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PREFACE.

DURING the last ten or fifteen years [ have been constantly
asked to recommend a book that will give a good general
picture of Canada and Canadian life in readable form, and
have been unable to; for if there is any such book of even
moderately recent date making this its purport I have never
heard of it. Seeing that most of our Colonies have been thus
dealt with, it has always seemed to me passing strange that our
greatest, our nearest,and by far our most progressive dependency
should lack any presentment of the kind I have in view. As
years went by, and Canada grew more and more conspicuous,
and still none of her own sons or English acquaintances showed
any disposition to supply this unquestionable want, I determined
to make the attempt myself, as soon as other literary engage-
ments permitted.

Any pretension to completeness in so vast a subject would be
ridiculous. What to say and what to leave unsaid is therefore
purely a question of instinct, judgment, or caprice—call it what
you will. It is absolutely certain that omissions which one
person will criticise another will commend, and wice versa.

The enthusiast, for instance, absorbed in the practical work of
North-Western settlement, is apt to regard all other phases and
features of Canadian life, past and present, as quite subordinate,
and furthermore to exaggerate, not the importance of his work
but the interest taken in the details of it by the average English-
man ; a misconception which a month or two of the Old Country
would as a rule speedily dissipate.

A work very heavily laden with these details would doubtless
recommend itself to persons actually about to emigrate, but for
the public in general I fear it would not do. The apathy of his
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vi PREFACE.

acquaintances and their provoking lack of any thirst for know-
ledge of his interests and surroundings, is an old and chronic
grievance of the returned colonist on his earlier visits to the
centre of British Imperial power. When he gets older and
wiser he learns never to mention Canada, Australia, or India,
of his own initiative,. The Press, which he could once complain
of as almost in league with this indifferent attitude, has made
strenuous efforts of late years in the opposite direction, and,
let us hope, with success.

In one of Stockton’s delightful books the hero is a young and
enthusiastic New Englander, who, on returning to his native
village after his first trip to Europe, revels in the thought of
relating his experiences to eager and envious acquaintances.
Disenchantment comes speedily, and his only even tolerant
listener proves to be his maiden aunt, who cannot get away
because she lives in the same house. Finally he discovers her
asleep at a critical moment of his narrative, and in despair
advertises in the paper for a listener at a salary of ten dollars
a week and board. I am quite sure that there are any number
of home-coming emigrants or visiting colonists in England
every year who must feel much like Stockton’s hero.

Now, I do not wish to be misunderstood. There are, of
course, many invaluable books on Canada dealing with his-
torical, geographical, political, or special subjects, but they
hardly touch the demand I have in my mind, and appeal
scarcely at all to the general reader or even catch his eye.
There are also many books of all degrees of merit, but strictly
local in application or special in subject ; works describing adven-
ture, sport or exploration, of which Morley Roberts’ “Western
Avernus” may be cited as a brilliant example. - There have been
one or two collections of young settlers’ letters, purely local, of
course, but much to the point in their day, though of necessity
ephemeral. Lastly, there are the records of visits of a few weeks’
duration, made for purposes of pleasure or collecting informa-
tion, and of the impressions made by the country on strangers.
Apart from the literary quality of this class of work, which has
nothing to do with the matter, their limitations are, of course,
too obvious to need comment. Indeed the shrewder the writer
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PREFACE. vii

the greater restraint will he impose on his obiter dicta, which often
come more readily to the pen of the six-weeks visitor to Colonies
than to the six-years resident. A familiar Canadian tradition
tells of an Englishman who once wrote a book on Canada
after a stay of three weeks in Toronto, which began “Canada is
a flat country.” This particular magician, the tale runs, wound
up his work with a comprehensive account of the North-West, a
region upon which he had never even set eyes.

Ireland and India, we all know, have seduced more than one
too confident impressionist into deplorable indiscretions. With
these in his mind a witty and well-known statesman now living
thus opened his maiden speech on his first visit to India: “I
have been eight days in the country, just one day too long to
write a book.” In some ways the Colonies are as “trappy” to
the inquiring stranger as these more notably inscrutable countries.
One sees the reasons which are natural enough, but even if
otherwise, the surprising things one sometimes read about
Canada would sufficiently proclaim the perils of the impressionist
—though these are as nothing to the perils of some of their
readers, whose future may sometimes depend on opinions the
value of which they have no means of estimating.

Happily Canada will justify a good deal of the cheery
optimism that is inevitable to an Old Country holiday maker
on the prairie in autumn., Nor does it matter a bit that he
was just as cheerful ten and fifteen years ago, when things
really looked rather blue. For I do not believe it is yet fully
realised in this country how great is the leap forward in every
particular that Canada has made in the last five years, and how
immeasurably her horizon has broadened.

I have not in this book been lavish of details that can be
found in any emigration pamphlet ; nor, again, have I ventured
much into the interesting domain of prophecy and specula-
tion so tempting to any one with a map of the Dominion
before him ; nor yet entered into current questions such as con-
templated railroads, new steamship lines, or imperial tariffs
or defence. In the first place, many people far better qualified
than myself, as well as some not qualified at all, are, and for a
long time will be, discussing these weighty questions daily and
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weekly in the Press. These things, moreover, are all unsettled,
and are matters of discussion and contention, eminently suited
to journalism, but in no wise ripe for book form—not for this
kind of book at any rate.

My aim is to try and give some picture of life in the older
provinces, and to treat the North-West in the only fashion one
very well can treat a country in the making within brief com-
pass. I hope to have touched on some subjects, at any rate,
which are of moment in Canadian life, not usually presented
to English readers.

One apology, or rather explanation, I must make in full, and
that is in regard to my omission of the maritime provinces of
Nova Scotia, New Brunswick, and Prince Edward Island. I
am quite sure that the knowledgable person will forgive me this
much, since the difficulty of covering the rest of Canada, even
inadequately, in a single volume will be sufficiently obvious to
him. The maritime provinces are replete with interest historic,
social and agricultural, while in sport and scenery they have
infinite attractions to the traveller. But they are countries that
send out rather than attract emigrants, Broadly speaking,
they resemble Ontario in their population.and rural economy,
their social life and origin. They have unquestionably their
special characteristics, but these are only recognisable among
Canadians, and for the English reader are wholly beside the
mark, And as something must inevitably be omitted, the
omission of these provinces is obviously the one which least
affects a book of this description.

After all this, I must in some sort justify my own temerity in
attempting to supply a want that most assuredly does exist. In
the first place, old ties of kindred, friendship, and other interests
have made me a frequent visitor to Canada during most of my
life. And as a dozen or so earlier years of this were wholly
absorbed in agricultural pursuits in North America, though to
the South of the International boundary-line, in all matters of
this description I may fairly claim to be on familiar ground.
This autobiographical note is perhaps the more necessary in the
case of a writer who has hitherto identified himself, so far as
Canada is concerned, mainly with matters historical, since those

)
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whom I have already the honour to count among my readers
might feel some justifiable surprise at being invited to extend
their confidence into so different a field.

I must further remark, however, that when this book was
definitely resolved upon I felt it to be imperative that I should
place myself in touch with the very latest conditions of Canadian
life, and also visit those portions of the Dominion which I had
never before made acquaintance with. So,with thisin view,I took
ship for Quebec by the Lake Megantic, in the summer of last
year, spent some seven months in various parts of Canada, in
haunts old and new, and returned to England in the following
spring. The result of all this I now respectfully submit to the
public, with a plea for their indulgent consideration of the
difficulties that are inseparable from so wide and complex a
subject.

A. G. B.

EctoN, NORTHANTS,
Sept., 1903.
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CANADA IN THE
TWENTIETH CENTURY.

CHAPTER L

NoO one visiting Canada for the first time, whether as tourist
or as intending settler, should proceed there by any other route
than that of the St. Lawrence during the six months or so in
which it is open, for it may possibly prove the last and only
opportunity for seeing one of the most beautiful and inspiring
portions of North America. Even if its accomplishment entailed
more trouble and more money, the result would fully justify the
greater expenditure of both. But, asa matter of fact, to reach the
heart of Canada this way costs less trouble and less money than
the conventional and comparatively dull route zzéd New York.
It is not easy to regard with patience the number of persons
who, without either reason or logic, go out of their way to deprive
themselves of the inestimable privilege of thus approaching
Quebec, to say nothing of the impressive scenery that at various
points during the thousand miles of comparatively sheltered water
preceding this glorious climax will challenge their admiration.

These remarks do not, of course, apply to persons whose time
is money, and to whom forty-eight hours represents a greater or
less sum in dollars ; nor, again, to habitual Atlantic travellers
familiar with all routes, and who presumably know their own
tastes best.

But the class to whom I venture this appeal is beyond question
a very large one: men and women to whom a couple of days
are of absolutely no moment, who have no connection with Wall
Street, nor business engagements to meet at Montreal on a fixed
date, nor again are prepared to pay for the palatial, private

C. B
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accommodation which some big New York liners place at the
disposal of millionaires for a consideration, thereby providing an
obvious cause of preference for the American route. I have
never succeeded in ascertaining thc motives which drive so many
folk of average condition, and with a normal capacity for appre-
ciating inspiring scenes, round by New York, when their goal is
Canada! In following up individual cases one generally dis-
covers some vague misconceptions or even apathy to be at the
back of the business. Strange and foggy notions, too, seem often
to work in the brain of the man about to take his first long
voyage. Taking the approximate difference in time, for instance,
between the New York and the Canadian liners as forty-eight
hours, some people, to whom a couple of days is admittedly
neither here nor there, and who have no sort of shrinking from
a cruise on summer seas, even though they be those of the North
Atlantic, allow the two extra days unconsciously to influence
them. If they are afraid, and with good reason, of mal de mer,
they seem to forget that this wundeniable discomfort occurs at
the beginning not at the end of a voyage, and that the normal
man and woman thus afflicted has recovered sufficiently by the
fourth or fifth day to count the ship’s bells before each meal
quite anxiously, and to do more than justice to the ship’s good
things when the welcome peal strikes. Indeed, for that matter,
the chronic sufferers, of which there are two or three among the
ladies on every ship, who never acquire any sea-legs to speak of],
will find themselves in sheltered waters on the Canadian route
in as brief a time as the New York liners reach their goal. And
it may be further remarked that nearly everyone who has neither
anxious friends nor urgent business awaiting him enjoys the last
part at any rate of an Atlantic voyage prodigiously, and the
type of traveller, who I am now in fancy addressing with, I
hope, not undue warmth, is of the very sort who most enjoy it.
I am not sure, too, that “tonnage” does not sometimes weigh
upon the minds of the uninitiated and unduly impress them. In
old days, when steamers of two thousand tons were on the

Canadian list, and ships of five or six were running to New York,

there was something in it. But in these times, when scarcely

anything under five or six thousand tons and several steamers
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of much greater size go up the St. Lawrence, the question of
capacity can have no possible significance whatever for any
passenger possessed of an elementary knowledge of such matters.
With a considerable experience too, let me also say a word for
the advantages that belong to travel on a ship carrying eighty
saloon passengers over one carrying five hundred, and that
makes a speed of thirteen to fifteen knots over one making
twenty. The smaller number in the saloon makes an eminently
sociable company, and in the longer voyage men and women of
congenial tastes have much opportunity for drawing together,
and often make acquaintances that are not only pleasant at the
time but are continued afterwards. The majority of saloon
passengers on a Canadian liner, too, are usually Canadians or
English residents in Canada, and an Englishman going out,
whether as a tourist or a settler, will very often indeed make
friends that prove extremely helpful to him later on.

Finally, when intending voyagers are carried away by stories
of the phenomenal speed of the New York greyhounds, it will
be well for them to remember that the faster a ship goes the
colder and wetter it is on deck, and that even on a summer day
in a calm sea a speed of twenty knots provides you with much
the same sensations as would a seat on the roof of a railway
carriage on several local lines that I could mention, if the
selection were not invidious.

Food and accommodation are other items about which the
intending traveller, and very rightly, agitates his mind. This
subject is one of undying interest to the professional ocean
voyager, a class of whom the drummer! forms the most con-
spicuous and perhaps the most humorous type. Indeed, iie
culinary qualities of the respective ocean steamers fill his con-
versation at sea just as his tours through Europe suggest a
running comment on hotels, their tables and their tariffs,
though let me say at once some of the most entertaining persons
I have ever met on the Atlantic belong to this fraternity.

I cannot say what elaborate efforts are made at this moment
to tickle the palates of the passengers by the crack New York
liners, but it will be enough to remark that the focd served on

1 Commercial traveller,
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the Canadian route both in quality and variety should satisfy
any reasonable being. The individual who would cavil at it
has in truth a miserable time before him on his travels in the
further west, while the intending settler who proves thus
exacting has beyond any doubt mistaken his vocation, as he
will probably in due course discover. In the matter of state-
room accommodation, the average Canadian liner at ten to
fifteen guineas gives about the same value as the New York
ships at eighteen to twenty-one. Finally, the trip to Montreal
on a New York liner, calculating higher fare, expenses in New
York, railway ticket, sleeping car and meals, will come to just
about ten pounds more than the all-sea route by the St.
Lawrence; and, after all, ten pounds to most travellers, and
certainly to even the most substantial emigrants, is ten pounds.
What either gain by the extra expenditure I have often and
vainly tried to discover. What they lose besides the money is
obvious enough to the initiated, and I hope by the time we
get to Quebec it will be so to those of my readers who in this
particular have no experience. The natural route for a pleasure
trip would of course be out by Quebec and home by New York,
for the Gotham of America can be approached from the landward
side with nearly as much profit as from the sea.

Now there are two entries to the Gulf of St. Lawrence, one
to the north, the other to the south of Newfoundland. The
former is not usually attempted till the summer is well advanced
on account of the ice; but by the time the traveller with suffi-
cient discrimination to make Canada the scene of his autumn
holiday is ready to start, the northern or Belle Isle route is in
regular use. And this I consider fortunate, for there is a fasci-
nation about this shortest and most northerly course to Canada
entirely its own. You are away beyond all the regular thorough-
fares of traffic. Regarded as a merely common-place Atlantic
passenger with a twelve or fifteen guinea berth, you may con-
sider yourself fortunate above the ordinary run; for you
fringe upon the mysterious seas of the north that are furrowed
by no vulgar keels carrying goods and passengers. You are on
the outer edge of sea-going civilisation, and look beyond it over
a watery waste traversed only by whalers and mariners who
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belong to the world of adventure and romance. Your fancy is
stirred, or should be, when at a certain point you know that a
day’s run due north would land you on the coast of Greenland,
and you begin to think already, at least I always do, that you
are getting a good deal of extra value for your money. You
may see icebergs, to be sure, on the New York route, but when
they drift into sight here, glittering in the sunshine, or shadowy
and ghost-like in the twilight, or under the summer moon, you
feel they are more truly in their element, and have only but
lately broken away from the ice-fields of Labrador, whose gloomy
cliffs will in a few hours begin to rise above the western sea.
And when the most northerly and most desolate and loftiest
uplands of Newfoundland actually thrust their rugged crests
like pale shadows above the horizon, it is a strangely different
greeting that the New World gives you from that offered by the
low, populous, common-place shores and much-sailed waters
which guard the entrance to New York. Yet these awe-striking
and inhospitable coasts were the first to make glad the heart of
Sebastian Cabot when, four centuries ago, the City of Bristol
sent out the adventurous Genoese with eighteen English sailors
to discover the North America that we take count of now. The
straits of Belle Isle, whose guardian island breaks the horizon
simultaneously with the opposite heights of Newfoundland, and
that even to us twentieth century travellers seems so strangely
close to the Polar seas, was the path to Canada of all those
sixteenth century heroes whose statues adorn the streets of
Quebec and Montreal. There is almost irony in the notion
that these savage regions, infinitely remote from any sign of
human life worth mentioning, should be even yet the first out-
posts to welcome such thousands of human beings to a land of
plenty and prosperity. One looks down on to the deck of the
steerage, where three or four hundred unkempt mortals, clad very
likely in the strange garbs of South-Eastern Europe, docile, meek
and dirty, lie stretched upon the boards, and wonders what they
think of all this appalling desolation on which we are entering.
Probably they are philosophers : possibly their untrained senses
cannot realise that the hundred miles or so of coast line, now
growing distinct, is no more land in the sense they understand
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it than so many miles of congealed ocean. There will be some
slight stir among them, for even the most illiterate specimen of
humanity can hardly look for the first time upon the shores of
the country in which he expects to spend his life and lay his
bones, without some show of interest, and a row of stolid faces
lines the bulwarks, till a spouting whale in the foreground
absorbs attention and awakes an interest such as no mere
sublimity of land or sea could hope to.

I have entered the straits of Belle Isle on a quiet autumn
night, when the whole sky was scintillating in wondrous fashion
with the glare and electricity of the Northern lights—a scene not
readily to be forgotten. I have approached them also on a
breathless summer afternoon, when the icebergs drifted over a
sea of glass, and the coasts of Newfoundland and Labrador laid
bare their mile upon mile of imposing desolation with wonderful
minuteness to the naked eye, and to the closer scrutiny of a
powerful field-glass yielded up every detail of their barrenness,
from pine-clad or barren mountain to sea-beaten cove.

The entrance to the strait is guarded by the island from which
it takes its name, a bare hump of grass-clad down above granite
cliffs, achieving a height of some seven hundred feet and a
length of eight or nine miles. A lighthouse perched high upon its
southern point, with a small garden patch attached, to which
the soil has I believe been carried from elsewhere, performs a
vital office for the quite considerable fleet of steamers that now-
adays bring grain and general freight from Canada by way of
this northerly passage. It is nearly a thousand miles from
here to Quebec, so the chances are against our passing any
outward-bound ships in the straits, and this lighthouse settle-
ment is as suggestive of complete isolation from all other things
human as the ordinary traveller will be likely to see in the course
of his life.

Over against Belle Isle, some ten miles at the nearest point to
the southward, the rugged peaks and lofty headlands around
Cape Bauld rise majestically out of the sea. This is the furthest
northern extremity of Newfoundland, the Ultima Thule of an
island much larger than Ireland, the land of promise four centuries
ago to the first western adventurers, and yet to this day in greater
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part an unpeopled solitude. What we see here is the peninsula
of the Petit Nord, over a hundred miles in length, and but for a
few fish-drying stages and a lobster cannery or two, tucked away
at the back of fiords, a complete wilderness of rock and forest,
lake and stream, and barren mountains ranging to an altitude of
about two thousand feet. This, with the neighbouring islet on
which Cape Bauld is situated, was known in the primitive periods
of discovery, and even marked upon the map, as the “Isle of
Demons.” Its weirdness seemed to touch the fancy of even
the fearless souls of the sixteenth century, who faced the terrors
of these regions in boats of twenty or thirty tons. It is supposed
that the infernal noises heard by the superstitious mariners was
the grinding of the ice-floes and bergs in rough weather.

One of the early French-Canadian Governors, when on his
way home, is said to have found out his niece’s guilty attachment
to a young officer on board, and in his rage to have landed the
pair at Belle Isle with a nurse and left them to their fate.

After passing the island, the coast line of Labrador breaks
more plainly into view upon our right, and forges away to the
northward, cape beyond cape, to the remotest range of vision. It
is a wonderful panorama of curving bays and rounded hills. A
hundred miles of shore in this clear northern atmosphere seems
to unfold to one’s eager gaze the very inner secrets of its naked-
ness, its barren valleys, its appalling sterility. But as the sun
begins to droop towards those rugged barriers a tender, lustrous
glow steals over the naked headlands and shaggy hills. The
distant cliffs light up and shine all colours across the sea, which,
answering to the same influence, reflects the blue of the summer
sky : the struggling pine woods on the hills take on rich shades
of green, suggestive at this distance of verdant pastures, while
dark shadows hover over and conceal the naked valleys and
barren ridges. Indeed, for an hour or two before the sun goes
down you might almost delude yourself into the fancy that flocks
and herds were browsing on succulent uplands, and that thriving
villages nestled in the hollows.

I will not bore the reader with statistics of Labrador. Its
bounds stretch far away towards the North Pole, and its population
is insignificant. There are neither roads nor communications, A
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stray lumber camp or a cluster of fishermen’s huts alone break
the solitude at long intervals. Missionaries, headed by the
devoted and indefatigable Mr. Grenfell, visit its fiords, and
fishing fleets occasionally muster in its natural harbours, even to
the far extremities of its north-east coast, and the regions of the
Esquimaux.

The straits of Belle Isle are nearly forty miles in length and
some ten to fifteen in width, but we steam for the most part
within a mile or so of the southern shore, which soon loses all
the majesty with which it greeted us, and sinks into long sweeps
of lonely bog land by the level of the sea, spreading inland to the
base of lofty ridges crowned with spruce or pine, and as sad a
looking country as the light of day ever shone upon. The land is
so close that we can see the bushes, and with a glass note the
very texture of the coarse growth that covers the spongy barrens,
and mark the little streams that from time to time come pouring
into the sea. An occasional drying-shed standing alone by the
shore reminds one that there are human beings somewhere even
in this wide wilderness. Now and again, though at long intervals,
two or three fishermen’s huts bring the facts still more home to
one, but the business of these solitary beings is solely on great
waters. They have made no impression whatever on the hundred
miles of shaggy wilderness that lies behind them, and there were
sheds and shanties here before the Puritan fathers landed in

Massachusetts Bay or Captain Smith founded Virginia. This

is the famous French shore—famous, that is, by reason of the

pother it has caused between nations in Europe and the sore it
has been in the side of Newfoundland since 1762, when the Treaty
of Paris left France that ill-defined footing in these latitudes
which Chatham denounced with all the energy his failing health
was capable of, but denounced in vain. We have nothing to do
here with this most ancient colony of Great Britain. But the
transient voyager, kept for so long at such close quarters with its
inhospitable shores, may like to be reminded that, though neither

Henry VII. and Cabot nor any of their successors could make

anything of Newfoundland as a plantation, the fishing industry

that made the island its headquarters became one of the greatest
trading factors in the world’s history, and, above all, in English
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history. Volumes are written on the great Elizabethan Bucca-
neers, and beyond a doubt they deserve their fame. At every
festive gathering of Devonians the shades of Drake and Raleigh
and Hawkins are invoked with pardonable local pride, but little is
said of the Newfoundland fisheries which first gave these Devon-
shire men their seamanship. In the reign of Henry VIII. English
fishermen, from the West mostly, were swarming over to the new
fishing grounds, where cod abounded in inexhaustible quantities
Spaniards, French and Portuguese followed close upon their heels
in equal numbers, and long before the English settlement of
America, many hundreds of vessels and thousands of men spent
the whole open season upon these very seas that even now seem to
us so lonely and remote. The story of Newfoundland, though not
one of corn and cattle, or the taming of virgin soils, is at the same
time a most entertaining one, and I am quite sure that virtually
all of us have forgotten, if we ever knew, the conspicuous part its
name once played in the life of Europe. The consumption of
dried cod in Southern Europe was once enormous,and when the
Catholic religion was universal there was a great demand even
in the northern countries. The British ships that carried New-
foundland fish to Southern Europe took goods to England in
exchange, and made a second profit with the English merchants.
In the seventeenth century and later, thousands of Devonshire
men spent half of every year on the Newfoundland coast ; their
coming and going was a leading event on the West Country
calendar, and even so they were far outnumbered by the foreign
ships that flocked thither. These were for the most part
Spanish and French, and, as a rule, all worked amicably together.
There were local customs which all observed in normal times,
and it is instructive to find that the “ Fishing Admiral,” a
popularly-elected official, was obliged to be an Englishman, so
frankly was the discovery of Cabot and its claim recognised.

