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ARME OF OANADA,

Our Own Country.
BY THE EDITOR. \
O dation, young and fair and strong!
arigg

To the full stature of thy

In the soft atternoon light of a lovely
summer day I drove out to the Plains of
Abrabam and thoe battle-fleld of Ste.
Foye. The bouldered and billowy plaln
on which was lost to Frence and won to
Great Britaln the soverelgnty of a con-
Anent, seemed desecrnted by the con-
struction of a racecourse, and the eracc-
tion of a prison. On the spot made
famous forever by the herolsm of the
gallant young conaqueror, who for Eng-
land’s sake, freely lald down hils life, a
rather meagre monument asserts, ** Here
Wolfe died victorious.”

IT8 STORIRD PAST,

In the evening, from the grass-grown
and crumbling rampartr oo the land-
ward side of Quebec, I bebeld & mag-
nificent sunset over the beautiful valiey
of the St. Charles. Everything spoke,
not of battle's stern array, but of the

sinless bowers of Paradise. Ravelins

Howitzer and culverin lay dlamounted on
the ground, and had becomo tho play:
things of glecful children. Instead of
the rude alarms of war, stralns of festive
music fllled the air. Slowly sank the
sun to the serrated hor:zon. while a roil-
ing eea of mountains deoponed from
pear! gray in the foreground to darkest
purple in the distance. Tho whole wal-
ley was flooded with a golden radiance
The winding river, at whose mouth
Jacques Cartfer wintered his shipa three
hundred and fifty years ago, beneath the
fading light, like the waters of the Nile
under the rod of Moses, seemed chang-
ing into blood. The crimson and golden
banners of the sky reflected the passing
glory. ‘The soft ringing of the Angelus
floated in silvery tones upon the air, and
told that the day was dying. ‘The red

On my way homo to iny lolgings

and Jdemilunes wore crumbling into ruln. ; through the ailent and moonlit city. I

| 8at down on the steps of tho old Jesult

collego, long uscd aes a barracks for the
Briush troops, and then in procoss of
demolition. As I sat {n the moonlight
1 ondeavoured to peoplo the dim cloistors
and deserted quadrangle with the ghosts
of tholr formor inhabditants—tho astute,
and wily, and withal heroic mon who,
from thezo halls, so largoly -ontrolHed
the roliglous and political destiny of tho
continont. Hero they collocted the
wandering children of the forost whom
they induced to forsake paganism and to
become Christians. From hence they
started on thelr lonely pllgrimages to
carry tho gospol of peace to the savago
tribes boyond Lakes Huron aund Suparior,
on the head-waters of tho MNisslsainpl
and in the trozen reglons of Hulson's

Bay. It was long the rondez-

greatneta now !
Thy glorious destiny doth

theg endow

With high prerogative. Before
thee lies

A {uture full of promise. Oh'!
be wise !

Bs great in gll things good,
and haste to sow
The Dregsent with rich germs
froxy which may grow
Subljme results and noble, high
emprise.
Oh! pe it hence thy mission to
advance
The destinies of man, exalt
the race,
Ang teach down-trodden nations
through the expanse
0z the round earth to rise
#bovg their base
And 1ow estate, love freedom’s
holy cause,
And give to all men Jjust and
equal lawsg,

Oh! let ug Dlant in the fresh

virgin earth
Or this new wor'd, a scion of
that tree
Bepeath whose shade our
fathers dwelt a free
And noble nation—of herole
dirth.
12% the penates of our fathers’
hearth
Be hither borne; and let us
bow the Kknee
Stily at our fathers' altars.
O’er the gea

Our hearts Yearn fordly and
Tevere their worth.
Ang though forth-faring from
our fsthers’ hcuse,
Not forth in anger, but in
Jove we go ;
It legsens not cur reverence, but
doty rouse
To deeper love than over we
4aid know,
Not alien and estranged, but
sons Aare wWe
G! that great fath rland be-
yond the sea.

