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in tlieN. E.—the villa<?08 of Lorotto and Cliarlcsbonrg

on tlie Noitli.
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iWid hvihvv West, tlie diHtant ValCal-

tier, Rijarkling ^^\\h wliito cottas(»H, hardly roniovod

by distance tlirougli the clear air,—not to mention a

few blue mountains along the horizon in that direc-

tion. You look out from the ramparts of the citadel

beyond the frontiers of civilization. Yonder small

grouj) of hills, according to the guide-book, forms the

portals of the wiUls which are trodden only by the feet

ofthe Indian liunters as far as Hudson's Bay."(Thore.'iu.)

Mrs. Moodi(^ (Susannah Strickland), in her sketches

of Canadian life, giax)hically delineates her trip from

Grosse Isle to Quebec, and the ai)X)earance of the city

Itself from he river:

^' On tlie 22nd of September (1832)^^ the anchor was
Aveighed, and we bade a long farewell to Grosse Isle.

As our vessel struck into mid-channel, I cast a last

lingering look at the beautiful shores we were leaving.

Cradled in tlu^ anus of the St. Lawrence, and basking
in the bright rays of the morningsun, the island and its

sister group looked like a second Eden just emerged
from the waters of chaos. The day was warm, and the

cloudless heavens of that peculiar azure tint which
gives to the Canadian skies and waters a brilliancy

unknown in more northern latitudes. I'lie air was i)ure

and elastic ; the sun shone out with uncommon
spendour, lighting up the changing woods witli a rich

mellow colouring, composed ofa thousand brilliant and
vivid dyes. The mighty river rolled flashing and
sparkling onward, impelled by a strong breeze that

tipped its short rolling surges with a crest of snowy
foam.
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