It is significant, too, of the pugnacity of the old-time Britisher
that when the others now and again undertook to dispute this
privilege with the minority who exercised it, the west country-
men took off their coats and fought for it with shot and shell and
cutlass, and invariably got their own way in the end. Over and
over again, notable persons, philanthropists and speculators
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tried to force an agricuitural colony on Newfoundland. Some
of them began, all of them ended in failure. Lord Baltimore,
among others, was here before he founded Maryland, building a
great mansion whose ruins long survived in the peninsala of
Avalon, Sir William Vaughan, of Golden Grove, with a party
of Welshmen, had only then just abandoned a feeble attempt
to create a second Vale of Towy on the same spot. All the
fantastic schemes which seventeenth century colonisers in Eng-
land drew up for transatlantic constitutions, with their Counts,
Margraves, Barons, and clumsy feudal paraphernalia, were pro-
pounded for Newfoundland, and some were actually tried upon
the southern shore. Even if Nature had been kinder, the
fishing interests, English and foreign, were strongly hostile to
landed charters being acquired by men outside their ring. So
practically all the development the island ever experienced was
in connection with the fishing industry, and as the home and
trading mart of those whose business was upon the sea. For
forty persons in Ireland there is one in Newfoundland upon
the same space, and most of even this scant population is con-
centrated upon the southern portion of the island—the City of
St. John’s containing something like a quarter of the whole.
The remainder is gathered in villages seated on the banks of the
deep bays and winding fiords, with which the entire coast is
indented.

The long story of the colony, however, teems with stirring
incident, as may well be understood from its singular develop-
ment and outstanding situation. The long dynasty of the
“Fishing Admirals,” rough, illiterate men, chosen from the rude
democracy of the only element who for centuries counted for
anything on the Newfoundland shore; the savage fights, not
only in times of actual war, but often in times of peace, between
the French and English, whose fishing fleets and settlers alone.
remained of all those who in former days had shared with them
the treasures of the deep; and lastly, the humours of politics
and politicians when the island emerged from the primitive
despotism of the “ Fishing Admirals.”

The ancient colony has had no share whatever in the
vast flood of emigration that within the last century has
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poured into North America, and this in spite of the fact that
it is very much the nearest as well as the oldest of our
dependencies. Plaintive protests have appeared from time to
time in the Press and elsewhere against this neglect. Stories
of monster potatoes and respectable crops of oats and hay,
true enough in themselves no doubt, are flung reproachfully
at the heads of the emigrating classes and those who move
them, but they have fallen on deaf ears. Thirty years ago,
before the west was opened and after the best lands of Canada
were occupied, was the only chance for such a country getting
agricultural settlers. But nowadays, when the better but still
cheap lands of New Brunswick and Nova Scotia are passed
by without notice, the most sanguine Newfoundlander must
have given up the dream, and consoled himself with the
prospects which his native island holds out to the miner, the
lumberman, and the manufacturer. Newfoundland still remains
outside the Dominion Federation, and its whole history has
been distinct from that of Canada. It is itself such an old
country, and so full of the individuality that an occupation of
three centuries gives to people for better or worse, that one can
understand its natural dislike to even the slight measure of
effacement federation implies, apart from the more practical
reasons, which I confess I have not studied. But union with
Canada seems inevitable, and before very long the island will
doubtless cease to occupy its somewhat unnatural position of
political exclusion from the body politic of the Dominion,

But as hour after hour the russet barrens and rocky coves of
the Petit Nord slip by you, with their almost fascinating dreari-
ness, it will be well to remember that there is another cause
besides those of demand and supply, and a more effective one,
retarding civilisation in these regions. For this is the French
shore, and takes in all the north of the island, running round it
for some three hundred miles. Perhaps it would not be such
a wilderness, and would certainly be nothing like so bereft
of human life, if it were not the victim of high politics, an
ancient and perennial cause of dispute between France and
England, and of soreness in the breast of the Newfoundlander.

In the days of the Treaty of Utrecht, 1713, the British people
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and Government, as we have already seen, regarded the New-
foundland fishery as the great training ground for seamanship
and naval science. Public opinion, however, was hostile to any
permanent settlements on the island, though by that period
several had grown up in the extreme south, and considered
that the more often the fishermen had to cross the ocean, so
much the better for the British Navy. These views were
zealously fostered by the West Country squires and their
representatives at Court, into whose pockets a continuous stream
of wealth poured from the Newfoundland fisheries. So that
when the French, who sent two or three hundred vessels there
yearly, asked the right to land and dry their fish it seemed a
small matter, particularly as liberty to share the fishing with the
British had never been disputed.

Still the freehold of the island was expressly reserved by
repeated treaties to the British. The French were distinctly
prohibited from erecting any other buildings upon the coast
than drying sheds, and the limits of the shore over which the
concession was given were confined to the northern portion of
the island, while they retained, and unfortunately, as one cannot
help thinking, still retain, the freehold of the small islands of
Pierre and Miquelon away in the south.

The treaties specified only cod, but the French have continued
to dry every kind of fish upon the north shore. Furthermore,
they have erected lobster canneries and salmon weirs in flagrant
defiance of their licence, and, still worse, have interpreted this last
as giving the British no rights whatever over the whole northern
and western portion of their own island. The British are not per-
mitted to erect any kind of building, nor yet to mine nor to build
railroads over a territory included by some three to four hundred
miles of coastline, and even the fishermen in these waters are
driven off by the vigilant and zealous French officials. So that
which is said by experts to be the best half of Newfoundland is
kept a howling wilderness, in deference to the feelings of a
power whose entire interests a few years ago were repre-
sented here by seven fishing boats and two or three lobster
canneries, and have not, I believe, materially increased. There

are complications of course. George Ill., that nightmare of
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colonial Britain, gave airy assurances, on his own account, to
the French, which were more or less endorsed by his Parliament,
and have caused a world of trouble ever since. There surely
must be something agog when, as recently happened, the
Newfoundlanders were prohibited from building a railroad
across their own country by the British Government, lest they
should hurt the feelings of the French; and when mining capital
is warned off by the same authority lest the rights of half a
dozen foreign fishing smacks should be outraged !

Turning again for a moment to the opposite coast of Labrador
before it fades from sight, the whole eastern portion of the
region belongs to Newfoundland, and is therefore not included
in the Dominion of Canada. Every spring four or five thousand
men, women and children from Newfoundland land on its
desolate coasts for the cod-fishing. They suffer intense hard-
ships and are the objects of some practical help from missions
and much distant sympathy during the five or six months they
remain there. The schooners that convey them thither have
not space enough to carry much more than the people them-
selves, who, without any comforts and not too many clothes,
have to face the inclement seasons of that northern clime with
no shelter but that of rude temporary shanties. There are few
or no domestic animals to furnish either milk, butter, or meat.
The women and children spend all the hours of light in the
noisome occupation of cleaning and cutting up fish, always on
the watch for the sudden storms that force a hasty removal of
the products of their daily labour into a place of shelter, added
to a constant suspense as to the safety of their sons and
husbands on the sea.

If night falls upon the desolate shores of Newfoundland, the
morning sun, should it happen to be shining, will illuminate the
no less dreary coast of Anticosti. For if the prospect of fine
weather be good the captains on this route will take the shorter
but more difficult course that hugs the northern bounds of this
somewhat notorious isle so close, and for several hours you may see
a great deal of it upon very intimate terms. Anticosti is about
a hundred and twenty miles long by thirty broad, and is almost
an exact reproduction of what one has seen of Newfoundland.
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In some parts low shores stretch inland in scrubby barrens and
rise gradually to wooded ridges. In others the cliffs are high
and the country covered with dense woods of pine and spruce.
There are a few hundred souls sparsely scattered over some
three hundred miles of coast line. At long intervals a group of
fishermen’s huts rather emphasise than break the appalling
solitude. Anticosti, however, has a possible future. M. Menier,
the French chocolate maker, millionaire and sportsman, bought
the island at one fell swoop a few years ago, and caused quite a
tremor among patriotic Canadians at the thought of a citizen of
old France owning such a formidable slice of Canada. The
enterprising Frenchman, however, though he turned off many of
the squatters, had no designs upon the British Empire, nor did
he intend it for a summer residence, mosquitoes being one of
its chief products. Nor did he buy it for the purpose of hunting
bears, as its name in the Indian language might suggest, nor
yet of catching sea-trout, which are said to be so plentiful that
they fight for your fly in their anxiety to show you sport.

Anticosti is, I believe, to be commercially developed upon
the lines followed in countries containing some good timber,
abundant fish, and, doubtless, minerals. Indeed, some begin-
ning has actually been made to this desirable and, let
us hope, profitable work, though the coast is said to be
almost destitute of harbours. In doubtful weather the line of
traffic runs south of the island and hugs the feet of the great
headlands of Gaspé and New Brunswick, which for a long
distance rise sheer out of the water to a height of from one to
two thousand feet, and for a time seem almost to overhang the
vessel as it beats its way swiftly and silently through the dark
deep water, where the white porpoises of the Gulf are sporting
and little fishing boats with brown sails rock in the swell.

This is the most interesting of the two routes, particularly if
it should be autumn, when the scrub oaks, maples, and birch
make brown and gold splashes among the green pine woods that
cling to the face of these mountain walls, and here and there,
where the giant slopes are furrowed deep, or cleft apart by the
course of a stream, a snug village, with church and white-painted
houses, nestles by the shore, or climbs a short way up the steep.
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They are far enough apart, these fishing villages, and appear
quite isolated from one another by land, and from the world
behind are absolutely sundered by great tracts of rocky moun-
tainous upland, uninhabited and unprofitable in all things but
spruce timber.

It will be well, however, to remember that though an Atlantic
steamer gives one most of the pleasures of a yachting trip with
a minimum of motion, it nevertheless has for its main object a
maximum of speed, and there is always the possibility of passing
some of the most striking scenery in the dark hours. For those
going straight through to the west without a chance of breaking
their journey it is particularly unfortunate when the last hundred
miles or so leading up to Quebec are traversed in the night.
Under many conceivable circumstances a stay in Quebec would
be a matter of difficulty. But the mere visitor to the country
can scarcely be hampered by any such restrictions: while
if he has come mainly with the view of seeing it, as is the
case with a rapidly increasing number of English men and
women, the old French capital will of course be one of the
chief points of interest. As I shall have a good deal to say
about this reach of the St. Lawrence in the next chapter, I will
merely remark here that those whose only chance of seeing the
approach to the city is from the deck of a liner will have nothing
to complain of should the hour and the weather be propitious.

For as the great river shrinks to a width of ten or fifteen
miles, both shores draw near enough to plainly show their
widely different characteristics ; those of the north consisting
of an almost continuous wall of mountains from the gloomy
portals which let out into the St. Lawrence the strong tides of
the Saguenay, most awesome of rivers, well nigh to the basin
of Quebec; those of the south, green, fertile, low-lying, and
sprinkled thick with the bright-coloured homesteads, villages,
and small towns of the French-Canadian habitants, and backed
by low ranges of gently swelling hills. Then comes the last
twenty miles in the narrow channel between the mainland and
that fair island of Orleans, which even a hundred and fifty years
ago delighted the British invader with its mellow fertility and
pleasant homesteads; and, last of all, the final stretch which
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brings us with slight warning into the presence of the noble,
high-perched city, that in many ways contrasts so strangely
with the vast dominion of material progress stretching westward
for three thousand miles behind it.

Passengers to Montreal have, as a rule, the opportunity of
landing for a few hours before the vessel continues its journey
up the river. But even should this not be the case, the sight of
Quebec as you first round the point of Orleans and steam slowly
over the four miles of open water which spreads beneath its walls
is worth the whole journey. Above the masts and wharves that
shut out the lower town, sharp gabled houses and the towers
and spires of churches, monasteries, and public buildings, in a
style for the most part quite alien to modern American civilisa-
tion, and deeply suggestive of another age and another land, rise
tier above tier up the steep slopes of the mighty rock to the
batteries of the citadel which so fittingly crown its summit.
Ranges of lofty but retiring hills surround the noble harbour,
where ships of war and great liners lie side by side amid a
swarm of smaller craft; while a continuous chain of leafy
villages encircles the shores, and the falls of Montmorency, leap-
ing from their wooded heights upon the extreme right, make a
fitting background to one of the most inspiring tableaux in the
world.

Those proceeding to Montreal will have some consolation
should only a portion even of the fourteen hours or so occupied
in ascending the river be in the daylight. The scenery is less
striking than it is below and of a different class, while the river,
except in its passage through Lake St. Peter, is only a mile or
so in width, though the banks are luxuriant and thickly studded
with the characteristic features of French-Canadian peasant life.

The Canadian custom-house, whether at Quebec or Montreal,
contains few terrors for the stranger. The list of goods liable to
duty looks formidable on paper, but common-sense is brought to
bear in interpreting the law as regards passengers’ luggage. The
emigrant and the traveller are both welcome visitors to Canada,
and it would be ludicrous to expect either to defer supplying
themselves with clothes and personal necessities till they had
reached a strange country where the conditions were less
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favourable to them in this particular; so the new comer can
take out virtually what he pleases, provided it is evidently
for his own use. What vigilance is shown in this particular
is reserved for returning Canadians, who might justly be
suspected of laying in stores of clothing in London to the
detriment of their own tradesmen in Canada. As a matter of
fact, however, there is much sweet reasonableness all round at
the Canadian customs, and the encounters between ladies of
fashion and the Government servants that sometimes enliven the
landing stages at New York has no counterpart at Quebec or
Montreal. On your return to Liverpool, however, one or more
of your boxes will be probed to its uttermost depths for im-
possible consignments of whisky and tobacco, both of which are
dearer in Canada than they are in England! Most visitors to
Quebec go, as a matter of course, to the Chéateau Frontenac, the
magnificent hotel erected by the Canadian Pacific Railway on the
terrace below the citadel. This is naturally more expensive than
the older hotels, of which the Clarendon, at from two to three
dollars a day inclusive, is at present as good as any, and is in the
pleasantest position. And perhaps this moment will not be
premature for making certain remarks on Canadian hotels,
which seem unavoidable in a book designed, in part at least, for
readers who are likely to make much use of them. There are
some people who always drive straight to the best hotel in a
strange town and take the best rooms to be had, whatever the
price asked. People to whom financial matters are of little or
no consideration would be fools if they took any other course.
Others, again, to whom money is a matter of moment, follow
this course because they think upon the whole it is the most
satisfactory, or occasionally because they are inexperienced
and shirk the unknown. Now, outside the great cities of Canada
the only thing to do is to proceed direct to the best hotel. It is
almost sure not to be expensive, though it may not always be
good. Numbers of people, however, though they are travelling,
will be anxious to make their money go as far as possible, con-
sistently with reasonable comfort. Virtually all the hotels in
Canada are on the American system. You pay so much a day
for three meals and a bed, and no reduction whatever is made
C. C
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for absence from either, so long as you retain your room. The
terms in nearly all hotels vary according to the situation of the
room, and to many travellers this matters next to nothing. In
the leading hotels of the great cities the tariff on this account
varies from about three to five dollars a day ; in the less notable
hotels of the cities and the best hotels in the country towns from
two to three dollars.

It is always well, therefore, before entering your name on the
register, to mention this matter, and if you think the second or
third floor will answer your purpose as well as the first to inquire
into the respective prices. Furthermore, if you are likely to stay
a week or two, or again if you are a party, nearly all hotels will
“make a rate” But if a guest shows no interest in the matter,
his landlord, who after all is human, will consider that money is
of no object to him, and very naturally show no anxiety to cut
down prices and save his customer’s pocket to the detriment
of his own. The American system and the inclusive charge
is, generally speaking, an extremely convenient one. But
there are some situations in which it is very much the
reverse, as, for instance, when you expect to have many of
your meals out, and even the most affluent person dislikes
paying for these twice over. It seems reasonable that there
should be one good hotel at least run on the European system
in every considerable place. It is an old story, too, the absence
of the friendly cab, that, for a shilling or two, will convey the
wearied passenger from an English station with all his effects
and with the utmost despatch to any portion of the city that
may be his destination. There are conveyances to be had at
Canadian stations, but their prices are not, often, of a popular
description, and of heavy baggage they will, as a rule, have
none. In any case, this last must be consigned to express
agents, and you will get it in due course, and pay twenty-five cents
for each piece. This uncomfortable method and dispropor-
tionate cost of carriage from train to destination is somewhat
modified in the case of going direct to a hotel, as omnibuses ply
in connection with them, though they do not take baggage.

The hours allowed for meals by the hotels cover a liberal
space, but the intending traveller had better make up his mind
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that once the doors are closed nothing remains for him but to
seek refreshment in some outside restaurant. It is no use
“kicking” and calling for an immediate reform of the American
hotel system. The latter has its advantages and its drawbacks ;
but its customs are immutable, and to the famished traveller
arriving at ten in the morning or nine at night, the drawbacks, if
he is a foreigner, may seem for the moment to be in, the
ascendant. But as a matter of fact a little experience will teach
him that such contretemps are provided against both by rail-
roads and steamers, and that he will not very often have to
wander about hunting up a restaurant at advanced hours in
the evening.




CHAPTER II.

QUEBEC was actually founded by Champlain in the year 1608,
and it is interesting to remember that this date approximately
coincides with those of the settlement of Virginia by his famous
contemporary John Smith, and the landing of the Pilgrim fathers
in New England. It so fell out, therefore, that the three groups
into which North American settlement may fairly be divided—
those of Canada, and of the Northern and the Southern States of
the Union respectively—were planted in the germ at about the
same moment. Jacques Cartier, it is true, had been at Quebec
some seventy years before Champlain permanently settled there ;
nor in this was there anything strange, for, as it was shown in the
last chapter, the entrance to the Gulf of St. Lawrence was fre-
quented yearly by hundreds of craft of many nations. Cartier,
however, must have been lacking in the colonising instinct which
distinguished Smith and Champlain, for he replied to the civility
of the natives, whose friendship was of such vital moment, by
carrying off some of their leading men to France and exhibiting
them as curiosities in proof of his adventures. When he returned
to the neighbourhood of Quebec four years later his reception was
the reverse of cordial, due no doubt to the justifiable suspicions of
his uncivilised hosts that others of their number might at any
moment be spirited away to the land of the pale faces for exhibition
purposes. Cartier, however, built a fort near Cap Rouge and
remained there throughout the winter of 1541—42, whether from
choice or from necessity does not appear. At any rate, he left as
soon as the ice allowed him ; but off the Newfoundland coast, and
apparently by accident, he ran against De Roberval, who had been
commissioned by Francis I. to take command of this new country,
and had his pockets full of authoritative documents. Cartier had,
in fact, on this second occasion, come out as De Roberval’s repre-
sentative; but he had no mind to ascend the St. Lawrence, we may
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suppose, as his underling, or else he had made the neighbourhood
of Quebec too hot for him, for he gave his superior the slip and
sailed for France. Roberval, however, persevered, patched up
Cartier's fort, and, like the latter, remained a winter, either to
test the climate or the temper of the natives or because he, too,
had no choice. One experimentwas enough for the new Viceroy,
who went back to France as fast as he could in the spring, per-
petrating on the way no doubt that grim practical joke on his
erring niece in the Straits of Belle Isle that we have already
referred to.

Nothing more was attempted in the way of colonising New
France till Champlain, as before narrated, planted an enduring
settlement on the narrow tongue where the St. Charles meets the
St. Lawrence at the foot of the rock of Quebec. Champlain was
a practical man, like his great contemporary, who at this very
time was struggling with fever, Indians, and broken-down gentle-
men on the banks of the James. He made one initial move, how-
ever, which most historians condemn, though it is easy enough
to criticise men’s actions from the calm standpoint of modern
times with the experience of the two or three succeeding centuries
to assist their judgment. For he either would not, or could not,
rightly estimate the power of the Iroquois, that unrivalled com-
bination of warriors who later on, as the five nations, held the
balance of power in the great struggle between England and
France. Instead of observing a neutrality, which might after all
have been difficult, he allied himself with the Algonquins and
Hurons of Canada against their formidable foes, and exposed
the struggling French colony to a hundred years of desperate
conflict with these wily and merciless wolves. For three decades,
however, a short interval excepted, when an English force seized
Quebec to return it almost immediately by treaty, Champlain
nursed the infant colony wisely and well. It was actually the
outcome of fur trading stations previously planted far down the
river by merchants from Rouen and St. Malo, and was, in fact, a
combined forward movement of these adventurers on a firmer
basis and under the @gis of the king, who at that time was
Francis I. And on this account Huguenots came as well as
Catholics, each bringing their own ministers, who wrangled so
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incessantly with one another on matters of ecclesiastical priority
that this mixed establishment was abolished and Catholic priests
only permitted on the ships. Champlain was in all respects a
fine fellow, and rightly regarded as the founder of Canada. He
left the fur trade to the traders and set himself with energy to
extend and make good the footing of his country in North
America. An indefatigable explorer, he traversed the wilder-
ness, which is now Ontario, and even penetrated the far shores
of Lake Superior., Under his inspiration, men from Quebec
crossed the Red River of the North, and actually gazed upon
the icy summits of the Rocky Mountains nearly a thousand
miles beyond. Not only did Champlain do his duty in the New
World, but he worked hard in the Old to interest influential
people in the vast possibilities of New France.

