
OF Q^UEBEC.

To rifing Winds the Red-crofs Banners dream,

And the bright Arms of thronging Cohorts gleam

;

The Sons of Gaul with Horror in their Eye

. Thro* fcatter*d Fogs the fudden Luftre fpy

;

Thefe from their Pofts in wild Confufion flarti

Thefe hafte the fatal Tidings to impart,

The favage Bands awake their deathfiil Yell,

And the loud Shout with hideous Difcord fwell

:

Yet e'er the Legions to clofe Combat ran

Some chofen Warriors preiV'd before the Van,

Where treacherous Shni')s proteft the fecret Stand

In dreadful Ambufh lurk th' infidious Band,

No vulgar Deaths attend their fatal Aim,

But Warrior Chiefs the Fav'rite Sons of Fame.

.1

WOLFE in the Front of Danger led the Way,

And with ftern Pleafure view*d the clofe Array,

On him their Eyes the latent Warriors bend

And leaden Deaths in hifTmg ShowVs defcend

;

His manly Arm receives the grifly Wound,

And the red Current ftreams upon the Ground

:
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