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of being regarded as a display or a competitor for public honours
with a hockey player pr a lacrosse champion. May the dignity
associated with great deeds be remembered when Lord Roberts cornes
to Ontario's capital.

A DAY IN QUEBEC.

O~NE morning last week I rose from rny tent in the West Savard
''Camp and in undress uniform walked through the lines to the

height of land which ran through the northern limits of the
soldiers' tented city. The sun had just risen above the Laurentian
his on the north shore of the St. Lawrence, opposite the-Island of
Orleans. The great camp to the south-east was shaking itself free
of the mist. Above and beyond the camp were the turrets and spires
of the New Quebec, dimly seen through the eariy-morning haze.
Musing as 1 went, 1 was startied by a deep voice saying, "Hait, who
goes there?" It was so sudden and so unexp 'ected that my tongue
was powerless for 'a second. My brain soon regained control and 1
answered, as if at random, "A friend." Soldier.as 1 was supposed to
be, I breathed more freely when the troqper answered, "Pass friend,
all's well." 1 turned toward the north, and noted bow the sun shone
on the white-washed farm buildings and the tin-covered spires in the
numerous littie villages dotted over the rising landscape. Scarcely
a bird was to be seen or heard. The sentries passed to and fro. The
tents were closedand sulent. The horse-lines showed littie signs of
life, though here and there an animal would rise and stretch himseif.
.It was a glorious sceneand 1 ionged to be an artist that 1 might
transfer it to canvas and keep it before me forever.

As I sat on the zig-zag rail-fence, I thought of that morning long
ago, when on the saine north bank of that samne St. Charles, though
a mile or two nearer to the point where it empties into the St. Law-
rence, Montcalm rested in his tent and waited for news of the firing
which he had heard earlier in the night. He, too, looked up at the
wailed city on the heights, and across at the B3ritish tents on the
Levis shore. I recalled his anxiety as to whether his supplies had
corne down the river and whether the British would renew their
attack of the night before. As he viewed this saine mist-covered
"Key of the St. Lawrence," the news reached ýhim that Wolfe 'had
landed an army on the Plains above. He ieft his tent, called his army
together and rnarched frorn the Beaufort camp, through the Lower
Town, iup the windirig road tôwards the Upper Town and out upon
the Plains of Abraham. There, under the most unfortunate circum-
stances for the Lilies of France, he entered upon the great battle
w'hich decided the fate of Canada. As I recalled these events, it was
but natural that I should speculate as to what Quebec and Canada
wouid be now if Wolfe had been less daring and Montcalm less
unafraid of~ an enemy which up to that time he had always beaten.

The boundaries of the parade-ground became marked by long rows of
spectators. Finally they are ail ready for the Prince-and Lord
Roberts. Up the Grand Allee cornes the sound of a bugle, then the
sound of pounding hoofs, and finally into view cornes a cavalcade such
as Canada has neyer seen before. General Otter speaks the word and
fifteen thousand men and four thousand horses spring to "attention."
TPhe Minister of Militia on foot, in court clothes and cocked hat, stands
near the entrance under the grand-stand. Through this portai cornes
a turbaned officer of the Indian Army. 'Then foilow a number of
officers of higher rank and finally the Prince-and "Bobs." "Royal
sainte !" and the bands play the national anthem. Then the red-coated
cavalcade is a-move again and the Prince inspects the lines. This
sornewhat tedious ceremony over, hie goes back to the saiuting point
and the grand march past begins. What cheering, what clapping of
hands, what striving to hold shoulders square and heads high as this
little army sweeps by-watch after watch, battery after battery, troop
after troop, company after cornpany. Over ail shone the saine sun
that watched Champlain's eariy efforts in city-malking in 1608 and
that hovered over the struggling armies in 1759.

Between two parts of the ceremony, the Governor-General salutes
the Prince and on behaîf of the nation accepts the tîtie-deeds of the
henceforth Battlefields Park.

After the review, there was a luncheon at the Garrison Club,
where representative citizens and legisiators met to do honour to His
Royal Hig'hness. The presidents of three national transcontinental
railways-made or in the making-were there, together with the
presidents of -the larger banks, several merchant princes, prominent
officers of army and navy, the Battlefield Park Commissioners, minis-
ters of the Crown from Toronto,, Ottawa and Quebec, lieutenant-
governors and prominent foreigners. The Garrison Club' has often
entertained nobiiity and royalty, but it neyer sheltered a more brilliant
gathering than on this occasion. If Chamnplain could have returned
to witness that function, or the State bail in the evening, or the
crowded terrace, the iiluminated warships and the fireworks on the
Levis shore, what a cuxrious mediey of feelings had been bis!

Neyer was a city better decorated than was Quebec on this
occasion. Go where you would, upper town or lower town, public
square or back alley, business place or humble cottage, there was some
sort of flag or bunting. Pictures, busts, and bas-reliefs of Champlain
were everywhere. is name was on a thousand banners. The Tri-
colour and the Union jack hung from ten thousand windows. On the
reviewing grand-stand there were some Canadian ensigns upside down
and in another place the Stars and Stripes floated above our own
flag-but what matter? These little oddities only serve to teach
carefulness. The quaint costumes of those participating in the
pageants added colour to the picture made by the densely-crowded
throngs in the narrow and tortuous *streets. The special mounted
policeman under the provost-m.arshal, the red-coated troopers hurrying
hither and -thither, the picked guards of honour, the processions
religious and otherwise, the wandering soldier and the roling sailor
-al these added colour and variety to the already highly-icoloured
avenues and streets.

AIl this in honour of those fanmous explorers, Cartier, Champlain
and La Salle, in honour of De Tracy, Frontenac, Montcalm and Levis,
Wolfe and Murray, Guy Carleton and De Salaberry, Madeline of
Vercheres and Dollard-and the hundred other heroes and heroines
of New France. On Thursday, they received special attention from

is Royal Highness, whose speech at the foot of the Champlain monu-
ment was quite worthy of his own high rank and the occasion. Each
day from five to eight o'cloc there was a well-attended presentation
of the histonical pageant. In this part of the celebration, the French-
speàking portion of the population won much praise. These pageants
are conceded to be fan supenior in quality and extent to anything ever
produced on this continent and perhaps in the world. The innate
grace and historical feeling of this gentie and humble race enable4
them to present these scenes with fidelity and enthusiasm. Those
who saw the spectacle, will carry away with them vivid impressions


