threat'ning front extend, 

And the fierce tempeD: o'er his left impend, 

To God-like Townfhend fent his. loud command, 

To march with haD:e, and brave the rulbing band; 

This mighty chief jufi then, with timely aid, 

Had from the fleet drawn up his fierce brigade, 

Which by a fad necefIity conftrain'd, 

On board the fquadrons had with grief remain'd, 

'Till the fame barks, that wafted Wolfe to land, 

Retufl'l'd, and bore them joyful to the firand; 

In this huge corps, thus pouring to the war, 

Three mighty bands from different climes appear, 

Two, with fiern hont, the genuine Cons of fame, 

Amherfi's and Vvebb's from fair Britannia came, 

The third, tho' they the fame bright lineage claim'd, 

Yet were n~t Albions, but Provincials nam'd ; 

Safe in the guardians of their mother iile, 

Long had they tilI'd America's fair foil, 

'Till impious Gaul, with vile rapacious ire, 

Laid wafie their lands, involv'd their towns in fire, 

Then with jufi rage they quit their calm retreat, 

And on the foe now ruth with dt:adly hate, 

From 
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From where 'New-York's bright confines Jkirt the 

main, 

From where Virginia fpreads ner ffow'ry plain, 

From' where New-Jerfey rears her fandy {hore, 

From where New.England teems with ufeful ore, 

Erom Pennfylvania's gay luxuriant grouml, 

From Carolina's, vaft expanded round,. 

From fair Acadia's wide extend'ed woods,. 

From wat'ry Maryland's encircling floods" 

In num'rous crowds thefe dauntlef's heroes c.lme,. 

At the loud call of vengeance and of fame, 

CompaCl,. colleB:ed clofe in firm array, 

The triple cotpS moves on to meet the fray, 

Aloft in air their threat'hing tubes they raife, 

Thro' all the fry t11eir dazzling ftandards blaze, 

Fierce on the left they take their daring poft, 

And fpread their front wide tow'rds the Gallic hoft ; 

Gaul, when {he faw the pouring bands from far, 

Advanc'd to fwell the horrors of the war, . 

Full in mid courfe {he halts with dire difmay~ 

In doubt to meet, or {hun the dreadful fray; 

But ftraight once more their gen'ral calls to' famey 

Once more their breafts,. their kindling [oulli- take 

flame, 
Onward once more in droves they pour along" 

Refolv'd to fall, or cru{h the Britilh throng; 

Firft the fierce Gauls commence the dire alarms,. 

Loud thro'the air difplode their bellowing arms, 
U 2 Britain, 
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Britain, with rage, returns the furious fire, 

Vafl: {heets of flame, vail: clouds of {moke afpire, 

Thick rattling vollies f1afh from train to train, 

And thund'ring burfi o'er all the echoing plain, 

As when, where Cancer wheels his fiery round, 

Sulphureous clouds break forth with thund'ring found, 

FbD1 againfl: flafh from ev'ry quarter flies, 

Peal againfl: peal burfts o'er the bellowing fries, 

One hideous blaze involves the heav'ns all o'er, 

And all around is one tremendous roar, 

Gaul's mighty crowds fpread countlefs o'er the plain, 

Outfl:retch'd by far the left of Albion's train, 

-While the fierce refidue in firm array, 

b front fufl:ain the fury of the fray, 

"Fuurlng this v.afl: redundancy of force, 

Round Albion's flank [wifr wheel theit circling courfe, 

Then on their rear 'With whirling rage they faU, 

And 'twixt two 6ery clouds involve them all; 

Rous'd by the danger all the Britons warm, 

Swift they prepar,e to brave the gath'ring fierm, 

Some in the front repel the furious war, 

\Vhile [orne wheel round and brave it in the rear, 

Soon that dread. rear, wit~ blaze of arms made dire, 

Flames forth another threat'llillg front of fire, 

Now on all .fides the Gauls the combat wage, 

Front, fla(1k and. rear, they charge with equal rage, 

Swift from all quarters. flaO, their fiery lhow'rs, 

Thick as fierce hail th<.: rattling tern pdt pours; 

Britain, 
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:Britain, unmov'd, withf!:andsher whirling ire, 

_ Arid thund'ring loud returns the dreadful fire, 

Firm as ,arock, the brave~ the' God-like b-and, 

'Mid alk the dire Uproar is feen to f!:and, 

Firm as a rock difplays its awful form, . 

Whenrolind it furious roars the th~n'd'ring f!:orm, 

When beIlo\\,ing waves burf!: o'er its rattling head, 

And thro' the deep a dire confufion fpread; 

Courage, brave fouls, f!:ilI fcorh/each daf!:ard fear, 

For 10! great Howe, your great deIiv'rer's near, 

Lo..! like a guardian God'mid clouds of fire; 

He comes to fnatch yop" from proud Gallia's ire, 

Ere roar'd the firf!: wild onfet of the war; 

Him on the left Wolfe plac'd with caut~ous care, 

Wifdy 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 defehfive iliade, 

Whi.::hon the Ieft,.with f!:atel.,..; afpect t(lw'rs, 

Circled with gardens) deckt with wcrIds of flow'rs, 

lIere half there dauntlefsvet'raris took th":ir poft, 

T() check :the 'progl'efs of the Gallic hofl:, 

Screerrd by their walls they- dare the' num'rous foe, 

And pour a fli~ht of whirling' globes below,­

While the: rcmainderofthe GoB-like band 

_ Deep in ,a grove, behind thefe ftiuClures f!:and, 

Rul'd by Howe's mighty felf" in' firm' array, 

C;llm there >they, walt the ifi:'ue' of the fray, 

U 3 High 
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High o'e!' their heads the £helr'ring thickets rife, 

And "fcreen their dazzling front from hoftile eyes; 

Howe, when he faw his much lov'd friends from far, 
Delug'd around with honor, death and war, 

Swift as the light'ning's flaih burfts o'er the ikies, 

Forth from concealment on the foe he flies, 

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 ihore; 

With thund'ring din in pOli.d'rous mountains roar, 

When mightier billows ftrike them from behind, 

Fly off in foam, and fcatter in, the wind; 

So when this unwiih'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 field they fcour on wings of wind; 

And leave their late-hop'd conque-fts far behind, ,,' 

While, with glad front, once more the Briti{h crew~· 

Frolll out the fiery gulph emerge to view, 

Fierce as the lion ftorms the fleecy flocks, 

On the wild rout Howe drives with num'rous {hocks, 

Swift as thore flocks before the lion fly,." 
Fly the fiunn'd Gauls, while countlHs,' numbers die, 

Swept in confufion, from Britannia's rear, 

Backwar,d they're hurl'd on thok who ftand the waf, 

'Till in huge heaps on heaps together thrown, 

Beneath each othet'sfwords' in crowds they groan;. 

Thus~ 
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Thus, when. greflt Howe had fore'd the Gauls to yield, 
A.nd 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 conqqering troO,ps, 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; 

Such was their dire amaze, the!r frantic fear, 

That ftill they. deem'd the flaught'ring foe was near, 

That ftill mad fancy fees him ftorming round, 

, And crowds thro' terror tumble .10 the ground, 

Yet from this gulph of .fear and wild furprize, 

Soon isa ftorm of raihnefs feen to rife, 

For genuine valour, once reproach'd by ihame, 

Swells from mild tem.p'rance into frenzy's flame, 

Sopn in. fierce crowds once more they pour along, 

Once more to. charge, to cruih the Bririih throng, 

, Soon Jht!y once more tht! Britifh throng furround, 

And in dark fiery horrors al,l is drown'd, 

When lo,!.· the great controuler of the war 

On,cel more treme~dpus .flies upon the rear, 

Dreadful he charg'd,he pierc'd their line!, again, 

.Dr~adful he broke and fwept them o'er the plain" 

'Till filefl on files again. iconfus'dly JaIl, 

.And in dire heaps are toft their fqlladrons all, 

Thrice did they thus, in many a gloomy tide, 

four on~ refolv'u to _ ~rufhBrita,nn~~:s, pride, . 
Thrice 
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Thrice did their thunders thus involve the foe, 

While, in proud hope, theyhugg'd their ~arko'er. 

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 blooll o'erflow the ground; 

Stunn'd by thefe num'rous checks, tho' rroofto fear, 

Awhile in doubt Vaudrr::uil fufpends the war, 

Torn is his foul with grief and deep chagrin, 

Yet all his front ft:ems tranquil and ferene, 

For right he guefs'd, fl10uld he one fear betray, 

'Twould fink his fquadrons all in black difmay; 

Thus as he p::ws'd wit!lin his God-like foul, 

What doubts, vvhat {chemes, what thoughts tumultuous 

roll, 

Oh! ye bleft pow'rs, with ardent voice, he cries, 

Muft nought but dire difgrace [alute thde-eyes, 

Muft I thus view my gallant troops o'erthrown, 

View crufh'd my country's glories and my own? 

Oh! fllOUld I thus, thus lore the dreadful day, 

Heav'n knows wllat 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 tIle falJies of a yeager ul flame, 

Py me thus level'd at my gen'ral'sfame • .: 

Rife, 
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Rife, rife, my foliI, avert this tide of {harne, 

PreferVe' thy w<Jrth, preierve' thy' fpotIefs name, 

How couldft thou bear, who art from guiltfo free, 

To fee fuchfrains; futhJl:igmas thrown on thee? 

Thonwho 'couldft ne'er, averfeto Nature's laws, 

For bafe revenge betray thy oountry's caMe; 

Then 'tis refolv'd I'll once more dare the ftrife, 

I'll bravely conquer, 'or I'll yield my life, 

'Tis better fure to fall with endlefs praife, 
. Than live in inmmy 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, frrends, hecri'es, hille, fave yout tott'ring 

fame, 

Heav'ns! are ye loft to ev'ry fenfe .of fhame ? 
Gods! will ye ftand thus tamely paHive here, 

And fall mean viClims to your own vile fear? 

Where's nowdiat worth, that fame, that boundlefs 

praife, 

That mark'd ourconqu'ring ai'lns iri former days? 

o glorious Fontelloy, where's now that might, 

That;on thy plains dercarrie the world in fight? 

Loft are wean to once-lov'd han out's charms, 

And no Norwindeus now' muft grace our arms; 

Will ye then fink thus plung'd in endlefs fhame, 

Will ye not tife 'Jtoguatd your tott'ring fame? 

Think 
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Think of the fields m former ages won, 
Think of the glorious deeds yourfelves· have· !.lorie, 
Then thund'ring fwift bear yon proud viaorsdown; 

And let your fwords retrieve your loft renown. 

Loud thro' the hoft his echoing words refound,' 

They breathe new flame, new kindling ardour round;: 

Rous'd by their force the Gauls fufpend their flight, 

Form and prepare once more to rufh to fight, 

Meanwhile, far diflant from loud difcord's roar, 

The brave Satagus, on the adverfe fh0re, 

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 freps in fweet difcourfe they frray'd" 

Far from their fouls now ev'ry woe was caft, 

They gaz'd, they fmil'd, they talk'd of dangers pailj, 

Then on each other gaz'd and fmil'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 fheIter innocence and love, 

Deep in the center of a neighbouring wood, 

A tow'ring freep, with bending afpeCt frood, 

Thick from beneath a growth of poplars rife, 

And meet itll bold projetl:ion in the fides, 

Betwixt 



Betwixt th~,pendant. hill. and trees around, 

Conceal'd from fight a flow'ry fpace isfound~ 

And near the calm, reeefs, thro~ beds of flow'rs, 

A warqLing ftream its filver current pours, 

Hither Satagus and his much-Iov'd fair, 

1'0courtthe fweets ·of reft, with hafte, repair; 

Str,etPh'd -on,a graffy couch there calmly they, 

In kind endearments. pafs the night away, 

'Till,bY,miId Nature's gentle hand opprefs'd, 

Lock'd in each. others arms they fink to reft ; 

0, happylands, where fouls without alloy, 

In Nature's ftate can tafte fuch boundlefs joy, 

Wh~re _ ihung by toil they brave the damp~ of night, 

And afk no fplendid dome to give delight; 

Then tllrn, ye fons of pride, with 1hame behold 

Whatufelds things are all your pomp and gold, 

See 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 {hade, 

Yet fee them bleft with pleafure's froiling reign, 

And own your towns, your palaces are vain, 

Now thro' the redd'ning clouds the blu-[hing dawn 

Smiles, wi~h returning light, along the lawn, 

The feathe.r'd throngs remount each echoing fpray, 

And warbling loud falute the riling day, 

Wide thro' the air in joyful fwarms they ling, 

And all the an[w'ring woods with mulie ring, 

Rous'd 
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Rous'd by the found thatfill'd the' warbling !kies, 

JuA: then Satagus op'd his wond'ring eyes, 

Slow from his verdant cO,uch he rear'd his head, 

And to his numb'ring mate thus mild he faid :-­

Awake, my love, awake from fiill repofe, 

The A:ars roll down, the {jlver dawn has rofe, 

Hark how the lark's glad mattin chears theikies, 

And bids our fouls to tender joys arife, 

Let us, fweet life, the welcome call approve, 

And be thefe few :Chart moments blefi with love; 

Then for a time I'll leave thy heav'nly arms, 

To reap new tranfports in the fields of arms. 

0, my lov'~ lord, the matron foon rejoin'd, 

What frightful dreams this night have fiIl'd my mind 1 

Not, for the world, would I endure again 

One moment more e>f fuch diA:raC1ing pain, 

Methought, while yet I funk in foft repofe, 

I faw thee ruih where thund'ring combats rofc, 

Fearlefs you {hot along the dreadful plain, 

And fill'd with terror all the hofiile train, 

\Vhen lo! two fiends appear'd with afpeC1 dire, 

With hideous front, and eyes that ilaih'd with fire, 

On thee they fciz'd, grim yawn,!1 the op'ni;;g ground, 

And down theydragg'd thee in the gulph profound, 

Straight the dark pitilefs earlll clos'll o'er thy head, 

While all around flood chill'd with fearful dread, 

LoA: in wild grief I funk in faJ defpair, 

I beat my frantic breait, I tore my hair, 

When 
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When: 10! a beav'nly forni, with fmiling brow, 

Stood by my fide, and thus rebuk'd my woe :­

Calm thy loud 'griefs,' vain lilOrtal, 'ceafe to mourb, 

Thy now loft lord . call ne'er to thee return; 

But death ftiH waits tbend the wretch's pain, 

Mark but thefe words" and thoul'tbe Jylefs~dagain, 

Juft then th.y' dalliance broke my fad repofe~ 

And freed my foul from all its' fancied woes: 

Oh, my 10v\iloJ<d, ,weigh well the warning giv'n, 

Heed this kind vifion, for '.tis fure from heav'n, 

Think of thy hapIefs fpoufe, thy own dear life, , 

And £hun, Oibun the dark ,approaching ftrifc; 

Think ho,w that haplefs fpoufe, alas! mufl: mourn, 

Should!l thou, her long Ion lord, from her he tom. 

Ceafe, my Tamina, fwift the chief rejoin'd, 

Ceafe with fuch groundlef& fears to plague thy' mind, 

Thefe idle dreams which thou wouldft heav'nly call,' 

Are but weak p;lantoms, vain' delufions all., 

'Tis true our fathers" teas'd with fancied woes;, 

Yielded implicit faith to tales like tho fa, 

'tis true ev'n no'w our tribes, to error prone, 

Beneath .fuchchildiih fears for ever groan; 

But tince 'mid Europe's lights -has dwelt- my- foul, 

That fou'lhas~blYl1t to fcorn their dark conttoul, 

For now" III Y n.~afon, fees that dreams are- giv'n 

By chance alone" and Jl(ltthe' hand of Heav'n, 

Betide, my love, hufhall thefe' fond alarms, 

1 am not yet to kave thyitender arms, 

X I.et \ 



Let us in fmiling love there hQursemploy, 

Nor damp, with future woes, our prefent joy, 

We ne'er fhould weep fo* forrows yet to come, 

If 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 10! the burlling thunders o.f the war 

Breathe their loud fum mons to Satagus' ear'; 

Rous'd at the found he [prings from love's foft arms, 

And feems juft hall'ning to the dire alarms, 

The -matron fees, wild terror fills her eyes, 

She clafps his ftruggling knees, and thus fhe cries :­

Oh! wilt thou leave me, leave me helplefs here, 

Torn by fuch grief, fuch keen diftraCling fear? 

Is then each [park of kindnefs fled from thee, 

Which once tpou 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 bail! conduct 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 1 bafely quit the paths of fame, 

What blots, what {hins mull cloud my future name, 

Wouldft 
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WouIda thou not rather bravely fee me fal'l~ 

Than made the fport, the' fcofE, the fcorn of a-1l1 

Beficle, when friend {hip calls aloud tor aid, 

Muft not her voice, her mandate be obey'd? 

Wolfe's kind attentions bid me to the field, 

Andev'ry tie to gratitude {hould yield" 

Think ho:w the mighty [pirit, whofe dread' hand 

Rolls th~ big thunders o'er the feas and land, 
Would [:COrlI, would crufh me, (,lid be. thus but fee 

Each call-<ff fame, of friendfhip, fcorn'd by me. 
_ He fpoke, tlie matron feels Convitlion's force, 

Yet Nature fcmns> to yield to Rearon's (ourfe, 

Grief choak'd hell voice,. the ftrove, but nought could­

far,. 
She look?-d a (ad farewe-l~ then turn'd away. 

