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OdR OWN COUNTRY.

"4Methinks Isee in my mind a noble and puissant nation rousing herself like a
strong man after sleep, and shaking her invincible locks ; a nation not slow and dull,
but of a quick, ingenious, and piercing spirit; acute to invent, subtile to discourse,
not beneath the reach of any point that human capacity can soar to.

" “Methinks I see her as an eéagle mewing her mighty youth, and kindling her un-
dazzled eyes at the full mid-day beam ; purging and unscaling her sight at the fountain
itself of heavenly r&dia.nce."—lldztm s * Areopagitica.”

. o NATION, young a.nd fair, and strong ! arise

To the full stature of thy greatness now [’
Thy glorious destiny doth thee endow
‘With high prerogative. Before thee lies
A future full of promise. Oh! be wise!
Be great in all things gnod, and haste to sow
The Present with rich germs from which may grow
. Sublime results and noble, high emprise.
s " 'Oh! be it hence thy mission to advance
The destinies of man, exalt the race,’
And teach down-trodden nations through the expanse
Of the round earth to rise above their base
And low estate, love Freedom’s holy cause,
And give to all men just and equal laws.

Oh'! let us plant in the fresh virgin earth
Of this New World, a scion of that trée
Beneath whose shades our fathers dwelt, a free
And noble nation—of heroie birth,
:Let the Penates of our fathers’ hearth
Be hither borne; and let us bow the knee
Still at our fathers’ altars. O’er thesea
Our hearts yearn fondly and Tovere their worth.
And though forth-faring from our father’s ‘house,
Not forth in anger, but in love we go;
It lessens not our reverence, but' doth rouse
To deeper love than ever we did know.
Not alien and estranged, but sons are we
_ Of that great Fatherland beyond the sea.







"PREFACE.

AN intelligent acquaintance with the vast extent and
. almost boundless resources of the several provinces of
the Doniin_ion of Canada cannot fail to aid the growth of a-
. ﬁationa.l sentiment, and t@ foster feelings of patriotic pride in
' our noble country. To promote that acquaintance by & record'
-of ,pers‘o.na.l- experience in extensive travel throughout the
Dominion, and by the testimony of experts in many depart-
ments of industry, and of. the best authorities in statistical and

other information, is the object of this volume. _'

N ow, as never before, our country is attracting the a.ttentidn
~of publicists, and political and social ‘economists of other lands.
Its wealt'h%of field, and forest, and .mine; of. lake and: river,
.inshore and deep-sea fisheries are being recognized in the great
commercial centres of the world. The magnificence of its
scenery; and the attractions offered to votaries of the rod and
gun afq attracting tourists, a}"tis_ffs,‘ and sportsmen ﬁ'om many
Ia.nds; - Its numerous pIa.bes of historic interest, with their
heroic traditions and stirring associations; and its variety of
character and social conditions, from the cultured society of
its gréaﬁ cities to the quaint 'Simpiicity of its French .parishes ;

. the rugged daring'bf itsvﬁs‘l‘ling villages, the primitive rusticity -

‘




vi PREFACE.

of its backwoods éettlements, the beld adventure of its frontier
and mining life, offer to the poét, the novelist, the historia;n,
. an endless variéty of environment and motif for literary treat-
ment which have already enriched both the French and Engliéh

languages with works of great and permanent value.

It is the hope of the author that the present work may
foster in the hearts of all Canadian readers—whether Canadians
by birth or by addption—-a. still warmer love for the goodly
heritage which God has given them, and a still heartier devo-

tion to its best interests—to its political, its 'intellectual, its

moral, its material welfare.
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OUR OWN COUNTRY,

- PICTURESQUE AND DESCRIPTIVE.

..
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- INTRODUCTORY

THE DOMINION OF CANADA comprises an area in round
~ numbers of 3,500,000 Square miles. This is nearly -
equal to the extent of the whole continent of Europe, and is
127,000 square miles greater than the whole of the United
States of America. Tt extends from east to west 3,500 miles,
and from south to north about 1,900 miles, A large proportion
of this vast territory is very fertile, while much of the uncul- °
“tivable-portion abounds in mineral weéatth. It has the largest.
and best wheat-producing area in the world. Its forests pre-
‘sent the amplést supply of ‘the finest timber; yet remaining to
‘man. Its fisheries, both of the Atlantic and Pacific ‘Coast, ¢x-
ceed in value those of any other country. Of this magnificent
national inheritance we purpose to give a- concise description,
with copious pictoria] illustrations. -~ - o
Throughout the length and breadth of this great country the
present writer has travelled extensively—from the rocky - ex-
tremity of Cape Breton, lashed with the Atlantic surges, to the
forest-crested heights of V. ancdch_ar Island, whence one sees the
sun go down in golden ‘glory. beneath the boundless-seeming

ties. I shall take. the :reé,der, who 'fqvqurs‘-r_ﬁé w1th his‘-a;_tten'tipp, .
- freely into my confidence, and. address ‘hitn frankly in the first




18 EXTENT AND

person. It is hoped that a more familiar acquaintance with the
' magnificent extent, and varied beauty, and almost boundless
resources of our country will foster among us a still more
ardent patriotism and devotion to its welfare. '

D. Cameron; Esq., of Lucknow, in the Canadian Methodist Magazine
for December, 1887, describes the extent and resources of the Domxmon a8
follows

“Few reahze from the mere quot&blons of figures. the enormous ‘extent
of our great country. For instance, Ontario is larger than Spa.m, nearly
as large as France, nearly as large as the great German Empire, as large as
" Sweden, Denmark and Belgium, -and larger than Italy, Sw1tzerla.nd Den-
mark, Belgium, and Portugal. ‘
“Quebec is as large as Norway, Holland, Portugal and Swmzerla.nd
British Columbia is as large as France, Norway and Belgium. Nova Scotia
and New Brunswick are as large as Portugal and Denmark.- Ontario and
Quebec are nearly as large as France, Italy, Portugal, Holland and Belgium,
“‘Canada is forty times as large as England, Wales and Scotland combined.
New South Wales contains an area of 309,175 square miles, and is larger
than France, Italy and Sicily; and yet Canada would make eleven.countries
the size of New South Wales. British India is large enough to contain a .
population of 250,000 millions; and yet three British Indias could be
carved out of Canada, and still leave enough to make a Queensland and a
Victoria. Canada is sixteen times as large as the great German Empire,
with its twenty-seven provinces, and its overshadowing mﬁuence in Euro-
pean affairs. ;
- % These magnificent fresh-water seas of Canada, together with the majestic
- St Lawrencé, form an unbroken water communication for 2,140 miles.
~ % Qur fisheries are the richest in- the world. The deep sea fisheries of
Canada, including those of Newfoundland, yielded in 1881 the enormous
product of $20,000,000, or about double the average value of the fisheries
of the United States, and nearly equal in value to, the whole produce of
the British European fisheries. In 1885, the ﬁshenes of Canada alone ,
yielded nea.rly $18,000,000. .
" “Our magmﬁcent forests are of i immense value, and contain no less than
" gixty-nine different varieties of - wood In 1885, our exports of products of
the forest amounted to $21,000,000.-
" - ¢ Qur mines, which are yet in thelrmfancy of development give promise
of vast wealth. Coal in abundance is found in Nova Scotia, New Bruns- .
wick, British Columbia and the North-West ‘Territories. . OQur coal areas
are estimated at upwards of 100,000 square mlles, not. including areas
known, but as yet quite \mdeve'loped in the far North. Already coal areas
to the extent of 66,000 :square-miles have been discovered in the North-
. West, while Nova Scotia and . New' Brunsw;lck contmn 18,000 square mileg
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RESOURCES OF CANADA. . ‘1,9

of this important element of wealth. When it is remembered that the
entire coal area of Great Britain covers only 11,960 square miles, the ex-
tent of our resources in this direction will be appreciated. '

¢ Canada has also valuable mines of gold, silver, iron, lead, copper and
other metals. The gold mines of British Columbia have yielded during the
past twenty-five years over $50,000,000 worth of the precious metal, while
Nova Scotia has, up to the present, produced nearly $8,000,000 worth.
We have upwards of 12,000 miles of railway in operation, representing the
enormous value of over $625,000,000.

“Tn 1868 we had but 8,500 miles of electric telegraph. To-day we have
over 50,000 miles, besides an important and growing telephone service.

¢ Canada is the third maritime power of the world, being exceeded only
by Great Britain and the United States.

““The trade of Canada is assuming highly respectable proportions, and
gives further evidence of the energetic and énterprising character of -our
people, In 1868, the first year of Confederation, our total trade was
$131,000,000; In 1883 it had grown to $230,000,000, an increase of
$100,000,000, or an average of nearly $7,000,000 dollars a year. The Bank
of Montreal, a purely Canadian institution, is the largest, wealthiest, most
influential and widely-extended banking corporation in the world uncon-
nected with Government. '

¢ Qur public works especially evidence the pluck, energy and enterprise
of the Canadian people. The Canadian Pacific Railway, that mighty trans-
continental line, recently completed from ocean to ocean, binding the scat-
tered parts of this vast Confederation togefher, is the longest railway in the
world, and is the most stupendous public enterprise ever undertaken and
successfully accomplished by a country of the population of this Dominion.
The Intercolonial Railway, connecting Quebec with the Maritime Provinces,
covers 890 miles, and cost over $40,000 000; while the Grand Trunk Rail-
way was, until the completion of the Canadian Pacific, the longest railway
in the world under one management, its total length being 3,300 miles.

¢* Canada has constructed twenty-three miles of canals at a cost of nearly
$30,000,000.”
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HALIFAX, ¥ROM THE CITADEL,

HALIFAX, 21

 NOVA SCOTIA.

E will begin our survey of our noble national in-
heritance, with the sea-board province of Nova Scotia,
which stretches its deeply-indented peninsula far out into

~ the Atlantic, as if to be the first portion of the Dominion

to welcome visitors from the Old World. With the exception
of Prince Edward Island, it is the smallest of the Canadian
Provinces. Its entire length from Cape St., Mary to Cape

 Canseau is 386 miles. It breadth varies from 50 to 104 miles.

Its area is 18,670 square miles. . Its soil is generally fertile, and
its climate is favourable to agriculture. For fruits of the apple
family it is’ ‘unsurpassed, &nd good grapes are often grown in
the open air. It was said by an old French writer that Acadia
produced readily everything that grew in France, except the

. olive. No country of its size in the world has more numerous

or more excellent harbours; and, except Great Britain, no

' - country has, in proportion to its populatlon so large a tommcre
of slnppmg

HALIFAX.

Ha.hfax the capital of the province, occupzes a ¢commanding
position on one of the finest harbours in the world. It is the
chief naval station of Great Britain in the ‘western hemisphere,
and here in landlocked security “all the navies of Europe”
might safely float.- The city slopes majestically up from the
Wa.termde to the citadel-crowned height of two hundred and
fifty feet, and around it sweeps the North-West Arm, a winding
inlet, bordered with elegant villas. The citadel was begun by
the Duke of Kent, fa,ther of ‘Queen Victoria, and has been con-

- tinually strengthened till it ha.s become a fortress of the first

c]ass :

- Ona glorious summer mormng in August 1887, 1 clunbed the
citadel hlll. “Never was a more perfect day. Earth and sky
were new washed by & recent rain. . The magnificent harbour




THE CITADEL.

sparkled like sapphire. fThe‘ signal flagstaffs of the fort made

it look like a three-masted ship that had stranded on a lofty .

hill-top. On every side sloped the smooth glacis, with the
quaint town clock in the foreground. Peaceful kine cropped
the herbage even to the edge of the deep moat, from whose
inner side rose a massive wall, concealing huge earth-roofed
and sodded casemates w1thm and presenting yawning embra-
sures above.
A garrulous old saﬂor with telescope beneath his arm
sauntered along. He kindly pointed out the chief objects of
~ interest—the many churches, the men-of-war and merchant
- shipping ; on the opposite shore the pleasant’town of Dart-
mouth, the distant forts, Gébrge’s Island, which lay like a toy
. fort beneath the eye, carved and scarped and clothed with living
green, and farther-off McNab’s Island and the far-stretching
~vista to the sea, just as shown in the engraving on page 20.
Mine ancient mariner had sailed out of Halifax as boy and
man for forty years, and was full of reminiscences. * He pointed
. out the tortuous channel by which the.confederate cruiser
- Tallahasse escaped to sea one dark night, despite a blockading
United States squadron. He said that the harbour was studded
with mine torpedges which could blow any ship out of -the
water; and that a hostile vessel attempting to enter at night
would strike electri¢ buoys which would so indicate her position

that the fire of all the forts could be concentrated upon herin

. the dark.

Presently a crowd began to gather on the hlllsuie including .

many old bronzed tars, red—Ja.ckets and artillery-men, and I
discovered that a grand regatta was to come -off between the
yachts Dauwntless and Galatew. The bay was full of sails
~ flitting to and fro, and like snowy sea-birds with wings aslant,

‘in the brisk breeze the contending yachts swept out to sea.

I thought what gallant fleets had ploughed these waves during -

the hundred years that the harbour had been a great naval
rendezvous. It was a pretty sight to see the boat-drill of the
blue-jackets of the great sea-kraken Bellerophon, or “Billy
Ruffin,” as mine ancient mariner called it—as they manoeuvred
around the buge ﬂa.g-shlp
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PUBLIC GARDENS. 23

Near the citadel hill are the public gardens, comprising

" seventeen acres, beautifully laid out, with broad parterres and

floral designs. Nowhere else have I ever seen such good taste
and beautiful gardening, except, perhaps, at the royal pleasaunce
of Hampton Court. Certainly, I -know no American public
gardens that will compare with these. The old gardener was
as proud of his work as ‘a mother of her babe, and as fond of
hearing it praised. In the evening I attended a military concert
here. The scene was like fmryland Festoons of coloured lights
illuminated the grounds and outlined every spar and rope of 8

toy ship that floated on a tiny lake. On this lake a novel kind ..

of water fire-works were exhibited, and the orderly and well-
dressed throngs sauntered to and fro enjoying a ministry of
beauty that many larger cities might emulate.

Near the gardens is the new cemetery. The older burying
ground is of special interest. On some of the mossy slabs, beneath
the huge trees, I found inscriptions dating back a hundred
years. The monument of Welsford and Parker, Nova Scotian
heroes of the Crimean war, is finely conceived. A massive
arch supports a statue of a grim-looking lion—the very em-
 bodiment of British defiance. Here is the common grave of

f"'fom'teen officers of the war-ships Chesapeake and Shannon,

which crept side by side into the harbour, reeking like a sham-
: bles after a bloody sea-fight over seve.nty years ago. I observed .
the graves of four generations of the honoured family of Hali- °
‘burfon. On a single stone. were the names of eleven A. B.
" sailofs—victims of yellow fever. On some of the older slabs
szmbohsm was run mad. On one I noticed a very fat cherub,
a skull and cross-bones, an hour-glass and a garland of flowers.
'Opposite this quiet God’s acre is the quaint old brown stone
Government House, where Governor Ritchie, the honoured son
of an honoured sire, presides with dignity and grace. In the
Court House, near by, is a novel contrivance. The prisoner is
brought from the adjacent jail by a covered passage, and is
shot up into the dock on a slide trap, like a jack-in-a-box. The
Hospital and Asylums for the Blind and for the Pocr, the latter
said to have cost $260,000, are fine specimens of architecture,
as is also the New Dalhousie College. The new city buildings
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will ‘be a magnificent structure. The old Parliament House
" was considered, sixty years ago, the finest building in America.
It is still quite imposing: Dr. Allison, the accomplished Super-
.. intendent of Education, showed me in the library, what might
~be called the Doomsday Book of Nova Secotia, with the register
of the names and taxable property of, among others, my grand-

father and grand-uncles, who were U E. Loyalist refugees from

'Vu'glma,
I was told a. story of the Wesleya.n Book-Room, which if
ot true deserves to be. A Yankee book peddler seeing over
the door the word “ Wesleyan asked if Mr. Wesley was in.
“He has been dead nearly a hundred years,” said the clerk.
! beg pardon,” replied the peddler “I'm a stranger in these
parts.”
-~ Few cities in the world can present so noble a drive as that
~ through the beautiful Point Pleasant Park—on the one side the
~many-twinkling smile of ocean, on the other a balm-breathing
forest and the quiet beauty of the winding North-West Arm.
" At one point, in the old war times, a hea.vy iron chain was
stretched across this- inlef to prevent the passage of hostile.
vessels.
I crossed a.fterwa.rds in a golden sunset, to the plea.sa,nt town
of Dartmouth, with its snow-white houses and neat gardens.
“The waters of the broad bay were flashing like a sea of glass
mingled with fire; and a few minutes later deepened into
crimson, as if the sinking sun had turned them into blood, as
did Moses -the waters of the Nile. The return trip in the
darkening twilight was very impressive.. The: huge hulks of
the warships loomed vaguely in the gathering gloom, while the
-waves quivered with many a light from ship and shore—the

white blaze of the electric lamps contrasting with the ruddy_

glow of the oil lanterns on the crowded shipping.
~ "Halifax is in appearance and social tone probably the most
British city on the continent. Long association with the army

- and navy have accomplished this, For a hundred years British

red-coats and blue-jackets thronged its streets. Princes -and
dukes, admirals and generals, captains and colonels, held high
command -and dlspensed a trra.ceful hosplta,hty, royal sa.lutes

B

g g

B e

-

L
;




. HISTORIC MEMORIES. ‘ 25

were fired from fort and fleet, yards were manned and gay
bunting fluttered in the breeze, drums beat and bugles blew
with & pomp and circumstance equalled not even at the for-
tress-city of Quebec. It is to a stranger somewhat amusing to
see the artilleryZtroopers striding about, with their legs Wide
_apart, their clanking spurs, their natty canes, and their tiny
caps perched on the very corner of their heads.

“One should have a sail on Bedford Basin,” says one who
knew Halifax well, “ that fair expanse of water—broad, deep,
blue, and beautiful. It was on the shore of this Basin that the
Duke of Kent had his residence, and the remains of the music
pavilion still stands on a height which overlooks the water.
The ‘Prince’s Lodge,’ as it is called, may be visited during the
land drive to Bedford, but the place is sadly shorn of its former
glory; and the railway, that destroyer of all sentiment, runs
directly through the grounds. It was a famous place in its
day, however, and the memory of the Queen’s father will long

continue to be held in honour by the Halifax people.” I saw
 in the Parliamentary library a striking: portrait of the Duke of
Kent, wonderfully like his daughter, Queen Vietoria, in her
later years.

“Halifax has communication with alL,parts of the world, by
steamer and sailing vessel. Hither come”the ocean steamships
with mails and passengers, and numbers of others which make
this a port to call on their way to and from other places. A
large trade is carried on with Europe, the United States, and
‘the West Indies, and from here, also, one may visit the fair
Bermudas, or-the rugged Newfoundland.” '

The early history of Halifax is one-of romantic mterest
Nearly half a century had passed since the cession of Acadia to
Great Britain by the peace of Utrecht, yet not a step had been
taken towards settlement. An energetic movement was made
for the colonization of the country, under the auspices of the
Board of Trade and Plantations, of which Lord Halifax was _
the President. On account of its magnificent harbour, one of
the finest in the world, Chebucto, or Halifax, as.it was hence-
forth to be called, in honour of the chief projector of the enter-
prise, was selected as the site of the new settlemént. In the
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month of July, 1749, Governor Cornwallis, in H.M. ship
Sphynx, followed by a fleet of thirteen transports, conveying
nearly three thousand settlers—disbanded soldiers, retired
officers, mechanics, labourers, and persons of various rank,—
_reached Chebucto Bay. On a rising ground, overlooking the
noble bay, the woods were cleared and the streets of a town
laid out. In busy emulation, the whole company was soon at
work, and before winter three hundred log-houses were con-
structed, besides a fort, store-houses, and .residence for the
Governor,—the whole surrounded by a palisade. -
It hasbeen sinte then thescene of many a gallant pageant, but
none of these, I think,were of greater moral significance than one -
. which I witnessed thirty years ago. I happened to be in Halifax
when the steamship arrived with the first Atlantic submarine
- telegraph cable. She was a rust-stained, grimy-looking craft, sea~
worn with a long and stormy voyage. But never gallant ship:
received a warmer or a more well-deserved greeting. A double
royal salute was fired from fort and fleet, yards were manned and
many-coloured bunting fluttered, in honour of the greatest scien-
tific achievement of recent times. The first message transmitted
was one of peace on earth and good will to men—an augury of
the blessed time when the Whole world shall be knit together
in bonds of brotherhood. But alas! the continuity of the cable
was. in a short time interrupted, and the whispered voice be-
neath the sea from the Old World to the New for nearly ten
years was-silent. To overcome the loss of faith in the scheme
and other obstacles to its completion, ifs daring projector, Cyrus
W. Field, crossed the Atlantic fifty times, and at last, like a new
“Columbus, to use the words of John Bright, “ moored the New
World alongside of the Old ;” or, to a.dopt the beautiful simile -
of Dr. George Wilson, welded the marriage-ring which united
two hémispheres.
~ The accompanying cut gives a. orood idea of the handsome Hali-
fax terminus of the Intercoloma.l Railway. Till the completion
- of the Canadian Pacific this was our greatest national work. It
still is a system of incalculable value to the Maritime Provinces.
Before these great roads were completed, the Dowminion was a _
giant w1thout bones. But these roads, extending nearly four
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thousand miles from the Atlantic to the Pacific, have given it a
backbone, a spinal cord, and a vital artery that will contri-
bute marvellously to its organic life and energy.

. INTERCOLONIAL RaiLwaAy StatioN, HALIFAX, g .

HALIFAX TO CAPE BRETON.

It was on a bright August day that I left Halifax for a run
through Eastern Nova Scotia and Cape Breton Island. As
the train swept around Bedford Basin, magnificent vistas by
sea and land wore obtained. As we advanced, the fair expanse
of Grand Lake. and the beautiful valley of the Shubenacadie,

~gave variety to the scenery. The Shubenacadie is a large swift
stream, and was at one time regarded as the future highway of
commerce across the province. More than fifty years ago’ the
people of Halifax resolved to construct a canal connecting this
river with tide water at Dartmouth: - Surveys were made and
a number of locks were built, the stone for which, I was told,
was all brought out ready hewn from Scotland—genuine
Aberdeen granite—though not a whit better than that on
the spot. But the canal was never built, and never will be.
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The railway has more than filled n‘,s place, and the locks make
picturesque ruins and water-falls along the pro;eeted route of
the canal. :

- Colchester County, through which we are now passing,
abounds-in large tracts of rich intervale and excellent upland,
which makes the district a good one for the farmer—one of the
best in Nova Scotia. The pretty town of Truro, near the head
- of Cobequid Bay, with its elegant villas, trim lawns and gar-
dens, and magnificent shade trees, presents a very attractive -
appearance. The Provincial Normal and Model Schools are -
noteworthy features of the place. The town is nearly sur-
rounded by an amphitheatre of gracefully rounded hills, and
on the west by the old diked meadows of the Acadian period.

On the Cobequid mounta.ms, and on the upper waters of the
Stewiacke River, are found considerable numbers of Caribou
" and Moose deer. There is also, for devotees of the rod, very
fine fishing in some of the picturesque streams.

The branch of the Intercolonial running east from Truro
pa,sses through one of the most extensive coal-fields of Nova
Scotia. It is said that there are no less than seventy-six fields
of coal, with an aggregate thlckness of not less than 14,750 feet.

~ Stellarton is a populous village, dependent almost entirely on

the coal industry. New Glasgow is an important manufac-
turing and ship-building place, with extensive steel, iron and
glass works. - The green hills by which it is surrounded con-
trast pleasantly with its somewhat grimy and smoky streéts.
A short run by rail brings one down to Pictou Harbour, on
the opposite side of which, sloping gracefully up from the
-water-side, is the old and wealthy town of Pictou,- with about

4,000 inhabitants. Pictou has the honour of having given to . -

Canada two of its most distinguished men—Sir J. W. Ddwson, .
" Principal of McGill University, Montreal, and the Rev. Dr.
Grant, Principal of Queen’s University, Kingston.

For a considerable distance east of New Gla.suow thie country
is monotonous and uninteresting, though' the glomous sunlight
glittering on the .ever-restless aspens and the lichen-covered

_ rocks, brightens into beauty, what under a dull sky must be a
suﬂic:ently dreary outlook At leno'th in the distance loom up
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the twin-towers of a huge cathedral, and the train draws up ab
the pretty Catholic vxllage of Antigonish—the most plcturesque
in eastern Nova Scotia. - The scene at the station is like a bit
of Lower Canada—two nuns in a caleche, & couple of priests, a
group of seminary students. But the people are Scottish, not
French, Catholics. The cathedral is dedicated to the Scottish
Saint, Ninian, and on the fagade is the Gaelic inscription, Tighe
.Dhe—the House of God.” The Antigonish mountains; reach-
ing an altitude of a thousand feet, trend off northward in a
bold cape into the Gulf of St. Lawrence. Tracadie is a small
French settlement on the railway, commanding a splendid view
of St. George’s Bay and the Gulf. Here is a wealthy monas-
tery, belono-ma to the Trappists, the most severe of the monastic
orders. The monks, who are mostly from Belgium, add the
business of millers to their more spiritual functions. The
people belong to the old Acadian race, which gave such a
pathetic mterest to this whole region. ‘

The railway runs on-to the strait of Cansean, amid pic-
turesque mountains, commanding magnificent views over the
Gulf. This strait, the great highway between the Gulf of St.
Lawrence and the North Atlantic Coast, is some fourteen miles
in length and about a mile in width: It is of itself a picture
worth coming far to see, on account of its natural bea.uty, but
when on a summer’s day hundreds of sail are passing through,
the scene is one to delight an artist’s soul. On the Nova Scotia -

side the land is high, and affords a glorious view both of the - '

" strait and of the Weﬁtem section of ,Cape Breton. The pros-
pect both up and down the $trait is pleasing in the extreme.
It is traversed, it is claimed, by more keels than any other
strait in the world, except that of Gibraltar. The steam
whistle at its entrance, which is blown consta.ntly in foggy
weather, can be heard with the wind twenty miles, and in calm
weather fifteen miles. ’ e

From Port Mulgrave, the ra,llway termmus, small steamers
convey tourists to Port Hood, in Cape Breton, and to the
flourishing town of Guysborough, on the mainland. '
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CAPE BRETON.

Before we visit Cape Breton let us glance for a moment at ~

its general characteristics. The island is so named from ity
early discovery by the mariners of Breton, in France. It is
about one hundred miles long by eighty wide. The Sydney
coal fields are of peculiar richness, and cover 250 square miles.
The magnificent Bras d’Or Lakes are a great inlet of the sea,

ra.m1fymo' through the centre of the 1sla,nd and bordered by .

bold and majestic hills, rising to, in: places a height of over
1,000 feet. The scenery is of surpassing lovelmess To
thread ' the intricate navigation by steamer is a delightful
experience.

The Great Bras d’Or is a channel from the sea of nearly
thirty miles—a continuous panorama of bold and -majestic
scenery. . The Little Bras. d’Or is a narrow and river- like

~ passage through which the tides sweep rapidly, and where

the. water-view is sometimes limited te a few score feet, so
tox;tybus is the channel. The surrounding hills are not more
than five or six hundred feet in height, but their pleasing lines,
and purple shadows, and reposeful beauty delight the eye and
rest the mind. Many of the inhabitants of the island are de-
scendants of the original Acadian settlers, and retain the French
language and the Roman Catholic religion. = A larger propor-
tion .of the population are of Highland Scottish origin, and
many of them still speak the Gaehc tongue.

The pleasure of visiting this delightful, but cnmpa.mtlvexy\ ’

little known, part of Canada we en_]oyea under especially
favourable circumstances.. Taking the good steamer Marion,
at Port Mulgrave, we sailed down the strait in tne bn]hant
afternoon sunlight which made the grassy shores gleam like
living emerald. We passed through a winding channel, divid-
ing Cape Breton and Isle Ma.dame The Iattei‘ was settied

a century ago by Acadian exiles, whose descendants now num-"

ber 5,000. They are mostly bold and skilful fishermen. " It is
a pleasant sight to see these sturdy fellows haul their boats

- ashore, as shown in- our engraving. The fishing villages, of

which the stables and out-houses—'—roofs and allf—Were white-

P
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washed, shone like the snowy tents of an army. One sturdy
peasant, who came down with his ox-team to the wharf, might
just have stepped out of a picture by Millet. I was struck
with the lonely little lighthouses which stud the channel, which
seemed the very acme of isolation.

il AW S

A FiseING VILLAGE—CAPE BRETON.

Our steamer passed through the recently constructed St.
Peter’s Canal, from the broad Atlantic to the secluded waters
of the Bras d'Or Lake. It was so solitary, so solemn in the
golden glow of sunset, that it seemed as if

“We were the first that ever burst
Into that silent sea.”



THE “GOLDEN ARM?

N sI will let the facile pen of -Charles Dudley Warner describe
the pleasant scene: .

“The Bras d’Or is the most beautiful salt-water lake I have ever seen,
and more beautiful than we had imagined a body of salt-water could be.
The water seeks out all the low plates, and ramifies the interior, running
away into lovely bays and lagoons, leaving ‘slender tongues of land and
picturesque‘islands, and bringing into the recesses of the land, to the re-
mote country farms and settlements the: flavour of salt, and the fish
and mollusks of the briny sea. It has all the pleasantness of a fresh-
water lake, with all the advantages of a salt one. So indented is it, that I
am not sure but one would need, as we were informed, to ride 1000 miles
to go round it, following all its incursions into the land. The hills around
it are not more than 700 to 800 feet high, but they are high enough for ;
reposeful beauty, and offer evérywhere pleasing lines.”

~ As we sailed on over the enchanted lake the saffron sky
deepened slowly into ‘gold and purple, and at length the
gathering shadows hid the shores from ‘view, except -where
the red light of Baddeck glimmered over the wave. I turned
in early, t.ha,t I might be up by daylight to see o the beauty of
the famous Golden Arm.” With the first dawn I was awake,

- and found the steamer threading a channel about a mile wide; :
between the lofty St. Anne range and the highlands of Bou-
larderie. The farm-houses and fishermen’s cottages seemed
absolutely insignificant beneath the lofty wood-crowned hills -
behind them. Presently a lurid sunrise reddened the eastern
sky and lit up the hill-tops, when I saw what seemed beacon
fires, kindling all along the shore. But I soon found that it

~. was the reflection of the level rays from the fishermen's win-
dows. So illusory did it seem, that I was almost certain that
they were camp-fires, till I found that they went out as rapidly

as they had been kindled, when the angle of reflection was
passed.

Soon ‘we pass out_of the channel into the ocean, exposed to
the broad sweep-of the Atlantic, leaving the surf-beaten Bird-
rock, rising abruptly from the waves on the left, while to the
right stretch away the-stately mountains of St. Anne’s, culmin-
ating in the ever-cloud-capped headland, Smoky Cape. At
length we turn into a wide harbour, where we are told the:

- mines run far beneath the sea. The steamer stops first at
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North Sydney—a busy coal-shipping port with a marine rail-
way, and the relay station of the American submarine Cable,
where all. the news is transferred to the land-wires. About
thirty or forty operators, I was informed, were employed.

Norta SYDNEY, SHIP-RAILWAY,

SYDNEY.

Seven miles further and we reach old Sydney—one of the
most delightfully quaint and curious old- fashioned pla.ces to be
found in America. On the high ridge are the remains of the -
old Government Building. For be it known, Sydney was once
an independent province with a parliament of its own. But
its ancient grandeur is fading away. The shore is lined with
decaying wharfs, and broken-backed and sagging houses—
which seem as if they would slip into the water———mth queer
little windows, and very small panes of glass. I saw at Oxford,
England, an old Saxzon church, which looked less ancient than
the Romen Catholic chapel of this town. On the dilapidated *
old court-house was the appropriate motto, FIaT JusTiTIA. But
everything was not old. There were two new; churches in
course of erection, a large and imposing academy, elegant

- steam-heated houses, and a long and lofty coaling wharf, where
they could load a ship with 300 tons of coal, or 70 cars, in an
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hour, and where ocean-going stea,mers have received cargoes of .

- 8,700 tons.

The hotel at which T stopped was very comforta.ble, or
would have been so, but for one or two slight drawbacks. - A
chimney came up in the middle of my bedroom. and took up
nearly all-the space ; the water ewer was, I think, the smallest
I ever saw; the door was so warped that it would not shut; the
window was 8o low that I had.to sit on the floor to look out
with comfort; a pane of gla.és out, and I could not tell where
the wind came from, and the glass that was in was so twisted
and warped that it distorted everything outside in a very

absurd manner. For instance, a man passing the window, as

" seen through one pane, reminded one:of Milton’s description
of Satan as he sat “squat like a toad close at the ear of Eve.”

As he passed the window bar he appeared to shoot up suddenly
into the stature of the tall archangel that erect walked in
Eden. Such glass is- a,pt to be emba,rra.ssmg, it is hard to

recoomze throu(rh it one’s most intimate friends. But barring .

these slight defects, the house was most comfortable. I was
surprised at the pleasant tinkle of a piano, and I have seldom
eaten more appetising meals, sweeter lamb, or more tender
vegetables; and for all this the price was exceedingly modest.
Indeed one of the advantages of touring in Cape Breton is that
one cannot spend very much money, the prices of everything
-are so very moderate. The weather one day happened to be
very wet, and everybody wore water-proof—even the houses
were shingled down their sides. Everywhere were boats, sails,
ropes, and even the out-houses were framed with ship’s knees
timber. The hall was lighted from the sky like a ship’s.cabin ;
and looking seaward we beheld the stately square-rigged ships,
swaying swan-like in the breeze and preening their wings for
_ their ocean flight. Yet in this out of the way place I found on
the hotel table Principal Tulloch’s Movements of Religious
Thought, a book by -Dr. McCosh, a large embroidered picture
of the marriage of Mary Queen of Scots, with very wooden or
rather very woollen figures, and a rather florid portrai in oxl
of Sir Walter Scott. -

We have in Cape Breton a fine example of social stratifica-
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tion, a Scottish overlying an earlier French civilization. Many
of the older people speak only Gaelic, and the preaching is often
in that language, Among the guests at the hotel were two
brothers, both born on the island, one returning with his wife
" from New Zealand—shrewd, keen, enterprising men, yet be- -
traying their ancestral Gaelic by an occasional “whateffer”
and “moreoffer.” ' Speaking of the Sunday morning’s sermon,
‘one remarked to the other “Did you no think it the least bit
short, you know ?”—the first time I ever heard that complaint.
Yet out of the great route of travel as Sydney is, I found in
the register the names of travellers from New York, Boston,
Phﬂadelphm,, Chicago, Montreal, Ottawa, Toronto, Galt, Berlin,
Na.na,lmo B.C.—the latter come to study coal-mining, I judge.

I Wa§>gla,d to worship with the people called Methodists, and
to give them a few words of friendly greeting, as I had a few .
months before greeted the Methodists on the Pacific Coast. I
know no other country in which one may travel 4,000 miles in

.4 straight line and find everywhere the ministers and members
‘of the same Church. :

On a bright sunny Monday morning, with the Methodist
minister and a couple of good sailors, I went for a sail on the
beautiful Sydney harbour. We sailed and tacked far up

. Crawley’s Creek, a land-locked inlet of fairy loveliness, and

" then returning tacked boldly up the bay .against a brisk head-

wind. We raced along through the foamirg water which
curled over the combings of the yacht, and every now and then,
with a lurch that brought my heart into my mouth, the yacht
- encountered a wave that drenched me with the spray. I sup-
pose it was great fun, but for my part I was very glad to get
once more on terra firma.

I had the pleasure of calling, before I left, on my friend Dr.
Bourinot, who was on .a visit to his ancestral home—the charm-
ing mansion of his father, the late Senator Bourinot, who was
for many years French Consul in the port. The little tree-shaded
dock was kept with real man-of-war neatness. “There used to be
almost always a French frigate on the station, and the military
music and stately etiquette gave'quite an air of the olden time
to soclety
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I found also time to visit the relay house of the French sub-
marine Atlantic Cable. The officer in charge showed me the
small mirror which is deflected to left or mght by the interrup-

tions of an electric current. A beam of light is thrown from a°

lamp on this oscillating mirror and thus the thoughts of men
are flashed beneath the sea at the rate of thirty-five words a
‘minute. It is very hard to watch steadily this beam of light.
. If one even winks he may lose a word or two. The’ear can
follow sound better than the eye the light; therefore this gen-
tleman is trying, with good promise of success, to use a “sounder”
instead of the mirror.

