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The people at home in their cabins were sleep-
ing,

The Curé was tucked in bis four-postad bed;
Wbila under tbe willows the riv'er was creeping

As if silant with fear of the wind overhead.

But the little dark churcb had it own congre.
gation,

The shadows that swayed on the pews and
the floor,

Whila the rafters that creaked were a choir
whose laudation

[lad an organ for bise iu tbe hurricane s
roar.

The rusty gilt cock on the flèche was the
preachar,

And scolding and grunipy bis v'oice ivas to
hear,

As hae turnad to the storin lika sorne faithful
old teacher

Who prophesias hard tbings regardless of
fear.

But the service raflactad the state cf the
weather,

For, though aach, 1 niust say, did lus part
witlu a wili

The preacher and choir spoke anfi sang alto-
gather,

Ai-d the shapes on the banches would nover
ait stiil.

Yet, thera wss the Host in the mnidst cf the
altar,

Whiere that little red curtain cf danuask was
h u ngY

The Gcd whoni King David hias praised in the
psalter,

And to whom the whoîe choir of the ages lias

aim.

But so big is tha hoart cf our God, the Life-
Givar,

That in it life's humour and pathos both
meet;

So 1 doubt flot that night in the church by the
river

The poor, old storm's service to Hinm sound-
ed swvaet.

FREDERICK GEORGE SCOTT.
Drumrnondville, Que.

RAMBLINGS ABOUT THE SOURCES 0F
CANADIAN HISTORY.

IN TIIE FOOTSTEPS OF THE FIRST
EXPLORERS.

ANNAPOLIS BASIN.

It was; a lovely morning wheu we again
set out to foilow the wandering French ad-
veuturers in their galiant attempt to astab-
lis a naw France amid the hbis and bays of
Acadia. As we went ou board the Nova
Scotia steamer that carnies passengers across
the Bay of Fundy, and througb the Basin
of Annapolis, for the amaîl sum of two
dollars, during the season, the morning was
as brigbtafnd dlean as we could deaire, and
the sail down the barbour in the fresb sea
air allowad us full opportunity to inspact
ail the iighthouses, fog-horn stations and
queer sea-faring craft we encountared on
the way. As St. John and tha high bluffs
which guard its barbour wera gradually
lost to view, and the wudening river insen-
sibly merged in the wider Bay of Fundy,
the boid New Brunswick coast, stretching
away t0 nortb and south of us, graw more
and more indistinct, while its oppoaite
naigbbour, the coast of Nova Scotia, de-
veloped, from an undniating 'oank of bine
cloud, into solid dark bis, in apparently
unbroken rank. But, as we draw still nearer,
we can discemn a siight gap in the rocky
rampart, juat as De Monts and Poutren-
court bad described it on their first expior-
ing voyage. This us wbat is prosaicaliy
toermed the, IlDigby GOnt; " otbenwise, tbe
entrance to tlo fanions Basin of Annapolis.

The narrow pass is well guarded by dark
wooded crags, with j agged, brown rocks at
their base, sornetimes bollowed into deep
caves, into whicb the waves miust surge and
roar at high tide or in a storm. But at
prescrnt tbay are lef t bare by the tide reced-
iog over tbe shingly bieach, and the sea bas
beau as calm as a mill-pond during aîl the
way across. As we enter the rocky gate-
way, the same beautiful vista breaks on our
delighted eyes that so charmed those of
Marc Lescarbot on, as it happens, this
saine twenty-saventb day of July in the
year 1604. We can easily, in imagination,
roll bacfr the three centuries that lie be-
twean ; for the grand curves of the wooded
bills remain the samne, and there is little
change even in their aspect, save the culti-
vation of the~ lover aides of the bills and
the narrow valley-ground along the shore,
with here and there a bprinkling of white
farm-houses along the hilI-sides. Near the
sontbern end of thý, lovely calm fiord lies the
pretty white town of Digby, in the shelter of
its almost overhanging ridge, amid its shady
gardens and orchards, famous for their
b'ack cherries, now ripe. Looking up the
long ampitheatre of buis from the bigh
pier of Digby, une cannot wonder at the
deligbit witb which its tranquil beauty was
described by the French voyagera. The
Isnowy wat ýr-falls " caunot indecd be des-

