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The unfortunate HERO ;

• MA

PINDARIC ODE :

Occaſion'd b
y

the lamented Fate o
f

Viſcount George Auguſtus Howe ,

Baron o
f

Clenawley , & c .

Who was Slain in th
e

Battle near Carillon , fuly the
6th , 1758 .

I

Ilow a
re

th
e

mighty full’n ! DAVID .

Together with a
n ODE ,

ON THE

Reduction o
f LOUISBOURG ,
,

July 2
7 , 1758 .

Virg .Imprimis vererere Drum.
Qui terram 11.ertim , qui mare temperat
Pantoum , a lobus , regnaque Iriftia ,

Div : lywe , morialoſque inimas
Irpino rodit unus aqul .

Sprocenturo delenius w
e

omnia faido !

$ HORACIE
Virg .
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y

Parker and IVeyman , 1758 .
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Seuvre
E

Advertiſement .

����

' H two following Odes were compos'd on their reſpeitive Oi
caſions, merely for ib

e

Ausbor's Amuſement and the Entertain
ment o

f

b
is

Friends ; but ibeir Importunity and faucurable , nos

P
o lay partial , Judgment of them , bave induc'd him to preſent ibem

1
0 publick View , not witbout ſome Hope , ibat ibey may meet with

kind Receprion , if not by obeir intrinſick Merit , vt leaſt by their Re
lation to oboſe important and intereſting Events'wbicb gave ikem Birth :

A
s

th
e

Life o
f

Lord Howe was unſpeakably valuable , so bi
s

Dealb is , and it were aſtoniſhing if it were not , moſt ſincerely and
univerſally lamented : And indeed I know not , wberber ibe ſad C.
taſtrophe wbicb ſucceeded b

is Fall , ibo ' attended with the Loſs o
f
to

many Lives , has occaſion’d more Regret , ihan th
e

ſingle Fate o
f

ibat
illuftricus and promiſing young Hero . But th

e
Reduftior o

f Louiſ
bourg 10 bi

s

Britannick Majeſty muji needs give inexpreſible Pleaſure ,

and afford a moſt delightful Proſpect , to every one , in proportion o
's

b
e

apprebends it
s Imporiance 1
0 , and prizes ib
e

Welfare o
f , ib
e

B
ri

tiſh Colonies in America ,

11 ibis View of Tbings , and a critical Ilumour apart , the A
u .

1Bor bopes theſe Performances with a
ll

their Faults (which h
e is ig
e

noraxt o
f ) may afford a pleaſing Entertainment to bis Fellore

Subef ? s , avon as ibis Diſtance of Time ; and if so , b
e wou'd

bave been glad if bis Diſtance from th
e

Preſs , & c . bad n
o
t

prevents

e
d

their being ſomeu bat more ſeaſonable .

If ibe Charafler of Lord Howe b
e , a
s doubllefs it is , incomplet

itmilft be confonder'd ibat ibis Sketch of it was copied from the Voic

o
f

Fame ; and if any Gentlemen o
f

ibe Army or Navy Jeem to be neg;

lected , or no
t

mention's according to their Rank , in the Ode on iba

Roduction o
f Louiſbourg , I hope is will b
e imputed rather ro ik
e

Ignorance ihan ib
e Parnality , of

The AUTII O R.



The Unfortunate HERO ;

O D E.An

C

C

I.

OME, wecping Muſe, deſcend and bringThy well -known Lute, thy doleful Notes renew ,With trembling hand ſtrike each complaining String ,( Thy drooping Brows crown'd with funercal Yew )
And in ſoft plaintive Numbers fing
The bapleſs Fortune of the Brave ,
The cruel Triumphs of the Grave ,
And be the Tribute paid ,
The Tribute juſly dueTo II O WE's illuſtrious Shade :
With penſive Strains attend his Heiſe ,llis noble God - like Deeds rehcarle ,
And crown h

is Nicm'ry with a grateful Verſe .