LOUISBURG.

It was a great disappointment that I was not able to visit
the old fortress of Louisburg. But the railway had ceased
to run trains, and in consequence of heavy rains the ecoach-
road was in a very bad condition. Our engraving, however,
accurately portrays the most salient feature that is left of the
most famous fortress in‘America. This once proud stronghold
is now a small hamlet of fishermen, who reap the harvest of
the sea on the stormy banks of Newfoundland. The construc-
tion of the “Dunkirk of America,” as it was proudly called,
was begun by the French in 1720. During twenty years they
spent upon it 30,000,000 livres. It became a rendezvous of
- privateers, who preyed upon the commerce of New England,
and was a standing menace to the British possessions. In
1744, Governor Shirley, of Massachusetts, determinéd on its

- capture. Four thousand colonial militia were collected, and -

~ William Pepperel, a merchant and militia. colonel of Maine, took
command.

The celebrated George Whlteﬁeld the eloquent Methodist
preacher, who was then in New England, was asked to furnish
a motto. for the recnmental flag, and gave the incription,
“Nil desperandumn, Christo duce.” Indeed, in the eyes of
the more zealous Puritans, the expedition possessed quite the
character of a crusade a,gamst the image-worship of the Catholic
faith.

On the 29th of April, 1740 a hundred vessels, large and small,
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among them a few ships of the royal navy, under Commodors
Warren, having been detained many days by the thick-ribbed
ice off Canseau, sailed into the capacious harbour of Loui
burg. This was one of the strongest fortresses in the world,
It was sarrounded by a wall forty feet thick at the base, and
from twenty to thirty feet high, and by a ditch eighty feet
wide. It mounted nearly two hundred guans, and had a gar-
rison of sixteen hundred men. The assailants had only eigh-

3

teen cannon and three moriars. Wiih g rush they charged
through the surf, and repulsed
and rugged shore. ragging

sledges, the English gained ihe rear; the Freneh in & panic

abandoned an outwork, spiking their cannon.
On the 21st of May trenches were ope
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June, Duchambon, the commandant, despair
resistance, capitulated, and the New ZEngland

(283394

into the works. As they beheld their extens
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“God alone has delivered this stronghold into our hand,” and a
sermon of thanksgiving was preached in the French chapel.
A troop-ship with four hundred men and two valuable East
India-men were captured in the harbour. The garrison and
the inhabitants, of the town, over four thousand in all, were
conveyed to Brest. The fall of the strongest fortress in America
before a little army of New England farmers and fishermen
caused the wildest dehght at Boston and the deepest chagnn
at Versailles.

In 1755 it was again taken by the British. Ea,rly in June,
Admiral Boscawen, w1th thirty-seven ships of war, and one
hundred and twenty transports conveying 12,000 troops, ap-
peared off the harbour. TFor six days a rough sea, dashing in
heavy breakers on the iron coast, prevented debarkation, the
French meanwhile actively throwing up earthworks all along
the shore. Early on the seventh day, Wolfe, with a strong
force, gallantly landed through the surf, and seized the out-
works of the fort. The siege was vigorously pressed by day

-and night for seven weeks. Madame Drucourt, the wife of

the Governor, inspired the garrison by ber heroism. During

" the bombardment, she often appeared among the soldiers on

the ramparts, and even fired the great guns, and encouraged

with rewards the most expert artillery men. With her own

hands, she dressed the wounds of the injured, and by the ex-
hibition of her own courage enbraved the hearts of the de-
fenders of the fort. Every effort, however, was in vain. The
walls crumbled rapidly under the heavy fire of the besiegers.
The resistance was brave but ineffectual. With all but two of

‘their vessels burned, ca,ptured or sunk, and when town and

fortress were well mghzdemohshed by shot and shell, Louisburg

ca,pltula.ted, Its inhabitants were conveyed to France, and the

ga,rnson and sailors, over five thousand in number, were sent
prisoners to England.* -

As Halifax was a good naval statlon a,nd well fortified, “i
was deemed ,mexpe;dlent to maintain & costly garrison at Loms-
burg ; so sappers and miners were sent there in the summer of
1760; and in the short space of six months all the fortifications

*Wlth.row’s History of Canada, p. 222.
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and public buildings, which had cost France twenty-five years
of labour and a vast amount of money, Wwere utterly demolished,
—the walls and glacis levelled into the ditch,—leaving, in fact,
nothing to mark their former situation but heaps of stones and
rubbish. All the artillery, ammunition, stores, implements,—
in short, everything of the slightest value, even the hewn stones
which had decorated the public buildings, were transported to
Halifax.” : - , '
The fortress, constructed at such cost and assailed and de-
fended with such valour, thus fell into utter ruin. Where giant
navies rode and earth-shaking war achieved such vast exploits,
to-day the peaceful waters of the placid bay kiss the deserted
strand, and a small fishing hamlet and a few mouldering ruin-
mounds mark the grave of so much military pomp, and power,
and glory. _ e A
The project of making Louisburg the terminus of the Cana-

- dian trans-continental railway system, the Cape Breton section
of which is now under construction, promises to restore much
of its former importance to this historic spot. It will shorten
the ocean travel to Europe by about a thousand miles, a con-
sideration of much importance in these days of rapid transit.

In retracing my way through the Big Bras d’Or, I bad,
through the courtesy of Captain Burchell, the opportunity of
studying the striking scemery from the elevated pilot-house.
The twilight shadows of deeper and deeper purple filled the
glens and mantled over the broad slopes till it became too dark
to see, and I turned to the less esthetic, but more Ppractical,
- rites of the supper-table. Here let me commend Steward
Mitchell, of the Marion, as one of the best of caterers. His
broiled mackerel were really a work of art. The steamer was
crowded, no berths were to be had, so the steward made up a
cot in the cabin and tucked me in my little bed just before we
reached Baddeck. But the deck passengers were very noisy, and -
- I found it impossible to sleep—we had a lot of Italian railway
navvies, and Indians with their squaws—the latter carrying
. bundles of birch bark to build their next wigwam. So I went

~ ashore at Baddeck and stopped over for the next boat. Every-

/' body in the town seemed to have come down to meet us by
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lampli.ght.' Baddeck (accent on the second syllable) has become |

quite classical in its way since Charles Dudley Warner made
his famous pilgrimage hither: “Having attributed the quiet
of Baddeck on Sunday to religion,” he says, “ we did not know

to what to lay the quiet on Monday. But its peacefulness con-

tinued. Mere living-is a kind of happiness, and the easy-going
traveller is satisfied with little to do and less to see.”

But I found a good deal to see. The Dominion Customs
House and Post Office is one of the most elegant “Queen Anne”
structures I have anywhere seen. I visited the quaint old jail—
a low log building, more like a country school-house than any-
thing else but for the iron gratings on each window. The cells
were not cells, but good-sized rooms with a fire-place and wide
bed in each. A prisoner was looking cheerfully out of the
front. window, taking advantage of the unwonted stir in the
little town—for it was court-day. To the court, therefore, .I
went and found that I formed one-ninth of its constitution—

the others being the judge, clerk tipstaff, defendant, lawyer,

and three spectators. .

It was not very lively, so I went to visit the Indian village.

This I found much more interesting. The Indians were Mic-
" macs, who are said to be of purer blood than any other tribe on
. the Atlantic Coast. I visited several wigwams, but found their
inmates rather stolid and uncommunicative. One thing they
" had of much interest. In several cases I got them to turn out
from their little boxes in which they kept their few belong-
ings, their prayer-book and catechism, printed in arbitrary

characters invented for them' by the Trappist monks. The

- characters resemble a mixture of Greek and Russian with some
cursive letters ; not nearly so simple as the Cree characters, in-

vented by the Rev. James Evans. The Indians could read them -

_quite readily, especially the women ; but although they spoke
' English fairly, they said they could not tra.nsla,te what they
rea.d The books were printed, as the German title page an-
'nounced, at the Imperial printing establishment, in the Imperial
city of Vienna—in der Kaiserlichen stadt Wein in Oesterreich,
There was also a quaint picture of Christ—"the Way the
Truth, the Life”—Der Weg, die Wahrheit, das Lebenéx Their
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religious training did not seem to have done much for the
civilization of these Indians, for they were squalid and filthy
-in the extreme. Yet it is said, that once a year they all meet
at an appointed rendezvous, and all the marriages and christen-

ings and other religious rites for the year are duly performed. .

In the afternoon, on a tiny steamer, I sailed twenty miles up

the winding St. Patrick’s Channel, to Whycocomagh. = Mr.’

Warner went by stage, and thus describes his adventures :

~* “Now we were two hundred feet above the water, on the hill-side skirt-
ing a point or following an indentation ; and now we were diving into a

narrow valley, crossing a stream, or turning a sharp corner, but always
with the Bras d’Or in view, the afternoon sun shining on it, softening the
outlines of its embracing hills, casting a shadow from its wooded islands.
‘The reader can compare the view and the ride to the Bay of Naples and
the Cornice Road ; we did nothing of the sort ; we held on to the seat,
prayed that the harness of the pony might not break, and gave constant
expression to our wonder and delight.”

.

It was a lovely sail between wooded heights, at the DATTOWS
approaching so close that one could “toss a biscuit ashore.”
When we got to the very end of 'the channel, what was my
surprise to see a good-sized vessel loading with cattle and sheep
for St. John’s, Newfoundland. Near the landing is a very fine
hill of rugged outline, some 800 féet h1gh-—~Salt Mountain.
To this I betook me, and lounging on a couch of soft moss and
grass, baskmg in the; sunlight, enjoyed one of the grandest,
prospects in the maritime provinces. The Great Bras d’ Or Lake -
was spread like a map beneath, an occasional vessel winging its
way across the placid surface; at my feet the little hamlet
and winding afar amid the’ h1lls the ribbon-like coach-road
to Mabou and Port Hood. * THls,” I thought, “is one of the
most sequestered spots in the Dominion.” I had seldom felt so

isolated from every one I had ever known. At this moment

I saw creeping over the brow of the hill a group of climbers,---
the more adventurous spirits of a. Sunday-school picnic; and
the leader of the band was a fellow-townsman of my own, a
young Congregational minister. then in charge of the church at
Baddeck. :

Not without an effort I tore myself away from the glorious
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view, as the sun gave his good-night kiss to the mountain’s
brow, and made my way to the little village. To our mutual
surprise I was met by Stewart Mitchell, who the night before
had put me in'my cot on the steamer Marion, and thought I
must be by this time two hundred miles away. His wife kept the
inn and he was home on a visit, and soon gave fresh evidence
of his culinary skill. In few places can a man, at the proper
season, do his marketing so easily as mine host can here. He
can go to the garden foot and gather a pailful of oysters, which
he fattens with oatmeal thrown upon the still water. He can
step into his boat and drop a line, and draw in the finest salmon.
He can stop on his way home, and gather ripe strawberries and
fresh vegetables from his garden—and this in daily view of
some of the loveliest scenery in the world.

I had -enjoyed
my mountain-
climb so much that
I repeated it next
day; but under
the noon-day glare
the prospect was
not nearly so beau-
tiful as in the soft
afternoon light. A
row boat crossing
‘thé harbour look-
ed in the distance
like one of those

water ants we of-
Privirive Post OrricE, CAPE BRETOXN. ten see. It was

very curious to
watch through a glass the steamer emerging out of space and

approaching the very mountain’s base. I learned afterwards

' that I was, the subject of a discussion on board, as to whether

I was a sheep or a goat. When I rose from my mossy couch
and waved my handkerchief I suppose they decided that T was
neither. ) :

Captain Burchell brought up his horse and carriage on the
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'

steamer—as is often done in this primitive country—to give his
wife a drive over the mountains. He is & good example of a
Nova Scotian globe-trotter—or rather sea-farer. There are not,
I suppose, many great ports in the world which he has not
visited. He took hls wife—a captain’s daughter of Yarmouth,
N.8.—on a wedding trip from Bangor, Wales, to- Singapore.
She has travelled farther and seen more than most ladies.

I took a charming five-miles walk out of Baddeck to climb
a lofty hill. The struggle between mountain glory and moun-
tain gloom, as a strong east wind rolled heavy masses of cloud
over the sun-lit landscape, was very impressive. The houses
seemed & spectral white against the sombre sky. I entered a
-peasant’s log-house for a glass of milk ; the meagre furniture
was very primitive—a few home-made benches and a cradle,
with a fire-place and a few iron and earthen pots. A kindly
Scotch lad gave me a ride in his waggon, and asked if I were .
going to the “Sacrament,” an ordinance soon to be administered,
which was awakening deep interest far and wide. Prof. Bell, the
American patentee of the telephone, has here an elegant villa.

That night I had the captain’s cabin all to myself on the
Marion, and next day arrived again at Port Mulgrave in a
steady rain that dimmed and blurred past recognition, the glori- -
ous landscape through which I had passed a few days before.
It did not depress the spirits, however, of a merry party of
American tourists homeward-bound. As one of them unfolded
his voluminous ticket with attached coupons, he congratulated
himself on the large amount of reading matter for the trip
which was thrown in free. Their witty talk kept the car full
of people in good humour, despite the dismal weather.
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EVANGELINE'S COUNTRY.

‘The road from Halifax to Windsor does not, to put it mildly,
take one through the finest part of Nova Scotia. I crossed the
country. thirty years ago on one of the first trains that ran over
the newly opened railway, and anything wilder or more rugged
than the country through which we passed it would be hard to
~ imagine. Even now it is sufficiently rough, and if, as Dudley
Warner remarks, a man can live on rocks like a goat, it will
furnish a good living. Some pretty lakes, and pleasant valleys

and hamlets, relieve the monotony of the journey.

The old university town of Windsor, situated at the junction
of the Avon.and the St. Croix, presents many attractive
features. If the tourist arrives at low tide, he will agree with
the witty American writer who, with a pardonable. vein of
exaggeration, says: “The Avon would have been a charming
stream, if there had been a drop of water in it . . . I should
think that it would be confusing to dwell by a river that runs
first one way and then another; and then vanishes altogether.”

“When the tide is up, however, the Avon is a very respectable-
sizéd stream, and the view, from the hill crowned with the old
block-houses and earth-works of Fort Edward, of the widening
river and distant basin of Minas, is very attractive ; but when
the tide is out, the banks of mud are stupendous. The two
places which the present writer sought - out with especial
interest were the old-fashioned house of the witty Judge
Haliburton, author of “Sam Slick,” and the plain buildings of
King’s College, the oldest college in the Dominion, founded in
1787. The gypsum. qua.rrles are of much interest, and large
quantities of plaster of paris are exported.

We are now approaching the region invested with undying
interest by Longfellow’s pathetic poem, “ Evangeline.”

The Acadian peasants, on the beautiful shores of the Bay of
Fundy, were a simple, virtuous, and prosperous community.
Their civil disputes, when any arose, which was rare, were all
settled by the kindly intervention of their priest, Who also
made their wills'and drew up their public acts. If wealth was

_rare, poverty was “unknown; for a feeling of brotherhood
anticipated the claims of want. Domestic happiness and public

g
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morality were fostered by early marriages; and homely thrift
was rewarded by almost universal comfort. Such is the
delightful picture painted by the sympathetic pen of the Abbé
Raynal,—a picture that almost recalls the innocence and
happiness of the poets’ fabled Golden Age.

With remarkable industry the Acadians reclaimed from the sea
' by dikes many thousands of fertile acres, which produced
abundant crops of grain and orchard fruits; and on the sea
meadows, at one time, grazed as many as sixty thousand head
of cattle. The simple wants of the peasants were supplied by
domestic manufactures of wool or flax, or by importations from
Louisburg. So great was their attachment to the government
and institutions of their fatherland, that during the aggressions
of the English after their conquest of the country, a great part
of the population—some ten thousand, it has been said, although
the number is disputed—abandoned their homes and migrated
to that portion of Acadia still claimed by the French, or to
Cape Breton or Canada. Some seven thousand still remained
in the peninsula of Nova Scotia, but they claimed a pohhcal
neutra.hty, resolutely refusing to take the oath of allegianee to
the alien conquerors. “ Better said ‘the priests to their
obedient flock, “surrender your meadows to the. sea, and your
bouses to the flames, than peril your souls by taking that
obnoxious oath.”  They were accused, and probably Wlth only
too good reason, of intrighing with their countrymen at
Louisburg, with resisting the English authority, and -with
inciting and even leading the Indlans to ravage the English
settlements.

The cruel Micmacs needed little mstioration They swooped
down on the little town of Dartmouth opposite Halifax, and
within gun-shot of its forts, and reaped a rich harvest of
scalps and booty. The English prisoners they sometimes sold
at Louisburg for arms and ammunition. The Governor
 asserted that pure compassion was the motive of this traffic, in
order to rescue the captives from massacre. He demanded,
however, an excessive ransom for their liberation. The Indians
were sometimes, or indeed generally it was asserted, led in
these murderous raids by French commanders. These violations
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of neutrality; however, were chiefly the work of a few turbulent
spirits. The mass of the Acadian peasants seem o have been
a peaceful and inoffensive people, although they naturally
Sympathized with their countrymen. They were, however,
declared rebels and outlaws, and a counci] at Halifax, con-
founding the innocent with the guilty, decreed the expulsion of
the entire French population.

" The decision was promptly carried out. Ships soon appeared
before the principal settlements in the Bay of Fundy. All the

ExPuLsIoN oF THE AcADIaNS,

male inhabitants, over ten years of age, were summoned to
hear the King’s command. At Grand Pré, four hundred
assembled in the village church, when the British officer read
from the altar the decree of their exile, Resistance was im-
Possible; armed soldiers guarded the door, and the men were
encaged in prison. On the fifth day they were marched at the
bayonet’s point, amid the wailings of their relatives, on board
the transports. The Wwomen and children were shipped in other
vessels. Families were scattered ; husbands and wives sepa-
rated—many never to meet again. It was three months later, '

=3
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in the bleak December, before the last were removed.:
Hundreds of comfortable homesteads and well-filled barns were
ruthlessly given to the flames. A number, variously estimated
at from three to seven thousand, were dispersed along the
Atlantic seaboard from Maine to Georgia. Twelve hundred
were carried to South Carolina. A few planted a new Acadia
among their countrymen in Louisiana. Some tried to return to
their blackened hearths, coasting in open boats along the shore.
These were relentlessly intercepted when possible, a.nd sent back
into hopeless exile. Itisa page in our country’s annals that is not
- pleasant to contemplate, but we may not ignore the painful
facts. Every patriot must regret the stern military necessity
—if necessity there were—that compelled the inconceivable
suffering of so many innocent beings.*
The following pathetic lines descnbe the idyllic commumty,
and the consummation of this tragical event : :

In Acadian land, on the shores of the basin of Minas,
Distant, secluded, still, the little village of Grand-Pré.
Lay in the fruitful valley. Vast meadows stretched to the eastward,
Giving the village its name, and pasture to flocks without number.
Dikes, that the hands of the farmers had raised with labour incessant,
Shut out the turbulent tides ; 5 but at stated seasons the ﬁood(ra.tes .
Opened, and welcomed the sea to wander at will o’er the meadows.
West and south there were fields of flax, and orchards and cornfields
Spreading afar and unfenced o’er the plain, and away to the northward
Blomidon rose, and the forests old, and aloft on the mountains .
Sea-fogs pitched their tents, and mists from the mighty Atlantic

“Looked on the happy valley, but ne’er from their station descended.

There, in the midst of its farms, reposed the Acadian village.
Strongly-built were the houses, with frames of oak and of chestnut,
Such as the peasants of N\ ormandy built in the reign of the Henries.
Thatched were the roofs, with dormer~vnndows and gables pro;ectmv
Over the basement below protected and shaded the doorway.

" There, in the tranquil evenings of summer, when brightly the sunset
Lighted the village street, and gilded the vanes on the chimneys,
Matrons and maidens sat in snow-white caps and in kirtles -

Scarlet and blue and green, with distaffs spinning the golden

Flax for the gossiping looms, whose noisy shuttles within doors

Mingled their sound with the whir of the wheels and the songs of the
maidens.

~ * Withrow’s History of Canada, p. 207.
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Solemnly down the street came the parish priest, and the children
Paused in their play to kiss the hand he extended to bless them.
Reverend walked he among them ; and up rose matrons and maidens,
Hailing his slow approach with words of affectionate welcome.

Then came the labourers home from the field, and serenely the sun sank
Down to his rest, and twilight prevailed. Anon ¥rom the belfry

Softly the Angelus sounded, and over the roofs of the village

Columns of pale blue smoke, like clouds of incense ascending,

Rose from a hundred hearths, the homes of peace and contentment.

Thus dwelt together in love these simple Acadian farmers,—

Dwelt in the love of God and of man. Alike were they free from
Fear, that reigns with the tyrant, and envy, the vice of republics.
Neither locks had they to their doors, nor bars to their windows ;
But their dwellings were open as day and the hearts of the owners ;
There the richest was poor, and the poorest lived in abundance.

Many a weary year had passed since the burning of Grand-Pré,
When on the falling tide the freighted vessels departed,
Bearing a nation, with all its household goods, into exile,
Exile without an end, and without an example in story.

Far asunder, on separate coasts, the Acadians landed ;
Scattered were they, like flakes of snow, when the wind from the

north-east -
Strikes aslant through the fogs that darken the banks of Neéwfoundland.
Friendless, homeless, hopeless, they wandered from city to city,
From the cold lakes of the North to the sultry Southern savannas,—
From the bleak shores of the sea to the lands where the Father of waters
Seizes the hills in his hands, and drags them down to the ocean,
Deep in their sands to bury the scattered bones of the mammoth.
Friends they sought and homes; and many despairing, heart-broken,
Asked of the earth but a grave, and no longer a friend nor a fireside.
Written their history stands on tablets of stone in the churchyards.

-~

The Horton Railway Station is quite close to the site of the
old Acadian settlement. The scene is peculiarly impressive,
and not without a tinge of sadness. In front stretch the vast
diked meadows, through which winds in many a curve the
sluggish Gaspereaux. In the distance are seen the dark basaltic
chﬁ"s of Cape Blomidon, rising to the height of five hundred and
seventy feet. In the foreground to the left, near a large wiliow
tree, are shown remains of the foundation of the old Acadian
church. A gentleman, living in Horton, informed me that there
were in the neighbourhood the traces of forty cellars of the
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Acadian people, also of an old mill, and old wells. A long row ’
of ancient willows shows the line of the old road. Now, my

informant assured me, there is not s single Frenchman in the
whole county.

GRAND PrE,
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The Acadians reclaimed the fertile marsh lands from the sweep
of the tides, by constructing dikes with much labour by means of
wattled stakes- and earthen embankments, There were more
than two thousand acres of this reclaimed meadow at Grangd

Pré and much more at other places. These aress have been much

.
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extended from time to txme they form an mexha.ustlbly fertile
pasture and meadow land.

Mrs. Sarah D. Clark’s musical verses, which follow, sum up
skilfully the touching associations of Grand Pré:

Grand Pré! whose level meadows stretch awuy,
Far up the deep-cut dikes thy waves roll on,
Free, as a hundred years ago to-day,
They climb the slopes of rocky Blomidon.

These lonely poplars, reared by sons of toil,
Look out like exiles o’er a foreign sea,

Their haggard fronts grown gray on alien soil,
Far from the province of fair Lombardy.

Long-vanished forms come thronging up the strand ; -
I close my eyes to see the vision pass, .

As one shuts out the daylight with his hand,
To view the pictures in a magic glass.

This is the little village famed of yore,
With meadows rich in flocks and plenteous gram,
Whose peasants knelt beside each vine-clad door,
As the sweet Angelus rose o’er the plain.

I3

High-hearted, brave, of gentle Norman blood,
. Their thrifty life a prospering fame did bring ;
They held the reins o’er peaceful field and flood,
Lords of their lands, and rivals of a king.

By kingly rule, an exile’s lot they bore,

The poet’s song reclaims their scattered fold ;
Blown in melodious notes to every shore,

The story of their mournful fate is told.

And to their annals linked while time shall last,
Two lovers from a shadowy realm are seen,
' A fair, immortal picture of the past,
The forms of Gabriel and Evangeline.

And hither shall that sweet remembrance bring
Full many a pilgrim as the years roll on,

While the lone bittern pauses on the wmg,
Above the crest of rocky Blomidon.

Still over wave and meadow smile the day,
The twilight deepens, and the time is brief,
I bid farewell to beautiful Grand Pré,"
While yet on summer’s heart bloom flower and leaf

R T
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I could not help being struck with the photographic fidelity
with which Longfellow describes the country. The long beard-
like moss on the pines suvgest,s exactly the simile employed in
the following lines: T

This i is the forest primeval. The murmuring pines and the hemlocks,

Bearded with moss, and in garments green, indistinct in the twilight,

Stand like Druids of old, with voices sad and prophetic,

Stand like liarpers hoar, with beards that rest on their bosoms.

Loud from its rocky caverns, the deep-voiced neighbouring ocean

Speaks, and in accents disconsolate answers the wail of the forest. S

. Three miles from Horton is the charming collegiate town of
Wolfville. Here I was most kindly met by Mr. J. W. Caldwell,
a gentleman who knew me only by report. Learning that
I was passing through the town, he intercepted me at the
station, insisted that I should stop over, carried me off to his
house and showed me no end of kindness—a thorough speci-
men of Nova Scotia hospitality. From the roof of Acadla. Col-
lege, a flourishing Ba.ptlst institution, beautifully situated, 1
enjoyed a magnificent view over the storied scene which Long-
fellow has made “more sadly poetical than any other spot on
the western continent.” My friend had apprised the Rev. Mr.
Friggens, the junior Methodist preacher on the Circuit, of my R
expected arrival, and after dinner there he was with his horse 5
and carriage to give me a drive up the famous Gaspereaux S
Valley and on to Horton and Grand Pré. And a magnificent
drive it was. I have seen few things finer in my life than the
view from the lofty hill surmounting the valley, sweeping up and
down its winding slopes many a mile. We stopped for an hour
at Horton  parsonage, the successor of a previous one on the

_ same site in which the Rev. Dr. Pope, the distinguished theolo-
gian was born. - No one but a travelling Methodist preacher, I
think, could be made the recipient of so many kmdnesses as
fell to my lot.

Proceedmg westward, the railway passes through the pictur-
esque Cornwallis Valley, in frequent view of the dike-bordered
Cornwallis River. Kentville, the railway headquarters,is a pleas-
ant and thriving town. We are now entering what is known as
“the Garden of Nova Scotia”—the far-famed Annapolis valley.
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It is a magnificent farming region, especially adapted to the
growth of apples. It has been said that for fifty miles one may
drive through an almost continuous orchard.

. ANNAPOLIS.
‘The town of Annapolis, or Annapolis Royal, to give it its
complete name, is full of historical interest. Save St. Augus-
tine, in Florida, it was the earliest permanent European settle-

ment in the New World. Its early history reads like a’

romance. It was first colonized by Baron Poutrincourt, in
1605. In 1628 it was captured by the British, afterward sur-
rendered to the French, again captured by Sir William Phips,
and again surfend_ered. It was captured for thelast time by the
British in 1710, and ever since the Red Cross flag has waved
above the noble harbour, then named, in honour of the reign-
ing sovereign, Annapolis. -

" The point of central interest, in the ancient and historic
town of Annapolis, to which the tourist first makes
his way, is the old dismantled fort. It is at the very
water’s edge and covers with its ramparts and outworks
an area of twenty-eight acres. The extensive earthworks—
ramparts and curtains, bastions and demilunes—are softly
rounded by the gentle ministries of nature, and are covered
with turf of softest texture and greenest hue. An innmer

fort, entered by an arched stone gateway, contains an ample

parade ground. At one side are built the quaint old English
wooden barracks, still in good condition. They are surmounted

by a steep wooden roof with great chimney stacks. It is quite

unique among structures of the kind in that, while containing
thirty-six fooms, each room, as-the young girl who acted as my
guide'informed me, has a separate fireplace. In one of the bastions
is the magazine, with a vaulted roof of Caen stone, the keystone

- bearing the date 1707—three years Defore its final capture by

the British. Near by are the ruins of the earlier French bar-
racks. An arched passage, now fallen in, led down to the old
French wharf, which is now a crumbling mass of blackened
stones mantled thickly with sea-weed.

The view from the north-west bastion is very bea.uhful in-
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cluding the far-shining Annapolis basin amid its environment
of forest-clad hills, and the twin villages of Annapolis
and Granville Ferry. In the distance to the left is seen a long,
low, rambling farm-house, nearly two hundred years old, the
only one now remaining of the old French settlement. As I
1ooked upon the pleasant scene, I could not help thinking of the
time, well-nigh three hundred years ago, when De Monts and his
sturdy band of French pioneers first sailed up the lonely waters
of that placid bay and planted their little fort, the only habi-
tation of civilized men, on the outermost fringe of the vast

ANCIENT ARCHWAY, IN OLD ForT, ANNAPOLIS.

wilderness stretching from Florida to the North Pole. Then
came memories of the poet pioneer, Lescarbot, fresh from the
gay salons of Paris, cheering the solitude of the long and
. dreary winters with his classic masques and pageants, and organ-
izing “ L'Ordre de Bon Temps” for festivity and good fellow-
ship, holding their daily banquets with feudal state around
their blazing fires. It was a strange picture, especially in
view of the subsequent suffering, disappointment and wrong
which visited the hapless colony. For Port Royal was the grave
of many hopes, and its early history was a perfect Iliad
of disaster. Strange that when there were only two or
three scattered groups of Spanish, French and English settlers
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. on the whole continent, each of which could scarce hold the
: jground which it possessed, they could not desist from attack-
" ing each other’s settlements, In those early raids were ‘begun
those long and bloody wars” which a.fterwards devastated the
- whole continent.
Before I came away I took a long draught from the cool
well, which had quenched the thirst of so many generations of

men. Then I. turned into the quiet God’s acre ‘where “the '

peaceful fathers of the hamlet sleep.” Amid the tangled grass
and briars I tried to decipher some of the later inscriptions. I

noticed one of date 1763, and another of John Bernard Gilpin, - - -

Esq ., who died 1811, aged nmety-elght also the epltaphs of his
son and grandson.- Their crest was a very curious one—a boar,

with the legend “Dictis factisque simplex.” On one lichen- .

stained stone I read this touching avowal of faith—* which
_promise He for His part will most surely keep and perform.”
Another stone bears this inseription, verbatim et literatim :
. - Stay friend stay nor let they hart prophane :*.
_ The humble Stone that tells you life is vain. .
. Here lyes a youth in mouldering ruin lost
A blofsom nipt by Death’s unkindly frost.

" O then prepare to meet with him above.
In réalins of everlasting love.-

My attention was called to the grave of “the Spanish lady”—
Gregoria. Remonia Antoma——who lives in local legend as a
light-of-love companion of the Duke of Wellmgton When
the Iron Duke wished to sever the unblessed connection, says

_ the legend, she was sent to Annapolis, under military protec-
tion, and gnawed her heart out in this solitude. The tree-
shaded streets and the quaint old-fashioned houses and gardens
give the village a very sedate and reposeful look.

In the, late afternoon I crossed in a row-boat to the Granville

side of the river, to climb the inviting-looking North Mountain.
It was surprising how fast the tide flowed up the long sloping
wharf at which I embarked. The view from the mountain
well repaid the climb. For iniles and miles the Annapolis
basin and valley lay spread out like a map, showing, near by,
the mea,dows where the French first reaped their meagre crops
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~ of wheat. The windows, miles -away, flashed like living car-
buncles in the level rays of the setting sun, then the purple
shadows filled the valley, and in the fading light the little
steamer came creeping slowly up the bay. On my way down
I met an ox-team conveying a fishing boat many miles over the
mountain, in & most. primitive manner. I recrossed the ferry
by starlight and saw great Orion hunting hlS prey forever
through the sky, and I thought

¢ How often, O.how often, -
In the years that have gone by,”

the vanished generations had watched the sun set on sea and
shore, and ha,d seen the stars shine on unchanged amid all -
time’s changefulness. »
_ - The following verses, by James Hannay, written ten years
ago, finely embody the stirring memories of Port Royal:

Fair is Port Royal river in the Acadian land ;

It flows through verdant meadows, widespread on either hand ;
Through orchards and through cornfields it gayly holds its way,
And past the ancient ramparts, long fallen to decay.

Peace reigns within the valley, peace on the mountain side,
In hamlet and in cottage, and on Port Royal's tide ;

In peace the ruddy farmer reaps from its fertile fields ;

In peace the fisher gathers the spoils its basin yields.

Yet this sweet vale has echoed to many a warlike note ;

The strife-compelling bugle, the cannon’s iron. throat, ‘
The wall-piece, and the musket have joined in chorus there,
To fill with horrid clangor the balmy mornmg air.

“ And many a galhnd war-fleet has, in the days gone by,
Lain in that noble basin, and flouted in the sky ‘
A flag with haughty challenge to the now ruined hold,
Which reared its lofty ramparts in warlike days of old.

And in the early springtime, wheu farmers plough their fields,
Full many a warlike weapon the peaceful furrow yields ;

The balls of mighty cannon crop from the fruitfyl soil,

And many a rusted sword-blade, once red with martial toil.

Three hundred years save thirty have been a.nd passed away
Since bold Champlain was wafted to fair Port Royal Bay ;
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THE BAY OF FUNDY.

/ .
And there he built a fortress, with palisadoes tall, ,
‘Well flanked by many a bastion, to guard its outward wall.

Here was the germ of Empire, the cradle of a state,

In future ages destined to stand among the great ;

Then hail to old Port Royal ! although her ramparts fall,
‘Canadian towns shall greet her the mother of them all.

In THE Bay of Funpy.
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From Annapolis one may sail direct to Boston or he may take
the steamer acrdss the Bay of Fundy to.St. John. The most con-
spicuous features in sailing down the basin are the fishing
" bamlets, each with its little wharf which at low tide seems to

be stranded high and dry far from the water’s edge, and an oceca-
sional tide mill. From this basin come those toothsome her-
rings known throughout the world as “ Digby chickens.” At
Digby, near the entrance to the basin, the huge wharf was so
out of repair that we had to-drop anchor and transfer our
passengers to a scow—a work of no small difficulty in the tur-
bulent waves made by the meeting of the wind and tide. While
all was bright and sunny in the basin, the cold and clammy sea
fog lay in wait without, to wrap us in its damp embrace. I
once sailed from St. John to Windsor in so dense a fog that when
land loomed high and threatening through it the captain had
to send a boat ashore to find out where we were; and all the
_ time the swirling tides were making eddies in the water which
threatened to drift us upon the rocks. Qur engraving s shows the
character of the bold and rugged scenery of the tide-swept bay.

THE ATLANTIC COAST.

From Digby, with its houses scattered over the windy downs,

like a flock of frightened sheep, one may go by rail to Yar-
mouth, the extreme south-west point of Nova Scotia. My own
visit to Yarmouth was made by steamer from -Halifax. It was
an experience never to be forgotten. The route follows an
iron-bound coast of bold and rugged front, which has been the
scene of numerous shipwrecks. The deep fiords, rocky ledges
and unending pine forests resemble the coast of Norway, but

“-.. without the mountain heights. In the beautiful Mahone Bay

is the quaint German town’ of Lunenburg; settled & hundred and
forty -years ago by German religious refugees. They’still
retain their German language and customs a.nd Lutheran mode
of worship. They have a.dopted the thrifty Nova-Scotia’ prac-
tice of seafaring, and carry on a lucrative trade with the West
Indies. Liverpool is amother thriving town -of ‘over three
thousand inhabitants. Shelbourne, an active shlp-buﬂdmg town,
has a romantic history. At the close of the revolutionary war
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in 1783, & large number of U. E. Loyalist refugees from the
‘"United States settled here, with the hope of creating a great
city on this magnificent harbour. Within a year the popula-
tion numbered twelve thousand, of whom twelve hundred were
Negro slaves. It quite ran ahead of Halifax, and it was _
seriously proposed to remove thither the seat of Government.
But it was soon found that there was no back country to sup-
port the town, and the high-toned inhabitants would not engage
in the fisheries. So,after $2,500,000 was expended in two years,

- the attempt was abandoned and bhe population soon dwindled
to about four hundred.