cribed froni the steamer, but we canuot
doulit that ainid the rocky recesses of the
wooded his there are imnn whispering
cascades. As we penetrate farther ini, the
scenery becomes more Arcadian. The bill-
side farma and the picturesque old farm-
bouses under their howery orchards give
the added toucb of pastoral cbarm to the
natural beauty of the scene, and we begin
to realiz-3 that we are realiy getting into
the famous valley of Annapolis, of wbose
ifninety miles of apple-blossoms " we have
so often heard. It bas already widened
into a good-sized valley by the time we
bave reacbed thie quaint little town of An-
tiapolis Royal, witb it's river Annapolis,
called by thp French, the Equilie, gliding
pýacefuliy ont among the meadows wherc
L9scarbot used to see the bards of moose
grazing at tbeir ease. At the pier, wbicb
is close to the railway station, wbere we
might bave taken train for Halifax, we go
ashore and turn at once to the green earth-
works wbicb plainly mark the site of au
old fort, and there we, in imagination, at
once rabuild the imposing Il hbitation " of
Port Royal, with its large banqueting.ball
into wbich the Knigbts of Champlain's
Il Ordre de Bon-temps " usad to carry, in
procession, the daily banquet for wbich they
bad at baud so varied a menu. And, as
we gazad down tha long, bIne expanea of
water, glittaring in the afternoon suni, and
tbe aye rested witb deligbt on the bold bine
peaks and capes that, closed in the distant
view, wa could easity imagine the pleasure
witb wbsch sncb loyers of the picturesqua
as Pontriru'ourt and Champlain and Lascar.
bot-must bave revelled in its ever-cbanging
beauty. Wa could recaîl, bowevar, darker
timas in the eventful history of this inter.
asting littla settlament, when the eyes of
its inhabitants anxiously seachai the lonq
stratch of sparkling waves in the hope of see-
ing at last the white sails that bore needed
sucr f rom France. We could imagine, too,
the distress of that day of doom flor Port
Royal, when Samuel Argall's privataering
vassal bore down on the unsuspactingand un-
defended post, and plundered and laid waste
at bis malicious pleasure, undar the pretext
that the French coîonists, with Da Monts

at their head, were trespaesing on the rigbts
of Hia British Majesty, baving first seilOd
the opportunity of stealing in the absence
of Poutrincourt his letters of authority
f rom the King of France.

Standing here, in the centre of 80 lunch
ill-fated struggle and endeavor, there Ssto'l
ed to rise before us the whole tragic story
of dauntless enterprise, of heroic endurance
of cruel disappointment, of renewed effort,
and final hopeless abandoniment of a cher',
ished design, wbich is but one of the ver-
ions precious memories that cluster B'
thickly around this quiet Arcadian nook
amon g the bis.

For Port Royal's subsequent histOrY,
almost as eventful as the first pages of tbe
story, must not be fQrgotten , ands a11
through it, the ligbts and shadows seetfl to
alternate as swiftly as they do on these
grand wooded bis on a day of confiict be-
tween clouds and sunshine. After po11trefl-
court had finally abandoned the lovely Spot
on which be had boped to found. his Ne'
World dominion, ha seems to have bequeatbý
ed bis rights, sucb as they wera, to yotlg
Charles La Tour, the hero of Fort 3 TOur

at St. John, whose tragic fail bas been
already alludad to. liera this chivalroIs
young noble, the flower. and hope of Acalie'
in bis day, fixed bis residence for soine tir'e
before ramoving to another stronghold near
Cape Sable, which hae named Fort Louis,
His father, wbo had 'b3come, under Engli8b
influence, a traitor to hi& French tuastert
hrougbt out two ships containing Süto
coloniats, wbom hie tried to settie at Fort
Royal, wbere, for ten years, tbey contended
witb the ravages of disease and the atteck5
of hostile Indians. The two or three sur,

vivors went over to the French) by whO0

another attempt was made to settle on the
spot. But once more, under Crofl1Well'e
ruie, an Englisb fleet sailed up the beanl
funI fiord on a mission of destruction, and

reduced the place to smoking ruis,

Charles II. restored it to its first owner>
but, in 1600, came Sir William Phipps, 'Who
forced tha old French Governor of Acadie'
to capitulate under honourable ternis o

surrender, whicb Sir William, unfortuflate'
ly for English bonour, broke, pluiidering
the place, and making M. Meneval 9
prisoner of war.

A few more dark pages were stili to be
added to a record that strongly illustrate
Ilman's inhumanity to man " wbicb bas 0O
oversbadowad the bistory of our race.A
visit from two pirate vesseas seatns to hr
completed the muin of Port Royal, afte,
wbich the French saemad to biave beenai>
lowed to retain wbat did not seeîn tO.
mucb wortb rataining. Then came exp .diý
tions from amibitions Massachusetts, Whlcb

the colonists had to resist f rom their 'o
resources as well as thay were sable, vaill
looking for belp f rom France. But, finailî'
General Nicbolson's well-equipped force$
proved too strong for thie French Genet31

Subercase, witb bis tbree hundred men, ""
after a six day's siege, when town and gar"
rison were almost rednced to starvatiool
Subercase was obliged to yield to super'or
strengtb, and New England finally 0oo

possession of one of the fairest post 0
New France, changing the name of the pB
to Annapolis Royal in honour of " 0oO
Q neen Aune."ch»

But there were still loyal Frenche
Acadia, and the old ties of friendsblP be
tween tham and the Indians were not to~
broken by the hast efforts of the Elgélib
The Frencb, in turn, again besieg3d Aot
napolis, and did alI they c ould to bar&$,'
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