In 1641, prompted, it is said, by supernatural visions, a group
of devotees and soldiers from France passed up the St. Lawrence
and planted the cross and the fleur-de-lys at what is now Montreal.
Henceforth Quebec had the benefit of a western outpost which
broke the first force of Iroquois attacks. But the growth of the
colony, composed mainly of missionaries and fur traders, was so
slow that by 1661, when the charter of the North-West Trading
Company was withdrawn and the colony formally taken over by
the Crown, there were not three thousand souls in the whole of
New France. Now, however, the young King Louis XIV., with
all the ardour that marked his earlier days, became possessed of
an immense enthusiasm for Canada, and was ably served in the
work by three famous men, his minister Colbert, his Viceroy
Count Frontenac, and his Intendant in the colony, Monsieur Talon.
The regiment of Carignan, which had especially distinguished
itself in European wars, was rewarded by grants of land in
Canada, »nd nearly all the men and most of the officers
embraced the opportunity and took ship for Quebec and were
settled around it. The country was laid out on feudal lines in
seigneuries, each several leagues in extent, with the narrow
frontage on the river and the long strip behind, and the sub-
divisions upon the same lines, which still gives such a distinct
character to French-Canadian landscape. The officers became

the seigneurs and their soldiers the tenants. Civilian emigration
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was distributed in like fashion, and a noblesse created, partly from
men of good birth and partly from those suitable for the purpose,
or who had sufficient interest or means to acquire the some-
what dubious privilege. Wives had now to be found, as Indian
alliances would have been fatal to the dream of a New France.
The young king proved equal to the occasion, and indeed took
immense personal interest in the business. Batches of respect-
able girls were shipped out in charge of nuns, and Quebec
became the scene of regular matrimonial markets, conducted
under the auspices of the Church and in the most decorous
manner. The supply was so ample that there were wives enough
to go round, and the bachelor who did not come forward soon
found himself a mark for the royal displeasure, and persistent
refusal was punished with vexatious exactions, while as a reward
to the candidates for domesticity, bounties were bestowed for the
production of large families. Religious orders full of enthusiasm
settled in Quebec, and pious men and women in France founded
institutions that at this moment are wealthy and powerful.
Laval founded the college that to-day, as a great university
owning miles of territory, bears his name. He was the first
Bishop of Quebec and, like his successors, shared the govern-
ment of the city and colony with the royal Governor and the
Intendant. No little jealousy and discord reigned in the councils
of the trio, but when once they had agreed upon a course nobody
else disputed it for a moment. But in spite of the king’s ardour
the colony did not prosper. Feudal customs and a landlord
and tenant system do not bear transportation to a new country
where land is cheap and plentiful, and, above all, when it is
clothed with virgin forest that the tenant has first to clear at
the cost of great personal labour. The seigneurial rents proved
microscopic for the most part. The ragged, penniless noblesse
in their small rude manor-houses fared no better than the
peasantry. Small wonder then that they preferred the free
life of the woods, and hunting, exploration, and illicit fur
trading, for this last was now a Crown monopoly. If they
were bad farmers, they made splendid partisan leaders when the
Indians or the English had to be faced. Brave, reckless and
hardy, intimately familiar with every art of forest warfare, they
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had the absolute confidence of their followers, who knew
enough themselves to fully appreciate their leaders’ qualities.
The absence, from lack of stimulus, of any material ambitions,
the hardy self-denying life of the peasant settlers, their habit of
looking to the Government and the Church for direction and
assistance, and lastly their familiarity with Indian warfare, made
them fine material for such soldiering as was to be done in the
North American woods. And the time was coming when a
stronger foe than even the Iroquois would try their mettle.

The English and Dutch had been supplying the enemies of
Quebec with arms now this long time, and towards the close
of the century the New England frontiers were being pushed
nearer to Canada than its rulers liked, when Count Frontenac,
that famous and fiery soldier, arrived as Governor. He decided
to give the English a series of lessons that would teach them
that all territory adjacent to Canada was perilous for habi-
tation. With this in view he started “la petite guerre” raiding
parties, led by the numerous partisans so ready to hand and so
willing to go, and settlement after settlement on the New England
frontiers went down in fire and slaughter. New England reta-
liated by sending Sir William Phips up the St. Lawrence with a
fleet and three thousand men and laying siege to Quebec. There
was some smart fighting on the shore, and the attempt of these
raw New England soldiers failed, but it frightened the Quebec
people for a time very badly indeed, and they erected the church
of “Le Bon Secours,” still standing in the lower town, in token
of gratitude for their deliverance. The fur trade as a royal
monopoly flourished greatly, but agriculture made slow progress.
Still the settlements along the river banks from Quebec up to
Montreal, and downwards for a hundred miles on the south
shore, were almost continuous.

The descendants of the regiment of Carignan and the “king’s
girls,” as they were called, were a sturdy lot, of Norman and
Breton stock for the most part, and though great numbers
vanished into the woods to its free life, enough stuck to the land
to gradually clear a continuous front along the river bank, and
to give the country some promise of achieving the thriving
appearance it wears to-day.
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Quebec grew slowly without any rival to its supremacy.
Montreal as a frontier town took much of the fur trade, but as
the seat of an autocratic Government, the home of numerous
strong religious corporations, and the head of navigation as then
understood, this old foundation of Champlain, with its superb site,
still remained the key of Canada, the symbol of French power
in the New World, till it fell before the arms of England in 17509.

The first half of the eighteenth century witnessed plenty of
stirring incident at Quebec, though we must not linger over it here.
Governors and churchmen came and went from old France, but
unlike the men who were sent to look after the welfare of
Church and State in the British colonies, they were often dis-
tinguished, nearly always zealous ones. The Church expanded
in power and influence. The militia and regulars of the colony
became mobile and efficient. Raiding expeditions went out
from Quebec year after year to accomplish feats of endurance
that make beautiful stories for fireside reading at this day. But
whether at the cost of the Hudson Bay Company’s outposts to
the north, or the struggling New England settler on the south,
these ventures only laid up a stock of hatred towards the French
of Quebec, which finally cost them their country and did the
colony itself no good. The latter, indeed, was relatively a
failure, save as a serviceable fighting machine, a good base for
fur trading, and an extremely picturesque plantation.

When in 1755 the war broke outwhich sealed the fate of Canada,
its population was only about sixty thousand, as the result of a
century and a half of French rule. And even this small com-
munity, with illimitable and productive land, assisted by an
abundance of fish and game, was frequently compelled to accept
aid from France to avert positive starvation. All the virtues
and vices flourished in Old Quebec except those favourable to
progressive colonisation, The rural peasantry, who should have
been the main instruments of progress, were neither freemen
nor freeholders. They were by no means slaves, and were
probably happy and lighthearted, but they were in leading-
strings, the ends of which were held by men who had the art
rather of empire-dreaming, than of empire-making. Corruption,

too, had by that time honeycombed all the fountains of justice
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and honour in the Quebec Government. The large sums of
money which even prior to the final war were sent out by the
king for the use of the colony were perverted to private and
sometimes infamous uses. The Church was at least pure, if
arbitrary and arrogant, and the viceroys themselves were, perhaps,
not implicated, but Canadian officialdom, from the Intendant
downwards, was rotten to the core. Most conspicuous and
flagrant an example of this was the last Intendant, Bigot, who
flourished and battened on his country’s misery through its long
struggle for existence in the seven years’ war. The doings of
Bigot and his gang of confederates, who lived in riotous pro-
fusion while the whole colony were on half rations, is a notable
episode in Canadian history. The infamies of the Ring who
for so long and in defiance of Church, viceroy and people openly
plundered Canada in her years of need, are still deeply graven
on the stones of Old Quebec. Quebec society in the days of
the French #égime has been described by many writers who
themselves saw it as visitors, and by others who were of it, in a
faithful and entertaining manner. The historian Parkman has
treated it in exhaustive and masterly fashion. Of late it has
been growing in favour with novelists, but the novelists of this
school, like those who write such charming stories about old
Virginia, do not always take much account of contemporary
evidence, and very often seem to lack the sense of historical pro-
portion and perspective. The French-Canadian noble of the
novelist attires hiinself in gorgeous apparel, and dines off golden
plate in marble halls, whereas sober history and the people who
were acquainted with him personally tell us that simplicity,
even to physical distress at times, was the inevitable result of
the restricted and unfruitful source from which his slender
revenues were derived. They were, in fact, a wholly artificial
creation, grafted on a soil not unresponsive to the labours of a
free and hardy peasantry, but quite inadequate to providing a
landlord class with the surplus requisite for the maintenance of
even such moderate position as to give a meaning to the word.
Still there was enough French money in the country to enable
a small society at Quebec to enjoy themselves in comfort and
even elegance, and to reflect upon a minute scale some, at any
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rate, of the fashions of Versailles, to which the higher officials
of a thrifty and exacting Church contributed their quota of
ornate ceremonial. The little society was perhaps more bureau-
cratic than seigneurial. Those few of the landowners who were
able to ruffle it in the society of the Chéateau St. Louis and the
Intendant’s palace for the most part derived, with a few excep-
tions, the means of doing so from some other source than their
tenants’ rents. The fur trade was a Crown monopoly, but some of
the profits stuck in the colony. Much of the money, however,
which provided Quebec society under the French with its little
dinners and wines and luxuries probably came from the French
king, and it is to be feared was in great part intended for very
different purposes to those it was put to.

For fifty years before the conquest several men of character
and energy were sent to rule New France. Their soaring and
not unworthy ambitions proved their country’s ruin. They were
not content to let well alone and encourage the development of
the vast French territory which had been so little utilised ; but
they laid schemes for throttling that British industrial enterprise,
which they had much better have tried to emulate instead, and of
annexing the whole of North America west of the Alleghanies.
What trouble they took in the building of forts on the Ohio, and
the planting of flags to let the British know their intentions, and
what happened when their hitherto sluggish rivals realised it,
and how war broke out in 1755 and closed in 1761, not with the
triumph of the French claim to the west, but with the surrender
of Canada itself to the British arms, is a familiar theme, or should
be. The dramatic details of this seven years’ war have no
place here. People may forget the splendid fight that France
made, the victories of Oswego, of Monongahela and Ticonderoga,
but all remember the triumph of Wolfe’s small army on the
Plains of Abraham, the most distressing event that the old
French city hitherto inviolate had till then ever witnessed. How
from a shell-battered heap of ruins she arose again more beautiful
than ever to a happier and infinitely more prosperous career is a
longer but less stirring tale. The wisdom and clemency of the
new British rule over the conquered French community was
fully recognised by the latter, who were left their laws, their
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language and their religion. They tasted liberty for the first
time and thoroughly enjoyed it. Those who infer that the
magnanimity of Great Britain at this moment was the outcome
of timidity must be ignorant of the helpless condition to which
France had been reduced. England could have treated the
French-Canadians at the moment in the fashion in which we
have documentary evidence that the French king earlier in the
century would have treated the great colony of New York had
he succeeded in his scheme of conquest there, namely, expelled
them all without the faintest risk of retaliation. But the
wise magnanimity exercised towards their new subjects by
the British Government brought its own reward when the
American Colonies rose in revolt. Though the privileges
extended to the French-Canadians and their Church was
actually one of the formal causes of complaint against the
British Government by the leaders of the Revolution, the very
same men, with surprising lack of humour, cajoled and implored
the French to throw off the tyranny of a rule whose culpable
mildness towards them they had with the same breath denounced
on other platforms and to join a confederation whose bias against
them was a loud-sounding note in the justification of their cause.
So when the war came on and Quebec for the fourth time in its
history stood a serious siege, the French, under a British com-
mander, resisted the invader with the same spirit they had shown
under Montcalm., After a winter's siege the invaders retired
baffled to their own territory, leaving behind them the body of
their General Montgomery, who was killed in an unsuccessful

assault upon the city, and whose name is now enshrined upon

the list of brave soldiers who fought and died beneath the walls
of Quebec. In the war of 1812, Quebec was called upon to play
but a small part, being remote from the main scenes of strife.

But the only attempt of the Americans in that direction was

frustrated at the battle of Chateauguay, where De Salaberry, a

French seigneur at the head of a body of French volunteers,

inflicted on the enemy a signal defeat.

In the short-lived rebellion of 1838, which was the expression
of general rather than racial grievances and stirred all Canada,

Quebec took a full share. The root of the trouble lay in the fact
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that the Government of the Canadian provinces with all its posts
and perquisites had fallen into the hands of a group of families,
mainly and naturally British. Such an oligarchy was almost
inevitable in the beginnings of a colony where a close connection
with the mother country and a constant display of loyalty to
monarchical institutions were almost vital to its existence. With
the failure of Mackenzie and Papineau, however, their bugbear,
the “ Family compact,” came to an end also. The two provinces,
Ontario, which had been settled by loyalist refugees from the
United States, and Quebec, were united in 1841, and in 1867
finally took their place as the most important members of the
Federation that now goes to form the Canadian Dominion.

The present population of Quebec is somewhat over sixty
thousand. It has dropped entirely out of the race with Montreal
for the commercial capital and chief port of Canada, and has now
been far outstripped both by that city and Toronto and even
fallen behind Ottawa. Twenty years ago Quebec ceased to be
the head of transatlantic navigation, and that moment marked
the beginning of its relative decline. Nothing, however, can
destroy its dignity and importance, which rest neither on dollars,
population, steam engines, nor mills.

Heaven forbid that Quebec should ever be in a position to
enter the heated race for acreage in bricks and mortar, and for
population! There is no reason whatever why any other city in
Canada should not revel to its heart’s content in millions of
people and tens of square miles of stone and brick, but there is
not a civilised person in North America who would not make
some slight personal sacrifice to avert what in the case of Quebec
would be a deplorable calamity. There is not a place in the
country that in tradition, appearance or situation resembles the
old French city or can compare with it, and there are millions
of people growing up in the States and Canada, and many more
millions to arise in the future, to whom a sight of Quebec and
its environs will always be a delight and a glimpse of another
world and a monument of imperishable memories.

Happily there are no signs of serious danger in this respect.
A huge and hideous cotton mill has, to be sure, greatly injured
the noble prospect of the Montmorency Falls from the river and
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somewhat affected the cataract itself. But there seems to be no
particular ground available for “ million dollar plants” and their
accompanying suburbs of squalid houses. As a matter of fact, the
lower town, with its wharves, docks and shut-in old-fashioned
streets, quite fills the narrow strip which spreads along the base
of the rock and fronts the water. The very flatness of this sea-
board portion of the town hides its somewhat squalid details
from view as you draw near it, and gives full expression to the
bold upward sweep behind, on which are piled one above the
other, to the embattled summits of Cape Diamond, the streets
and buildings which give the city its character, and breathe so
eloquently of its past for those who care to recall it.

Other causes besides the opening of the river to Montreal
contributed to the commercial decline of Quebec. Federation
in 1867, with its central government at Ottawa and the final
departure of the British garrisons, which had been a great
feature in Old Quebec life, helped to arrest its prosperity. The
large colony of British merchants who flourished there have
practically disappeared,and it is now almost as much a French city
as the province is virtually a French province. There are still,
however, some three or four thousand British residents all told,
and among them are quite a number of families of moderate
means and good position, with local ties of property or occupation,
who, mingling freely with a portion of the best French families,
make a social element that helps to keep up the best traditions
of Anglo-French Quebec. In Montreal, where both races are
strong in numbers, they scarcely blend at all socially, as we shall
see. In Quebec, however, the very smallness of the British
community makes for a freer intercourse. Quebec society, too,
is less vexed by ambitions and financial standards. People all
know one another more or less, and are pretty well assured of
their respective positions. Educated Quebeckers, moreover,
usually speak two languages, which certainly gives a mental
stimulus to society, and many residents seem to have achieved
the habit of graceful but well-filled leisure, the secret of which
their American neighbours as a people find it so difficult to acquire.
It would be strange indeed if the environment of Quebec did
not make for a placid life amongst those who were fortunate
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enough to be able to lead it. Quebec, then, has become virtually
a French city. French is the language of the street, the fireside,
and to a great extent of commerce, though English is usually
spoken in the big shops and in the hotels, where most of the
guests, being transient, are from other provinces or the States.
The vernacular used by the mass of the people is the old French
as spoken in Normandy before the Revolution, interlarded of
course by many corruptions of English words, while the language
of the higher classes is that of educated Frenchmen.

Electric cars now rush up and down the steep streets leading
from the lower to the upper town, and strike perhaps an inhar-
monious note. But you may ascend to the latter on foot, if you
so prefer, by many quaint and tortuous by-ways, assisted here
and there by long flights of steps. Or you may drive up in that
unique production of Quebec and Lower Canada, the caléche—
a chariot swung high on leather straps stretched on steel springs
and mounted on two wheels. There is a small perch in front for
the driver, who sends his tough Canadian pony along with all
the dash and abandon of an Irish jarvey bound for a race-
meeting. You fly up and down the steep cobbled streets when
in his charge at a pace that if he thinks you are a stranger is
probably intended to prove your mettle or to show you the little
extra attention due from a native to a visitor. To judge from
the facial expressions and strained attitudes of the summer
tourists one sees being whirled about in such merry fashion,
many of them would gladly dispense with the courtesy.

Quebec, I need hardly say, is built without system or method.
Its history and topography have been hostile to anything of
the kind, and have offered no sort of encouragement to that
deliberate extension of parallelograms which makes North
American towns so convenient to live in and so monotonous to
look at. Streets and buildings follow the lines and rest on
the foundations of former ones when they are not themselves
the original structures. And these lines were thrown into quaint
curves by the ruggedness of the city’s site, or thrust into sharp
angles and dark corners by the great ecclesiastical buildings with
their courtyards and gardens, founded long ago and generously
endowed with space to grow in and the means to accomplish it.
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Against these dignified old piles, secure in the knowledge that
they still hold the confidence and the affection of all French
Canada, the wholesale improver and the jerry-builder might
knock their heads in vain.

Laval’s great University, the nunnery of the Ursulines, the
Hotel Dieu and other less considerable foundations fill quite
large spaces in the upper town. As you slant gradually up the
face of the rock by Mountain Street, past solid-leoking houses—
in one of which Montcalm lived for a time—with steep gables
and French windows, the great buildings of Laval, ancient
and modern, tower above your head, and a venerable wall
of whitewashed 1nud, capped with tiles of a kind so common
in Normandy villages, shuts out from view its leafy precincts.
On the left of the road the array of guns known as the Grand
Battery brush your elbow, and thrusting their muzzles over the
brink of the precipice look down over the roof trees of the lower
town and out over the shipping of the river to the opposing
heights of Levis. Though not quite so expansive as the outlook
from the citadel, this peep of the harbour from among an atmo-
sphere of old walls and monastic groves, and cannons and chiming
bells, takes the fancy of every visitor to the old city as much
perhaps as any spot within it.

Laval has been rightly called the founder and father of the
Canadian Church. He was of the illustrious house of Mont-
morency and used this powerful social lever wholly in the
cause of piety and morality as understood by men of his ultra-
montane stamp. Though an aristocrat, he was an unswerving
ascetic and an uncompromising advocate of temperance. He
came out to the colony in 1663 as vicar of the Pope and
virtually its first bishop, though he was titularly Bishop of
Petrea, and was altogether too much for the other two members
of the governing trio, the Governor and the Intendant. As a
strong Jesuit he held the doctrine of the supremacy of the Church
in matters temporal as well as spiritual. Public ceremonies, to
which Quebec in olden times was greatly addicted, frequently
experienced unseemly interruptions from Laval’s attempts to
humble the Executive before the power of the Church at crucial
moments. He happened to be personally strong enough to
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carry out his theory, and before his long sojourn in Canada
was over he had nominated his own Governor. His piety
was unquestionable, for he had stripped himself of his estates
in France, and the vast grants of Canadian soil his influence
wrung from the French Crown were devoted wholly to
religious purposes. Of these the seminary got the lion’s share
in the shape of an estate on the north shore of the St. Lawrence *
below Quebec, fifty miles in length by eighteen in depth, as well
as several smaller endowments, and as most of this still belongs
to the University further comment on the causes of its wealth
would be superfluous. The Jesuit autocrat destined his founda-
tion for the general education of the young and the training of
adults for the priesthood, and furthermore for helping out the
meagre tithes of the Canadian country parishes which were
wholly inadequate to the maintenance of a resident clergy. By
this stroke, too, he retained the parochial clergy as missioners or
servants of the seminary, and prevented them from attaining a
vested interest in their livings, as in old France—a state of
things which exists more or less at the present day in French
Canada. Laval University, which sprang half a century ago
out of the old seminary, forms, with the latter, the educational and
ecclesiastical heart of French Canada. Four or five hundred
boys attend the schools, and nearly as many students read
theology, arts, law, science and medicine at the University, to
say nothing of a younger branch at Montreal. One of its many
buildings is one hundred yards long and five stories high, and
contains the finest collection of pictures in Canada, as well as
libraries and museums,

But much dallying over the details of a town so rich in interest
as Quebec is unfortunately out of the question. The past is
not so much our business here as the present, and the area to be
dealt with so formidable that selection becomes a matter of
infinite difficulty. A mass of interesting matter has been
published about the city, but it is so often mixed up
with much that is wholly parochial and utterly without
interest to even the most sympathetic stranger that a well-
written, systematic guide-book to a city so well worthy of one
is badly needed. Quite possibly such a thing is in preparation,

G D




e

ESPP

34 CANADA IN

THE TWENTIETH CENTURY.

for the times are moving in Canada, intellectually as well as
materially.

Quebec is by no means all tortuous streets and quaint
corners, In the centre of the upper town, on the broad
breast of the slope, is the widest of open spaces, gay with
well-kept turf and flower beds, and bordered on three sides
with cheerful but not too crowded main arteries of lighter
traffic. Caleches, private carriages, cabs, and habitants’ two-
wheeled carts dodge the electric cars that rush swiftly up and
down the broad, well-paved roadway, conveying the impression
to a stranger that every moment was of vital import to the
Quebecker, which happily perhaps for him is not the case.
[t is a cheery scene this on a bright summer day. The rows of
shops, hotels and offices that skirt on all sides this broad green
slope look clean and bright with their steep roofs, French win-
dows and outside shutters, The side-walks show a variety of
type to be seen probably nowhere else in America—priests and
friars, nuns and sisters, soldiers in red or blue, young lawyers or
clerks profoundly French in physique though strictly English
in dress, habitants with market baskets, mission Indians,
Anglican parsons, and American or English tourists busy with
guide-book and camera.

Here too, with much civic dignity, rises the City Hall,
new and assertive in grey stone dress ; while down in the corner,
with the open market in front of it, is the Basilica, the French
cathedral, which in the eighteenth century rose on the ashes of
an old one. It is somewhat richly decorated inside, and contains
many valuable paintings by Vandyke and others. In another
corner, in a large enclosure of old elms and bass wood trees,
stands the English cathedral. For some time after the conquest
the British officials, garrison and citizens had no place of worship,
and it is pleasant to remember that the iron bigotry of the old
régime had so moderated before the example of British liberal
government that the Recollets granted the use of their church
to the homeless congregation of their conquerors. By 1800 the
scandal of such a situation grew so intolerable that George 111,
himself built the present edifice, which looks the period all

over, The architect was a captain of artillery, and the result
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is a replica of one of those oblong Georgian buildings, with a
lofty, inconsequent spire and Ionic pilasters at either end that
were the pride of the debased period of church architecture and
are the horror of modern church people, but nevertheless are not
devoid of sentiment for liberal minds from the flavour which they
have of that picturesque and strenuous period when the British
Empire was in the making. This substantial edifice, erected by
the pious munificence of his Majesty George 111, planted among
the reminders of French power, looks eminently typical of
the British Lion when that just but pugnacious beast knew
his own mind and was not greatly troubled by anazmia or
astheticism, It is said to be a modest replica of St. Martin’s-
in-the-Fields ; but, as the centre of official and Protestant cere-
monial for over a century in Quebec, its story is probably even
richer in colouring, as its situation is more inspiring, than the
statelier model. At any rate, my friend Mr. Wurtele, of Quebec,
has had no difficulty in filling a book of over one hundred pages
with the men of note and things of interest with which it has
been concerned. Close to it on one side stands the great convent
of the Ursulines, founded in 1639, with its various buildings and
shady grounds. Here under the floor of the chapel, lately restored,
Montcalm was buried in a cavity made by the bursting of a
British shell, and the nuns, of whom there is a large company,
still cherish the skull of the brave but unfortunate general. I had
the privilege quite recently of conversing with one of the older
sisters, who in her young days in the convent knew well an
ancient nun that as a girl actually witnessed the burial of
Montcalm in this rude grave.