II . Comes
Rcfering to ſome formir Compoſitions occaſioned b

y

publick Misfortnues .
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li

II .
Come a

ll y
e

gen'rous Souls that know ,

What tis to feel a patriot Woe ,

Whoſe Countries Loſſes make your Sorrows riſe ,

Whoſe Boſoins bleed when Valour dies ,

Deplore the Hero's Fate ;

And while the Muſe complains
And in funcreal Strains

Deſcribes a Loſs ſo formidably great ,

Lay ev'ry ſmiling Joy aſide ,

Let undifſembled Sorrows flow ,

And in a briny Tide
Give your ſoft Palions vent , and al

l

diſolve in Woc .III .
From diftant Lands the Hero came ,

His heart al
l

glowing with a ſacred Flame
By Britain's Genius fir'd ,

B
y

n
o

inean mercenary Hopes inſpir'd ,
Nor in purſuit o

f

Fame ;

But bent on a diſintereſted Aim ,

A noble Aim , divinely great ,

To ſave our ſinking Country from the Jaws of Fate .
Lol Be ſpontaneous leaves
The Joys o

f peaceful Life ,

To tr
y

the Chance o
f

martial Strife ,

Intrepid braves
The Winds and Waves ,

And a
ll

the Dangers o
f

the raging Main ;

Danger and Tuil in vain oppolc h
is Way ,

Our northern Regions to his View display
Their frightful Wilds in vain ;

Their frightful Wilds beheld h
im nobly darc ,

Bound forth impetuous to the War ,

Nor dread the awful Ilorrors o
f

the wild Campaign .
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IV .
Noble without a Thought of Pride ,
And great without Diſdain ,

Howe well cou'd la
y

the Pomp o
f

Life aſide

(When fo
r

Deliverance h
is Country ſigh'd )

And fare a
s meanly a
s the rural Swain ;

Tho ' bred in a
ll

the Elegance o
f

Taſte ,

Inſpir'd with martial Rage ,
Thi heroick Champion well diſdain'd
Tli ' unmanly Softneſs of the Age ,
Nor wou'd he b

e
a Gueſt

Where fulſome Lux'ry reign'd :

The Britiſh Intreſt al
l

his Care ,

His Patriot Soul

Cou'd well controul
The Appetites of youthful Blood ;

Content with Soldier's Fare ,

He livid o
n ſimple Food ,

Reſus'd the Pleaſures o
f

th
e

ſparkling Bowl ,

And quench'd h
is Thirſt in thc pure chryſtal Flood .

V.

Vice in our Army long had held
Her arbitary Reign ,

And Guilt enormous with a fouler Stain
Dchild the Martial Field .

Than crimſon Seas o
f

Blood , o
r Myriads of Slain .

Virtue , calcrtial Maid ,

Long , long conceald her Head ;

Till , Mock'd b
y

Crimes o
f

monſtrous Size ,

The bluning Goddess , forc'd to yield ,

Indignant left the guilty Field ,

And ficu , as cilt Alrea , to her native Skics .

But

wwwrite i .l
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But when kind Providence from fi
r

Callid Howe , hier Votry , to the field of War ,

There Me scram'd her forner Throne ,

Therc , in the midst o
f

Arins ,

And with peculiar Charms
The lovely Goddeſs Thone ,

And clad the fav'rite Youth in glories like her own ..

'The fav’rite Youth himſelf obey'd
The Dictates of the heav'nly Maid ,

And taught h
is Legions to confeſs her Sway ;

But Vice , infernal Monſter , ſaw
Her Empire overthrown ,

And , by hi
s

great Example fruck with Awc ,

O
r

trembling at his Frown ,
l'orlook th

e

hallow'd Camp , or Munn'd th
e

Face o
f Day .

VI .

Others cou'd plan the future War ,

' Threaten Deftruâion from afar ,

And make a mighty ſhow ;

Vainglorious count a num'rous Host ,

Oſ mere ideal Vict'rics boaſt ,

And triumph o'er the y
e
t

unconquer'd Foc :

Modeſt tho ' valiant , and tho ' youthful wiſe ,

Young Howe cou'd Mine in Council 1
0
0
;

But he had Hands as well as Voice ,

While others talk'd with mighty Noiſe ,

The active HowE was form'd to DO .

