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QÙEBEC HILL.

PART i,

SUMM ER

My Doric reed for laurels would contend,

Where fam'd Quebc's afpiring heights afcend:

The native fcenes that fcatter'(d round then lie,
Engage the mind, and charm the gazing eye;

Here, woods and waters wilds and vales confpire

To fwell the cadence of the ruflic lyre.

The lawns of Virgil, and his filvan fhade,
Tho' in the poet's choiceft colours clad,
Should here confefs defcription more fublime,

Could my weak numbers emulate the clime.

On