Straight from the mournful place the chief withdrew . ~ 

And tow'rds the margin of St. Laurence flew, 

'l'here,. in: aflender ikifF, he takes his ftand, 

And tows, 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 hurries-tow'rds the God-like man, 

And fpurr'd by fiery zeal, ~hus (wift began:- ~ 
X i Why,) 
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Why, 0 my Lord, my mighty gen'ral, fay,' 

W o!lldfi thou with fond credulity thus play, 

Didfi thou not vow, ~re thou wouldfi,ruih to fight, 

Forth to the field, to call my profier'd might? 

Ne'er could I think that tho1\ wouldfi thus delay, 

Or fob my glory of [0 bright a day. 

De calm, my friend, the gen'rous chief rejoin~d, 

While a gay fmile unbends his manly mind, 

Be ca!:::, r0!11pofe thy brave, thy noble heart, 

Nor blame thy gen'ral for fa kind a part •. 

How couldlt thou think that e'er my br:afl could prove 

So hard, fo pit'lefs, to the caufe of love, 

fh thus to drag thee from delights :fogreat, 

Loft to thy foul fa long, and found fo late? 

nut finc.;ethy kindling valour bids thee rife, 

Welcome thou art to thefe delighted eyes, 

Come let us ruih to brave. the glorious fight, 

Still thou han time ·to prove thy God-like-.mjght; 

Then fide by ·fide they thund'ringflafh'd along, 

And ihot wild. terror thro'the ,Gallic throng, 

As when ·from ·adve~[e points .loud tempefisblow, 

With boift'rousfury ,rage the deeps bel-ow.; 

High on all fides .the threat'ning billows rife, 

,Tow'r on and jo.in fierce battle in the ikies, 

Dafhing they break with loud tumuItuousroar, 

Splafh wide, fpouthigh, and. dreneh theheav~ns .all 
Q'er, 

All 
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All white wi.th foam appears the ocean round, 

And tumbling dreadful rolls with bellowing found: 

Thus with wild rage the pouring armi'es join, 

Thus bellowing thunders roar from all the line, 

Loud muikets rattle, bay'nets Haih around, 

Thick fmokes arife, the clanging arms refound, 

Some fight, fome fall, fome groan in tides of gore" 

And one wide din involves [he heav'ns all o'er;. 

Meanwhile Montcalm forfakes the dreadful fray, 

And tow'nls the rear direll:s his anxious way, 

. 'Vhere fierce Verdonx had fix~d' his cautious {land;. 

And all around difpos'd his fearlefsband; 

Here they at difiance -view'd the furious fray, 

Ready to charge whene'er .their friends gave way,. 
To whom, with bafie, the Gallic g.en'ral cries­

See,. 0 my friend, what dreadful combats rife,. 

See how great Wolfe ftill {lands the defp'rate fight, . 

And braves, unconquer'd, all our pouring might" 

l\luch does my heart forebode for haplefs Gaul, 

And much I dread the fate that hangs o'er all, 
France once could dare the warring world to fight; 

And make all Europe cringe beneath her'might, 

Full well thou know'{l how" in great Louis' reign, 

She aw'd Hefperia, Germany and Spain, 

How peerlefs Luxembourg, with her brave bands; 

emili'd the united force of countlefs lands, 

How comes it then, that now one lingle {hore 

Has done what worlds had fought in vain before? 

X 3 How 
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How comes it then, that now Srit;m,nia'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 percei've the caufe of all, 

When {uch vall: glories mark'd our conqu'ring force, 

Say, was it Britain's fons oppos'd our courfe ? 

Was't not a motley, dark, confed'rate hoft, 

From Spain's, from Italy's, Germania's coaft ? 
Whofe diff'rent int'reas, ever on the jar, 

Kept their"proud fouls from riling keen to war, 

And if fome clauntlefs Britons there were found, 

Soon was their val~ur in the chaos drown'd; 

But now 'tis Albion, with un£hackled might, 

That firm, unconquer'd, braves the rag<o of fight," 

Freed from the clog of all confed'rate lands, 

Alone her fons oppofe our num'rous bands, 

And when thde gen'rous heroes all take fire, 

"-'hat pow'r on earth can frand their dreadful ire? 

One chief there lives, who dares to ftand it all, 

Returns Montcalm, or bravely, bravely faU, 

Ere this proud foul to Albion's pow'r {hall yield, 

Horrors ne'er ken'd 'till now {hall rend the field, 

Ne'er could I froop to yon vile paltry band, 

Who cring'd fo oft beneath my conqu'ring hand; 

Inll:ant do thou forfake this difl:ant pell:, 

Come with thy troops, advance to aid the hoft, 

Then 
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T)lC;!n ,in one .{hock we'll put fqrth ;dlour might, 

To cru(h ·the fo~, and turn the fcale of fight, 

Here {hould we fail, ftill fafe's your gen~r~l's fa~e, 

Eor death {han tear him from thef:ripe of {hame. 

Then {wift as light he join'd the warring throng, 

(\nd thro' the fight impetuous ru{h'd along, 

Now fierce Verdonx acrofs the echoing bnds, 

Swift to the fight leads on his fwarming hands! 
To 'right and left the warring ranks· divide)' 

I 

Anp thick'ning dreadful crowd on either fide, 

Thro' the void fpace the pouring aids advan.ce; 

And add new terrors to the hoft of France; 

Fierce in the front of all the warlike crowd, . 

Tow'rs on their God-like chief, he {houts aloud:~ 

. Shame on your fears, your dafiard fears, he cries, 

Will ye pot 'rife, to glorio:us c~;Dquefts rife? 

Think of your blafted fame, your loft renown, 

Think of your country's wo~s, yon totering town, 

Think if we here fubmit to yonder hoft, 

Our fame, our glory are for· ever loft; 

Rife then, for {harne, preferve your native land, 

Rife tl;len, for iliame, bear down yen paltry band, 

Ne'er let fuch mean, fuch poor e~haufte.d pOw'rS, 

By dint of valour'S might prevail o'er ours; 

Come, on the foe in one great effort fall, 

For pn this laft g:eat effort hangs our all. 

He fpoke, like light'ningdarts along the plain, 

And tow\ds the foe rolls on his num'r.ous train,. 
Nor 



Nor lefs great Wolfe inflames his kindling throng, 

Eefore their van he threat'ning fia{h'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 proud fquadrons fwarm, 

Cburage, brave friends" come meet the gath'ring ftorm, 

Thit::lk ~f the glorious deeds by Johnfon done, 

Think ,.f the high renown by Amherft won; 

Rife therl, brave friends, and emurate their fame, 

Ne'er let their lot be praifc:, and yours be {hame, 

Inftant kt's ce:&.: this vainly blutt'ring fire, 

Com'€: in keen hay'nets put forth all your ire, 

Thefe at QYle f1wck Shall mow yon army down, 

And hew your p1iTige to yon tott'ring town: , 

Swift at the word, the fierce impetuous throng " , 
In one huge phalanx thun.l'ring roll along, 

All with fet bay'nets 'pour upon the foe, 

Gaul, with fet bay'lH~t;, ,\ne'~ts the furious b19w, 

Shock follows {hock) 'tht"\!, ,~!.lnging arms refolllnd, 

Chili follows c1alh" the [hi~ring; blades fla{h round, 

Hoft againft haft in dcfp';ate ~fiorts ftrain, 

Yet each bold hoft un l11aken IJl:ands the plain, 

When, with firm front anJ,undiilurb'd array, 

'Ihus flit long 1 ime the.y'd try'd the clofe fought fray; 

Britain at length bore dO"NIl reiiftance a1/, 

And pierc'd impetuous thro' the ranks of Gaul, 

As when loud tempefts o'er the ocean roar 
", , 

Tumbling huge billows on Batavia's {hore, 

O'er 



O'er the pent dikes the conqu'ring· furges bound; 

And beUowing dreadful drench the world around, 

Thus did the .B~itons~ with refiftlefs force, 

Swift thro' the Gallic fquJdron cleave their courfe, 

Thoufands on thoufands at their feet fall ilain, 

The reft they fweep tempeftuous o'er the plain. 

BOOK 
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Now, when MollteaTm's all fadd'ningeyes hehela" 

The dire confufion fpread round all the field, 

Huge ftorms of fury ihftant fhook his foul,_ 

And whe1m'd all patience in their mad· controul,. 

Straight ~ith fwift fpeed from r.ank to rank he flies" 

Wild !age, wild frenzy light'ning in his eyes" 

Dreadful around he wheels his fiery blade, 

Beats back the gen'ral rout, and thund'i"ing. faid :­

O! ye vile flaves, y.e dogs, ye dregs of earth,. 
Foul fiends, bafe cheats, wherers now your boafte&' 

worth? 

Heav'ns! will ye fIythus phmg'd in dir.e difgrace" 

Mean, trembling daftards, fugitive and bafe? 

Back, inftant back, fly fwift, retrieve the day, 

Back, and this inftant ftand ~e glorious fray; 

-"By Reav'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 fwarms that fly, 

He whirls his [word, and 10 I in crouds they die, 

Swift 



r 239 ] 

;Swift as each daihrd dares but turn to flight, 

Him. flraight he fells, and fends to endlefs night, 

Yet vain's'this toil, -this all-o'erwheIming ire, 

'Still fwells the rout, and frill the Gauls retire, 

Still the fame panic t.~at firft made them yi<>ld, 

Preva.ils and drives them headlong. der the field ; 

Ere the fierce adverfe hofts had rnfh'd to fight, 

Each roll'd forne 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 infl:rument of ire, 

Ply'd with fuch care, with fach vaft ftores of fire, 

. That by its thund"ring blafts which ceafelefs fall, 

Itfilenc'd thofe that fence the caufe of Gaul, 

And now, like lEma, with tremendous roar, 

Rocking the balis' of the neighb'ring fllore, 

Buch fiery torrents breathes it round the plain, 

As fell ,in crowds the tumbling vanquifh'd train~ 

Meanwhile the navy, on the waveward fide, 

Hurl forth like thunders from the rolling tide, 

Fierce from their decks; which bellowing roar on high, 

Thick.random filots in rattling tenipefts fly. 

Some o'er the town, fame fcatter on the plain~ 

And fwell the terrors of the vanquifh'd train. 

Meanwhile, more dreadful than thefe {torms of ball, 

Than fleets, than thunders to the fans of. Gaul, 

Wolfe thro' the war before his army tow'rs, . 

Swift o'er the field he leads his vet' ran P9'Y'rs, 
Flufh'd 
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Flu{h'd with bright joy flai'h'd forth his fparkling eyes, 

And round his head fierce threat'ning tetrors rife: ' 

Come, my brave friends, come on, ye heroes all, 

Strike, 'cru{h, o'erwhelm, bear down the fans of Gaul; 

Now, now's the time, the time, he nobly cry'd, 

To raife our c0U11try's fame, curb Gallia's pride,. 

Swift, fwift purfue, complete the glorious blow, ' 

And end at once yon 10ng-de11:roying foe; 

Now in loud {houts he breathes his' voice around, 

It fires the ho11:, it makes the 'heav'ns refound; 

Then on the foe h'e darts with whirling force, 

And bids the war attend his thllnd'ring courfe, 

Thick as huge waves his fguadrons pour along, 

And burft like tempefts o'er the trembling throng, 

As when loud winds the trembling ocean heave, 

And tow'rds the fllip rolls on ,the whelming wave, 

All in wild fear the tumbling failors drown'll, 

This way aNd that, fwift fly diftrJeled 'round; 

Some in the hold their tumbling bodies fling, 

And fome for fafety round the cordage cling; 

Thus, when great Wolfe ihot o'er the trembling plain, 

Loft in wild terror funk the Gallic train, 

Some ik:ulk behind to {hun their baleful fight, 

And fame, thro' frenzy, rllfh to meet the fight; 

To ftopthe gen'ral rout, and roufe the w~r, 

Meanwhile Montcalm fierce thunders in the rear, 

Now here, now there, like lightning flies around, 

Harrowi~lg eac~ daftardheart that dares give ground;, 

At 
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At lengt'h convinc'd that all his labour's vain, 

Convinc'd th~t lofi's the long contefied plain, 

.Straight he refolves in queft of Wolfe to go, 

Andc;ourt a glorious death amid the foe, 

Switt with blind fury, with unpitying force, 

He cleaves thr:o' crowds of fugitives his courfe, 

Then like a whirlwind, on Britannia's war 

He pours, and ;flops her in her full career, 

Fu~ious he wheels his iIaught'ring blade around, 

Furious he fells whole fquadrons to the ground, 

Wolfe fiill he calls, while ftil! his fiery eyes 

Roll on all fides 'till Wolfe's great felf he fpies, 

Yes, loft Montcalm, that brave, that God-like chief, 

Great fource of thine and of thy country's grief~ 

Steps forth, alas! too ready at thy call, 

To crunl thy haplefs pride and ruin Gaul. 

Come, thou vain cnief, Montcalm with fury cries, 

While a wild tranfport fparkles in his eyes, 

Come, come, let's try in this Jaf\: great effay, 

VVhether 'tis Ga~l or A~bion wins the day; 

Straight .on the foe he [prings with threat'ning bonpd, 

And dreaJful wheels his fit:ry fword arounll, 

'.Volfe with calm thought .his active pcw'rs awoke, 

A ad turning fw ift repels the furious ihoke, / 

Then whirFd his dazzling [word with Ikilful pride, 

And plung"d it dreadful in the hero's fide. 

As the pierc'd lion, rous'c{ by m~dd'l'ljng pain, 

Flies with fwell'd fury on the hurlter train, 
• 'y So 



[ 242 ] 

So fir'd to frenzy by the deathful blow, 

Montcalm with doubling rage now frorms the foe, 

Onward he fprings with wrath-born pow'r fupply'd, 

He whirls his f word, he darts from fide to fide, 

He frrikes, he thrufrs, he tries on ev'ry part, 

To force a paiTage to the hero's heart; 

But God-like Wolfe, compos'd, the charge awaits, 

Wards off each threat'ning blow, and frays the fates, 

At length enfeebled by the fanguine tide, 

That pours in torrents from his frreaming fide, 

Weaker and weaker by fwift progrefs grow, 

The lafr vain efforts of the wounded foe, 

~ite fpent at length he tott'ring reels around, 

Then falls all pale, all helplefs on the ground, 

Fierce from all fides jufr then the Britifh throng, 

To aid their chief impetuous rufh'd along, 

Full on the foe they bend their fury all, 

Thick round his head they flafh vafr fhow'rs of ball, 

Swift thro' his breafr in countlefs flights they bound, 

And leave his body one wide bleeding wound, 

Wolfe their keen rage beholds with fad [urpri"ze, 

He knits his angry brows, he fternly cries :-­

Shame, 0 my friends! for fhame, this wrath forego, 

Heav'ns! can yethus. 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'u, 

Do ye not know when we [ucce[sful prove, 
\ 

That ev'n the vanquifh'd foe il10uJd fhare our Jove? 

Cea[e 



'Ceale tIlen, for {ham.e, this barb'rous rage refhaillll' 
Fly, rather fly to mitigate his pain, 

Him, when in ftrength, 'twere juft you {hoi.,]d fubJlIe~ 
But now his woes {hould claim YOllr pity'too. 

In vain he fpoke, for 10! fate's black controil] 

~ick breathes its darkfome horrors o'er his foul" 

Yet not all death's grim horrors can impoart, 

One fear, one thought of terror to his heart ; 

Sternly he frowns, tho' in death's g"fp he lies, 

Andfill'd with wild' ddight thus fierce he cries :­

Welcome, grim death, thou all-propitious pow'r, 

Haft· kindly heard me in this needful hour, 

. Into thy fhe:lt'ring ~rms I joyful go, 

Scorning the vain, vain triumphs of my foe, 

Then with a {cornful [mile he funk to night, 

ADd fwift from earth his fiery foul took Hight! 

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 right,. 

And turns to join the tumults of the fight, 

Juft at that inftant a fouI vengeful Gaul 
- ( 

-Aim'd at the hero's breaft a pond'rous baH,-

Heav'n from its deflin'd courfe the fate fwift threwg 

And thwart his finewy. wrifl with rage it flew,­

Fleih, veins and finews, in its flight it tore,' 

And all the hand leaves drown'd in tides of gore" 

Calm- and unmov'd the God-like hero flood, 

He cIos.'d the wQund, he flay'd the rulhing blood, 

Y 2 Straight 
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Straight o'er the gaIh a filkeri veil he drew, 

To {hut its horrors from his army's view,' 

I"efl the fad fight {bould give his gen'rals pain, 

Or damp the ardour ?f his pouring train! 

Ev'n as the loofening fury of the wind, 

Long by the tow'rings of high hills confin'd, 

Thro' the rent vales with direful whirlings [weep, 

And £<l11s in mig':]~ier tempefls on the deep; 

Thus the great Wolfe too long from fight with-held~ 

Now drives with doubling fury o'er the field; 

Such gb-e his looks as fierce to fight he tow'rs, 

, As bode quick ruin to all GaIlia's pow'rs, 

Wh~n 10! to check the progrefs of his fame, 

Another' wound dates touch his facr~d frame, 

Tearing his fide with keen relentlefs force, 

Beneath his ribs a ba,l1' fwift plows' its cour[e, 

Yet there, its rage ftopf {hort, nor dares to dart, 

With death's dread fummons to a vital part, 

For Heav'n to fwell the glories of the flrife, 

Spins to its lafl great end his thread of life, 

Soon brave Satagus view'd, ',."ith fad furprife, 

The ftreaming blood flow down his manly thighs, 

~ick tIuo' his foul a fudden horror ran, 

And thus he fwift acldrefb'd the God-like man:~ 

0, my brave chi'~f, '~bs! too nobly great, 

What frantic wrath now drives thee on thy fate, 

Why wilt thou thus, thus wounded dare the flrife, 

Why vainlY,thus, thus wafle thy precious life? 

