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The unfortunate HERO ;

- ’:‘. './A

 PINDARIC ODE.

Occafion’d by the lamented Fate of

-

Vifcount George Augufus Hove,
Baron of Clenawley, &c. .

Who was Slain in the Battle near Carilln, Tuly the
6th, 1758. °

.

Iew are the mighty full'n) Davip.
- :
Together with an ODE, * -
. .
ON THE e
Redu@ion of LOUISBOURG,
July 27, 1758. .
= - m— ——p ¥
Impr:m:s wererare Deum. v Vize.
Qui terram inertrm, qui mare temperat
Fentojum, et Urbes, regnague triflia, *
Div:fyue, mortaleGue turmas
Irpirss regit wnus agul. Honracsi -
A6 aenturo letentur ut omuig felo ! Vise.

NEW-YORK: Printed by Parkdr and Weyman, 1758, |
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Q‘?-, Advertifement,

. H E two following Odes were compos’d on their refpeFive Oc-
caficns, marely for the Autbor’s Amufernent and the Entertain- -
ment of bis Friends ; but their Importunity and favcurable, not

19 fay partial, Fudgment of them, bave induc’d bim to prefemt them
S 10 publick View, nst witbout fome Hepe, that they may meet with
' kind Reception, if mot by their imtrinfick Nrit, gt leaff by their Ke-
L .. lation to thofeimportant and interefting Events'v:bich gave them Birth.
' As the Life of Lord Howe was wnfpeakably valuable, [o bis
Death is, and it were aftonifbing if it were not, moft fincerely ard
univerfally lamensed :  And indeed I know not, whetber the fad Ca-
1afiropbe wkich fucceeded bis Fall, 1ho’ attended with the Lofs of fo .
vaany Lives, has occafion’d more Regret, than the fingle Fate of that i
. slluftricus and premfing young Hero. But the Redullior of Louif-
Cne” bourg to bis Britannick Majefty mujt needs give inexpreffible Pleafure,
and afford a moft delightful Profpell, to every one, in propirtion rs
) be apprebends its Importance to, and prizes tbe IWefare of, the Bri-
-~ tith Colonies i5 America,
IR this View of Things, and a critical Iumour apart, the Aue
18or bopes thefe Performances with all their Faults (wbich be is ig=

. norast of ) may afford a pleafing Entertainment to  bis Icllow

‘ Subjes, evem ast this Diftance of Time 3 and if fo, be weu'd

.. gave been glad if bis Diftance frem tbe Prefs, &c. bad not prevent=

roo. o ¢d their being [imewbat more feafonable, &

L If the Charatler of Lord Flowe be, as doubtlefs it is, incomPle"

it muf ke confider’d that this Sketch of it was copied frons the Veic ’
: of Fame ; and if any Gentiemen of the Army or Nay feem to be neg
lected, or not mention'd according to their Rank, in the Ode on th
. Reduition of Louithourg, 1 hope it will be imputed rather to il
o Ignorance than the Parnality, of

[ %

|
Tbe AU TN OR. |

"!',"3."-‘.'f,",,,'.',’fcf“'k.,-?/.,-.‘?l o 0 0 T, T T T TN 0

) MY DAt i DRabTNES y G ; SAIRAN ."1"'."7.’!'\%;",.“,"$
Yoot vt et Ul Y Y BE U T N et Yl Ten it gt s Yeat v s Vet 7S !
|

Google



L Y e o RS TA,

SR M
XA B
.

The Unfortunate HE R O;

An O D E.
(, " | ‘{'

OME, weeping Mufe, defcend and brin
Thy well-known Lute, thy doleful Notes rencw,™
With trembling hand ftrike each complaining String,

(Thy drooping Brows crown'd with funercal Yew)
And in f(oft plaintive Numbers fing

The haplefs Fortune of the Brave, (
The cruel Triumphs of the Giave,
And be the ‘Lribute paid,
The Tribute Juftly due
To HHOW E'% illuftrious Shade :
With penfive Strains attend his Heife,
s noble God-like Deeds rehcarfe,
Aad crown his Mem'ry with a grateful Verfe.