How glow'd with Love and Wonder every licait ,

Ye Sons o
f

Battle , ſa
y ,

When in each Toil he bore a Part ,

In ev'ry Danger led the Way !

How did his great Example fire cach Breaſt ,

When h
e abridg'd h
is lours of Reſt ,

And in continual Labours worricd out thc Day ! Sach

.

3

a

سن

ن
سا

ن
س
م
ة

1 /
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Such were the Warriors of the Days of o

ld ,

Such Cincinnatus , luch Camillus bold ,

And the great Scipio's role it

Ilcrocs like thiele extenlive Vengeance huila
On Rome's pertidious Foes ,

E'or Luxuries pernicious Charms
Hai ſpoil'u the Temper o

f
her Arms ;

By Thunderbolts like theſe me once ſubdu'd the World ,

VII .

And fo perhaps hadh Thou ,

If Heav'n had deign'd to ſpare
Thy uſeful Life , illuſtrious Howe !

Oblig'd Canadian Force to bow ,

And put a period to the doubtful War :

Wc fondly hop'd to ſe
e thy Sword

Deal ſudden Vengeance o
n

the Foe ,

Their meritorious Doom ,

B
y

ſome important Blow
We hop'd to ſe

e

our Rights relor'd ,

And Thoui thee living and victorious home ;

Lut ah ! our plealing Dreams are o'cr ,

Our fact'ring Proſpects a
re

n
o more ,

Our Slopes are buried in thy Grave ,

Where is the Man , lamented Howe !

Like thee to head our Army now ,

So active and ro brave ?

VIII .

But check thy paſſions , Muſe , and tell
How clos'd a Life employd ſo well ,

How brave the Hero fought and how divine h
e fell .-
-

Behold !

-duo fuimina belli
Scipiadas .
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Bchold ! with what a noble Mien ,

All animated yet ſerene,
He meets the ambuſh'd Foc !
Warm in his Countries Caure ,

And bold as the fam'd Marlbro' was ,
His Sword the ardent Warrior draws,
And aims the fatal Blow .
Intrepid lo ! he Nands ,
And firm maintains bis Ground ,

Inſpiring with new Life h
is

martial Bands ,

And ſcatt'ring Fate around ;

Till the dire Ball , aim'd with delib'rate Art ,

B
y

ſome baſe Villain guiltier than the reſt ,

Impetuous penetrates h
is

Breaſt ,

And lodges in h
is Heart :

Expiring with the Wound ,
Down links the Hero to the Ground ,

And a
s h
e

falls h
e

crics ,

Fight o
n my Ericnds , and truſt the Skics ,

“ Nor le
t

your Courage languiſh , tho ' your Leader dies ,

“ No ; lave your Country , and revenge my Death . " -...;

He can n
o

more .---Faic tops h
is

Breath ,
Eternal Slumbers ſcal his Eyes ,

His Spirit illues in a Flood o
f

Gore ,

And Blowe , the great , the good , thc valiant , is no more ,

IX .

Curſe o
n

the Wretch , that aim'd the fatal Ball !

And can y
c
, Britons , ſe
e

your Leader fall
Alone , and fall in vain ?

No ; give the Wictch the Fate h
e gave ,

Let hom nou triumph o'er the Brave ;

Bui feci just l'engcance fo
r

a
n Ilcro Nain .---

Tin
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Tis done ..
.

the righteous Skies
Forbid the riſing Boalt ,

From the ſurrounding Hoft
His Crime recoils upon his Head ,

The death ful Lead vindi &tive Aics ,

Quick Nops his guilty Breath ,

Avenges Howe's untimely Death ,

And down the Villain drops , to wait upon h
is

Shade .

