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ahotit my love for her, and it made me feel peculiarly.) “Mon ami/,
Quinet, tu es heureux ne pas aimer. Que penses tu de 'ma chére ¥’
“Go on, my friend Chamilly; be steadfast, for thou could’st not
have chosen a sweeter, lovelier, holier dlvunty O my friend, be
steadfast and be happy. Yes, as thou hast said, I have known this.”
Quinet was diverting our steps along up-leading streets which
tended towards the Mountain, and soon we reached the head of one,
where a wall met us. . [\
““This way,” he said, striking aside into a field which formed part
. of the Park. « Adleu, civilization of street hohté" ” and he pressed
., upinto a dark grove where I stumbled after, and next, tnder the twi- .o
light\of “a sky full of stars, could desery dim outlines of the surround-
ings of our path and even of the Mountain, silent above us like a huge [
black ghost. - We toiled up the steep stair, guiding ourselves by Teel
ing, and in a few minutes were at Prospect Point, that jutting bit-of
turf on the precipice’s edge where the trees draw back and allow in
daytime a wide view of the city and surrounding country, and we
both stood breathless there in the dimness, in front of a sight bewilder-
ingly grand enotugh to of itself take one’s breath away.,
aAbove were the radiant constellations. Below, between a belt of - -
weird horizon and the dark abyss at our feet, the city shone, its dense - -
blackness mapped out in stars as brilliant and myriad-seeming as
those overhead,—a Night above, a NiO'ht below ! Once before had I
¢ looked from that crag upon Montreal, in a memorable sunset hour,
and remembered my impression of 1€s beauty. Below, the scarped
rock fell : the tops of trees which ‘grew up the steep face lost them-
selves, lower, in a mass of grove that flourished far out, and besieged
the town in swollen battalions and columns of foliage. Half over-
whelmed by this {friendly assault, the City sat in her robes of ‘grey-and
red, prond mistress of half-a ‘continent, noble in situation s in

’ destiny. ~ A hundred spires and. domes poinfed up, from streets full
J .
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