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But it is only' a glîimpse we can ihave of old Quebec, and are again
hurried to another steamer. As wc g sea-ward, the water seenis to
grow greener, and, as we pass the beautiful fertile Isle of Orleans, it is
flot all imiagyination whichi niakes us believe %ve can sniIï the sea-air, for
%ve find tbat. thc sait water extends upl the river as far as the shores of
ibis island. Rising nearly 2000 fieî froill the river we see CapcîÉour
ment, dark, desolate and gioi.on the higliest elevation of whichi a
cross was erected in 1616, but was repiaccd by a srnall chape) inl 1870,
to wbich brothers frorn a nionaster), near by ascend to pray on every
bioly day. Then there is a succession of litge peaks, sone higbher,
soînle lower, of this pine covered L.aurentian range, with cascades and
water fails )ookiing like tiny threads of glistening silver in the d;stance,
and oniy very occasionaily a desolate looking bouse o>n somne part of
the shore more accessible than thc rest.

Grosse Isle is pointed out t0 us on our rigbî, and as we sec ha

speck of green ici the distance, nicimories corne Io us of that awful year

1,847, whien ,.ithos;tnds of einiigrants died of fever on ibis island of quar-
ainie. 'l'lie rnighty St. L.awrence bias now grown so wide that the

opiposite shore is scarcely visible. and %ve niiglit inideed be plowing the
Atlantic ocean, for the waves are hicdi and Uic wind is strong.

Baie Si. l'au)l is Our Iirst sioppingr place, the nîouiains here seern

to takze a %vide scoop inland. leaving considerable shore and a very ide

sandy beachi. Icîstead of landing on terra-firmia, Uic passengers are

lefi stranded on a high quay righit out in Uic river, and are taken to a

sandy sirilp hy sniall, loats. On ibis sand are waiting several caliches

and buck-boirds, 'vhich surely have to drive iiglit throughi the water,
for there !zeeniis no other wvay to gel to shore. Tliankfi wvas I that

fate lîad ciot decreed that îlîis %vas to be our resting place. Leaving
this bar we passed Isle aux Condres, of snîuggling faine. As soon as

we have a Catndiaiî Hardy or Crochecit %vc nîiay cNpect as fascinating

romances as that of the 99 Wýýessex T'ales " or "'Raiders,* for thiere is

-abundant store of niaterial about this river island.

And now at hast is Murray Bay (which is our abiding place for a
few wceks), beautifuhiy situaîed anioiîg thie frotvning huis.

Everyth ing charîns us liere, the quaint fishing v'illage 'vith ils wee
homses wliere Hive a few Frenchi habitants and Indians, wbio have sîail
stils to sel) their warcs ii*mêde of bircli bark aîîd grass. Winiding up

frorn there is the road heading around the bay where we corne to beau-
iiful sunîniier residenre.s, cottages and hotels, a Catholic and also an


