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Sparrow, and there in the tree, by Wolfe's Monu-
ment, our summer warbler was at home. 1
presently saw, also, that our republican crow
was a British subject, and that he behaved here
more like his European brother than he does in
the States, being less wild and suspicious. On
the Plains of Abraham excellent timothy grass
was growing, and cattle were grazing. We
found a path through the meadow, and with the

ption of a very ab dant weed with a blue
flower, saw nothing new ¢t |lrlnge.—nolhing
but the steep tin roofs of the city and its frown-
ing wall and citadel. Sweeping around the far
southern horizon we could catch glimpses of
mountains that were evidently in Maine or
New Hampshire ; while twelve or fifteen miles
to the north the Laurentian ranges, dark and
formidable, arrested the eye. Quebec, or the
walled part of it, it situated on a point of land
shaped not unlike the human foot, looking
north-east, the higher and bolder side being
next the river, with the main part of the town !
on the northern slope toward the St. Charles.
Its toes are well down in the mud where this
stream joins the St. Lawrence, while the citadel
is high on the instep and commands the whole
field, The grand Battery is & little below, on
the brink of the instep, so to speak, and the
promenader looks down several hundred feet
into the tops of the chimneys of this part of the
lower town, and upon the great river i
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broken spruce forests, lics Lake St. John, te
cradle of the terrible Saguenay.

The Saguenay pushes a broad sweep of dark
blue water, down into its mightier brother, thit
is sharply defined from the deck of the steame
The two rivers seem to touch, but not to blend,
so proud and haughty is this chieftain from the
north, On’the] above Tad one
could see banks of sand left by the ancient sea
Naked rock and sterile sand are all the Tadous-
sacker has to make his garden of, so far as I ol
served, Indeed there is no soil along the So-
guenay until you get to Ha-ha Bay, and then
there is not much, and poor quality at that.

VWhat the ancient fires did not burn, the an
cient seas have washed away. 1 overheard an
English resident say to a vankee tourist,'* You
will think you are approaching the end of the
world up here.”” It certainly did suggest some-
thing apocryphal or ante-mundane—a segment
of the moon or of a cleft asteroid, matter dead
or wrecked. The world-builders must have hal
their foundry up in this neighborhood, and the
bed of this river was doubtless the chaunnel
through which the molten graniteflowed. Some
mischief loving god has let in the sea while
things were yet red-hot, and there has been a
time here. But the channel still seems filled
with water from the mid- Atlantic, cold and
blue-black, and in places between seven and

ping
by north-eastward like another Amazon. The
heel of our mi foot ds indefinitely

toward Montreal. Upon it, on a level with the
citadel, are the Plains of Abraham, It was up
its high, almost perpendicular, sides that Wolfe
clambered with his army, and stood in the rear
of his enemy one pleasant September morning
over a hundred years ago.

To the north and north-east of Quebec, and
in full view from the upper parts of the city, lies
a rich belt of agricultural country, sloping gent-
ly toward the river, and running parallel with
it for many miles, called the Beauport slopes.
The division of the land into uniform parallel-
ograms, asin France, was a marked feature, and
is so throughout the Dominion. A road ran
through the midst of it lined with trees, and

eight tt d feet deep (one and a half miles)
In fact the enormous depth of the Saguenay s
one of the wonders of physical geography. It
is as great a marvel in its way as Niagara.

It was a bright and flawless midsummer day
that we sailed down the Saguenay, and nothing
was wanting but a good excuse for being there.
The scenery culminates at Cape Eternity, where
the rocks rise sheer from the water to a height
of eighteen hundred feet. This view dwarfed
anything I had ever before seen. There is per-
haps nothing this side the Yosemite chasm
that equals it, and, emptied of its water, this
chasm would far surpass that famous cafion, as
the river here is a mile and a quarter deey.
The bald eagle nests in the niches in the preci-
pice, secure from any intrusion. Immense
blocks of the rock had fallen out, leaving aress

leading to the falls of the M y.
imagine that this section is the garden of Que-
bec. Beyond it rose the mountains, Our eyes
looked wistfully toward them, for we had de-
cided to penetrate the Canadian woods in that
direction.

One hundred and twenty-five miles from Que-
bec, as the loon flies, almost due north over un-

of shadow and clinging overhanging masses
that were a terror and fascination to the eye.
There was a great fall a few years ago, just as
the steamer had passed from under and blown
her whistle to awake the echoes. The echo
came back, and with it a part of the mountain|
that astonished more than it delighted the look
(Concluded on page 144)-