Hafle 



[ 245. ] 

Ha1l:e to the rear, haRe, {hun·thefe ftorms of ball~, 

Or thy mad courage fhall undo us all. 

Peace, my good friend, the dauntlefs Wolfe rejoin'c4. 

While gen'rous tel'rors raufe his manly mind, 

Peace, or thy rafhnefs.· will to all reveal. • 

What moR I've try'd, I've labour'd to conceal" 

VV ouldft thou to Albion prove thus fo unjuft, . 

. And lay at once my tow'ring hopes in duft ? 
DoR thou not think fuould I defert the plain, 

'What woes, what fears· muft drown my 'conqu'ring 

trz,in ? j. 

Would they not deem their abfent hero dead, 

And dim their fouls with clouds of needlefs dread? 

Ceafe then, my friend, thy chief muft dare the foe,. 

'Till viB:'ry's quite fecure, till Gaul lies low; 

Then let death come if {uch hjg.h Heav'n's decree,., 

For life or death are then alike to me, 

Nor thinl~ there words a madly wrath-born boaf[" 

All fure !hould fall to fave their native maR, 

Ere my lov'd native land fbouJd ftoop to fuarne,. 

I'd yield tenthoufand lives to. fbield her fame; 

Yes, for. my country's cau[e" I;d yield my breath, 

Give me but conqueft, I and I fmile on death. 

Then tow'rds the wond'ring Heav'ns he throws his 

eyes, 

And breathes this fond petition to the fides :­

O! thou great Fountain of all Nature's· la:ws~ 

Great God, great ai:ler of the righteous caufe, 

y 3 . If 



If earth's vile dregs may fue fuch heav'nly pow'r. 

Grant me but life, glad life, for one {hort hour, 

Grant me but life, 'till glorious viCt'ry's mine, 

Then flay or fave me at thy will divine. 

He faid-with joy his bright'ning vifage burns, 

Swift to his haft with fiery zeal he turns, 

He waves his fword, he points the road to fame, 

And thus, in words, pours forth his God-like flame­

Pour on, brave friends-hafte,hafte, o'erwhelm the 

foe, " 

Pour on, pour on, complete the glorious blow, 

Pour on, pour on,'till ftopp'd by yon proud waH, 

'Till not one veftige here remain of Gaul; 

As burfts loud thunder from the rending 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, 0 great ,Volfe! 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, 

Verdon~ beheld, and mark'd him for his prey, 

Deaf to each call of gratitude and' {hame, 

Fu!l at his breait he takes a d~adly aim, 

And 
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And like a fun, from his high zenith hurI'd, 

Straight falls the glory of the Albion world; 

O! .ybat wild horror, grief and dire furprife, 

O'er all the field in that dark infl:ant flies, 

Near to the verge of conquefl: as they drove, 

Tho' vict'ry's felf feems lighting from above, 

AU fwift ftop {hort, all plung'd -in boundJefsgrief, 

Blind to each objeCl: but their bleeding chief; 

Thick roun~. the hero, fl:raight from ev'ry fide, 
Pour 'his fad' fquadrons 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, 

0, 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 {harp pantings heaves his quiv'ring breath, 

And o'er his face pale hangs the glooin of death; 

Say ye, dread rulers, of our mortal fate, 

Why fuch black ruin to a chief fo great? 

. Had he but liv'd, lofl: Albion how thou'dfl: {hine, 

What fame, what mightier glories had been thine! 

Crufh'd by his arms thy foes had profl:rate lain, 

And countlefs worlds, tho'leagu'd, had fl:orm'd in vain, 

Moncton, me~:nwhile, der·rul'd by cautious care, 

Far on the right all calm maintains the war, 

Firm 



Firm for long time he'd b~av'd proud Gallia's might, 

And kept in equal poife the fcale of fight, 

But w.hen, alas! 1lhrd all the mournful throng, 

vVolfe's haplefs fate in fighs was paft along, 

To all. his foul a piercing anguifh rofe, 

And aU his vifage wrapt in gloomy woes, 

Then with jllft veligeance flt.:rce his bofom burns, 

And thus his gen'n:.l's fate, enrag'd, he mourns :­

Wolf~, art theu gone, my br,tVt', my noble f~'icnd, 

Has ruthlefs fate decreed tty hcplefs end, 

Brave was thy fon!, b·"yond all jufl compHe, 

Unmatch'd in virtue, as unr:n::tch'd in war, 

But foon for thee {hall groan yon btcful line, 

And pay jufl: forfeits for a life li!:e thine; 

Then from the rear thro' Albion's ranks he broke, 

Blaz'd in war's threat'ning fWIlt, and nobly [poLe; 

Roufe, 0 my friends, now roufe your fury all,; 

Think of your lofs, your God-Ji~·~e leader's fall, 

He in our Gaufe reGgns his glorious breath,. 

Then why not we revcnge his· haplefs de;;th? 

Straight on the foe he fprings with threat'ning force, 

The fwari:ning bands attend his dreadful courfe, . 

But lo! from out the nu·m'rous iliow'rs of ball, 

That round his head in bellowing tempefl:s fall, 
One thro' his frame a direful pa{f'age founet, 

And inJhnt fl:retch'.d him fenfelefs on the ground, 

Stra;ight all his fehemes of great revenge are o'er, 

And, li;~I;;~i& 'chief, he gafpillg leads. the £hore. 

Thus 
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Thus when thefe two va~ilIars of the ho!!:, 

Were by war's bla!!: from their foundations to!!:, 

Fortune and fate, both loudly feem to call, 

Great Townfhend forth, to crufh the pride of Gaul, 

He an thc:)eft, far o'er the war-wrapt plain, 

Long time had ftruggled with the hoftile train, 

And with firm front to meet the tempeft's fall, 

Which then feem'd gath'ring_ on the right of Gaul, 

Jull: then fome bands he'd drawn from Albion's rear, 

To fwell with mightier ftrength the van of war, 

, When lo! from far ~is fearching eyes beheld 
A rapid herald haft'ning o'er the field, 

To' meet hi~fwift th' impatient hero flies, 

Andeaget thus with fpeed enquiring cries :­

What high beheft may now my gen'ral fend, 

What new inffruttions gives my noble friend? 

Wills he that" here I ftill maintain my poft, 

Or henc"e to aid the centre of the hoft? 

Speak but the word, I fly with all my might, 

. Whate'er his foul approves mull: fure be right. 

Thus, while he fpoke with deep dejet\:ed eye, 

The mournful herald. breathes a pen five figh, . 

Then o'er his brow bla.ck clouds of [orrow rife, 

And (thus, with;flutt'ring voice, he fad replies :­

No, mighty chief, no more thy God-like friend 

To thy great ear iliall kind inftruaions fend," 

for, 0 fad fate! . even now he gafps for breath, 

In all the pangs, th« ruthlefs pangs of death, 
Nobly 



Nobly ~e fell amid the furious firife-., .. 
Buying, immortal glory. wi<th his life; 

Great Monaon too, the next in high comma~d, 

Pierc'd with {harp wounds forfakes yon mournful band.­

Then haite, 0 Townlhend, cheer the low'ring day, 

And urge their foul& to hrave the dreadful fray, 

'Tis thou alone that now can rule our hoit, 

And make amends for thofe brave chiefs we've loit' 

o I art thou gone, the mournful chief rejoin?d, 

Thou braveft, gentleil:, beft of human kind? 

o art thou hence, alas! for ever torn, 

A:1d is' thy friend, t1q country left to mourn (. 

But Heav'n, 'tis fme,. thy juft almighty pow'rs ., ' 

Ne'er meant {uch v·irtue for a world like Oll.rs; 

Then to his trool"s I go, my' friends, he faid; 

I go. where fate commands my inftant aid, 

1<'or lo! your chief, your God-like chid. lies flaill, 

Cover'd with wounds on yon defhuCtive plain, 

Ye knew his worth, ye knew his gen'rous brea.fi" 

Ye knew the virtues that his foul poffefs'd, 

Ye knew how mild, he would your faults reprove, 

With all the fondnefs of a father's love; 

Then, 0 while I i11all haften o'er the plain, 

To roufe the woe-wrapt centre of the train" 

Here, my brave friends, do you the combat itand, 

Here guard your honour, guard your nfltive land, 

Think of your good, yOUl' matchlefs leader's fall, 

And take a glorious vengeance on proud Gaul. 

I He 
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Nefpo1{e with fpeed, he leaves his waning powers, 

And'tow'rds the centre of the army tow'rs, 

Here his fad eyes the Britifh' fquadrons found 

All drown'd in 1;ears, inaCtive, fcatter'd round, 

Sunk in dark wo~" of fame they'd heedlefs grown, 

And :eem'd to nought alive fave grief alone; 

But' when in ,front blaz'd forth great Townfhend'. 

form, 

Inftant once more roar'd forth war's bellowing ftorm, 

Swift from his glance they all at once take fire, 

And onward rufh with wild impetuous ire, 

While, in the hurry of the headlong fray, , 

Is drown'd each trivial thought of firm array. 

Towniliend beheld with grief, with ftrange furprife, 

Why, 0 my friends, my God-like friends, he cries, 

Why, why to fuch deftruCtive tumult fall? 

Calm, calm this frenzy, if not friends to Gaul, 

~T olfe was undaunted, generous, brave and 'bold, 

You know his valour has whoie hafts controul'd, 

Yet he was fieady, temp'rate, calm and wife, 

And in the' midfi of conquefl: fear'd furprife, 

He his brave troops f1:iH held in firm array, 

Nor left to chance the fortun~ of the day; 

Will ye not then purfue his glorious courfe, 

Will 'Ie not then with caution guide your force? 

See on your deed's how hangs your dying chief, 

Ceafe, ceafe, Ilor cloud his bft fad hour with grief. 
As 
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As the huge boifl:'rous waves and tempefts' roar~ 

Which long had thunder'd round bleak Zembla's ihore, 

At their dread Maker's all-fuprelPe command, 

S~raight fink to reft, and leave to peace the land, 

~U'd by the potence'of great Wolfe's lov'd name, 

Thus fwift to fenfe the frantic fquadrons came, 

Bridling their rage they all at once, fl:and ftill, . 

And wait ferenely calm their leader's will. 

He infl:ant 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, 

Nor> with lefs ftrength, with lefs well order'd form, 

The Gallic fquadrons meet the gath'ring florm ; 

Vrhat tho' Montcalm had funk to endlefs night, 

Vaudreuil more brave, more God-like rules the fight, 

He, 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 .{lain, 

Damp'd the proud efforts of Britannia's train, 

lIe by his deeds, his loud re-echoing call, 

Re-rous'tl the courage of the fans of Gaul, 

And in firm ranks once more conjoin'd their might, 

On now he leads them to renew the fight; 

Fierce on their front the Britirn fquadrons bear, 

Loofening e~ch hideous terror of the war, 

From right to left, with wild impetuous ire, 

FiTfl they let fly au all-o'erwhelming fire, 
. '. 

Then 
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Then with their [words high whirling in their hands, 

Dreadful they ruili amid the frighted bands, 

Thick in vaft crowds they fell of haplefs Gaul, 

Thofe who had·'fcap'd the naught'ring {how'rs of ball, 

/Tili all the mighty centre of the train 

Lies flain in heaps, or fcatter o'er the plain. 

Now on all fides the gath'ring horrors fpread, 

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, 
• I 

Trembling all fly, in bellowing tumults toft, 

And deaths, and fcreams, and groans diftraCl the coaft , 
Of all the num'rous troops thus plung'd in flight, 

None flew fo fwift, fo headlong as the right, 

. 13ack'd by Lafcelles' a~ld brave Anflruther's bands, 

The dauntlefs Scots fwift [wept thein o'er .the lands, 

Grim on the rere with conqu'ring rage they bound, 

They wave their broad wide-fp;:.rkling [words around: 

Thus, by the defp'rate {hock of-arms impell'd, 

Tremblinrr the Gauls drive heaJJong o'er the field, 
b C 

To where the rock with fleep defcent finks clown, 

Defide the ramparts of the neighb'ring town, 

Here, where St. Charles's flream wide circling flows, 

"1).. {hong buil't bridge with tow'ring arches rofe, 

High o'er tae wat'ry depths the fl:ruClure lay~ 

A ready, fmooth, a broad, an ample way; 
Z This 



_ This to [ecure befide the rolling flood, 

A lofty mound :with tow'ring afpect frood, 

On whofe tall brow a range of guns appear, 

Which point their terrors tow'rda the pouring war: 

Hither by war's dread torrent [wept along, 

To gain their camp the routed fquadrons throng, 

Thicko'e~the bridge withfcreams, with cbm'riugs 

loud, 

Confus'dly wild in heaps on heaps they crowd, 

While with fierce D10uts with all the roar of war, 

'They pouring foam fwift thunders in their rere, 

Struck with pale fear, in dire confufion loft, 

Jullon the brink of ruin fcems the hoft, 

When 10! three chiefs, fore-doom'd to endlefs fame, 

Laclone, Tureine and Preticaus, by name, 

Bravely refolve alone the foul dcbdte, 

To dare and nobly' fcreen funk yaul's retreat, 

Now turning fierce with threat'ning front they itand, 

'Gainit all the fury of the adverfe band; 

In vain who1>: crowds roll on with boi11:'rous ire, 

In vain they charge, they flrike, they thruft, they fire, 

Firm as three rocks the' three bold vet'rans dare 

The iliocks, the utmofl; bluit'rings of the war, 

And as like tempefls whirl their fwords around, 

They fell whole piles of heroes to the gr0l.\nd ; 

Thus as the fir[\; brave crowds by fquadrons fall, 

Other vait crowd::. roll on the chiefs of Gaul, 

Stiil 



, 
Still as thefe chiefs thefe firft brave fquadrol1s flew, 

'to Il1ightier flaughters fwift thF.ir weapons flew, 

'Till thrice twelve heroes in an inftant tlain, 

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 fiream ; 

But 10! a wid'ning chain, with hideous roar, 

Shot from a cannon o'er the rattling £hore, 

Full on Laclone with whirling fury flew, 

And infl:ant fever\l his cleft waif!: in two; 

Struck to the earth his nether parts lie fpread, 

While o'er the field far flies his breafi and head, 

Raw to the fight grim looks each inner part, 

While full in view yet pants his bleeding }leart ; 

Next, from a pond'rous fword a {hoke is fped, 

Full on, O! lof!: Turein, thy haplefs head, 

Cleft into twain the craibing {kull is feen 

Yawn wide; while gory torrents fpout between; 

The fcatrring brain flies whit'ning all around, 

And breathlefs finks the warrior to the ground. 

Thus when bold Pretieaus himfelf beheld, 

Alone, unback'd, unaided, on the field, 

Swift from his foul his late vaft courage fled, 

A,nd all his bofom yields to inftant dread, 

Then from the place where tott'ring pale he ftood, 

Headlong he plunges in the whirling flood, 

Da£hing he darts acrofs the fparkling tide, 

And eager ftrains to reach the farther fide, 
Z 2 Straight 



3traight with huge alocks once more the ftorm of war 

Burfis in dread thund-ers on fiunn'd Gallia's rere, 

Straight, like their chief, to 'fcape the th;eat'ning blow, 

All with loud clamour whirling plunge below, 

Dreadful amid the wat'ry tumult toft, 

They da-fh, they labour for the adverfe coaft, 

ThIo' all its gulphs, thro' aU its bellowing -fhores, 

The rattling tide with doubling fury roars, 

On the wild rout thick flies the Briti-fh fire, 

Crulh 'mid the waves unnumber'd crowds expire, 

Some by" fierce war, fome whelm'd b@neath the tide~ 

Villi!:: fcarce a remnant gains the farther fide ; 

Meanwhile Vaudreuil, brave. leader of the train, -

Tho' fwept by conqu'ring Town-fhend o'er the plain, 

Exerts each nerve, his voice, his thund'ring call, 

To one great effort more to fire funk Gaul, 

Deep in the rere, high o'er the rolling flood, 

:Embro\\'l:'d vvith {hades a tow'ring thicket ftood ; 

Firm as huge Atlas here he takes his ftand, 

Hither he calls each chief, each rout ed band, 

Here in an infiant rang'd beneath the iliade, 

Around him countlefs -fquadrons ftand difplay'd : 

O! ye vile ilaves, ye iliamelefs fans of Gaul! 

\Vhat 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, I'llfiand this glorious ground, 

'Till heaven, or cartl1, or hell, fhall all confound. 