X.
But Thec , dear Youth , long ſhall thy Country mourn ,

With grateful Tears bedew thy Duft ,

And future Ages , to thy Mem'ry jult ,
Shali dicis with Glory thy diſtinguiſh'd Urn :

Long a
s

theſe Regions know th ' inſulting Gaul ,

America thull till deplore thy Fall ;

And whilc th ' hiſtoric Page
Tranſmits to cach ſucceeding Age

B ---------- ' s Diſgrace and A ...------ o's Shame , y
To future Times ,

And diftant Clinics ,

Lout Thall reſound thy Name ,

And Chine with Honour in the Rolls of Fame .

S in th
e

Advertisement , in the 19th Line , read , (ubicb be is not ignorant D.

Ast :
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An O DE,
On th

e

Surrender o
f Louiſbourg , July 27 , 1738 .

T'S

ن
ف
س
ه

دملا
� I.

IS done , tis done ,

The Day is won ,

A
l

length the deſtin'd Blow is giv'n ;

Tho ' long our Wocs ,
And Atrong our foes ,

Our Cauſe is ftill the Care o
f Heav'n .

II .
What tho ' the Field
Oft law u

s yield ,

The Palm to the victorious Foc ,

And tell - cale Fame
Reveald our Shame ,

When Waves can roll o
r Winds can blow } '

III .

Our ardent Crics
Have reach'd the Skies

,

And gracious Heav'n a
c length repays

Sur martial Toils ,

Propitious ſmiles ,

And bids u
s hope for happier Days .

IV .

Ye Sons o
f

Pride ! .

No more deride ,

Nor vainly glory in your Towr's

; i

For toyour Woe

,

Ye Vaunters know ,

Your boasted Liuijbourg is ours :

V.
Yc Slaves forbear ,

Nor longer dare ,

With your bold Taunts inſult the Brave

; Hear



1

(
Hear to your Shame ,
The Voice of Fame,
Franır in her turn has led the Grave .

VI.
No more forlorn ,
Ye Britems , mourn

No more regree our late Alarms ;
In sprighely Strains ,

Ye jovial Swains ,
Now fing th

e

Power o
f Britis Arms ,

VII .
No more , no more ,

A
s

heretofore ,

Shall Gallia uncontrould defroy ;
Then wipe your Tears ,

Dilmiſs your Fears ,

And give your ſmiling Country Joy .

VIII .

With Heart and Voice ,

Let a
ll

rejoice ,

And ev'ry loyal British Tongue

In Concert join

le
s

Shours with mine ,

And a
id the Triumphs o
f my Song

IX .

In thankful Lays ,

Firstling h
is

l'raire ,

Who deigns to make our Land h
is care ,

Whole Breath inspires
Heroick Fires ,

The Lord of Horts the God o
f War .

X.
Ile fires the al
Which Patriots feal ,

'Tis H
e

that makes our Sages wilc ;

Pirt lects the flame ,

l'urlues his Aim ,

And acts thc Counsels o
f

the Skicó .

XI .

Britons e
is lle

That rules the Sca ,

Ilc bids it
s raging Bilio.'s riſc :

At
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At his Controul ,
They ceale to roll ,

And a
ll th
e

mighey Tumult dies .

XII .

His fovereign Sway
The Winds obey

That ſweeps along the walry Walle ;

He hills your Sails
With Southern Gales ,

Or ſends the furious Northern Blast ,

XIII .

The Windo , his Slaves ,

Acroſs the Waves
Well waft our mighty Squadrons o'er ;

Secure they (weep
The faithleſs Deep ,

Hnd scach a
t length th
e

hoſtile Shore .

XIV .

Sale in his Care ,
Our Navy there

Rides oue the Siege in folemn State ;

While Frunir , in paint ,
Alrempis in vain

To ſave her Louiſbourg from Fate .
XV .

In vain Me righs ,

In vain Me tries ,

B
y

Force to ward the dire Alarms ;

By Heav'n detain'd
The Fleet ordain's

To check the Progreſs of our Arms ;

XVI .