East of the English cathedral is the Place d’Armes, stretching
away to the brink of the great platform which is thence carried
along the face of the cliff for a quarter of a mile, and with a
breadth of fifty yards is one of the noblest promenades in the
world. Here of old stood the Chéateau St. Louis, the official
seat of the Viceroys of Canada; and here, called after the
greatest of them, towers in the fashion of a castellated French
chateau, the largest and most superbly situated hotel in Canada.
Whether so vast a modern pile attunes itself to the atmosphere
of Quebec is a matter of opinion, but it must be confessed that
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nothing has been left undone by the builders of the Chateau
; Frontenac to give it such harmony as may be with a situation so
- painfully full of responsibility and so conspicuous. One need
hardly say that the tourist who seeks its hospitality, whether for
a day or a month, will find that in things material the inside
lives up to the outside. The Canadian-Pacific is a guarantee in
this respect for any house of entertainment it holds or handles,
and the Frontenac is one of them. A large statue of Champlain, in
brave array and posture, as is only fitting, ado.ns the northern
end; and beautiful as is the outlook from any portion of this
Dufferin Terrace, where the city and its visitors promenade
while the band plays on summer evenings, there is perhaps
no better point of vantage on it than this same corner.

Beneath the precipice, and on the narrow strip by which the
lower town at this southern edge draws into the rocky foot of
Cape Diamond, is the spot where Montgomery fell while |
heading the American assault upon the city on the last day of
1775. Beyond it the stately river rolls through its narrow gate-
way, some fifteen hundred yards only in width, to spread out
immediately and right beneath one’s eyes into the spacious
harbour below. Across the river are the higher ridges of
Levis, rich in the colouring of summer woods, dimpled with
cottages and villas, that gradually merge into the town of that
name, beneath whose streets, convents and gardens the batteries
of Monckton, which laid Quebec in ruins a hundred and forty
years ago, are quite obscured.

Beyond Levis again, and forming the southern shore of the
i harbour, woods and fields, villages and country houses spread
q along the river bank; while away to the east and south lies
a wide world of chequered landscape, backed by the forms
of mountains—some, as the Adirondacks, shadowy and far
i off, others again near and isolated, and showing plainly their
woodland drapery.

i Across the broad harbour, five miles away down stream, the
nearer point of the fair island of Orleans with its farms and
orchards seems from here to almost fill the channel of the
mighty river that holds it in its embrace. Great ships lie
at anchor—Atlantic liners, cruisers, gun-boats, and merchant
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vessels, and smaller craft laden with timber from the upper
lakes; while coasting steamers, launches and ferries thresh
their way busily from point to point. And on the left from
opposite the island of Orleans and the dark cliffs down which
the Montmorency hurls its snowy cataract, the green ridges of
Beauport, dimpled with white cottages, recalls to-day with
wonderful precision the lines of Montcalm’s celebrated defence.
Away down the river, too, and waving far inland from its north
shore, their feet among the farming lands bright with grain and
stubbles, hay-field and homestead, their rugged pine-clad ridges
cutting the sky, the Laurentian mountains complete the half
circle round which the eye wanders with rare delight, from the
shadowy masses of Mount Tourmente to the woody slopes behind
Lorette.

Quebec itself stands on the point of a long lofty ridge, one side
of which falls sheer into the St. Lawrence, while the other slopes
gradually to the St. Charles, that, winding its sinuous course
through fertile meadows from the north-west, joins the tidal
waters of the greater river near the lower town.

The city walls stretch across the ridge from the high-perched
citadel above the St. Lawrence to the flats by the St. Charles,
and thus acted as a defence in olden days against all attack by land.
Till quite recently the various gates were standing in their original
condition. Two of them, those of St, Louis and St. John, widened
and renovated to suit the stream of modern traffic, still form the
principal pillar from the old city into the suburbs behind it.
From the Chateau Frontenac and the Place d’Armes most
visitors will find themselves journeying on foot or on wheels
up the long slope of St. Louis Street on their way to the ever-
famous Plains of Abraham. This highway was in the old French
régime an aristocratic quarter, and is even yet most eminently
respectable in its solid stone houses, of fairly venerable aspect ;
their doors and windows flush with the walls and opening on the
street. As you ascend the steep and narrow highway towards
the St. Louis Gate, through which Montcalm rode bearing his
nortal wound so bravely, you pass the small house where he was
first laid to await the surgeon’s verdict. A step higher up on the
left is still standing the roomy old mansion where dwelt De Pean,
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the town major of evil repute in the dark days before the siege
of 1759. De Pean was a leading member of the Ring that under
Bigot robbed Canada in her hour of need. He owned a big
stake in the great warehouse of La Frippone (the fraud). But
Bigot did not give mere town majors so large a share in his
plunder for nothing, and Madame De Pean, a notable Quebec
beauty of strong ambitions and easy virtue, was credited with
being the cause of the favours shown her lord. Among the list
of French-Canadian women famous in olden days for heroism
and piety and still cherished, that of the “Pompadour of
Canada,” as she is called, rings a strangely discordant note.
Angélique des Meloises, though piously educated, like most of
the well-born Canadian girls among the Ursulines, developed a
remarkable facility for turning her good looks to profitable
account, and during the years when Bigot was lavishing the
funds of the impoverished colony on his own establishments the
De Peans seem to have had a full share both of the plunder and
the power which he enjoyed. The old house in question was
given her, it is said, by her lover, and its massive walls must
liave witnessed an abundance of the revelry and dissipation in
which the set of smart swindlers, who after the conquest paid
the penalty of their misdeeds in the Bastille at Paris, indulged
so freely. The De Peans, however, seem to have survived the
crushing fine with which the town major was let off, and had
sufficient leff for the fair Angélique to continue her conquests as
far into the English #égime as her charms allowed. So much
romance and exaggeration is woven around the memory of this
fair but brazen lady, it would not be easy, even if it were worth
while, to fairly take her measure. Novelists and American
essayists with their incurable idealism have seized upon her, and
borrowed their backgrounds, perhaps unconsciously, from the
Europe of that day or their notions of it. I fancy the .ittle
Quebec society of 1755—59 would hardly recognise itself in the
gorgeous setting in which it sometimes struts, feasts, and revels
in the pages of fiction, Still we have better evidence of Madame
De Pean and her ill-used power than this, and as people
will often go out of their way to see a spot that has been the
subject of a second-rate modern novel, the De Pean mansion,
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even if time has somewhat glorified its import, is at least much
better worth a passing glance. The head of the street lands one
amid associations of the drum and trumpet, and houses that in
the palmy days before the British garrisons were withdrawn from
Canada were mixed up with garrison life. Highest of all is the
roomy building of the garrison club, a Quebec institution full of
associations with famous regiments, and still probably one of the
snuggest and pleasantest clubs in Canada. The civilian element
now far exceeds the military, which is limited to the gunners and
infantry of the Canadian regulars stationed in the citadel, and
such officials of the permanent or militia forces of Canada as
happen to be temporarily in the city, travelling east or west.
The citadel itself is a point of undying interest to visitors. Not
a day passes through the entire summer but parties of tourists,
mainly Americans, wander about the large parade ground under
the charge of a sergeant, or stand by the guns whose muzzles
point over the river some three or four hundred feet below. The
quarters of the garrison line the cliffs, and few mess-rooms in the
British Empire probably have so gorgeous an outlook from their
windows. Here, too, are the somewhat modest headquarters of
the Governor-General when he makes his periodical visits to the
old capital of French Canada. In the centre of the parade
ground a solitary cannon of insignificant dimensions proclaims
the fact that it was captured at Bunker's Hill, and seems
positively to invite the pleasantry of wandering Yankees, who
have not failed to make comments on it that have become almost
as classic as the fight itself, and certainly shed lustre on the
little gun.

It is even possible the visitor may be conducted round by
a French sergeant, in the familiar uniform of the Royal Artillery,
with quite a limited English vocabulary, and as he stands beside
him on the battery and looks out over that vast panorama where
English and French so often mingled in deadly strife, will be apt
to ruminate on the strange mutability of human things.

St. Louis Street here finds an outlet through the now much
restored and rejuvenated city walls by way of the gate already
alluded to as bearing its name, and becomes St. Louis Road or
the Grand Allée. A broad and pleasant highway bordered by
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cheerful-looking residences and fringed with trees, it runs in a
straight line towards the famous battlefield. Just outside the
city walls, along whose grassy summits by the way runs an
almost continuous promenade, stand the Provincial Parliament
buildings—a fine block of grey stone in the French Renais-
sance style, erected five-and-twenty years ago. To the member
of a Kuropean State, accustomed to one central government
and capital, this double set of machinery entailed by a federal
system will probably appear a trifle elaborate and involved.
He will have contented himself with grasping the fact of Ottawa
and its great public buildings in his mind, and will just for the
moment be taken aback when he sees the immense and stately
pile before himand realises it is the seatof a completegovernment;
of a ministry and two chambers, presided over by a representative
of the Crown.

There is in Quebec an Upper House or Legislative Council
appointed for life by the Governor in Council, and a Lower
House or Chamber of Deputies of the usual type, elected
under what is virtually manhood suffrage. Both languages are
used in debate, but as about seven-eighths of the deputies are
Frenchmen, the Gallic tongue is naturally in the ascendant.
Both the chambers in which these French legislators so volubly
discuss their local affairs beneath the @mgis of the Royal arms
are worthy of any assembly in size and fittings. Beneath the
same roof are the offices of the Lieutenant-Governor, the heads
of the departments, judicial, educational, agricultural ; and a fine
library. The usual portrait gallery of past and present nota-
bilities, who have helped to guide the destinies of the Province
of Quebec, fill up other corners of the building, while on finely
panelled stairways the coats of arms of distinguished French-
Canadian families remind you that a reasonable pride of birth
still survives, though politics as a matter of fact are absolutely
democratic. On the outer face of the building, too, the glories
of Champlain and Cartier, Maisoneuve and Frontenac are con-
spicuously commemorated. Here among the clerks, messengers,
secretaries, lawyers and ministers moving about the corridors
you will hear very little English. It will be quite evident that
it is a French province being governed by Frenchmen. And it
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is surely better so than that there should be a strong minority of
English-speaking people to be represented. As it is, there can
be no serious racial friction within the province. Out of a
population of a million and a half nearly five-sixths are French,
while the greater part of the English-speaking minority live
either in the city of Montreal or in a district known as the Eastern
townships, of which more anon. Among these, moreover, there
is a very strong element of Irish Roman Catholics, who always
seem to me in Canada to occupy an anomalous sort of position,
out of touch with their French co-religionists, and almost as much
with the very North British Protestant and Ulster element that
predominates in Upper Canada, and not strong enough in them-
selves to venture on that attitude which makes them the joy
of the machine politician and the bane of the educated and
patriotic American. “We cannot understand your Irish,” said a
French-Canadian deputy to me as I sat in his office in a country
town in Quebec. * We hear and read of them as hating England
with an undying hatred. They come out here shaking the dust
of the old country off their feet, but when they have settled down
they don’t mix with our people, though they are Roman Catholics,
but seem to prefer altogether to be among the English, whom
they have spent their lives in cursing. This is, of course, of
no consequence,” my friend continued, “ but it puzzles our French
people very much.”

When Federation was established in Canada in 1867, the
Constitution of the United States was very naturally looked to
for a model in many particulars. But unlike the American
States, whose powers were left undefined, those of the Central
Government only being tabulated, the reverse method was in
this case wisely adopted. The powers of the Provincial Govern-
ments were clearly defined and limited, so that cases of doubt
such as raise frequent controversies between the defenders of
“States rights” and the Washington Government can never occur
in Canada, the Ottawa Government assuming all powers that have
not been formally delegated to the provinces. Quebec, being
practically homogeneous,enjoys its own laws under the old French
code with modifications and its own Church, which is virtually
an established one, though no burdens fall on the non-French
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minority. Education would seem to offer some graver obstacles in
a society so constituted as is this one, but they seem to be sur-
mounted without much difficulty. There is a general council of
education subdivided into two boards, Catholic and Protestant,
with a permanent secretary acting for each. Such funds as the
Government contribute to education are divided pro rata between
each creed. Taxes are levied by school boards in each township,
but a minority of the opposite faith can always appeal and form
a school of their own, diverting the school taxes of their
co-religionists to such a purpose and appointing their own
schoolmaster. Those who have the best of all reasons for
knowing tell me that the machine works in perfect harmony,
each secretary attending to the matters connected with those of
his own language and faith,

The Roman Church in a province where Church and State,
unlike France herself, are in almost complete sympathy, it need
hardly be said, controls education, for of French Protestants there
are practically none. At the same time the results, from a
temporal point of view, are very markedly below those achieved
in the Protestant parts of Canada. This will be readily under-
stood, and if illustrations are required, anyone engaged in the
great lumber trade of Ontario and the North-West, where thou-
sands of young men of both nationalities are employed in mixed
camps, will declare them in favour of the British employées, so
far as schooling is concerned, without hesitation.

Now at the corner where the electric trams turn away from
the St. Louis Road towards the St. Charles Valley and the
suburb of St. Roche to complete their circuit of outer Quebec,
is a cabstand which, for its detached situation, might perplex
the casual traveller who did not know that a gate on the left
led immediately to the spot where Wolfe’'s monument marks
the place of his untimely death. I wonder if there is any
other battlefield in the world except Waterloo that supports
a cabstand or its equivalent? I fancy not! I have been to
Waterloo both in summer and winter, and I am inclined to
think that more tourists visit the Plains of Abraham than even
that other more accessible and more famous arena outside
Brussels. It is not heresy, I presume to say, that the smaller
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victory at Quebec was more pregnant with results than even
Waterlon. Half a million Russians and Austrians were on
their way to support the Allies had Napoleon with his small
army succeeded in repulsing them. If Wolfe, however, had
failed on that grey September morning in 1759, Canada would
almost certainly have remained to France. The American
Colonies would never have dreamed, while such conditions
lasted, of independence, and the course of history in North
America would have been written on lines which one cannot
venture even to speculate upon.

It is probably, however, the dramatic nature of the {ight and
the romance of the situation that brings visitors in increasing
thousands every summer to the Plains of Abraham. I do not
mean that they are popularised in the sense of being a stamping-
ground for excursionists or school feasts. The pilgrims that
come here are independent travellers, and Americans mostly,
for the simple reason that there are many times more Americans
to move about in summer than there are Canadians. I was
very often indeed on or about the battlefield in the past season,
and on every occasion there was a numerous company of visitors,
sometimes on foot with guide-books, like sensible people, but
more often under the tutelage of the French-Canadian or Irish
jarvey, whose accounts of that fateful day are more humorous
than accurate.

The volume of American holiday travel to Canada is increasing
by leaps and bounds, and American travellers are growing yearly
more alive to the scenes and incidents that made their history,
and there is nothing on the Continent to captivate their fancy
more strongly than this spot, even though it be British ground.
It is morally certain that the attention lavished on the Plains
of Abraham, particularly in view of their proximity to Quebec,
will be prodigious, unless Quebec should mortgage the fortune
its face, unlike the proverbial maiden, will always bring it in
increasing volume, for some immediate material gain. The
St. Louis Road bisects the battlefield longitudinally, and, as it
were, splits the ridge. The whole ground between this and the
St. Lawrence precipice up to the “Cove fields,” which stretch
out half a mile from the citadel fortifications, has been presented




44 CANADA IN THE TWENTIETH CENTURY.

by the Federal Government to Quebec, and are safe from
violation. The “Cove fields,” an undulating stretch of partially
fenced pasture land and unenclosed golf links, have had a con-
vent and a jail erected on them, besides a couple of Martello
towers, which are much less incongruous. So far as I know,
there is no check to any amount of further vandalism. On the
right of the St. Louis Road, which was probably the centre of
each attacking line, there is a good deal of building, and just
here the Franciscans have recently erected a very large convent.

There is reason to think that the very centre of the shock of
battle is occupied by this imposing edifice, possessed of a large
chapel gorgeous with decoration, colour and carving. I looked
in there one afternoon last summer after an hour or two of
sauntering on the battlefield, and found a great company of
white-robed chanting nuns, kneeling before the High Altar,
amid a blaze of electric light and the flicker of countless candles.
It was an effective scene and stimulating to the imagination,
when one remembered the significance of the spot on which this
pageant was going forward.

The plain obelisk which proclaims that “ Here died Wolfe
victorious,” stands about midway between this, St. Louis Road
and the St. Lawrence cliffs, and about three-quarters of a mile
from the outworks of the citadel, which in the days of the French
were further advanced.

Now I do not propose to dwell for long here upon the stirring
tale of the siege and capture of Quebec. 1 have told the story
at some length in three different and more suitable places. In
these pages history must at least be treated with brevity, though
while we are on the subject of Quebec it is difficult to get wholly
away from it. There is some excuse, however, for being in a
reminiscent mood while in the atmosphere of Lower Canada,
as there is little practical interest in the French Province for
English readers or travellers. It is approached, and probably
always will be, in an entirely different spirit and with different
objects from those which attract the stranger to Ontario and the
North-West.

Still any account of Canada without giving Quebec the
attention its important place in the Canadian Federation
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entitles it to, would be an unpardonable omission ; and one
must take it from the point of view from which it appeals to
nineteen visitors out of twenty. I shall venture once again then
on the oft-told tale in as few words as are compatible with some
lucid notion of it.

Louisbourg, the great French fortress and harbour of Cape
Breton, had fallen in the previous year, 1758. It had been the first
notable success of the British in America after three years of
war. Wolfe, as a young Brigadier, had so distinguished himself
at the siege that the still more important expedition to Quebec
in the following year was entrusted to his charge by Pitt, to the
chagrin of a long list of seniors who had merited their neglect.
His enthusiasm for the service caused some of them to grumble
in the King’s hearing that he was mad. George II. was a good
soldier, and occasionally astonished his courtiers by a good
epigram or a witty retort. “Mad is he?” said His Majesty,
“then I only hope he'll bite some of my generals.”

Amherst was Commander-in-Chief in America in 1759, but
was wholly occupied with land expeditions and endeavours to
penetrate from New York to the Canadian frontier. He hoped
thus to support Wolfe, but was unable to, and may be left out
of a story curtailed as this one must be.

It was the end of June when Wolfe, accompanied by Admiral
Saunders and the British fleet, arrived before Quebec. He had
with him between eight and nine thousand men, mainly embarked
at Louisbourg, and to a great extent veterans of former cam-
paigns in North America. It was probably the best army, all
things considered, that Great Britain had placed in the field
since the days of Marlborough, and no small part of its efficiency
was due to its young General’s ability in matters of organisation
and discipline. The difficult task of bringing a great fleet up
the St. Lawrence, regarded hitherto as almost impracticable,
had been skilfully accomplished by the naval commanders.
On the day of their arrival they encountered a summer hurri-
cane, and on the next night a fleet of fire ships sent down by
the French, both of which were overcome by the gallantry and
energy of the sailors.

Montcalm had entrenched his army on what are known as the
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Lines of Beauport, occupying the six miles of curving shore
which stretch from the mouth of the St. Charles River, by the
lower town of Quebec to the Falls of Montmorency, whose
wide chasm and deep river-bed sufficiently protected his left
flank, In the city itself was a small garrison which could be
reinforced at any moment. The French lines therefore reached
from the Montmorency Falls to the city. From Montmorency
to the village of Beauport they followed a clearly defined and
elevated ridge. From Beauport to the St. Charles marshy
grounds and shallow tide water, protected by floating and
fixed batteries, showed a still more efficient defence. Behind
these defences lay the French, some sixteen thousand strong,
about three thousand of them veteran regulars, the rest militia,
of whom a majority had seen some years of fighting.

Point Levis was not seriously occupied, and here Wolfe, with
little opposition, planted his main batteries under Monckton, one
of his Brigadiers. All the lower and much of the upper town
was well within range, and throughout the whole siege a formid-
able and well-served artillery poured shot and shell into the
devoted city. The main camp of the British was formed on
the further edge of the Montmorency gorge, within musket shot
of the extreme French left, the great cataract roaring between
them. The Point of Orleans was a midway post used mainly for
hospital purposes, while the fleet lay in the river. A harder task
had seldom been entrusted to a general than the one which now
faced Wolfe. Montcalm’s position, so long as he maintained it,
was apparently impregnable, and that cool, able soldier had no
intention whatever of jeopardising it. Behind works his army was
as good as any: but in the open, though warlike and experienced
in their own fashion, they would be no match for Wolfe’s trained
and disciplined men. Above all, winter was an ally that on the
St. Lawrence could fail no man, and whose advent could be
timed to a week,

A month passed away in scouting, foraging, scouring the
open country, overawing or conciliating the peasantry, and in
minor operations that cannot be noted here ; but some forward
movement had to be made, forlorn hope though it seemed, and
on July 3ist the famous attack on the Beauport Lines was
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delivered. The spot chosen was about half a mile from the
Montmorency Falls. Townshend, Wolfe’s third Brigadier, was
to ford the river below the cataract, and march along the shore
with two thousand men. Wolfe himself, with about an equal
number, was to land from vessels on the flat strip below the high
ridge on which the French lay. The attempt ended in disaster.
The Louisbourg Grenadiers,a picked corps, were the first to land,
and without waiting for their companions or Townshend’s sup-
ports, flung themselves in a sort of impulse of heroic madness on
the steep slope below the French rifle-pits and batteries. In a
few minutes four hundred of them were killed or wounded, when a
terrific thunder-shower literally silenced both attack and defence.
Further effort was useless. The dead and wounded were with
some difficulty recovered from the scalp-hunting Indians that
swarmed out of the intrenchments, and the whole flotilla went back
dejectedly to the camp. Wolfe's wretched health was, as every-
one knows, a constant burden to the gallant spirit which struggled
within. The next few weeks passed wearily. Twice he lay not
far from death in the farmhouse, which is still standing near
Montmorency, chafing at his situation and the impotency of the
fine force under his command against defences which showed no
single vulnerable point. Quebec was slowly crumbling before
the batteries of Levis, but this advanced matters no further.
Montcalm did not stir. He and his officers were full of con-
fidence, and winter was approaching. The British nation was
beginning to grumble, and even Pitt to have qualms about his
young General. But none of them had a true notion what Quebec
was like or what sort of task they had set Wolfe to perform.
Montcalm, in the meantime, had been compelled to detach fifteen
hundred men under Levis to Montreal. Fifteen hundred to two
thousand more he had sent under De Bougainville to Cap Rouge,
a break in the high shore seven miles up the river, where English
ships and small expeditions were giving trouble. His lines,
however, were too strong to be sensibly weakened by these
departures,

September arrived and with it the famous council of war by
Wolfe's bedside, followed by the movement of some four thou-
sand men by land and water up the river, so skilfully contrived,
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that Montcalm neither guessed their numbers nor intentions.
Of those remaining a thousand lay sick and wounded at the
[sle of Orleans.