Scarce 
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SC;1rce had he {poke when, like a whelming crowd 

Of pouring waters burfting from a cloud, 

Which from the heav'ns at one dread dafu rufu down, 

And in wide ruin plains and cities drown, 

Inftant they ftO¥m like fury of the foe, 

:Burft on Gaul's front in many a pond'rous blow, 

Pierc'd in an inftant thro: their firm array, 

And hurl'd them o'er the field difpers'd away; 

The great Vaudreuil his !aft vain hope o'erthrown, 

Left by his friends, unaided and alone, 

Still nobly ftancis, unconfcious of each fear, 

'Gainft all the burf!: and hurry of the war, 

Still his brave [oul, with thirft 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 ~wo dire globes of lead, 

Inftant took place, and ftruck two Albions dead; 

Then nobly fwell'd with all a conqu'ror's pride, 

He fnatch'd two faulchions from the vanquifh'd'5 fide, 

And grimly rufuing 'mid the hoftile throng, 

Bore in his r~ge unDumber'd crowds along; 

Firft by his wrath the dauntlefs Howard fell, .. : 

Next Scott, VI aee, Weymor, Weft, and brave La­

fcelle, 
A chief from Gaul, who Albion's ftandanl bore, 

MacpherfeMaClafh, from Cakdoni,,'s {hore, 

Z 3 And 



And twice ten others of Britannia's band, 

All {lain or wounded funk beneath his hand, 

Pre[cot, a warrior, dauntle[s, bold and brave, 

The fatal {hoke 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 refirains its defp'rate courfe, 

Sen[ele[s . the chief then tumbles on the fuore, 

And out the wound fwift Rows a tide of gore, 

Him [adly groaning from the dreadful fray, 

The conqu'ring troops triumphant bore away, 

Down from his fide black falls the clotted gore, 

And itains with horror all the fanguine {hare; 

Yet, 0 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 10! kind death, thy great deliv'rer's, nigh, 

He [oon {hall Cnatch thee from their proud controu1, 

To realms as free, as noble as thy foul; 

Trembling meanwhile crufh'cl Gallia's [catt'ring might 

Tow'rds the [car'd town fwift urg'cL 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 echoing roars bdow, 

Whelm'd 



Whe1m'd in pale fear~ehec beholds from far, 

Tow'rds her proud ramparts . roll the pouring war, 

Frantic he·r fons to fcreen the hoft's retreat, 

Inihnt unbar, fling wide each op'ning gate, 

. While from the cannon, on her tow'ring wall, 

Fierce on the foe they fend vaft. {how'fs of bail, 

Swift by the bright'ning prof peets urg'd along, 

Thro' the op'd' gates the routed fquadrons throng, 

All trembling pale, they pant, they prefs, they {train, 

Grim death to {hun the fhelt'ring walls to gain, 

'Vhile, like a madd'ning tempeft. on the rere, 

The pouriNg foe fwift hurl'd the {torm of war, 

And while the foremoft 'fcape into the town, 

Mow the loft hindmoft. in huge numbers down. 

Meanwhile Satagus, o'er the rattling plaiD, 

Burn'd with fierce vengeance for his gen'ral {Jain, 

As round the field with fiery zeal he fought, 

Still for Verdonx his gath'ring fury fough~, 

Far in his hand a glitt'ring tube he bo;"t:, 

A fpear its crown, its gorge of fiery {tore, 

Broad, pond'rous, keen, high hung with warlike pride, 

A threat'nin.g axe adorns his better fide, 

'Vhile 011 his left that dreadful blade appears, 

So fam'd for fcalping deeds in Indian wars; 

Thus arrp\l, equip'd, o'er all the war-wrapt plain, 

Long for the bare Verdonx he fought in vain, 

Now here, now there, with fiery zeal he flies, 

Rolling on ev'ry fide h.is f.mguine eyes, 
At 
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At length the tirft, in all their vile retreat, 

He faw him trembling labour for the gate, 

Pleas'd at the fight thro' all the pouri-ng throng, 

With nimbleft fteps he nobly darts along; 

Come, come, he cries, thou moft infernal nave, 

Come,- and thy doom, thy right'ous doom receive; 

Haft thou not dar'd, amid the fUl·iou~ ftrife, 

To rend that God-like heart that fpar'd thy life? 

But curs\i ingralitude, by Heav'n 9utcafty 

Thus with its juft rewards {hall m-:et at !aft.­

Swift as a faulcon iliooting from above, 

Darts with keen talons 0;1 a thoughtlefs dove, 

Then with keen axe high brandiili'd thro' the !kies, 

He on Verdonx with whirling fury flies, 

And from, his ilioulder down his op'ning fide, 

Cleaves a broad pairage for life's purple tide, 

Whelm'd in wild horror pale the daftard ftands, 

He fcreams, he ilirieks, he fpreads his fup9liant hands, 

Straight with loud yells he tumbles on the plain, 

And barely howling mingles with the Gain. 

Thus did the caitia: ""retch refign his breath, 

And thus ingratitude \vas paid with death, 

Awhile the viCtor, grim with hideous joy, 

Feafts 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 paifage to tre qmqu'ring b2o,nd, 

He, -
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He, undi[may'd, with fierce tempeftuous brow, 

Moves fearlefs on thro' all the num'rous foe, 

Dreadful he wheels his fl:mght'ring fword around, 

And fells whole groaning [quadrons to the ground, 

Before his rage divides their [catt'ring force, 

And opes a pafTage to his thund'ring courft:; 

At length quite difentanglea from the throng, 

That check'd his progrefs to his friends fo long, 

Forward he {hides juft feeming to rejoin, 

And plunge once more into Britannia's line, 

When with loud bellowing from the rattling wall, 

Sho.t tluo' the air quick flies the whirling ball, 

Full on his crown the pond'rous {hock defcends, 

It burftshis fkull, his fhiv'ring front it rends, 

Straight into nought are all his featureshurl'd, 

And ihaight his fpirit leaves our nether world. 

There, 0 Satagus, all thy deeds are pars'd, 

But thy bright fame thro' endlefs time iballlaft, 

StilI ibaU thy great example live to prove, 

That f~)Uls untaught may boaft a grateful love, 

That virtue :!hines with moft refulgent rays, 
. L 

Where baneful arts ne'er ting'd the facted blaze. 

Now with fierce roar o'er heaps of proftrate Gauls 

The conqu'rors ruih 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 trembli:ng pale whole crowds for mercy call, 

.And at the conqu'rors feet imploring fall ; 
There 
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The[e in glad pomp away the viCtors bore, 

Captives defign'd to grace Britannia's fhore; 

Scarce thus had Britain feen all Gaul retireJ, 

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 Gaul,; 

Straight to the work the headlong army flies, 

O'er fotie, walls, tow'rs, they fee:n in aE\: to rife, 

V.,rhen lo! f wift borne on fortune's varying wind, 

A gloomy cloud frowns darkly frori1 behind, 

And from its bofom, with tempeftuous ire, 

Threats on the rere to whirl vaft ftorms of fire, 

The dauntlefs BouganvilIe, whofe high command 

Long lince had weftward led a num'rous band, 

To l:en the motions which the foe then made, 

The watchful eye of GalEa to miflead, 

Now [wift rolls back and thunders in the rear, 

I n all the dreadful glare and pomp of war; 

But when great Town{he~a calls his troops to form, 

'When round he wheels then~ to oppore the ftol"m, 

Struck at tile terror of their dread array, 

Before their rlJge the trembling Gauls give way. 

Swift as before they'd ruih'd to meet the fight, 

They now morefwift to '{cape it urge their flight; 

'When thus the leader of the conqu'ring train, 

Had fwept all oppolition off the plain, 

Q:;itting the haft he yields to boding grief, 

And penfive moves to feek his wounded chief; 

But 



But when, alas! he reach'd the mournful ground, 

Stretch'd on the earth him breathlefs pale he found, 

Juft, then grim death had fnatch'd his foul away, 

.And left his body a dull load of clay, 

Borne from the combat by his forro'J'/ing train, 

J;.ong ina fenfelefs ftate he'd darkly lain, 

Death each fad moment feeming I1:ill at ftrife, 

To 9uench the laft poor embers of his life, 

At length, by the kind cares of his kind band, 

CaU'd back to light from night's all gloomy land, 

Feebly once more he op'd his dying eyes, 

Andgaz'd, tho' di~ly, on the long-loft fries; 

Straight to his foul, his God-like foul, once more 

Rofe his fond anxious fears for Albion's i'1ore, 

Straight o'er the field he !trains to fene! his fight, 

To view the chance, the fortune of the fight, 

But death betwixt his baleful curtain drew, 

And fhllt each haft, each object from his view, 

Hard fate forbids, forbids, my friends, he cries, 

. To give e'er more the combat to thefe eyes; 

Hafte then, brave fouls, hafte, breathe to this fad ear , 
How moves the varying fortune of the war, 

Could I but fee fuccefs my army crown, 

o with what joy, vain life, I'd lay thee down! 

Scarce ·had he fp<;>ke when, lo! a gJadd'ning found 

Of ~ia'ry, vict'ry echoing rings around, 

All cry, all i1lOut, proud Gaul now flies o'erthrown, 

And leaves the field, the glory all our own! 

Pleas'd 



Pleas'd at the found a tranfient ray 6f joy 

-Gleam'd forth, and glifl:en'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 a.ccents way, 

Then launch'd his fpirit for the realms of day; 

Inilant the frantic joys of all around, 

Dafh'd from their height lie levell'd with the ground, 

Inilant their thund'ring fhouts, 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 along' 

Slow o'er the mighty corfe with deep-fetch'd figh, 

Bending he rolls a melancholy eye, 

Then from the fuillefs of his manly grief, 

Thus breathes this jul\: eulogium of the chief, 

Art thou there laid! 0 moil malignant fate! 

Thou prop, thou boafl:, thou glory of our ftate ! 
No age, no time, no future world fhall fee 

A chief in worth, 'in fame, to' vie with thee; 

When thy great breafl: e"er felt a martial flame, 

'Twas not vain glory urg'd thee on to fame, . 

'Twas patriot love that bid tilY foul afpire, 

And fili'd thy bafom 'with her [potlers fire, 

Still for thy country's caufe, unblam'd, you fousht, 

And with thy [acred life her peace you've bOUg~1t, 

Then in thy pt>erlefs conduCt to thy hoil, 

vVhat truth, what wond'rous fweetncfs' could'fl:d thou 

boafl: ! 

How 



How thou wouldft lift to all they wilh'd to fay, 

Redrefs all their wrongs, and footh their griefs away~ 
Smile with enchanting grace ,Oll all around, 

And ne'er with fcornful pride the meek confound; 

But, 0 what voic:::, what tongue {hall now declare, 

The glorious actions of thy foul in war, 

How like Mars' felf ,On war's all-gloomy frown, 

Fe<\rlefs thoud'i1: rulh and bear whole armies down, 

And yet mid all the horrors of the fray, 

Ruled with fll,ch fte:tdy care the dreadful day. 

Yes thou wert bra\'e} alas! too brave thou wert, 

Too noble a fpirit urg'd thy dauntlefs heart, 

Thou, when thy country's danger claim'dthe ftrife, 

Too carelefs wert of th;- 1110ft precious Efe, 

'Twas thy fole wilh to fave thy native fhore, 

J-!~av'll crowns ,this willI, hut thou muft be no more. 

Sighing he fpoke, then join'd his mOlj.rnful throng, 

And o'er the phlin deep muung pafs'd along, 

Now the pale corfe along the mournful {hore, 

Down to the fleet the farrowing foldiers bore, 

B~t fIill around, where late he breathlefs lay, 

Where pierc'd with wounds he breath'd his foul away, 

Unnum0'~r'd crowds in d~cl' dejection ftand, 

A pale defpondi:lg melancholy band; 

Hail, haIlow'd fpet, great Wolfe's all glorious name, 

Now lifts thee upward to eternal fame, 

While frown the rocks around tl1Y facred hill, 

Still :lhalt thou be revcr'd, be honour'd ftill, 

A a 'l'hither 
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Thither when years 'on years :hilve i·oII'd away, 

When tow'ns !hall moulder, and when fiates decay, 

Whole crowds 1halldaily, led by grief, repair, 

To pay tlieir tribute of jufi forrow there '; 

There as they faunter round the fatal ground, 

How !hall thy deeds, 0 \Volfe, be bre:lth'd around, 

How for thy country's cau[e thou g:lv'fl t\y'brejth; 

And how ferenely calm' thou' [mil'aflfOll"death; 

Vvhen firangers wincl'ring from Euro'pa's - tllO-'rc" 

'Have curious pa[s'd th~ Atlantic ocean o'er, 

Hith~r enai110ur'd: of fair virtue's friend, 

All mournfuVfad'their' peniive f1:eps they'll benel, 

Mufing they'll' f1:and where once the hero f1:ood, 

They'll kifs the fpot ",here f:w.-' d 11 is facred Vooel, 

Then cry--O Lite! how baleful is thy frown, 

Vlhy was fuch virtue in her bloom cut dov\'l1 ? 

BOOK 
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W HEN with bribht joy gl'eat ,Volfe's afpiring 
foul, 

On tow'ring wing, had burll her earthly goal, 

Lighl;-. ilutt'ring fwift {he r~ims 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 ibnd, 

Whofe province 'tis departed. fouls to bring 

Into . th~ pre fence of their a\"ful King, 

Jarifey, a fpirit of this fleeting .kind, 

Swift 'as ,the' pinions of the' llormy \~ind" 
Flies, ,meets great \"r oIfe; him ihaight o'er Heav'u's 

,high rmd,' . . 

Guides to, the. dread tric.unal of his God" . 

Twelye heav'n-prop'd' mountains, that. like fapphire 

:C'1one, 

Creation's ruler makes his glorious throm', 

Bright o'er his front an all o'er-dnzling blaze, 

Like feas of bUl ning light incdfant pIa ys, 

'While dark behind huge mounts of clouds lie fpread, 

And c:eafelefs thu~ders mutter .round. his head, 

Snatch'd fr0111 the dimnefs of our earthly night, 

Into fuch glorious deluges of light; 
A a 2 Awhile 
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Awhile confounded by the fplendid blaze, 

Wolfe's mighty fpirit [woons in dull amaze, 

When lo! a voice, that ihook the heav'ns all round, 

Thus mildly terrible was heard to f(.:.md:7" 

Say, 0 frail man, what plea thou bring'ft, fwift fay, 

'The wrath ·of Heav'n's ro.us'd juftice to allay? 

Say, what good deed, what pure intent of thine, 

Can claim the benefits of love divine, 

""Vhy thou ihould'fi here in endlefs raptures glow, 

Rather than groan in mifery below? 

That infiant mild-ey'd confcioufnefs of right 

TI,Tought its kind fuccour to Wolfe's fainting might, 

And calm he cries, while o'er his vifage ihine, 

Comfort's all cheering rays and hope divine; 

o great Creator, Father, Judge fupreme, 

Few ~re the merits that my life can claim, 

Few, few the hopes that bid' me fue for heav'n, 

Save what by thy vaft mercy has been giv'n, 

'While in yon earthly goal this foul was pent, 

Thou know'i'c how righteous fiill was my intent, 

Still did my feet thy facred paths pur[ue, 

Far as the weaknefs of frail man could do ; 

Then 0 do thou my jufl: intent approve, 

o take me, take me to thy tender love; 

What tho' too oft my frailty'S goneaftray, 

Sure thy Son's blood can waill thefe faults away. 

Come then, my fon, great nature's God repiies,' 

Come tafie the boundlefs tranfpcrts of the fi.-:ies, 

While 



While thou wert mingled with the fons of dufl, 

We know thou didO: as thou didft think moft juft,. 

And tho' far cli.t'f'rent deem's man's darken'd inind, 

This is all heav'n e'er feeks from frail mankind. 

The Godhead ceas'd, and ftraight in fongs of praife" 

Millions of faints thei,r gladd'ning voices rai(e~· 

All to their voices join their lyre's fweet notes, 

While o'er the ethereal realms the !TIuGc floats: 

Thus. did they' Gng, 0 holy fpirit, rife, 

Thou bright, thou pure· defcendant of the ikies, 

Rife' froTIl thy endlefs feas 'of care below, 

To tafte the 'raptures 'that thefe'realms beftow, 

Thou fweetly, whilft life's low'ry maze you, trode, 

'Vith ev';r virtue cheer'dft the darkfome road, 

)?~~e ~ere' thy deeds, mild temp'rance f way'd thy force, 

J uft were thy aCl:ions) blamelcfs was thy courfe, 

Then come our -endlefs fcene3' of rapture prove, 

Come tafte the bleffings of eternal love, 

While we thy heav'nly choir in mu{ic join, 

To fwell the tranfports of thy blifs "c]-.ivine; 

, And thou, 0 gre2.t Creator, lov'd ofhea'l'n, 

By wr.om cur cndlefs joy, our bei:Jg's giV'll, 

Thou, whofe all-ru:in;; hand in this Great foul, 

Bid fuch perfeEtio11s into r.ipenefs roll):, 

Still {halt t.hou h~~r our fangs, thou Pow'r divine, 

Br.~athe empire, I:onour, glory, praife be thine! 

Nor deem, blef6'd image of thy Father's worth, 

Thou mild Redeemer of the [011S of earth, 

A a 3 That 
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That we to heav'nly grace ungrateful prove, 

Or ceafe the chaunting of thy matcblefs love, 

Love which, with fmiles ineffably ferene, 

Forfaok Heav'n's glories for the fans of men, 

Love, which foft [mil!ng fro111 its blifsful height, 

Now guides this hero to the realms of light. 

But mid this gen'fal burfc 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 rount! his native {hare, 

Much, much he dreads, opprefs'd with anxious fear, 

V/hat woes may rife to Albion from the war; 

Heav'n's high omnifcience faw, and lhaight a found, 

Loud as loud thunders bore thefe accents round :- , 

Soon, righteous fpirit, lince I fee thy thought 

Thus fEI with earthly cares and doubts is fraught, 

Soon {hall my hand, befure thy boundlcfs gaze, 

Ope wide the anna13 of fucceeding days, 

That thou may'ft there behold with joyful eyes, 

To what a ;,ci~ht thy country's fame Dull rife. 

Thus, while l;l'~ great. Creator awful faid, 

And boundlefs glories beam'd arouild his head. 

Dri-ght from the miJft of all the dazzling blaze, 

Streams forth a trail of pure ethereal rays, 

There o\:r 'Volfc~s eyes in lambent currents play, 

And wall! each mifl:, each earthly film away, 

Then, to ~'erwhclm him INith unmateh'l! delight, 

What countlds numbers burn: upon his fight, 

All 



[ 27 1 ] 

All [ate's dark fchemes in one vaft profpe6t rife, 

And all futurity fwift ftrikcs h'is eyes, 

Then firlt reilftlef;; from the awful fky, 
His dear Britannia drew his longing eye, 

Around whofe {hore high o'er the rolling tide, 

With fierce, terrific, huge, enormous pride, 

Two pouring fleets thick fwarming adverfe fweep, 

And low'ring darken all the whirling deep, 
.... 

