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®ioboa lifelong friend, dating from thomoment when
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FROM MONTREAL TO VANCOUVER.
(A Retrospect,)
By W. Dovv Avrvxy.

It la proposed in this paper to givo a brief account, of a
trip taken some yoars ago gy the writer. It was a’ bﬂgl:: n:;::fyr
morning when we assembled—a Iarge party ol us, who were to
travel together, Inthe Dalhousie station at Mon.
treal stood the Uanadian Pactfic trata. ‘Lho masstve
trucks sand heavy Eogllah build of the cars distin-
guished them in a moment from the lighter atook
required for local traflic. Irom the wlnﬁou of this
very oar we were to look out upon tho \Western
prairies, the ravines and swowy summnits of the
Rocky Mountains, the blue waters of the P'acific. |8
By degrecs the platform and the train becamo §
crowded with touriste and their frionds, How wo §
looked In one another's faces, saying to ourselves, §
\Vill he provea delightful companion?” ‘¢ Isahe

handkerchiefs, clieers, * Goad-bye 1" ** Good-bye !** and we are
falily on our journey, ‘The tiain Includes, Le it ~aid, five paseen-
ger sleeping carg — named as follows : **Mijseanabie,”” “C algary,”’
¢ Kamloops,” ** Nepigon,' and ** Toronto,”  How famtliar those
stiange names beeame hefore many days !

Fortk from the city,
through the submbs, and
out into the open country
rumbled the licavy tvain,
Cities were left hehind, and
the horizon grew rogued
with mountains, At Weirs,
on Lake Winnepesaukee,
a great fright was caused
Ly the tvain'sdarting with-
out signal, while a dozen
ladies of our paty were
promenading on the depot
platform.  Amid a chorus
of shricks and laughter
they were un.ceremoninusly
hustled aboard, fortunately
without accident.

Northward we sped,
along winding valleys, he-
side merry mountain
streams, up  over  steep
grades, down the longslope
again, still onwad and
northward until we rum
Bed acras« the new jion
bridge over the St Law-
rence and halted for the
night in the city of Mon-
treal.

‘Thisis now the chief city
of Canada, with a popula-
tion about half as luge as that of Boston,  In 15335 it was a litle
Indian village ecalled Hochelaga, which was in that year visited
by Jacques Cartier,  ‘Two hundred and fifty years ago the French
established atrading-post hiere, and its business has grown, until
lo-day its docks are lined wilh warchouses, its river front shows
the black hulls of great ocean steamers, and railvouls converge
from cast, west, and south.

On Sunday morning 1 lefr my botel and walked for a mile
flirough thie streets of the city.  ‘There are many Frenelt fuhabi
tants, as theshop signsshow.  Inalittle common I saw the sign,
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“ N allez passurle gazon ™ — apolite way of puttingonr familiar

¢ Keep off thie grass,”  ‘Chenawmes of the streets carried e back
to old times, when the whole proviuce was held by France —
“ Ste Monique,” ** Ste Genericre,” ete. Funny little milk carts
went bobbing along over the rouglt pavements, and funny little
Labics toddled alonyg the uneven board sidewalks,

My walk soor: brought me to 2 lofty granite building with twoe
square towers —the cathedml of Nolre Dwne.  People wete
docking in at the doors, and 1 went with them,

It was like entering a great, dimly-lighited cavern.  All the
walls and pillavs and ceiling were glowing with soft, dak crimson
and golden colors.  The chinreh was crowded with worshippers,
uot only on the main floor, but in two immense galleries, one
above the othier. At the furthier endd was the high altar and the
Ggure of the crucified Saviour, beneath which the priests waeie
conducting the service of the Roman Catholic Chureh. I could
just hear their deep voices, mingling with the music of the choir
and orgau.

Just in frout of me was a swarthy Indlan, with long, glussy
Hlack bair, Little children knelt on the miarble pavement in the
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our eyes first meet 2 Thne would show. .. rast the Winnmg  Midst o tns crowd.  Metubers of wealtliy French families passed
obell sonnds, there ate hnried partings, laughter, tears, waving\ Jlown the akle to thelr pews,  All around me were poor people,

wmany of them following the seiviee with thefr prayer-books It
was tonching to look at that far-off ligure of Clinist on the cross,
and then at the wast multitude of people lkeneeling before it —
men, women, and children, with thelr caves and sorrows and
hopes, all with faces uptumed toward that cross— differiug
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from uuwmy of us fn their reli-
gion, we believe, but still trying
humbly to follow the swme Master.

On the folloning day we took the cars tp the ks of the St,
Lauwrence for some distance, aml then embarked on o steamer
for the 1eturn tip downestream.  The passage of the Lachine
mpids has heen often deseribed, but no pen-picture can prepare
one for the pxad rushoof the steatner throngh the whitling, foam-
Ing water, the sickening sensation of the <knking deck beneath
your feel, the onward plunge, straight toward a huge rock,
swerving so as to bately miss it as we surge past. . Now we steam
majesticwiy beneath the great tubnlar ¢ Victorin Bridge” —
which every fnexpericnced passenger is sure we shiall scrape with
our simoke stack, but which it ciears by many fecet —and up to
the Montreal wharf.

That evening we bouded our cars once more.  How homellke
they seemed, with thelr cosy herthsand draswing-rooms! Some of
s gatherad in the *Kamloops™, and while the traln rolled onward
through the nizht we sang jolly college melodies, ending with an
air not wholly unfamiliar to Awmerfcan cars—** Littla Aunfe
Roouey™? Soon the voices were huslied, as one sleepy passenger
after another dived or climbed into the vibrating berths, aud wan-
dered away Into dreamlaml.

A wonld about the Canadian Pacifle Rallroad, over which we
ride three theusand mlles. 1 quote fiom the ofticinl report of
the road ¢

“ A milway from the Atlantie to the Pacllie, all the way on
British soil, was long the dream of a few in Canada.  This dream
of the few becawe, in time, the iope of the many, and on the
confederation of the British North American provinces, in 1867,




