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Source of Pleafure for Britous, is foon marred with Bitterne(s. Bri-
tons fee, with Sorrow painted o their down-caft Faees, théir General
breathing his laft ; they count ovet, with Regret, his Horourable
Wounds ; and while they bathe them with their Tears, they canmot
help thinking, that, that Vitory muft be ineftimable, which required
. for its Purchafe the Blood of fo great and fo good a General!

Lo! Triumphs weré not wanting, to declare the Importance of
our Conqueft. They were not, indeed, thofe Triumphs that dazzle
- the Sight, by the Splendor of an external folemn Pomp ;.but they
were Triumphs in the Heart of every tru¢ Brston, and every fincere
Wither to the Welfare of his Country. Our North American Colo-
nies had long experienced all the Incofiveniencies of a more than
troublefome Neighbourhood ; they. were  delivered up, by an en-
croaching and rapacious Enemy, to the Incurfions and Depredations
of the moft barbarous Savages : Let us draw a Veil over the Treat-
ment they received, over the uncommon Cruelties exercifed upon
them ; Humanity cannot ftand the Shock of a bare Reprefentation !
What muft be their Thoughts when the welcome News came to
them of the Conqueft of Quebec 2 All their Fears were diffipated ;
the certain Hopes of future Peace and Security fmiled upon them ; .
every Breaft glowed with Triumph. .. Britain, a fond Parent, felt
the warm Emotions of the dear Children the had nurtured and edu-
cated with fo much Care. "How 'deeply was fthe;. fome Titne ago,
dffliGed to learn their Diftrefs ¥ She rode o the rapid Wings of
. Tendernefs to their Relief ; her potent Arm raifed them up ; it bade
them follow to the Revenge ‘of Battle ; aridynow fhe exults with
them in Triumph. O great and glorious Triumph, how magnificent
wouldft thou have been, ‘were the Tridthphs of mortal Man, pure,
unfullied, and unmixed ! Thy Brightnefs i§ obfcured, thy Beauties
fade, thy Gaiety grows fullen, when the RefleGtion farts upon us,
difmal and doleful Reflection I proclaiming aloud, that WoLFE is;
dead ; Worre ! that valiant Captain, whofe aufpicious Conduct is
the Caufe of all our Triumph. Then, O'then, the Eye is feen to
mourn ;- the Countenance i vain recals its Sprightlinefs ; nay, the
whole Body, to fhew it fympathifes with™ the fincere Regret of
the Mind, would willingly* clothe itfelf with a Garb exprefiive of
Sorrow ! o
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