Bougainville, however, at Cap Rouge, with his two thousand
men anxiously watched the British ships drifting up and down
the river, with troops on board, and was on the lookout for an
attack only on his fortified cove or at some point higher up the
river. In the meantime Wolfe had surveyed that five or six
miles of cliff between the city and Cap Rouge, which Montcalm
had declared a hundred men could hold against an entire
army, and had selected the Anse du Foulon, about two miles
above Quebec, as the point for his final desperate effort. On
the 12th he issued his last orders, which concluded, “ A vigorous
blow struck by the army at this juncture may determine the
fate of Canada.” That same night, while the siege guns were
bellowing, the troops destined for the attack dropped quietly
into boats, and between midnight and daybreak were safely
landed in relays on the beach of the Anse du Foulon, without
exciting the suspicions of the outposts on the cliffs. The scaling
of the precipice, the surprise of De Vergor and his small post at
the summit, the march in the grey dawn towards the Plains of
Abraham, and the dismay of Montcalm away at Beauport when
he realised that Wolfe had placed four thousand men at the
back of the city is all an oft-told tale, whose details are much
too lengthy and intricate for narration here.

Though more than four thousand of Wolfe's men were landed,
only some three-fourths of their whole number formed in the
line of battle which at ten o'clock in the morning fell upon the
French army. The landing place had to be guarded and the
rear protected against an attack from Bougainville, who as a
matter of fact had been, like Montcalm, quite hoodwinked and
outmanceuvred by Wolfe,

In round numbers some three thousand five hundred French
regulars and militia, with fifteen hundred sharpshooters and
Indians, who filled the bush on either flank, met the British.
The troops had poured out of the city by the St. Louis and
St. Foy Roads, and after waiting for a time in order of battle,
came on with loud shouts and a desultory galling fire. It was
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not till they were within forty yards that the British, who though

greatly annoyed for a long time by sharpshooters, had main-
tained an immovable front, delivered their fire, which both
French and English who were there tell us sounded like a
single cannon shot. The shock of the discharge so staggered
the French columns that the British had time to reload, and
after pouring in a second volley the advance was sounded, and
Wolfe's line swept down with bayonet and broadsword—for
the 78th Highlanders were there—on the already half-broken
foe. Wolfe himself was with the Louisbourg Grenadiers, the
picked corps which had forgotten themselves at Beauport on the
extreme right towards the precipice and close to the 28th and
the 35th. He had already been hit on the wrist, and now very
soon after the advance he was hit twice in succession in the
groin and the lungs, the latter shot bringing him to the ground,
in spite of strenuous efforts to keep his feet. He was carried to
the rear, and after hearing that the day was won, and by an
effort giving a last order for cutting off the fugitives, he became
insensible, and shortly afterwards on the spot now marked by
his monument, “ gave up his life at the very moment,” to quote
Pitt's stirring eulogy, “ when his fame began,”?!

The point of impact of the opposing armies was probably
somewhat in advance of Wolfe’s monument, and the lines
stretched from near the St. Lawrence Cliffs over the St. Louis
Road, where the Franciscan Convent stands, and thence across
the St. Foy Road on the St. Charles slope of the ridge. The
exact spot where Wolfe fell can only be guessed at from sur-
rounding circumstances. The last time I was on the ground
was with Mr. Doughty, who certainly knows more of these four
months of 1759 at Quebec than anyone living, and he places it
upon a rising knoll some three or four hundred yards in advance
and to the right of the place of his death. Wolfe was shot very
svon after the advance, but the issue of the battle was never

! Certain attempts to depreciate Wolfe have been lately made, more particu-
larly by assertions that the daring plan of the 13th was not his but his brigadiers’.
They would seem to have been made in ignorance of the fact that a written
protest was sent to Wolfe the day before by these same brigadiers complaining of

their complete ignorance of his intentions, and that Wolfe replied, telling them,
in effect, to mind their own business,

C.
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in doubt for a moment, It was all over in a period which
eye-witnesses give variously at from ten to twenty minutes.

How the French were driven pell-mell into the city and down
to the St. Charles, how Montcalm was mortally wounded, to die
the next morning, and how Monckton also being seriously
injured the command devolved upon Townshend, who received
the capitulation of the city five days later, is all a matter of
common notoriety, or supposed to be. Nothing like so much
however, in Great Britain at any rate, is remembered of the
second siege of Quebec in the following winter, when Murray
with a valiant but sickly garrison defended it against the
reinvigorated French, and lost a battle to them, just outside
the walls on the St. Charles slope of the ridge, which he had
rashly ventured. A monument on the St. Foy Road, inscribed
simply and significantly, “ Aux braves, 1760,”" commemorates
the fight in which Murray lost a third of the three thousand
men with which in the slush of a melting winter he had, for no
sufficient reason, thrown himseif ‘'upon twice that number of
French.

I must wind up this too historical chapter by recalling the
summer of 1760, when a British fleet relieved Quebec, when
Amberst at length broke through the woods of Northern New
York and captured the last remnant of the resisting French at
Montreal, and received the formal capitulation of the whole of
Canada.

This long struggle for supremacy in North America, to which
France six years before had challenged England, is probably
the most dramatic and picturesque as it is the most pregnant
of results of any war waged by Great Britain, and at the same
time is the least familiar of all modern wars to British readers.
[t reflected equal honour on the victors and the vanquished, and
of the latter, in the colony most concerned it can truly be said
that they shared the benefits as they shared the honours, and
began to taste for the first time in their history the sweets of
peace, freedom and prosperity.!

! For the full story of this struggle see '* The Fight with France for North
America’ ; Constable & Co. (London), and Morang & Co, (Toronto).
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CHAPTER IIL

IT is not only the charms of Quebec itself, in its matchless
pride of place, that captivate the imagination, but scarcely less
so perhaps those of its surroundings which so alluringly expand
themselves to view over such great distances in nearly all direc-
tions as one wanders about the upper town and its environs.
For these wide sweeping landscapes of mountain, plain and
water, are not only beautiful by nature, but, unlike many parts
of North America, are positively enriched and mellowed by the
presence of a people to whom the Almighty has denied the
passion for material prosperity possessed by all their neighbours
but compensated by a temperament that gets equal pleasure,
perhaps more, out of life in other ways.

Bright coloured villages sprinkle the waving landscape for
miles around Quebec, and the lines of the country roads can be
traced far away into the dim distance over hill and dale by the
bright glint of the small homesteads which are marshalled so
thickly and so sociably along them. The benighted folks who
dwell therein persist in throwing time and money away on paint
and whitewash to an extent that excites the liveliest scorn of
the smaller Ontario farmer to whom nature has denied, or his
Scottish affinities crushed out, such elementary sense of harmony
as is prevalent even among the peasantries of Europe.

The French-Canadian, insensible to criticism, and indeed far
removed from it, continues to erect one-storied houses with long
curving roofs sweeping away beyond the eaves, and often forming
the actual roof of quite a broad verandah. He revels, too, in
dormer windows and all sorts of uneconomical picturesque
arrangements that are heresy to the Anglo-Saxon settler, who
knows well that a straight up-and-down two-storied house with
a minimum of roof and a door in the middle is the only style
that a practical man devoid of nonsense would sanction. And

E 2
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the latter very often in his passion for ugliness outrages his
more worthy regard for thrift and leaves this msthetic structure
to take the weather without paint or whitewash. In some of the
rougher districts of Eastern Ontario there are whole neighbour-
hoods covered with these painful and depressing spectres which
almost put the cruder snake fences around them to the blush,
and make the less ambitious log-houses look veritable things of
beauty. A Scotch settler once explained to me that he did not
paint his house lest he should be taken for a d d Frenchman,
The French-Canadian may be ignorant and unprogressive, but
he has, at any rate, better taste than this. Both in town, village
and country, he lays his colours on with no unsparing hand, and
upon the whole with excellent results.

A trifle in itself, but one of the most suggestive things in
Quebec, is the golden dog (le chien d'or) who still gnaws his
bone upon the front wall of a house in Mountain Street, in the
heart of the upper town :—

‘* Je suis un chien qui rouge 'os
En le rougeant je prends mon repos
Un temps viendra qui n'est pas veny
Que je mordrai qui m'aura mordu.”

The dog and the inscription are said to have been first mounted
above his door by a rich merchant named Philibert, as a hit at
Bigot and La Frippone. Bigot, it is said, procured his assassina-
tion at the hands of an officer quartered in his house, who years
afterwards, strange to say, was himself slain by Philibert’s son in
India. The bone, of course, represented the condition of Canada
at the period, and the dog, it is needless to add, typified Bigot
and his rapacious crew. The house over which it originally
hung was afterwards an inn, and it was with the landlord’s
daughter that Nelson, while ashore in Quebec, fell so violently
in love that only the efforts of his friends prevented him from
marrying her.

Nor have I said anything of the shady walks and green lawns
of “the Governor’s gardens,” a public promenade just above
Dufferin Terrace, where stands the monument which so eloquently
unites in a single shaft the glorious memories of both Wolfe
and Montcalm ; nor yet of the Hétel Dieu, that immense pile,
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product of various epochs, though founded in 1654 by the Duchess
d’Aiguillon, niece of Cardinal Richelieu; half-convent, half-
hospital, where a numerous and devoted company of nuns
minister to the wants of thousands of patients annually. Nor,
again, have we been near the General Hospital, which sounds
prosaic, but, as a matter of fact, is an imposing, stately, and
ancient foundation erected on ground where the Recollets first
received the Jesuit missionaries in 1625, It stands away beyond
the lower town near the St. Charles, and played a great part in
the Anglo-French wars, being filled with the sick and wounded of
both nations after the capture of the city in 1759. The nuns of
Quebec then earned the gratitude of the victors by the impartial
manner in which they gave their services to friend and foe with
like devotion.

Now Quebcc is well served by railroads, which are most helpful
to the visitor who would see something of the surrounding dis-
trict. Upon the north side of the river the Canadian-Pacific
Railway comes in from Montreal, and has here its terminus.
Then there is the Lake St. John road, which runs north-east
from the city and penetrates the wild heart of the province,
while a light railway follows the river to Montmorency and
thence on to St. Anne, of pilgrimage fame, some miles beyond.
On the south shore the Grand Trunk vies with the Canadian-
Pacific from Montreal, though by a more winding course, having
its terminus at Levis, whence the Intercolonial starts away for
New Brunswick and Nova Scotia, through striking and ever-
changing scenery. A third line from Levis runs due south to
Sherbrook and the eastern townships.

The high roads issuing from the city are tolerable—good
enough for driving purposes and quite rideable for a cyclist ; but
the English wheelman must be careful in accepting Canadian
standards, for outside the city suburbs the roads almost every-
where are of that description which are relatively worse for
cycling than for driving, and compared to England there is very
little of the former pastime for obvious reasons. A favourite
outlet from Quebec is the St. Louis road, which, as we have
seen, bisects the Plains of Abraham, for it leads to Sillery and
Cap Rouge ; and yet more, it is bordered for four or five miles
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beyond the Plains by a succession of delightful country seats,
whose large and well-timbered grounds in almost every case
fringe the steep shores of the St. Lawrence, and afford most
beautiful prospects both up and down the river.

There are numbers of pleasant country seats in all parts of

Canada, mostly modern, and in situations selected for natural
beauty, and never, be it remembered, supported by the produce
of surrounding acres.

But these country houses on the St. Lawrence above Quebec,
besides being so uniquely placed, have, as a group, a character
all their own. Some of them date back into the eighteenth
century, and have been the homes of men or families who have
been the leaders of social and political life since the English con-
quest. Spencer Wood, the most notable, is now the Lieutenant-
Governor's official residence. It took its name from Spencer
Perceval, the English Chancellor of the Exchequer, assassinated
in 1812, whose relatives then owned it, and has been the abode
of all sorts of illustrious people and the centre of much elegant
hospitality. Lord Elgin, Sir Edmund Head, Lord Dufferin,
among many others, have all lived there and all loved it; though
long before their day, under private owners, its lawns and groves
were the constant resort of all that was most distinguished in
Canada. Its grounds overhang Wolfe's Cove, while just beyond
it is another charming though smaller place, the property of the
venerable Sii James Lemoine, who has been more industrious in
the preservation of the lore and legends of old Quebec than
probably any Canadian living. Further on towards Cap Rouge,
beautifully poised upon the edge of the steep overhanging the
river, is housed one of the best private collections of French-
Canadian literature in the library of Mr. George Fairchild.

The Grand Allée, into which the entrance gates of most of

these places open at intervals, though they are themselves
hidden in woods, soon develops into a country road after
leaving the Plains of Abraham. A pleasant round of some
sixteen miles can be made by driving along it to Cap Rouge
and returning by the village of St. Foy and back to the city by
the Kent Gate. Every mile of the way is full of charm, more
particularly if it be in early autumn. The Canadian spruce,
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which is perhaps too insistent in most Lower Canadian land-
scapes, here more often yields place to a wealth of maple and
witch-elm, of ash and oak, which shade the road when the open
farms of the habitant give way for a space before the protected
woodlands of some country seat. Glimpses of the great river
show here and there down below on the left through vistas of
park and woodland, one of them being the hollow of Cap Rouge,
where Bougainville lay intrenched with his two thousand men,
and where Roberville and Champlain each spent their first
winters on Canadian soil.

The long country drive takes you through the most anciently
settled portion of Canada, and after a wet summer the pastures
are as green as the Vale of Llangollen, and the homesteads
always as white as those of Wales. Scarcely any wheat is grown
here, but the oat stubbles glow brightly in the sunlight, and
the ripening buckwheat has taken on its ruddy glow. And as
you bend back over the ridge towards Quebec, you may look
out over the winding St. Charles to the villages of Lorette
and Charlesbourg clustering thickly amid the bright carpet
of the vale with the wooded heights of the Laurentides rising
behind and rolling northward towards a land of lakes and
streams,

Levis, which guards the opposite gateway of the narrows, is
practically a new town, and with its suburbs has over ten
thousand inhabitants. Immense ecclesiastical buildings, semi-
naries, monasteries and churches, seem to dominate even this
hive of modern industry which concerns itself mainly with
lumber. Ferry-boats ply continually between the two towns,
but the main object of going to Levis, unless it be to see the
Chaudiere Falls, some six miles distant, is to enjoy the striking
prospect of Quebec from there afforded. There are some large
untenanted forts, built long ago, on higher ground two miles
behind the town, which some guide-books tell the visitor cover
the site of the English batteries that laid Quebec in ruins! It is
perhaps needless to remark that Monckton's guns would have
been tolerably harmless at a three-mile range, and that, as a
matter of fact, his batteries were placed as near the shore as the
ground permitted.
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But, once again, the neighbourhood of Quebec is an exhaus-
tive subject, either for visitor or writer, and the spirit in which it
should be undertaken is not precisely in attune with the main
objects of this book. One’s musings here, and indeed all over
Lower Canada, are almost bound to be of the reflective and
retrospective kind. At any rate, in making the six-mile journey
to the Falls of Montmorency, whether by the light railway or by
road through the village and seigneury of Beauport, it is impos-
sible to be in an up-to-date frame of mind, or crave for an
inspection of the huge cotton mills which I have already alluded
to as standing at the junction of the river with the St. Lawrence,
much to the detriment of that classic spot.

Now the whole north bank (though the river as a matter of
fact runs north-east and south-west) of the basin of Quebec, from
the mouth of the St. Charles and the lower town, is occupied by
the old seigneury of Beauport, the village of that name standing
at the mouth of its small stream about half way between the
above-named points. Trains run frequently throughout the day,
and you may alight at Beauport station, if historically inclined,
and visit the site of the old manor-house where Montcalm had
his headquarters throughout the siege. It was burned down
some twenty odd years ago, and was the home of Colonel
Duguy, who came into possession of what represented the
seigneury early in the last century, and his family still own
such part of it as the commutation of the seigneurial rights and
other changes have left intact. Among other relics they have
from the cellars of the old house, which was built in 1660, is a
bottle of white wine from Montcalm’s private store. Here com-
mences the famous ridge which was so strongly fortified by the
French for its whole extent of three miles to the gorge of the
Falls, and that was unsuccessfully assaulted in the manner
already related by Wolfe on July 31st. You may travel beneath
it by the railroad, or above it on the highway, the latter
carrying you between a continuous row of habitants’ houses
with their narrow strips of meadow land running to the brink
of the slope, where for so many weeks lay the greater part of
the military force of Canada watching Wolfe’'s movements
upon the water and on the further shores with such growing
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confidence, till that bitter awakening came in the grey dawn of
September 13th.

If the Falls of Montmorency lay in the heart of the wilderness
without any help from civilisation’s mellowing hand, and dumb
as regards any historic association, they would still be famous.
A tumultuous river, as large as many an English stream whose
name is a household word, falls sheer over a cliff two hundred
and sixty feet in height into a boiling pool. But all around the
cliffs of the gorge are pleasant groves and gardens and pasture
lands tributary to the Old Kent House, where her late Majesty's
father resided when commanding the garrison of Quebec, and
that has quite recently, after a chequered existence in private
hands, become a hotel. Mr. Herbert Price, too, has a charming
cottage near the brink of the Falls, full of historical curios
and set amid pretty gardens, where a row of cannon collected
from various centres of ancient strife, or fished up from the
bottom of Canadian waters, strike a grim and reminiscent
note amid a lovely Arcadian scene. From a platform about
half-way down the cliff, built for the many visitors who
annually come here, a superb view of the great cataract is
had. The cliffs on the further shore sweep backward in lofty
naked walls., Here from height to height, from the extreme
left of the Beauport lines to the main camp of the British,
Wolfe’s and Montcalm’s soldiers, says Major Knox, who was
one of the former, used to practise their marksmanship on one
another, while the great guns of their respective batteries hurled
shot and shell in somewhat futile fashion as it proved across the
yawning chasm. Down below yonder, where in glittering
shallows the Montmorency river ripples over the flats into the
St. Lawrence, is where Townshend forded across with his two
thousand men, on the fated 3ist of July, to support Wolfe's
attack on the Beauport ridge, which hapless venture occurred
some half-mile to the east of the Falls, where a roadway slants
up the grassy steep behind a cluster of houses.

When Quebec was in the full heyday of its social glory, the
Falls of Montmorency were a noted winter gathering place, and
ice-cones formed by the spray rising to a great height were the
joy of tobogganists. Enough water, however, is now abstracted
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from the river for the electrical purposes of the city to have
reduced these cones to insignificance. Crossing the bridge
above the Falls, which carries the high road to St. Anne's, you
may turn in to the right and wander about the fields sloping
down the long green ridge to the St. Lawrence, and pick out
the traces of Wolfe’s camp. Among many homesteads of later
date the original farm-house is still standing in which the
young General lay chafing in the fever of illness and despair
for so many days before deciding to strike his camp here
and move up the river to that final effort which reversed the
situation in a stroke, and perhaps changed the history of the
world. The long, low-raftered typical French-Canadian cottage
which was Wolfe’s headquarters is not, I think, generally familiar
nor mentioned in guide-books, but it is easily identified in the
old military plans of the siege, as the only old house in the
locality, and its age is indisputable. The family who occupy
it now have been on the spot ever since, and though quite
uneducated peasants, have sufficient traditions of the affair to
point out the spot where the General’s bed stood in a loft of
prodigious length under an open roof of fine old timbers and
picturesquely littered with spinning-wheels and the various
lumber of past and present generations of peasant life.

For many miles above the bridge the Montmorency is a
tumbling, rocky, broad stream, bordered with woods, and
abounding in even more than such share of beauty as naturally
belongs to such kind of scenery.

From Montmorency the little railway runs down the shores
of the St. Lawrence to St. Anne de Beaupré, some fifteen miles
beyond—a spot luminous in the annals of the French-Canadian
Church and familiar by name to everyone in North America
from the thousands of pilgrims who flock there. St. Anne
itself is a village of some thousand inhabitants, lying just
opposite the lower point of the island of Orleans. The church,
whither in round numbers one hundred and fifty thousand
pilgrims annually turn their steps, is itself a modern though a
very fine one, and was created by the Pope a shrine of the first
order and a Basilica in 1887. The avowed object of the pilgrims
is the cure of their disorders. The church is full of crutches and
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ST. ANNE DE BEAUPRE.

