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THE

CONQUEST of QUEBEC.

FAREWELL ye Naiads who your Treffes lave

Where Is is rolls her unpolluted Wave,

Far ofF to Regions unexplored I fly,

To favage Nations and a frozen Sky,

Where the Laurentian Stream his copious Stores

In whitening Torrents to th' Atlantic pours,

Where never Echo his fteep Banks along

Heard the fweet Accents of a Mufe's Song,

But Shouts of barb'rous Diflbnance refound,

And Blood of Warriors bathes the reeking Ground.
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