We next pass Port La Tour, with its hercic memories of
Madame La Tour. Cape Sable, at the extreme southern angle
of the peninsula, is the terror of the mariners. Here the 8. S.
Hungarian was wrecked with great loss of life. Rounding
this angle and passing Barrington Bay, the steamer in fair
weather can thread the kaleidoscopic mazes. of the Tusket
Islands. These, while having almost the intricacy of the
Thousand Islands of the St. Lawrence, lie quite out at sea,
and through them sweep the swift and swirling tides. On
the occasion of my own visit to Yarmouth the weather was
dismally foggy, we therefore had to give. those dangerous
islands a wide berth. As'we approached by dead reckomno' the
vicinity of Yarmouth the precautions were redoubled. The
lead was heaved. The log was cast. The whistle blew and the
small cannon on deck was frequently fired.  But only dull cloud
echoes were returned. At length, while listening: intently for
any sound that might give indication of our whereabouts, the
hoarse roar of the surf, lashing with ceaseless rage the rocky
shore, was heard. Soon the fog lifted a little, and a white line
of breakers was seen on almost every side. When the familiar
landmarks were recognized, it was found that we were almost -
at the entrance of the harbour.

Yarmouth is one of the most enterprising towns in the
Province, and for its size, it is claimed, the greatest ship-owning
port in the world. Its population in 1887 was 7,000. Its
shipmasters owned twelve steamers, fifty-two ships, forty-three
barques, eleven brigs and one hundred and nine schooners,
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.an aggregate of two hundred and twenty-seven- vessels, with a -

carrying capacity of 120,394 tons—a record.of which any
country might be proud. Almost alone it has constructed
the Western Counties’ Railway to Annapolis. Its schools,
banks, churches and public institutions are of conspicuous
excellence. -

Along this rugged coast that we have been describing, that
heroic pioneer explorer, Champlain, with his companions in

their puny vessels sailed, exploring every bay and island, as

-well as the New England shore. Champlain has left us a
minute and accurate account of the country, its products.and
people, illustrated with quaint drawings by his own hand.

This south-western part of the peninsula, especially the

Tusket Lakes, and the vast forests in the vicinity, is a very

paradise of sportsmen. Salmon streams, with picturesque water-
falls, abound, and the country is still the home of the moose
and cariboo deer, and the Government is taking proper precau-
tions to prevent their extermination.

An old moose-hunter thus discourses on this. noble sport:
“There are three modes of hunting the moose, termed stili-
hunting, fire-hunting, and calling. ' There was another mode
which legislation has in a great measure suppresséd, viz: the

wholesale slaughter of the unfortunate animals when the deep-
~ lying snows of a protracted winter had imprisoned them in their
yard, and rendered them only a too easy prey to the un-
principled butchers who slew them for their skins.

“To be successful in still-hunting, or creeping upon the
moose; necessitates the aid of a skilful Indian guide; very few,
if any, white men ever attain the marvellous precision with
which an Indian, to whom the pathless forest. is an open book
which he reads as he runs, will track to its death an animal so
exceedingly sensitive to the approach of man. This gift, or
instinet, seems born with the Indian, a.nd is practxsed from his
early childhood. :

“The finely modulated voice of the Indian is especially
adapted to imitate the different calls and eries of the denizens
of the forest, and with a trumpet of birch bark, he will imitate
-to the life the plaintive low of the cow-moose and the re-
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sponsive bellow of the bull. Early morning, twilight, or moon-
light are all favourable to this manner of hunting. The

‘

Saryon StreEAM, Nova Scoria,

Indian, having selected a favourable position for his purpose,
generally on the margin of a lake, heath, or bog, where he can
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. readily conceal himself, puts his birch trumpet to his mouth,
and gives the call of the cow-moose, in a manner so startling
and truthful that only the educated ear of an Indian could
detect the counterfeit. If the call is successful, presently the
responsive bull-moose is heard crashing through the forest,
uttering his blood-curdling bellow or roar, and rattling his
horns a.gamst the trees in cha.llenae to all rivals, as he comgg
to the death which awaits him. Should the imitation be .poor,
the bull will either not respond at all, or approach in a'stealthy
manner and retire on discovery of the cheat.. Moose-calling is
seldom attempted by white men, the gift of calling w1th suceess
‘being rare even among the Indians.

“TFire-hunting, or hunting by torchlight, is practised by
exhibiting a brxrrht light formed by burning bunches of birch
bark, in places known to be frequented by moose. The
brilliant light seems to fascinate the animals, and he will readily
approach within range of the rifle. The torch placed in the
bow of a canoe is also used as a lure on & lake or river, but is
attended with considerable danger, as a- wounded or enraged
moose will not unfrequently upset the canoe.

“The mode of hunting which generally prevails is that of
still-hunting, or creeping upon the moose, which is undoubtedly
‘the most sportsman-like way. Still-hunting can be practised
in September, and all through the early winter, months,, until

* poor animals. The months of September and October are
charming months for camping out, and the moose then are in
fine condition, and great skill and endurance are called for on
the part of the hunter The mGose possesses a vast amount of
pluck, and when once started on his long, swinging trot, his
legs seem tireless, and he will stride over boulders and .wind~
fa.lls at a pace which soon distances his pursuers, and, but for
the sagacity of the Indian guide in picking out the trail, would
almost always escape.

“The largest moose that I ever, saw mea.sured six feet and
nearly ﬁve inches at the withers, and from the withers to the
top of the skull, twenty-seven inches. The head measured two

the snow becomes so deep that it would be a sin to molegt, the -

feet and five inches from the mouffle to a point between the-

‘g
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ears, and nine inches between the eyes. The horns weighed
forty-five pounds, and measured four feet and three inches
from tine to tine at their widest part, and at the greatest
width the palmated parts measured thirteen inches. The horn,
at its junction with the skull, was eight inches in circumference.
The great length of his legs and prehensile lip are of much
benefit to the moose, and wonderfully adapted for his mode
of feeding, which consists in peeling the bark from, and

‘browsing upon, the branches and tender shoots of deciduous

trees. When the branches or tops of trees are beyond his
reach, he resorts to the process termed by hunters ‘ riding down

| ~ the tree,” by getting astride of it and bearing it down by the

weight of his body unml the coveted bmnches are within his
reach

“The senses of smelling and hearing are very acute, his long
ears are ever moving to and fro, intent to catch the. slightest
sound, and his wonderfully constructed nose carries the signal
of danger to bis brain, long before the unwary hunter has
the slightest idea that his presemce is suspected. When
alarmed, this ponderous animal moves away with the silence
of death, carefully avoiding all obstructions, and selecting the
moss-carpeted bogs and swales through which he thredds his
way with a persistence that often- sets at defiance all the arts
and endurance of even the practised Indian hunter.”

The fine engraving which accompanies this article axves a
graphic view of some of the magnificent moose and ca.mbou‘
deer of the forests of Nova 'Scotia, New Brunswick and British
Columbia. The broad snow-shoes and the toboggan-like sleigh
will be observed, also the big ass-like ears, and broad heavy
horns of the gigantic' moose; and the more slender and
branching horns of the caribou deer. The favourite time of
hunting them is in the deep snow of winter, when the hunter
on his snow-shoes can skim over the surface while the moose
breaks through. The moose has a habit of treading down the
snow within a certain area, called a moose-yard, till he has
eaten all the tender shoots of the trees, and then he moves on
to fresh fields and pastures new.

- Forty miles from Yarmouth is the old French “ Clare Settle-
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ment.” After the conquest of Canada, the Acadian exiles were

‘permitted to return to their native land, but finding their
former homes on the basin of Minas occupied by the English,
a number settled on St. Mary’s Bay. They grew eventually to
a community of four or five thousand souls. They .preserve
their own language and usages, and form probably the most
considerable Acadian settlement extant, the next being those
Louisiana Acadians of whom fable discourses so pleasantly.

Still stands the forest primeval ; but under the shade of its branches
Dwells another race, with other customs and language.

Only along the shores of the mournful and misty Atlantic

Linger a few Acadian peasants, whose fathers from exile

Wandered back to’their native land to die in its bosom.

In thie fishezman’s cot the wheel and the loom are still busy;
Maidens still wear their Norman caps and their kirtles of homespun,
And by the evening fire repeat Evangeline’s story, s
While from its rocky caverns the deep-voiced, neighbouring ocean
Speak§f ‘and in accents disconsolate answers the wail of the forest.

TRURO TO AMHERST.

I have left undescribed that part of Nova Scotia between -

Truro and Amherst; I therefore return to briefly recount its
more striking features.

I arrived at Truro Junction in a pourmrr rain, and was in

doubt whether to go on by the night-train, or to stop over in
- hope of having fairer weather to visit Fort Cumberland and
Sackville. I sallied out therefore to look for a barometer. I
found one in a doctor’s office, and, though it was still pouring,
as the top of the column of mercury was somewhat convex, I
concluded to stay. Next day it was still raining heavily, but
my faith in science was confirmed by the fine weather signal on
the train. Sure enough, in an hour or two we came out of the
rain belt, and had bright sunshine.

The railroad for some distance west of Truro traverses the
-Cobequid Mountains, low rounded hills about a thousand feet
high. The scenery is picturesque, and the outlook over the
vast Wallace Valley is extremely grand and impressive. At the
Folly River is a substantial viaduct, six hundred feet long
and eighty-two feet high, and many deep cuttings give evidence
of the labour expended in the construction of the road.
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At Springhill station one may take the Cumberland Railway
to Parrsboro’, one of the most charming summer resorts of Nova.

ForLy Viapugr,

Scotia. A few miles farther on, the main line brmgs one to
the pleasant town of Amherst. Its prevailing aspect is one of
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neatness and thrift, and there are evidences of large manu-
facturing industries. © Nearly every window seemed filled with
flowers, even those of the Roman Catholic churech. - The
Methodist church is a very handsome one, the best in the place-
As it was a lovely day, I walked from Amherst to Sackville,
a distance of ten or eleven miles, stopping to explore the ruins
of Fort Lawrence and Fort Cumberland, formerly Fort Beau-
bassin and Fort Beaustjour, on the way. These grass-grown
ramparts, on the opposite sides of the Missiguash River, are
among the latest relics of the long conﬂxct between France and
Eno'la.nd for the Province of Acadm They were constructed
at t.hxs narrowest part of the isthmus connecting Nova Scotia
and the main land, and were the scene of much hard fighting.
It wasa pleasant walk through a Ruysdael-like Ia.ndscape——vast
meadows reclaimed from the sea, and protected by miles on S|
miles of dikes, constructed with enormous labour, to keep out
the tides. The outline of Fort Lawrence can with difficulty be
traced amid the fields and neat white buildings of a comfortable
farmstead. Three miles distant rise the clear-cut outlines of
Fort Cumberland—Beauseéjour, as the French called it—crown-
ing a somewhat bold eminence. Here for long years these forts
frowned defiance at each other, and not seldom exchanged
salutes, not of friendship, but of deadly hate. I walked across
the intervening valley on the Intercolonial Railway, whose iron
bridge spans the Missiguash, now, as then, the boundary line.
These tidal rivers have the habit of changing their direction in
an extraordinary mannér. - When the tlde is rising it rushes
violently up stream in a turbulent flood, sometimes accompanied
by a great “bore” or rolling wave, five or six feet high. At
low water a languid, slimy stream crawls sluggishly between
its muddy banks. You will often see good-sized vessels stranded
among the orchard trees, and lea.nmo' at all angles in their oozy
bed. But this very marsh mud, when diked and cultivated,
produces with apparently exbaustless fertility the richest Ccrops.
“Man scarcely begins to realize such productions of nature”
. says Mr. C. Murphy, “until he considers the practicability of
utilizing them. The early settlers were not slow in recognizing
the value of these marshes, and the feasibility of their acqui-
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66 TIDAL STREAMS.

sition by diking them. The currents, too, are considered,
studied and applied by the mariner, and made to subserve his
purpose in bearing him rapidly along with more unerring pre-
cision than the no less phenomenal trade winds.

“The fisherman also profits by the great height of the tide
which, during the flood, comes with its large shoals of such fish
as resort to the coast. These remain to feed until the return
or ebb tide falls somewhat, and are trapped within weirs of
wattles, that are made to run out past their line of retreat.
Large quantities of herring, cod and shad thus left dry at low
water, are carted to the smoke-houses, prepared and packed in
small cases and forwarded to the different markets.”
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PRINCE EDWARD ISLAND.

BEFORE I cross the Missiguash river, the boundary line

between Nova Scotia and New Brunswick, I must turn
for a few pages to the sister province of Prince Edward Island.
It is difficult to treat, systematically, the several provinces of
our vast Dominion, without certain interruptions of the con-
tinuity of the narrative. But it will be more convenient,
before we turn westward, to deseribe the islands of the Lower
Gulf, including also the great island of Newfoundland.

Prince Edward Island is the smallest of the Canadian Prov- -
inces, embracing an area of only 2133 square miles. But
what it lacks in extent it largely makes up in fertility. The
island is one hundred and thirty miles long, with an extreme
breadth of thirty-four miles; but its much-indented shore gives
it a great extent of coast line. The surface is low and undu-
lating ; the air soft and balmy, and much milder and less
foggy than the adjacent mainland. The scenery, while not
bold or striking, is marked by a rural picturesqueness, and is
often lighted by shimmering reaches of salt-water lagoons,
and far-stretching bays, clear and blue as those of the Medi-
terranean.

Prince Edward Island, known till 1798 as St. John’s Island
is supposed to have been discovered by Cabot in one of his
early voyages. For over two centuries it remained uncolo-
nized, save as a French fishing-station. When Acadia and New-
foundland were ceded to England by the treaty of Utrecht,
many of the French inhabitants removed to the fertile island-
of St. John. This population was still further increased, on :
the expulsion of the Acadians in 1755, by fugitives from that R
stern edict. By the treaty of 1763, St. John’s Island, with the
whole of Ca.nadi a.nd Ca.pe Breton, passed into the possession
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of the British. It continued to form part of the extensive
province of Nova Scotia $ill 1770. It was surveyed by Captain
Holland, and reported to contain 365,400 acres of land, all but
10,000 of which was fit for agriculture. _

In 1798, the name of the colony was changed, out of compli-
ment to Edward, Duke of Kent—afterwards father of Queen
Victoria—to Prince Edward Island. Among the most ener-
getic proprietors was the Earl of Selkirk, the founder of the
Red River Settlement, to be hereafter described. During the
early years of the century, he transferred not less than 4,000
hardy Highlanders, from his Scottish” estates, to this fertile
island, and contributed greatly to its agricultural development.
. The island is most readily.reached from the mainland, by
boat from Shediae to Summermde, or from Pictou to Charlotte-
town. Summerside is a pleasant town, with a population of
4,000, with a charming summer resort on an island command-
-ing a fine view of the Bedique shores and Northumberland
Stra.lt

Sailing eastward, the steamer passes through this strait at its
narrowest part—between Cape Traverse. and Cape Tormentine.
Here the mails and passengers are carried across by ice-boats
in winter, it being often found impracticable to keep a steamer
running through the thick and drifting ice. This unique mode -
of travel is thus deseribed by Mr. W. R. Reynolds:

“The distance to Cape Traverse is about nine miles, part
solid ice, part dnftmg ice, part water, and sometimes a great
deal of broken ice or ‘lolly” The “ice-boat’ is a strongly bmlt
water boat, in charge of trusty men who thoroughly understand
the difficult task tha.t is before them. To this boat straps are
attached, and each man, passengers included, has one slung over
him. So long as there is any foothold, all hands drag the boat
along, and when the water is reached they pull the boat in it
and get on board. In this way, sometimes up to the waist in
water, but safely held by the strap, pulling and hauling over
all kinds of places, the journey is accomplished. Sometimes,
when the conditions are good, the trip has less hardships than
when a large amount of loose ice is piled across the path; but
at any time the ‘ voyage’ is sufficiently full of novelty, excite-
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ment and exercise, to be remembered for many days. There is
nothing like it in the ordinary experience of a traveller. It is
an unique style of journeying, yet, so far, it is the only sure
method of communrication with the island in the winter season.”

Charlottetown, the capital of the island, with a population of
about 12,000, is situated on gently rising ground, fronting on a
capacious land-locked harbour. The streets, one hundred feet
" wide, are laid out in"regular rectangles. The most impusing
structure is the Colonial Building, constructed of Nova Scotia
freestone, at a cost of $85,000. The Legislative Council and
Assembly chambers are handsomely furnished. The Wesleyan
-College overlooks the city and harbour. It has ten instructors
and about three hundred students.
" The island is traversed from end to énd by a na.rrow-gauge
railway, constructed by the Dominion Government. Fertility
of soil, simplicity of manners, and thrift and industry of the
people, are the characteristics of the country. As a local poet
expresses it : '
' '*No land can boast more rich supply,

.That e’er was found beneath the sky ;

No purer streams have ever flowed,
Since Heaven that bounteous gift bestowed. . .

And herring, like a mighty host,
_ And cod and mackerel, crowd the coast.”

‘The railway traverses a fertile farming country—¢ a sort of
Acadia in which Shenstone might have delighted.” Among the -
principal‘stations, going west from Charlottetown, are Rustico,
a pleasant marine settlement; Summerside, already referred to;
Alberton, a prosperous village engaged in ship building and
fisheries; and Tignish, in the extreme northern point, an im-
portant fishing statioh. At Alberton were born the Gordons—
martyred missionaries of Erromanga, one of whom was killed
by the natives in 1861, and the other in 1872. At the eastern -
end of the island are Souris and Georgetown, termini of the
two branches of the railway. They are prosperous fishing and
shipping towns.

The Magdalen Islands, thlrteen in number ‘lie out in the
Gulf, fifty miles north of Prince Edward Island. The inhabi-
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tants are mostly Acadian fishermen, speaking French only.
The harbours, during the fishing season, are the rendezvous
of hundreds of sail engaged in the pursuit of the immense
schools of mackerel and cod, which swarm in the neighbouring
waters. The drift ice in the spring brings down myriads of
seals, of which, 6,000 have been taken in a fortnight, by seal
hunters going out from the shore. It is claimed that these
islands furnish the best lobster fishery in America.

Deadman’s Isle, an molated rock, takes its name from its
fancied resemblance to a corpse laid out for burial. While
passing this rock, in 1804, Tom Moore wrote the poem, of which
the ?ﬂowmg are the closing lines:

““There lieth a wreck on the dismal shore
Of cold and. pitiless Labrador,
Where, under the moon, upon mounta of frost,
Full many a mariner’s bones are tossed.

Yon owy bark hath been to that wreck,
And-the dim blue fire that lights her"deck
Doth play on as pale and livid a crew

As ever yet drank the churchyard dew.

To Deadman’s Isle in the eye of the blast,

To Deadman’s Isle she speeds her fast;

By skeleton shapes her sails are furled, -

And the hand that steers is not of this world.”

. In the month of August, 1873, a terrible storm swept over

these ‘waters, strewing with wrecks their rocky shores. Many
scores of vessels were lost, and hundreds of gallant fishermen
found a watery grave. The dreadful disaster is commemorated
in the following fine poem, by Edmund C. Stedman :

THE LORD’ S-DAY GALE.

In Gloucester port lie fishing craft,—

More staunch and trim were never seen:
They are sharp before and sheer abaft, ’
And true their lines the masts between.
Along the wharves of Gloucester town™

Their fares are lightly landed down,
And the laden flakes to sunward lean.
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And some must sail to the banks far north
And set their trawls for the hungry cod,—
In the ghostly fog creep back and forth
By shrouded paths no foot hath trod ;
Upon the crews the ice-winds blow,
The bitter aleet, the frozen snow,—
Their lives are in the hand of God !

The Grand Bank gathers in its dead,—
The deep sea-sand is their-winding-sheet;
Who does not George’s billows dread
That dash together the drifting fleet?
‘Who does not long to hear, in May, .
The pleasant wash of Saint Lawrence Bay,
The fairest ground where fishermen meet?

The Province craft with ours at morn
Are mingled when the vapours shift ;
All day, by breeze and current borne,
Across the bay the sailors drift:
With toll-and seine its wealth they win,—
The dappled silvery spoil come in
Fast as their hands can haul and lift.

Cape Breton and Edward Isle between,
In strait and gulf the schooners lay ;

The sea was all at peace, 1 ween,
The night before that August day;

‘Was never a Gloucester skipper there,

But thought erelong, with a right good fare,
To sail for home from Saint Lawrence Bay.

The east wind gath all unknown,—
A thick sea-cloud his course before;

He left by night the frozen zone
And smote the cliffs of Labrador;

He lashed the coasts on either hand,

And betwixt the Cape and Newfoundland
Into the Bay his armie; pour.

Ho caught our helpless cruisers there

As a gray wolf harries the huddling fold ;
A sleet—a darkness—filled the air,

A shuddering wave before it rolled :
That Lord’s-day morn it was a breeze,—
At noon, a blast that shook the seas,—

At night—a wind of Death took hold !

(48
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It leaped across the Breton bar,
A death-wind from the stormy east !
- It scarred the‘land, and whirled afar
The sheltering thatch of man and beast;
It mingled rick and roof and tree,
And like a besom swept the sea,’
And churned the waters into yeast.

From Saint Paul's light to Edward’s.Isle
A thousand craft it smote amain ;
And some against it strove the while,
And more to make a port were fain:
The mackerel-gulls flew screaming past,
And the stick that bent to the noonday blast
‘Was split by the sundown hurricane.

" Woe, woé to those whom the islands pen!

In vain they shun the double capes;
Cruel are the reefs of Magdalen ;

The wolf’s white fang what prey escapes? !
The Grindstone grinds the bones of some, :
And Coffin Isle is craped with foam ;—

On Deadman’s shore are fearful shapes!

O, what can live on the open sea, '

Or moored in port the gale outride?
The very craft that at anchorbe .

Are dragged along by the swollen tide!

The great storm wave came rolling west,
- And tossed the vessels on its crest:
The ancient bounds its might defied !

. The ebb to check it had no power;
The surf ran up to an untold height ;
It rose, nor yielded, hour by hour,
A night and day, a day and night;
Far up the seething shores it cast
The wreck of hull and spar and mast,
The stra.ngled crews,—-a woeful sight!

There were twenty and more of Breton sail
" Fast anchored on one mooring ground ;
Each lay within his neighbour’s hail,
When the thick of the tempest closed them round:
All sank at once in the gaping sea,— -
Somewhere on-the shoals. their corses be, - - - '
The féundered hulks, and the seamen drowned.
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On reef and bar our schooners drove
Before the wind, before the swell ;
By the steep sand-cliffs their ribs were stove,—
Long, long their crews the tale shall tell!
Of the Gloucester fleet are wrecks threescore;
Of the Province sail two hundred more
Were stranded in that tempest fell.

The bedtime bells in Gloucester town
- That Sabbath night rang soft and clear;
The sailors’ children laid them down,—
~ Dear Lord! their sweet prayers could’st Thou hear?
"Tis said that gently blew the winds;
The good wives, through the seaward blinds,
Looked down the Bay and had no fear.

New England! New England!
Thy ports their dauntless seamen mourn ;
The twin capes yearn for their return
Who never shall be thither borne;
Their orphans whisper as they meet;
The homes are dark in many a street,
And women move in weeds forlorn.

And wilt thou {ail, and dost thou fear?
Ah, no! though widows’ cheeks are pale,
The lads shall say: © Another year,
And we shall be of age to sail!’
And the mothers’ hearts shall fill with pride,
Though tears drop fast for them who died
When the flect waz wrecked in the Lord's-day gale.
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NEWFOUNDLAND.

EFORE turning .westward to the great provinees of
"Quebec and Ontario, I must give a sketch of the physi-
cal character, principal industries, and historic a.s.sociationé of
the vast island of Newfoundland. Though not yet a part of
the Dominion of Canada, it is not hkely that it will much
longer remain dissevered from political relations with the rest
_ of British North America. The present writer has not person-
ally visited Newfoundland, and is, therefore, dependent upon
the excellent ‘authorities cited for the account of it here given.
The physical aspect of this great mland is thus described by
the Rev. Dr, Carman:

Newfoundland is a vast, triangular island with a ba.se of
316 miles, and altitude of 317 miles. It has an area of 42,000
square miles, one-sixth larger than Ireland; two-thirds the
size of England and Wales together; and with a coast line of
2,000 miles ; having in its whole extent only 200,000 people
scattered and grouped along that coast line, and perhaps not
5,000 of them three miles from the sea. But how could there
be coast line of 2,000 miles on a triangle of the dimensions
given above? That line is gashed with great bays, broader
- than Lake Ontario, and half as long at places, nearly cutting
the island in twain, and embraced’ in huge, protruding arms of
rocky range that themselves, with all .the shore, are riven and
ploughed into a thousand less bays, and rough and rocky coves,
around which the fishermen have built their little houses, and
into the largest of which the merchants and traders have fol-
lowed them, and built up the villages and little towns.

Let us stand on ship-deck and look as the shore, and what we
see in one place we see in nearly all: rock, towering rock,

from 50 to 500 feet above the restless sea, bare and barren;
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mighty bulwarks against the northern main, battered and broken

_with iceberg; ploughed and ground with tempest and wave.

What less than such ramparts and citadels, whose massive
masonry was laid deep in subterranean chambers, and whose
walls were lifted and piled by the twin giants, earthquake and
voleano, could ever have withstood the rush of the tremendous
phalanxes of iceberg and avalanche poured upon these rugged
shores by the ice king of the Arctic domain, and the dash of
the fierce tempests upon the storm-scarred towers ? And these
grand harbours, of which the island has its scores, how utterly
indispensable they are, and how wonderfully they are formed :

“Take a port like that of St. John'’s, where you enter as in an
instant from the open sea betwixt two walls of precipitous
rock, hundreds of feet high, by a passage scarcely wide enough
for two vessels to pass, and come in a minute into a.long dnd
broad basin completely surrounded by equally lofty ranges of
rock, where a navy may ride in calm, deep sea, .in perfect
secufity.

Take another, like that at Trinity, where we enter by a chan-
nel not much wider, and come at once into a large, open bay,
surrounded by towering rocks as at St. John’s;and then may
press up into the land betwixt the precipitous hills on either
of two extensive arms of the sea, giving not only a safe retreat,
but actually a hiding-place for the navies of - na.tmns These
wonders abound, but there is not one too many or one too safe
when the storms of the Atlantic and the fogs a.nd currents and
ice come into the account.

Think of such a coast as this, with its lofty head bold and
bald to the sea ; its mountain and hill girt bays and coves; its

tempest-riven and wave-worn cliffs and precipices; with the

- people given to fishing, and the communication by water ten-

fold readier and easier than by land ; and how are you going to

build waggon roads and railroads? And what are you going
to do with them when you get them? But the enterprising

. Newfoundlanders are solving that very problem, difficult as it

. is. Not by a sectional or mumcxpal arrangement, but by the

concentration of the energies and resources of all the people in
the general Government they are gradually, by -well-built
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roads connecting the out-ports, inaccessible by land as they
have been, with the capital; and even invading the interior of
the island, which is a terra 1ncognita, and will yet be, in many

SigNAL StATION, ST, JomN’s HARBOUR.

respects, a new-found-land to the Newfoundlanders themselves.
The waggon-roads they have built are most of them excellent
to travel upon, as the bed is hard, and much of the rock 1s™
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easily triturated and cements naturally, making in a little while
a very smooth and solid way indeed. The road runs along the
shore, from harbour to harbour, connectmg the coves as nearly
as possible at their heads, and opening up to the traveller some
of the grandest mountain and -ocean scenery in the world.

ST. JOHN’S,

We are indebted -to the Rev. W. W. Percival for the fol]owmg
account of the entrance to the famous harbour of St. John's,
and of the city itself :

On every side a lofty, iron-bound coast presents itself to
view; the grim, hoary rocks seem to frown defiance to the
angry Atlantic. As the ship approaches nearer and mearer,

‘you think that surely she is only rushing on to her doom,
when suddenly the‘voyager sees a narrow opening in the rocky
. wall, as if by some mighty conyulsion of nature the rampart
had been rent asunder, and the sea had rushed in. Through
this narrow entrance he safely glides surrounded by & wall of
rock on either side, some five or six hundred feet in height. It
is xmpossxble to gaze upon those great cliffs of dark red sand-
stone, piled in huge masses on a foundation of gray slate-rock,
without experiencing a feeling of awe. On his right, surmount-
ing an almost perpendicular precipice five hundred and ten feet
above the level of the sea,’stands the “Block House” for
signalling vessels as they approach the harbour.” On his left,
the hill rises still higher by a hundred feet, and looks rugged and
broken. From the ba.se of this hill a rocky promontory juts out,
forming the entrance of the “ Narrows ” on one side, its summit
being crowned by Fort Amherst lighthouse. In former years
batteries, armed with formidable guns, rose one above another
amid the clefts of the rocks; but years ago the garnson was

” withdrawn, and the cannon removed.

The passage leading to-the harbour, commonly called the-
Narrows, is nea.rly half a mile in length, and it is not till about
two-thirds of it is passed that the city itself comes into view,
as at the termination of this channel, the harbour tends sud-
denly to the west, thus completely shutting out the swell of the
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ocean. Ten minutes after leaving the foam-crested billows of
the Atlantic, your ship is safely moored at the wharf, in a
perfectly land-locked harbour. Vessels of the largest tonnage
can enter at all times, for there is not more than four feet of
tide. The®Narrows, in the narrowest part, is about sixteen
hundred feet in width. The harbour is about half a mile in
length, and about half a mile in width. It is deep, having from
five to ten fathoms, and in the centre 31xteen fathoms of water.

Mr. Percival proceeds as follows to describe the capital: The
city occupies a commanding sité on the northern side of the
harbour. From the water’s edge the ground rises with a
gradual slope till the summit is reached, where there is a large
level space. Along the face of this slope the main streets run
~ east and west, bemg intersected ‘by others running up over the
hill north and south. Water Street, the principal business
avenue, runs parallel with the harbour the whole length of the
city. It presents a very substantial, if not a very artistic
appearance, the houses being mostly built of brick and stone.
Shops, stores, and mercantile counting-houses occupy the ground
floors, while many of the merchants and shopkeepers live in the
upper stories. A vast amount of business is transacted every
year in this street; perhaps there is not another in British
America that transacts more, for nearly the whole business of
the colony is done here.

The architectural appearance of the city, though nothing to be
proud of, has vastly improved during the past dozen years.
. Heretofore the custom too largely prevailed of many of the mer-
chants coming out to St. John’s simply to make money, and after
succeeding in doing so, returning to England or Scotland to
spend it lavishly in embellishing their homes. Only intending
~ to live here for a brief period, they ‘were not particular how they
lived, or where. . But this condition of things, we are thankful
to say, is rapidly becoming obsolete, and the result is seen in the
- marked architectural improvement of the city. Already, on the
summits overlooking the business part of the city, there are
houses of a very superior description, and ma.ny more are being
erected every summer. :

St. John’s, in former years, suffered terribly by fire. Twice
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the greater portion of it was laid in ashes. In 1816 a fire broke
out, which consumed $400,000 worth of property, leaving fifteen

hundred persons homeless and shelterless, amidst the biting“

frosts of February. Just as they were partially recovering
from the effects of this calamity another of the same kind, only
of still greater extent, occurred. On the morning of the
9th of June, 1846, another fire broke out in the western end of
the city, which swept everything before it, and before night
three-fourths of the wealthy and populous city were a smoking
mass of ruins. As the houses were then mostly built of wood,
and as a high wind prevailed at the time, the firebrands were
hurled far and wide: Toadd tothe terrors of the scene, while the
red tongues of flame were leaping from street to street, the huge

oil vats on the south side of the harbour took fite. Liquid fire .

now spread over the whole surface of the water, and ignited a
pamber of ships in the harbour, thus adding to the terrible
grandeur of the scene. Before the day ¢losed, twelve thousand

people were homeless, and property va.lued at $4,500,000 was -

destroyed.

Among the more prominent publicl bmldmors are the Govern-
ment House, the Colonial Building, Custom House, Athen®um
Hall, and several churches. Government House is a plain, sub-
stantial stone building, without architectural pretensions, but
spacious and comfortable. The Colonial Building is a large plain
structure, built of white limestone, imported direct from Cork,

though why it was necessary to send all the way there for it
~ wasalways a mystery to the writer. The Athenzum comprisesa
large public hall, reading-room,and library of well-selected books,
and several public offices. The most conspicuous of the churches
is the Roman cathedral. It occupies a commanding site on the
summit of the hill, on which the city is built. - It is in the form
of a vast Latin cross, with two lofty towers in front. The
Church of England cathedral will rank among the finest ecclesi-

"astical edifices in British America. The growth of Methodisin
~ has been rapid within the past few years, a.nd xt has-a number
of fine churches.

Any description of this ancient and loyal Colony would be
essentially incomplete were we to omit mention of the fisheries,
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as these constitute the grand staple industry of the island. In
this department Newfoundland is in advance of all other
countries. Her cod-fisheries are the most extensive in the world.
The cod-fishery has been prosecuted during the last three hun-
dred and seventy-five years; but notwithstanding the enormous
draughts every year, the fishing grounds show not the least sign
of exhaustion. When Sir Humphrey Gilbert took possession
of the island, in 1583, he found thirty-six ships in the harbour
of St. John’s engaged in fishing. All the other fisheries, includ-
ing seal, salmon, and herring, in the aggregate only amount
in value to about one-fifth of the cod-fishery.

~FISH-CURING.

The method of curing the cod-fish is thus deseribed in Messrs.
Harvey and Hatton’s admirable ‘History of Newfoundland :
When the fisherman’s boat, laden with the day’s catch, reaches
his stage—a rough-covered platform, projecting over the water
and supported on poles—the fish are flung one by one from the
boat to the floor of the stage, with an instrument resembling a
small pitchfork, and called a “pew.” The cod is now seized by
the “cut-throat,” armed with a sharp knife, who with one stroke
slits open the fish, and passes in to the “header.” This operator
first extracts the liver, which is dropped into a vessel at his side,
to be converted into cod-liver oil. He then wrenches off the
head, removes the viscera, which are thrown intq a vessel, to bé
~ preserved along with the head for the farmer, who, mixing them
with bog and earth thus forms an excellent fertlhzer The
tongues and sounds, or air-bladders, are also taken out, and when
pickled, make an excellent article of food. The fish now passes
to the “splitter,” who, placing it on its back, and holding it
open with his left hand, cuts along the backbone to the base of
the tail. The fish now lies open on the table;-and with a sharp
stroke of the knife the “splitter” severs the backbone, and
catching the end thus freed, severs it from the body. The
“salter” now takes hold of the fish, and havmg carefully washed
~ away every partwle of blood, he salts it in plles on-the floor of
- the fish-house. After remaining the proper length of time in
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84 FISH FLAKES.

salt, it is taken from the heap, washed, and carried to the “flake,”
where it is spread out to dry. The flake consists of a horizontal
framework of small poles, covered with spruce-boughs, and sup-
ported by upright poles, the air having free access beneath.
Here the cod are spread to bleach in the sun and air, and during
the process require constant attention. In damp or rainy
weather, or at the approach of night, they are piled in small

Fisg FLAKES.

heaps with the skin outward. When thoroughly dried they
have a whitish appearance, and are ‘then ready for storing.
To Messrs. Harvey and Hatton’s excellent book I am also
mdebted for the following graphic account of the seal-fishery:
- Next to the cod—ﬁshe"y, the most valuable of the Newfound-
land fisheries is that of the seal.  The average annual value at
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present of the seal-fishery is about $1,100,000, being about an
eighth part of the entire exports. The number of men em-
ployed is from 8,000 to 10,000. '

Beginning with a few nets, there followed the sealing-boats
and the little schooners, carrying each a dozen men, until the
industry was prosecuted with vessels of 200 or 230 tons, and
crews of forty or fifty men. At length, all-conquering steam
entered the field, and in 1863 the first steamer took part in this
fishery. Since then the number of steamers has rapidly in-
creased, and the number of sailing vessels has still more rapidly
diminished. The day is not very distant when this industry
will be carried on solely by powerful steamers. They are
strongly built, to stand the pressure of ice, and cleave their way
through the ice-fields, being stoutly timbered, sheathed with
iron-wood, and having iron-plated stems.

