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Sous le Cap Street, Quebec.

A TRIP TO QUEBEC.
(Continued.)

In the

series I gave you no definite descrip-

preceding articles of this

tion of Quebec, and for a very good

reason, viz., that at the time when

they were written 1 had not been
about the grand old city enough to
really know jt. To-day, sitting once
more in the old LLondon office, I have
only to close my eyes to see again
the hills and battlements, the quaint
houses, the glorious vista of moun-
tain and water which, even within
the space of one short week, we
learned to love so well. ““ Connais-
SOUS nous mieux, almerons  nous
plus,”” freely translated, ‘‘ILet us
know each other better, and love each
other more,”” the first motto which
we saw emblazoned on the ramparts
as we struggled up Mountain Hill
from the wharf, has come to mean
something to us now; we have learned
to know the fortress city and a few
of its people, and we have left both
with regret.

To shut one’s eyes and see Quebec,
is one thing ; to describe it so that
anyone else can see it, is another. |1
am afraid my attempt must be but
lame, but one can only do the best
one can. _

I cannot tell you the emotions
which stirred my own heart, at
least, and I am very sure those _()f
many others, also, in wandering
about Quebec. Every foot of ground
is historic. You can scarcely go a
Llock without finding, if you will.
come relie, some landmark, some tra

dition Here happened some incident

of the early Church, there some stir-
ring event of Indian warfare ; here
were held brilliant social functions of
the gay old KFrench regime, there came
the crash of cannon balls, as in one
siege or another the city of earlier
days was laid low ; and there, over
all, stands the Citadel, a monument
of modern strength, crowning the
great rock which may well be called
Britain's Canadian Gibraltar. Perhaps
we were very bumptious Canadians,
but we just wanted to shout when
we saw the grand old Union Jack
floating up there, tossing its folds out
on the breeze above the great cliffs,
and the mighty river betow, where
crouched the grim old sea-dogs, Brit-
ain’s warships, steel gray against the
steel-gray water. I don’t think 1
have ever idealized war, or have ever
been overcome by military glamor—
peace is, after all, so very much
nobler—yet the sight of the big fort-
ress, the British flag, and those Brit-
ish Guardians of the sea, made me
feel proud indced of being a British
subject—not for the sake of these
things themselves, but for that of
what they signify.

Possibly the Dbest general view of
Quebec is to be had from the King's
Bastion of the Citadel. As no one
was admitted to the latter dur-
ing the Prince’s stay in the
city (his apartments were in
the Governor - General’s residence,
within the walls of the Citadel it
self) we could not get in, but, de-
termined to see as much of the place
as possible, one of our first walks
was up the street *“ De la Citadelle,””
thence on up the embankments, and
along the glacis overlooking, upon
the one hand, the ditches surround
ing the Citadel, and, upon the other,
the magnificent panorama of city and
river, and far-away landscape stretch
ing towards the seca The ditches
looked to me about 30 feet deep, hut
I am an awful judge ol measurement
They are simply roads, dug out from
the hill, and flanked by perpendicular
walls of solid masonry, the inner of
which is closely loop-holed for mus
Ketry. Within the inner wall- the
grand secret which we could not pene
trate—there lies. we were told, an
enclosure of forty acres, ahout which
are the quarters for solaiers  and
officers, the Governor’'s residence.
storehouses for ammunition, stables
for cavalry, etc., and in the very
center of the square a bhrass cannon
captured by the British at the Battle
of Bunker’s 111l There  are,  of
course, many secrets ahout the Cita
del which no one except the military
officials may at any time penctrate
People tell of mysterious underground
passages  running from hastion to
bastion, from Martello tower to Mar-
tello tower—ol  many other things
but those who really know tell noth
ing . . . . The first fortifications, hy
the way, were built ol wood by the
I'rench, who spent so much money
upon them that T.ouis NI\ 1S re-
ported to have asked whether  the
ramparts at Quebec were bhuilt of
gold. The second, also of wood,
were constructed by the British, but,
falling into decay, were replaced in
the earlicr part of last
the present massive stone  structures,
which were put up at a cost ol about

century by

£25.000 000 (since  added to), o«
cording to plans approved hy the
Duke of Wellington Immediately

to the west of the Citadel  lie the

Plains of
later.
IFailing in our attempt to gain ac-
cess to the King's Bastion, we did
the next best thing, viz., followed the
glacis to a point as near as possible
to its base. Here, again, words fail
me. Look down with me, down,
down, hundreds ol feet helow to the
great river, with the quaint houses of
Lower Town huddling along its
shore, and the fine town of Levis.
with its massive forts, straggling up
the heights on the opposite side, so
near that you can see every detail,
for the river here narrows to about
a mile in

