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forests of pines, and the land was smiling with homesteads and
mapped out in fields of rich farm produce: the encroachments of
the irresistible white man had metamorphosed the country, and
almost blotted out its olden masters. Robert Wynn began to
realize the force of Hiram Holt’s patriotic declaration, “It’s the
finest country in the world !”

« And the loveliest!” he could have added, without even a saving
clause for his own old emerald isle, when they passed the western
point of the high wooded island of Orleans, and came in view of
the superb falls of Montmorenci; two hundred and fifty feet of
sheer precipice, leaped by a broad full torrent, eager to reach the
great river flowing beyond, and which seemed placidly to await the
turbulent onset. As Robert gazed, the fascination of a great water-
fall came over him like a spell. Who has not felt this beside
Lodore, or Foyers, or Torc? - Who has not found his eye mes-
merized by the falling sheet of dark polished waters, merging
into snowy spray and crowned with rainbow crest, most change- |
able, yet most unchanged ?

Thousands of years has this been going on ; you may read it in
the worn limestone layers that have been eaten through, inches in
centuries, by the impetuous stream. Thus, also, has the St. Law-
rence carved out its mile-wide bed beneath the Heights of Abraham
—the stepping-stone to Wolfe’s fame, and Canadian freedom.
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*. CHAPTER IV.
WOODEN-NESS.

PILED on the summit of Cape Diamond, and duplicated in shadow
upon the deep waters at jts base, three hundred feet below, stands
the fortress of Quebec. &mbnrgh and Ehrenbreitstein have been
used as old-world symbols to suggest its besuty and strength; but
the girdle of mighty river is wanting to the former, smd the latter




