The Decath of General Wolf.

A SONG.
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IN a mouldering cave. a wretched retreat,
Britannia {at wafted with care :
She Wc}fwt for her Wolf, then exclaim-d againft
ate,
And gave her{clf up to defpair. :
The walls of her ce!l the had fculptur’daround
With th’ exploits of her fav'rite fon ;
Nay, even the dutit as it lay on the ground,
Was engraved with fome deeds he haddunes

—

The fire of the gods, from his chryftaline
throne,
Beheld the difconfolate dame,
ind mov¢d with hcg tears,{ent Mercury down,
And thefe were the tidings thag came : 1
¢ Britannia forhear, not a figh no#y :-ar,
For thy Wolfe {u defervedly lov¥d ;
Thy griet fhall bz chang‘d into tumults of joy
For Wolf is not dead but removed.

¢ Thefons of .the earth,the proud piants of 01/,
Have fled from their darkfome abode.

-And, fueh is the news that in heaven is told,
They are marching to war with the gods,

A council was held in rhe chamber of Juve,
And this was their final decree s

That Wolt thould be call‘d to the stmy abeve,
And the charge was eatrufted to me.

¢ To the plains of Quebec with the orders I
flew,
Wolt begg*d for a moment$s delay :
He cry<d, ¢ Oh, torbear, let me victory hear,
And thenthe commaunds I‘ll obey.’
With a dark‘ning film ITencompals<d his eyes,
Arnd bore him away in an urn ;
Left the fondnefs he bore for his own native
thore _
Might tempt him again to return)’’



