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The DEATH of the BRAVE

GENERAIL WOLF

£ YOME all you young men all, let nothing frighe youy

Nor your obje&ion make, nor let it delight you ;
Let not your courage fail till after trial,
Lot not your fancy move tc the firft denial,

Bad newsis come to town, bad news is carrigd ;
Bad news is whifper‘d "ound—my love is married ;
Bad news is come tostown—I fell a weeping,

They ftole away my love when I was fleeping,

¥fat down by my love thinking to enjoy her,
Itock her by the hand, not to delude her
When [ attempt to {peak my tongue doth quiver,
I dare oot {fpcak my mind whilkt I am with her.,

Here is a chain of gold, long time I've kept ir,
lere is a ring of gold, Madam. if you'll accept it 3

When you this pofy read,think on the giver,

Madam, remember me, or I'm undone for ever,

Then this brave you:h took to the ocean,

To free Aniecics ot thofe invafions :

e landel at Quebec, with all his party,
That city to atiack, being brave and hearty,

Wolt drew up his meh in a line fo pretty,
Oa the plains of Abraham, before the city :
A diltance from the town, the French did meet him,
With a double number they refoive for to beat him.

The French drew up their men for death prepared ;
In one another’s face they ftood and ftared 3

Whilit Wolf and Muatcalm together walked
Betwixt their armies, they like two brofhers talked,

‘Then each one took his place, "twas of attire,
And then this numercus hoft began their fire ;
Suidenly from his horfe fell this brave hero,
You may lameat his lofs in the wiclds of forrow.

The French began to break their ranks and dying ;
Welf feemed to revive while he lay 2 dyingemee
He rais’d up his Lead where cannons rattle,

Aud to his ar.ay faid, how goes the battle ?

xiis atd-de.camp reply’d, ’tis in our favour,

Q rebeg, and ali her pride, nothiug can fave her;
drc fallsinto our hands witis all her treafure.
¢3! thea yeply’d hrave Wolf, I dic with pleafure.
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N a mould’ring cave, a wretched retreae,
Britannia {at wafted with care ;
She wept for her Wolf, then exclaim‘d a-
gainft fate,
And gave herfelf up to defpair.
The walls of ber cell the had feulptur'd a.
round
With th’ exploits of her fav'rite fon ;
Nay, even the dult asit lay on the grou..d,
Wasengrav'd with fomedeeds he haddoue

The fire of the gods frem his chriftaline
throne,
Beheld the difconfolate dame,
And mov’d with her tears, fent Mercury
down,
And thefe were the tidings that came
* Britannia forbear nota ﬁ%h nor a tcar:
For thy Wolt o defervediy lov'd;
Thy griet thall be clang’d into tumults of
JOY,
For Wolf is not dead but remov'd,

The fons of the carth, the proud giante
of old,
Have fled from their darkfome abodes -
And {uchisthe news thatin heaven is ml:!
They are marching to war with the gnds.9
A council was held in the chamber of Juve
And this was their final decree ; ’
That Wolffhou’d be call'd to the army above
Apd the charge was entrufied to me.

¢ To the plains of Guebec with the orders [
Wolt begg'd ‘or a moments delay (lew
He cry’d, ** Ob, forbear,let me victory hear
And ther ‘: » ~ommands I'll obey.”
¢ with 2 daiic’ning Blm I encompafa’d his
eves,
and bore bim away in an urn;
Lelt tixe fondnefs he bore for his own na-
tive thore,
Jight tempt him again to reruen.”