1I. Come

¥ Refering to foms form:r Compofitiors ozcafioned by publick Misfortnues.
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IL
Come all ye gen’rous Souls that know,
What tis to feel a patriot Woe,
Whofe Countries Lofles make your Sorrows rife,
Whofe Bofoms bleed when Valour dies,
Deplore the Hero's Fate ;
And while the Mufe complains
And in funcreal Strains
Defcribes a Lofs {o formidably great,
Lay ev'ry fmiling Joy afide,
Let undiffembled Sorrows flow,
And in a briny Tide
Give your foft Paflions vent, and all difulve in Woe,
111.
From diftant Lands the Hero came,
His hcart all glowing with a facred Flame
By Britain’s Genius fir'd,
By no imean mercenary Hopes infpir'd,
Nor in purfuit of Fame ;
But bent on a difintercfted Aim,
A noble Aim, divinely great,
To fave our finking Country from the Jaws of Iate,
Lol He fpontancous leaves
The Joys of peaceful Life,
To try the Chance of martial Strife,
Intrepid braves
The Winds and Waves,
And all the Dangers ot the raging Main ;
Danger and Toil in vain oppofe his Way,
Our rorthern Regions to his View difplay
Thar frightful Wilds in vain ;
Their frightful Wilds beheld him nobly dare,
Bound forth impetuous to the War,
INor dread the awful Horror;s of the wild Campaign,
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1v.
Noble without a Thought of Pride,
And great without Difdain,
Howr well cou'd lay the Pomp of Life afide
(When for Deliverance his Country figh'd)
And farc as mcanly as the rural Swain;
‘Tho' bred in all the Elegance of Tafte,
Infpird with martiaf Rage,
Th' heroick Champion well difdain’d
Th unm.mly Softnefs of the Age,
Nor wou'd he be a Guett
Where fulfome Lux’ry reign'd :
The Britiy/h Int'reft all his Care,
His Pattiot Soul
Cou’'d well controul
The Appetites of youthful Blood ;
Content with Soldier’s Fare,
He liv'd on fimple Food,
Refus'd the Pleafures of the fparklmg Bowl,
And quench'd his Thirt in the pure chryftal Flood.
V.
Vice in our Army long had held
Her arbitary Reign,
And Guilt enormous with a fouler Stain
Dchl'd the Martial Field.
Than crimfon Seas of Blood, or Myriads of Slain.
Virtue, caleftial Maid,
Long, long conceal’d her Head ;
Till, fhock'd by Crimes of monftrous Sizc,
T hc bluthing Goddefs, forc'd to yield,
Indiznant left the guilty Field,
And ﬂld as ctft Alrea, to her native Skics,
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e .. But when kind Providence from far
-€all'd Hows, her Vot'ry,. to the Field of War, f
& There fhe 1efam’d her former Throne, ;
. There, in the midft of Arme, 3
-~ . And with peculiar Charms
The lovely Goddefs fhone,
« And clad the fav'rite Youth in glories like her own.,
‘The fav’rite Youth himfelf obey'd .
" The DiQates of the heav'nly Maid,
- And taught his Legions to confcfs her Sway ;
But Vice, infernal Monfter, faw
. Her Empire overthrown,
And, by his great Example ftruck with Awe,
Or trembling at his Frown,
Torfook the hallow'd Camp, or thunn'd the Face of Day.
VL.
Others cou'd plan the future War, L
‘Threaten Deftru@ion from afar, |
And make s mighty fhow ;
Vainglorious céunt a num’rous Hoft,
Of mere ideal Vi&t'ries boaft,
‘And triomph_o'er the yet unconquer’d Foe :
Modeft tho’ valiant, and tho’ youthful wife,
Young Howe cou'd fhine in Council too ;
But he had MHands as well as Voice,
While others talk’'d with mighty Noife,
The ative Howe was form'd to DO.
How glow'd with Loveand Wonder every Heait,
Ye Sons of Battle, fay,
When in each Toil he bore a Part,
In ev'ry Danger led the Way !
“ How did his greac Example fire cach Breatft, .
. When he abridg’d his Hours of Reft, |
< And in cortinual Labours worricd out the Day! Such

~ |
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Cach were the Warriors of the Days of old, )
Such Concirnatus, fuch Camillus bold, v
And the great Scipio’s rofe ;4 ﬁ
Ilcroes like thefe extenfive Vengeance hurl'd
On Rome's pertidious Foes, !
E’er Luxurics pernicious Charms '
Had fpoil’d the Temper of her Arms ;
By ‘Thunderbolts like thele fhe once fubdu'd the World.
VIIL,
And fo perhaps hadft Thou,
If Heav'n hngdclgnd to fpare ’
Thy ufeful Life, illuftrious Howl!
Oblig'd Canadian Force to bow, \
And put a period to the doubtful War : 4
We fondly hop'd to fec thy Sword
Dcal fudden Vengcance on the Foe,
Their meritorious Doom,
By fome important Blow
We hop'd to fee our Rights reftor'd,
Anl thout thee living and vitorious home ;
But ah! our pleafing Dreams are o'er,
Our flatt'ring Brofpcas are no more,
Our Hopes are buricd in thy Grave, M
Where is the Man, lamented Howe!
Like thee to head our Army now,
So a&ive and fo brave ?
VIIIL.
But check thy paffions, Mufe, and tell
How clos'd a Life employ'd fo well,
How brave the Hero fought and how divine he fell.--
Bchold! \

