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Its rocks risc like Statues, tali, s a n td fair,
And thc trees, and the Ilowcrs, and the inîointain, and air,

Witîh %vofl(lcr's sotu) near 'oti,
To sihare witli, and cheer yoiu,

Makce Paradise tlicre."

7HENEVER I read
those lines of Thos.
Davis I amn reminded

~ Iij~ of a spot on the
batiks of the St.
Lawrence, about five
miles fromn MIontreal;
and whenever 1 see
that spot I arn re-
mînded of those lines
of the " Minstrel of

Mallow." Leaving behind us the clash
and bustie, the dust and smnoke, the eter-
nial hurry and clatter of tlue commercial
metropolis, w~e emerge, tired and weary
with the strife of daily struggles, into the
almost absolute repose that seemis like
the fabled Halcyon to hover about this
delightiul place. Seated upon,,a rock and
gazing up0fl the giant sweep of the great
water below one feels a new life, while the
flood itself is an image unalterable of life.
There, of a summer evening, one mighlt
forcibly recaîl that picture in Chiateau-
briand's IlGenlus of Christianity," whcn
hie speaks of "lthe sun setting slowly in
the West, the moon rising calmly in the
East, imrnensity above us and immrrensity
below ; it wvould seemn as if the Alnighty
wvere bending over the abyss, staying the
sinking suni with one hand, raising the
trembling moon with the other, and lend-
ing, throughi ail space, an attentive car to
the suppliant voice of his creatures." Far
away to the north the bIne and distant
Laurentians fringe the horizon and inter
ningle with the clouds of hieaven ; off to
the south-east the evening star, sole one
of the celestial throng yet visible, hangs
over the h@uge head of I3eloeil -like Cole-
ridge's vision of dawn in the vale of
Chamouni. South-west rises the glitter-
ing) spire of Longucil's magnificent temple,
scîntillating in the dcparting rays, and
rising an emiblem of existence-crushing
witli its ponderous base the enmnities of
life and pointing, withi its cross-capt sum-
mit, to the regions of peace and eternal
love. Around and far aNvay, stretch fer-

tile fields, broad acres, wooded hils andi
verdant vales, dotteA with cozy cottages
or more conspictiouslv iniarked;by wealthy
homiesteads. Away dowvn the river, from
between the hamilet of Varennes and the
Chiurch of Pointe-aux-Trembles, riscs a
column of smnoke ; approaching slowly but
surely, like Israel's pillar of old, it towers
into the amber air. It is from the funnel
of an ocean steamier-iiajestically the
huge courier of the deep ascends uintil
ail its grand proportions stand out dis-
tinctly dcflned against the sky. Froin a
little distance cornes wafted on the even-
ing breeze, the refrain of the raftsman's
song, and stili more sweetly fails the toli
of the Angelus front the silver-like bell of
Boucherville's pretty church. \Vell mighit
Moore have sung of this scene:

1I kne% by the snioke Oint so gracefuilly cturlFd,
Above Uic ta)) chins thiat a cottage wvas licar
And 1 thouight, if îtcrc's pence to bc foutnd iii this

wor]l1,
For theclicart that is humlide, it mircly :s litre

Although the ubiquitous genius of pi-o-
gressive civilization-as modemns caîl it-
lias not yet marred the scene nor disturbed
its hioly repose, still the angel of Christian
charity hias spread its wvings over the place
and beneath their shelter a glorious insti-
tution lias sprung into existence-an in-
stitution destined some day - with proper
encouragenient-to prove a boon to the
country and a source of blessings to its in-
habitants. There are sorte whose ideas oi
civilizat-4on are identical with carnets and
cut glass, fine masonry and the steami-
engine ; but there is anothier standard
more lasting whereby the tluoughitful
mecasure the strides of a nation's advance-
ment. Along the highiway of progress
the institutions, educational, charitable
and religions, are the miilestones that in-
dicatc the niarch of progress. It is a peo-
pie's duty to prc.ýerve and guard themi
where they are to bc fonnd, and to estab-
lish and foster themi wliere the field is yet
unoccupied.