Abraham—of which, more

width, - hence the name
““ Quebec,”” from ““ ke-bec¢, ’ an Indian
word meaning a strait, or ‘' place

where the water narrows.” Now
look on past the shipping, the war-
ships, the steamers moving about

statelily—if 1 may coin the only ad-
verb which scems to suit—the ’]mnt—
ing tugs, the sail-hoats, the graceful
steam yachts, the launches skimming
about on the surface like water-
heetles; see the vast river as it rap-
idly widens toward the Gulf: in the
immediate foreground to the right
the Isle of Orleans, originally called
the Isle de Bacchus, because ol the
wild grapes that prew there @ to the
left, the long village-dotted
running off to Cape Tourmente and
the blue Laurentians: and immediato-
ly below, the Deauport Ilats, of his
toric fame, the river St Charles,
more I'rench huddled  along
the shore, the outer ramparts, and
the fine bhuildings of Upper Town,
chief of which, of course, is the far
famed Chateau IFrontenac, with ity
equally far-famed Dufferin Terrace

vista

houses

This hotel is really much larger
than I had expected, and  will he
larger yet, for an immmense addition
15 now under construction It is

owned and operated by the ¢ 1" R
and was erected at a cost of '\l_._.lllbv
000, on the site of the old Chateau
St Louis, first built by Champlain
then added to and
regal residence of the old-time FFrench

nade the vice

Governors of (Canacda It was from
this earlicr chateau that the havghty
I'rontenac sent to Sir William

I'hipps, who had demanded the s
render ol the city, the
that he would " answer him from the
mouths of his cannon The modern
chatean is balt ol red hrick, and 1«
palatially furnished We were i 1
when  the  great ladie
staving there were setting out for g
garden party at which the Irince was
to he present Magnificent  women,
the most of them were, with plumage

tamous reply

upon a lay

fine cnough to make the homeliest al
most heautiful Indeed, T never saw
such ““style 7 inomy life hefore—such
plumes and jewels, such billows of lace

and silk and satin, such masterpicces ol
the dressmaker’s art. A great many
of the women wore the new ' coat-
ces " which are  establishing  them-
rapidly. Most of these
were made  of  heavy lace or open
braid-work, but further down the
river, at the resorts, we saw outing
coats of the same pattern but made
ol cretonne Verily, what next ?
Before leaving the Chateau, it may be
mmteresting to note that some ol the
cellars of the old Chateau St. l.ouis
may still be scen under a portion  of
Dufferin Terrace.

Dufferin Terrace, which runs along
the top of the precipice immediately
m front of the Chateau, 1s one of the

selves  so

—of the dead oo |

FOUNDED 1844

greatest promenades in the world., Ag
improved, according to the order of
the Earl of Dufferin, during his re-
gime in Canada (the beginning of 1t
was constructed in 1838), it is 1,500
fect in length, but is being greatly
extended at the present time. It is
about 60 feet in width (these figures
are official), and is [)luntlfully pro-
vided with seats and kiosks, from
which one can look down on the river
200 feet below, wupon the wharves,
and the curious streets, ‘“ Cham-
plain,”” and ** Little Champlain,” at
the very base of the cliff. These
streets, by the way, are Very narrow
and dirty, but very quaint. A little
further to the westward is the la-
mous ‘* Sous le Cap.”” Trixy and I
got into it—of course, we had to go
through Sous le Cap—but, as Trixy
said, we got out of it, “'scared stiff.”’
There 1s no bolting off Sous le Cap
if you get tired of it—it simply winds
on and on, its tumble-down houses so
close on either hand that you can al-
most touch those at opposite sides at
once—without a single cross-street
throughout its length. The dirt of
It, notwithstanding the washings '’
that invariably hang right across it !
The dirty-faced children of it ! ! And
the smells of it ! ! ! Ugh! ! !

We met two evil-looking men in the
Sous le Cap.  They said nothing to
us, but immediately we set off, al-
most at a run, for there wasn’'t one
respectable-looking soul in sight. We
did not get away so easily, however,
from the children. IYirst  half a
them, apparently little
Jews, started after us  with out-
stretched hands, shouting something
that sounded like Bon ! Bon!
Whether this was intended for Irench

Pon,” " gift,”" or not, we did not
know, hut we tried handing out a
lew coppers, and found the interpre-
tation correct. Tmmediately the fool-
hardiness of such a yielding became

e

dozen of

apparent Children flew out  from
every hand  hke  hornets, and the
[rromise was so good that we should

have fity orf them, at least, at our
heels that we were compelled to give
aonery peremptory refusal Moral
throw out coppers in Sous  le Cap—
Hyou are i oa caleche

Bt dean me, | started off to tell

about the principal buildings of Que-
bee, and here T am at Sous le Cap
Never mind, we can just keep on in
LS N TeInty LLower Town though it
"'r

AU ono mreat distance,  and quite
near the queer I'rench markoet hy the
FIvel tands o very interesting  old
church, that of Notre Dame des Vie-
Lo Fhis chureh is nerther beauti-
il o lagniiicent . there are much
tner e CQuelue . Lt in historie  in-
Tirest I liey o<} ||(7'\Ij|]|L" It was
erected 1, the Trench as may be
vewd on g livcade ) in 1688, and later
mmproved and dedicated  to  Heaven
as a memorinl ol gratitude for
the repulse of Si William Phipps, in
I6V0O, aned  th jreservation  of  the
ity from the attack by Sir Hoveden
Walker armada. which was almost
totally wivelhid 1y the Galf, i 1711
'“““mi Wl e, in 1759, it was
partially «destionist by {he bombard-

ment fron 1,

hore, but  was
renovated O vfil This

church cont

crwards

_ nsnal o statuary
one ol whicl N calistic figure
: vlass  case ;
but the St

relief, instea
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