
is an enormous oil painting, dark with age,
of the British Coat of Arms, which, it is
whispered, was brought over hurriedly
from New York during the American
Revolution.

The museum of the Château is daily
receiving donations of interesting relics,
and has already a fine collection of coins.
medals, old swords and historical memen-
toes-some of the autograph letters of
Arnold, Champlain, Roberval, Vaudreuil,
Amherst, Carleton, the de Ramezay family
and many others, being of great interest.

These early days have passed away for-
ever. The whirr of the spinning-wheel,
or shout of the hunter, no longer sound
aiong the banks of the St. Lawrence. No
canoe of the painted warrior now glides
silently by the shore; for Montreal with
its three thousand inhabitants when
Vaudreuil beat his retreat, to its present
population of 300,ooo, has thrown its
magnificent civilization around these spots
hallowed by the footprints of the great
men whose feet have walked her ancient
streets.
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