One arm'd with myriads from fierce Gallia's hoft, 

Hangs threat'ning furicus o'er 'Britannia's coaf!:, 

While' one fpread wide amid the wat'ry roar, 

Led by great Hawke, ,protects her facred {hore, 

He then the firf!:, with huge o'erwhelming ire, 

Bolds nobly on inroll'd in clouds of fire, 
, -

Black from his fide loud peals of thunder roar, 

That rend the deeps, that tear the echoing {hore, 

That ring the heav'ns with fierce rebellowing [ounll, 

And breathe wild flames and dir~ deflruCl:ion round; 

Struck at the horrors of the dreadful fight, 

Before his thunders flies the Gallic might, 

Hawke like a tempeil [couring o'er the main, 

Dreadful purfues them o'er the wat'ry plain, 

Some bow tlleir flags to '[cape the whelming ilroke, 

Some plunge beneath, rome roar to clouds of [moke, 

Som~ on rift rocks for baleful [afety run, 

And fly to death, more fUTious Hawke to fuun, 

While Britain's flag triumphant awes the main, 

And eyes the terrors of the daltard train; 
Thus, 
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Thus"O great cl~ief, 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' wefl:ern climes his fight h'e bends, 

To fce what fortune there his arms attends,' 

There he beholds 'all-godlike Amhe1'ft's blade, 

'Vide o'er the land in conqu'ring pomp difplay'd; 

Beneath its glare fees France in ruin hurl'd, ~ 
And tumbled headlong from the weftern world; 

Bright o'er the realms fubdu'd in glorious wa'r; 

Britannia's flag triumph'itll't fireams afar, 

Beneath the terrors of its dreadful blaze, 

Soon all the nations bow in dumb amaze, 

From where rOl!nd Florida old ocean flows, 

To ,where the northern pole is wrapt in fnows: 

1';;1' 'to the [outh great Rodney next appears, ' 

-Swelling the glories 'of Britannia's wars) 

Rodney foredoom'd to keep the Gauls at bay, 
And rife the Hawl:e of fome fucceeding day, 

Rai5'd from r11e wounds) fa late receiv'd in fight, 

The mighty Moncton aids his conqu'ring might, 

Before their terrors bows reG flance all, 

'Till from the torrid world ,is chas'd pTOU:! Gaul; 

Then did bright joy, 0 Wolfe, thy foul elate, 

To fee the fummit of thy hopes complete, 

Vv11en> fwift returning to Europa's {hore, 

Again you view'd her mighty empires o'er, ' 

There 
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There he fees firuggle thro' war's dire debate 

A Godlike' youth, o'er all fupremeIy great, 

Britain is funk, difgrace attends each field, 

Scar'd are her armies, and jufi feem'd to yield, 

-When 10! the YOllth, with patriot love on fire, 

Nobly fl:eps forth and dares the hofl:ile ire, 

€heers his fl:unn'd troops, foon hurls their foes in 

flight, 

And proves Britannia's 111 a Granby'S might, 

Straight at Britannia's throne, with mournful brow, 

Bourbon's funk pride is humbly feen to bow, 

Suppliant {he feeks her vengeance to aifuage, 

And begs fufpenfion from war's dreadful rage; 

"Britain fl:ill rous'd at ev.'ry found of woe, 

Looks down with pity on the vanquilh'd foe, 

Then nobly mild, with foft forgiving grace, 

Grants the' glad bleffings of the wiih'd-for peace, 

But not this kind compaffion to their woes, 

Could lull the 'ceafelefs malice of her foes, 

E'en ere the peace' !he'd granted was complete, 

.They'd laid new projeEts to o'erturn her fl:ate, 

Soon o'er the wcftern world Vlolfe's wond:ring eyes, 

Behold rebellion's tow'ring front arire, 

Rouid by her voice all ruih in wild uproar, 

To pierce that breafl: 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 ~ous'd by"them to fwellthe dire 'alarms~'" 

So.on all the wor~d !gain.f1: Britain feems in anns, 

As ,when fierce winds in mad Tornanoe's roar, 

'Roundfome,low iiland's ,vave-encircled {hore, 

In ~at'ry ,moUIi.tains, 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'111ngs ghre, 

\Vhelm'd in the winds, the waves, the thunders rage" 

The iile feel1)s, blo,tted from creation's page; 

Thus did the huge unTIumber'd £torms,of war, 

Pou~'d in fuch pomp of horror from .afar, ., 

''lith dire., combul1ion wrap, alli Albion: round," 
" ... -. ,,I. .' 

And ~. wide ruin all her fplenclor's 'drown'd~ 

'fill at their fierce a1fault her o'ertoil'd might, 

A9]J",c.r'~l jufl: linking from its glorious height, 

,\Vhen lo! the prop, the guardian of the flate, 

Great f:.9dney, rifes, to oppofe dark fate,' 

To rif8.uc~er glories from the £hades of night, 

And hid them'bl!\ze with more refulgent.1ight, 

S00n in tall ihips fwift dartinO" o'er the main, 
_ (_ ~ . 0 

lIe hurls dire, ruin -on the pow'rs of Spain; 

Then to the well: on Conqueft's wing he fiies, 

Ar:d waves his flag thro' Cancer's fultry fries,· 

There on Batavia firi1: the {tonn de[cends, • 

Next on p~oud Gaul his conqu'ring wrath he bends, 

As 



As mighty a fleet as e'ei' old -ocelli,fa~1~ 

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 bums, 

That fcarce a veftige on the wat'ry plains, 

Of all the glorious ~ armament remains, 

Then o'er the 'proftrate de'ep vv'ith wldecontroul, 

, Britannds' ftalldards flame from pole to' pole, 

\Vhere'er greatRGdney bears -his 'thunders round, 

In meek fubj~fcioll rolls the' vaft' profound, 

All is anon in filent horror fpread, 

And not a trembling foe dares rear his head, 

Gaul, at the terror of his dreldful name, 

Shrinks into port to hide her dafl:ard {h2.me, 

Yields the va:'.: empire of the wat'ry fp8.ce, 

And ftoops to grant an ulliverfal peace. 

Then, 0 thou pure, thou great, ti'011 Godlike chief, 

Rodney, killli he8.ler of thy country's grief, 

Shall not thy boundlcfs glories hear our prai[e, 

Give to their matchl~[s fame a length of days? 

Yes, thy immortal deeds thro' time {hall ftand, 

D:::ds 'Nhich from rain's gulf pre[erv'cl thy ,Janel, 

Str"igDt, V{olfe, thy Dotom hc~w'd with fond delight, 

Once more "yhen Britain [miling rare to light, 

For tho' the: wars, that late her fans had born':, 

Some di[cant members from her realms hac! torn, 

}.Je'er Dull this lo[s o'ercloud h~r radiant name, 

TIut :;d the progrcfs of her riilng fame; 
No 



No more her weak'ning pow'rs with wid'ning courfe, 

Shall by too vafr expanfion lofe their force, 

She, in herfelf colleEted, {hall unite 

To one huge focus all her gath'ring might, 

Thence pouring dreadful on proud Gallia's {hore, 

Take a vafi vengeance for the wrongs {he bore; 

Now on bright London's fpires he turns his eyes, 

There he beholds fhange varying fcenes arife, 

There the great monarch, whom he ferv'd fa long, 

Dark fate had mingled with dearh's gloomy throng, 

While his good grand fan, on blell Albion's throne, 

Clad in unrivall'd rays of virtue {hone" 

Then firfr with wonder, \!,T alEe, elidfi thou defcry 

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 fiill kind foothing hand, 

Speak him indeed the father of his land, 

Bufy he :fhines with ever care-fraught breaft, 

Toiling to make three mighty nations blefi, 

Difpenfing jufiice, :fhielding facred right, 

Raifing funk merit, curbing lawlefs might, 

Vliping pale forrow from affiiClion's eye, 

And pouring 01; the poor bright tides of joy. 

Chas'd by his lenient fpirit from the f110re, 

No more fell fcafi'olds teem with human gore, 

A.s children he his fubjetts would reprove, 

But griev'd to te~r them from his tender love, 

Nor 
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Nor 'With lefs fplendid rays his mat chIefs worth, 

In arts of government amaze the earth, 

Still does his fond, ,his· kinde p\lt(frnal care, 

Watch O'er the fafety of the l~n'd\n· ~ar, 
Still do his waketul~ eyes di[dain to clo[e, 

'Till aU his realms fecure1y may repo[e; 

Long on the wond'rousprince Wolfe held his fight, 

Still as he gaz'd, ftill grew his fond delight; 

Then thus the Godhead-Well thou'1l: view'd the 

worth 

Of this -bright virtuous paragon of earth, 

Turn and thou !halt, with equal joy, furvey 

How his good [ubjeCts his kind cares repay. 

!:Ie look'd, .and mid the terrors of his frienjs, 

Lo! the great monarch his fad bulk extends 

On the pale bed of uckm:[s, while around 

Is nought but dire defpair and. anguifh found, 

Wild are his looks, his brain's in ll1adne[s hurl'd, 

Dim'd is that rea[on which once 'lum'd the world, 

]u[l o'er his head grim death is [een to iland, 

And for the laft dread blow to re;ir 'his hand, 

Then o'er the realm his grief-ting'd fight he throws, 

And 10! 'tis all one boundlefs [cene of woes; 

E'en as all ranks their ·worldly tarks purfue, 

Still, 0 great king, each thought is bent on you, 

How do they lean your varying ftate to hear, 

How on- each change ftill hangs their doubt, their 

fear, 
n b Clouds 
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Clouds "bf :fu[rerirdnvolve thereaJmall o'er, 

And from all eyes thick tears unceafirig -pour; 

At length'rdiev'd fro in v.;iJd di{hattingpain, 

Lo! the go~d mOrl;trch rofeto health again, 

Straight frbmhis 'realms each darkfome g;Io9m fwif~ 

flies, 

Joy fwells all hearts, and lightens in all eyes, 

Far, f~H behind each worldly care they fling, 

And dream of nought but gladnefs and their king: 

Such's the reward to virtuous monarchs giv'n. 

And fuch th' 'attention they f1:!J1 win from heav'n; 

Jehovah then~ Thus far I've giv'n to you, 

The dark unfathom'd fchemes of fate to view, 

That thus your terrors for your native {hore, 

Seeing her future glories might be o'er, 

No foul that e'er in mortal {h;tcldes lay, 

Has e'er been favour'd as thou art to-day, 

Prefent and paft lie fubjetl to their eye, 

But dark futurity they ne'er can fpy. 

Here ceas'd thefe founds, with heavenly knowledge 

fraught, 

When ftraight Wolfe's ear the voice of mufic caucrht, 
I:> . 

Sudden around, in fweet afcending nONS, 

A gath'ring tide of facred mufic floats, 

Wid'ning it fwells 011 8~ther's wal'bling 'wing: 

And all the heav'ns-with mild reCpondence ri~g; 

'Wolte, {vhile with heav'nly joy he caught thefourid, 

St.ral~t on all fides he caf1s his eyes around, 

Far 
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Far on bright glory's left h.is eyes. behold" 

High on exalted thrones 0'£ fhining gold, 

Of earth's dead bards '3 lo~g majeilic train, 

With awful a[peCl: and exalted mien. 

Crown'd with bright gems each high majeilic throne~ 

Inflaming rubies, dazzling t9paz {hone, 

Soft from each hand ~ fweet refoundhig lyre, 

Swells with harmonious breath the heavenly choir~ 

'While o'er each bro~ in fhades ~therial play, 

Green wreaths of laurel and eternal bay, 

Here the immortal HOl11er holds his feat, 

Grave, folemn) bold, majefl:ieally great, 

Rais'd in his hand that all ell chanting lyre~ 

That rous'd to rnatehlefs deeds thro' patriot flrTs 

Here the pure l'4antuan bard, whofe milder worth 

Soothed into g~ntler virt)les 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 worlet in later days, 

Tallo, who mounting thro' the blefi abode, 

Firfi fang' the glories of high heaven's true God: 

Milton, whofe bright, whofe all unfolding line, 

Opes the vafl: feerets of the realms divine : 

Then Parnel, Shakefpeare, Addifon, and Prior;, 

Pope and exalted Thomfon crown- the choir. 

Here, as the fun wit~ clear refulgent blaze, 

Hides the furrounding Hars' inferior raYi1,· 

B b 2 One 
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One awful .hard, with high majefl:ic meirl~ 

Shines o'er the glories of the circling train,· 

Glorious aloft he fmiles o'er all around,· 

And breathes fiill fweeter harmony of found, 

Wide as the warblingsof his heavenly lyre" 

Sings the vafi. i)raife of heaven's immQrtal Sire, 

Myriads of lillening angels rang'd around, 

The heav'ns, the fiar·s, all feem in rapture <;lrown'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 fiill nearer to their: hearts, 

The mild Omnipotent beheld arife, 

The wondering joys that Wolfe then flufh'd their eyes, 

Then with a facred fmile his lips efray'd, 

To [peak the wonders of the mighty fhade. 

Don thou not know, once refidenf of earth, 

That king, that glory of all tuneful worth, 

There fhines great Pope, whofe all en jjv --'_ling hand 

Fill'd with enchanting harmony thy land. 

Learn hence late tenant of earth's darken'll coaft, 

Or' all external charms how vain's the boall, 

:rIe, whjl~ he b)lftled mid earth's mortal (warm, 

Could bo~fI: no beauteous excellence of form, 

Light' empty {hade, the glitter of a day, 

Which for a moment {hines, then flits· away; 

Yet fee him now exalted to our {kies, 

'Vhere no frail eminence of form can rife, 

Unlefs 
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Unlefs it fue for virtue's facred aid, ' 

And deign to ente,r here beneath her {hade, 

Hut tho', not great of body, his pure mind 

Was large, capacious, gen'rous, unconfin'd, 

Fre~ frolP eac4 felJiifh lietlenek of foul, 

He lull'd ,the erring world with tweet ,~ontrouJ, 

Pour'd round the globe that truth [0 nobly bright, 

That heav'n's hi~h wilI, and all that is, is right, 

'Twas his foft ''''arbling tongue with getltle f~y, 

Firfl: taught to heav'nshigh love the real way, 

Taught to mankipd that art fa fweetly trlfe, 

To pleafe themfelves, and pleafe their Maker too, ' 

To guide their joys thIQ' piety's fair road, 

And up the paths of pleafutc walk to God. ' 

Know all the [acred bards that now thy eyes, 

Behold around in fplendid order rife, 

\Vere once the minfl:rels of the world's frail fl:age, 

A11d breath'd, Hlund earth's wide realms their tuneful' 

rage, 

Though now their glori'Ous {hades he rang'd above, 

Ba{k in the radtance of. my endlefs love, 

For' while, with heav'nly,harmony of found, 

They charm'd the ear of al,l the world around, 

Still of the'ir Maker's boundlefs Jo\'e they fung, ' 

Of truth, of piety, their numbers rung; 

This to reward I rear'd them to this place, 

To ba{k in fun{hine of eternal peace, 

B b 3 And 
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And here they Jtill prolong the facred' ftrain'" 

And {jng the glories of my endlefs reign, ' 

But foon {balIwond'rous fcenes to thee difclofe' 

The cliff'rent fortune of their critic foes, 

What direful pefts hang round, their !aft fad flate» 

To fcourge the fury of their envious hate. 

He look'd, and 10 r beneath the warbling train, 

Extends with gtiWning fEretcn a cryfbl plain, 

\Vhofe broad wide opening glafs is feeh to ffiew' 

The huge expanfiOli of the void betow; 

Here plac'd far difhnt from the awful fries, 

He fees a vaft and clouded world arife, 

Around whofe {hore a huge' unnumbel"~l croud) 

Fierce, ven'geful, dark, keen, turbulent and proud~, 

Of critic {hades in' wild eonfution f;'varm" 

Grim as the terrors of a ga:thering flarm, 

High o'er their brows darkc!.ouds of Envy rife, 

Black with envenom'd rage -roll round their 'eyesy 

Hate, furious fpleen, and every hideous. peft, . 

Swells with maT~griant gloat their 'loaded brean~ 

Envy, the emprefs of thIS hideous land, 

Thron'd, in majeftic horror takes her frand, 

Grim and' terrific round her eye-balls roll, . 

And'11lOot new fury thro' each' fubjeCl: fouI; 

But wond'rous here to tell with mere'lefs ire, 

Now at the mandate' 'o£hig1-1 heav'n's dread Sire, 

She to a penal dungeon turns this {hore, 

And puniihes. the crimeS' ihenurs'd before; 

Fierce 



Fierce in each critic's hand huge ferpents tife~ 

Flafhing blue poifon from her fiery eyes, 

And frrange -to tell, with many a fearful cry, 

Pour'd from tl1eir brain loud fcreaming vultures fly» 

Thefe with keen fury they effay to throw, 

On fmillngmerit their eternal foe, 

Whofe lovelyfuade for -ever -flits in view, 

To fwell the torments of the impious crew; 

But when the godders waves her circling wand;, 

In what frrange horrQrs plunge- her fubjea band, 

Back on their lords the curling ferpents roll, 

And dart their poifon in each groaning foul, 

E'en the fell vultures; minifrers of pain, .' . . 