SEALING AND SEALS,

There is always great excitement connected with the seal-
fisheries. The perils and hardships to be encountered, the skill
and courage required in battling with the ice-giants, and the
possible rich prizes to be won, throw a romantic interest around
this adventure. Not the seal-hunters alone, but the whole popu-
lation, from the richest to the poorest, take a deep interest in
the fortunes of the hunt. It islike an army going out to do
‘battle for those who remain at home. In this case the enemies
to be encountered are the 1ceber«rs, the tempest, and the blind-
mg snow-storm A steamer will sometimes go out and return
in two or three weeks, laden to the gunwale, occa.smna.lly bring-
ing home as many as thirty or forty thousand seals, cach Wort.h
two and-a half or three dollars. The successful hunters are
welcomed with thundering cheers; like returning conquerors,
and are the heroes of the hour.

According to law, no sailing vessel can be cleared for the ice
before the first of March, a._ud no steamer before the 10th of
March ; a start in advaﬁce of ten days being thus accorded to
the vessels which depend on wind alone. As the time for start-
" ing approaches, the streets and wharves of the capital assume

i
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an appearance of bustle, which contrasts pleasantly with the
previous stagnation. The steamers and sailing vessels begin to
take in stores, and complete their repairs. Rough berths are
fitted up for the sealers; bags of biscuit, barrels of pork, and
other necessaries are stowed away; water, fuel, and ballast are
taken on board ; the sheathing of the ships, which has to stand
the grinding of the heavy Arctic ice, is carefully inspected. A
crowd of eager a.pphcants surrounds the shipping offices, power-
ful-looking men, in rough jackets and long boots, splashing
tobacco-Jmce over the white snow in all directions, and shoulder-
ing one another in their an\nety to get booked. The great
object is to secure a place on board one of the steamers, the
chances of success being considered much better than on board
the sailing vessels. The masters of the steamers are thus able
to make up their crews with picked men. Each steamer has
on board from one hundred and fifty to three hundred men, and
it would be difficult to find a more stalwart lot of fellows in
the Royal Navy itself. The steamers have an immense advane
tage over the sailing vessels. They can cleave their way through
the heavy ice-packs against the wind: they can double and
beat about in search of the “seal-patches;” and when the prey
is found, they can hold on to the ice-fields, while sailing vessels
~are liable to be driven off by a change of wind, and if beset
with ice are often powerless to escape. It is not to be won-
dered at'that steamers are rapidly superseding sailing vessels
in the seal-fishery. They can make two, and even three trips
to the ice-field during the season, and thus leave behind the
antiquated sealer dependent on the winds.

Before the introduction of steamers, one hundred and twentv
sailing-vessels, of from forty to two hundred tons, used to leave
the port of St. John’s alone for the seal-fishery. “ Now they are
reduced to some hulf-dozen, but from the more distant “out-
ports” numbers of small ‘sailing vessels still engage in this
special industry.

The young seals are born on the ice from the 10th to the
"25th of February, and as they grow rapidly, and yield a much
finer oil than the old ones, the object of the hunters is to reach
them in their babyhood while yet fed by their mothers’ milk,

v
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~ and while they are powerless to escape. So quickly do they
increase in bulk, that by the 28th of March they are in perfect
condition. By the 1st of April they begin to take to the water,
and can no longer be captured in the ordinary way. The great
Arctic current, fed by streams from the seas east of Greenland,
and from Baffin’s and Hudson’s Bays, bears on its bosom hun-
dreds of square miles of floating ice, which are carried past the
shores of Newfoundland, to find their destiny in the warm
waters of the Gulf Stream. Somewhere amid these floating
masses, the seals have brought forth their young, which remain

on the ice during the first period of their growth, for five or six’

weeks. The great aim of the hunters is to get among the hordes

of “ white-coats,” as the young harp seals are called, durmg this
period. 'For this purpose they go forth at the appointed time,

steering northward till they come in sight of those terrible icy

wildernesses, which, agitated by the swell of the Atlantie,

threaten destruction of all rash invaders. These hardy seal- .

hunters, however, who are accustomed to battle with the ﬂoes,
are quite at home among the bergs and crushmg ice-masses;
and where other mariners’ would: shrink away in terror, they
fearlessly dash into the tce wherever an opening presents itself,
in search of their prey. “

In the ice-fields the surface of the ocean is covered with a
glittering expanse of ice, dotted with towering bergs of every
shape and size, baving gleaming turrets, domes and spires. The
surface of the ice-field is rugged and broken, rushing frequently
into steep hillocks and ridges. The scene in which The
Ancient Mariner ”.found himself, is fully realized:

“And now there came both mist and snow,
- Andit grew ‘wondrous cold ;
~And ice, mast-high, came floating. by,
As green as emerald.
¢And through the drifts the snowy clifts

¥ . Did send a dismal sheen:

’ Nor shapes of men, nor beasts we ken—
The ice was all between.

¢The ice was here,TL the ice was there,
. The ice was all around ;
It cracked and growled, and roared and howled,
Like noises in a swound.”
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When a storm arises amid these icy solitudes the scene is
grand and awful, beyond all powers of description.

Considering all the perils, it is surprising how few fatal dis-

asters occur. During the seal hunt.of 1872, one hundred men
perished, fifty of these having gone down in a single vessel,
called the Huntsman, on the coast of Labrador. In the same
year, two steamers, the Bloodhound and Retriever, were crushed
by the ice and sank, but their crews, numbering nearly four
hundred men, managed to reach Battle Harbour, in Labrador,
over the ice, after enduring great-hardships.
- Happily these terrible storms are not frequent. For the inost
part the sea is at rest, and then the ice-fields present a strange
beauty of their own, which has a wonderful fascination. When
the sun is shining brightly, it is too dazzling, and its monotony
is wearisome. The moon, the stars, and the flickering Aurora,
are needed to reveal all its beauty.*

We shall now look into the equipment of a sealing steamer,
and then, in imagination, accompany her to the ice-fields, in

- order to form some idea of the hunt.

In the last week of February, the roads-leading from the
various out-ports of St. John’s, begin to be enliveneld by the
appearance of the sealers, or, as they are called in the vernacu-
lar, “ swilers,” their enterprise being designated “swile huntin’”
Each of them carries a bundle of spare clothing over his shoulder,
swinging%%;&g extremity of a pole six or seven feet in length,
which is called a “gaff,” and which serves as a bat or club to
strike the seal on the nose, where it is most vulnerable. The
same weapon serves as an ice-pole in leaping from “pan” to
«pan,” and is also used for dragging the skin and fat of the seal
over the fields and hummocks of ice to the side of the vessel.
To answer these various purposes, the “ gaff” is armed with an
iron hook at one end and bound with iron. Some of the men,

in addition, carry a long sealing-gun on their shoulders. These

~ are the “bow ” or “after gunners,” who are marksmen to shoot

" %*Mr. Harvey gives in his book a graphic engraving of a night scene
among the iccbergs, with the bright curtains of the northern Aurora waving

overhead.
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old séals or others that cannot be reached by the “gaff” The
outfit of the sealers is of the simplest description. Sealskin
boots, reaching to the knee, having a thick leather sole well
nailed, to enable them to walk over the ice, protect the feet;
coarse canvas jackets often showing the industry of a wife or-
mother, in the number of patches which adorn them, are worn
over warm woollen shirts and other inner clothing ; sealskin
caps, and tweed or moleskin trousers, with thick woollen mits,
complete the costume, which is more picturesque than hand-
some.

In the forecastle or other parts of each Shlp, rough berths are
constructed. The sealers have to furnish themselves with a straw
mattress and blanketing. The men are pa¢ked like herrings in

‘a barrel, and, as a rule, they never undyess during the voyage.

In the rare event of putting on a clean shirt, it goes over its
predecessor, without removing the latter—a method which saves
time and trouble, and is, besides, conducive to warmth. The
owner of the vessel supplies the provisions. In sailing vessels,

* half the proceeds of the voyage are divided as wages among

the men, but in steamers only a third is thus distributed. The
captain gets a. certain number of cents per seal. »
The food of the men is none of the daintiest, and no one who
is at all squeamish about what he “eats, drinks and avoids,”
need attempt to go “swile huntin’” The diet consists of bis-
cuit, pork, but.ter and tea, sweetened with molasses. On three
days of the week dinner consists of pork and «duff,” the latter
item consisting of flour and water, with a little fatty substance
intermixed “to lighten it.” When boiled it is almost as hard
as a cannon ball. - On the other four days of the week, all the
meals consist of tea, sweetened with molasses, and biscuit. Such
is the rough fare on which these hardy fellotws go through their
trying and laborious work. When, however, they fall in with
seals, their diet is improved. They cook the heart, liver, flip-
pers, and other parts, and feast on them ad libitum, and gener-
ally come ashore in excellent condition, though the odour that
attends them does not suggest the “ spicy breezes” which “blow
soft from Ceylon’s Isle.” The use of fresh seal meat is highly
conducive to health, and is the best preventive of scurvy. Very
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little sickness occurs among the men while leading this rough
life. They are often out for eight or ten weeks without seeing
land, and enduring the hardest toils. When seals are taken in
large quantities, the hold of the vessel is first filled, and then
the men willingly surrender their berths, which are packed full
of “white-coats.” In fact, every nook and corner is ¢rammed
with the precious fat; and the sealers sleep where they can—
in barrels on deck, on a layer of seals, or in the coal bunks. It
is marvellous to see men, after eight or ten weeks of such life,
leap ashore hearty and vigerous. Their outer garments are :
polished with seal fat, and it is advisable to keep. to windward '
of them till they have procured a change of clothing. i
The experiences of a sealing voyage are various, bemrr influ- '
enced by the ever-shifting condltlon of the ice, and the dlrectlon
of the winds. The grand aim of the sealers is to reach that |
portion of the ice which is the “ whelping-grounds ” of the seals, .
while yet the young are in their plump, oleaginous babyhood.
The position of this icy cradle is utterly uncertain, being de-
pendent on the movements of the ice,and the force of the winds
and waves. Ithas to be sought for amid vast ice-fields. At
times, in endeavouring to push her way through, the vessel is
caught in the heavy ice, and then the ice-saws are called into
requisition, to cut an opening to the nearest “lead ”. of clear
water, that she may work her way north. But the heavy Arc- : -
tic ice may close in under the pressure of a nor’-easter, and -
then no amount of steam-power can drive her through. . Howl- '
ing night closes in; bergs and floes are crashing all around, and
momentarily threatening her with destruction; the wind roars
through the shrouds, driving on its wings the arrowy sleet and
snow, sharp as needles, which only men of iron can stand.
Thus, locked in the embrace of the floe, the luckless vessel is
drifted helplessly hundreds of miles, till a favourable wind
loosens the icy prison walls. It is no uncommon occurrence for
a hundred vessels to be thus beset by heavy ice, through which
no passage can be forced. Some are “nipped,” some crushed to
atoms, and the men have to escape for their lives over the ice.
Others are carried into the great northern bays, or borne in the
heavy “pack ” up and down on the ocean for weeks, returning _
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to port “ clean "—that is, without a single seal. There are sea-
sons when the boldest and most skilful captains fail. At other
times, by a turn of good fortune, a vessel “strikes the seals” a
day or two after leaving port, and finds herself in the middle
of a “seal patch” sufficient to load the Great Eastern. The
whole ice for miles around is covered thick with the young
“white-coats,” and in a fortnight from the time of the depar-
ture, she returns to port, loaded to the gunwale, her very decks
being piled with the skins and fat of seals. i
When approaching such an El-Dorado as this, the excitement,
- on board may be imagined, as the welcome whimpering of the
young harp seals is heard. Their ery has a remarkable resem-
blance to the sobbing or whining of an infant in pain, which is
redoubled as the destroyers approach. Young hunters, who now
apply their gaffs - for the first time, are often almost overcome
by their baby lamentations. Compassion, however, is soon
gulped down. The vessel is “laid to,” the men eagerly bound
on the ice, and the work of destruction begins. - A blow on the
nose from the gaff; stuns or kills the young seal. Instantly the -
" sculping-knife is at work, the skin, with the fat adhering, is
detached, with amazing rapidity, from the carcass, which is left
-on the ice, while the fat and skin alone are carried off. This
process is called “sculping —a corruption, no doubt, of scalp-
 ing. The skin or pelt is generally about three feet long, and
two and a half feet wide, and weighs from thirty-five to fifty
pounds. Five or six pelts are reckoned a heavy load to drag
over rough or broken ice, sometimes for one or two miles. If
the ice is loose and open, the hunter has to “leap- from pan to
pan. ,
Faney two or three hundred men on a field of ice carrying on .
this work. Then what a picture the vessel presents as the pelts
are being piled on deck: to cool, previous to stowage below ! One
after another the hunters arrive with their loads, and snatch a
hasty moment to drink a bowl of tea, and eat a piece of biscuit
and butter. The poor mother seals, now cubless, are seen pop-
ping their heads up in the small lakes of water and holes among
the ice, anxiously looking for their young. -
So soon as the sailing vessel reaches port with her fat cargo,
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the skinners go to work and separate skin and fat. The former
are at once salted and stored for export to England, to be con-
verted into boots and shoes, harness, portmanteaus, ete. The
old method of manufacturing the fat was to throw it into huge
wooden vats, in which the pressure of its own weight, and the
heat of the sun, extracted the oil, which was drawn off and
barrelled for exportation. This was a tedious process. Latterly
steam has been employed to quicken the extraction of the oil.
By means of steam-driven machinery, the fat is now rapidly
cut up by revolving knives into minute pieces, then ground
finer in a sort of gigantic sausage-machine ; afterwards steamed

in a tank, which rapidly extracts the oil; and finally, before

" being barrelled, it is exposed for a time in glass-ecovered tanks
to the action of the sun’s rays. By this process, the work of
manufacturing, which formerly occupied two months, is com-
pleted in two -weeks. Not only so, but by the steam process,
the disagreeable smell of the oil is removed, the quahty im-
proved, and the quantity increased.

The refuse is sold to the farmers, who mix it with bog and
earth, which converts it into a highly fertilizing compost. The
average value of a ton of seal-oil is about a hundred and forty

dollars. The skin of a young harp seal is worth from ninety’

to one hundred cents. The greater part of the oil is sent to
Britain, where it is largely used in lighthouses and mines, and
for lubricating machinery. It is also used in the manufacture
of the finer kinds of soap.

The maternal instinet appears to be pecuha.rly strong in the
female seal, and the tenderness with which the mothers watch
over their young offspring, is most touchinig. When the young
seals are cubbed on the ice, the mothers remain in the neigh-
bourhood, going off each morning to fish, and returning at

intervals to give them suck. It is an extraordinary fact that -

the -old seals manage to keep holes in the ice open, and to pre-
vent them freezing over in order that they may reach the water.
- On returning from a fishing excursion, extending over fifty or
a hundred miles, each mother seal manages to find the hole by
" which she took her departure, and to discover her own snow-
white cub, which she proceeds to fondle and suckle. This is
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certainly one of the most remarkable achievements of animal

instinet. The young “ white-coats” are scattered in myriads -

over the ice-field. During the absence of the mother, the field
of ice has shifted its position, perhaps many miles, being borne
on the current. Yet each mother seal is able to find her own
hole, and to pick out her own cub from the immense herd with
unerring aceuracy. It is quite touching to witness their signs
of distress and grief when they return and find only a skinless
carcass, instead of their whimpering little ones.

Just as the eagle “stirs up her young,” and encourages them
to use their wings, so, it Is said, the mother seals tumble their
babies into the water and give them swimming lessons. When
they are in danger from “rafting” ice, or fragments of floes
dashed about by the wind and likely to crush them, the self-
sacrificing affection of the mothers leads them to brave all
~ dangers, and they are seen helping their young to places of
. safety in the unbroken ice, sometimes clasping them in their

fore-flippers, and swimming with them, or pushing them for-
ward with their noses.

At the end of six weeks, the young shed their white woolly
robe, which has a yellowish or golden lustre, and a smooth,
spotted skin appears, having a rough, darkish fur. They have
now ceased to be “ white-coats,” and become “ragged-jackets.”

- The milk on which they are sustained is-of a thick, ereamy con-
sistency, very rich and nutritious. While the mothers are thus
guarding -and suckling their young, the males take the oppor-
tunity of enjoying themselves, and are seen sporting about in
the open pools of water. The old male harps appear to be in-
different about their young. The male hood seal, on the other
hand, assists his mate in her maternal guardianship, and will
fight courageously in defence of her and the young.

In the seas around Newfoundland and Labrador there are
four species of seals—the bay seal, the harp, the hood, and the
square- flipper. The bay seal is local in its habits, does not

" migrate, but frequents the mouths of rivers and harbours around
the coast, and is never found on the ice. ' It is frequently taken
in. nets, but, commercially, is of small importance. The harp
seal—par excellence, the seal of commerce—is so called from
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having a broad curved line of connected dark spots proceeding
from (,ach shoulder, and meeting on the back above the tail,
and forming a figure something hke an’ancient harp. The old
harp seals alone have this ﬁgunng, and not till their second
year. :

The hood seal is much larger than the harp. The male, called
by the hunters “the dog-hood,” is distinguished from the female
by a singular hood or bag of flesh on his nose. When attacked
or alarmed, he inflates this hood so as to cover the face and eyes,
and it is strong enough to resist seal shot. It is impassible to
kill one of \bhese creatures when his sensitive nose is thus pro-
tected, even with a sealing-gun, so long as his head or his tail -
is toward you; and the only way is by shooting him on the
side of the head, and a little behind it, so as to strike him in
the neck, or the base of the skull. )

The square flipper seal is the fourth kind, and is believed to
be identical with the great Greenland seal. It is from twelve
to sixteen feet in length. By far the greatest * catch” is made
among the young harps, though some seasons great numbers of
young hocds are also taken.

At a time when all other Northern countries are idle and
locked in icy fetters, here is an industry that can be plied by
the fishermen of Newfoundland, and by which, in a couple of
months, a million (and, at times, a million. and a half) of dollars
are won. It is over early in May, so that it does not interfere
with the summer cod-fishery, nor with the cultivation of the
soil. This, of course, greatly enhances its value.* '

* ¢¢The seal-fishery,” writes the Rev. Mr. Percival, for some time Meth-
odist minister at St. John’ s, Newfoundland, ‘‘ farnishes us with not a few
illustrations of that firm adhesion to Christian principle which it is impos-
sible, for even the worldly, to gaze upon without admiration. Many of these
stalwart and grim-looking ‘swilers’ have, in our churches, sat at the blessed
feet of the ‘Master,” and learnt lessons from Him. These Christian
principles are often severely tested. For instance, I knew of a case this’
spring (and not a few such cases occur every spring), when a Christian cap-
tain was out at the ice after Seals. On a bright and beautiful Sabbath
morning, he struck one of those El-Dorados ; hundreds of thousands of-seals
surrounded his ship. Other crews about him were busily engaged in taking
them, and his men were impatient a.lso to begin the work of death. Before
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" Newfoundland possesses apother considerable source of at-
traction to a certain class of immigrants, and especially to
capitalists, in the shape of its vast mineral deposits. Beyond
all question, portions of the island are rich in valuable minerals.
These mines are principally situated in Notre Dame Bay, and
the ore is shipped directly to Swansea. Six or seven mines
have been in operation. According to the testimony of geolo-
gists, the mineral lands exceed five thousand square miles. Up
to 1879, the Tilt Cove mine yielded 50,000 tons of copper ore,
valued at $1,572,154 ; and nickel, worth $32,740. A few miles
from Tilt’s Cove, another mine was opened in 1875, at Betts’
Cove. By 1879, this latter mine exported 125,556 tons of ore,
valued at $2,982,836... The cut on page 98 shows the busy
scene at the harbour of Betts’ Cove, a rich mining region.
Magnetic iron ore has been found, though not as yet in large
masses ; while lead ore has been found in workable quantities.
Coal has also been found in pretty extensive beds. Gypsum is
found in immense developments. Marbles, too, of almost every
shade of colour, occur in various parts of the island; while

granite, of the finest quality, building stone, whetstones, lime--

stones, and roofing-slate, are in ample profuswn

The town of Placentia is situated at the head of a magm-
ficent harbour. The fisheries of cod, herring, and salmon, are
unsurpassed, and the scenery is grandly picturesque. The
town possesses considerable historic interest, having been
founded by the French in 1660. Notre Dame, Bonavista,
Trinity, Conception, Fortune, and many another ample bay,
indents the hospitable coast of Newfoundland.

the close of day, he might have loaded his ship with some $60,000 worth of
seals, but he was firm %o his Christian principles, and not one seal was taken
by himior any of his crew on the Sabbath day. During the following night a
strong breeze sprang up, and when Monday morning dawned there was
not a seal to be seen anywhere. That same captain returned to port with
eighty seals, and yet the brave man said, ‘I would do the same thing

again next year, sir!” Such illustrations of. toral heroism the ice-fields

oft present, and every one of them is a sermon of greater eloquence and
power than ever came from the lips of John the Golden—mouthed. ?
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98 TRAVEL IN NEWFOUNDLAND.

The chief facilities for travel on the island is thus described
by Dr. Carman.

The railway starts at St. John’s, and runs around Conception
Bay, the first of the great bays that gash into the eastern coast
of the island; followed, as it is in order, as you go northward

Berrd’ Cove, NoTRE DAME Bay, NEWFOUNDLAND.

by Trinity Bay, Bonavista Bay, Notre Dame, or Green Bay,
and White Bay. Placentia Bay, on the south, almost meets
Trinity on the north and east, nearly cutting off the south-
eastern section for another island. The railway runs west from
the capital, climbing hills and dodging lakes and rocks, twelve
miles to Topsail, one of the prettiest bea.ches on the island, and
a fashionable watering place; then south, close along the shore,

.
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having a beautiful view of the bay on the one side, and the
rugged hLill, mountain and forest on the other, to Holyrood—a
cozy little place on the slopes and among the rocks in the littie
cove at the head of the bay; therrturning here, due north, and
climbing the mountain by a great sweep of engineéring skili,

PLACENTIA. 4

through wildest, grandest scenery of rocky head and quiet cove,
. beetling cliff and yawning gulf, it reaches the wilder plateau
of forest and lake on which i$ threads its serpentine way, amid
ledges and lagoons, past many coves, to Harbour Grace, its
‘present terminus; making the distance from St. John's fully
double what it is across the Point and then across the Bay.
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100 ATLANTIC CABLE.

Harbour Grace is the second city of Newfoundland, with a
population of seven thousand, on Conception Bay. It has
a fine Roman Catholic cathedral and convent. Carbonear,
three miles distant, has two thousand inbabitants, and Method-
ist and Catholic schools. Fifteen miles across the rugged
peninsula is Heart’s Content, on Trinity Bay, a town of nine
hundred inhabitants, amid magnificent scenery. It is best
known to the outside world as the western terminus of the old
Atlantic telegraph cable, the subject of Whittier’s fine hymn:

THE ATLANTIC TELEGRAPH CABLE.

O lonely Bay of Trinity,
Ye bosky shores untrod,

Lean breathless to the white-lipped sea,
And hear the voice of God!

From world to world His couriers fly,
Thought-winged and shod with fire;
The angel of His stormy sky
Rides down the sunken wire.

‘What saith the herald of the Lord?
The world’s long strife is done;

Close wedded by that mystic cord,
The continents are one. .

And one in heart, ag one in blood,
Shall all the people be;

The hahds of human brotherhood
Are clasped beneath the sea. -

Through Orient seas, o’er Afric’s plain,
And Asian mountains borne,

The vigour of the northern brain
Shall nerve the world outworn.

From clime $o clime, from shore {o shore,
Shall thrill the magic thread;

The new Prometheus steals once more
The fire that wakes the dead.

Throb on, strong pulse of thunder! beat
From answering beach to beach;
_ Fuse nations in thy kindly heat,
And melt the chains of each!

a
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Wild terror of the sky above,
Glide tamed and dumb below!
Bear gently, Ocean’s carrier dove,

Thy errands £5 and fro.

Weave on. swift shuttle of the Lord,
Beneath the deep so far, ‘

The bridal robe of Earth’s accord,
The funeral shroud of war!

For lo! the fall of Ocean’s wall,
. Space mocked, and Time outrun;
And round the world the thought of each
It is the thought of one!

The poles unite, the zones agree,
The tongues of striving cease;
_As on the Sea of Galilee
The Christ is whispering, Peace!

The other prineipal “out-ports ” of Newfoundland—all the
ports except St. John's are so named—are on the east coast.
Bonavista, an old maritime town of some three thousand inhabi-
tents; Catalina, with five hundred inhabitants; Greenspond,

. with one thousand inhabitants, on an island so rocky that the

soil for gardens is brought from the mainland; Fogo, an”

important port of entry, amid magnificent scenery—*“a western
Zgean Sea filled with a multitude of isles;” Twillingate, with

& population of three thousand, situated on two islands, con-
nected by a bridge—noted for its fine breed of almost amphi-
bious Newfoundland dogs; Betts’ Cove and Tilt's Cove, in
Notre Dame Bay—fawmous for copper and nickel mines.

On the south coast are Placentia, once strongly fortified;
Burin, the finest harbour in Newfoundland, with two thousand
inhabitants ; Burgeo, the most - important port on the west
shore ; Rose Blanche, in a rocky fiord, and, near by, the Dead
Islands—Les Isles atdx Morts—so called from the many wrecks
which have bestrewn their iron coasts. '

The French shore is an immense sweep of deeply indenfed

coast, from Cape Ray around the whole north-west and northern
part of the island to Cape St. John, a distance of four hundred
miles. 15 includes the richest valleys and fairest soils of New-
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102 - THE FRENCH SHORE.

foundland. It js ne&rly exempt from fogs, borders on the most
prolific fishing grounds, and is called the “Garden of Newfound-
land.”" By the treaties of 1713, 1763, and 1783, the French
received the right to catch and cure fish, and to erect huts and

stages along this entire coast,—a concession of which they have

availed themselves to the fullest extent. There are several

‘B'ritish colonies along the shore, but they live without law or

magistrates, since the Home Government believes that such
appointments would be against the spirit of the treaties with
France (which practically neutralized the coast).

Itis destitute of roads, and has only one short and infrequent
mail-packet route. The only settlements are a few widely
scattered fishing-villages, inhabited by a rude and hardy class
of mariners; and no form of local government has ever been
established on any part of the shore.

Off the south shore are the islands of St. Pierre and Miquelon,
the sole possessions of France of all her once vast territories in

‘the New World. The town of St. Pierre, says Mr. Sweetson, is

guarded by about fifty French soldiers, whose presence is
necessary to keep the multitudes of fearless and pugnacious
sailors from incessant rioting. The street, during the spring
and fall, is crowded with many thousands of hardy fishermen,
arrayed in the quaint costumes of their native shores—Normans,
Bretons, Basques, Provincials, and New-Englanders—all active
and alert; while the implements of the fisheries are seen on
every side. There 1s usually one or more French frigates in
the harbour, looking after the vast fisheries, which employ
15,000 sailors of France, own 1,000 sail, and return 30 000,000

- francs worth of fish. -

The Grand Banks of Newfoundland are about ﬁft;y miles
east of Cape Race. They consist of vast sandbanks, on which
the water is from thirty to sixty fathoms deep, and are
strewn with shells. Here are found innumerable cod-fish,
generally occupying the shallower waters over the sandy

bottoms, and feeding on the shoals of smaller fish below. Im-’

mense fleets are engaged in the fisheries here, and it is estimated
that over 100,000 men are dependent on this industry.




“ISLES OF DEMONS.” io3

¢Far off by stormy Labrador--
Far off the banks of Newfoundland,
‘Where the angry seas incessant roar,
And foggy mists their wings expand,
The fishing-schooners, black and low,
For weary months sail to and fro.”

In the Strait of Belle Isle are situated the lonely islands

of Belle Isle and Quirpon, of which weird legends are recorded.
They were called the Isles of Demons, and the ancient maps
represent them as covered with “devils rampant, with wings,
horns, and tails.” These were said to be fascinating but mali-
cious, and André Thevet exorcised them from a band of
stricken Indians by repeating a part of the Gospel of St.
John. The mariners feared to land on these haunted shores,
and “when they passed this way, they heard in the air, on

the tops, and about the masts, a great clamour of men’s voices,
Y 2 o

confused and inarticulate, such as you may hear from the
crowd at a fair or market-place; whereupon they well knew
that the Isle of Demons was not far off.”

This desolate island has now a lonely lighthouse—type of
many such amid those stormy seas. The following description
will apply, with little modification, t6 scores of such solitary
yet beneficent structures.

On its southern point is a lonely lighthouse, four hundred
and seventy feet above the sea, sustaining a fixed white hcrht
which is visible for twenty-eight miles. - During the dense and
blinding snow-storms that often sweep over the strait, a cannon
is fired at regular intervals; and large deposits of provisions
are kept here for the use of shipwrecked mariners. Between
December 15th and April Ist there is no light exhibited, for
these northern seas are then deserted, save for a few daring
seal-hunters. There is but one point where the island can be
approached, which is one and a half miles from the lighthouse,
and here the- stores are landed. There is not a tree, or even
s -bush on the island, and coal is impdrted from Quebec to
warm the house of the keeper—who, though visited but twice
a year, is happy and contented. The path from the landing
is cut through the moss-covered rock, and leads up a long and
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104 NEWFOUNDLAND IN HISTORY. -

steep ascent. Hundreds of icebergs may sometimes be seen
hence, moving in stately procession up the strait:

Newfoundland was one of the first discovered portions of the
New World, having been visited by Cabot in 1497, and named
Prima Vista—hence the English designation of Newfoundland.
The rich fisheries of the Grand. Banks were soon visited by
hardy Breton, Basque and Norman fishermen. The name of
Cape Breton, found on some of the oldest ‘maps, is & memorial
of those early voyages. After the discoveries of the rich har-
vest of the sea, which might be thus gathered, these valuable
fisheries were never abandoned. .As early as 1517, no less than
fifty French, Spanish and Portuguese vessels were engaged in
this industry. The spoils of the ocean from the fisheries of the
New World formed an agreeable addition to the scanty Lenten
fare of/the Roman Catholic countries of Europe.

In 1622, Lord Baltimore organized on the south and east

“coast of the island the Provmce of Avalon, but soon forsook it

for the more genial climate and more fertile soil of Maryland.
Even previous to this time the jurisdiction of the coast was
given to a British officer, Captain Whitburn—the first of those
“fishing admirals,” as they were called—who “ governed the
island from their vessel’s deck.”

The appointment of those admirals was worthy of the infa-
mous Star Chamber, whence they originated. The law enacted
that the master of the first ship arriving at the fisheries from
England should be admiral of the harbour in which he cast
anchor, and that the masters of the second and third following
vessels were to be vice-admiral and rear-admiral respectively,
These admirals were empowered to “settle all disputes among
the fishermen, and enforce due attention to certain Acts of .
Parliament.” In their judicial character they would decide
cases according to their caprice ; frequently over a bottle of rum.
As a class, these masters of fishilig vessels were rude and i ignor-
ant men, and utterly unfit to act in the capacity of _]udcres Yet
this iniquitous system continued for nearly one hundred years,
when the Home Government was induced to send out a Gover-
nor with a commission, to establish some form of civil govern-
ment. Captain Henry Osborne, of H.M.S. Squirrel, was the
first constituted Governor of the island, 1728.
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= ) LABRADOR.

< As this bleak coast belongs in large part to Newfoundland,

"we give here a brief notice abridged from the authorities cited
in Osgood’s admirable guide-book to the Maritime Provinces,
This vast region extends through ten degrees of latitude, and
more of longitude—a region larger than the whole of France,
Belgium and Switzerland.

The land is covered with low mountains, and barren plateaus,
on which are vast plains of moss, interspersed with rocks and
boulders. There are no forests, and the inland region is dotted
with lakes and swamps. The rivers and lakes swarm with
fish, and the whole coast is famous for its valuable fisheries of
cod and salmon. At least one thousand decked vessels are
engaged in the Labrador fisheries, and other fleets are devoted
to the pursuit of seals. The commercial establishments here
are connected with the great firms of England and the Channel
Islands. The Esquimaux population is steadily dwmdhnw away,
and probably consist of four thousand souls. | '

“The coast of Labrador,” says the Rev. S. Noble, “is the

_edge of a vast solitude of rocky hills, split and blasted by the
frost and beaten by the waves. of the Atlantic, for unknown
ages. Every form into which rocks can be washed and broken
is visible along its almost interminable shores.

“Itis agreat and terrible wilderness of a thousand miles, and
lonesome to the very wild animals and birds. Left to the still
visitation of the light from the sun, moon, and stars, and the
auroral fires, it is only fit to look upon, and then be given over
to its primeval solitariness. But for the living things of its
waters—the cod, the salmon, and the seal—which bring thou-
sands of adventurous fishermen and traders to its bleak shores,
Labrador would be as desolate as Greenland.”

The following spirited verses by Whittier descrlbe the adven-
turous life of the hardy “toilers of the sea” who, during the
fishing season, make populous those else lonely shores:

““Wild are the waves which lash the reefs along St. George’s bank ;

Cold on the coast of Labrador the fog lies white and dank;

Through storm, and wave, and blinding mist, stout are the hearts whichman
. The fishing-smacks of Marblehead, the sea-boats of Cape Ann.
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106 ANTICOSTI.

The cold north light and wintry sun glare on their icy forms,

Bent grimly o’er their straining lines, or wrestling with the storms;
Free as the winds they drive before, rough as the waves they roam,
They laugh to scorn the slaver’s threat against their rocky home.

Now, brothers, for the icebergs of frozen Labrador,

Floating spectral in the moonshine along the low black shore!
Where like snow the ganunet’s feathers on Brador’s rocks are shed,
And the noisy murr are flying, like black scuds, overhead ;

Where in mist the rock is hiding, and the sharp reef lurks below,

And the white squall lurks in summer, and the autumn tempests blow;
Where, through gray and rolling vapour, from evening until morn,

A thousand boats are hailing, horn answering unto horn.”

ANTICOSTI."

Though Anticosti belongs to Quebec, we may give it a para-
graph here. Itis a very large island, one hundred and eighteen
miles lonw and thirty-one wide. “The Anticosti La.nd Com-
pany,” says Mr. Sweetser, “ have designed to found here a new
Prince Edward Island, covering these peat-plains with pros-
perous farms. The enterprise has, as yet, met with but a
limited success. Anticosti has some woodlands, but it is for the
most part covered with black peaty bogs and ponds, with broad
lagoons near the sea. .The bogs resemble those of Ireland, and
the forests are composed of low and stunted trees. - The shores
are lined with great piles of driftwood .and the fragments of
wrecks. The Government has established supply huts along
the shores since the -terrible wreck of the Granicus, on the
south-east’ point, when the crew reached the shore, but could
find nothing to eat, and were obliged to devour each other.
None were sa,ved ?

The following is the, terrible character given the island by
Eliot Wa.rburton : “The dangerous, desola.te shores of Anticosti,
rich in wrecks, accursed in human suffering, this hideous
wilderness has been the grave of hundreds; by the slowest and
ghastliest of deaths they died—starvation. Washed ashore
from maimed and sinking ships, saved to destruction, they drag
their chilled and battered limbs up the rough rocks; for a

Q




ANTICOSTT 107

moment, warm with hope, they look around with eager, strajn.
ing eyes for shelter—and there is none; the failing sight
darkens on hill ang forest, forest and hill, and bla.ck-despa,ir.
Hours and days waste out the lamp of life, until ag length the

withered skeletons have only strength to die.”
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NEW BRUNSWICK.

HE Province of New Brunswick contains: an area of
27,105 square miles. It is a little larger than Holland

and Belgium, and about two-thirds the size of Great Britain.
Its four hundred miles of coast is indented by commodious and
numerous harbours, and it is intersected in every direction by
large navigable rivers. The country is generally undulating.
During the last fifty years over six thousand vessels have been
built in this province; it is claimed to have more miles of rail-
way, in proportion to its population, than any country in the

world.  According to the records of the British army, its.

climate is one of unsurpassed salubrity. The fisheries, both of
the Atlantic and the Gulf ports, are of incalculable value, and
give employment to many thousands of hardy mariners. The
lumber industry is carried on on a vast scale on all the rivers,
and reaches, says a competent authority, the value of $4,000,000
a year.

