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ner named Ohareet. M. de Courte-
manche was the commandant ap-
pcintcd by the French Qovernment
at the Straits cf Belle Ile; and it la
perliaPa worth while adding that theruina which Mr. Samuel Reberteon
ml.took for the remain of Brestwere the ruina of the hlock-house
and Cther buildings whieh de Courte-
manche cOnstructed near Bradere
Bay about 1704.

It is not possible to trace the de-velopment of the legend in ail its de-
tala. 8cme linnsin the chain aremisn.Mr. Roberteon had neyer
seen eithei, the Sieur de Combea's let-

ter r Leis Rbert' Merchants'MyOofComere,"for< he does nlot

mention the firat, and he maisquo
the titie cf the second, Ini 8roundabout way, the story has lx
handed down. And it would
interesting te know wherê Juý
Prowse feuud his quotation fri
Lewis Roberts, for ît is net
be found in the copies Of "The M,
chants' Map cf Commerce,"$ p:aerved lu the Bodlian Library a'
ini the British Museum, and Lev
Roberta 's "DietîonarY Of Commerc(
le a book which does not exist, exce
in the pages of Mr. Samuel Robe]
son. But Judge Prowse was, it
probable, merely helping the my-
along, and gîving it an extra ifl
as it passed.

SASKATCHEWAN

Bit CARROLL C. AIKINS

FA RFLNGd feness, naked tethe eye,
Iamn no mistress of an idle heur,But with slow sureness win the hearts cf men.My plains have xnany moodsand many ways;Arld, relentices lu the parhing sun,'Softer than velvet 'neath the mccii's caress,Forlor,, and savage where my dust-elouds swirl,Peaceful aund happy at the twilight's faîllSometimea the trailing shadows cf the cloudsýSweep like huge argosies cf mystie sailAcross my traekleffl, trauquil prairieeland

In'to seine silent haven cf the hbilla.
To you these things mean nothing, but te meThey bring glad visions, dreams and phantasies!
London and Paris, music and the dence.
A rare gramut cf lest and precieus thingsMýy children speak of wheii the embers glow
And, Mýemory, unleooed, ranges the world.And yet, they love me, they who know the werld,
Fi'nding in me thle spell of solitude
And wizardry of wit te bring- them direams.
Softly my moonlight lingers oii their sleep;
Maire me, 0 God, more worthy cf their love.