39
votive offerings, and the medical faculty no doubt have suffered
considerably from the reputation acquired by this celebrated
shrine. The motives of the large crowds that, to the great
benefit of the railway companies, though thousands come afoot,
now foregather there, is doubtless mixed, and it is happily not
my business to analyse them. On July 26th, the feast-day
of the saint, there are great doings in the village, in which
tourists from every part of North America take a hand. On
such occasions the pious and the impious, the devout and the
scoffers, the simple superstitious peasant and the people who
regard him as they would a grandfather’s clock or a Dutch tile,
all mix together in a surging crowd. Of course there was an
original church of St. Anne. It was built in 1658, but for
safety’s sake was demolished and rebuilt out of the same
material not long ago, and now stands near the imposing struc-
ture which contains the relic of the saint that works such
wondrous cures, All around St. Anne, too, is a pleasant country,
of bright, dancing streams plunging out of the always neigh-
bouring Laurentians; of hay-fields, orchards, pastures and home-
steads, occupied for generations by the same unambitious but
contented owners, and wearing the look which all French Canada
wears, of harbouring a people who belong to the soil, and whose
thoughts are not coquetting with some old-world past or some
new-world future. Strenuous Canada—DBritish Canada, that is
to say—complains that the French assume to themselves alone,
in ordinary speech, the name of Canadians, which is true, nor
could you perhaps expect such a people to reconsider these
ancient terms after so long a monopoly of them. The vision of
the Anglo-Canadian soars over forests, mountains and prairies.
His patriotism has kept pace with federation. The village
church is nothing to him, or very rarely so, while the soil or the
water power of British Columbia is very much the same as the
soil or water power of Ontario, if it serve his purpose better.
Local attachment is not wholly wanting in the man of Ontario,
but it bears no comparison to the point of view of the French-
Canadian, who is individually as much cut off from his
European antecedents as if he were a Chinaman. To the most
illiterate Anglo-Canadian the “old country” of his grandfather
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whence he sprang are tangible facts. The habitant, in this
sense, has no “old country.” Artificial, but ineffectual methods
are resorted to by faddists or politicians to persuade him that
he has an interest in the doings of modern Paris and modern
France. But only think of it! Recall for a moment his long
isolated past. Consider when and how and by whom French
Canada was settled, and how old France treated her. Remember
the early crystallisation of the first batches of emigrants and
the absence of any serious influx after the seventeenth century ;
then the conquest of the country by England, and finally the
French Revolution! There is absolutely no parallel between
the links which bind the most representative classes in Ontario
to Great Britain and the utter lack of connection between
French Canada and France. When an unadaptable type o
Englishman arrives in Canada his attitude is often the subject
of local jest, but on those rare occasions when a native of old
France, and particularly a native of Paris, descends upon the
rural districts of Quebec, the mutual criticism which is aroused
far transcends, I believe, anything that is ever witnessed among
Anglo-Saxons of similar situation,

To describe with any attempt at detail a province which is
about the size of England and France combined, is manifestly
out of the question in three chapters. Its rural life, however,
has everywhere a sufficient uniformity for our purposes here.
So I would suggest that the reader accompany me on one of
the Richelieu and Ontario Company’s steamers for some ninety
miles down the river to Murray Bay, this last being as good
a point as the ordinary tourist could make for, who wishes
to form acquaintance with some of the best accessible scenery
and a typical rural community in the French province. Any-
thing, too, that one may have to say about Lower Canada in
general, may just as well be said from such a vantage-point as
upon the ramparts of Quebec.

The most striking aspect under which the old city can be
viewed is from the river below, when its towers, spires and
battlements are standing out high to heaven against the red
flush of a setting sun, and its less inspiring details are wrapped
in kindly shadow. But it is fair enough on a summer morning
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as you glide away from it towards the point of Orleans on the
deck of one of the comfortable steamers of the line that does most
of the passenger traffic down the river. This last, too, is none the
worse for being of the floating hotel type, and during the night
will have come down from Montreal, bringing its complement
of passengers bound either for Quebec or one of the numerous
down-river summer resorts to which it plies. Rain and cold,
though to be deplored on other grounds, offer no discomforts
in these steamers. No shelter, however, can save the mortal
man who is susceptible to the other and even worse kind of
discomfort, though rough days in the summer months are in a
very great minority.

For twenty miles, for its entire length that is to say, the
steamer hugs the shores of the fertile and long cultivated island
of Orleans. Villages all aglow with bright-coloured houses,
imposing churches and blooming woods fringe the water line.
On the swelling ridges behind are mile after mile of neat farms
and substantial farm-houses, almost all of which in one way or
another contrive some picturesque touch, and here and there
even suggest an old seigneurial manor-house. On the main-
land, to the south, similar villages and like churches follow at
regular intervals, while on the green slopes which divide them,
and along the water line, the white houses of the habitants trace
themselves in a continuous chain.

Passing the marshy levels of the lower point of Orleans,
the steamer draws under the northern shore of the river, and
for some thirty miles the Laurentian Mountains, thickly clad
with spruce, birch and cedar, rise sheer out of the water to quite
imposing altitudes, Mount Tourmente and Cape Gribaune
reaching some two thousand feet, and Les Eboulements further
on considerably more than that. They are rugged and imposing
these lofty walls of limestone, to which the evergreens cling so
tenaciously as only to permit glimpses here and there of the
naked rock and to partly hide the thin cataracts that now and
again come leaping down their face like threads of silver. The
further shore, by now some dozen miles away, grows indistinct
as the Isle aux Coudres, a fertile island some six miles in
length, shuts it out altogether for the moment. About a
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thousand people here work out their destinies, tenants of the
Laval University who own the island and all the mainland to
the isle of Orleans; and common report declares them to be
reactionary even above their fellows. Wolfe speaks in one of
his despondent letters of occupying the island for the winter,
should he unhappily fail to take Quebec.

At Baie St. Paul the frowning sea-wall gapes wide open and
makes room for a sheltered bay, giving at the same time a
glimpse of a considerable town and rolling uplands well covered
with homesteads spreading away behind it to a background of
dim blue mountains. Another five-and-twenty miles of bold
and lofty coast line, broken only by a couple of villages, or by
snug coves, with a white glimmer of pebbly beach shining
between the blue of the water and the black shade of cedars
and spruces, and Malbaie, so called by Champlain, and now
commonly known as Murray Bay, opens wide to view.

Quite a generous gap is this in the stern, lofty coast line, a
couple of miles perhaps from cape to cape ; and over the six-mile
sweep of the bay, both by the shore and on the slopes behind it,
stand summer cottages of every degree, from the two-roomed
shanty to the imposing mansion of the rich American. In the
centre of the bay, where the Murray river, clear and strenuous,
comes rushing down into shallow flats, stands the French village,
and away back into the country for miles the homesteads of

the habitants cover the lower hills. Behind this quaint and

ancient civilisation lies range upon range of the Laurentian
Mountains, an infinity of glorious back country, a network of
trout-haunted lakes and streams and untrodden forests, where
the bear and cariboo are as numerous as these noble animals
can reasonably be expected to be out of story-books. But the
human aspect of Murray Bay would be perhaps more to the
point here than the trout and game, as it includes the habitant
in his pristine state as well as the Anglo-Canadian of the other
extreme on his holiday.

Now Murray Bay is not a bathing place to any appreciable
extent, for the water is too cold. The summer climate, though
sometimes providing a few days as hot or a trifle hotter than
any we know in England, is on the whole cool, bracing, and at
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times cloudy. The visitors are mostly Canadians and Americans
of the well-to-do class, and they come here to lead an active
life and to be braced up after the heats of Toronto or New
York. There are golf links which should some day be good,
and they are patronised by great numbers of both sexes, the
average of play being about the same as in a similar concourse
of Britishers, brought promiscuously together on some green
other than those where the crack golfers foregather. All these
St. Lawrence summer resorts fifteen or twenty years ago were
almost exclusively the haunts of Canadians of taste and dis-
cretion, whose object was to throw off the trammels of the city
as well as its labours, and enjoy life in various degrees of sim-
plicity. The recent American element has altered this a good
deal, and, being for the most part wealthier, has succeeded in
setting the fashion, and giving a more elaborate tone to social
life. The residential quarter of Point-au-Pic runs along the
western shore of Murray Bay, and climbs the slopes which trend
gradually upward to lofty wooded steeps that shut out the
interior and sufficiently proclaim its broken nature. Summer
cottages of neat and varied shapes, often enclosed within shady
lawns, line the highway and the wooden side-walks. Scattered
about on the slopes above, are the larger and more elaborate
residences of people who make the place their regular holiday
quarters, and of these a majority are Americans, For the
most part these houses are of wood, and are designed in that
happy blend of elegance and simplicity for which the work of
the modern American architect is conspicuous, deep verandahs
being naturally a prominent feature. The jerry-builder who
has ruined the appearance of most places of resort upon the
British coast, has no existence in such a spot as this. The
plainest wooden cottage built by the most untutored native as
a commercial investment, is at the worst unobjectionable in
clean white paint and green shutters, while the more imposing
style of mansion is generally the freehold of the visitor, who
naturally does his utmost to show his taste in exteriors, as well
as to make himself comfortable within doors, A liberal use of
local wood in the matter of walls and ceilings gives the interior
of these delectable summer abodes a suggestion of the surrounding
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atmosphere. An acre or two of ground, usually sloping, gives
scope for enterprise in tree-planting and landscape gardening,
while the views from window or balcony over the waters of
the bay, the bold upstanding promontories that guard it, the
distant hills and villages of the southern shore, the great
steamers ploughing their way to Liverpool or Quebec are wholly
satisfying. Social life naturally flourishes where a permanent
summer colony exists, and provides a focus of attraction to the
transient visitors of like degree, while two large hotels contri-
bute their quota to the exotic population of pleasure and health
seekers. American fads and fashions so prevail in these Lower
Canadian watering-places, that to linger in them would almost
seem outside our business here. Still, the Canadians, though
somewhat begrudging the vanishing simplicity of their old
haunts, fall for the most part into line.

When Americans get hold of a pose they drive it hard, At
the present time men and women under fifty, wher ruralising,
put away their hats and caps for six days in the week, and not
only walk the streets and hills barcheaded but scour the country
on horseback or in caléches in the same extremely unbecoming
fashion.

For no one, I presume, maintains that the human head,
when bare to the winds of heaven and resembling a last year’s
bird’s nest, is a thing of beauty ; and when surmounting a male or
female figure attired by a New York artist looks ridiculously
incongruous as well as deplorably untidy.

All sorts of make-believes by way of explanation are tendered
by the followers of what is, of course, only a transient fad.
I have been assured that it makes the hair strong. I don’t
know whether this is seriously meant, but it must certainly
make it very dirty. In any case, the spectacle of a couple of
otherwise well-groomed matrons, driving hatless along a lonely
dusty country road with grey locks flying in the wind, is not an
edifying one, and I have seen it frequently, I wonder what
Pierre thinks of such an apparition as he rakes up his Timothy
on the other side of the fence ?

Riding has become fashionable of late in American social
circles. The weedy but hardy French-Canadian horses are in
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great demand, and squads of gilded youths in tennis shirts, wild
heads of hair and knickerbocker breeches, raise the dust in
company with equestrians of the fairer sex who might have
stepped straight from their chair at breakfast on to their saddles.
These are not the artless sons and daughters of the prairie, but
very much the opposite. Nor has it anything to do with climate,
which at Murray Bay is much the same as the South of England
in summer and early autumn. The whole thing is a pose, and
will no doubt in time be reversed with equal exaggeration.
Road riling will doubtless cease to be the thing, stove-pipe
hats will be worn on the golf links, and blue veils on the side-
walks. The old-time Scottish golfer who has a proper horror of
cricket blazers or shirt sleeves on the links, would almost faint at
the contempt with which these unwritten traditions are treated by
his American disciple, who steps up to the tee coatless and cap-
less and with his sleeves rolled up to the shoulders, as if about
to engage in a boxing contest or a lawn tennis competition.

A propos of the hatless ladies, I have been told that it is a
matter of ambition to return to the haunts of fashion in the
Eastern States burned to a brick red, and that even freckles are
for the time being regarded as anything but a blemish. These
things may seem frivolous in the narration, but then, the Americans
are a feature of Canadian holiday life, even as they are becoming
a power in Canada. Having fired these innocuous shafts, I
must correct any false impressions therein conveyed and hasten
to say that there is a great deal of charming society in the
summer season at all these places. Americans of a good stamp
and many of the nicest people from Quebec, Montreal and
Toronto foregather there. Stars and stripes and the Union
Jack flutter alternately from lawns and housetops. Canadians
and Americans support the same churches, sing in the same
choirs, play together on the links, join in the same picnics.
The French-Canadian as a visitor is much less in evidence,
certainly the French-Canadian of this class. The curious
cleavage between the races is maintained even in vacation
time; and they seem to haunt, if not always different places,
certainly different quarters in the same place. There has been
a considerable amount of sore feeling engendered in various
e F
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places of late years by the raising of tricolour flags in con-
spicuous spots at inopportune moments. Even with a reasonable
allowance for racial sympathies, it is not easy, with the remem-
brance of the past attitude of Great Britain towards the French-
Canadians, to do otherwise than resent this kind of thing. It is
possible to imagine the flying of the tricolour as a perfectly
harmless bit of domestic decoration, though the flag itself is, of
course, ludicrous as an emblem, seeing that it represents every-
thing that the French-Canadian is not; but if “flaunted” it is
more than ludicrous, it is poor and petty, and might well make
the philosopher wonder if conciliation and kindness were worth
while in the case of a victorious nation. On the other hand, I
have seen a waggon load of French school-children helping to
celebrate some local jubilee by waving of a forest of miniature
Union Jacks.

Now Murray Bay, as regards the old village and neighbour-
hood, has an exceedingly picturesque history. At the annexation
of Canada to the British Empire, it was a scantily populated
seigneury, which, through the departure or death of its former
lord, had fallen into the gift of the British crown. No more
property after this date was granted under the feudal system, and
those of Mallbaie, with the exception of Gaspe, were the only
seigneuries that ever escheated to the King of England. They
were granted in this case by General Murray, then in command
at Quebec, to two Highland officers of the garrison, Lieutenant
Nairn and Major Fraser. The former had the west bank of the
Murray River, the latter the east; each seigneury being of
some three leagues frontage, and seven in depth. A manor
house was built upon either side of the little harbour in 1761,
or thereabouts, and direct descendants in the one case, and
in the other representatives by inheritance of these Scottish
seigneurs dwell there to this day and own what the changed
laws have left of the ancient domains.! The buildings have been
added to or rebuilt in both instances, but the sites are the same,
and the big trees remain to preserve some dignity and signifi-
cance to these relics of transatlantic feudalism. But the curious
part of the story remains to be told.

! One of them has recently been sold.
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con- Now there was but a scanty French population living in those
1able days on the Murray River, and when Nairn and Fraser, like
em- many other officers, left the service in the prospect of a long
nch- peace and entered into this novel kind of inheritance, many of
It is their men went with them and were very readily allotted lands
ctly in the broad and thinly settled domains of their old chiefs. So
s, of these trusty sergeants and corporals, all bachelors pr« »bably and
ery- Scotchmen, settled down among the French habitants in this
tis remote valley and of course lost no time in taking unto themselves
ake wives from among them, Their children, certainly their grand-
rth children, as was inevitable, lost both their language and their
d, I creed (though some of the Highlanders may have been Catholics)
to and became French-Canadians in both, and indeed all, respects.
urc To-day, for instance, the Warrens are the leading and most
numerous family in trade and agriculture in the valley, together
ur- with Blackburns, McNicholls, Mcl.eans and others, all of them
lon absolutely French and completely merged with their French
ed neighbours. The chief notaire of Murray Bay, who also
1er represents the district in the Lower House at Ottawa, kindly
re showed me the old maps of the two seigneuries, with the
nd original surveys, regarding which the reader may be reminded
ly that an elementary feature in all French-Canadian land-
e scape are the long narrow fields and holdings. The French
d system of survey measurement and land allotment was funda-
nt

mentally different from the British of the States and Upper

1€ Canada. The latter went in, speaking broadly, for squares, with
of !

farm-houses convenient to the fields, but in consequence isolated

iy from one another. The French divided up the country after the
I fashion of town lots, with a narrow frontage on main road or
d river and a correspondingly narrow strip of great length in the
h rear, a plan conducive to sociability but inconvenient for field
d labour. The arpent, the pre-revolutionary unit measurement of
1 French land remains so in Canada to this day. It is oblong,
) with a narrow front of about sixty yards. The original holding
y was usually three arpents front, or about a hundred and eighty
5 |

yards (to use approximate figures), and of sufficient depth to make
a farm of about a hundred and sixty acres, frequently, how-
ever, divided longitudinally. These strips, along road or river,
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usually ran back into the original forest, which receded with
the owner’s industry further and further from the house, till
fire and fence wood, as well as the most recently opened grain
field, entailed quite a lengthy expedition. When in course of
time these front lots were occupied a line was run and a fresh
road opened at the back of them, and fresh surveys made. In
many parts of French Canada the farming lands lie in narrow
valleys or troughs, with very little space in which to expand,
being shut in by hills or mountains, unprofitable to the farmer.
The difficulty here has not been settled by emigration as would
have been the case among Anglo-Canadians, but rather by sub-
division, which, running still on the frontage and longitudinal
system of the French gives a country road somewhat the
appearance of an endless village street with attenuated strips of
farming lands vanishing into the distance on each side of it.
There is much to be said for the system as opposed to the
loneliness which has often been a real horror to the pioneers
in the newer Anglo-Canadian settlements.

The seigneurial system which flourished, or rather languished,
in its pristine incongruity till that date, was abolished in 1857
by law, with equitable compensation. I have looked through
old books containing all the seigneuries into which French
Canada was divided about the year 1800, and every particular
connected with them. The complications were manifold, but
the Canadian seigneurs had always been a very mixed and a
very uneven body of men as regards origin and means and
personnel. Only a few of them in the first half of the nineteenth
century survived in the character their name would imply. Some
of these were high-bred gentlemen of ample means, leaders in
Quebec or Montreal society (for there never was any real country
society in the province); some of them were country lawyers,
millers or shopkeepers; others peasants or mechanics. Mr.
Lambert, who lived for some time in Lower Canada and is one
of the most observant authorities for the opening years of the
nineteenth century, says :—“ The Noblesse and Seigneuis have
almost dwindled into the common mass of the vulgar; and
their estates and seigneuries have been divided among their
children or have fallen into the hands of opulent British
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merchants.” The seigneury was a complicated organisation.
Heaven forbid that I should enlarge here on the mysteries
of franc-allen and censive, of propres and lods et ventes, but
roughly speaking the seigneur had his mill where his tenants
ground their grain at a toll of one-fourteenth ; his unoccupied
land that he could do what he liked with, clear and farm it,
or leave it in forest; and his rented land, held by tenants on
cecure tenure subject to a very small rent in kind or cash and
to fines on sale and other occasions familiar in feudal and
manorial custom. When the British Government abolished
what had become a tiresome and somewhat farcical situation,
the tenants of seigneuries were allowed to commute their rents
for a lump sum. As a direct illustration on values, it may be
stated that an average eighty-acre farm on the Murray Bay

seigneuries, which it must be remembered, however, were of

quite second-rate value, for reasons of remoteness, was commuted
for twenty-five dollars, or five pounds. Some of the farmers,
however, did not think it worth while to become frecholders
even at this trifling expenditure, and preferred to continue
paying a dollar a year for their whole farms to the seigneur,
a tribute which the agent tells me is by no means easy
to gather in; and the difficulty certainly does not arise from
poverty.

The old village of Murray Bay, so furbished up with American
and Canadian dollars, stands at the spot where the clear and
turbulent waters of the Murray break out on to shallow flats,
covered and exposed every turn of the clock by the tides of the
St. Lawrence. An imposing church of wood, painted white,
with a lofty spire and vast roof of red shingles, stands open to
the passer-by, who will find within the pictures, carving, gilding,
candles and statuary that everywhere speak so eloquently of the
undisputed sway of the Roman Church over its flock in this
corner of the earth. A single street by the riverside represents
the village, its stores, offices, and residences, picturesque enough
in their varied colours, their gables, angles and gaileries, and
rustling maple leaves, and the air of animated leisure worn by
the inhabitants, who regard the Anglo-Saxon tourists whisking
through from the gay quarters towards Point-au-Pic with an
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unfathomable expression! Over the chemist’s door the pestle
and mortar still hangs as a sign, while the tailor’s shop is
marked by a pair of black scissors painted on a yellow board.
The English language is a sore trial to some even of the nota-
bilities of the little town, while the populace in general makes
no pretence whatever to its mysteries. A French-Canadian
judge told me a good story of a habitant neighbour of his, who,
with difficulty, and spurred on only by necessity, had achieved
a sufficient measure of English for some particular purpose. A
laborious study of the English newspapers of Quebec formed
part of his curriculum, and at this particular moment they were
much exercised on the “Dual language”’ question in official life.
One day the habitant came to the judge in evident perturbation
of mind, and wanted to know what this thing meant. “I have
no objection to English,” he said, “and can get along with it
pretty well now, but as for this Dual language, I'll have nothing
to do with it whatever.” The poor man thought he scented
another alien tongue to be grappled with in the near future.

The Canadian peasantry have the same admiration for stout-
ness in the fair sex as the Parisian bourgeoisie. A middle-aged
American lady of deserved popularity and comfortable pro-
portions, but no pretensions to distinction of face or form, was
surprised one day and, as she frankly admitted, not a little
flattered to hear on good authority that a conspicuous native
had declared that she and Mrs. A—— were the two handsomest
women in ——, Now Mrs. A

weighs two hundred pounds,
but my American acquaintance, who tells the story with much
gusto against herself, unfortunately followed the matter up in
the expectation of further compliments; but was disgusted
to find it was wholly a question of avoirdupois with her
unknown admirer.

Across the river mouth, which is here spanned by a suspension
bridge, the hills along whose base the coast road continues to
run are clad with the beautiful foliage which surrounds the
seigneurial buildings of Cap a I’Aigle. The village of that name
three miles further on at the point of the bay is a repetition on
a more modest scale of the Murray Bay, or rather Point-au-Pic,
settlement, It is less fashionable, and therefore, as some claim,
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more enjoyable, and commands still bolder views of the
northern shore, being perched so high up on the hill slopes.
It is patronised more exclusively by Canadians, and the British
flag flutters practically unchallenged from the roof of every
summer cottage and abiding-place. It will have been gathered,
perhaps, that flags are much in evidence across the Atlantic,
and this probably arises from the close neighbourhood of two
rival if friendly peoples, and is an excellent habit. With such
an abundance of outdoor, a/ fresco life as the American climate
permits, to the educated classes on both sides of the line in their
summer vacations vocal music is a conspicuous item, and
national anthems become continually a patriotic obligation. It
is needless to relate that these are sung with the utmost
impartiality. There is evén an adapted stanza of “ God Save
the King” in request on festive occasions, which expresses in
suitable and glowing terms a pious wish for the unity and
friendship of the two great English-speaking peoples. Evening
water picnics, with a return by moonlight, to distant coves on the
shores of the St. Lawrence are a delightful form of entertainment,
engaged in by the older and more knowing /Aabitués of this coast.
On these occasions immense bonfires are contrived from the
abundant driftwood that is washed ashore. Ample supplies of
good things are spread upon the narrow beach that lies between
the moonlit water and the gloomy forests of cedar, spruce and
birch that rise up like a wall in the background for a thousand
feet or so. The lights of villages on the far shore of the great
river fifteen miles away,twinkle from point to point—Kamouraska,
St. André¢, Riviere du Loup. And when the great bonfire is lit
and flares out on river and forest, and on the rows of canoes
upon the shiny beach, there is sure to be someone with a great
répertoire of French-Canadian songs, and several more who,
having spent half of the summers of their lives in these parts,
can support a leader in the local ballad music with both
accuracy and enthusiasm. Then comes the row or paddle home
beneath the stars and under the shadow of the towering coast.
Such, more or less, with many other varieties of enjoyment, is
holiday life on the St. Lawrence in half a score of pleasant
places sprinkled up and down its shores.
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All this may seem to have little to do with the people of
Lower Canada, which is true. But then the province of Quebec
is playing such an important part as the playground of
Canadians from all sections, and the business it does in enter-
taining them, and still more Americans, is quite one of its
greater industries. Its salmon rivers fetch rents equalling those
of Norway or Scotland, though perhaps better salmon fishing
can be had both here and in the maritime provinces from hotels
or their equivalents than could be got by the casual angler in
the older countries. Vast tracts of virgin forest full of streams
and lakes teeming with trout in the great back country to
the north of the St. Lawrence are leased by Canadian and
American sporting clubs, who build lodges in them of various
shades of capacity and comfort—sometimes accessible on wheels
over backwood roads, sometimes only by trails through the
woods, over which every necessary has to be carried for great
distances on the backs of men or ponies. It is difficult to grasp
the enormous extent of trout-holding waters that exists in
Northern Quebec. An acquaintance who knows as much of
this country from this point of view, probably, as any amateur
in Canada, assures me that there are numberless lakes in his
own club tract not only unfished as yet by mortal man, but
that there are many unmarked on any map, and some that have
not even been seen. I am not now alluding to the Hudson
Bay or the North Pole, but to districts reasonably accessible to
sportsmen, and indeed already appropriated by them so far as
appropriation can apply in these immense wilds of mountain
and forest. Nor is it only salmon and trout of every size and
variety that are the objects of the sportsman in these regions,
but moose, bear and deer are found in moderate abundance
throughout the whole country. Of the former, only two in a
season may be killed by any single sportsman. There is, of
course, some duck-shooting everywhere, but its quality does not
bear comparison with that of Ontario, and still less with that
of the far West of Canada. Winged game in the Canadian
forests is not a serious item. The so-called partridge, or ruffed
grouse, takes to trees for one thing, and for another is nowhere
thick enough to afford really good shooting, and there is virtually
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nothing else but a few woodcock in their season in certain
spots.