I resume my personal reminiscences at the Missiguash River,
the boundary line between Nova Scotia and New Brunswick,
on the eastern and western banks of which respectively are
situated the ruins of Fort Lawrence and Fort Cumberland.

FORT CUWIBERLAND

Crossing the river I climbed up the steep slope of Fort Cum-
berland, over masses of half-buried squared stones, once form-
ing part of the strong defences. A great crumbling breach in
the ramparts gave unimpeded entrance to a well-constructed
star-shaped fort, whose bastions and curtains were still in a
state of remarkably good preservation, and all were turfed
with softest velvet, and in the mellow afternoon light gleamed
like emerald. Crim-visaged war had smoothed his.rugged front,
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110 FORT CUMBERLAND.

and the prospect was one of idyllic peace. I paced the ramparts
and gazed upon a scene of rarest beauty. The white-walled
houses and gleaming spires of Amherst and Sackville were about
equidistant on either side. In the foreground were fields
of yellowing grain, and stretching to the landward horizon was
the vast expanse of the deep green Tantramar and Missiguash
marshes—not less, it is said, than 50,000 fertile acres. Look-
ing seaward the eye travels many a league down the blue
waters of the Cumberland Basin. One solitary schooner was
beating up against the wind; and nearer land the white sails of
a few fishing-boats gleamed like the wingé of sea-birds seeking

shore. A peculiarity of these marshes was, that they had no - -
dwelling-houses ; but scores on scores of barns were dotted”

over thelr surface, from which many hundred carloads of hay.
are shipped every year.

Within the enclosure was a large and dilapidated old wooden
building, apparently once used as officers’ quarters. Beside it
was zmother which had completely collapsed, like a house of
cards. I crawled into the old casemates and bomb-proofs,
built of large squared stones. Some of these were nearly filled
with erumbling débris. In others the arched roofs, seven bricks

_in thlckness was studded with stalactites from the dr1p of over

a hundred years.

At one side of the fort was a large stone powder magazine.
It was about thirty feet square, with walls about four feet
thick. The arched roof, of solid stone, was of immense thick-
ness, and was overgrown with weeds. It seemed actually more
solid than the century-defyinb Baths of Caracalla at Rome.
Yet the arch was falling in, the walls were cracked as if by
earthquake, and a great hole yawned in the roof. It was
struck, I learned, a few years ago by lightning. A very large
well was near, but an air of. disuse a.nd utter desolation rested
upon everything.

SACKVILLE TO ST. JOEN.

It was a pleasant walk through shaded roads, and along the

" dike side, to the fine old collegiate town of Sackville. One

of the most interesting features of the town is the group of
buildings of the Mount Allison University and Academies.
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The Centenary Memorial Hall is a perfect architectural gem,
both within and without; and the view from the roof of the
Ladies’ Academy, of the college campus and groups of build-
ings and their environments is one of never-to-be-forgotten
beauty. I much regret that I could not accept the kind
invitation of Professor Burwash to visit the Joggin's Shore,
where there is probably the finest geological exposure in the
world. In the cliffs, which vary from 130 to 400 feet in height,
may be seen a most remarkable series of coal beds, with their

intervening strata. Eighty-one successive seams of coal have.

been fcund, seventy-one of which have been exposed in the sea
cliffs. Sir William Dawson estimates the thickness of the en-
tire carboniferous series as exceeding three miles. Numerous
fossil trees have been found standing at right angles to the
plane of stratification in these coal measures. One trunk was
twenty-five feet high and four feet in diameter.

The isthmus connecting Nova Scotia and New Brunswick is
only about fourteen mﬂes at its narrowest part, and a canal
- from Au Lae, near Sackville, to Baie Verte, or perhaps a ship-
railway, would save, :in some cases, a navigation of some
hundreds of miles around the peninsula.

The great Tantramar Marsh extends for many a mile its
level floor, like a vast smooth bowling green. The home of
innumerable water fowl, and changing hue with the changes of
the seasons, it is not without its beautiful and poetic aspects,
which have been vividly caught ahd sketched by Prof. Roberts,
in the following lines of photovraphlc fidelity -

Skirting the sunbright uplands stretches a riband of meadow,
Shorn of the labouring grass, bulwarked well from the sea,
Fenced on its seaward border with long clay dikes from the turbid
Surge and flow of the tides vexing the Westmoreland shores.
Yonder, toward the left, lie broad the Westmoreland marshes,—
Miles on miles they exténd, level, and grassy, and dim,

Clear from the long red sweep of flats to the sky in.the distance,
Save for the outlying heights, green-rampired Cumberland Point;
Miles on miles outrolled, and the river-channels divide them,—
Miles on miles of green, barred by the hurtling gusts.

Miles on miles beyond the tawny bay is Minudie.
There are the low blue hills ; villages gleam at their feet,
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112 MONCTON.

Nearer a white sail shines across the water, and nearer

Still are the slim, gray masts of fishing boats dry on the flats.
Ah, how well I remember those wide red flats, above tide-mark
Pale with scurf of the salt, seamed and baked in the sun !

Well I remember the piles of blocks and ropes, and the net-reels
Wound with the beaded nets, dripping and dark from the sea !

. :
Proceeding westward from Sackville; eleven miles, one passes

Dorchester, a pretty town on a rising slope ; its most conspicu-
ous feature being its picturesque-looking penitentiary. The .

scenery is of a bolder character as we ascend the right bank of
the Memramcook River, traversing a prosperous farming region,
occupied by over a thousand Acadla.n peasants. It is hke a bit’
of Lower Canada. Across the river is a large Roman Catholic
college, and near it is a handsome stone church. Intherailway
car a priest was diligently reading his breviary, and s young girl
without the least self-consciousness was singing a Catholic hyrn.

At Painsec Junction, passengers for Prince Edward Island
change cars for Shediac, and Point Du Chéne, pleasant villages
on Northumberland Strait.

- The train soon reaches the prosperous town of Moncton the

‘head-quarters of the Intercolonial Railway. It has a popula-

tion of about seven thousand, and gives abundant evidence of
life and energy. The central offices of the railway present a
very imposing appearance. The town is situated at the head

of navigation of the-Petitcodiac River, and affords an oppor-,

tunity to see the grea.t “bore” or, tide-wave, for which the
place is famous. When the tide is out, there is only a vast
sloping mud bank on either side. At the beginning of flood-
tide, a wave of water from four to six feet high comes rolling

.up the river, and within six hours the stream rxses to sixty or

seventy feet.
At Moncton, the St. John branch of the Intercolonial bears off”

at a right angle from the main line, to the chief city of the
province. is a ride of three hours, through pleasant but not.
striking scenery

At Salisbury, connection is made with the Albert Raulway io
Hillsboro’ and Hopewell, on the lower Petitcodiac. We' soon
enter the famous Sussex Va,lle_y, & beautiful fa,rmmo country.

w
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The long upland slopes, flooded with the mellow afternoon »
light, formed a very pleasant picture. From Hampton, a :
“branch railway runs to ‘Quaco, a favourite sea-side resort,
where the red sandstone cliffs rise abruptly three hundred and
fifty feet from the water, commanding a noble view. Continu-
ing on the main line, we soon strike the Kennebecasis River—
the scene of -many a famous sculling match—the hills rising on
either side in romantic beauty. The approach to the city of
St. John is exceedingly picturesque. Rich meadows, elegant

villas, and bold hills meet the eye on every side. I never before | o

saw such stacks of hay. I was told the crop reached four tons

to the acre.
ST. JOHN.

The most striking ap- !
proach to St. John, how- ;
ever, is-from the sea. ;
Partridge Island guards "
the entrance to the har- .
bour, like a stern and
rocky warder. We pass
close to the left, the
remarkable beacon light
shown in our engraving.
At low tide this is an
exceedingly picturesque ’ ;
object. Its broad base
is heavily mantled with o
Bracos LicaT, Sr. JouNy HARBOUR, finppmg sea weed, and . i
a1 Low TioE. . its tremendous mass i
o gives one a vivid idea A
of the height and force of the Bay of Fundy tides. Con-
spicuous to the left, is the Martello Tower, on Carleton : i
Heights, and in front, the many-hilled city of St. John :
Sloping steeply up from the water, it occupies a miost com-
manding position, and its terraced streets appear to remark-
able advantage. It looks somewhal, says the author of
“Baddeck,” in his exaggerated vein, as though i} would slide
8
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New BRUNSWICK.

St. Joun,

NOBLE SIGHT. 115

off the steep hillside, if the houses were not well mortised into
the solid rock. It is apparently built on-as many hills as Rome,
and each of them seems to be crowned with a graceful spire.
Situated at the mouth of one of the largest rivers on the
continent, the chief point of export and import, and the great
distributing centre for a prosperous province, it cannot fail to
be a gieat city. It is indeed beautiful for situation. Seated
like a queen upon her rocky throne, it commands a prospect of
rarely equalled magnificence and loveliness. Its ships are on
all the seas, and it is destined by Nature to be, and indeed is
now, one of the great ports of the world. The huge wharves,
rendered necessary by the high tides, and the vessels left
stranded in the mud by their ebb, are a novel spectacle to an
inlander. )
There are few more graceful sights than a large square-
rigged vessel, swaying, swan-like, in the breeze, and gliding on

her destined way before a favouring breeze. Small wonder

that Charles Dibbin’s sea-songs stir the pulses of the veriest
landsman with a longing for the sea. It must be the old Norse
blood of our viking ancestors that responds to the spell.

Since the great fire -of 1877, which swept over two hundred
acres, and destroyed over sixteen hundred houses, its street
architecture has been greatly improved. Stately blocks of brick

- and-stone have taken the place of the former wooden strue-

tures.

Many -of the new buildings are splendid specimens of archi-
tecture. The Custom House is one of which any city might be
proud. The Post Office, the churches, and numerous other
buildings, ya‘ohc and _private, cannot fail fo evoke admiration.
The city is naturally Weﬁ adapted to show its :mudmfrs 0 the
bes aava,ntage, with its streets wide, straight, and erossing
each other ab right angles. A closer inspection does not
lissipate the first favourable impression, and St. John is voted
a city of noble possibilities ‘and delightful surroundings. '

Tne new. Methodist, Anglican, and Presbyterian churches

are beautiful stone structures, that would do eredit to any city.
The Centenary Church has a noble open roof, and the elaboraie
Sracery of the windows is all in stome. The stained glass.in
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1167 TIDE-FALL.

the windows is very fine. It is situated on the highest ground
in the city, and when its magnificent spire is erected will be the
most conspicuous object in this city of churches.

St. John is essentially a maritime city. Its wharves are
always in demand for shipping, and vast quantities of lumber,
etc., are annually exported to other countries. It is, indeed,
the fourth among the shipping ports of the world, and St. John

ships are found in every part of the seas of both hemispheres.

TiMBER SHIP, LEAVING ST. JOHN.

Before the introduction of steam, its clipper ships had a fame
second to none, and voyages were made of which the tales are
proudly told even unto this day.

‘The great tide-fall gives curious effects when the tlde is out;
the Wha,rves rise so high above the water-level, and the light-
houses look so gaunt and weird standing upon mammoth
spindle-shanks, or the lofty ribs of their foundations bared to
the cruel air with tags of sea-weed futtering from their erevices.
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118  OLD FORT.
It is decidedly odd to see the carts drawn down to the market
slip, at low tide, between the stranded market boats that rest
upon their oosy beds.
In the environs of St. John there are several charming
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b drives. - From the Mananoganish Road (the “ Mahogany ” road, -
¥ as it is often called), to.reach which you have to -cross the

Suspension Bridge, a curious effect is to be experienced. The
Mananoganish runs along the narrow strip of land between the
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river and the sea, near the river’s mouth ; and on one side of the
road the St. John, rolling almost at your feet, affords some
lovely glimpses of river scenery, while on the other side of the
road, also at your feet, the Bay of Fundy, with its cliffs and
islands and glistening sails, form a striking seascape with the
lines of the Nova Scotia coast visible forty miles away. This
is one of the most pleasant drives in the country. Returning,
the important suburb of Carleton, which lies across the harbour,

may be visited, and one may see the ruins of Fort La Tour.

Houses are built on this historic ground, and they are not by
any means imposing in their character; slabs and sawdust are
numerous, and the air is at times pervaded with a decided odour
of fish. Such is Fort La Tour to-day ; such is the place where
lived and died “the first and greatest of Acadian heroines—a
woman whose name is as proudly enshrined in the history of
this land as that of any sceptered queen in European story.”

The Marsh Road is also a favourite drive, on which one may
go along to Rothsay, on the brow of the bank of the Kenne-
becasis. If one wants to get a comprehensive view of all this
neighbourhood, let him climb the heights of .Portland or of
Carleton; but my selection as a viewing-point would be the old
dismantled fort behind the exhibition building, where, from
the carriage of a King George cannon, you -can gaze on city
or bay.

The drives over the rocky hills in the vicinity of St. John

give$ land and sea views of surpassing grandeur. One of the .

ﬁnest of these drives is that to the Suspenswn and Cantilever
Bridges. These bridges, which combine an airy grace and rigid
strength, cross a rocky gorge, only 450 feet wide, at a hemht
of a hundred feet above Iow-water, into which the wide waters
of the St. John are compressed.

The Suspension Bridge was constructed through the energy of
one man, William K. Reynolds Few besides the projector had
any faith in the undertaking, and he therefore assumed the
whole finanecial and other responsibility, not a dollar being paid
by the shareholders until the bridge was opened to the public.
In 1875 the bridge was purchased from the shareholders by
the Provincial Government, and is now a free highway. It is
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120 FINE BRIDGES.

most impressive to look down upon the swirling, eddying tides, -
flecked with snowy foam, and still more so to descend to the
water side, and view the surging current, and, high in air, the
graceful bridges. At low tide there is here a fall in the river
of about fifteen feet. At a certain stage of the tide, and for a
short time only, vessels may sail up or down over these falls,
‘and rafts, with risky navigation, can be floated into the har-
bour. That these seething eddies are not without dan-
ger was shown by the wreck of a good-sized vessel which lay
on her beam ends as we passed.

Tre St. Jouy RIver at Low TiDE.

It is curious that in the immediate vicinity of the two.most
remarkable suspension bridges in Canada—those at St. John
and at the Falls of Niagara—have been erected cantilever rail-.
way bridges; thus bringing into strong contrast the varying
principles of these two modes of bridge construction. The
main span of the cantilever bridge over the St. John is 825
feet. It was opened in 1885, and gives direct communication
between the New Brunswick railway system and the vast
system of the United States.
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One of the finest marine views is that from the quaint, old,
feudal-looking Martello tower, on the summit of the highest
hill, on the Carleton
side of the harbour.
It gives a complete
bird’s-eye view of
the shipping, and on
the seaward side the
broad Bay of Fundy,
and in the distance
the blue shores of
Nova Secotia, with

MagrTELLO TOWEE. - the deep gap at the

entrance to the An-

napolis Basin, known as the Digby Gut. I never realized be-
fore the force of Tennyson’s fine line— ‘

¢The wrinkled sea beneath him crawled,”

till I stood here and watched the broad expanse of wind-swept,
wave-marked water; every gust and flaw leaving its mark
upon the mobile surface. :

. " HISTORIC MEMORIES.

TaE historic associations of St.” John are of fascinating in-
terest. Its settlement dates back to the stormy conflict for
jurisdiction and trading rights of D’Aulnay and La Tour, in
the old Acadian days. The story of La Tour and his heroic
wife is one of the most interesting in the annals of the colonies,
The legend is one of the bits of history in which.St. John takes
special pride. Every one knows the story—how Madame, wife

“of Charles St. Etienne de la Tour, one of the lords of Acadia,
under the French king, held that fort when it was attacked by
the rival lord of Acadia, D’Aulnay Charnizay, while her hus-
band was absent seeking help from the Puritans of Massachu-
setts; and how she held it so well and bravely that she re-
pulsed the besieger until the treachery of one of her garrison, a
Swiss, placed her in D’Aulnay’s hands; and how all her garrison,
but the Swiss, were put to death; and how Madame herself died,
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122 . U E. LOYALISTS.

- from grief a;nd ill-treatment, in nine days, before her husband

could arrive to her succour. -

The real founding of the present city dates from the close of
the war of the American Revolution. Liberal provision was
made in the British Colonies for the reception of the U. E.
Loyalist refugees from the United States, and large land-grants
were allotted them. Considerable numbers came to Halifax,
Annapolis, Port Roseway (Shelburne), and other points. The
main body, however, settled near the St. John and Kenne-
becassis rivers. On the 18th of May, 1783, the ships bearing
these exiles for conscience’ sake, arrived at the mouth of the
St. John. Here they resolved to found a new Troy, t0 hew out
for themselves new homes in the wilderness. The prospect
was not a flattering one. The site of the present noble city of
St. John was a forest of pines and spruces, surrounded by a
dreary marsh. The blackened ruins of the old French fort,
together with a block-house, and a few houses and stores, met
their gaze. Before the summer was over, a population of five
thousand persons was settled in the vicinity.

Tothe new settlement the name of Parrtown was given, in
honour of the energetic Governor of Nova Scotia. Soon the
Loyalists claimed representation in the Assembly of Nova
Scotia. This the Governor opposed, as his instructions pro-
hibited the increase of representatives. The settlers on the St
John urged that their territory should be set apart as a separate
province, with its own representative institutions. They had
powerful friends in England, and the division was accordingly
made. The Province of New Brunswick was created, and
named in honour of the reigning dynasty of Great Britain, 1784.

In 1785, Parrtown became incorporated as the city of St.
John. It was thus the first, and, for many years the only,
incorporated city in British North America. The first session
of the House of Assembly was held in St. John in 1786, but
two years later, the seat of government was transferred to
Fredericton, eighty-five miles up the St. John River, as being
more central to the province, and in order to secure immunity
from hostile attack and from the factious or corrupting in-
fluence of the more populous commercial metropolis St. John.

voreerer O
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THE ST. JOHN RIVER.

The River St. John is navigable for steamers of large size
for eighty-five miles from the sea to Fredericton. Above
Fredericton smaller steamers ply to Woodstock, about seventy
miles farther; and when the water is high, make occasional
trips to Tobique, a farther distance of fifty miles; sometimes
reaching Grand Forks, a distance of two hundred and twenty
miles from the sea, with a break at the Grand Falls. This
noble. river, with its branches, furnishes 1,300 miles. of
navigable waters. At Fredericton it is larger than the Hudson
at Albany. It floats immense quantities of timber to the sea,
some of which is cut within sound of the guns of Quebec.

There can be nothing finer than the short trip up the river
from St. John on one of the day-boats that ply to Fredericton.
You embark at Indiantown, above the rapids, and sail out into
the stream, moving past a high overhanging cliff, fir-crowned,
with limekilns nestling snugly on little beaches at its base.
There is a keen breeze, cool even when the thermometer is in
the nineties in the city. The boat is lively with a mixed com-
pany of passengers, bound for any landing stage or station be-
tween Indiantown and Grand Falls, or even Edmunston—for
the river is a favourite route, as far as it is available—to all
points in the neighbouring interior.

The St. John is a lordly river, almost as fine in scenic effect °

as either the Hudson or the Rhine. It winds among its some-
times high, sometimes undulating, banks, through scenes of
majestic beauty. The land is mostly densely wooded, the foliage
of pine and larch and fir and maple waving gently in the breeze,

and everywhere the predominant pine and fir strongly mark-
ing the Canadian contour of the forests. Peaceful banks they

are, with here and there a quiet homestead reposing among
_ their curves, and here and there a rustic-looking lighthouse out
on a point, warning of shallows.

Fredericton, the capital, is pleasantly situated on the left
bank of the St. John. Its wide, elm-shaded streets, its large
and imposing Methodist chureh, its beautiful Christ Church
cathedral, its low rambling Parliament buildings, its sub-
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stantial free-stone University, commanding a beautiful out-

" look of the winding river—these are a pleasant memory

i to the present writer. In company with the late Lieutenant
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Governor Wilmot—one of the most brilliant orators and
‘ statesmen New Brunswick ever produced—I visited the
many places of interest in the city, and was hospitably en-
tertained in his elegant home. Of scarce less interest was the
drive to Marysville, on the right bank of the river, the seat of
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the great mills of Mr. Gibson, the “lumber king” of New
Brunswick. The octagonal Methodist church, beautifully
grained, carved, frescoed and gilt, with stained glass lantern
and windows—an exquisite architectural gem—is the free gift
of Mr. Gibson to the Methodist denomination. The com-
fortable homes erected for his workmen, and the high moral
tone of the village make this an ideal community.

It was a beautiful day in August, 1887, on which I made the
trip over the New Brunswick Railway from St. John to the
Grand Falls, a distance of one hundred and seventy miles. The
first part of the journey, after leaving the river, leads through
a dreary and monotonous region. The route vie McAdam
Junction traverses a- succession of dead or dying forests,
occasional clearings bristling with stumps, and stretches of fire-
swept trees. On reaching Woodstock, however, the change
was like one from Purgatory to Paradise. Bold wooded bluff,
fertile fields of yellowing grain, and apple-laden orchards
delighted the eye and mind. The ride from Woodstock onward
was one of ideal loveliness. In the first place, for most of the way
the train was on the right side of the river, that is the side facing
the sun.. It makes a vast difference whether one looks at a
landscape in direct or reflected light. In the former case the sun’s
rays light up the grass and foliage with a vivid, living green.
In the latter case everythmo is of a much more subdued and
dull colour.

_ The views across the winding river, dimpling and sparkling

- in long and shining reaches, with a noble back-ground of slop-
ing uplands, fertile fields, and comfortable-looking farmsteads,
presented a picture long to live in the memory. Woodstock,
Florenceville, and Tobique are pleasant towns upon the noble
river, with many lesser villages and hamlets. On we wound

_on a shelf so high up on the river bank that we could in places
follow its windings for miles, crossing lofty trestles and catch-
ing brief ghmpses of narrow glens between the hills, of quaint
httle mills and sequestered nooks where, through the loop-
holes of retreat, one might undlsturbed behold the busy world
go by.
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126 THE GRAND FALLS.

GRAND FALLS OF THE ST. JOHN.

As one approaches the Grand Falls the country becomes
wilder and more rugged and more sterile. Here,in what I thought
would be a sort of Ultima Thule of civilization, I found a com-
fortable hotel with electric bells and all the modern improve-
ments. The Grand Falls far surpassed in size and sublimity
anything that I had anticipated. There is below the Falls a wild
and lonely gorge, worn during the long, slow ages by the
remorseless tooth of the cataract. It seemed as solitary as .
some never-before-visited ravine of the primeval world. Here
I found great “pot-holes,” which I estimated roughly at forty
feet deep and twelve feet across, worn by the pounding and
scouring of big boulders under the action of the torrent. Sel-
dom have I seen such contorted, folded, twisted, tortured strata,
rising in places in buttressed cliffs from one hundred to two
hundred and forty feet high. The lines of cleavage were very
marked, and the resultant disintegration gave the rock the ap-
pearance of remarkable cyclopean architecture.

Just below there was a huge log-jam which must await
the next freshet before it could be released. Every now and
then another bruised and battered log would go sweeping down .
the arrowy rapids, writhing like a drowning man in his death-
struggle. The pines and spruces and shivering aspens clung to
the rocky wall and peered over the top of the cliff, whilst the
thunder of waters seemed to make the solid rock to reel, and
& rich saffron sunset filled the sky. In this gorge the darkness
rapidly deepened, and a feeling of desolation, almost of terror,
made me glad to get away.

The view of the Falls themselves, from the graceful suspen-
sion bridge thrown across their very front, was almost more
impressive. Pale and spectral, like a sheeted ghost in the
gathering darkness, they gleamed ; and all night I could hear,
when I woke, their faint voice calling from afar. I have
before me a photograph of a great log-jam which took place
here & few years ago. The yawning gorge was filled up to the -
very top of the Fall, fifty-eight feet high,” and for a long dis-
tance, probably half a mile, below. The jam lasted a week, and
then was swept out in ten minutes with a rise of the waters.
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The railway gocs on to Edmunston, forty miles fartner,
through a country peopled chiefly by Acadian French. They
are mostly engaged in lumbering and in farming the fertile
“intervales ” by the river side. Every littie viilage has its
group of quaint, old houses, and its large Roman Catholic
church. The river is here the boundary line between New

Brunswick and Maine, and the Canadian and American villages .

face each other on 1ts vpposite banks. Few persons have any
. conception of the vast extent of forest on the headwaters
* of this great river—an extent seven times larger than that of
_ the famous Black Forest in Germany. It is about seventy

., Toiles from Edmunston to Riviere du Loup, through a wild and

rugged country, the very paradise of the devotees of the rod
and gun.

The ravenous saw mills in this pine wilderness are not unlike
the huge dragons that used in popular legend to lay waste the
country; and like dragons, they die when their prey, the lordly
~ pines, are all devoured Returning from the Grand Falls I had
~ to get up at 3.15 on a dark a.nd rainy morning to take the
« Flyma Bluenose ” ‘train avhich intercepts the F lying Yan-
kee” from Bangor, and reaches St. John about mid-after-
n0ooD.

Tourists in search of the picturesque should not fail to take the
trip from St. John to Passamaquoddy Bay and the Grand Manan
Island. The magnificent sea-worn, richly-coloured -cliffs of
Grand Manan rising abruptly to the height of from three hun-
dred to four hundred feet, are at once the rapture and despair of
the artist. The quaint border towns of St. Andrew’s and St
Stephen’s present many features of interest which well repay a
visit. St. Stephen’s, at the head of navigation on the St. Croix

River, is a thriving town of some six thousand inbabitants,

and-is connected by a covered bridge with Calais, ani American
town of similar size. The people have always preserved
international friendship, even during the war of 1812-14.

Still more striking in its picturesqueness of aspect is the bold
scenery—the great bays and towering headlands—of the.Gulf
coast.
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THE GULF COAST.

The great rivers on the Gulf coast are: the Miramiehi,
navigable for vessels of 1,000 tons for twenty-five miles from
its mouth, for schoorérs twenty miles farther, and above this
point it is farther navigable for sixty miles for tow-boats : and

TaE CLiFFs—GRAND MANAN.

the Restigouche, a noble river three miles wice
at its mouth-at the Bay of Chaleurs, and
navigable for large vessels for eighteen miles.
This river and tributaries drain about 4,000
- miles of territory, abounding in timber and
other valuable resources. ‘
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To reach this region we return to the main line of the Inter-
colonial Railway at Moncton. For some distance west of
Moncton the railway traverses an uninteresting country, cross-
ing the headwaters of the Richibucto River, at some distance
from the flourishing fishing villages and fine farming settle-
ments on the Gulf coast. At Newecastle it crosses the two
branches of the Miramichi, on elegant iron bridges, each over
1,200 feet long. On these bridges nearly $1,000,000 was spent,
much of it in seeking, in the deep water, foundations for the
massive piers. In any other country the Miramichi, flowing
two hundred miles from the interior, would be thought a large
river, but here it is only one among a number of such. Its
upper regions have never been fully explored. They are still
the haunt of the moose, caribou, deer, bear, wolf, fox, and
many kind of smaller game; while the streams abound in the
finest fish. . )

In 1825 the Miramiebi district was devastated by ome of
the most disastrous forest fires of which we have any record.
A long drought had parched the forest to tinder. For two
months not a drop of rain had fallen, and the streams were
shrunken to rivalets. Numerous fires had laid waste the
woods and farms, and filled the air with stifling smoke. The
Government House at Fredericton was burned. But a still
greater calamity was impending. On the 7th of October, a
storm of fame swept over the country for sixty miles—from
Miramichi to the Bay of Chaleurs, A pitchy darkness covered
the sky, lurid flames swept 6ver the earth, consuming the forest,
houses, barps; crops, and the towns of Newcastle and Douglas,
with several ships upon the stocks. Resistance was in vain
and escape almost impossible. The only hope of eluding- the
tornado of fire was to plunge into the rivers and marshes; and
t0 cower in the water or ooze till the waves of flame had passed.
The roar of the wind and fire, the crackling and crashing of
the pines, the bellowing of the terrified cattle, and the glare of
the conflagration were an assemblage of horrors sufficient to
appal the stoutest heart. hen that fatal night had passed,
the thriving towns, villages and farms over an area of Gve
thousand square miles were a charred and blackened desolation.

9
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136 “PBAY OF HEATS.”

A million dollars’ worth of accumulated property was con-
sumied, and the loss of timber was incalculable. One hundred
and sixty persons perished in the flames or in their efforts to
escape, and hundreds were maimed for life. The generous aid
of the sister provinces, and of Great Britain and the United
States, greatly mitigated the sufferings of the hapless inhabi-
tants, made homeless on the eve of a rigorous winter.

Bathurst is a pretty town on the Nepisiguit River, whose
rapids and falls, 140 feet high, are well worth a visit. The
shooting of saw-logs over the falls, is an exciting scene. A
large busmess is . done in shipping salmon on ice. The rail-
way now runs through a well-settled and beautiful country,
with a number of neat villages of French origin—Petite Roche,
Belledune, Jaquet River, a.nd others.

- BAY OF CHALEURS.

Soon we strike the magnificent Bay of Chaleurs—one of the
noblest havens and richest fishing grounds in the world—
ninety miles leng and from ﬁfteen to twenty-five miles wide.
I could not help thinking of that first recorded visit to this

~ lonely bay, three hundred and fifty years ago, when Jacques

Cartier, with his two small vessels, entered its broad expanse

X and found the change from the cold fogs of Newfoundland to the

genial 1 warmth of tlns sheltered bay so grateful that he gave it
the name of the Bay of Heats, which it bea.rs to this day. The
Indian name, however, “Bay of Fish,” was still more appro-
priate. These waters are yearly visited by great fleets of
American fishermed from Gloucester and Cape Cod. We in
‘the West have little idea of the value of the harvest of the sea
in those maritime provinces, where it is often the best, or, in-
deed, the only harvest the people gather. It was in these
waters that the misdeed of Skipper Ireson, commemorated as
follows by Whittier, found its scene:

5 _ “Small pity for him !—He sailed away
? From a leaking ship in Chaleur Bay,—
. Sailed away from a sinking wreck, -
With his own townspeople on her deck !
‘Lay by ! lay by !’ they cslled to him ;
Back he answered, ‘Sink or swim |
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Brag of your catch of fish again !’

And off he sailed through the fog and rain.
Old Floyd Ireson, for his hard heart,
Tarred and feathered and carried in a cart

By the women of Marblehead.

°*

¢ Fathoms deep in dark Chaleur

That wreck shall lie forevermore.

Mother and sister, wife and maid,

Looked from the rocks of Marblehead

Over the moaning and rainy sea,—

Looked for the coming that might not be !

What did the winds and the sea-birds say

Of the cruel captain that sailed away ?— -
Old Floyd Ireson, for his hard heart,
Tarred and feathered and carried in a cart

By the women of Marblehead.”

For many miles the railway runs close to the shore of this
noble bay, its blue waters sparkling in the sun,

And like the wings of the sea birds
Flash the white-caps of the sea.

Around the numerous fishing hamlets in the foreground lay
boats, nets, lobster-pots and the like; and out in the offing
gleamed the snowy sails of the fishing boats. A branch rail-
way runs down the bay to Dalhousie, a pleasant seaside town
backed by noble hills. Dalhousie is a convenient point of de-
parture if one wishes to visit the famous land of Gaspé, for
from it a steamer runs twice a week and calls at grand sporting
places on the way. If one has a taste to visit Anticosti, he will
- find packets at Gaspé to take him there, or should he desire to
see the quaint regions of the Magdalen Islands, he can easily get
there from Paspebiac. As the bay narrows into the estuary of
the Restigouche, the scenery becomes bolder and more majestic.
Lest I should be accused of exaggerating its grandeur, I quote
the opinions of two other tourists:

THE RESTIGOUCHE. v
“To the person approaching by steamer from the sea, is pre-
sented one of the most superb and fascinating panoramic views
in Canada. The whole region is mountainous, and almost pre-
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cipitous enough to be Alpine; but its grandeur is derived less -
from cliffs, chasms, and peaks, than from far-reaching sweeps

;. .of outline, and continually rising domes that mingle w1th the

clouds. On the Gaspé side precipitous cliffs of brlck red sand-
stone flank the shore, so lofty that they seem to cast their
gloomy shadows half-way across the bay, and yawning with
rifts and gullies, through which fretful torrents tumble into the
sea. Behind them the mountains rise and fall in long undula-
tions of ultramarine, and, towering above them all is the
famous peak of Tracadiegash flashing in the sunlight like a

pale blue amethyst.”

‘ The expanse of three miles.across the mouth of the Resti-
gouche, the dreamy Alpine land beyond, and the broad plain of
the Bay of Chaleur, present one of the most splendid and fasci-
nating panoramic prospects to be found on the continent of
America, and has alone rewarded us for the pilgrimage we have
made.” '

What a splendid panorama is enjoyed day by day by the oc-
cupants of the lonely farm-houses on the far hills looking over
the majestic bay.

Campbellton, an important ra,ﬂway and shipping pomt is
situated at the head of deep water navigation. The river is
here a mile wide, and at its busy mills N orwegia.n vessels were.
loading with deals for British ports. Its situation is most ro-
mantic. On every side rise noble forest-clad hills, with far-
receding glens and valleys, winding into the distance—like
the mountains of Wales, said my travelling companion. As1
went to church on Sunday night the scene was most impreééive
The solemn hills beguarded the town on every side, waiting as
if for the sun’s last benediction on their heads. The saffron sky
deepened in tone to golden and purple. Twilight shadows
filled the glens and mantled over sea and shore. I could not
help thinking, if you_ take the church spires and the religious
life they represent out of our Canadian villages what a blank

* you would leave behind. How sordid and poor and mean the

life and thought of the people would be. How narrow their
borizon, how merely animal their lives. ‘
" At Mission Point, across the river, is an Indian reservation,
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with a population of five hundrcd Micmacs, and a Roman
Catholic church. At Campbellton is one of the cosiest inns I
have seen, not pretentious, but clean and comfortable. From
the neat dining-room one may look out of the window into the
tide-water, ebbing and flowing beneath it, where the fresh sal-
mon on the table may have been disporting a few hours before.
One never knows the true taste of salmon till he eats it fresh
from the sea in these tide waters. It is better even than the
famous Fraser River salmon of British Columbia.

The Resti-
gouche is one of
the great sal-
mon streams of
the world, and
is a popular re-
sort, during the
season, of the
devotees of the
¢ gentle craft ™
from the chief
~ cities of Canada
- and the United
States. .

Before one
departs from
Campbellton he
should, if possi-
ble, climb Sugar
Loaf Mountain,
eight hundred
feet high, which
seems attrae-
tively near. The path is very steep and -rugged, but the view
from the summit well repays the effort. One can trace the
windings of the Restigouche up and down among the hills for
many miles. Here I saw the splendid spectacle of the approach
of a thunderstorm across the valley. The sun was shining
brilliantly everywhere except in' the track of the storm. It

Svcar Loar Mouxtaix, CameseLiToN, N.B.
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was grand to watch its-approach, but when it wrapped one
in its wet and cold embrace, it rather threw a damper over
the fun. The trees were soon dripping—and so was L. I got
down rather demoralized as to my clothes, but having laid up
a memory of delight as an abiding possession.

The Restigouche, from its mouth to its junetion with the
Metapedia, is the boundary line between New Brunswick and
Quebec. For over twenty miles above Campbellton we follow
its winding way between forest-clad hills. Before we cross the
border at Metapedia we will-pause for a general glance at the
great province on which we are about to enter.

[




A Sketch made by Ier Royal High-

ness the Princess Louise
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QUEBEC.