Bue ours is ſeen ,

Like Neptune's Queen ,

The Sovieign Miftrets of the Flood :

Nor brunir can brave ,

Nor Tempelts ſave ,

The Fleet chai bualls a Guardian -God .

XVII .

Each martial Band

H
e guards to land ,

And fucs amid the wild uproar ;

1
1

O'er
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O'er dalhing Waves ,
And gaping Gruves ,

Fearleſs they climb the rocky Shorts
XVIII .

The roaring Main,
And Rocks in vain ,

lo all their dreadful Horrors rires
In vain our Foes
Preſume t'oppoſe

The Heav'n -direcied Enterpriſe ,
XIX .

Divinely le
d ,

Our Soldiers thed
Fear and Confuſion o

n

the Foe ;
Amaz'd they yield ,

Or quit the Field ,

And trembling dread th'impending Blow :
XX .

The Blow a
t

Length ,

To Gallic Strength ,

B
y

Britain's awful Thunder giv'n ,

' Th ' important Blow ,

For which we owe
Sincerelt Thanks t'indulgenc Heav'n .

XXI .

Then Briton's join
The Work divine ,

Come and addreſs the Pow'r ſupreme

In humble Lays ,

Your Voices raiſe ,

And thout loud Honours to his Name :

XXII .

Nor le
t

your Tongues

In thoughtleſs Songs
Prefer a lifeleſs Sacrifice ;

From Hearts o
n

Fire ,

Let Thanks aſpire ,

Like Clouds of Incenſe to the Skies .

XXIII .

“ Almighty Lord ! •

" Thy conq'ring Sword

" Has glorious but tremendous Charms ;

: lid . Exod . xv . " 19 .

" What
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« What Mortal dare
u With THEE compare ?

« How dreadful is a God 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 th

e

dread avenging Blow :

XXV .

& Or Fleet or Hoft
“ We dare not boaſt

« Lord we confeſs the Work divine :

« Thee we adore ;

« For ſov'reign Pow's

" Thine is , and be the Glory Thinc
XXVI .

Nor muft my Song
Forgetful wrong

Our Chiefs , thoſe mighty Bolts of War ,

The Thund'rer choſe ,

To dalh our Focs ,

And ſave the People o
f

his Care .

XXVII .

By Martial Skill ,

And prudent Zeal , +

AMHIRST has earn'd immortal Fame ;

Let Glory thed
On Buscawen's Head ,

Such Rayı as grace the Hero's Nanie .

XXVIII .

Be WOLFL renown'd ;

Be LAWRENCE crown'd ,

And WHITMORE with deſerv'd applauſe ;

Let HARDY Thine

In Britain's Line ,

And a
ll grow great in Britain's Cauſe .

+ Urus q
u
i

nobis cunitendo refliruis R
e
m
.

L.
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XXIX :
Bold Sons of War !
Who nobly dare

Inſulting Gallu's bold Alarm ,

Ai length repay ,
And wipe away

• Diſhonour calt on Britiſh Arms :
XXX .

Thro ' ev'ry Age,
Thi hiltoric Page

Their Deeds with Honour thall rehearle ,
And Bards unborn
Shall well adorn

Their Names embalm'd in lofty Verſe .
XXXI .

Mean while , ye Swains
On Brisigh Plains,

Their Praite in rural Songs begin
Attend ye Fair ,
The Wreaths prepare ,

And dreſs their Brows in living Green .
XXXII .

Let Heav'n's kind Smiles ,
And Galla . Spoils,

Your thanktul Thoughts and Tongues employs
Devoutly say,
Thoſe Spoils ſurvey ,

Britons, and give a Loote to Joy .
XXXIII .

Lee Cannons roar
From Shore to Shore ,

Heav'ns guardian Pow'r aloud proclaim ,
With awful Voice ,
Expreſs our Joys,

And far rcfound each Hero's Name :
XXXIV .

Let Gallia hear ,
Canadia fear ,

And lavage Nations dare no moreTempt Britain's Stroke ;
But own her Yoke ,

And trembling Britain's GOD adore .
F ! N IS .
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