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OUR NEW NATIONALITY.
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animosities and jealousies of European diplomacy bringing

devastation and death into Canadian homes; and the swaying

incidents of the Old World, finding their obsequious parallel,

three thousand miles across the sea, in the wilds of the New.

In vain the New Englander made desperate and persistent

efforts to win Canada. In spite of repeated invasions, and in

the face of large odds, the flag of France kept proudly afloat.

A people varying in number, from 25,000 in 1679 to 70,000 in

1 761, not only thwarted every attempt at their subjugation by

the much more densely populated colonies to the south, but,

with a little stingily rendered assistance from the parent land,

held their own against repeated attack by land and sea.

Mournful is the history of those days. There were no ambu-

lance trains then, no Christian charities to assuage the horrors

of battle, and little skill to alleviate its sufferings. Mercy was

a word unknown, for the civilized had become apt pupils of the

savage. Need I rehearse in your ears the terrible punishment

inflicted on the simple-minded, inoffensive Acadians who "dwelt

in the love of God and of man,"—" their d-*illings open as

day, and the hearts of the owners "—when hun >eds of families

were torn apart, wife from husband, child from parent, and,

'* the freighted vessels departed,

" Bearing a nation, with all its household gods, into exile,

** Exile without an end, and without an example in story
;"

'3

discharging their living cargoes at intervals along the coast from

Boston to Carolina, and flinging like outcasts among a people

alien in race and language, those homeless, houseless, broken-

hearted wanderers. O ! it was a cruel act without palliation,

an inhuman vengeance without excuse! Who has not read

of Evangeline, her heart filled with inexpressible sweetness.
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