THE BATTLE OF YORK 5

Away to the east, where the St. Lawrence runs
beneath the ramparts of old Quebec, stands the
honoured monument to the two heroes who died
upon the fatal field—\Wolfe and Montealm, vietor
and vanquished, who in valour, in death, and in
fame, were not divided.

Canadian history has lavished its records upon
the surrounding neighbourhood and at “ Wolfe's
Cove” and the “ Plains of Abraham,” there is well
known historic ground.

Yet we, too, nearer home, have an eventful and
strangely parallel scene of strife.

In the neighbourhood of our city of Toronto, the
“ Humber Bay ” is our “ Wolfe’s Cove,” the “ Gar-
rison Common” our “ Plains of Abraham 75 over
them in one long day a fierce battle raged, on them
a victor died in the hour of victory.

As we pass along the westward of where the Hum-
ber Bay Degins its graceful curve there will be
found no memorial raised to do honour to whom
honour is due.

As we enter the city of Toronto, we shall find no
statue erected to the fallen, no inscription set up to
record the deeds of the eventful day, and at the Old
Fort, the culminating point of the attack, not, as
yet, any tribute paid to the memories of those
gallant defenders who fought and died in the de-
fence of York on the 27th April, 1813.

As there are no memorials, perhaps, hy recalling
the events and following the strife along the shore
and the positions successively taken by the contest-