But, with the reader’s -permission, we will take a caleche in
fancy, leave the coast line with its exotic population, and face
one of the rough and steep country roads that lead up the valley
of the Murray River, and traverse the farming lands that spread
inland for ten or fifteen miles from the St. Lawrence.

It is a typical French-Canadian scene; the clear, mountain-
born river sweeping from one side of the valley to the other,
fretting in rapids, or swirling in deep brown pools between great
flats of shingle and overhanging banks clad with alder, willow
and spruce. It might be the Usk or the Dee, but for the stray
saw logs or strips of bark that here and there go round in the
eddies, and tell the inevitable Canadian tale of lumbering and
sawmills somewhere. In the flat of the valley and up either
slope stretch the long parallels of the habitants’ farms. “ Long
fields of barley and of rye ” very literally meet the sight here,
though they do not, as in the poet’s Lincolnshire, “clothe the
wold and meet the sky,” for the near distance is intercepted by
wooded hills, in which these long parallelograms lose themselves.
The homesteads front the road, in near and sociable proximity ;
they vary slightly in type, but the picturesque storey and a half;
with far projecting eaves, and dormer windows in the roof| is the
prevailing one. Then there is a kind of mushroom roof, inde-
scribable and unlike any other known to man. The colouring
leans towards white paint or whitewash, with doors and windows
prinked out in brighter hues; but there is a happy mixture of
other tints, pink as in Normandy and Wales being popular,
while some affect blue or saffron, or even here and there a light
shade of green. I have seen a white house with green roof and
red chimneys, also a green-coloured house with red doors and
brown roof. The latter is of cedar shingles, is often painted,
and of a dark red for choice. Annual creepers twine about the
verandahs. Little gardens of mixed vegetables, fruit and flowers,
show much luxuriance and bright colouring in August, while the
small patch of tobacco which every habitant raises for his own
consumption is just ripening into what they call in Virginia the
“rough leaf” A rank production is this “ Catholic tobacco,” as
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the Inglish lumbermen of the Ottawa callit. Nothing, I imagine,
but a hardy constitution, combined with French thrift, would
venture overmuch on it. Grass after all is the main crop between
the post and rail or snake fences that enclose these long fields,
and excellent milk and butter it produces. Sometimes a horse
mower will be clicking through the clover and timothy, though
more often in these belated regions, the men of the household
will be bending their backs to the old-fashioned scythe, and the
women will be outin the meadow tying the hay into the small
bundles in which the French-Canadian handles it, both in the
field and in the market.

[ do not know whether the average barn or the outdoor baking
ovens of the habitant is the more picturesque, but there is cer-
tainly nothing to compare with eitherof them from this point
of view in all North America. The barn is of logs, which sounds
commonplace, but it is long and low, and possessed of much
detail suggestive of the middle ages, and is, moreover, thatched
with reeds which have much the appearance of straw. The
oven, often erected on the opposite side of the road from
the house, is an entirely uncanny-looking contrivance, and
resembles some slumbering mammoth of stone that has crawled
for shelter into an open shed in past ages and petrified there.
The country is virtually open and clear of timber to the foot,
and sometimes nearly to the summit, of the hills, where the pine
forest begins its interminable sway, clothing every successive
ridge with a garment of perennial green, and fading only into
grays and blues where loftier and remoter mountains cut the
bright blue of the Canadian sky. The foreground, however, has
all the look, and indeed has mostly the habit, of quite an old
civilisation. It is the peaceful meadows, shorn this many
generations of the crudeness of early settlement; the quaint
little homesteads, where self-respecting neatness goes hand in
hand with primitive notions ; the fixed habits of the people who
dwell in them, that gives the mysterious mountain wilderness

behind the greater significance.

The roads are tolerable in dry weather, but after rain are
sticky, and the pitches are frightfully steep. As in English
Canada, no farmer rides on horseback. The habitant and his
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wife will be freely encountered in caleéche or buggy, coming
townwards, while the draught work on farm or road is done
wholly in small two-wheeled carts. In August, rows of these
conveyances loaded with “blueberries” packed in boxes,
driven by their small, wiry, darked-haired owners in straw
hats and flannel shirts, will be met coming in from remote
country districts to the watering places. Politeness is in the
habitant’s blood, and the manner in which he often accompanies
his “bon jour,” by raising his hat to the stranger, might well
take away the breath of the American or Upper Canadian
accustomed to the off-hand manner of the Western highway.
Along by the roadside fences wild flowers blaze at this lush
season of the year. Golden rods, everlastings, blue asters,
ox-eyed daisies, and hawberries riot amid the more sombre
hues of the bracken, the cedar saplings and the spruce, while
the red berries of the mountain ash swing overhead. The glint
of water, too, fresh and sparkling, is in every dip of the road as
some tributary stream of mountain birth goes burrowing its
way through meadowy courses, fringed with alder and willow,
towards the Murray. Here, too, you may yet see men and
women reaping grain with the old-fashioned hooks. Nay,
more than this, I have seen a pedlar staggering from house
to house beneath a load of spinning-wheels, and, indeed, the
homespun cloth of the habitants finds quite a market among
the visitors to the coast. And here, perhaps, a few miles back
from the shore, is the most artless provincialismm to be found
in North America. I do not know precisely where the habitant
hailed from who is said to have received the news that His
Majesty had succeeded to the throne of Britain with the retort,
“Mon Dieu, he must have a big pull with Laurier,” but whether
true or not it is eminently typical.

The quality of land varies in all this north shore country,
being mainly of the second and third rate order, and not equal,
as a general thing, to that of the south shore or of the Upper
St. Lawrence valley. It is mainly grass, as before mentioned,
which, with the bright tinted homesteads and the surrounding
mountains, gives an almost Welsh-like touch to the atmosphere.
It will be of no direct interest to English readers to learn that
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these farms are worth from twenty to forty dollars an acre, for
though English emigrants of means do all sorts of strange things
they have never been foolish enough to settle in the heart of the
French country. It will be of more interest, however, to those
curious about the economic conditions of Canada, to learn that
estates are mortgaged with extreme frequency, the holder being
very often a thriftier neighbour of the mortgagor. It would not
be fair, perhaps, to take particular neighbourhoods as samples of
all, but it would be less invidious here than in most countries.
The French-Canadians as a whole are indifferent farmers. The
stock in the fields are too often of the scrub variety, though
cattle and sheep in these parts are not very numerous at all, the
long hard winters hitting the small owner with merciless force if
he be short of keep. The habitant is very far from lazy. Indeed,
he is quite a reasonably industrious person; but he works after his
own fashion, and does not set manual labour on a pedestal and
make a fetish of it, and account every moment of leisure a sin,
such as has been in the past so characteristic of Ontario's rural
development, both to its gain and loss. From April to October,
so long, that is to say, as the season allows him, he works upon
his farm early and late, though not so quickly nor so intelli-
gently as the Ontario Scotchman. But in the winter the severity
of the weather makes outdoor farm work impossible. He has
comparatively little stock in the yards to attend to, nor does he
leave home and hunt for outside work in the lumber camps with
his team, nor, again, take contracts for cord wood so often as his
English neighbour. There are thousands of French-Canadians
in the lumber trade, and thousands more seek regular employ-
ment in New England mills and factories, but the particular
Pierre or Jean who owns the paternal farm, so long as he stays
in it, regards the winter as a season of rest and merry-making.
No people in North America probably enjoy life so much as
the French-Canadians. For one thing, they are contented with
what they have, a grievous failing, of course, in the eyes of the
normal American, and their assets do not include much educa-
tion. It is said they keep their houses too hot in winter, with
their small rooms and big stoves, and absolute indifference to
ventilation. Upper Canadians who go there in the spring
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tell me that the children look pale and pecky on this account
after the winter, while small-pox, though generally of a mild
type, is extremely common. They read practically nothing,
but sing and dance through the long winter evenings, and the
habitant repertoire, though not very exhaustive, and experts say
not very good music, never wearies the snow-bound villager.
“ La claire fontaine ” still holds its own, and even * Malbrouck
sa va t'en guerre,” brought over doubtless by Louis XV.'s
soldiers, may be heard in the hayfields by the Murray or the
Richelieu.

The parish church is almost as large and as decorative in
these back districts as in the towns along the St. Lawrence.
No matter how poor the land or how remote the markets,
provided there are souls to be looked after, an imposing
edifice, with gilded spire and vast roof, neatly painted walls and
spacious interior replete with pictures and oak carvings, will
stand conspicuous and significant. The clergy have their
“dime” or tithe, whose collection is legalised by Government.
But in a country where virtually the whole rural population are
ardent Roman Catholics, there are means of collecting recognised
dues, it need hardly be said, almost as efficient as the sheriff
himself. The dime was in quite early days reduced to the
twenty-sixth part of the grain. The peasants naturally sought
refuge from this in hay crops, but the Church countered the
move by getting the tax extended not only to hay but to live
stock. The dime, however, is liable to voluntary compromise
and modifications between a priest and his flock where the
conditions are such that it does not work well, and there are, of
course, the numerous dues which go to the maintenance of the
clergy, besides the funded wealth of the Church. Moreover,
there is a church tax of two dollars on all grown males who
have no tithable property. It is a common saying among
Anglo-Canadians that half the farms in Lower Canada have
been mortgaged to build the churches. This is, of course, the
hyperbolic interpretation of a plain fact. It will be enough to
state here that there has been a considerable amount of money
raised for Church purposes by loans of this kind, and the drain
upon the resources of the people generally has been, and is,
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unquestionable. The Protestant often attributes the unenter-
prising condition of Lower Canada to this factor. But thisis a
favourite axiom of sturdy Protestants everywhere. It is not our
business if the French-Canadian regards his Church and his soul
worth spending an eighth, or ninth, or a fifteenth of his income
upon. Nor can we draw distinctions between the so-called
exactions of the Church and the voluntary gifts of the peasantry.
Most people of enlightened views, and qualified by some sort of
knowledge of the world, whether Anglo-Canadians, Americans
or Britons, admit that a Roman Catholic peasantry lives under
conditions not admirable from a Chicago point of view. In
French Canada, the dominion of the Church, though very
pronounced, seems fairly free from objectionable traits. As
there is no real poverty, an abundance of the primitive neces-
sities of life and extremely good wages for all surplus labour in
the States or in the lumber camps of Canada, the habitant may
or may not find it difficult sometimes to pay his Church dues,
but his religion, its forms at any rate, like that of his antithesis,
the Welsh Calvinist, is part of his life, though regarded with
less enthusiasm, It is mainly the half-educated Protestant that,
in his ignorance and lack of imagination, lavishes sympathy upon
him, just as he very often thinks it waste of time to paint his own
house. Any way, the French-Canadian clergy bear an extremely
good character. Like their contemporaries in Ireland, they come
almost wholly of peasant stock, though by the same token there
are some districts in French Canada whose farmers could not
fairly be described under such a designation. They are better
educated, I fancy, than the Irish ; and, moreover, they lead their
people as the Irish priests once did, and are not poisoned or
embarrassed by an atmosphere of bitter party strife, at least not
to the same degree, for they have the whole field to themselves.
They have, of course, their prejudices and their bigotries. |
heard some French priests one day on a river steamboat express-
ing a unanimous opinion that the present religious troubles in
France were due to the machinations of the Freemasons. A couple
of young priests who had just returned from a four years’ study
in Paris told me they thanked God their lot was cast in Canada
and not in France, and well they may. Whether they always
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lead their flocks with a due regard to the loyal sympathy that
Great Britain’s treatment of them has a right to expect belongs
to the very wide question of the attitude of French-Canadians
generally in these matters. And what little I feel qualified to
say about so complicated a question I must reserve for another
chapter.
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CHAPTER 1V.

THE present possessors, whether by virtue of inheritance or
purchase, of the remnant of the old seigneuries still own in many
cases the unsettled and wild lands on the estate. Sporting
lessees of Government forests often run into the back districts of
a seigneury and take a lease of them from the proprietor. The
Church, again, owns something like a third of the accessible land
in the province, an approximate estimate which will give the
reader some notion of its wealth. Yet when a new church is
contemplated it is the habitant who is resorted to for the greater
part of the money. A plibiscite of the parish or district is
taken, and if a majority decides on the undertaking, the rest
have to conform, look cheerful, and pay up. The contributions,
though equitably assessed, must be a serious drain, and the
only way to avoid them is to turn Protestant, a method of
escape which, to the credit doubtless of the people, is rarely
resorted to. A notable instance, however, occurred not long
ago of a seigneur voting in the minority on an occasion of this
kind. But as he stood in the position, very rare nowadays, of
owning all, or nearly all, the territory which the proposed church
was to serve, it fell to him to find most of the money. Perhaps
if a change of creed on such account could ever be justified it
was in this case. At any rate, the gentleman in question
changed his, became a Protestant, and left the clerics, with
nothing but the memory of their majority to console themselves
with. There are a considerable number of Catholic Irish in the
province, and their attitude towards the French has been alluded
to in the last chapter. They do not readily fuse with them, and
for the most part have their own priests under the French
bishop. And while speaking on the subject of the Irish Catholics,
I was once told a most appalling tale of what befel an Ontario
Irish bishop recently translated from the United States, and
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unused to the ways of Scottish Highlanders as the breed goes in
Canada. For it seems that his Right Reverence, taking a keen
interest in some coming election, sent a mandate to the priest of
a remote Highland Catholic community to use his pulpit and
authority in the interest of the particular man or party, of whom
he himself approved. It was in vain that the backwoods vicar
represented the futility and worse of such a course with Scottish
Catholics, and finally refused point-blank to lend himself to the
[rish prelate’s mistaken methods. His lordship in high dudgeon
then went down in person to berate the recalcitrant priest, and
himself to give the parish instructions as to their course of
voting. The reception of that infatuated bishop by the clans-
men when he refused to take their polite hints and began to
bluster makes altogether too painful a tale for telling in these
sober pages. I used to think it likely that the highly intelligent
drummer who gave it to me, though connected with the district,
and insistent as to its veracity, might have been tempted to
undue adornment of a really rich episode ; but quite recently I
have been assured by other good authorities that the tale of the
bishop’s rough handling was substantially correct, the fact of his
having Fenian proclivities making it more readily credible.

One leading feature of French-Canadian life I have not yet
touched upon, and that is the continuous movement of the
superfluous part of the population to the New England factories,
and the families of this province are proverbially redundant. A
man who frequently drove us last summer was the happy father
of twenty-two children, but considered himself in no way a
remarkable person. The admonitions of Louis XIV. to the
colonists to increase and multiply have stayed with them
from generation to generation, and, lest they should lose their
character in this respect, a law has recently been enacted—a
revival of an ancient one—granting a hundred acres to every
man with twelve children. Being a sociable people they have
never been too fond of leaving the old settlements and going
permanently into the woods, out of touch with their friends and
church, like the Englishmen, and this characteristic has, of
course, been sedulously fostered by the priests.
has gone on to a certain extent.
C.

So subdivision
But subdivision has much

G




?
{
s

|

82 CANADA IN THE TWENTIETH CENTURY.

shorter limits than in Old France, and the result is an immense
emigration to the lumber camps of Canada and the cities of New
England. In the latter cases the French go together in swarms,
retain their own language and their own customs. One town in
New England, for instance, contains nine thousand of them, out of
a total population of twelve thousand. But these people do not
bid a final adieu to their own country like Britishers or Anglo-
Canadian emigrants to the States, nor do they usually become
American citizens. Their hearts as a rule remain behind among
the long pastures, the bright-hued villages, the tall-spired churches
of old Quebec. When they have a few months’ pay in their
pocket they are very apt to return and visit their friends and
make merry for awhile, and when a substantial part of a few years’
pay has accumulated, they often return as permanent residents.
Others go merely to make enough money to pay off a mortgage
on the paternal acres. Sometimes a farmer thus involved and
his whole family will emigrate in a body for this laudable
purpose, shut up the house, rent the land to a neighbour, and
work in the New England factories till enough is saved to
return to the old life and a home free of debt. I have myself
seen several farmhouses standing shut up and deserted on this
account. For though hard living and thrifty in some ways, the
habitant has a knack of slipping into debt, even if he has the
resolution to go and work himself out of it.

As regards subdivision, I have some reason to know there
has been much exaggeration in this respect on the part of
picturesque writers dealing with Lower Canada. Very likely
the French system of survey has been too much for a good
many passing travellers, the majority of the farms being
scarcely ever less than one and a half arpents frontage. Each
member of the family receives, or is supposed to receive, some
share in the property. “I suppose your brother will have his
share,” said a friend of mine lately quartered for some months
in the house of a prosperous habitant farmer not thirty miles
from Quebec, and alluding to a younger member who was
leaving home. Being answered very promptly in the affir-
mative, he presumed on his intimacy to ask the approximate
amount. “ Well,” said the stay-at-home brother, “he will be
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quite satisfied, I expect, with five dollars!” And these people
were, though illiterate, in a big way, owning 300 acres. The
habitant away from the immediate neighbourhood of cities
handles incredibly little actual money. The attitude of the
younger brother above instanced may seem farcical to the
reader, but I think it is fairly typical, for the habitant so
contrives his life that a five-dollar bill has a value in his eyes
wholly disproportionate to his substance.

This love of home is surely an admirable trait? Upper
Canadian patriotism is hearty enough and is growing stronger,
but it is somewhat oblivious to localities, and is not hampered to
any noteworthy extent by a passion for its native valley or its
ancestral acres. It is a happy dispensation of Providence that
the French-Canadians should be in possession of the province of
Quebec. It is all very well to sniff at their lack of enterprise
and their backward ways, but on the whole a country intended
by Nature for grass is kept reasonably prosperous and in fairly
good order. With many notable exceptions, the soil is indif-
ferent. If the British had settled Quebec in former days I
firmly believe they would have deserted it for the west in such
numbers that its deterioration would be to-day a depressing
spectacle. An adventurous, practical, unsentimental Protestant
people would have opened up nothing like so much land as
the French have, from their very conservatism, but would have
moved west to richer soils, under the conditions prevailing
in North America ; and furthermore the French have given a
flavour to the character of the country as a field for the sports-
man, traveller, and holiday-maker that is quite invaluable from
such a point of view.

The province may be roughly divided into three sections,
That portion to the north of the river below Quebec; that south
of the river and parallel to the United States boundary line ;
and, lastly, the region west of Quebec on both sides of the
river. The first section loses itself to the north and east in a
vast wilderness of forest, water and mountain. The second is a
relatively narrow strip, often broken and rugged, but reasonably
populous. The third section, z.e., the hundred and seventy miles
or so between Quebec and Montreal, has also a vague, wild

G 2
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northland, but otherwise contains the finest farming lands and
the most enlightened of the French-Canadian farmers. To the
south of it, too, is the old English settlement of the Eastern
townships before alluded to, and to be referred to again.

No one visiting the Lower St. Lawrence should omit a trip
up the Saguenay. The Richelieu Company’s steamers already
alluded to, which start daily from Montreal, and by way of Quebec
call at various points on either side of the river, make their
terminus at the head of the Saguenay. Leaving Montreal in
the evening, and picking up people all the way down, they
ascend the gloomy current of this most remarkable of North
American rivers on the second night, to return on the following
morning.

It is over a hundred miles from the mouth of the Saguenay to
Lake St. John, whence it issues. For much of that distance
this mighty river, averaging about a mile in width, and of
almost unknown depth, rolls between gloomy steeps and preci-
pices of from eight hundred to two thousand feet in height, too
bleak and sterile to carry more than the scantiest vegetation ;
nor does any sign of humanity beneath them break the solitude
that hovers over the face of these grim walls. No fish but an
occasional white porpoise breaks the surface of the ice-cold
waters, whose depth at least equals the height of the over-
hanging steeps, and even the sea-birds and wild-fowl seem to
shun the joyless atmosphere of this appallingly sombre flood.
Not many craft ply up or down it, and the extreme of its grandeur
is achieved where Capes Eternity and Trinity lift a naked pre-
cipice for some two thousand feet sheer out of the water. The
scenery softens towards Chicoutimi, at the head of navigation,
from which a railway leads to Lake St. John, and thence back
to Quebec, in another eight or ten hours. This makes a triangular
trip, which should be taken by travellers not pressed for time,
with a long break at Lake St. John, for here is a veritable oasis
in the wilderness of Northern Quebec. The lake itself is over
twenty miles in length and breadth, and around its shores and
near them dwell a population of some forty thousand people,
mainly French, and including a large number of well-to-do
owners of good farms by the water’s edge. In the lake itself,
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and in the streams and smaller lakes around, is not only any
amount of good fishing, but some excellent hotels for those who
prefer that style of life to camping, with its attendant troubles.
Directions for the angler are here impossible. The field in
Lower Canada is illimitable, though distances are great, and
facilities for transportation frequently altering. Good salmon
fishing is mostly in the hands of lessees ; but there is trouting
everywhere in lake and stream, the farther back, of course, it
lies, the more numerous and unsophisticated the fish. Indeed,
the lack of fastidiousness in the matter of flies and tackle, when
the trout are feeding at all, might be something of a draw-
back in the eyes of some English anglers and detract from the
zest of the sport. Time, no doubt, will cure this, and only too
fast. At present, however, large baskets of brook trout are
taken with flies of a size and hue that would send a normally
constituted English or Welsh fish to the bottom for a week if
they caught so much as a glimpse of one.