Dart _ back and riot in 'tbeir maller's brain, 

_ Yet flill far mightier torments round ihe thraws~ 

Far mightier anguifhfwell their hideous woes, 

La! on the ground {he treads her fubje(l:s all, 

Up to the .heav'ns i1,le turns each vifual ball,. 

There fhe compels their loa~hing orbs. to wait; 

E'en on the giories of the bards they hate, _ 

As tIuo' the cryflal heavens their,rolling eyes, 

Up~ to the fplendc.~ of their foes arife, 

Oh! what keen pangs, their burning fouls now gore,­

Oh! how they gnaili their teeth, foam, .llar~ .a~d roar; -

And a.s they loathrllK feek ;0 -turn away" _ 

Eavy, with galling lalli, conjh~insthei~ ftay, 

But chi~f on -fmiling Pope they bend" their eyes~_ 
Chief from his glorious ftate;their _ pangsarife" 

Still 



StilI as t\ley view his- fw~et celellial form, 

To louder tempefh fw~!ls their ment<v Ilorm, 

Then do they willi, with many a tear of woe, 

Tha.t Eu':'Y ne'(!r h~d mark~a him f9r thFir fo~, 

That they mifguicled ne'er had di(appr,Ov'd 

Thofe heavenly charmS' w.h~ch fecretly they loy'd, 

That they, like Wifdorp's fops, from his pure rays 

Had drawn the fweets and comforts of their days~_ 

Then the Eternal Goodnefs gently cries :-

Behold what ~vils from foul envy rife, 

Behold how thefe loll ge.niufes of earth, 

Tho' lum'd. with many :;t ray of mental worth, 

When by ht;!r dark'ning hancl ion error hud'd, 

Would cloud each nobler light that gilds the worlcl,-_ 

But thus tpro' ages. pait, and future times; 

My righteous J uftice punifhes fuch crimes'o; 

But now fair Virtl:le's offspring learn fr,om me,. 

Left thy eye~ wOnq.er at the (cenes they fee, 

That thefe huge curling [nakes that merc,:'l,ers roll, 

Their pois'nous fury thro' e;tch cIitic -fOl.~l, 

Once the feU ellgines were, thro' which their han,d 

Pour'd their truth-cirowning torrelJts o'er the land, 

And the feU vultures yon unfeeling train, 

Who rend with pi~il~fs fangs, their tortt,lr'd br\lip, 

VI ere the foulmonfl:e~s wl:1ich the-y teem'd [rQm thence,. 

To tear the hnews of. allcornmon. fenfe, 

All are thus cha,-ng'd by my transforming will,. 

To ma.ke their puniihment more righteous frill;. 
G __ 
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Go then, my mild, my pure, tho' earthly fonl' 

Now all thy bufinefs with thy God is done, 
• 

Go to the verge of this our awful fry, 

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 I'll crown; 

Fo~ know that ev'ry dafs of thy dear race, 

Who feek thro' Virtue's paths for endlefs peace, 

Find, 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 blefl abode, 

And -dwell fti'll nearefl to their much-Iov'd God; 

Thofe who, withfoft benevolence of mind, 

Smile their fwe,et comforts round on all mankind, 

Here guide the entrance of each earthly gue~, 

And joy to make their fellow-creatures blefl; 

Nor lefs thy earthly miniflers of flate, 

Who fleer by Virtue's ftar a nation's fate, 

Here fihd a blifs congenial to their foul, 

And o'er fondhierarchi~sexert contralll; 

But the good leader of a virtuous band, 

Who fmiling falls to fave his native land, 

Here in the front of all my hafts' divine, 

At heaven's bright gates is endiefs doom'll to fhin~, 

T~ fcare the tebel fiends fa him 'tis giv'n, 

And find [weet tranfport from proteCting Heav'n, 
NOlo 
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Nor think, as erring. zeal wou)d teadl thy race, 

lIeav'n to fome favo·urite feets cOI1fiBes,h~r- gt;a(!c ... , 

""lirtue, >-tis only thy alI:-righ.teous lot, 

And when or vvher~ thq,u_ grov;c'!l; it m~.tters not, 

Whether in: M.ecca, or -bjeil, Sian's wall, 

For heaven's upbounded love {bll hangs, o'er an. 

Then the great (hade forfook the th.rone of God, 

And flew triumpliapt- o'er the bId! abode, 

O'er aarry paths" o'er plains of heavenly flowers, 

O'er fapphire, m.ounts, o'er high celefiial towers, 

O'er boundlefs,cmpireq, throng'd ~ith fans of light, 

On foaringj{.iniol1s he directs hi$ ~fght, 

At length' arriv'd at H,qven's exalte<i. I?;,atc,. 

Before the Sacred Ijo{t he lights in £tate, 

Vlho here wid.e threat'n;ing point their fwords below,:, 
To m.ar the effOl:ts of th~ infernal foe" 
I.ea he to foul attempts, by frenzy dtiv'n, 

Might feek once mOre to gain the throne of qeflv'h ; 

Here as all blaze the, bright'ninghero ftands, 

To widenin,g glories all his front expanqs, 

High o'er his limbs, by pow'r celeaial thrown,. 

A flaming fU,it of heavenly armour [hone, 

High and more nobly grand' his afpea rofe, 

'Till o'er the circling crowds his fiat.ure grows, 

Thus for the glorious deeds thou didft below, 

Tl:lou thr.o' all vafl: eternity !halt glow, . 

There as on. ~arth Gaul {hook when aw'd by, thee 

Thy. n.ame a terror t.o '!1lhell !hall be, 
There 
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There {hall' all Joys blooin rouhd thy faCi'e<;! lie ad, 

Thy blifs" exl:ertding is"thy I gIol'ies fpread; 

Meanwhile rcfuhdlciH: ~ehec the :cOliqu'ring pow'rs~ 
In various triovemf:1ts, pafs the ev'nirig 'hours, 

To various t~1ks all fake their " eager way, 

Tafks thatfeem needful toconlplete 'the oay ; 

Some iIi'vail: throngs' from out the fanguine plain, 

To fcenes of' r~il: coridu'a the captive train, 

Som~tl1e pale'woundedbear {wm off the {hore, 

Or cleanfe the'ir' wounds, or ftaunchthe' ftreaming 

gore, 

While f6ni.e with h<ifte throw wide the op'ning ground, 

To give the num'rous dead one gra~e profound. 

But lo! wl~ile they their pious toil pur[ue, 

A mournful object caught their ftartled view, 

Tamina ruilling o'er 'th' el1fanguin'd plain, 

Calls for herlord,her' dear loft lord, in vain, 

Swept by the tempeft of her grief along, 

Wildly {he hurries' 'mid theviClor throng:­

Where, wher.e's Satagus, :vhere's my love, file cries, 

While' here,~hile there" £he rolls her piercing eyes, 

But when, dread fight! ex'tenoed on the ground, 

His headlefstrunkall breathlefs pale {he found, 

StraiiThtwith cold l1o'rrors froze her curdling blood, 
o " 

Long time a fpeechlefs monument file ftood; 

Then to the pitying heav'ns her frantic eyes, 

Ti'rig'dwith' ,,~i1ct' grief, {lie throws, a-nd thus !he 

cries :~ 
Was't, 
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vVas't, was't for,this, 0 moil: malignant fate! 

Such boundIefs joy thou gav'fi: this foul fo late, 

Was't but.to make thefe horrors ftill the more, 

Thou didft but yefterday my love,reftore? 

Yet though, my lord,' th_ou art for ever flown, 

Think not Tamina here will weep alone; 

No, thou bleft vifion of my laft dear night, 

Thy voice infl:ructs me to attend his' flight, . 

Soon {hall from earth my foaring foul take wing, 

Soon to thy breaft once more I'll joyful fpring; 

Soon, for e'en now, I view thee from above, 

Spread wide thy eager arms to meet thy love. 

She fpoke, the frenzy of her hand fwilt, found 

A blood-ftain'd fword, that reeking prefs'd the ground, 

Then with the ftrength of all-diftraCling woe 

Dreadful {he gave the laft, the fatal blow. 

She falls, her foul {haight ili!s to upper air, 

And joys to firid her lov'c! Satagus there. 

Now God~like Townfhend, bent on high r~nown, 

Nobly refolves t' invefi the tott'ring t~wn, 
Firft by keen toil, by all o'er conqu'ring {kill, 

High up the fteepy tow'rings of the hill, 

A fmooth and ample road he taught to -willd, 

"Where war's dire engines a fafe courfe might find, 

Soon up this lofty path, with .labour great, 

All war's fell implements are wheel'd in flate, 

Mortars moft huge with gaping thro~ts wiele fpread, 

Fierce yawning cannon, and vaft l)iIes of lead, 

Mountains 
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Mountains of pond'rous fhdls high charg'd with woe, 

At.d feas of nitrous grain to bhft the foe, 

Next on the crown of Abram's doud-capt height, 

Tow'ring he fpreads his wid'n,ing camp to fight', 

White as the foam that wraps old 'ocean round, 

When whirl'd in tempeRs boil his deeps profound, 

So white, fo vaft with glitt'ring afpett {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 fquadrons fall, 

And eager ft:ain to pile the circling waH, 

From flank. to flank a wid'ning folfe they fpread, 

To guard from foul furprize their length'ning head, 

Rapid aloft the growing bulwarks rife, 

And heave enormous thro' the op'ning fries; 

\Vhen rous'd .to envy at their rapid cOUTfe, 

Ln! al:1 the clemcntsunitc their force, 

O'er he~v'l1's broad dark'ning front they dreadful frown, 

And let withthund'ring cr,,{ll tneir fury down, 

Swift o'er the circuit of the trembling world, 

Bmf\: the loud bellowing winds tempeftuous hurl'd, 

'Fierce the vaft pouring rains defcending roar, 

Like a huge oc~an o'er the ftreaming' GlOre, 

And at dr-ead intervals the thunders found, 

Mark'<f by the lig11t'1l iogs fla111 rolls futious round. 

Thus while four funs to bring revolving day, 

Wrapt i:l thick glQO:;lS purfu'd their che:uJcfs way, 
C c Still 



Still the big tempeft blufietS round the cDaft, 

And threats with death, with darknefs, Albion's hoft; 

In vain they toil, they brave the angry fldes, 

In vain 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 wh~lm them in the flood; 

While their chill'd rigourS-freeze each [oldier's blood. 

Thus while dark low'ring fortune frown'd around, . 

Nobly ferene was God-like Townfhend found, 

Still in all-gracious Heav'n he plac'd his trufi, 

For Heav'n he knew muft fide with one fo juft; 

Now 'here, now there, along the fiormy {hote, 

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 norms, 

He taught the lines tb rear theirgatheting forms; 

He filIs the bl'eaches,' clear-sthe opening grounds, 

Remo~1l1ts the guns, c0l11pletes the tow'ring mounds, 

'Till by the fulnefs of his glorious care, 

Once more their threat'ning fronts feern meet for War, 
Straight ftruck with horror at their dreadful' fwwn, 

A fudden panic feiz'd the trenlbling town, . 

Swift from thcir gates, unbarr'd with wild affright, 

A fuppliant herald iffhing rofe to fight, 

Lo.~dly he blows the ech()ing trump of peace, 

A<nd founds for mercy to the Dritifh race; 

Townihe: d 



TOWlIfhend high .gJaddening "iews the fearsof France'll' 

B~~ bids. with courteous fmile her chief advance, 

Into his awfulprefence inftapt l~d,. 

Theheral~ ha-ften'd, and thus humbly [aid:-

Oh! tho,l,l great chief, all England's glorious boaft". 

Thou God-like .leader of. this matchlefs hoft, 

~o _ffior~, . our rage .prolQngs the, dire alarms, 

But yields. fubmiffive to' thy cOlJqu'ring arms, 

Nor can m .. r '1w[al ~king's all thoughtflll. foul, 

Blame that We "bow' beneath thy dread controu']; 

Still to the world 0111" jurt, excufe iliall be, 

That, we furrender'd to great Wolfe and thee, 

This to our f,!ll ihaH reconcile the earth, 

For fure 'tis madners to oppofe fuch worth; 

But.oh ! .thougreat~ thou kind,. thou ,gl.orious chief" 

To calm the rigour .of my country's grief, 

Speak the dread, ,terms we muft from thee receive" 

But fuch, oh.1 let them be as fuit the brave. 

Fear not, my 4auntlefs friend, the chief rejoin'd" 

Tha,t, .e'C1r our .Jcqrnful pride {half wound thy mjnd" 

Such are the terms thou ihalt from us receive, 

As,f4it,a hoft like" th.i?e that's calmly brave, 

For gep.l,line. w,orth difdains to iharpen woe, 

Or load with"galling chains, a vanquii11'd foe; 

Kno~ .firit e~wh guiltlefs individu,al here, 

Shali ftand exempt from all the frowns of war" 

That th,ey ( fe~ure ,fr,om every pang of ftrife, 

Shall hold, each. comfort -of their f<;>rmer life" 
r::: c 4 Each) 



Each righteous fource of wide· unbounded wealth" 

And each pure means of happinefs and health,. 

Nor lefs religion: •. round the fmiling {hore, 

Shall hold the fteady courfe {he held before;. 

Still {hall her fons fecurely feek their God, 

By the fame paths they formerly have trod, 

FOl know Britannia's foul difdains to war 

'With weak, but guiltlefs men, for modes of pray'r;,. 

But C8.ch vafl: fort in yon exalted town, 

T,Iufi by their pride and towering ftandards down" 

All.the hu::;e ftores that gorge yon towering wall,. 

Of cannOIl, mortars, fulphur, bombs and baH, 

Mufl: be furrender'd at my high command, 

To the difpofctl of my foyereign's hand; 

Howe'er to footh your :;ri.:f3, ye [ons of G<luf, 

All martial honours {hall attend your fall, 

E'en as you march from out yon conqu'er'd line, 

Aloft in glory {hall your fl:al1dard (hine, 

High in your front blaze forth your dazzling arms,. 

Charg'd as if crown'd for thundering vyar~5 alarms., 

Loud e.choing trumpets nun your co-urfe proclaim, 

And ftamp your {hort difgrace ,,,itil marks of fame: 

Thefe, oh! my dauntlefsfriend, now foe no more, 

Thefe are the gentle terms 19rant thy fuore, 

For tho' my foul beats high for glory's ch:mllS, 

I hate the horrors that attend on a.rms, 

And e'en, while worlds applaud my cOllguering {leel~ 

I mourn the anguiffithat the ;"nqui/1/d feel. . , 

So 
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So ~poke .tJle"iGod.,.like <:hief, the. Gaul withdrew,. 

And towards .the gates with! labouring bofom flew". 

Soon as the town had learn'd his. fad fuc~efs, 

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~'ift the loud conquering bands, with glorious found, 

Pour in their f 1iVarming crouns from all around, 

Dwms, trumpe~s, clario~8, bellowing !bouts arife, 

They rend the fl:reets, the roeb, the echoing fkies, 

'Vide o'er walls, tl,lrrets, palaces and towers, 

Britannia~s -flag its inftlmt glory pours,. 

Yet thro' this thundering joy,· 'A-ith fmiling [way" 

S,ill mild humanity. ~onducts their way, 

Still here;llrn ~oice~ with foft perfuafive mightj) 

Controllls the fallies of their wild delight, 

Holds baek their fwordsfrom every fanguine blow, 

.p_:1d {}-,ields the poor inhabitants from woe: 

Thus,oh! gr.,::at Town!bencl, did thy God-like wort~i 
Subdue .. this glory of the wefl:ern earth, 

Thus with mild, temp'rate .ze"l, thy awful hand 
" , •• - " I 

Crowp;J'the vaft wifhe.> of thy native land; 

For ~h\s great dee,d tluo' all fuceeeding days, 

While warr~ors p.eeds fhall, ihine, or worlds !ball praife~, 

High o'er thy b~ow etc;:rnal,la;urels Tpread, 

Sha.ll beam vall glories round thy facr~d head, 

And eV~l) w he'n earth !ball g'ripe t'h y mortal frame, 
. (, '<',' J'",,!J·,ll " ',,' .' '. . -

Thefe matcht.;fs. hom'-!fs {halladjr.u thy name., , , .... '., , 

... C C3 Now 
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Now from~ebec, at Townlhend's high command, 

A nimble veifel feeks Britannia's :fhand, 

There to difcIofe how fell her darlingfon, 

And what high fame her conquering arms had won; 

There when arriv'd, round all Britannia's {hores, 

The joyful news ofcl'mqueft. fwift {he pours, 

Soon as the realm had lcarn'd that haughty Gaul, 

Beneath her conqu'ring chief had deign'd to fall, 

Straight all her coafts, her plains, her cities round, 

Rife to wild joy, and breathe a gladd'ning fou'nd; 

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, 

Infl:ant 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 fucce'eel to [miles of joy; 

l'litt, tho' fage wifdom everfill'd his mind, 

Like a mere mortal in their angui{h join'd, 

Much tho' he joy'd that humbled was proud Gaul, 

Much. was his [orrow for his friend's. fad fall ; 

Slow, ""here his monarch holds 'his awful feat, 

Now mov'd the woe-rapt: guardian of the ftate, 

Him at his ~o\ll1cil-board ferene he found, 

With crowds of glitt'ring 'courtiers rang'd around, 

Still his great foul, intent on what may beft,,' 

Tend to fecure hi5'ffiuch-lov'dAlbiol1 bleft, 

Joyful 
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JQyfulthe rev'rend monarch fees adval1ce 

The fage controuler of the pride of France, 

,'Rous'd at :the fight his kindling fpirits rife, 

And youthful gleams fla!h o'er his aged eyes, 

But on his vifage,. when he fees exprefs'd 

The warring paffions that. difturb hi~ breafl:, 

Straight with ~ fmile he greets the God-like man, 

And thus with foft and cour.teous air began ;-

Say, my good friend, thou prop of Albion's throne, 

Say, from what fouree breaks forth this ftruggling 

groan, 

Say, wh,\t wild varying cares thus paint thy eye, 

Now in fuch figns of grief, and now of joy; 

Say, and if aught thy fov'reign's hand can do, 

Long thefe fl:range cares !hall not o'erburthen you. 

