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" Never slmll I forpfot tliat filiort voyajjjo froni^G rosso

Twlo to Quebec. Wluit wonderful cuuibinsitioiift of

bejiuty and gnindeu'r and power, at every winding of

tiiat nobl(? river

!

'' Every perception of my mind became absorbed

into the one sense of seeing, wlien, upon rounding

J^oint Levi, we cast anchor before Quebec. What a

ther "? Edinburgh! Can til Id •bscene ! uan tne world pro'luce anoi

liad been the beau ideal to me of all that was beautiful

in nature — a vision of the Northern Highlands had

haunted my drejims across the Atlantic; but all these

past recollections faded before the jf)rcseHf of Quebec.

Nature lias ransacked all our grandest elements to

form this astonishing iianorama. There, frowns the

cloud-capped mountain, and below, the cataract

fojinis and thunders ; woods and rock and river com-
bine to lend their aid in making the picture perfect,

and worthy of its Divine originator. The precipitous

hank npon which the city lies piled, reflected in

the still, deep w^'iters at its base, greatly en-

hance the romantic beauty
. of the situation. The

mellow and serene glow of the autumn day harmo-

[nized so perfectly with the solemn grandeur of the

[scene around me, and sank so silently and deeply into

|iny soul, that my spirit fell j^rostrate before it, and I

melted involuntarily into tears."

Such the poetic visions which were awakened in the

)oetic mind of the brilliant author of " Bouglilng it, in

the Bush.''''

A distinguihed French litterateur, fresl; from the