- - -
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Bchold ! with what s noble Micen,
All animated yet ferene,
He meets the ambufh'd Foe!
Warm in his Countries Caufe,
~ And bold as the fam'd Marlbro' was,
His Sword the ardent Warrior draws,
And aims the fatal Blow.
Intrepid lo! he ftands,
And firm maintains his Ground,
Infpiring with new Life his martial Bands,
Aand fcatt’'ring Fate around
Till the dire Ball, sim'd with delib’rate Are,
By fome bafe Villain guiltier than the reft,
Impetuous penetrates his Breaft,
And lodges in his Heart :
Expiring with the Wound,
Down finks the Hero to the Ground,
And as he falls he cries,
* Fight on my Eriends, and truft the Skies,
“ Nor let your Courage languifh, tho’ your Leader dies
* No; fave your Country, and revenge my Death."--..
He can no more.---Fate ftops his Breath,
Eternal Slumbers feal his Eyes,
His Spirit ifTues in a Flood of Gore,
And Howe, the great, the good, the valiant, is no more,
IX.
Curfe on the Wretch, that aim'd the fatal Ball |
And can ye, Britons, fee your Leader fall
Alone, and fall in vain?
No; giwe the Wictch the Fate he gave,
Let bum not triumph o'er the Brave ;
Dut fecl jut Vengeance for an Hero flain.----
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Tis done---the righteous Skies -
Forbid the rifing Boaft,
From the furrounding Hoft
His Crime recoils upon his Head,
The deathful Lead vindi@ive flics,
Quick ftops his guilty Breath,
Avenges Howe's untimely Death, ' }
And down the Villain drops, to wait upon his Shade,
X.
But Thee, dear Youth, long (halt thy Country mourn,
With grateful Tears bedew thy Dutt,
And future Ages, to thy Mem'ry juft,
Shali dic’s with Glory (Ky dittinguith'd Uen:
Long as thefc Regions know th' infulting Gaul,
America fhall (il deplore thy Fall ;
And while th’ hiftoric Page
Tranfmits to each fucceeding Age
B-eoeeoeooe 's Difgracc and A---eeeeeee's Shame, ¥
To futurc Times,
And diftant Climes,
Loud fhall refound thy Name,
And thine with Honour in the Rolls of Fame.

N In the Adrertiicment, is the 1th Lise, read, (wbich be is not igeerent of)
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An O DE,

“On the Surrender of Louifbourg, July 27, 1758.

~

I

IS done, tis done,
The Day is won,
At length the deftin'd Blow is giv'n ;
‘J'ho’ long our Woes,
And ftrong eur Focs,
Our Caufe is ftill the Care of Heav'n,
11.
Wrtat tho’ the Field
Oft faw us yield,
T'he Pa!m to the victorious Foe,
And tell-tale Yame
Reveal'd our Shame,
When Waves can roll or Winds can blow V'

Our ardent Cries
Have rcach'd the Skies,

And gracious Heav’n at length repays
Our martial Toils, .
Propitious fmiles,

And bids us hope for halp‘;;ier Days.
Ye Sons of Pride !

. No more deride,

Nor vainly glory in your Towr's )

) For to your Woe,
Ye Vaunters know,

Your boafted Leui/bourg is ours:
Ye Slaves forbear,
Nor longer dare,

Google
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Hear to your Shame,
The Vouice of Fame,
8 Fran.e in hes turn has fed the Grave,
: VI
No more forlorn,
Ye Dritens, mourn
No morc regret our late Alarms
In tprightly Strains,
Ye jovial Swamns,
Now fin; the Power of Briti® Arms.
Vil
No more, no more,
As heretolore,
Shall Galha uncontroul'd deflroy
T'hen wipe your ears,
IDitmufs your Fears,
And give your fmiling Country Joy.
L4

. e e

-l o

With Heart and Voice,
Let all rejorce, ‘e
And ev'ry loya{ Briuh Tonzue
In Concert join ’
Its Shouts with mine,
And aid the T'riunphs of my Sony.
In thanlfy! Laye,
Fuf fing his I'radfe,
Who deigns 1o make our Land his Care,
Whote Breath infpires
Heronk Fares,
The Lord of Hetts the Gon of War,
X.
He firee the Zcal
Which Patriots feal,
*Tis He that makes our Sages wife;
Pirr teels the Flame,
Purfues his Aim,
And aéls the Countels of the Skics,
Xl1.
Brit:ns tis He .
T'hat rules the Sea
He bids sts ragirg Bitlows rile

e T P P e )
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At his Controul,
T'hey ccafe to roll,
And all the mighty T'umult dies,
' XI1L.
His fovereign Sway
‘The Winds obey
That fweeps along the watry Wafle ;
He hils your Sails
With Southern Gales,
O1 fends the furious Northern Blaft,
XIII.
The Winds, his Slaves,
Acrofs the Waves
Well waft our mighty Squadions o’er 3
Secure they (weep
‘The faithlefs Deep,
Hnd 1cach at length the hoftile Shore.
XI1V.
Safe in his Care,
, Our Navy there
Rides out the Sicge in folemn State )
While Frun.e, in pain,
Attempts an vain
To fave her Lowisbourg from Fate.
XV.