QUEBEC '
AND IT8 MEMORIES.
BY THE EDITOR-

‘Tkere is ap air of quaint
megiaevalism  about  Quebee
thag pertains, I belleve, to no
olher Dlace in America. The
higtoric agsotiations that throng
aroupd §t, like the sparrows
roypd its lofty towers, the
Many reminisccnces that
loaguer §t, as once did the
hogts of the enemy, Invest it
with & deecp and abdblding In-
terest. But {ts greatness 15 of
thg past. The days of its feudal
glory have departed, It is in-
te rather on fccount of what it
hag been than for what itis. Those cliffs
ang bastions are cloquent with associa-
tlops of da¥s gone by. They are sug-
gestive of anclent feuds now, let us hope.
forever dead, ‘Thess walls, long laved
by ¢he shbing and fiowing tide of human
lite, £7¢ voloeful with old-time memories.
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QUEBEC AND ITS MEMORIES.

sunset and the rich after-glow filled thoe
heavens. The long sweep of gshore and the
shadowy hills faded away {n the gather-
fng dusk. Lights gleamed in cottage

gentle reign of peace. Grim-visaged
war had smoothed his rugged front, and
instead of nrallying throngs of armed
men, sroups of gay holiday makers '
sauntered to and fro. Instead of watch- *~ homes, on the ships swinglng with the
ful sentries uttering their stern chal- . tide, and in the gky above, and were re-
lenge, youths and maidens softly re- , flected in the waves baneath, and the
poated the olden story first told in tho | sllemn uight came down.

vous of the voyagoeur and
courfer do dols, of the trapper
and trader, those ploncers of
civilization; the entrepot of tho
Hudson’s Bay Company, that
giant monopoly which asserted
its supremacy over a torritory
nearly as large as the whole of
Europe.

Many are the thrilling tradi-
tons of ralds and forays against
the Infant colony and ralssion,
ot tho massacres, caplivitios
and rescues of {ts inhabitants;
many are the weird, wild
legends, many the glorious, his-
torical souvenirs clustering
arourd the grand old city. 1t
has becen the scone of some of
the most important events
which have occurred upon the
continent. In fancy I boheld
the gbosts of those who bave
lived and acted hore, stalk o'er
the sceve. Jesuit and Recollot,
{ friars black and friars grey,
monks and nuns, gay plumed
cavallers and sturdy bourgeols,
men of knightly nams and red-
skinned warriors of the woods,
thronged, in phantom wiso, the
ancient market square. Tho
deep thunder of the ten o'clock
gun from the fort rolled and
reverberated from ehore (o
shore. It broke the spell of
the past, and * cold reality be-
came again a presence.”

DOMINION DAY.

Noxt Thursday will be the
thirtieth eanniversary of the
Confederation of the Provinces
and thoe formation of the Do-
minjon of Canada. The years
have brought & good many
changes, but wo belleve that
they have been largely for the
best. Confederation may not
have beon a panacea for all the
tlis of life, but it has given an
impetus to business, and we be-
jjovo has been an {mportant
factor in improvements and in-

3 crease in trade. Wo may also
% assert that In othor respects we
¥y would have beexn tur behind our

ft X preseat position aug out peopld
A would have grown up With nar-
=y row views accustomed to $sola-
¢ tion, and with thelr horizon
bounded by the narrow limite

of the province. Now a Cana-
dian knows that he belongs to
a country which rests on bota
great occans, He knows that
he can travorse the contiuent
from Halifax to Victorls w'b-
out touching any other soll but
that of Canada, that ho can re-
move from bere to a3 point 3,000
miles distant and still remain n
Capadian and under the same
flag Which fioats over him here. Al
these things lead to a higher natlonal
life and to nobler aspirations than it i8
posstible ta fcol among & people who aro
small and insignificant and without hope
of any Increase of growth. Confedera-
tion we regard now as firmly ostablished
as the unlon of the United Btates. It