A well-known English fisherman, who has frequented the
waters of Lower Canada for many years, gives it as his opinion
that the Canadian salmon requires precisely the same treatment
as his British equivalent, which is natural, as both fish are strangers
and pilgrims in their respective rivers, and do not feed on flies
like trout, nor yet are accustomed to being flogged for. But the
Canadian trout is far more confiding. He may refuse to feed
on the top at all for hours or days together, like all trout, but
when in a mood would as soon have a large bright fly on sea-
trout gut as the neat, delicate quill gnat or an olive dun dressed
on single hair, and is not over particular how it is placed before
him. In Lake St. John there is also a species of small land-
locked salmon which ascends the streams, the ouaniche, averag-
ing from two to four pounds in weight, the very gamest fish
that swims, say all Canadian anglers.

In face of the enormous
area, not only in Lower Canada, but in the maritime provinces,

which is equally prolific of salmon, trout, and sea-trout, from
which the visiting angler may choose, he might do worse than
take up his quarters at one or other of the hotels on Lake
St. John, where he has not only good fishing close at hand, but
can get outfits of canoes, guides, etc,, for adventuring all kinds
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of waters amid this labyrinth of streams. Lake St. John, as
above noted, can be reached from Quebec in two hundred and
twenty miles by a railroad running for the most part through a
wild and romantic country, and touching other fishing stations
on its way. In the rich lands which surround the lake there are
not only prosperous French-Canadian farmers established, but
a colony of Finlanders have lately been introduced, and a reserve
of Montaignais Indians exists in the neighbourhood. I had
the good fortune to spend a day in this country with the
surveyor-general of the province, who knows the whole of this
anterior wilderness intimately, having been again and again by
the trail leading from Lake St. John to James Bay on Hudson
Bay, a distance of four hundred miles as the crow flies. A
railway before long will probably traverse this region, and
tentative surveys have already been made by the provincial
Government. My companion held very strong views indeed on
the comparative mildness of the climate, which all through this
remote northern forest-covered land is no more severe than that
of Montreal, with an actually lighter snowfall. It is undulating
rather than mountainous, and traversed only by Algonquin
and Montaignais Indians from the reserves and missions in the
hunting season. Chicoutimi, at the head of Saguenay naviga-
tion, and the only town in this enormous back country,is a busy
little lumbering place of three or four thousand souls, as well as
a notable Church centre and seat of a bishopric. Above the saw-
mills and lumber yards, in curious contrast and strange isolation
from the world, rises a cathedral and a bishop’s palace, a large
convent, a seminary, and a sailor’s hospital. This is a great resort,
too, of the clergy from all parts for meditation and study, and
groups of the black-frocked fraternity may nearly always be seen
upon the steamers traversing the Saguenay. And here, too,
are one of those great pulp mills, which, thanks to American
enterprise, have so largely assisted of late years to swell the wealth

of Canada, and particularly of the Lower Province, which has
not been so abundantly blessed by Nature as Ontario. Till
quite recently, the enormous amount of spruce timber covering
the more barren tracts of Canada was regarded as valueless.
For lumbering, water communication is a necessity, in order to
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float the logs out of the woods, and lumbering has always been
one of the big trades of Canada. Till the western prairies of
recent years produced a trifling handful of very large stock-
owners or wheat-growers, there were no cattle or wheat kings
in Canada, but there have always been lumber kings. When
only trees fit for “saw-logs,” such as large pine, with certain
kinds of hard wood in certain places, were accounted of value,
the nearer forests were quickly denuded of their cash-pro-
ducing timber, or, in local parlance, “picked over.” Timber
limits were usually rented from Government for this purpose
only, and immense areas of country were rapidly denuded, not of
trees, but of such trees as were of value at the time.

Lumbering operations pressed further and further into the
back country, which, fortunately for the trade in Canada, is
almost everywhere a net-work of streams and lakes. As the
price of timber fluctuated, so the great advancing wave, to use a
rough simile, would leap forward rapidly or stand almost still.
In the meantime, however, the Americans began to call for pulp
wood for paper-making, and the industry increased. Spruce
was the timber in demand, and of this there is comparatively
little left to the south of the Canadian line. So the Yankees
naturally began to import”it from Canada, a process that the
Dominion Government justly regarded as improvident from the
Canadian point of view, and proceeded to check by legislation,
The American capitalists, joined in some cases by Canadians,
then commenced to set up mills on the British side of the line,
which was, of course, a move in the desired direction. Not only
on the north shore of the St. Lawrence, both below and above
Quebec, but in Ontario and British Columbia, these pulp mills,
representing investments of millions of dollars, have been
established to utilise the almost inexhaustible amount of spruce
and balsam timber. Some of them not only manufacture the
pulp, but the paper itself, which is still better for the Canadians.
The American market is practically illimitable, for the pulp at
any rate, even if an altered tariff at some future time should
hamper the perfected article. Already one or two popular
London newspapers are supplied with paper direct from Canada.
This pulp and paper business, indeed, is one of the most
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satisfactory of the many lines of industry that have contributed
towards the quite startling development of Canada in the last
few years, from the fact that it operates in regions that have
few or no other sources of wealth. The staff of most of these
big mills consists of Americans. The skilled paper-makers, too,
are at present of the same nationality, and mainly, I believe, Irish-
Americans. The average American, even more than the average
Briton, will, I feel convinced, read this last statement with
surprise. Most of us, I am sure, are under the impression that
ward politics, with interludes of not too strenuous or fastidious
occupation, cheered by libations of rye whisky, filled the light-
footed hours of this class of American. The mass of the labour,
though, is of course Canadian. At the great mills at Grand
Mere, just behind “ Three Rivers,” midway between Quebec and
Montreal, three hundred horses and two thousand hands are
permanently employed, the majority of them French-Canadians;
though, as in all lumbering communities, there is a strong
admixture of the British element, who follow a calling that in
its various degrees is a skilled one. As in ordinary lumbering,
they are divided into camps of forty or fifty men, who fell the
spruce and get the logs ready against the time when the streams
and lakes are loosened from the grip of winter. This done,
they are all paid off, and for the most part “blow” their wages
immediately in Three Rivers, Quebec, or Montreal. Temperance
has made enormous strides among other classes in Canada in
the last twenty years, but the light-hearted shantyman has
remained pretty conservative on this point. Fresh engage-
ments are then made, as the water work, the driving, and rafting,
being a department of its own, requires a reshuffling of the force.
A friend of mine, who held a responsible post in connection
with the lumber camps of this company, which, by the way, is
the largest of them all—speaks of quite interesting contrasts
between the French of the Ottawa, the ordinary Lower Canadian-
French, and those from the distant provinces of Nova Scotia
and New Brunswick, the Acadians of famous memory, in
short. These last are good men, but not readily understood
by their brethren of the old province, and the two dialects,
seeing how far they throw back and the romance of their
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respective isolations, should be an attractive study to the French
etymologist. The French of the Ottawa, like their British
rivals and neighbours on the same famous river and in the same
trade, are, perhaps, the most representative type of a people
whose calling extends over a line reaching from Halifax to
Winnipeg—say, roughly, some two thousand miles. All the
recklessness, pugnacity, clannishness, blasphemous tendencies,
and rude kindness of heart peculiar to the river driver finds its
most complete expression in this almost central depot, if it may
so be called, of a wide, wandering breed. Their lives are a
compromise between that of navvies and sailors, but have all
the romance of the latter, being spent mainly in the wilderness,
and for many months at a time in battling with waters, which,
though not great in the maritime sense, are formidable enough.
The physical qualities appeal to them with a refreshing force,
which the farmer and the tradesman, even of new countries, has
long done with. Fighting remains a recognised part of life’s
programme, if not quite so frequent as in former days. The
shantyman must, at any rate, have the character of being ready
for a rough-and-tumble fight, and these encounters are not
much less savage than when I used myself to see something of
these same people on their native element some thirty years
ago. The Frenchman, however, fights in packs, as anyone
familiar with the lumber camps will tell you; or rather he may
fight alone, but he wants his people round him, not necessarily
for assistance, but for moral countenance, at any rate. It is only
the Scotch or English shantyman that gets into scrapes when
quite alone and puts his back against a wall,

At the mouth of the Saguenay is Tadousac, occupied by the
French even before the founding of Quebec as a trading post,
and now a flourishing watering-place, backed by great sand-
ridges and pine-trees and a hard country. It may fairly be
called the end of north shore civilisation. Several well-known
and highly-rented salmon rivers join the St. Lawrence to the
east of it, and there are trifling settlements with a pulp mill or
two; but Tadousac is the end of regular passenger navigation,
and virtually the limit of Canadian habitation on that shore. To
the south of the St. Lawrence, civilisation, and a more developed
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one, extends much further east to where the extreme northern
point of the Appalachian chain, which commences in Georgia, cul-
minates in the wild Highlands of Gaspé, and at Metis abruptly
terminates the hundred and fifty miles of villages, farms, and
churches which so pleasantly stud the green hill-slopes by the
waterside. Nowhere is the old French life more crystallised
than in those districts tributary to the flourishing little towns
of Riviere de Loup, Kamarouska, Cacouna, and Rimouski. At
Metis, however, there is an old Scotch Protestant settlement,
where English with a northern accent is still the prevailing tongue.
Most of these watering-places are outlets of the lumbering trade,
with stations on the Intercolonial Railway, behind which runs
the long but not lofty chain known generally as the Notre
Dame Mountains; and behind these, again, touching the borders
of Maine and Vermont, is the quite unique district of the Eastern
Townships. Here, with Sherbrooke, a prosperous town of twelve
thousand people, and Richmond, of smaller size, as its chief
centres, lies a block of Ontario, as it were, in the heart of French
Canada. A finerolling country of admirable grass land, watered
by pellucid streams and fringed and intersected by wandering
outlying spurs of the green mountains of Vermont.

Till the end of the eighteenth century, being neither a great
river valley nor yet well situated, save in propinquity to their
ancient enemies, the New Englanders, this country had been
left a wilderness by the French. The British Government had
it surveyed on the section and township principle of Ontario,
just then being opened, and it was gradually occupied by United
Empire Loyalists from the States and by other Britons from the
old country. It became, and has remained, a large British
settlement in the middle of the French province of Quebec,
and known as the Eastern townships. Some of the finest
farms in Canada are even still to be seen there, though the
glory of ‘““The townships” has somewhat departed. As in
Ontario, numbers of Englishmen of good family and education
settled there in olden times; churches, colleges, schools, and
towns arose; the narrow but beautiful valley of the St. Francis
bloomed in timothy and clover meadows, while the forests vanished

from the rolling uplands and gave place to good crops of grain
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and nutritious pasture lands. Many American farmers in the
arly nineteenth century, attracted by the country, drifted over
from Maine and Vermont and became Canadians. The plainer
people even now are somewhat more like eastern Americans in
speech and habit than those of Ontario; but, as already noted,
there was a large leven of educated English families, who formed
for two or three generations something approaching an aristocracy
through out the Townships. The district had, and still has, great
attractions. The contour of the country is beautiful. The hills
are often lofty, as those of Devonshire or the Welsh borderland,
and clothed with hanging woods of ash and oak, of maple, birch
or spruce, which make a rich setting for the green pasture lands
and pleasant homesteads below. Long avenues of giant willows
and graceful elms overshadow the valley roads, and as these
surmount the higher ridges you may often look far away to
hazy mountains springing up here and there upon the east or
west horizon, or, again, to the southward, where, in the remoter
distance, the famous lake of Memphramagog lies in the shadow
of the highest peaks in Lower Canada. A favourite region was
this in the middle of the century, not merely for the normal
hundred-acre farmer of the country, but even for the gentleman
farmer, with his broader acres and pleasant country house, when
grain was high and labour available and relatively low. A
comfortable and even ornate country for a life of out-door
leisure, with fine stretches of mountain, forest, lake and stream
within easy reach for sporting purposes. But times have changed
a good deal, and the Eastern townships are nothing like so
British as they were forty years ago. The young men have
gone west to richer lands, and into each vacated homestead a
Frenchman from the country beyond has stepped. It is an
open secret that the ambition of the Catholic Church is to
recover by these effectual means this part of the French province
for their race and creed and round off its homogeneity.

So far as the farming lands are concerned this seems likely to
be achieved ; but Sherbrooke is quite busy in the manufacture
of wool and linen, helped thereto by the boisterous current of the
Magog River, which here joins the St. Francis with great com-
motion, and in this kind of enterprise the French-Canadian is
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not to the fore. One of the best agricultural shows in Canada,
however, still preserves the old agricultural reputation of the
country at Sherbrooke, and a great Catholic seminary and church
crowns the hill-top.

Close by, too, is Lennoxville, a beautiful and leafy village in
this same valley of the St. Francis, the seat of Bishop’s College,
where degrees in arts are conferred, and an Anglican Grammar
School, with most admirable modern buildings. The first has
only some forty undergraduates, mostly destined for the Church.
The last is one of the three schools of Canada that have a some-
what similar social reputation to the public schools in England,
and possesses extremely good buildings, a good gymnasium,
cricket and football grounds, fives courts, and golf links. Its
numbers are now about a hundred.

The homesteads here are built and laid out in the New
England or Ontario fashion, not on the French system of
arpents, and are worth from twenty-five to fifty dollars an
acre. A practical farmer would do just as well in Ontario and
have the benefits of a less severe winter than that which prevails
throughout Quebec. Moreover, the increase of the French at
the expense of the English might be felt depressing. For the
gentleman emigrant, whose main object was to lead a country
life on a small fixed income, the “Townships” have still some
undeniable attractions—social, around Sherbrooke and Lennox-
ville, scenic everywhere, and sporting in a sense of being acces-
sible to good shooting and fishing in many directions. Montreal,
again, is only some three to four hours by rail, and Quebec five
to six. The traveller can make a pleasant detour, if he already
knows the river and land route from Quebec to Montreal, by
covering the two sides of the triangle and seeing the Lake
Francis and Megantic country, where there is plenty of accommo-
dation, and then from Sherbrooke, doing LLake Memphramagog,
with its mountain scenery, and so up to Montreal.

Between Richmond, near the upper edge of the townships
and Montreal, there is a great deal of fine, flat, fertile country,
wholly French in occupation ; and traversing it, you cross the
Richelieu River, that historic highway between the French and
British dominions, along which the tide of war swept so often
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and so fiercely. These rich and level lands were first settled by
the regiment of Carignan, or, rather, by the single company who
remained behind when the rest of the corps went home in 1669,
And on a bright August morning, when the ribbon-like strips of
green meadow spread away to the foot of shadowy wooded hills
like a vast carpet, striped at intervals with gold and sprinkled
freely with patches of yellow mustard or purple buckwheat,
and with white-walled, red-roofed homesteads, and the gilded
spires of village churches, it is a delightful outlook for the
traveller cither by road or rail.

Much of the country for fifty miles south and east of Montreal
is of this pattern. Long ago it was a great wheat region and
supplied the rest of Canada and the north-eastern States. Now
it is as green after a wet summer as Leicestershire, and passing
for miles througl its trim and mellow levels, where in many
places good stock are running between neat post and rail fences
and mowing machines rattling through heavy crops of timothy,
it would not be very evident wherein these regions suffer from
the occupations of a reactionary people. That they have at
least plenty of spirit will be tolerably evident to a traveller on
the train between Richmond and Montreal, should there be any
local event going forward to put the habitant on the move; for
the cackle of a car full of French-Canadian peasants would
even exceed the animation of a third-class carriage on a market
day in South Wales. On the north shore of the St. Lawrence,
too, and in the country which the Canadian Pacific Railway
traverses between Quebec and Montreal, there is a great deal
of this flat and fertile country, bearing the same unmistakable
stamp of solid French occupation. The Laurentian Mountains,
after approaching so close to Quebec as to add greatly to its
distinction of outlook, fall back some way from the St. Lawrence
as they travel towards the Ottawa behind Montreal. In the
interval there is some poor, broken and sandy country, to be
sure, but for the most part, particularly around and on either
side of Three Rivers, the almost mile-long meadows stretch
away from the road on either side, in narrow strips less than
two hundred yards in width. Oats, hay and pasture, pasture,
hay and oats, the train seems to chant as it goes leaping past
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the narrow ends of these attenuated fields. Away at their
extremities, too, shine the white, or pink, or saffron houses to
which they belong ; while on the same horizon the tin or gilded
spires of churches shoot up from leafy villages, or long rows of
Lombardy poplars far away mark the fringe of the St. Lawrence,
which here and there shows bits of blue water at the remoter
edge of the glowing landscape. Now and again we run through
stretches of forest, Church property perhaps, or possibly the un-
cultivated remnant of a seigneury. And then around St. Anne,
Batiscan, and Champlain the breezy levels open far and wide
for miles and miles to the sky, and sunshine and shadows play
over the long level ribs of green and gold, touching up more
glittering spires and more white villages, and the same refrain
of pasture, hay and oats, oats, hay and pasture, continues as the
post and rail fences open and shut their narrow, quickly-passing
vistas to the throbbing train. Numbers of these small properties,
eighty to a hundred and sixty acres as a rough unit, have been
in the family for twice or thrice as many years, and there are
absolutely no English farmers in any of these countries outside
the Eastern townships, save a U. E. loyalist settlement near
the head of Lake Champlain.

Three Rivers is the oldest town in Lower Canada after Quebec,
dating back to 1618, and, with the Anglo-French Sherbrooke in
the Eastern townships, a very bad third to-day in the matter of
population, to wit about twelve thousand. It is of much historic
interest, which, unhappily, we must pass over, except to record
the fact that it once had a governor of its own from France and
boasts to-day some very old buildings. It stands at the mouth
of the St. Maurice River and at the head of tide-water. The
Laurentian Mountains, which bound the St. Lawrence valley, are
here some thirty miles to the north and the beginning of a
country rich in lumber, of which trade Three Rivers is a great
entrepit, and rich also in interest to the sportsman and Nature
lover, who can make this town a starting-point for all kinds of
enterprises, through wild regions and through glorious scenery.
Three Rivers is also the centre of large deposits of iron ore, and
probably even thus late in the day a rising place. It is intensely
French; the British population, who are generally to be found in
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greater numbers where energy and business aptitude are required,
are here only about five hundred, and such unfriendly spirit as was
encountered in Lower Canada during the late war found fullest

expression in the streets of Three Rivers.

Unlike its ancient rival, which, happily for the world, it has
robbed of its commercial vitality, Montreal lies almost wholly on

a gentle slope.

At the same time it is only less beautiful in its

site than Quebec, for though its front lies on the river, its newer
portions are already trending on the foot and climbing up the
lower slopes of the Mountain which rises so strikingly in the

background.

The site of Montreal was discovered, and even occupied for

a brief time, in 1535 by Cartier.

In 1611, just after the real

founding of Canada by Champlain, it became a trading station,

and in 1641 developed into a more permanent settlement, under
the auspices of a band of enthusiasts from France, inspired

thither by mysterious voices and strange visions.

Maisonneuve

was the leader, together with a devoted lady, Jeanne Mance,
who carried with her a large sum from an unknown benefactress
wherewith to found a hospital for healing both the bodies and

souls of the savages.

The Montreal associates were detained in

Quebec a year, and were urged to desist from their rash under-

taking by their more experienced and perhaps somewhat jealous

fellow-countrymen.

But Maisonneuve and his band, some sixty

in all, pressed on, landed at the foot of Mont Royale, raised an
altar, from which the priest blessed and consecrated their new

endeavour—in this case a wholly religious and philanthropic one.

Thus was Montreal founded. The society grew steadily, though

its pious intentions towards the natives received various rude
shocks, and ultimately drifted into that hundred years of bloody
warfare with the five nations of which it bore the main brunt.
Missionary work and fur trading, however, prospered in spite of

Brave men and devoted women, warriors and Churchmen,
knaves and outlaws, Indians of every North-Western nation,
played their part on this water-side stage, now roughly indicated
by the Notre Dame Cathedral and the statue to Maisonneuve
and his brave followers. Wooden pallisades gave way in time
to stone bastions ; wooden churches to stone edifices of noble
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proportions. In the first half of the eighteenth century thousands
of Indians were wont to camp outside the walls, when the great
convoys of furs came down from the remote west; and in 1760,
when Levis surrendered the remnants of Montcalm’s army and
the colony of Canada to Amherst in the Place d’Armes, quite a
handsome town of some seven or eight thousand souls witnessed
Il | the painful but historic scene. Major Knox, who was there at

i the time with the 48th Regiment, grows quite enthusiastic in his

‘ | Journal at the elegance, even then, of the private residences and

‘ ‘ f’ the gaiety, both of spirits and of conduct, with which men and

i} ‘ women at that evil hour for France accepted the “fortune de
g guerre,” as they put it.

Montreal was occupied by the American Montgomery and his
. army in the revolutionary war as a base for their attempted
E conquest of Canada. How the French very naturally refused
to aid that section of their old enemies who had done nothing
for them against those who had done much, and how Mont-
gomery fell, has been already told. The ancient records of the
: city abound in picturesque and dramatic incident. No one, for
" instance, to whom the past of Canada appeals at all should fail
to spend some hours in the Chéiteau de Ramesy, built just two
centuries ago in the old French style, and occupied by the
L French governors and their British successors. Looking like a
i ghost of the old régéme in the busy heart of the modern city,
there have been gathered within its quaint spacious chambers
a rare store of pictures, curios, and treasures of every kind
i connected with old times, both French and English, in
] : Montreal.
‘ But after all I must not treat Montreal as if it were Quebec.
I doubt if one visitor in fifty gives a second thought to such

' matters, and I am quite sure very few of the natives do. Itis
! the busy capital of Canada that confronts one here, with its
- quarter of a million of people and rows of fine wharves along the
: river, and a whole fleet of sailing ships and ocean steamers, It
1 is the head of navigation, the outlet of the mighty west. Nor is

its river front obscured, as in most great ports, by a mass of
unsightly water-side erections, but the solid buildings of the
I city press down on to a great stone embankment along the
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St. Lawrence. New docks and piers are in process of construc-
tion, which may somewhat spoil perhaps the old effect, but will
better meet the wants of the constantly increasing traffic. And
as a testimony to the enormous increase of this traffic, where
a few years ago a single tubular bridge crossed the two miles of
rapid water and posed as one of the wonders of the world, two
bridges of far greater capacity, those of the Grand Trunk and
Canadian Pacific, have now all they can do to grapple with their
loads of freight and passengers.

Montreal is laid out, of course, in parallel sections, rising one
above the other on a gentle slope from the river-side to the
foot of Mont<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>