HIS province combines, in an unusual degree, magnificent
scenery, romantic interest, and thrilling historical asso-
ciations. It covers an area of 210,000 square miles, and is as
large as Norway, Holland, Portugal and Switzerland taken
together. The soil of much of this immense area is capable of
high cultivation, but a considerable portion of it is rocky and
infertile. In the cultivable regions the cereal grasses, root
crops, and many of the fruits of the temperate zones grow in
abundance and to perfection. In the southern parts of the
province Indian corn is a large. crop, and fully ripens. Toma-
toes grow in profusion, and ripen, as do also many varieties of -
grapes. Quebec has vast tracts of forest land and a very large
lumber trade. It is rich in minerals, including gold, silver,
copper, iron, plumbago, etc., and has, especially, immense deposits
of phosphate of lime, but it has no eoal. It has large deposits
of valuable peat. Its fisheries are of immense exfent, and
. are amongst the most valuable in the world.

The Province of Quebec is rich in minerals. Gold is found
in the district of Beauce and elsewhere. Copper abounds in
the Eastern Townships, and iron is found in many places.
Some very rich iron mines are being worked. Lead, silver,
platinum, zinc, ete, are found in abundance. The great deposits
of phosphate of lime, particularly in the Ottawa Valley, have
been already alluded  to.  These mines have been largely
worked, and large quantities of the phosphate have been ex-
ported. This mineral brings a high price in England, owing
to its high percentage of purity. -

We will examine in detail the different parts of the province,
and will now proceed on our journey up the Metapedia Valley.
The junction of this river with the Restigouche presents one of
the most attractive scenes in the province. A bridge a thou-

)
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sand feet long spans’ the larger river which we have been
following, commanding exquisite views both up and down.
Crossing this we enter the Province of Quebec.

THE METAPEDIA.

The Metapedia is said to be the finest salmon stream in the
world. At the railway station numerous sportsmen with their
hats wonderfully garnished with artificial flies, groups of
Indians and eanoes, aid abundance of fishing gear indicate the
principal industry, if such it can be called, of the place. Though
no sportsman, I could appreciate as well as the best of them the
delicious, firm, ﬁakey‘ salmon and sweet wild strawberries which
were served up to the hungry travellers in the dining hall.

MiLL STREAM, METAPEDIA, QUE.

A club of wealthy New Yorkers have built at Metapedia an
elegant club house, and hold a fishing lease on the river. I do
not profess to be an authority on fish stories, but it is officially
stated.that salmon of from forty to fifty pounds and trout of
seven pounds are not uncommon. At Mill Stream, two men in
a single day secured nearly two hundred and fifty pounds of
trout, each trout averaging four pounds in weight. On the
Causapscal, a tributary stream, the Princess Louise caught a
forty pound salmon. I confess to a greater enjoyment of the

‘romantic scenery than of the craft of fishing. Here the sense
of beauty finds full gratification. The word Metapedia means,
it is said, “musical waters,” and the river well deserves its name,
It ‘has.no less than two hundred and twenty-two rapids, great




.@.AH ~<_Qm~.~<,ﬁn.—~ﬁ‘ AHEL NO HINIHSI




140 LAKE METAPEDIA.

and small, “now swift and deep, now gently rippling over beds of
shining gravel and golden sand.” For over fifty miles we follow
its winding course, through green valleys as solitary almost,
save for the passing train, as those of a primeval world. The
botrdering hills are not very high nor bold, but they present an
ever-varying and pleasing outline. Acres on acres of purple
bloom, with here and there patches of golden rod, fill the.
valleys, and the ever present pine and spruce and aspens
clothe the shaggy slopes.
Lake Metapedia, the fountain-
.. head of the river which bears the
same name, is thus described :—“ 1t
is the noblest sheet of inland water
seen along the route. All lakes
have a beauty which appeals to the
imaginative minds, but this en-
shrined among the mountains must
impress the most prosaic
nature. About sixteen
miles in length, and
" " stretching out in
parts to the width of
five miles, its ample
area gives it a dig-
nity with which to
wear its beauty.
Embosomed on its
Ox Tue CaUsAPSCAL, QUE. tranquil waters lie
' isles rich in verdure,
while shores luxuriant with ‘Nature’s bounty make a fitting
frame to so fair a picture. He who has told us of Loch
Katrine could sing of this lake that

“In all her length far winding lay,
With promontory, creek and bay,
And islands that, empurpled bright,
Floated amid the lovelier light ;

And mountains like that glants stand
To sentinel enchanted land.””
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The names of the lakes and. streams of the old Micmac
hunting ground are a philological study. Even -as softened
~down by English use they are far less musical than the names
given by the western and southern ‘tribes on this continent.
We find nothing as soft for instance as the names Ontario,
Niagara, Toronto, Tuscarora, Ohio, Susquehanna, Alabama, and
the like. Some ingenious poet has endeavoured to weave the
sesquepedalian names into a “spring poem,” as follows:

Hail Metapediac | Upon thy shore

The Souriquois may sweet seclusion seek ;
Cadaraqui distracts his thoughts no more,
Nor seeks he gold.from Souleamuagadeek.

Hail Restigouche and calm Causapscal,
Tartagu, Tobegote and Sayabec,

Amqui, Wagansis, Peske-Ammik—all

The scenes which Nature doth with glory deck.

At Assametquaghan and at Upsalquitch

The busy beaver builds his little dam ;

His sisters, cousins, and his aunts grow rich
. At Patapediac and Obstchquasquam.

T've wandered by the Quatawamkedgwick,
The Madawaska and the famed Loostook,
The Temiscouata, Kamouraska, Bic ;
T've.climbed the hill of Wollodadamook.

And everywhere do thoughts of spring arise,

_Till this Algonquin doth an ode produce.
Halil, brother Mareschites and Abnakies!
Hail, balmy mouth of Amusswikizoos!

Gachepe and Kigicapigiok—

But here the powers of the language broke down.

-

THE ST. LAWRENCE.

We now pass over a sufficiently dreary region till we come
to the watershed of the Si. Lawrence. No country in the
world is approached by so majestic a waterway as the Province
of Quebec. It is hard to say where the ccean ends and the
«“great river of Canada,” as Champlain calls i}, begins. “It

_—
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has 1ts origin,” says Moreau, “in a remarkable spring far up in
the woods, called Lake Superior, 1,500 wniies in circumference,
and several other springs there are thereabout that feed it.”

These comprise about one half of all the fresh wafer on the ‘
r@ globe. Draining half a continent it pours its flood over the
‘i’ﬁ most remarkable cataract and series of rapids in the world.

For 440 miles from Lake Ontario to Quebec it will average

about two milés in width, thence it gradually widens for 400

miles to what may be considered its mouth, to a breadth of 96
- miles between Cape Rosier and Labrador. The tide is felt up
as far as Three Rivers, a distance of 430 miles. The majestic
cliffs.on either shore form a worthy portal to this grandest of
4 rivers. Small wonder that its vastness, and its stirring historic
" memories awake the enthusiasm of the chivalrous race that
¢ " dwells upon its shores and call forth its poetic tribute:

¢ Salut, 6 ma belle patrie!
Salut, 6 bords du Saint-Laurent
Terre que P'étranger envie,
Et qu'il regrette en la quittant.
Heunreux qui peut passer sa vie,
Toujours fidéle & te sevir ;
E+t dans tes bras, mére chérie,
Peut rendre son dernier soupir.”

Mr. J. M. LeMoine, in his “ Chronicles of the St. Lawrence,”
quotes appropriately the following noble tribute to this noble
river .—*There is it _North America a mighty river, having
its head in remote lakes, which, though many in number, are
yet so great that one of them is known as the largest body of
fresh water on the globe,—with a flow as placid and pulseless
as the greab Pacific itself, yet as swift in places as the average
speed of a railway train. Ifs waters are pure and azure-hued,
no matter how many turbid streams atternpt to defile them. I

Tis a river that never knew a freshei, nor any drying-up, no
matter how great the rain or snowfall, or how severe the
drought on all its thousand miles of drainage or of flow—and
yet that regularly,at stated intervals, swells and ebbs within
certain limits, as surely as the spring tides each year ebb and
fow in the Bay of Fundy—a river so rapid and yet so placid
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as to enchant every traveller—so grand and yet so lovingly
beautiful as to enthral every appreciative soul,—which rises in
a great fresh-water sea, and ends in the greater Atlantic—some
places sixty miles wide, at others less than a mile—a river that
never has yet had a respectable history, nor scarcely more than
an occasional artist to delineate its beauties. It lies, for a
thousand miles, between two greab nations, a river as grand as
the La Plata, as picturesque as the Rhine, as pure as the lakes

of Switzerland. Need we say that this wonderful stream is
" the St. Lawrence, the noblest, the purest, most enchanting river
on all God’s beautiful earth.”

Running far out to sea is the great peninsula of Gaspé, with
bold and rugged capes and deep and quiet bays. “Cape
Despair,” says Mr. Sweetser, “was named by the French Cap
d Espovr, or Cape Hope, and the present name is either an
Anglicized pronunciation of this French word, or else was given
in memory of the terrible disaster of 1711. During that year
Queen Aznne sent a great fleet, with 7,000 soldiers, with orders
to capture Quebec and occupy Canada. The fleet was under
Admiral Sir Hovenden Walker, and the army was commanded
by General Hill. During a black fog, on the 22nd of August,
a violent storm arcse and 'scattered the fleet in alld reculo’zs,
hurling eight large ships on the terrible ledges of Egg Island and
Cape Despazr, where they were lost with all on ooxgrﬁ. " Hrag-
ments of the wrecks, called Le Naufrage Anglais, were to be
seen along the shores until a recent date; and there was a wild
superstition among the fishermen to the effect that somefimes,
when the sea was quiet and calm, vast white waves wounld roll
inward from the Gulf, bearing a phantom ship crowded with
men in ancient military cestumes. An officer stands on the
bow, with a white-clad woman on his left arm, and as the
maddened surge sweeps the doomed ship on with Iightning
speed, 2 tremendous crash ensues, the clear, agonized ery of a
woman swells over the grea... volee of desp l;,——anu naught 4s
seen bud the black ¢liffs and the level sea’

MD@.,.,,

ercé Rock,” continues this writer, “is 288 feet high, rising

\)An‘c
recipitously from the wawes, and is abous aa’}(\ feed Zoﬂg,

This citadei-like ciiff is plerced by a lofty arch, through whie
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ﬁ; the long levels of the sea are visible. Small boats some-
;m% S times traverse this weird passage, under the immense Gothic
% i arch of rock. There was formerly another tunnel near the

o B outer point of the Rock, but its roof fell in with a tremendous
© crash, and left a great obelisk rising from the sea beyond.
“The summit of the Percé Rock covers about two acres,
and is divided into two great districts, one of which is inhabited
by gulls, and cormorants dw},cll on the other. If either of
these trespasses on the other’s territory (which occurs every
fifteen minutes, at least), a battle ensues, the shrill cries of
hundreds or thousands of birds rend the air, great clouds of
combatants hover over the plateau, and peace is only restored
by the retreat of the invader. When the conflict is between
large flocks it is a scene worthy of close notice, and sometimes
.~ becomes highly exciting.”

FIRST EXPLORATION OF THE ST. LAWRENCE.

The lofty headland of Gaspé towers 700 feet above the
waves. Here landed Jacques Cartier in the sultry midsummer
of 1534, and reared a huge cross bearing the lily shield of
France, and took possession of the country in the name of his
sovereign, Francis 1. Learning from the natives of the great
river, leading so far into the interior that “no man had ever
traced it to its source,” he sailed up the Gulf of St. Lawrence
till he could see the land on either side. The season being
advanced, he resolved to return, postponing further exploration
till the following summer.

On Whit-Sunday, 1535, Cartier and his companions rever-
ently attended high mass in the venerable cathedral of St,
Malo. In the religious spirit of the age they received the Holy
Sacrament, and the benediction of the bishop upon their under-
taking. The little squadron, dispersed by adverse winds, did
not reach the mouth of the St. Lawrence till the middle of
July. On the 10th of August, the festival of St. Lawrence,
Cartier entered a small bay, to which he gave the name of the
saint, since extended to the entire gulf and river. Passing the
gloomy gorge of the Saguenay, and sailing on beneath lofty
bluffs jutting out into the broad river, on the 7th of September
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he reached the Island of Orleans, covered with wild grapes,
which he therefore named Isle of Bacchus. Seven days after,
having resolved to winter in the country, the little squadron
dropped anchor at the mouth of the St. Charles, where stood
the Indian town of Stadacona, beneath the bold cliff now
erowned with the ramparts of Quebec.

Eager to explore the noble river, Cartier advanced with fifty
men in his smallest vessel. Arrested by a sand-bar at Lake St.
Peter, he took to his boats, with thirty of his companions, and
pressed onward, watching with delight the ever-shifting land-
scape of primeval forest now gorgeous with autumnal fohaoe
and the stately banks of the broad, swift river. On the 2nd of
October, he reached the populous Indian town of Hochelaga,
nestling beneath the wood-crowned height to which he gave
the name of Mont Royal, now Montreal.

Having ascended the neighbouring mountain, Cartier and his
companions surveyed the magnificent panorama of forest and
river stretching to the far horizon—a scene now studded with
towns and spires, farms and villages, and busy with the
thousand activities of civilized life. From the natives he
learned the existence, far in the west and south, of inland seas,
broad lands, and mighty rivers—an almost unbroken solitude,
yet destined to become the abode of great nations. Returning
to Quebec, the French prepared, as best they could, for the
winter, which proved of unusual severity. Scurvy of a malig-
pant type appeared. By the month of April, twenty-six of the
little company had died and were buried in the snow.. The cruel
winter slowly wore away, and when the returning spring
released the imprisoned ships, the energetic commander re-
turned to France. ) —

All over the continent, from the mouth of the St. Lawrence
to the mouth of the Mississippi, the adventurous French pioneers
and explorers have left their footprints in the names of all the
saints in‘the calendar, bestowed on ca,pe; and lake, and river and
mountain. On this historic shore, for instance, we have Capes
Ste. Madeleine, Ste. Anne, St. Paul, St. Felicité, L’ Assomption,
Ste. Flavie, St. Fabien, St. Onésime, Ste. Marguerite, St. Denis,
St. Paschal, St. Pacome, St. Jean, St. Roch, St. Ignace, St
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Michel, St. Frangois, St. Anselin, St. Joachim, L’Ange Gardien,
and many another holy name.

On the rocky shores of the Lower St. Lawrence are a large
number of fishing villages, in the rear of which a meagre agri-
culture is carried on. Further up we reach a number of

GranNDp Axp PeEmiT METIS.

pleasant and popular summer bathing resoris. These are much
frequented by families from Quebec and Montreal, and even
from Toronto and places farther west. One of the first and
most attractive of these is Little Métis, reached by a drive of
six miles from the Intercolonial railway. '
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The Grand and Little Métis rivers offer attractive scenery
and picturesque waterfalls. We are now in the heart of the
French country, which stretches from Gaspé to Beauharnois.
The aspect of the villages, and the daily life of the people, are
more like that of the Old World than anything else on this
continent. 1% is often far easier to fancy one’s self in the
Breton or Picardy of the seventeenth century, than in the
plain, prosaic Canada of the nineteenth. The wayside crosses
and shrines, and the numerous tin-roofed, twin-spired parish
churches, “whence the angelus ringing, sprinkles with holy
sounds the air as a priest with his hyssop the congregation,”
attest the prevalence of the Roman Catholic religion.l Fre-
quently a huge cross on a hill-top indicates that we are in a
Temperance parish.

The following is the judicious account, by one who knows

them well, of the character of the habitants of New France:

THE HABITANTS.

“The railway and telegraph of the nineteenth century run
through a country in which hundreds of people are to all in-
tents and purposes in the seventeenth century. Not to their
disrespect be this said, but as showing the tenacity with which
they adhere to their language, manners and customs. The
Canadian habitants are probably as conservative as any people
-on earth. Where innovations are thrust upon them by the
march of progress they adapt themselves to the changes; but
where they are left to themselves they are happy in the enjoy-
ment of the life their fathers led, and are vexed. by no restless
ambition to be other than they have been. -Their wants are
simple and easily supplied; they live peaceful and moral lives;
and they are filled with an abiding love for their language and
a profound veneration for their religion. By nature light-
hearted and vivacious, they are optimists without knowing it.
Inured to the climate, they find enjoyment in its most rigorous
seasons. French in all their thoughts, words and deeds, they
are vet loyal to the British erown, and contented under British
rule. Their ancient Jaws are secured fo them by solemn com-

pact; and their language and religion are landmarks which will-
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never be moved. In places where the English have established
themselves, some of the kabitants understand the English lan-
guage, but none of them adopt it as their own. The mmglmcr
of races has a contrary effect, and the English tongue often yields
to the French. There are many Englishmen in Quebec whose
children do not understand a word of their father’s native
tongue ; but there are no Frenchmen whose children are ignor-
ant of the language of France.

“A tra,veller is very favourably impressed by the manners of
the country people. Many of them are in very humble circum-
stances ; books are to them a sealed mystery ; and their circum-
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?’g stances of life are not such as are supposed to conduce to refine-

e ment of manners. Yet everywhere the stranger meets with
*mg ' courtesy, and finds the evidence of true politeness—not mere

agf ceremonial politeness, but that which is dictated by sincerity °

and aims at the accomplishment of a stranger’s wishes as a
* matter of duty. Where one does not understand the language
they will take great trouble to comprehend his meaning ; where
he can speak even indifferent French, he can make himself per-

fectly at home. »

“As we thread this romantic region, everywhere is seen the
familiar church; no hamlet is too poor to.have a gcod one.
Should you seek the curé, you will find him a man whom it is
a pleasure to meet—well informed, affable, and full of the

~ praises of the land in which he lives. The habitants have a
incere regard for their spiritual advisers, who are truly pastors
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;;;@%3 to their people, men whose lives are devoted to the well-being

% of their flocks. They follow in the steps of the pioneer mission-

fﬁ aries, whose heroic devotion in the past must forever be honoured

%% by men of every creed.”

“x We now proceed westward on our journey up the St. Law-
f% rence.

a4 RIVER PORTS. .

i Rimouski is an important station on .the Intercolonial, and

ii the place of connection with the ocean steamships, which stop

“"éi here to receive and deliver the mails, and to take on belated

4 passengers. The train runs down to the end of a pier, a mile
! long, and a smali steamer is employed as f{ender. Very lively
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work it often is to board the steamship, when wind and tide
roughen the waves. At Father Point, six miles below, so named
because Father Henri Nouvel wintered here in 1663, the
steamers are signalled as they pass. Rimouski is a thoroughly
French town of about two thousand inhabitants. The huge
cathedral and extensive seminary are the most conspicuous
features of the place.

Nine miles further west is Bic—I beg pa.rdon—Ste Cécile du
Bic is its proper and more euphomous name. This is, to our
mind, the most picturesque spot on the St. Lawrence. A bay
in which a navy might ride, is studded with rocky or tree-clad
. islands, and begirt with crags of rugged beauty, and backed by
highlands rising thirteen hundred feet. The railway sweeps
around the mountain’s flank, on a shelf hewn out of the rock
at a height two hundred feet above the village, commanding
splendid views of river and shore. Here,as Wolfe’s fleet swept
up the river for the conquest of Quebec, when the English flag
was run up in place of the French ensign at the peak, a
patriotic old priest, who had hoped it was a ﬂeet of succour, fell
lifeless to the ground. Here, too, more recently, during the
Trent trouble, an English man-of-war discharged men and
stores, when the upper river was closed by ice. Nor is the
place without its legends of Indian warfare. In a cave on
TIslet au Massacre, two hundred Micmnacs took refuge from a
hostile party of Iroquois, and were cut off almost to a man.
Enough, however, escaped to rally a party who dogged the
Troquois to death, inflicting, after the savage manner, cruellest
revenge. ”

The next place of interest is Trois Pistoles, where the rival
attractions to the hungry traveller are the well-equipped dining-

room, and the huge and elegant parish church. The legend goes

that the river takes its name from the fee demanded by the
old Normgn ferryman for putbmcr an urgent passenger over the
swollen stream.

At frequent intervals on these lateral streams will be found
the typical Canadian sawmill, as shown in our cut. Oceasion-
ally, when all the lumber has been consumed, the old deserted
sawmill falls into picturesque ruins, as shown on page 135,
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“where the rusty saw remains fixed, with its hungry teeth
imbedded in the great heart of the pine tree.”

Cacouna is a quiet enough way-station during the greater
part of the year; but during “ the season,” that is, in July and
August, it is one of the busiest on the line. Big trunks lumber the
platform, and crowded omnibuses fly to and fro. “Cacouna,”
says Mr. Reynolds, “is papilionaceous. In the summer it
spreads its wings and is jubilant; its shores are thronged by

CANADIAN SawMILL'

the votaries of pleasure ; boats dance upon the water, the gay
and festive dance updn the land; there is music in the air, and
brightness everywhere. In the winter, it subsides into an
ordinary village; the natives sit alongside of two-story stoves
and dream of the coming summer ; empty houses abound; and
the great hotel is abandoned to silence, to darkness, and to
Peter Donnegan.” It is the fashion to call Cacouna the Sara-
toga of Canada. The Canadian Newport would be the better
name. The broad outlook and health-giving breezes of the St.
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Lawrence will forever prevent it becoming the mere fashion-
able resort that the former gay American watering place is.
Saratoga is one of the hottest, and Cacouna is one of the
coolest, summer resorts that I know.

Five and twenty years ago I spent a month here. Then it
was one of the quietest places in the Queen’s dominions. I
brought a trunk full of books, and when I had read them all
I sent to Quebee for some more, which did not arrive till after
long delay. One can’t bathe all the time, and, barring the walks
over the breezy
hills, it was a good
deal like going to
jail for a month,
or, at least, being
a prisoner “on the
bounds.” But now

B g

tout cela” 1t is cer-
tainly the gayest and
most popular watering
place in Canada. Here may
be seen, in all her glory, la
belle Camadienne and her
English-speaking
cousin, who com-
bines all the grace
and beauty of the
Old World with the
. vivacity and bril-

Faris oF toe Rivigre pu Loup, Que. - liancy of the New.

: The great hotel, with
its six hundred guests, and several of the lesser ones, are scenes

of liveliest festlwty In, the many cottages and pensions -

people of quieter tastes will find abundant gratification. The
ubiquitous presence and obliging courtesy of the habitant gives
a fine foreign flavour to the social atmosphere that is quite
piquant. I was complimenting one of the French © carters,” as
they are called—a corruption of’ charretier—on the steadiness

“ Nous avoms changé
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of his little runt of a Canadian pony, when, with an eager
grimace, he replied, “ Oui, owti, monsteur, il et tres tranquille.”
Six miles from Cacouna is the important river port and rail-
way station of Riviere du Loup. Its name is said to be de-
rived from the fact that many years ago it was the resort of
great droves of seals—Iloups-marins—who frequented the
shoals at the mouth of the river. It is, at all events, a pleas-
anter derivation than the suggested one from the ill-visaged
wolf of the forest. The place’ abounds in picturesque scenery.
The falls shown in our vignette, about eighty feet of a descent,
with the fine background of the Intercolonial railway bridge,
make a very striking picture. A long and strong pier juts far
out into the river, and is a favorite promenade and an im-
portant place of call for steamers. The sunset view across the
river of the pearly-tinted north shore, twenty miles distant, is
very impressive. Frequently will be seen a long, low hull,
from which streams a thin pennon of smoke, where the ocean
steamer is making her swift way, outward or homeward bound.
Nearer the spectator the sails of the fishing craft gleam rosy red
in the sunset light, and then turn spectral pale like sheeted
ghosts. This is the only place where I ever saw fishing with a

.rifle. When the white-bellied porpoises, and sometimes whales,

gambol and tumble amid the waves, they are often shot by ex-
pert marksmen. They are frequently twenty feet long, and
will yield a hundred gallons of oil.

‘THE SAGUENAY.

Nearly opposite Rivitre du T.oup there flows into the St
Lawrence, from the northern wilderness, one of the most re-
markable rivers on the'face of the earth, the storied Saguenay.
It is not formed by erosion of the rocks as is the gorge of the
Niagara. It receives no tributaries as do other rivers, except the
considerable stream, the Chicoutimi, and a few minor ones.
It is manifestly an enormous chasm rent in the old primeval
rock, up and down which flows forevermore the restless tide. It
is also the deepest river in the world, a line of one hundred
and fifty fathoms failing in some places to reach the bottom.
The banks, for nearly the whole distance, are an uninterrupted
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series of towering cliffs, in many places as perpendicular as a
wall, varying from 300 to 1,800 feet high.

A sense of utter loneliness and desolation is the predominant
feeling in sailing up the river. The water in the deep, brown
shadow of the cliff is of inky blackness. Where broken into
spray it looks like an infusion of logwood. It makes one
irresistibly think of Styx and Acheron those black- ﬁowmg
streams of Tartarus.

On either side arise “bald, stately bluﬁ's that never wore a
smile.” On through scenes of unimaginable wildness, or of
“stern and savage grandeur that thrill the soul, we glide. Allis
lone and desola.te as though we were the first who sailed on the
" enchanted stream. A deathly spell seems to mantle over it,
reminding one of

¢¢ That lone lake whose gloomy shore
Skylark never warbled o'er.”

From the mouth of the river to Ha Ha Bay, I saw hardly
a single indication of life, For miles and miles not a house,
‘nor fence, nor field, nor bird, nor beast met the eye. In the
whole route I saw but one solitary water-fowl. After passing
through this gorge of desolation, terror-haunted, the early voya-
geurs burst into a glad Ha ! Ha ! as théy g glided into the smiling
bay which retains the name so singularly given.

Near the mouth of the river a rocky island, fa.nta,stlca.lly
named 7éte de Boule, lifts its enormous bulk above the waters.
“It stands amid stream thoughtfully apart,” like the stern
warder of this rocky pass, as if questioning our right to invade
this solitary, lone domain." S

Onward still we glide over the sullen waters, past a.thousand
towering bluffs, either of naked desolation or densely covered
with dwa.rf pines wherever they can find a foothold, climbing
upward, hand in hand, or in stern phalanx of serried rank be-
hind rank to the mountain’s top, while from the 'preé‘inices
lofty brow, impish-looking cedars peer timorously down into the
gloomy gulf below. -

As we thread the tortuous stream, ever and anon the Wa.y
~ appears to be impeded by “startling barriers rising sullenly *.
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from the dark deep,” like genii of the rocky pass, as if to bar
our progress, but
“ —meet them face to face,
‘The magic doors fly open and the rocks recede apace

Stern and dark and reticent they stand, like the drucued
giants in the German cave of Rutli, by beck nor sign betraying
the secrets of their rocky hearts. “ From their sealed granite
lips there comes tradition nor refrain.” They keep forevermore
their lonely watch

¢ — year after year,
In solitudg eternal, rapt in contemplation drear.”

Carges TriNiTy axD ETERNITY, RIVFR SAGUENAY.

With what a reverential awe they stand—the brown waters
laving their feet, the fleecy clouds veiling their broad bare fore-
heads, the dark forests girdling their loins ; their grave, majestic
faces furrowed by the torrents, seamed and scarred by the
lightnings, scathed and blasted by a thousand storms. '

They make one think of Prometheus, warring with the eternal
elements upon Mount Caucasus; of Lear, wrestling with storm
and tempest; or, more appropriately still, of John the Baptist, in
his unshorn majesty, in the wilderness.

Capes Trinity and Eternity, the two loftiest oiuﬁ's are respec-
tively 1,600 and 1,800 feet high. The latter rises perpendlcu-
larly out of the fathomless waters at its base. It has some-
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what the outline of a huge, many-buttressed Norman tower.
But so exaggerated are the proportions, so apparently inter-
minable the perpendicular lines upon its face, that it seems
rather the work of the Titans, piling Pelion upon Ossa, and
seeking to scale the skies. As the steamer lay at the foot of
the cliff it seemed dwarfed to insignificance by the vast size of
the rock. The steam-whistle was repeatedly blown. Instantly
a thousand slumbering echoes weére aroused from their ancient
lair, their hoar “immemorial ambush,” and shouted back their
stern defiance. How they rolled and reverberated among the
ancient hills. How inconceivably grand must it be when all
the artillery of heaven are bellowing through the air, and the
lightnings flash, like the bright glancing of the two-edged
sword that guards the gates of Paradise, and these mountain
sides are clothed with all the drapery of the storm.

To my -mind, the loveliest features of the scenery are the
little rills that trickle down the mountain sides,

‘¢ Like tears of gladness o’er a giant’s face.”

They suggest all manner of whimsical similes. Now they
are like a virgin veil, hiding the mountain’s forehead ; now like
-a white hand waving welcome through the distance; now like
the joyous flashing of a snowy brow, crowned with fadeless
-amaranth ; now the pallid gleam of a death-cold forehead,
wreathed wiith funeral asphodel ; now the tossing of a warrior’s
plume ; now the waving of a flag of peace ; now as one plunges
down the bank it shakes its white mane like a war-horse taking
his last leap; now one bounds with panting, breathiess, leopard-
like, impetuous leaps adown the rugged rocks, like a rash
suicide eager to plunge into the cold, dark-flowing river of
death ; now stealthily and insidiously one glides serpent-like
among the moss or concealed amid the matted foliage, betrayed
only by its liquid flash.
At the mouth of the river is the delightfully picturesque
village of L’Ansed I'Eau. It is a wildly romantic spot, as com-
etel v isolated from civilization as one could wish. ’\esthng
m the embrace of the grand old hills, i receives the smile of the
sun as a child held up in its mother’s arms to receive its father’s
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156 TADOUSAC.

kiss. The village, with its curved roofs and overhanging eaves,
all whitewashed, has a very Swiss-like appearance.

In a little bay, separated by a ledge of rocks from IL'Anse &
IEau, is the old French hamlet of Tadousac, one of the first
settlements of the Jesuit fathers. Here are the old buildings
and rusty cannon of a Hudson’s Bay post. In strong contrast
are the large summer hotel and the elegant villas erected by
Lord Dufferin and others. I here visited the first church
erected in Canada, 1671. It is of wood, quite small and very
antique, is much weather-worn, and is truly venerable in ap-
pearance. It has some fine paintings and a quaint old altar.

»

OLp CaurcH, TADOTSAC.

The steamboat goes about a hundred miles up this marvellous
. e . N - . . . o
river to Chicoutimi, the head of navigation. It is the greal’

~ shipping point of the lumber districts. Sixty miles north-west

of Chicoutimi is the Lake of St. John, first visited in 1647 by
Father Duquen. It is a lake of large area, receiving the waters
of eight considerable streams.

Mr. Price, M.P., states thai a missionary has recently dis-
covered, high upon the Saguenay (or on the Mistassini), an an-
cient French fort, with inirenchments and stockades. On the

- inside were two cannon, and several broken tombstones dating

Zrom the early part of the sixbeenth ceniury. It is surmised
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that these remote memorials mark the last resting-place of the
Sieur Roberval, Viceroy of New France, who (it is supposed)
sailed up the Saguenay in 1543, and was never heard from
afterwards. : :

At Ha Ha Bay large quantvtles of lumber are loaded upon
British and Scandmawan ships, and a flourishing trade is car-
ried on in the autumn by sending farm-produce and blueberries
to Quebec,— the latter being pa.ckpd in coffin-shaped boxes and
sold for ten o twenty cents a bushel”

“So broad and stately is this inlet,” says Mr. Sweetser, “that
it is said the early French explorers ascended it in the belief
that it was the main river, and the name originated from
their exclamations on reaching tne end, either of amusement at
their mistake or of pleasure af the beautiful appearance of the
meadows.”

Of this strange stream Bayard Taylor thus writes:

“The Saguenay is not, properly, a river. It is a tremendous
chasm, like that of the Jordan Valley and the Dead Sea, cleft
for sizby miles through the heart of a mountain wilderness. No
magical illusions of atmosphere enwrap the scenery of this
northern river. Everything is hard, naked, stern, silent. Dark-
gray cliffs of granitic gneiss rise from {he pitch-black water;
Grs of gloomy green are rooted in their crevicesand fringe theh
summits; loftier ranges of a dJ;- indigo hue show memsel' es

in the background, and over all bends a pale, cold, northern sky.

The keen air, which brings out every object with a erystalline
distinectness, even cont“ac%.s ‘the dimensions of the scenery,
diminishes the h:- ghi of the cliffs, and apparently belitiies the
majesty of the river, so that the frst feeling is one of disap-
poiniment. Sm“, it exercises a faseination whien ?ou 2annoh
resist. You look, and look, fettered by ihe ---s.‘, novel, savage

stamp which nabure exhibits, and ab iash, as in Si. Peter’s or ab
Niagara, learn from the character of $he separate feabures o
appreciate the grandeur of the whole.

« Steadily upwards we wend, the windings of the river and
its varying m'ead*;x giving us a shiffing succession of the
randest pzc” res. Shores that seemed roughiy plied fo-

i 4 e e ¥ -
ether ous of %She Eragmsnw O ¢oads overaung us,—
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158 CAPES TRINITY AND ETERNITY.

masses of rock, gleaming duskily through their scanty drapery
of evergreens, here lifting long irregular walls against the sky,
there split into huge, fantastic forms by deep lateral gorges, up
which we saw the dark-blue crests of loftier mountains in the
rear. The water beneath us was black as night, with a pitchy
glaze on its surface ; and the only life in all the savage solitude
was, now and then, the back of a white porpoise, in some of the
deeper coves. The river is a reproduction, on a contracted
scale, of the fiords of the Norwegian coast. The dark moun-
tains, the tremendous precipices, the fir forests, even the settle-
ments at Ha Ha Bay and L'Anse 3 I'Eau (except that the
houses are white instead of red) are as completely Norwegian
as they can be.” v

This strange river was probably the bed of some primeval
glacier, for its lofty precipices of syenitic gneiss are grooved
and scratched with the deep striw, indicating long continued
ice action.

The tremendous rock masses of Capes Trinity and Eternity
are thus described by the graphic pen of Bayard Taylor: “ These
awful cliffs, planted in water nearly a thousand feet deep, and
soaring into the very sky, form the gateway to a rugged
valley, stretching inland, and covered with the dark primeval
forest of the North. I doubt whether a sublimer picture
of the- wilderness is to be found on this continent. The dun-
coloured syenitic granite, ribbed with vertical streaks of black,
hung for a moment directly over our heads, as high as three
Trinity spires atop of one another. Westward, the wall ran in-
land, projecting bastion after bastion of inaccessible rock, over
the dark forests in the bed of the valley.” : :

Cape Trinity, it is said, actually impends over its base
more than one hundred feet, “ brow-beating all beneath it, and
seeming as if at any moment it would fall and overwhelm
the deep black stream which flows so cold and stealthily below.”

When the “ Flying Fish” ascended the river with the Prince
of Wales, one of her heavy sixty-eight-pounders was fired off -
near Cape Trinity. “For the space of half a minute or so after
the discharge there was a-dead silence, and then, as if the
report and concussion were hurled back upon the decks, the

o
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echoes came down crash upon crash. It scemed as if the rocks
and crags had all sprung into life under the tremendous din,
and as if each were firing sixty-eight-pounders full upon us, in
sharp, crushing volleys, till at last they grew hoarser and
hoarser in their anger, and retreated, bellowing slowly, carry-
ing the tale of invaded solitude from hill to hill, till all the
distant mountains seemed to roar and groan at the intrusion.”

Our Canadian poet, Sangster, thus apostrophxses those stupen-
dous cliffs:

$¢ Nature has here put on herroyalest dress,
And Cape Eternity looms grandly up,
Like a God reigning in the wilderness
Holding communion with the distant cope,
Interpreting the stars’ dreams, as they ope
Their silver gates, where stand his regal kin. ..

¢¢ Strong, eager thoughts come crowding to my eyes,
Earnest and swift, like Romans in the race,
As in stern grandeur, looming up the skies,
This Monarch of the Bluffs,* with kingly grace,
Stands firmly fixed in his eternal place, .
Like the great Samson of the Saguenay,
The stately parent of the giant race
Of mountains, scattered—thick as océan’s spray
Sown by the tempest—up this granite-guarded way.

¢¢ My lips are mute. I cannot speak the thought
That, like a bubble on the placid sea, ’
Brusts ere it tells the tale with which ’tis fraught.
Another comes, and so, eternally,
They rise in hope, to wander spirit-free
Above the earth. ’Twere best they should not break
The silence, which itself is ecstasy
Or godlike eloquence, or my frail voice shake

A single echo, the expressive calm to break.”