To whom the woe-rapt minifl:er rejoin'd, 

My lord, no priv.ate griefs difillrb my mind, 

Greatlytranfcending gladd'ning news I bring 

To my lo,v'd country, and to thee my king; 

~ebe~has.funk beneath. our conqu'ring pow'rs, 

And all the vaftCanadian tracts are ours. 

Praife . to thy heav'nly care, the monarch cries, 

O! thou. all. gracious' Lord, all j ufl: and. wife, 

Praife t01thy bQl1l~dlefsvaft Almighty Pow'r, 

That crowns my every hope in this bJefs'd hour, 

~ow to thy awful throne with fmiles I'd go, 

Since my lov'd ·Albion's land has crl.jlh'd her foe; 

But 



But fay thou beft gGod man, tha.t heav'n could give, 

Does the great leader of our army live? 

Stands our frill darling Wolfe Jecure from fate, 

To meet the recompence of deeds fa great? 

Oh what unrival'd gifts {hall crown. his wortl1, ; 

And raife him [miling o'er the envious earth. 

No, my Jov'd prince, no more, the ftatefman f~id, 

No more fllall kingly gifts adorn his· head, 

Fall'n is our chief beneath foul Death's cQld hand,. 

A brave, hl:ave viCtim, for his native land; 

INhole mournful months he toil'd with ceafelefs care, 

While worlds of froYJning dangers check'd the war,. 

'Till by his confb.nt, fteady zeal at length,. 

He gave a fat;:1 blow to Gallia:s ftrength, 

Then- with a glorious fmile he met grim death, 

And in bright via'ry's \lrms rdign'd his. bre:lth. 

Vlolfe, art thou gone, tl:e ftartled monarch cries., 

'Vhile a fwift tear burtts o'er his aged eyes? 

Gone if thou art, if thou indeed art {lain, 

A 11, all my clear· bought victories .are v~in; 

Triumphs then hence, on me umvi{h'd ye 4'-aIJ, 

Vlolfe, whom I've IOLt, was more than worth ye all, 

Vicr'ries and fame, ani Glory's much-fougllt. charms, 

Chance ne'er could fail fome times to give our arms; 

But, 0 lone chief, one God-lil~e chief lil}e. thee, 

Ages may feek ill vain, butre'er :lball [~e, 

Thou wert unda\lnted,· gen'ro.us, .brave and jun,. 

True t~ thy fov'reign,. faitIlful to th,y trull, 

Yet 
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Yet calm and nobly free thou held'ft thy foul, 

Nor meanly yielded to each bafe controul. ". 

Reafon alone thou would'fi, untry'd, obey, 

A~d fcorn'd each earthly power that mock'd her fway, 

Heav'n knows how much I priz'd a work thus great, 

Beyond the ilavifh fycophants ofH:ate ; 

But .fince, O!, gen"rous Pitt, all-ruling Heav'n 

Has to foul Death's cold doom our champion~iv'n, 

Let to his great remains our cares be juft, 

And fhow~r their fondnefs on his much-Iov'd duft~ 

I.et o'er his moumful tomb, with weeping eyes, 

A fad lamenting monument arife, 

That fhall thro"endlefs time with [orrow tell, 

How for his much-Iooi'd land he bravely fell, 

Nor !hall the great furvlving chief depart 

Without an off'ring from my tl13,nkful heart ;. 

Townfhend who, chearfid as the [miles of May, 

Light, .lively, graceful, affable and gay" 

Lumes with bright fpai'kling wit the jocund ring, 

And illil1es -of facial mirth the f'prightly, ki,ng ; 

Yet, who" \'I1hel1 glory calls him from afar, 

Can rifc with' equaHlrengih to fhine in war, 

Can fly thefe dear thefe gay feftivious charms, 

And rufh undau'nte'd to the fields of arms, 

Then on' Fame"s tow'ring wing outftrip the flight, 

Of chiefs whofe ev'ry thought was giv'n to fight, 

He {hall, i fay, from out our high reg;!rd, 

Meet for his God-like deeds a great reward, 
Titles 
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Titles of glorious fount! his name {hall grac(01 

And fpread vaft honours o'er his future race. 

But go, my friend, len wide o'erwhelming woe 

Should fink the fpirits of this t~nd too low, 

Go and command each clamorous fign of joy,. 

At our vaft fame o'er 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 obey, 

Now moves with flow and pen live 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 

llours thra' the land her all-o'erwhelming tide, 

At her loud call huge bellowing cannons roar, 

Their {houts in thunders o'er the echoing {hore,. 

Bells with wide warbling clang dance nimbly round!). 

1\ nd (hime the raptures in harmonious found;. 

Th~l1 from the front, with high enlivening powers, 

Of towns" walls, cities, palaces and towers, 

In pouring rays burfl:s forth a blaze of light, 

That gilds with countlefs funs the fllades of nigh.t, 

That fl10wering round a flood of glorious day, 

Drowns the faint palenefs of the lunar ray; 

But vain, alas 1 are all thefe pageants found, 

All thefe proud fllews of joy that flame around, 

Pale and wide faddening o'er the nation's foul, 

Deep muting farrow holds her dull contraul, 

Holds 
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l-IQlds up no' objeet but' tlH;ir dear luft ~hief, 
" ",." 

And turns loud. lhouts of joy to {brieks of' grief. 

Meariwhile Conftantia, in the arms ·of refi, 

Yields. to fweer ~ifiol1s all herthoughtlefs breaft, 

Light o'er her heart in flatt'ring fl)liles they roll, 

Nor bring one boding to. alarm her foul; 

Soon as gr~tW olfe to war's fell clime had flown, 

And left her all difconfolate alone, 

In rural fc~ries {he'd fought a calm retreat, 

Far from the hateful pomp of noify ftate, 

Therewith fa? lonely grief her fate to mourn!> 

And figh in ·ceafelefs tears 'till Wolfe's return, 

Hitller tl~e good, thefage Materna too, 

Studious of JHlught but fad Conftantia flew, 

Here had lh~ ftrqv~, with ftill kind foothing cart', 

To ch;rm her griefs, and roufe her from defpair, 

For hoary ye~;s full well' her foul had taught 

How vain, bow fatal's melancholy thought, 

Here ~ll tIle charms that ,Nature'S fmiles fupply, 

Soft op'ning blo~m'd to pleafe the penfive eye, 

vViele round the dome, i,n fair afcendingrows, 

Gardens of graceful trees their !hades difclofe, 

On whofe g~y wa~ing boughs, in golden hue, 

Autumn difpbys her ti.p'ning fto,'es to view, 
, ; 1 , ~ 

5.oft o'er the fhatly fpace that li(~s below, 

ThOl:fands' of [milins. flow'rs gay varying glow, 

All that "expanded' Aqtul11n blings to cheer, 

'fhe blo9m-de~k'd bu'ri~l of the parting year; , 

Calm 
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Calm tpro" this flow'rt maze, with tinkling fang;, 

. A GIver iheam flow winding freals along, 

Bright on the mirror -of whofe cryftal tide 

Shine all the bending trees in graceful pride. , 
Now from her faffron bed t!te morn 'larofe, 

And thro' the kindling e.aft· in crimfon glows, 

Before her pouring rays the clouds divide, 

And ope a pafTage for the' glo~ious tide, 

Swift, 'at the chearful fummons of the ikies, 

Air the 'Yak'd fonslof earth in crowds arife, 

Beafts, birds and infeCl:s, o'er the dewy plain, 

The herds, the bleatirig flockS, the tranquil {wain, 

AIl from their nightly haunts now t~em away, I 

To hail th.e glori:::s. of the riling day; 

l,Vak'd from the. flow'ry vale of fwee~ repofe, 

Straight with rous'd nattlTe ,fairConftantia rofe, 

Forth to the f~h's bright cheer :fhe pen five moves, 

'l'O ta·ke her u[1l;al faunter thro' the groves, , 

~\~ce that da~k qay wl~en W olfe'fOJ:look her ar111S, 

I~ife's fweets ;~ bar;er for vain glory'~ ~harms, 
Still was. {herw~nt <it dawn tp wander o'er 

- , ' 
- Each {hade, each 'arbor, (rod, by -him before, 

- i ee 

For there her dea,r 10:1 Wolfe Ol1ce bleft her fight, 
- And th~re 'ev'n. flill £he finds a fad do.]ight ; 

Soon ,as her ~,ornit1g pilgrima&e ille ends; 

Back to the dome her' mufing fteps {he be lids, 

Here, when arriv'd with caufeJefs fearsopprell, 

She feels firange bodings ding to her breafi~ 
.,' 

Soon 
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SO,on as the gates their op'ning folds tinciofe, 

Straight to .her fight the fage Materna rofe, 

Gleams of bright joyflafh o;er her aged eyes, 

And thuS' with fwift and flutt'ringvoice fhe cries:­

Come, 0 my child, thou prideofheav'n's fweet charms i 
Come to thy' fond, thy joyful mother's arms, 

Come for thy Wolfe, yes "Volfe, my love, e;en he 

. Soon gives that. name, that' tender name td .thee" 

He is all glorious, God-like, as he ought, " 

His peerh:fs worth has boundle[s wonders wrought, 

He has ?'erwhelm'd the pride of haughty Gaul, 

Aild taught her .. towns-hel". great Montcalm to fall, 

And now he comes. a:ll crown'd.with giory's charm5, 

To blefs our deat, (iul' long expeCting arms; 

Juft now the gladd'ning tidings reach'd my ear, 

And much it joys me that I've found thee here. 

Rapid a$ light thefe grateful founds impart, 

~ick tides of joy to fair Confl:antia;s heart, 

Swift thr.o' her veins the boift'rous' torrents rife', 

And ,dance in. raptures round her fparkling eyes, 

Far from her bro:v each former ang~i{h fled 

Thus with a wild and flutt'ring voice ihe faid;­

Now thou art kind,pafl: kind, alJ gracious heav'n, 

h l..·'ft' t . , Now to myope tl1...0U ev ry rap ure glV n, 

Shall I 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'dbefore! 

Wolfe is return'd, and all my woes are o'er. 
n d Bur, 
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13ut, 0 my mother, thou much hon~ur'd datnet 

For foon, ::Ih fmiling hope, thou'lt bear that name ;: 

Pardon that thus I r;rve with wild delight, 

Sure I muft joy when Wolfe's to ble(s my fight, 

If e'er thy bo[om felt a bli[s divine, 

TllOU wilt not blame the joy that raves in mine, 

Si:~ce 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, 

\Vatch o'er each riling anguiib of my mind, 

Toil this fad brow to cheer with fmlles of thine, 

Veiling t1ly ev'ry grief to foften mine, 

For this when my dear lord fhall foon return, 

And I thy then blefs'd child fhall ceafe to mourn; 

Chief, fhall this datling aim my thoughts engage, 

ira gild with peace thy dear dEclining age, 

My ev'ry deed fhall move but by thy will .. 

And thy foul's pleafure be my tran[port fiiI-1. 

Sc~rce had {he fpoke when lo! diifolv'd in tears, 

All breathlef~ pale a mefTenger appears, 

Soon on his vif?ge their fiunn'd eyes fwift roll, 

They fee the grief fi-erce lab'ring in his foul, 

Struck with affright their tongues, eyes, gefiures aJ1~ 

Seem for the dreadful fecret loud to call; 

Long time, by mild humanity reprefi, 

He held the dreadful fecretin his breafi, 

At length like thurtder to their ears he fpoke, . 

And from his lips \Volfe's fate tremendous broke· 
, 1 

:Ba!h'd 
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Dafh'd for a while III fadly dumb amaze, 

Frantic in fpeechlefs agonies they gaze, 

Then with loud !hrieks Conf!:antia flings around, 

"Plunges to earth, and tears the guiltlefs ground, 

Crufb'd by the weight of grief's enormous might, 

Now, in a fwoon, fbe fick'ning finks to night, 

Now, with loud fcreams, revives to all her pain, 

{ Then fcreaming fwoons, and wakes, and fwoons again; 

Straight from the earth !he's madly fee,n. to rife, 

VThile thus with wild and frantic voice !he cries:­

Gone, art thou gone, thou fource of, all delight! 

. Thou pride, thou joy, thou glory of my fight; 

Gone art thou hence, alas! for ever flown, 

And .haf!: thou left me, left me here alone? 

Times there once were, blefs'd times that mock'd at 

woe, 

Thou wouldf!: not pain thy poor Conf!:antia fa, 

Then thou wouldf!: joy to meet thefe eager arms, 

Nor fly from love to Glory's curfl:,· curf!: charms: 

Yet tho' thou'rt fnatch'J thus cruel from my i.ight, 

Grief foon {hall teach me to attend thy flightJ 

Soon wiil I drag the pitikfs tyrant death, 

And force his hand to fl:op this hatefill breath; 

Tl,len will I bafk, in fpite of all my,paill, 

In the lov'd funfhine Df thy eyes again, 

\Vhelm'd in 'the potence of its dread contrau], 

;3~rice the .firfl: {hock of grief lYlaterna's foul 

D d 2 In 
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In a dark cloud of ftupefaB:ion lay, 

That wrapt her fight and {hut out chearful day; 

Reafon at length returni~g to her mind, 

Woe fills her foul, no comfort can {he find, 

Till on her knees {he falls with p·ious care, 

And thus to pitying heav'n prefers her pray'r :-­

Oh, thou fill 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 {hield impart, 

To bray-e the numerous ftings that rend my heart; 

Wolfe I have loft, a fan, whofe tender care 

Once fcreen'd myhelplefs 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 fuecour 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 Heayen~ fend down this gracious gueft ! 
To fmile fweet comfort Oil my tortured breaft. 

A~ thro' dark faddening clouds the fun from high. 

E~irfts with ferening beams, and cpears the fry, 

So thro' the difmal . gloom that· wrapt her foul, 

From Heaven's all-:-pitying fmile afk't comforts roll, 

Swift o'er her cheeks a bright'ning calm is fpread, 

While to the frantic maid thus calm {he faid :-

Ceafe, 



Ceafe, my lov'd child, this ftorm of grief forego~ 

For fhame, for fhame, difpel this cloud of woe, 

Have I not loft my Wolfe, my hero too? 

Yet fee thefe eyes difdain to weep like you; 

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, fhould 

bleed; 

But fince he funk all crown'd with Glory's charms, 

Shielding his native land from threat'ning harms, 

Since for his God-like life he's grafp'd at fame, 

And left to endlefs times a deathlefs name, 

Say, iliould we weep at his tranfcending fate, 

No-we fhould joy, that he expir'd fo great. 

I had a tender lord, kind, faithful, m'ild, 

I had a gentle, fond, and 9.uteous <;:l~ild, 

They, with inceffant care, ftill conftant ftrov'1 

To raife my fwelling joys with watchful love, 

They, like two friendly ftars, with kindly rays 

Still ,beam'd fweet comforts o'er my tranquil days~; 

And when my dear lov'd lord from me was torn, 

And I in thefe 'fa!i weeds' was left to mourn, 

Still did my darli~g fan my woes affuage, 

And {hjeld from black defpair my helplefs age; 

But now, oh fate! I'm friendlefs, left alone, 

For 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 affiiaed heart, 

See even ftill my foul can bear to live, 

And fmiling meet what heaven is pleas'd to give. 

Ceafe, ceafe, my child, then ceafe this fruitlefs grief, 

Come, like thy tender mother, feek relief, 

Think, think how vain, how fruitlefs 'tis to mourn, 

When the dear friend we weep muft ne'er return, 

Like me refort to Piety's fair charms, 

And lofe thy forrows in her gentle arms, 

There when thy pen five foul fhall feek relief, 

Thou'lt find the healing balm for all thy grief, 

And there thou'lt find that .. we fhould meekly ~Il 

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 fprings to fight, 

While all diforder'd feem its trees and flow'rs, 

Man-'d by the preifure of the new fall'n :fhow'rs, 

Thus when Materna's voice, with fweet controul .. 

Still'd the fierce tempefr in Conftantia's foul, 

Freed from the wilder whirlings of defpair, 

Straight fhe affumes a fadly tranquil air, 

And while in the deep languor finks her mind, 

Thus to Materna :fhe with fighs rejoill'd !-c­

Yes, thou [weet foothing foul, for thy kind care, 

I'll fee;;k to free I;his breal1: from foul defpair, 

Yes, . 
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Yes, at thy kind tequeft rOll ceafe to mourn, 

Tho' my lov'd dear 16ft Wolfe muft ne'er return ; 

Oh, my 10v'dWolfe, at that once charming found, 

Again my ftruggling foul's in anguifh drown'd, 

Again with keen) keen pangs, my heart is torn, 

And all my weakrefolves 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 Ham'd high in Glory's charms, 

How wouldft thou fmile in thy Conflantia's arms, 

Here thou wert yielding, mild, compliant, all, 

Mild as thou ne'er hada rous'd at Glory's call; 

But now, alas! thou'rt laid on Death's cold bier, 

And I am friendlefs; left dejeCled 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 foothe my love, 

With watchful care £lill hover o'er my head, 

And as you lov'd me living, guard me dead. 

