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Caj^ada Fif(st

'HREE hundred and thirty-seven years ago Jacques

Cartier erected the cross at Gasp^, and, amid the

triumphal shouts of his hardy mariners, flung to the

"^^ breeze the Fleur-de-lis of old France. Since then what
"• a land of adventure and romance has this been! "We

may have no native ballad for the nursery, or home-born

epic for the study; no tourney feats to rhapsodise over,

or mock heroics to emblazon on our escutcheon; we may
have no prismatic fables to illumine and adorn the preface

of our existence, or curious myths to obscure and soften

the sharp outline of our early history; yet woven into

the tapestry of our past, are whole volumes of touching

poetry and great tomes of glowing prose t^iat rival fiction

in eagerness of incident, and in marvellous climax put fable

to the blush. We need not ransack .foreign romance for val-

orous deeds, nor are we compelled to go abroad for sad tales of

privation and suflering. The most chivalrous we can match

;

the most tried we can parallel. Each stage of this country's

progress recounts to us, in all the simplicity of unpremeditated

record, sacrifices endured, hardships encountered, and brave

deeds done, not amid the applause of an interested and

anxious world, nor yet amid the pomp and pride of oft re-

curring circumstance, but rather in silent, ever-changing strait

and myriad-formed danger, when every faculty sprang into