“In the year 1599 a trading-post was established at Tadousac
by Pontgravé and Chauvin, to whom this country had been
granted. They built storehouses and huts, and left sixteen
men to gather in the furs from the Indians, but several of these
died and the rest fled into the forest. Two subsequent attempts

* Trinity Rock—a stupendous mass of granite,
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160 SOUTH SHORE VILLAGES.

within a few years ‘ended as disastrously. In 1628 the place
was captured by Admiral Kirke, and in 1632 his brother died
here. In 1658 the lordship of this district was given to the

. Sieur Demaux, with the dominion over the country between

Eboulements and Cape Cormorant. Three years later the
place was captured by the Iroquois, and the garrison was mas-
sacred. In 1690 three French frigates, bearing the royal
treasure to Quebec, were chased in here by Sir William Phipps’s
New-England fleet. They formed batteries on the Tadousac
shores, but the Americans were unable to get their vessels up
through the swift currents, and the French fleet was saved.”

. Returning to Riviere du Loup, we will proceed westward by
the south shore, and afterward describe the interesting places
of resort on the north shore. The Intercolonial Railway runs
for the most part at some distance from the river, but, at times,

_we are in full view of its shining reaches, and almost always of

the bold Laurentian range on the opbosite shore. The first

_place of interest is Notre Dame du Portage, so named because

here a crossing was formerly made over the height of land to
the upper waters of the Wallastook, or Saint John river. Then
comes the pretty village of Kamouraska, reached by a drive
of five miles from St. Paschal station. Here the great church
of St.-Louis and an extensive convent attract the attention. A
little to the west is the ill-omened Cap au Diable, and soon we
reach the Riviere Ouelle, named from Madame Houel, who was
held in captivity by the Indians in the seventeenth century.
Here is the quaint Casgrain manor house, over a hundred years
old. Ste. Anne de la Pocatit¢re is a thriving town of three
thousand inhabitants, about seventy-two miles below Quebee.
It has a large convent and a college, with thirty professors and
a stately pile of buildings. It has also an agricultural school
and a model farm. For many a mile the stately mass of Les
Eboulements, on the north shore, is full in view. In the sun-
set light it seems transfused into a giowing mass of opal and
pearl. :

Montmagny, with its two thousand inhabitants and large
college, commemorates an old historic’ name—that of an early
Viceroy of New France, the great “ Onontio,” or “ Big Moun-




GROSSE ISLE. i6l

tain,” as the Indians translated his name. Goose and Cranc
Islands, in the vicinity, sound more romantic under their
French names—Isle aux Oies, and Isle aux Grues. Grosse Isle,
the quarantine station of Canada, is a place of saddest memories.
It has been described as a “ vast tomb,” so many have been the
immigrants who have reached these shores only to die, poisoned in
the filthy and crowded ships. This was in the days when jt took
twelve weeks to cross the Atlantie, and when typhus, or small-
pox, or cholera, were the not unfrequent companions of the
vovage. “In a single grave,” says Mr. LeMoine, “seven thou-

C1TY oF QUEREC.

sand, in the time of the ship-fever, were buried” But now,
in ten days, in health and comfort, well fed and well cared for,
the immigrant is transferred from his old to his new home.
Berthier, St. Valier, St. Michel, Beaumont, and other villages,
whose very names have a poetic sound, are strung along the
- shining St. Lawrence, like pearls upon a necklace. The river
winds between the fair and fertile Island of Orleans and the bold
south shore, an almost continugus settlement of white-walled,
white-roofed houses, with, e»’erfﬁ_ﬁje or six miles, a large parish
_church. This is one of the lonzest settled parts of Canada, and
almost every cape or village has its historic or romantic legend.
The view from either rail-car or steamer, as one passes the
i1
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western end of the Island of Orleans, is one of the grandest on
the continent—one of the grandest in the world. To the ex-
treme right, waving and shimmering in the sunlight like a
bridal veil, is the Fall of Montmorenci. To the left are the
rugged heights of Point Levi, and there, full in view, are the
stately cliffs of Quebec, crowned with bastions and batteries, and
“flowering into spires.” Few spots on earth unite in such
wonderful combination, majestic scenery, and thrilling historic
memories. .

s 5, SOk A i}

- THE NORTH.SHORE.