But [inee, Materna) 'tis thy fond requeft, 

I'll feek from keener woes to free my breaft, 

Still to my God my con£lant pray'r fhall rife, 

Still will I rue him with my tears and fighs, 

'Till' he fame kind, rome pitying cherub fend, 

This poor rent foul from frenzy to defend; 

Here in this calm retreat let us ftill dwell, 

For fure fuchcal.rn befits fuch Corrow we.ll, 
Here 
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Here in this peaceful folitude let's fray, 

And weep ih mutual tears our pangs away, 
'Till by the full indulgence of Qur woes, 

We, in the lap of forrow, find repofe. 

Then, in abhorrence of detefted day, 

She to ,a dark apartment bends her way, 

There on congenial glooms to feaft her eyes, 

And pine her mournful days in endlefs fighs, 

Far from the hateful world indulge in woes, 

'Till the kind hand of Death thall bring repofe. 

Soon fage Materna, urg'll by anxious pain, 

Pm-fues Conftantia to AfHiClion's reign, 

There with kind words, with ev'ry foothing art, 

She tries to calm the anguiili. of her heart; 

Yet, while the fpcak, her own fad brows refume 

A deeply penfive melancholy gloom! 

Fl. N ,I S. 



AN 

AlCCOUNT OF THE PROCEEDINGS 

OF 'THE 

ABECEDARIAN SOCIETY 

INSTITUTED FOR THE 

RELIEF OF REDUCED SCHOOL-MASTERS, 

AND THEIR DISTRESSED FAMILIES.· 

DUBLIN, March z8th, 178~. 

I T is generally acknowleged that the educatioh of 
youth, is a profeffion no lefs honourable in itfelf than 
important to fociety, and yet it is a melancholy truth, 
that gentlemen who dedicate their lives to that arduous 
undertaking, precluded as they are from aGtive 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 refpe8:s, 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 ": 
fociety upon the principles of Chriftian benevolence, 
which by uniting i:hem toge~her might not only perpe­
tuate a good underftanding and harmony among 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 treafurer 
were elected, and a fecretary appointed to note th.eir 
proceedings; it was then unanimoufiy refolved, m-

ftead 
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Head of devoting to 'the pleafures of the table any 
fubfcription which they might be inclined' to promote, 
to apply it towards raiGng a fltnd for'the relief of re­
duced teachers and their indigent families. The. de­
fign is indifputably liberal, and if charIty and ,benevo­
lence be not merely ideal~ canhot fail of public coun­
tenance and fupport. 

With a fmall affiftance from the public and tne 
concurrence of their brethren, who are not deaf to 
humanity, or infenfible of the precarious ten'llre of 
profperity, the Abecedarian Society, on thefe princi­
ples, conceive hopes of a perinanant eftabliihment, 
and that they m'ay be enabled to purfue their charita­
ble purpofes with effect. 

The following refolutions, calculated for their fu­
ture direCtion, which will more fully explain the pur­
port and fcope of this aifqcia~ion, are now fubmitted 
to general infpeCtion---

RESOLUTIO?:S of the ABECEDARIAN SOCIETY. 

Ift. That the fociety ,{hall be conducted by four 
officers, viz. a Prefident, Treafurer, Secretary, and 
ColleCtor, who art always to be fchool-mafters, as 
upon them muft neceifarilydevolve the great labour 
and anxiety connected with the eftablifhment and 
fupport of the inftitution. 

2d.' That the oHicers !hall be afIifted by a commit­
tee of 'fixteen; twelve of -whom to be [chool-maners, 
the other four honorary members, and that thiscol11-
mittee, in conjunEl:ion with the_ 'officers, -{hall have 
pOl,ver ~o ~ake .by-laws; pr.ovided always, [uch by­
laws C01l1Clde with the true mtent and fpirit of thefe 
'conititutional regul~tions. . 

3d. That every 26th day of March, unlyfs it {hould 
fall on Sunday, being the anniverfary,of the .Society's 
infiitution, a general meetinF {hall be held and the 
oflicers and co~mit.te~ f~r th; enfuing year tilen eled­
I:(i: after YihlCh, It IS 1l1tended, the members {h:lll 

dine 
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dine tog.ether at their 0\Y\1 private expence ;, not out 
of the fund of the Soci~ty. , .. 

4th. That every member (hall pay, or caufe to be 
paid oneguillca at the time of admiilion, and, exclu­
five of the admiilion fine, half a guinea, the day of 
meeting, on, or next after the 26th 0ay of March and 
~6th'clay of September refpectively, being one guinea 
ilnnual, fubfcription to the. ufe ·Jf the inftitution only; 
in cafe of default after due notice in writing, figned by 
the prefident and iffuedby the fecretary, the defaulter, 
OIl failure. of payment by the 4th night of meeting, fub­
fequent to fuch notice, fhall forfeit all claims ,andpri­
vileges as a member of the fociety, not to be reil:ored 
but by application to the next general meeting of the 
body, and fully difchargiiig; the arreats incurred. 

5th., That thecollectot ihall account with, and pay 
into the hands of the treaflirer, every feconu night of 
meeting, whatever fum he may 'have coilected from 
the day of fettlement preceding. 

6th. That the fUin of ten {l"uineas advanced at one 
time, or within the year; JJlall

L

be confidered as a cqm­
polition for annual payments; conftitute the fubfcriber 
a member for life, and for ever afterwards entitle him 
or her to all the privileges/and, advantages of this So-
ciety. " 
'7th. That ever), perfon applying for admiilion JJ1all 

be recommended by at leaft two m~mbers, who fhall 
fignify in writing with their names fubfcribed} the can­
didate's name, char;:tCl:er, and place of abode, to be de­
livered. to the prefident and read; to the fociety duly 
afiembled; the ballot to t/ake place the meeting next 
butbne fucceeding~ *one black bean to exclude. 

"8th. That nO perf.en {hall be admitted of this body, 
unlefs as an honorary member, \'I'ho, at the time of 
propofing; has-not been an eftablifhed teacher, in a 
refpechlble and independent fitu:ltiol1 j for three years 
or upwards. 

~ This part of the Law being thought too rigorous, ha1 
-1een flllce moderated. 

oth. That 
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9th. That as the profe£ijonal members are, from 

fituation, moft likely to; be acquainted with the cha­
racters and pretenfions o( candidates for lldmiffion, th\,! 
right of baH6tirig(~xcej:>t for honorary members) {hall 
bevefted in them only. _. 

roth.' That no member or' perfon whatever, claim­
ing on the charitable f1:lnd, {hall benefit thereby, till 
fuch claimant {hall have cCl'ntributed to the fame, by 
perfonal or other fubfcription, for the fpaceof three 
years, after the date of fubfcribing; unforefeen acci­
dents and infirmity excepted. . 

I !th. That the provifion for diftrdfecl members 
{hall be detem:rined by the officers and committee, to 
be regulated according to the fituation and charaCter 
of the claimant,' am!> the fiate of the fund, which muft 
have the fan8ion of·the body at their n'ext ·general 
meeting. But in cafes of manifeft and urgent difttefs, 
fully proved to the faia' officers and committee,:the 
day of general meeting being diilant, they fbaH havy 
p0werto grant immediate relicf,'not exceeding the, 
fum of ten guineas to an' individual: and if, from 
any unforefeen caufe, different Claimants fhou,ldap­
pe'lf'in competition,' the preference {hall be given to' 

,theoldefi fuhfcriber. 
12th. That the widows and children of fuchteach.., 

ers as have been fubfcribers the ftated time,ihall be 
entitled to a fupport from this fociety~ to be'deter­
mined by circumftances, as. fet forth in the I I th re­
gulation. Thisprovifion to extend alfo to Miftteifes 
of Boatding-fchools, Tutoreffes and Governeffes inpri­
vate families~ -provided their names have been duly 
e?tered :rpon the Society'S books and their fubfcrip­
hons paJd, for the' termprefcribed~and thl1t fuch 
Miftreffes" Tutoreffes and (;overndfes in private fa­
milies, fo qual~fied,:fbal~ ?ave ,a right of voting by 
proxy, to i be 'given 111 wqtmg to a profeffionalmem­
ber onIn for'·ithe particular oecaGon fpecified; no 
member to hold more th'lll one p'roxy a.t a time;' 

FORM 
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FORM Of THE PROXY. 

my Proxy, 
day of 

I hereby ~ppoil)t A. B. School-mafier, 
to vote for me and in my name, on the 

Given under my hand this 
day.of 

Signed, c. D. 

13th. That difireffed teachers, who, for fatiffaClory 
reafons, have not been fubfcribing members, ibail nc­
verthdefs be confidered, and receive a fuit:lble ap­
pointment, provided their pretenfions correfpond wi[h 
the true meaning and fpirit of this infiitution, F0-
perly certified from their place of rdidcllce; tb:ir 
names having becn previouily regiftered in the foei­
ety's books at the inHance of two honorary members, 
who have been fubfcribers the fLiDuhted term, and 
have not' before recommended. . ... 

14th. That uihers or affiftants paying one guinea, 
\'>'hen their names (hall be. inferted in the focicty's 
books, without farther fubfcription, and producin!; 
proper certificates of their having difcharged Li,;l­
fully their refpetlive duties for the fpace of five yea~s, 
{hall be entitled to the protection and affiftance of 
this fociety, and in cafes of need receive a fuitable 
provifion. 

r 5th. That, to accommodate country as w.::II as 
city members, the foeiety {hall hold their meetili[:;s 0:< 

Saturdays anr\ Thurfdays alternately, at the Kor:J­
Exchange, or elfewhere, ~lS (hall be found moft e:ii:i­
hie;. all bufincfs to be tranf.,Cled between the hours 
of feven and-ten o'clock in the evening--nine mc::n­
bers a quorum. 

16th. That every thing refpeCting the government 
and funds of the fociet)', not particularly fpecified or 
pro;vided 'for in thefe regulations, iball be referred to 
the fociety at large, duly fummoned for the purpofe. 

17th. No p·art of the fund of the [ociety, or of the 
intereft thence accruing, except what may be necdTary 

for 
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fur [he cplltillgcnt expcnce~, as)';i,ll-rent, .fire, candks, 
pa,pcr, pl:;nti'lg, and the liJi:e",i fhallb,e, difl:ributed ,or 
encroached upcill,till it, amount t.o t~y:, [urn, of 01~t: 
'l1lOufand Pound,Sfterling, 011 the, attail}~,e~t ()f which 
a povlrci- 'is ,rc[erved, to apply the interefi:, or a. part. 
'~lcrc()f" to ~\1e purpofe of the i,~1ttitytion; to the ,e~1d 
~hat relief may n()t be too 10ngl¥,1:~4-held frorn14cr,ne­
t:effitou9,: and all furplusof intereft, fl-lbfcriptions, gq­
nations, or other fums raifed by what,mears foever, 
{hall be added to the faid tum of OneTl~ou[ang ;E'OUl:l.ds, 
and put out to the bell advantage.{ till the L1me, lqall 
;'lccumu]ate to the farther fum of One Thoufand Pounds 
f.:erling, '.vhichfaid fum ~f Five ~fho~fand Poundsfh'1u 
form ~he ~apitaI {tock qf this fociety, proQucing at 
1rl;1e prefcllt legal ra,te: of intere,ll, three hundred pounds 
rer ~llnurn, to ~he, ufes orthe inftitution, never t<;> be 
,ma11Y account diminil11ed-and this; with the grow­
ill!; f~;bL:ription5 and othe,i;'contingencies, it is hoped, 
will anf w'er the humane p,urpofes of this aJlociation. 
) 13th. Th8t the n10ney arillng frQm [ubfcript,ions,or 
from whatever [om'ce accruing, iliall be without delay 
t;li(i out on tlle purchafe of ony,' or more gov'ernmc;nt 
(lcbenmres, 0:1: other fecuritie~, eligible to th,e [oeiety, 
""hicb fhallbc ~lei)ofiterl in an 'l1'9n cheft, to be Iodgee!. 
in one of the ,banks of this city; the caflrie,r of ~he 
lihnk to hav~ one key, and three trufl:ees annually cho­
fen from the 9Prly feverally to hold a different key ,of 
the fame. N 0 tr'u(le~ oi: key-keeper to give his key.or 
receive one frani another; on, p~,nalty of expu\fion,' : 

19th. That no money ilinll 'pe diitributed by t,~e 
treafurcr, but by orderofthe fqSiety. . . 

20th. That. the prefident iliall have a difcretionary 
:ijlc,n:r to fUll1~on the fociety occafionally, and, in 
(aCes of ,emergency, tolay a fine, not exceeding half 
a erovm, on each profrf!iollal member oniy, for 110n­
.! l tcndance. ' 

SAMUEL WHYTE, :Prefident and Treafure1'. 
JOHN M'CREA, Sec-etary. 
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.'THE Abecedari<).ns, relying on the libel:al charac­

ter oUhe prefent age; I and their-'bwil evident diun.te­
r.eftednds, entertain the fuoft fa~guii1e 'eipeaat,io~is 
that'their I defigti will meet general encouragement. ,it 
is an appeal to the humanity, good [erift, candom 2lI?d 
gratitude ora gener6i.is public, in \Jeh:llf of men, ",\,rho 
devote their lives to their [ervice, and who, frorn tnje 
nature an~ univcrfality of theif labours, :lre e'rititled.t0 
attention and comfortable fupport. 'While the other 
liberal ,arts and profeffions are liniited"'~s to their ob­
jects, and circumfcribed in their operations,educi­
tion alone extends her foftering kindnefs to every l'P'­
divicimil,apd embraces, 'withDut re[erve, the whole 
community.--' To that [ource the inolt:confpicuous 
.characters are greatly indebted. for their fuperiority~ 
and all our dearefts' jnte.reftS and advantages in life 
hear teftimony of its influence; not only our tempo­
ral, but even our eternal felicitv, in ~ confider-able de­
gree, depends upon our educati~n. 'r e( howfmall * 
are the rewards of merit in this depilrtm'ti:tt', c0111pared 
with tHe benefits it difpenn:,s.w ould but a majority 
of tho fe, who experience its happy Cifeus, well con­
fider this, and open ~hei'r peneficent hands, how tr·ifl­
ing a contribution f:r0r? ~~cJi ",QuId anfwcr.the end£ 
propofed. Tho[e who ar(;~,lready, eftab1ifhed in the: 
profeflion, and enjoy the .well-earned fruits of their 
induftry, will not furely he£ittate to throw iilJneir mite. 
and young men oLibilities, iriOre Jec'en~ly engaged iH 
the arduous tafk, refle'B:ing upon the uncertainty ,of 
life' and fuccefs, will' llltilraliy find comfort in the COil­
fideratidn of· its beill'g . in thl'!ii' power" at ;a {mall an­
nual. expence, to' Idlenthe miferies to which tb.eu 
,!'ll,.'h :"_1 

f!~'~he b~ASchool Education \.;hid," c~h bep.,:ocur~d hIJon~ 
{fa,,'ds rh'e 'parent altogetl1er· i'n 'fif:y gu:neas; diiLcli [ed ill a 
courfe of yea.rs by. petty jnlillllment~,; fur the,lllolip~rt fcaTctl} 
a moiety of that fum; not an apprentict~fee to a comn;on me­
chanic, aud not One half of that, deduBlllg (he necdlary ,allot 
oertain e){pences ofJ;eni, ,uih,er,,' (.en'a.'llts, rep:;irs. &c. &c. re­
mains to ..the teacher-,-, whatan llludequ<l,lt! conflderatjon fat 
a matter of futh confc'cjl1eiJc'e! 

lNlV.eS 
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wives and children may be exp~fe,d. The few who 
.are enab.led to' bequeath, wealth to' thO'fe they leave 
behind them, will have an O'ppO'rtunityof tefl:ifying 

. their gratitude to' that profeffion in which, it wasaC-, 
quirecl, by contributing to the relief of the. families :Of 
their lefs fortunate brethren, and others not of th~ 
pmfeffion', who are benevolently difpofed, confidering 
what benefits they derived from it, will by means of 
this eflabli'hment, have it in their power to exercife 
their humanity by extending their bounty to thDf{), 
who might not unreafonably have indulged better ex­
pectations. 

If thisinflhution had been founded upori the prin­
cip!es of a Society for the benifit of Jurvivcrs, it could 
not have fully' anfwered the propofed benevolent in- . 
tentions; fO'r then it muft have had a termination, 
"..-hereas it is meant to be perpetual: or, if it had been 
forme4 upon .the general plan of Al1lJuity Companies, 
the benefits might have fallen in many cafes to wid0:W.g 
and children not in want of affiilance; and in Nhers, 
rdief could nqt have beeq proportioned to the degree 
of real diltrefs, which is the peculiar object of this 
Society. ( . . 

Shourd tbe. plan be found defeCtive in' its conilruc­
tiol!, or unfl.\itable to the magnitude pf its object, let 
that be no hindrance to the charity of the well~dif­
pofed. The p:romoters of it are not fo wedded to any 
fyilelll as to {hut their .eyes to improvement. They 
have attempted', only to lay a fou'ldation, and will 
gladly adopt.fuch me;lfures as .may render the fuper- . 
:lhuuure mOTe [ccure, complete, and permanen.t. 

o:::r Since this Account oftbe Societls Proceedings went 
t() pnfs the LORD CHIEF BARON has h01'!oul"ed it with 
the ImCiion of his AJ'.tJroblltion. His Lorc!fbip authoriftd 
tbe Priftdent t~ make 1:fe of his flame, and to declare to the 
PuMii: that be'lvill mojf heartily concur <with his brethren 
€f the fa'11/' til give it due countenance and Jupport, a's being 
utm:ccpti{;naZ,~v a lI.Jlidable and lM~eJ!ary i,:ftitution. . 




