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devoted to their father whose snowy white hair was 
like a crown of silver. They loved to hear the old 
tales, and fired with resentment when the lilies of 
France had to give way to the flag of England.

“But they will never do it again,” Robert Destour- 
nier would exclaim, with flashing eyes.

But they did almost a century later. Robert was 
not there to strike a useless blow for his beloved land. 
That belongs to the story of a newer Quebec, and now 
all the romances are gathered up into history.

In the autumn of 1635 the brave, beloved Champlain 
passed away in the heart of the city that had been his 
love, his ambition, his life-dream. The explorer, the 
crusader, the sharer of toils and battles, his story is one 
of the knightly romances of that period, and his name 
is enshrined with that of old Quebec. Other heroes 
were to come, other battles to be fought, much work 
for priest and civilian, but this is the simplest, the 
bravest of them all, for its mighty work was done at 
great odds.

To-day you find the Citadel, the old French fort, 
but the wharves and docks run out in the river, 
and there are steamboats, instead of canoes. There is 
the Market Place and the City Hall, the Grande Allée 
St. Louis Place and Gate, the crowded business-point, 
with its ferries, the great Louise basin and embank
ment. The city runs out to St. Charles river, and 
stretches on and on until you reach the Convent of 
the Sacred Heart. There are still the upper and the