In vain fhe fighs,
In vain fhe tries,
By Force to ward the dice Alarms;
By Heav'n detain’d
I'he Flect ordain'd
To check the Progrefs of our Arms
XVI.
But ours is feen,
Like Neptune's Queen,
The Soviregn Miftrefs of the Flood :
Nor Frunce can brave,
Nor Tempefts ftave,
The Lieet that buafts a Guardian-Ged.
XVIil.
Fach martial Band
He guards to land,
And fucy anud the wild vproar; .
O'er

-r
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O'er dathing Waves, d
And gaping: Graves,
Fearles shey chimb the rocky Shore y
XVIl.
The roaring Main, ~
And Rocks in vain,
Ia all their dreadful Horrors rife s
In vain our Foes
Prefume t'oppofe
The Heav'n-direéled Enterprife;
IX.
Divinely led,
Our Soldiers fhed
Fear and Confufion on the Foe
Amaz’'d they yield,
Or quit the Field,
And trembling dread th'impending Blow:
XX

The Blow at Length,
To Galiic Suenglh.
By Britain’s awful Thunder giv'n,
‘Th' important Blow,
For which we owe
Sincercft Thanke t'indulgent Heav'n.
xi L ]
Then Briten's foin
The Work divine,
Come and addrefs the Pow’r fupreme
In humble Lays,
Your Voices nife,
And fhout loud Honours to his Name:
XXII.
Nor let your Tongues
In thoughtlefs Songs
Prefer a lifelefs Sacrifice ;
From Hearts on Fire,
Let Thanks afpire,
Like Clouds of Incenfe to the Skies,
XXIII.
¢ Almighty Lotd ! ®
¢ Thy conq'ring Sword
“ Has glorious but tremendous Charms; « Wha

8 Fid. Exod. xv, jememtg.
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“ What Mortal dare
“ With Tuzs compare?
® How dreadful is a Gobp in Arms).
- XXIV.
¢ What Arm but Thine,
¢ Thou Pow'r Divine!
% Cou'd humble thus the haughty Foe ?
¢ . “ Thy Arm we own ) ‘
: . “ Thy Arm alone
(. @ Could deal the dread svenging Blow:
. Xxv. -
! o« Of Fleet or Hoft
; . « We dare not boaft
® Lord we confels the Work divine :
g “ Thee we adore
 For fov'reiﬂ Pow’s
¢ Thine is j and be the Glory Thine,—

XXVI.
’ : Nor muft my Song
s Forgetful wron
“« Our Chiefs, thofe mighty Bolts of War,
‘ The Thund'rer chofe,

To dath our Foes,
And fave the People of his Care.
' XXVII.
! By Martial Skill,
And prudent Zeal, ¢
AxHERST has earn'd immortal Fame;
Let Glory fhed
On Boscawen’'s Head,
Such Rays as grace the Hero's Nanse.
XXVIIL
Be WoLrs renown'd;
Be LAawgrzxnce crown'd,
, And WHiTmore with deferv’d applaufe;
Let Harpy fhine
In Britain's Line,
And all grow great in Britain's Caule,

4 Urss gui mbis cunflands reflituis Rem,
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XXIX- .
Bold Sons of War!
Who nably dare
Infulting Gall's bold Alarme
At length repay,
And wipc away J
¢ Dithonour calt on Britip Arms ¢
XXX. . .
Thro' ev'ry Age,
Th' hiftonc Page .
Their Decds with Honour fhall rehearfeqy ,
And Baids unborn ‘
Shall well adorn .
Their Names embalm'd in lofty Verfe.
’ XXXI,
Mean while, ye Swains
On Briup Plans, )
Their Praife in rural Songs beginy
Attend ye Fair,
The Wreaths prepare, &'
And drefs their Brows in living Greens )
’ XXXII. :
Let Heav'n’s kind Smiles, .
And Guilic Spoils, s
Your thankiul T'houghts and Tongues employgy : -t
Devoutly gay,
Thofe Spoils furvey,
Britens, and give a Loute to Joy. ' )
XXXIIL. .
Let Cannons roar '
From Shore 1o Shore,
Heav’'ns guardian Pow'r aloud proclaim,
Witﬁ awful Voice,
Exprefs our Jeys,
And far refound each Hero's Name:
XXXI1V,
Let Gallia hear,
Canadia fear,
And favage Nations dare no more
Tempt Britain's Stroke;
But own her Yoke,
And trembling Britein's GO D adors.
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