I return now to describe the rugged scenery of the north
shore of the St. Lawrence. The sail by one of the local river
~~~~~~ steamers, or, better still, by one of the market boats calling at
4 the several landing places, is a very easy and pleasant way of
e “doing” the Lower St. Lawrence. But to get the full flavour
k. of the quaint, Old World life of the habitants, and to get near
i to Nature’s heart in some of her sublimest moods, we would
i recommend a drive along the post road in one of the native
: carriages or caléches ; or, still better,a tramp with knapsack on
. back. It would not be hard to imagine one’s self in the Artois~
L or Picardy of a hundred years or more ago.

From the Saugenay to Quebec is a distance of some hundred
and forty miles. The first forty miles is pretty rugged and in-
hospitable. The pedestrian tourist will probably be willing™to
begin his westward tramp at Murray Bay, or Mal Baie, so called
by Champlain, on account of its turbulent tides, the Cacouna of
the north shore. At this place all the steamers call, both going
up and down. The town, with its three thousand inhabitants,
clusters around the great church near the bridge across the
Murray River. The hotels are at Point & Pic, where the steamer
calls at a long wharf, and summer cottages extend several miles,
.down to Cap a I'Aigle.

Mr. LeMoine, who has desceribed with loving minuteness the
chief scenes on this storied river, thus records his impression of
beautiful Mal Baie: “Of all the picturesque parishes on the
shore of our grand river, to which innumerable swarms of
tourists go every summer, none will interest the lover of sublime

- landscapes more than Mal Baie. One must go there to enjoy
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the rugged, the grandeur of nature, the broad horizons. He

will not find here the beautiful wheat fields of Kamouraska, the -

pretty and verdurous shores of Cacouna or Rimouski, where
the languorous citizen goes to strengthen his energies during
the dog-days; here is savage and unconquered nature, and
view-points yet more majestic. than those of the coasts and
walls of Bic. Precipice on precipice; impenetrable gorges in
the projections of the rocks; peaks which lose themselves in
the clouds, and among which the bears wander through July,in
search of berries; where the caribou browses in September;
where the solitary crow and the royal eagle make their nests in
May; in short, alpine landscapes, the pathless Highlands of Scot-
land, a Byronie nature, tossed about, heaped up in the North,
far from the ways of civilized men, near a volecano that from
time to time awakens and shakes. the country in a manner to
frighten, but not to endanger, the romantic inhabitants. Ac-
cording to some, in order to enjoy all the fulness of these
austere beauties, one must be at the privileged epoch of life.

If then you wish to taste, in their full features, the dreamy soli- -

tudes of the shores, the grottos, the great forests of Point a
Pique or Cap & I'Aigle, or to capture by hundreds the frisking
trout of the remote Gravel Lake, you must have a good eye, a
well-nerved arm, and a supple leg.”

For many a mile the mighty mass of Les Eboullemens, the.
loftiest peak, save one, of the Laurentides, “old as the world,”
rising to the height of 2,457 feet, dominates the landscape.
Grouped around the parish church, high on the mountain slope,
is the pretty village of Eboullemens, thus apostrophised by our
Canadian singer, Sangster : '

‘¢ Eboullemens sleeps serenely in the arms
Of the maternal hill, upon whose breast
It lies, like a sweet, infant soul, whose charms
Fill some fond mother’s bosom with that rest
Caused by the presence of a heavenly guest.”

A conspicuous feature of the steamboat landing is the immense
wharf, nearly a thousand feet long. Running for several miles
between the rugged mountains of the north shore and the




[ u,E:LMA;;uL I i

ke b
. e s s

b e kM E o

o

]
-

N

ooy

L e, i Ak B ] e S et

164 ISLE AUX COUDRES.

smiling Isle aux Coudres, so named from the abundance of hazel
trees it contuins, the steamer rounds into the beautiful St. Paul’s
Bay, one of the loveliest spots omefhe whole river.

¢¢ St. Paul’s delightful bay, fit mirror for
The stars, glows like a vision which the wind
Wafts by some angel standing on the shore,

As bless'd as if he trod heaven’s star-enamelled floor.

‘¢ These two majestic hills* kneel down to kiss
The village at their feet’; the cottages,
Pearl-like and glowing, speak of human bliss,
With a low, eloquent tongue. Fit symbols these
\Of a diviner life—of perfect ease
Allied to blessed repose. The church spire looks,
Like a sweet promise smiling through the trees;
‘While far beyond this loveliest of nooks,
The finely-rounded swells dream of the babbling brooks.”

The land route leads over the shoulder of the mountain, com-
manding magnificent outlooks over the broad, sail-studded
river. The picturesque valleys of the Moulin and Gouffre
rivers present many pleasant vistas of mount.a,ln scenery : “In
all the miles of country I have passed over,” says Ballantyne,
“ I have seen nothing to equal the exquisite beauty of the Vale
of Baie St. Paul. From the hill on which we stood, the whole
valley, of many miles in extent, was visible. It was perfectly
level, and covered from end to end with hamlets, and several
churches, with here and there a few small patches of forest.
Like the Happy Valley of Rasselas, it was surrounded by the

- most wild and rugged mountains, which rose in endless succes-

sion one behind the other, stretching away in the ‘distance, till
they resembled a faint blue wave in the horizon.” The Isle aux
Coudres, it is claimed, is more purely medizval in its ‘character .
than any other regipn in Canada, and its people  exhibit a,
charming remnant of old Norman life. Here, according to a
statement of Jacques Cartier, the first mass ever celebrated in
Canada was said on September 7th, 1535.

' The next settlement is the populous village of St. Frangois
Xavier. For some distance west of this the grim Laurentian

* At Little St. Paul Bay—one of the most delightful pictures on the route.

-
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range rises so abruptly from the water’s edge that there is room
for neither road nor houses. Of this region Bayard Taylor
says: “ We ran along the bases of headlands, 1,000 to 1,500 feet
in height, wild and dark with lowering clouds, gray with rain,
or touched with a golden transparency by the sunshine, —alter-
nating belts of atmospheric effect, which greatly increased their
beauty He is quite below the mark in his estimate, for some
of these rise to an altitude of over 2,00) feet
St. Joachim, twenty-seven miles from Quebec by the land
route, is the next village. From this point to Quebec the road is
full of interest. Those who cannot walk or drive over the whole
route that we have been describing, will find that this part of it
will best repay their trouble. It can best be visited from the
ancient capital. Near by is the old Chiteau Bellevue, and be-
hind it the lofty promontory of Cape Tourmente, 1,919 feet
high, which for nearly a century has been crowned with a
gigantic cross. The magnificent prospect from its summit is
thus photographed by the vivid pen of Parkman: “ Above the
“vast meadows of the parish of St. Joachim, that here borders
the St. Lawrence, there rises like an island a low flat hill,
hedged round with forests, like the tonsured head of a monk.
It was here that Laval planted his school. Across the meadows,
a mile or more distant, towers the mountain promontory, of
Cape Tourmente. You may climb its woody steeps, and from
the top, waist-deep in blueberry bushes, survey from Kamou-
raska to Quebec, the grand Canadian world outstretehed below ;
or mount the neighbouring heights of Ste. Anne, where, athwart
- the gaunt arms of ancient pines, the river lies shimmering in
sumnier haze, the cottages of the Aubifants are strung hLe
beads of a rosary along the meadows of Beaupré, the shores of
Orleans bask in warm lmht and far on the horizon the rock of
Quebec rests like a faint gray cloud; or traverse the fordst ill
the roar of the torrent guides you to the rocky solitude where it
holds its savage revels . . . Game on the river; trout in
lakes, brooks, and pools; wild fruits and flowers on the meadows
and mountains; a thousand resources of honest and healthful
recreation here await the student emancipated from his books,

but not parted for a moment from the pious influence that hangs’
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166 L4 BONNE STE. ANNE.

about the old walls embosomed in the woods of St. Joachim
Around on plains and hills stand the dwellings of a peaceful
peasantry, as different from the restless population of the
neighbouring States as the denizens of some Norman or Breton
village.”

Five miles west of St. Joaehim is the miracle-working -
shrine of La Bonne Ste.-Anne—the favourite resort of religious
pilgrims in the New World—unless, indeed, a single shrine
in Mexico may surpass it in this respect. The relics of Ste.
Anne, the mother of the Virgin Mary, are exhibited in a erystal
globe, and are said to cause most miraculous cures. For over
two centuries pilgrims have visited this sacred shrine—some-
times as many as twenty-four thousand in a single summer.
Great sheaves of crutches are exhibited as proofs of the mira-
culous cures said to be effected. There is no reason to doubt
that, in many cases, nervous affections may be temporarily, or
even permanently, relieved through the influence of a vivid
imagination or a strong will. But so have they also by the
charlatanry of mesmerism, spirit-healing and the like.

I quote again from Parkman’s brilliant pages: “Above all,
do not fail to make your pilgrimage to the shrine of St. Anne..
Here, when Aillebout was governor, he began with his own
hands the pious work, and a habitant of Beaupré, Louis Gui-
mont, sorely afflicted with rheumatism, came grinning with pain
to lay three stones in the foundation, in honout probably of St.
Anne, St. Joachim, and their daughter, the Virgin." Instantly
he was cured. It was but the beginning of a long course of
miracles continued more than two centuries, and continuing still
Their fame spread far and wide. The devotion to St. Anne be-
came a distinguishing feature of Canadian Catholicity, till at -
the present day at least thirteen parishes bear her name.
Sometimes the whole shore was covered with the wigwams
of Indian converts, who had paddled their birch canoes from
the farthest wilds of Canada. The more fervent among them
would crawl on their knees from the shore to the altar.
And, in our own day, every summer a far greater concourse of
pilgrims, not in paint and feathers, but in cloth and millinery,

.and not, in canoes, but in steamboats, bring their offerings and

their vows to the ‘ Bonne St. Anne.””
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Behind the town rises the loftiest peak of the Laurentides,
Ste. Anne Mountain, 2,687 feet high.

Seven miles beyond Ste. Anne is the thriving village of
Chiateau Richer, with a population of about two thousand. On
a bold bluff above the village rises the spacious parish church,
commanding a magnificent view of the river, the white villages
and shimmering tin roofs and spires, thé Island of Orleans and
the north shore. Near Chateau Richer,on arocky promontory,
are the remains of an old Franciscan monastery, founded about
1695. Five miles further, and we reach the pretty village of Ange
Gardien, nestled in a sheltered glen, around a venerable parish
church. The parish was founded by Bishop Laval over two
hundred years ago.

From'Ange Gardien to Quebec is almost one continual village,
so numerous are the little farm steadings, each, with narrow
front, running far back from the road. The quiet, little inns
resemble the quaint auberges of Brittany or Normandy. Mr.
Sweetser well remarks: “ No rural district north of Mexico is
more quaint and medizval than the Beaupré road, with its

narrow and ancient farms, its low and massive stone houses, '

roadside crosses and chapels, and unprogressive French popula-
tion. But few districts are more beautiful than this, with the
broad St. Lawrenee on the south, and the garden-like Isle of
Orleans; the towers of Quebec on the west, and the sombre
ridges of Cape Tourmente a.nd the mountains of Ste. Anne and
St. Feréol in advance.”

Thoreau, the American nature-student, made a pedestrian
tour through this region, and thus records his impressions. He
quotes the Abbé Ferland as saying: “In the inhabitants of
Cote de Beaupré you find the Norman peasant of the reign of
Louis XIV,, with his annals, his songs, and his superstitions;”
and adds, “Though all the while we had grand views-of the
country far up and down the river, and when we turned about,
of Quebee, in ‘the horizon behind us—and we never beheld it
without new surprise and admiration—yet, throughout our
walk, the Great River of Canada on our right haand was the
main feabure in the landscape, and this expands so rapidly
below the Isle of Orleans, and creates such a breadth of level
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ISLAND OF ORLEANS. 169

surface above its waters in that direction, that looking down
the river as we “approached the extremity of that isiand, the
St. Lawrence seemedito be opening into the ocean, though
we were still abou®t 3") miles from what can be called its
mouth.”

The intervention of even a mile of water gives 2 mental and
social, as well as physical, isolation. So the large and fertile

- Island of Orleans, even less than the mainland, exhibits signs

of the progress of the age, and its habitants “still retain mueh
of the Norman simplicity of the early settlers under Champlain
and Frontenac.” It is tw enty miles long and five and a half wide,
and contains about fifty thousand acres. It especially excels in
the quality of its fruit. There are good roads, and several in-
teresting villages on the island, which will well repay a visit.
On the north shore, in 1825, were built the colossal timber-ships

the Columbus 3,700 tons, and the Baron Renfrew, 3,000 tons,

the largest vessels that the world had seen up to that time.

Mr. Sweetser tells the following remarkable story: « The
Route des Prétres runs north from St. Laurent to St. Plerre, and
was so named fifty years ago, when this church had a piece of
St. Paul’s arm-bone, which was taken away to St. Pierre, and
thence was stolen at night by the St. Laurent people. After
long controversy, the Bishop of Quebec ordered that each
church should restore to the other its own relics, which was
done upon this road in the presence of large processions, the
relies being exchanged at the great black cross midway on the
road.” '

QUEBEC.

The most beautiful approach to Quebee is that by the river
St. Lawrence from below the city. I think I never in my life
saw any sight of such exquisite loveliness as the view of this
historic spot when sailing up the river at sunrise. The num-
erous spires and tin roofs of the city caught and reflected the
level rays of the sun like the burnished shields of an army
hurling back the javelins of an enemy. The virgin city seemed

like some sea-goddess rising from the waves *mt‘; a diamond
tiara on her brow; or hke an ocean-queen seated on her

sapphire-circled throne, stretching forth her jewelled hand across’
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170 ‘ ‘ QUEBEC.

the sca and receiving tribute from every clime. The beautiful
suburbs of Beauport, Chiteau Richer and L’Ange Gardien
seemed in the distance like the snowy tents of a vast encamp-
ment beleaguering the city, or, in more peaceful simile, like a
flock of milk-white sheep pasturing upon the green hill-sides.

As we rounded the point of the fertile Island of Orleans, the
lovely Fall of Montmorenci burst upon the view. Like the
snowy veil of a blushing bride, it hung seemingly motionless in
the distance, or but slightly agitated as if by half-suppressed
emotion.

QuEREC v 1837.

There is an air of quaint medizvalism about QRuebec that
pertains, 1 believe, to no other place in America. The historie
associations that throng around it, like the sparrows round its
lofty towers, the many reminiscences that beleaguer it, as once
did the hests of the enemy, invest it with a deep and abiding

interest. Baut its greatmess is of ﬁhe past. The days of its

feudal glory have departed It is /{{terestm‘r rather on accouns
of what it has been than for witat it is. Those cliffs and bas-

tions are eloquent with associations of days gone by They
are suggestive of ancient feuds now, let us hope, forever dead.
These vvjads, long laved by the evnw-e’obinn' and fowing side of
human life, are voicefal with e‘d- ime memories,
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The prominent feature in the topography of Quebec is Cape
Diamond. It rises almost perpendicularly to a height of three
hundred feet above the lower town. It is crowned by the im-
pregnable citadel, whose position and strenzth have gained for
the city the sohriquet—the Gibraltar of America. ‘

The ¢liff on which the ecity stands is somewhat the shape of
a triangle, the two sides of which are formed by the rivers St
Lawrence and St. Charles, while the base of the triangle is
formed by the Plains of Abraham, west of the city. Here was
fought the battle whereby Quebec was wrested from the French
in 1759. The river fronts are defended by a continuous wall
on the very brow of the c¢liff, with flanking towers and bastions,
all loop-holed for musketry and pierced for cannon. The west
S‘de.,ufaward the level plain, has a triple wall—or rather had, for
much’of it has been demolished—faced with masonry, running
zig-zag across the plain, with deep, wide trenches between.
The inner wall was sufficiently higher than the others to aliow
the heavy cannon which it mounts to rake the entire glacis in
case of assault or attempted escalade. These 2rass-grown ram-
parts are now a favourite promenade for the citizens, and play-
ground for the children. :

In the soft afternoon light of a lovely summer day I drove
out to the Plains of Abraham

d the battle-feld of Ste. Foye.
The bouldered and billowy piain
on which was lost to France and
won to Great Britain the sover-
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ITS STORIED PAST.

In the evening, from the grass-grown and crumbling ramparts
on the landward side of Quebec, I beheld a magnificent sunset
over the beautiful valley of the St. Charles. Everything
spoke, not of battle’s stern array, but of the gentle reign of
peace.  Grim-visaged war had smoothed his rugoed front,
and instead of rallying throngs of armed men, groups of gay
holiday makers saumtered to and fro. Instead of watehful
sentries uttering their stern challenge, vouths and maidens
softly repeated the olden story tirst told in the sinless bowers
of paradise. Ravelins and demilunes were crumbling into
ruin. Howitzer and culverin lay dismounted on the ground,
and had become the playthings of gleeful children. Instead of
the rude alarms of war, strains of festive musie filled the “air.
Slowly sank the sun
to the serrated hor-
izon, while a rolling
sea of mountains
deepened from pearl
gray in the fore-
ground to darkest
purple in the dis-
tance. The whole
valley was flooded
with a golden radiance. The winding river, at whose mouth
Jacques Cartier wintered his ships well-nigh three hundred
and fifty years ago, beneath the fading light, like the waters
of the Nile under the rod of Moses, seemed changing into
blood. The erimson and golden banners of the sky re-
Hected the passing glory. The soft ringing of the Angelus
floated in silvery tones upon the air, and told that the day was
dying. The red sun-set and the rich after-glow filled the
heavens. The long sweep of shore to Beauport and Montmo-
renci, and the shadowy hills, faded away in the gathering dusk.
Lights gleamed in cottage homes, on’ the ships swinging with
the tide, and in the sky above, and were reflected in the waves
beneath; and the solemn night came down.
On my way home to my lodgings throu
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JESUITS AND RECOLLETS. _ 175

moonlit city, I sat down on the steps of the old Jesuit college,
long used as a barracks for the British troops, and then in pro-
cess of demolition. As I sat in the moonlight I endeavoured
to people the dim cloisters and deserted quadrangle with the
ghosts of their former inhabitants—the astute, and wily, and
withal heroic men who, from these halls, so largely controlled
the religious and political destiny of the continent. Here they
collected the wandering children of the forest whom they in-
duced to forsake paganism and to become Christians. From
hence they started on their lonely pilgrimages to carry the gospel
‘of peace to the savage tribes beyond Lakes Huron and Superior,
on the head waters of the Mississippi and in the frozen regions
of Hudson’s Bay. It was long the rendezvous of the voyageur
and courier de bots, of the trapper and trader, those pioneers
of civilization; the entrepdt of the Hudson’s Bay Company,
that giant monopoly which asserted its supremacy over a terri-
tory nearly as large as the whole of Europe.

Many are the thrilling traditions of raids and foray against
the infant colony and mission, of the massacres, captivities and
rescues of its inbabitants; many are the weird, wild legends,
many the glorious, historieal souvenirs clustering around the
grand old city. It has been the scene of some of the most im-
portant events which have occurred upon the continent. In
fancy I beheld the ghosts of those who have lived and acted
here, stalk o'er the scene. J esuit and Recollet, friars black and
friars grey, monks and nuns, gay plumed cavaliers and sturdy
bourgeois, men of knightly name and red-skinned warriors of
the woods, thronged, in phantom wise, the ancient market
square. The deep thunder of the ten-o’clock gun from the fort
rolled and reverberated from shore to shore. It broke che
spell of the dpa.st and “cold reality became again a presence.”

Anxious %o impart as much of a foreign flavour as possible
to my visit, I went to a quaint old F rench hotel. The tim-
bered ceilings, deep casements, steep stairways, and unfamiliar
language, gave quife a piquant spice to my entertainment. As
I sat at breakfast next day, in the pleasant pariour, I could
look down the long narrow street leading to St. John’s gate.
. In’ the bright sunlight passed a ceaseless throng—the young
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176 VIEW FROM CITADEL.

and old, the grave and gay, the rich man in his carriage and
the cripple with his crutch—and all alike disappeared beneath
the impenetrable shadow of the archway of the gate,—the
merchant to his villa, the beggar to his straw. So, methought,
life’s vast procession wends evermore through the crowded
ways of time, through the awful shadows of the common
portal of the grave to an irrevocable destiny beyond.

If the ancient ramparts are allowed to crumble to ruin, the
citadel, the arz, the true acropolis, is kept in a condition of
most efficient defence. From the “King’s Bastion,” high in

OLD St. JOHN’S GATE.

air, a battery of Armstrong guns threatens destruction to every
hostile force. Its steep glacis, deep fosse, solid walls, and
heavy armament, make the fort, I should think, impregnable.
The view from Cape Diamond is superb, and thrilling with
heroic associations. Directly opposite, at the distance of a mile

" or more, is Point Levis, whence Wolfe shelled the doomed city

till the famished inhabitants wrote, “ We are without hope and
without food; God hath forsaken us.” There is the broad
sweep of the Beauport shore, which Montealm had lined with
his earthworks for seven miles. ’
Yonder is the steep cliff at Montmorenci, where, in desperate
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- assault, four hundred men, the flower of the British army, fell
dead or dying on .the gory slope. There lay the fleet against
which, again and again, the fire rafts were launched. A little
above is the path by Which the conquering army climbed the
cliff. That placid plain where the cattle graze was the scene

, of the death-wrestle between the opposing hosts. Through
yonder gates the fugitive army fled and the victors pursued.
From these ramparts the hungry eyes of the despairing garrison
looked in vain for ships of succour to round yon headland.
Immediately beneath this cliff the gallant Montgomery fell cold
and stark beneath the winter tempest, and the falling snow
became his winding-sheet.

In the prosecution of certain historical investigations 1
visited several of the oldest institutions in the eity~—the Ursu-
line Convent, the Hotel Dieu, the Laval Seminary, ete. The
convent is the oldest in America, founded in 1639, and has a

- strange romantic history, indissolubly linked with the memo-
ries of the devout enthusiasts, Madame de la Peltrie and Marie
de I'Incarnation. I had a long conversation, through a double
grating, with a soft-voiced nun, who gave me much information
and an engraving of the convent, and detailed two.of the
young ladies in attendance to show ine the chapel containing -
the tomb of Montcalm, several va,}ua.ﬁle paintings, and certain
rather apoeryphal relies from the Catacombs of Rome.

The Hotel Dieu, founded in.1639 by the famous niece of
Cardinal Richelieu, the Duchesse d’Aiguillon, is a vast and
quaint old structure. Here are preserved a silver bust of Bre-
beeuf, the missionary to the Hurons who; in 1649, was burned
at the stake at St. Ignace, near the site of Penetanguishene.
His skull and other relies are also preserved, and are said to
have wrought marvellous miracles of healing, and even, more
remarkable still, to have led to the conversion of a most obsti-
nate heretic—heretique plus opmzatre On my first visit
several years ago, by a special favour I was permitted to see
these, which were in a private part of the nunnery, also a pic-
ture of the martyrdom. I rang.a bell and soon heard a voice
at a perforated disc in the wall, although I could see no.one.
I was told to knock at a certain door, but not to enter till the
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person who would unlock it had gone away, because the clois-
tered nuns had no communication with the outer world. I
did so, and made a careful study of the bust and other historic
relics. I was told that Parkman, the historian, had shortly be-
fore visited the place for a similar purpose. An aged nun was
n'rea,tly interested in the traditions of her house, with which I
seemed more familiar than herself, although she had been an
inmate for over fifty years. Another nun (Sister St. Patrick,
by the way, was her conventual name), when she found I was

ESPLANADE, QUEBEC.

a Protestant heretic, manifested deep concern for my conversion
to the Catholic faith, out of which, she solemnly assured me,
there was no salvation, and promised me her prayers to that
effect. Her earnestness and zeal for the welfare of a stranger
were worthy of imitation by lukewarm Protestants.

+ On a recent visit I was not admitted to these inner. pene-
tralia, but the bust was brought to an outer room for my in-
spection. In a room fitted up as a sort of chapel, with a little
altar at one side, a few nuns and convalescent inniates were
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holding a religious service. The singing, accompanied by a
violin played by a delicate-looking man, was very sweet and
plaintive. In the reception-room of the Good Shepherd Con-
vent, where seventy nuns teach seven hundred children, one of
the “grey sisters” was reading her breviary, measuring the
time by a sand-glass, ever and anon shaking the glass as if
impatient that the sand ran so slowly. It was a page out of
the middle ages. I saw nothing more quaint since I visited a
large Beguinage at Ghent.

I walked out to Sillery, about a league from town, over
-the battle-field and through the lovely grounds of Spencer
Wood, overlooking the noble river. At Sillery is the identical
old mission-house from which Breébeeuf, Lalemant, Jogues, and

' many more set forth, well-nigh
two centuries and a haif ago, to
carry the gospel of peace to the
savage tribes beyond Lakes Hu-
ron and Superior, and in the re-
gions of Hudson Bay; they toiled
for years with the utmost zeal,
and many of them sealed their
testimony with their blood.

At the Laval Seminary, which
bhas four hundred students, I
- was shown, in an authentic por-
trait, the clear-cut, haughty
features of the astute and politic
founder of the institution—a scion of the princely house of
Montmorenci, the first bishop of Quebec, who for thirty years
(1659-1689) swayed the religious destiny of Canada. The Lavai
University, a noble pile, commemorates his name. I¢ contains
a fine library and museum, and a gallery of paintings contain-
ing original Salvators, Teniers, Vernets, a Tintoret, a Poussin,
and others of considerable value.

In the chapel of the Laval Seminary are—or were, for several
of these have been destroyed by fire—some of the finest paint-
ings in Canada. One picture of the cruéifixion greatly im-
pressed me. The background is formed by dense black clouds,
traversed b_',‘r a lurid lightning flash. In the foreground stands
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the cross from which depends the lifeless body of Christ. It
is the only figure in the picture. The feeling of forlornness is
intense. There are no weeping Marys, no fearful Johns, re-
morseful Peters, or brutal soldiers, which but distract the
attention. But instead thereof, at the foot of the cross lies a
solitary human skull reminding one of Tennyson’s lines,

¢¢ Thou madest life, thou madest death, thy foot
Is on the skull that thou hast made.”

The oldest church
in the city is that of
. Notre Dame de-la

Vietoire,in the lower
town—a quaint old
75 structure erected to

* commemorate the
victory over Sir Wm.
Phipps’ fleet in 1690.
An age-embrowned

pest the heretic fleet.
Among the stran-
4y gest sights in Que-
. bec are the narrow
streets named Sous
2| le Fort and Sous le
%¢ Cap. The latter is
a crowded abode of
squalor, crouching
beneath the lofty
cliff, with the least
possible allowance of
~air, and light, and
space. The interi-
ors seem mere caves of darkness, and in one I noticed a
** lamp burning in midday. Another narrow street on the slope
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to the upper town is quite impassable for carriages on account
of its steepness, which is overcome by nearly a hundred steps.
The French are evidently very sociable beings. They can
easily converse, and almost shake hands across some of their
narrow streets. One of the most quaint old structures is that
in which Montcalm held his last council of war, on the eve of
the conquest. It is now—*to what base uses must we come!”
—a barber shop. The timbered ceiling, thick walls, low steep
roof, huge chimney and curious dormers, are interesting sou-

OLv Frexcr HoUSE, QUEBEC,

venirs of the old re’gime. Similar in character is the house in
which his body was laid cut. :
There were till recently five gates permitting ingress and
egress between the old town and the outside worid They
were of solid wood fra.mma heavily studded with iron, cpening
into. gloomy, vault-like passages, through scowling, stern-
browed guard-houses, with gnm-}ookmg cannon frowning
through the embrasures overhead, and long, narrow loopholes
on either side, suggestive of leaden pills not very easy of
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digestion. Several of these, with the modern structures by
which they have been superseded, are illustrated in our cuts.
At the base of the cliff, and between it and the river, lies
the lower town. The houses are huddled together in admir-
able disorder. The streets—narrow, tortuous and steep, with
high, guaint, antique-looking houses on either side—remind
one of the wynds and closes of Edinburgh, nor is the. illusion
lessened by the filth and squalor inseparable from such sur-

- roundings. Some of the streets seemed half squeezed to death,

as if by physical compression between the cliff and river, others

Orp HoreE GaTE, BLOCK, AND GUARD-HOUSE.

‘are wide and wealthy, lined with wholesale warehouses and

stores. On the front of the new Post Office is a curious effigy
of a dog, carved in stone and gilded, under which is the fol-
lowing inseription :—

* ¢ Je suis un chiea qui ronge I'os ;
En le rongeant je prend mon repos.
TUn temps viendra qui n'est pas venu
Que je mordrais qui m'aura mordu.”




THE GOLDEN DOG. 183

This has been thus translated by Mr. Kirby:

“I am a dog who gnaws my bone,
And at my ease I gnaw alone,

" The time will come, which is nct yet,
When I will bite him by whom I'm bit.”

~ This legend has been the motif of one of the best historical
tales ever written—“ The Chien d’Or,” by William Kirby, Esq.,
of Niagara. I had the pleasure of reading this story in fifteen
manuseript volumes. It is by far the best delineation of old
colonial life and character I ever read. It is remarkable, not

CITADEL FROM THE WHARF.

only from the interest of its
plot, but alsoc for the elegance of
its dietion. I know 'no work in
which the unities of time and place are so well maintained.
Two-thirds of the book cover a period of only thirty-six hours
and the whole, a period of three months.

Durham Terrace, one of the most delightful promenades in
the world, is built on the foundation arches of the old Palais
Saint Louis, the chateau of the early French Governors, im-
pending immediately over the lower town. The view there-
from is magnificent: the broad bosom of the St. Lawrence, of
mingled sapphire and opal, studded with the snowy sails of
ships focking portwards like doves %o their windows: the silver
waters of the St. Charles; the beautiful Island of Orleans, like
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" an emerald gem on the river’s breast; and Point Levis croughing-
at the opposite shore, form a picture not often equalled nor
easily forgotten The view from the Citadel is more command-
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GENERAL'S HEADQUARTERS
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By H. R, H. the Princess Louise.

ing still. - We drove through a lofty gateway, the leaves of
which weré formed of interlaced iron chains, immensely strong.
We then crossed a wide, deep fosse, between high stone walls,.
and passed through a sally-port into the fortress. A soldier,
off duty, courteously ¢onducted us around the walls He did
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not seem by any means anxious for war, nor did any of the
many soldiers whose opinions I have from time to time elicited.
I find invariably that those who have seen active service, and
have known the
; horrors of war, are
much less eager for
| a fray than those
carpet knights who
talk so bravely be-
| fore the ladies, and
fight so valorously
through the news-
papers.
I witnessed some
raw recruits going’
© through the bayo-
RS net drill, and being
CHAIN GATE. : instructed by a
. ' spruce looking ser-
geant, with a long butcher-knife girt to his side, in the useful
and elegant accomplish- '
went of spitting their
fellow-men. All these
things but quickened
my aspirations for the
time when righteousness
and peace shall kiss each
other, and the nations
learn war nomore. The
fort is a sort of star
shape, and to me ap-
peared absolutely im- .
pregnable. From the
ramparts one can leap
sheer down three hun- ,
dred feet. For short Mizzzizo Towss.
ranges this great altitude is, however, a defect, it being im-
possible to depress the guns sufficiently to command the river
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beneath. The view of the winding Moselle and storied Rhine
from the fortress height of Ehrenbreitstein, is one that has
been greatly extolled ; but to my mind the view from this his-
torie rock is incomparable. The Martello Tower, in our cut, is
one of several that protect the city. o

THE CONQUEST OF CANADA.

The story of the battle which transferred half a continent
from France to Britain has been often told, but will, perhaps,
bear repeating. ' : - _

On the early moonless morning of September 13th, 1759, »
before day, - the
¥ British fleet drop-

bbing tide, ac-
ompanied by
thirty barges con-
 taining sixteen
hundred men,
, _ which, with muf-
fled oars, closely hugged the shadows of the shore. Pale and
weak with recent illness, Wolfe reclined among his- officers,
and, in a low tone, blending with the rippling of the river,
recited several stanzas of the recent poem, Gray’s “Elegy
written ini a Country Churchyard.” Perhaps the shadow of his
own approaching fate stole upon his mind, as in' mournful
cadence he whispered the strangely-prophetic words,—

INSIDE CrraDEL.

“The boast of heraldry, the pomp of power,
And all that bea,uty, all that wealth e’er gave,
Alike await the in&xeq})le hour; .
The paths of glory lead.but to the grave.”

With a prescience of the hollowness of military renown, he
exclaimed,’.“I would rather have written those lines than take
Quebec to-morrow.” ' S
Challenged by an alert sentry, an officer gave the counter-
sign, which had been learned from a French deserter, and the

<
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little flotilla was mistaken for a convoy of provisions expected
from Montreal. Landing in the deeply-shadowed cove, the
amle Highlanders climbed lightly up the steep and narrow pa.th
leading to the sum-
mit. “Qui vive?” de-
manded the watchful
sentinel. “La France,”
replied Captain Me-
Donald, the Highland
officer in command,
and, in a moment, the
guard was over-pow-
ered. The troops
swarmed rapidly up
the rugged precipice, aiding themselves by the roots and
branches of the stunted spruces and savins; the barges mean-
while promptly transferring fresh reinforcements from the fleet.

St. JomN’s GATE.

OLbp PRESCOTT GATE.

With much difficulty a single field-piece was dragged up the
‘rugged steep. . :
%%’hen the sun rose, the plain was glittering with the arms of
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plaided Highlanders and English red-coats, forming for battle.
The redoubled fire from Pomt Levis and from a portion of the
fleet, upon Quebec and the lines of Beauport, detained Montcalm
Lelow the city, and completely
deceived him as to the main -
point of attack. = A breath-
less horseman conveyed the
intelligence at early dawn.
= % At first incredulous, the gal-

- b N % ¢ lant commander was soon con-
IR AN "l_ﬂ,‘ﬂ': vinced of the fact, and ex-
@ 72 .77 claimed, “Then they have got
S IR ’ﬁj g . theweak side of this wretched
Tl , o garrison, but we must fight
and crush them;” and the roll
of drums and peal of bugles
on the fresh morning air summoned the scattered army to ac-
tion. With tumultuous haste, the skeleton regiments hurried
through the town, and, about nine o’clock, formed in long,
thin lines upon the
Plains of Abraham,
without waiting for -
artillery, exeept two
small field-pieces
.brought from the |
_city. This was Mont- -
calm’s great and fatal 5 %
mistake. Had he re- ..'}f.
mained behind the ik
ramparts of Quebee, -
he could probably : -
have held out till the g .
approach of winter New Sr. Lovs GarE,

would have compelled

the retreat of the British. Includmg militia and regulars, the

a5 =

St. JoHN’S GATE IN WINTER.

French numbered seven thousand five hundred famine-wasted

and " disheartened men, more than half of whom were, in the
words of Wolfe, “a disorderly peasantry.” Opposed to them
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were less than five thousand* veteran troops, eager for the
fray, and strong in their confidence in their beloved, general.
Wolfe passed rapidly - '

along the line, cheering :
his men, and exhorting
-them not to fire without
orders. Firm as a wall
they awaited the onset
of the French. In sil-
ence they filled the ghast-
ly gaps made in their
ranks by tbe fire of the
foe.- Not for a moment
wavered the steady line.
Not a trigger was pulled |
.till the enemy arrived
within about forty yards.
Then, at Wolfe’s. ring- .
ing word of command, a simultaneous volley flashed from the

New KENT GATE.

B 3

OLp HoprE GATE.
levelled guns, and tore through the French ranks. As the
-#*The exact number was 4,828. That of the French is estimated at 7,520.

S
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smoke-wreaths rolled away upon the morning breeze, a ghastly
sight was seen. The French line was broken and disordered,
and heaps-of wounded strewed the plain. Gallantly resisting,
they received another deadly volley. With cheer on cheer the

) ] " THE DEaTE oF WoOLFE.

{ " British charged: before they could reform, and swept the fugi-
: - tives from the field, pursuing them to the city gates, and to the
: banks of the St. Charles. In fifteen minutes was lost and won
; - the battle that gave Canada to Great Britain. The British
i loss was fifty-seven killed, and six hundred wounded ; that of
:%f: o the French was fifteen hundred killed, wounded, and Pprisoners.
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Beside the multitude slain on either side, whose death carried
desolation into many a humble home, were the brave com-

manders of the opposing hosts. - Almost at the first fire, Wolfe -

was struck by a bullet that shattered his wrist. Binding a
handkerchief round the wound, he led the way to victory. In
a moment, a ball pierced .
his side, but he still cheered | P
on his men. Soon a third . X
shot lodged deep in his
breast. Staggering into the
arms of an officer, he ex-
claimed, “Support me! Let
not my brave fellows see
me fall.”  He was borne to
the rear and gently laid
upon the ground. “See!
they run!” exclaimed one
of the officers standing by.
“Who run?” demanded
Wolfe, arousing as from a
swoon. “The enemy, sir;
they give wayeverywhere,”
was the reply. “What!
already ?” 4aid the dying
man, and he gave ‘orders
to cut off their retreat.
“Now, God be praised,” he
murmured, “I.die content,”
and he gently breathed his
last.

His brave adversary,

- Montealm, also fell mor-
tally wounded, and was

WoLFeE'S NEW MONUMENT.

borne from the field. “How long shall I live?” he asked

the surgeon.. “Not many hours,” was the reply. “I am glad
of it,” he caid; “I shall not see the surrender of Quebec.”
He refused to occupy his mind longer with earthly concerns.
Pe-De Ramsay, who commanded the garrison, and who sought
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192 MONTCALM.

his advice as to the defence of the city, he said: « My time is
short, so pray leave me. To your keeping I commend the
honour of France. I wish you all comfort and a happy deliver-
ance from your perplexities. As for me, I would be alone with
God, and prepare for death.” To another he said: “Since it is
my misfortune to be defeated and mortally wounded, it is a
great consolation that I have been defeated by so great and
generous an enemy.” He died before midnight, and, coffined in
a rude box, was buried amidst the tears of his soldiers in a
grave made by the bursting of a shell. So perished a noble-

Orp St. Louis GATE.

hearted man, a skilful general and an incorruptible patriot. At
a time when the civil officers of the crown, with scarce an ex-
ception, were battening like vampires on the life-blood of the
colony, Montcalm la.v:lshed his private resources, and freely
gave up his life in its behalf:

Near the scene of their death, a grateful people have erected
a common monument to the rival commanders, who generously
recognized each other’s merit in life, and now keep for ever-
more the solemn truce of death. The two races which met in
the shock of battle dwell together in loving fealty, beneath the

protectmrr folds of one common flag.
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In the year 1776 Benedict Arnold, who subsequently gained
eternal infamy by the base attempt to betray the fortress of
West Point, attempted the capture of Quebec, and had secret
correspondents among its inhabitants. In the month of Sep-
tember, with a.force of nearly a thousand men, among whom
was Aaron Burr, a future Vice-President of the United States,
he toiled up the swift current of the Kennebec and Dead Rivers,
to the head-waters of those streams. With incredible labour
they conveyed their boats and stores through the tangled wil-
derness to the Chaudiere, and sailed down its tumultuous cur-
rent to the St. Lawrence. Their sufferings through hunger,
cold, fatigue, and exposure, were escessive. They were re-
duced to eat the flesh of dogs, and even to gnaw the leather of
‘their cartouch-boxes and shoes. Their barges had to be
dragged, against the rapid stream one hundred and eighty miles,
and carried forty miles over rugged portages on men’s shoulders.
Their number was reduced by sickness, exhaustion and deser-
tion, to seven hundred men before they reached the St. Law-
rence, and only six hundred were fit for military service.
Without artillery, with damnaged guns and scanty ammunition,
with wretched clothing and imperfect commissariat, they were
to attempt the capture of the strongest fortress in America.

On the night of November the 13th, Arnold, having con-
structed a number of canoes, conveyed the bulk of his meagre
army across the river, and, without opposition, climbed the
cliff by Wolfe's path, and appeared before the walls of the
upper town. He sent a flag of truce to demand the surrender
of the place; but the flag was not received, and no answer to
the summons was deigned. Having failed to surprise the town,
and despairing, with his footsore and ragged regiments, with
no artillery, and with only five rounds of ammunition, of tak-
ing it by assault, he retired to Point-aux-Trembles, some
twenty miles up the river, to await a junction with Mont- _
gomery. : ' '

The entire population of Quebec was about five thousand,
and the garrison numbered eighteen hundred in all, consisting
of about a thousand British and Canadian militia, three hun-
dred regulars, and a body of seamen and marines from the

13 '
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194 DEATH OF MONITGOMERY.

ships in the harbour. The place was provisioned for eiorht
months.

On the 4th of Detember, the united forces of Arnold and
Montgomery, amounting to about twelve hundred in all, ad-
vanced against Quebec. Carleton refused to hold any com-
munication with them, and the besieging army encamped in
the snow before the walls. Its scanty artillery produced no
effect upon the impregnable ramparts. Biting frost, the fire of
the garrison, pleu- '
risy,and the small-
pox did their fatal
work.. The only-
hope of success
was by assault,
which must be made
before the close of the
year, when the period -
of service of many of the’
men expired. -

On the last day of the
year, therefore, a double
attack was made on the
lower town, the object of
which was to effect a junction of §
forces, and then to“storm the upper- §
town. © At four o'clock in the
morning, in & blinding snowstorm,
Montgomery, with five hundred
men, crept along the narrow pass
between Cape Dmmond and the .
river. The western approach to the town was defended by a
block-house and a battery. As the forlorn-hope made a dash
for the barrier, a volley of grape swept through their ranks.
Montgomery, with two of his officers and ten men, were slain.
The deepening snow wrapped them in its icy shroud, while
their comrades retreated in utter discomfiture:

On the other side of the town, Arnold, with six hundred men,
attacked and carried thé first barriers: The alarm bells rang,

Fage oF Crraper CLIFF.
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the drums beat to arms, the garrison rallied to the defence.-
The assaulting party pressed on, and many entered the town .
through the embrasures of a battery, and waged a stubborn
fight in the narrow streets, amid the storm and darkness.
_ With the dawn of morning, they found themselves surrounded
by an overwhelming forceq and exposed to a withering fire
from the houses. - They therefore surrendered at discretion, to
the number of four hundred men.

The many memories of this old historic spot are well cele-

brated in the following vigorous verses of His Excellency the
Marquis of Lorne :

O fortress city ! bathed by streams
Majestic as thy memories great,
Where mountains, flood and forests mate
The grandeur of the glorious dreams,
Born of the hero hearts who died
In forming here-an empire’s pride ;
Prosperity attend thy fate,
And happiness in thee abide,
7 - 7 _ Fair Canada’s strong tower and gate !

For all must drink delight whose feet
Have paced the streets or terrace way;
From rampart sod, or bastion gray,

Have marked thy sea-like river great,

The bright and peopled banks that shine
In front of the far mountain’s line;

Thy glittering roofs below, the play
Of currents where the ships entwine

Their spars, or laden pass away.

As we who joyously once rode

8o often forth to trumpet sound,

Past guarded gates, by ways that wound
O’er drawbridges, through moats, and showed

The vast St. Lawrence flowing, belt

The Orleans Isle, and seaward melt ;
Then past old walls, by cannon crowned,

Down stair-like streets, to where we felt
The salt winds blown o’er meadow ground.

Where flows the Charles past wharf and dock,
And learning from Laval looks down,
And quiet convents grace the town,

There swift to meet the battle shock
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Montcalm rushed on ; and eddying back,
_Red slaughter marked the bridge’s track;
See now the shores with lumber brown,
-And girt with happy laads that lack
No loveliness of summer’s crown.

Quaint hamlet-alleys, border-filled .
" With purple lilacs, poplars tall,
‘Where flits the yellow bird, and fall
The deep eave shadows. There when tilled
" The peasant’s field or garden bed,
" He rests content if o’er his head
From silver spires the church bells call
: To gorgeous shrines and prayers that gild
4 . The simple hopes and lives of all. . .

The glory of a gracious land,

" Fit home for many a hardy race ;
‘Where liberty has broadest base,

And labour honours every hand,
Throughout her triply thousand miles

" The sun upon each season smiles,

And every man has scope and space,.
And kindliness from strand to strand, .

Alone is borne to right of place.

TO MONTMORENCL

The drive from Quebec to the Montmorenci is one of the
loveliest conceivable. We mount the caléche, a queer, nonde-
seript sort of carriage, and are whirled rapidly along. Emerg-
ing from the narrow, tortuous streets—in which the wind
has hardly room to turn round, and if it had would be sure
to get lost, so crooked are they—we pass.through the
portals of Palace Gate, now removed. The road Wa.nders
carelessly along the river side, past old, red-roofed cha.teaux,
“moss-covered, many-gabled, memory-haunted; by spruce and
besautiful modern suburban villas, through quaint old hanilets,

" with double or triple rows of picturesque dormer windows in

the steep, mossy roof, with the invariable “Church of Our
Lady,” the guardian a.noel of the scene, from whose cross-
erowned spire the baptlzed and consecrated bells “sprinkle
with holy sounds the air, as a priest with his hyssop the con--
gregation —through sweet-scented hay fields, where the new
mown grass _breathes out its fragrance—past quaint, thateh-
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roofed barns and granges, “ where stand the broad-wheeled
wains, the antique ploughs and the harrows”—past the crowded -

dove-cots where “the sussurus and. coo of the pigeons whis-
pereth ever of love”—past the fantastic-looking windmills,
brandishing their stalwart arms as if eager for a fray—past
the rustic Wayg}de crosses, each with an image of the Christ

waving hands:.gf benediction over the pious wayfarers who
pause a moment in their journey to whisper a Pater Noster or

OLp PALACE GATE.

an Ave Maria—past all these onward still wanders the roadway,
on our right the silver St. Lawrence, on our left the sombre-
hued Laurentxan mountains, and far behind us the old, high-
walled, strong-gated, feudal city. ‘As we drive along, httle
children run beside our carriage offering flowers, asking alms;
dusk-eyed, olive-skinned girls are hay-making in the meadows

. or spinning in the doorways; and the courteous habitant with
‘his comical chapeau and scarlet sash bows politely &s we pass.
Really one can hardly resist the illusion that he is travelling’

through Picardy or Artois, or some rural district of Old France.
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In the meantime we have been rapidly nearing the Falls,
which can now be heard “ calling to us from afar off.”

The best view of a waterfall is confessedly from below, so let
-us descend. We must here leave our carriage and clamber
down as best we can. Now that we are down, how high
these bluffs appear.. And lo! the fall in all its glory bursts
on our view. The river hurls itself over a cliff two hundred
and fifty feet high immediately into.tide water. The fall is

A CALECHE.

about fifty or sixty feet wide.. How glorious it is! Half as
high again as Niagara, but not nearly so wide. We are so
close that we can feel the forrent’s breath upon our cheeks.
What a majesty crowns that hoary brow! What dazzling .
brightness hath that snowy front! It seems to pour out of the
very sky. A huge black rock gores and tears the foamy
torrent, rending its waving skirts from bottom to top. We sit
and gaze upon that awful front till it becomes an imperishable
picture in the brain, “a thing of beauty and a joy forever.”
Here the ruthless men of money have beguiled a portion of the



) THE GIANT'S STAIRS. 199
uhsuspecteé river along that aqueduct, and now fetter its wild
gamﬁblling, harness it like Ixion to a never-resting wheel, and
make it 1gnom1nxously work for a living like a bound galley-
slave.” .

The “ Giant's Stairs,” or “Marches Naturelle,” are a flight
of broad, natural steps, terrace above terrace, like a noble
vestibule. Through these the river, in the lapse of centuries,
has worn for itself a deep and narrow gorge, in places not more
than twelve feet wide, down which it chafes and frets and
fumes very wrathfully. See there, in its hot haste it has
hurled itsel€ right against that rude rock that stands forever
in the way. It goes off limping and looking very angry. It
froths and foams, and looks so wicked, I shouldn’t wonder if
it were swearing in its own way. That's just the way with
'impetubus, hot-headed rivers—and men, too. They vex them-
selves into a foaming passion, and invariably come off worse in
their encounters with the grand old majesty-and impassiveness
of Nature.

. The following is the account of this fall given by that
veteran tra.veller Bayard Taylor:—“A safe platform leads
along the rocks to a pavilion on a point at the side of the fall,
and on a level with it. Here the gulf, nearly three hundred
feet deep, with its walls o_f,.chocolate-colo_ured earth, and its
"patches of emerald herbage, wet with eternal spray, opens
to the St. Lawrence. Montmorenci is' one of the loveliest
waterfalls. In its general character it bears some resemblance
to the szse-Vache, in Switzerland, which, however, is much
smaller. The water is snow-white, tinted, in the heaviest por-
tions of the fall, with a soft yellow; like that of raw silk. In
fact, broken as it is by the irregular edge of the rock, it reminds
one of masses of silken, ﬂossy skeins, continually overlapping
one another as they fall. At the bottom, dashed upon a pile of
rocks, it shoots far out in star-like radii of spray, which share
the regular throb or pulsation of the falling masses. The edges
of the fall flutter out into lace-like pomts and fringes, which
_dissolve into gauze as they descend.”

The old French habitants call the Montmorenci Fall La Vache
(“The Cow ”), on account of the resemblance of its foaming

=
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waters to milk. Others attribute this name to the noise like
the lowing of a cow which is made by the fall during the preva- .
lence of certain winds. -Immediately about the basin and
along the Montmorenci River, many severe actions took place
during Wolfe’s siege of Quebec. This river was for a time the
- location of the picket-lines of the British and Freneh armies.

QUEBEC IN LITERATURE.

' The resources of prose and verse have been exhausted in
describing the beauty of this qualnt old city.. Sa.ngster thus
apostrophises it :

Quebec ! . how regally it crowns the helghb

Like a tanned giant on a solid throne !

Unmindful of the sanguinary fight,

The roar of ¢annon mingling with the moan

Of mutilated soldiers years agone,

That gave the place a glory and a name

Among the nations. France was heard to groan ;

"England rejoiced, but checked the proud acclaim—
_A brave young chief had fall'n to vindicate her fame.

Wolfe and Montcalm ! two nobler names ne'er graced
The page of history, or the hostile plain ;
No braver souls the sform of battle faced,
_ Regardless of the danger or the pain.

They pass’d unto their rest without a stain
Upon their nature or their generous hearts.
One graceful column to the noble twain
Speaks of a nation’s gratitude, and starts

The tear that Valour claims, and Feeling’s self imparts.

Down the rough slope Montmorenci’s torrent pours,

We cannot view it by this feeble ray, ‘

But hark ! its thunders leap along the shores,

“Thrilling the cliffs that guard the beauteous bay; -

And now the moon shines on our downward way,

Showing fair Orleans’ enchanting Isle,

Its fields of grain, and meadows sweet with ha.y H

Along the fertile shores fresh landscapes smile,
Cheering the watchful eye for many a pleasant mile.

“T rubbed my eyes,” says Thoreau, describing the entrance
through the ancient Prescott Gate, “ to be sure that [ was in
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the ‘nineteenth century, and was not entering one of those
portals which sometimes adorn the frontispiece of old black-
letter volumes: I thought it would be a good place to read
Froissart’s Chronicles. It was such a reminiscence of the
Middle Ages as Scott’s novels.” :

“Whilst the surrounding scenery reminds one of the un-
-rivalled views of the Bosphorus,” says another tourist, “the airy
site of the citadel and town calls to mind Innspruck and Edin-
burgh. Quebec may be best described by supposing that an
ancient Norman fortress of two centuries ago had been encased
in amber, transported by magic to Canada, and pla.ced on the
summit of Cape Diamond.”

“Leaving the Citadel,” says Sir Charles Dilke, “ we are once
more in the European Middle Ages. Gates and posterns, cranky
steps that lead up to lofty, gabled houses, with sharp French
roofs of burnished tin, like those of Liege; processions of the
Host; altars decked with flowers; statues of the Virgin;
sabots ; blouses; and the scarlet of the British linesman,—all
these are seen in narrow streets and markets that are graced
with many a Cotentin lace cap, and all within forty miles of
the down-east, Yankee State of Maine. It is not far from New
England to Old France.”

“ Curlous old Quebec!” says Henry Ward Beecher “of all
the cities of the continent of America the most quaint! Itisa |
peak thickly populated! a gigantic rock, escarped, echeloned,
- and at the same time smoothed off to hold firmly on its summit
-the houses and castles, although-according to the ordinary laws
of matter they ought to fall off like a burden placed on a
camel’s back without fastening. Yet the houses and castles
hold there as if they were nailed down. At the foot of the
rock some feet of land have been reclaimed from the river, and
that is for the streets of the Lower Town. Quebec is a dried
shred of the Mlddle Ages, hung high up near the North Pole,
far from the beaten paths of the Europea.n tourists, a euriosity
without parallel on this side of the  ocean. We traversed each
- street as we would have turned the leaves of 8 book of engrav-
ings, containing a new painting on each page.”

“On a summer evening when Durham Terrace is covered
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with loungers, and Point Levis is sprinkled with lights and the

-Lower Town has illuminated its narrow streets and its rows
of dormer-windows, while the lively murmur of business is
heard and the eye can discern the great shadows of the ships
beating into port, the scene is one of marvellous animation.
It is then, above all, that one 1s struck with the resemblance
between Quebec and the European cities; it might be called a
city of France or Italy transplanted; the physiognomy is the
same, and daylight is needed to mark the alteration of features
produced by the passage to America.”

THE FOUNDER OF QUEBEC.

, The story of the founding and early history of this grand

"old city are of fascinating interest. On the 3rd. of July, 1608,

- Samuel de Champlain reached the narrows of the river, where

frown the craggy heights of Quebec. Here, beneath the tall

cliff of Cape Diamond, he laid the foundations of one of the

most- famous cities of the New World* A wooden fort was

erected, on the site of the present market-place of the Lower

Town, and was surrounded by a palisade, loop-holed for mus-

ketry. The whole was enclosed by a moat, and three small

cannon gua.rded the river-front. The colonists were soon com-

fortably housed, and land was cleared for tillage. The firm

discipline maintained by Champlain, provoked a conspiracy

for his murder. It was discovered, the rmglea.der was hanged,

and his fellow-copspirators shipped in chains to France

Champlain was left with twenty-eight men to hold a continent. .
His nearest civilized neighbours were the few English colonists

at Jamestown, Virginia. The long and cruel winter was a
season of tragical disaster and suffering. Before spring, of that
little company, only eight remained alive. The rest had-all
miserably perished by the loathsome seurvy. .The timely- -
arrival of succours from France saved the little colony from
extinetion.

*The name Québec, Champlain positively asserts, was the Indian designa-
tion of the narrows of the St. Lawrence at this point, the word signifying
a strait. Carade is the Indian word for a collection of huts, and enters
into the composition of several native names. . -
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After many adventures, including a canoe voyage to the
shores of Luke Huron, a war expedition with the Huron tribes
against the Iroquois south of Lake Ontario, a retreat on foot
in midwinter to the Huron country, and a return after a year’s
absence to Quebec, Champlain devoted himself to fostering the
growth of the colony. Quebec was as yet only surrounded by
wooden walls. To strengthen its defences, the energetic Gov-
ernor built a stone fort in the Lower Town, and on the magnifi-
cent heights overlooking the broad St. Lawrence, onefof the
noblest sites in the world, he began the erection of the Castle
of St. Louis, the residence of successive Governors of Canada
down to 1834, when it was destroyed by fire.

But the labours of Champlain’s busy life, spent in the service
of his native or adopted country, were drawing to a close. In
October, 1635, being then in the sixty-eighth year of his age,
he was smitten with his ‘mortal illness. For ten weeks he lay
in the Castle of St. Louis, unable even fo sign his name, but

awaiting with resignation the Divine will. On ChristmasDay, . -

the brave soul passed away. The body of the honoured
founder of Quebec was buried beneath the lofty ecliff which
overlooks the scene of his patriotic toil. The character of
- Champlain was more like that of the knight-errant of mediaeval
romance than that of a soldier of the practical-seventeenth
century in which he lived. He had greater virtues and fewer
faults than most men of his age. Ifra time of universal license
his life was puré. - With singular magnanimity, he devoted
himself to the interests of his patrons. Although traffic with -
the natives was very lucrative, he carefully refrained from
engaging in it. His sense of justice was stern, yet his conduct
was tempered with mercy. He won the unfaltering contidence
of the Indian tribes; suspicioug of others, in him they had
boundless trust. His zeal for the spread of Christianity was
intense. The salvation of one soul, he was wont to declare,
" was of more importance than the founding of an empire. His
epitaph is written in the record of his busy life. For well-
nigh thirty years, he laboured without stint, and against almost
insuperable difficulties, for the struggling colony. A score of
-times he crossed the Atlantic in the tardy, incommodious; and
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often scurvy-smitten vessels of the period, in order to advance
its interests. His name is embalmed in the history of his
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adopted country, and still liveg in the memory of a grateful
people, and in the designation:of the beautiful lake on which .




THE UPPER ST. LAWRENCE, 203

he. first of white men, sailed. His widow, originally a Hugue- -

not, espoused her husband’s faith, and died a nun at Meaux in .-

1654. His account of his voyage to Mexico, and his history of
New France, bear witness to his literary skill and powers of
observation ; and his summary of Christian doctrine, written
for the native tribes, is a touching monument of his piety.

" QUEBEC TO MONTREAL.

The river route to Montreal is much less picturesque than
ihe lower St. Lawrence, but is by no means devoid of interest.
The bold bluffs of Point Levis on the south shore, the vast
timber coves on the north, and the quaint village of Sillery,
are soon passed. ‘Midway between Quebec and Montreal, at
the mouth -of the St. Maurice, is the ancient city of Three
Rivers, founded in 1618. Its chief feature is the stately pile
of Roman Catholic conventual and collegiate buildings, and
the large cathedral. Its population is about ten thousand.

Lake St. Peter is-a wide but shallow expansion of the St.
Lawrence, through which a ship channel is buoyed out. Here
immense timber rafts are often seen, like floating villages, with
bellying sails and long sweeps, and the wooden houses and
earthen hearths of the lumbermen. The scene by night, as the
weird-looking figures dance around their far-gleaming fires, to
the animated strains of « V'ia U'bon vent,” or “ En roulant ma
boule,” is strangely picturesque. Sometimes in stormy weather
these rafts will be knocked to pieces by the waves, and much
valuable timber will be lost, or so drifted about that the cost of
collecting it involves an almost ruinous expense.

Passing the St. Nicholet, St. Francis and Yamaska rivers, we A
‘reach the great river Richelieu, the outlet of Lake Champlain
and Lake George, and long the “ gateway to Canada” from the
head waters of the Hudson At its mouth is the handsome and
historiec town of Sorel, on the site of Fort Richelieu, founded in
1641. The very names of the river villages—Contrecceur, Laval-
trie, Berthier, St.. Sulpice, Repentigny, Varennes, St. Ther&se,
Pointe aux Trembles (from its trembling aspens), and Longueuil,
are full of poetic and historic a.ssocxa.tlons We will let Sangster
animate those poetlc names: : -
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Varennes, like a fair Eden purged from guile,

Sits smiling on the night; yon aged pile

‘With its bright spires reposing on its breast.

Yonder, the Holy Mountain of Rouville,

‘Like a huge cloud that had come down to rest,
‘Looms far against the sky, and on its sombre crest

Shineth the Pilgrim’s Cross, that long hath cheered
The weary wanderer from distant lands,
‘Who, as his stately pinnacev onward steered,
Bless’d his Faith’s symbol with uplifted hands.
Swift through the Richelieu! Past the white sands
That spangle fair Batiscan’s pleasant shore
We glide, where fairy dwellings dot the strands ;
How gracefully yon aged elms brood o’er

The shrubbery. that yearneth for their mystic lore,

When the winds commune with the tell-tale limbs,
And many-voicéd leaves. That is St. Pierre,
Where the tall poplars, which the night bedims,
Lift their sharp outlines through the solemn air.
Past these white cottages to L’ Avenir,
Another site of beauty. Lovelier yet .
'The Plateau, slumbering in the foliage there ;
And gay Cap Sainte, like Wild Love, beset '
With wooers, bringing gems to deck her coronet.

At last the villa-studded slopes of Mount Royal come into
view, with the twin'towers of Notre Dame, and the ma.omﬁcenb
Victoria Bridge bestriding the river beyond.

- One can also reach Montreal expeditiously by the North
Shore Railway. The ride is like a run through Picardy or
Normandy. There is the same quaint foreign appearance of
the scattered hamlets, the queer red-roofed houses with their
many dormer windows, huge chimneys, and great hospitable
outside ovens. Every six miles rises a large parish church,
. with its graceful spire or twin gpires, and adjacent Presbytére
or Convent, with their far-flashing tin roofs. At the stations
and on the trains is seen the village curd, always with his
breviary, which he almost continuously reads.  The country
has ‘been so long settled that most of "the omomal forest is
cleared off; a few clumps of spiry spruces mdlca.tma a northern
sylva. The farms run back in narrow ribbands from the main
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road. Many of the long, low barns are roofed with thatch,
some are whitewashed, roof and all, and a few long-armed wind-
wills intensify the foreign aspect of the.country.
" It could really be called a village,” said Kalm, the Swedish
“traveller, in 1749, “ beginning at Montreal and ending at Que-
bec, which is a distance of more than 180 miles; for the farm-
houses are never more than five arpents apart, and sometimes
but three asunder, a few places excepted.” In 1684, La Hontan
said that the houses along these shores were never more than a
gunshot apart. The inhabitants are simple-minded and primi-
tive in their ways, tenaciously retaining the Catholic faith and
the French language and customs. Emery de Caen, Champlain’s - -
contemporary, told the Huguenot sailors that “Monseigneur
the Duke de Ventadour (Viceroy) did not wish that they should
sing psalms in the Great River.” - When the first steamboat
ascended this' river, an old Canadian voydge’_u,r exclaimed, in
astonishment and doubt, “ Mais croyez-vous que le bon Dieu
permettra tout cela!”
Another route from Quebec is that by the Grand Trunk
. Railway on the south shore. Point Levis, a thriving city
with its stately churches and .conventual buildings, crowns
a rocky height. On a lofty plateau in the rear are the great
forts—modelled after those of Cherbourg—the most perfect
in Europe. The falls of the Chauditre, nine miles from
Quebec, will well repay a visit—the river makes a plunge of
135 feet over a rocky bed, which breaks the water into a mil-
lion flashing prisms.

THE "EASTERN TOWNSHIPS.

The most considerable town on this route-is Richmond,
picturesquely situated on the St. Francis, and St. Hyacinth on
the Yamaska, with cathedral, college, convent, and a population
of 4,000. Sherbrooke, on the Magog, is the principal place south
of the St. Lawrence, after Levis; having a population of 8,000
 and numerous factories. This is the centre of the famous
- «Eastern Townships,” the most fertile, and best cultivated,and
richest stock-raising portion of Quebec. The romantic region
around Lake Memphremagog is well named “ The Switzerland




208 THE EASTERN TOWNSHIPS.

of Canada.” The following paragraphs describe a visit made
from Montreal to this romantic region:

Within four hours’ ride from Montreal, via the South- -
Eastern Railway, lies one of the most charming and picturesque
parts of Canada, and the most beautiful of Canadian lakes—
Memphremagog. We glide out of the busy Bonaventure Sta-
tion, and leaving the stately city behind us, plunge into the
dark and echoing tunnel of the Victoria Tubular Bridge. What
strikes one is the composite nature of the train, made up, as it
is, of carriages which, after keeping company for a time, diverge
by different routes to Portland, Boston, and New York. From
the south shore of the St. Lawrence, the imposing river front
of our Canadian Liverpool, with its crowded docks, shipping,

and warehouses, and its terraced streets and magnificent moun-
'~ tain background, is.seen to great advantage.

When we leave the river we soon see that we are in a very
different country from the garden province of Ontario. The
trees assume a more northern aspect, and are largely aspen
poplars, whose vivid green, shimmering in the sunlight, con-
trasts strongly with the sombre foliage of the spruces. The
country sweeps in a broad slope to the far horizon. Quiet vil-
lages see the thunderous trains rush by, and calmly slumber on.
The diminutive houses cluster around the huge red-roofed, cross-
crowned church, like children around the feet of their mother.
Rustic wayside crosses are sometimes seen, where wayfarers
pause for a moment to whisper a Pater or an Ave. Frequently
- appear the populous dove-cots, an indication of seigneurial privi-
lege. On many farms a rude windmill brandishes its stalwart
arms, as if eager for a fray—a feature imported probably from
the wind-swept plains of Normandy. Many of the cottages -
gleam with snowy whitewash—roofs and all—looking in the
distance like a new washed flock of sheep, or like the tents of
an army. As we proceed further the naked rocks protrude in
places through the soil, as though the earth were getting out-
at-elbows and exposing her bony frame. The country is
much more- plcturesque, however, than anything. we have in
the west.

Sixteen miles from Montreal is situated the thriving town of
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Chambly, with its castellated and dismantled fort, near which,
- as many as 6,000 troops have encamped. :

At the thriving
town of St. John’s
we cross the broad
Richelieu, known as
the River of the Iro-
quois,—the gateway
of Canada by which
those ferocious
tribes, for two hun-
dred years, invaded
the river seigneuries
and often menaced,
and sometimes mas- -
sacred, the hapless
inhabitants of Mon-
treal. The old
“ Jesuit- Relations ”
abound with narra-
tives of thrilling ad-

- venture on this his-
toric stream, which
are now well- mgh
forgotten.

After leaving St.
John’s we pass the
pretty and prosper-
ous villages of -West
and East Farnham,
Cowansville, Sweets-
burg, West Brome,
Sutton, and Aber-’
corn. Several of
these nestle in shel-
tering valleys amid

. the sweihno hills, and in uhe English parts of the Eastern = _=
Townships as good farms, farmsteads, and stock abound as cne
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would care to see. This is especially true of the magnificent
rolling land east of the Memphremagog, and on the slopes of
the_St. Francis River. Entering Vermont State at Richford,
the hills swell into mountains, some of them over 4,000 feet
high. Like ancient Titans" sitting on their solitary thrones,
they seem to brood over the deep thoughts locked in their
rocky breasts. ’ -

Lake Memphremagog, two-thirds of which lies in the
Dominion of. Canada, is the charming rival of Lake George,
which it resembles in conformation. Its length is thirty miles,
the breadth about two miles, widening in some portions to six |
miles. The bold, rock-bound shores, numerous wooded islands,
the shadowing peaks of lofty mountains, rising, in some cases,
to 3,000 feet in height, with slopes of luxurious forests and
greenest verdure, serve but to heighten the charm of this
“ Beautiful Water,” supplied from the pure, cold streams. of
the surrounding mountains.

The memory of a day spent on this lovely lake is photo-

graphed forever on our mind as one of its most vivid and

beautiful pictures. One takes the steamer at the pretty little
town of Newport, in Vermont. Her commander has, for a life-
time, known every point upon these waters, and can give valu-

.able information or amuse you with stories and legends innum-

erable, pertaining to the old-time history of this wild and
secluded region. The zig-zag course of the steamer gives you
a trip of nearly fifty miles’ sa.xlm from Newport to the village
at the northern outlet——Ma«oor-—a. hamlet with a background
of forest extending to Mount Orford. The sail of nearly a
hundred miles up a,nd down_the lake is one of ever-varying
delight. The snow-white hotels and villas of the town are
sharply relieved against the verdure of the wooded hills.
Pleasure yachts ﬁoat doubled by reflection, on the glassy sur-
face, and the snowy pennon of a railway engine streams grace-
fully in the air. The eastern shores are fertile and spa.rsely
populated with a farming community; the western shore is
more bold and abrupt, rising, in many places, in frowning
bluffs of several hundred feet eleva.txon

Fertile farms slope up from the lake to a background of
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mountains, rising range beyond range, passing from. bright
green to deep purple and fading away into soft pearl gray.

Now we approach Owl’s Head, which looms ever vaster and
grander as we draw near. It lifts its hoary summit nearly
three thousand feet in the air, and Mount Orford, near the
further end of the lake, is nearly a thousand feet higher. The
former, however, is more accessible, and malkes the more strik-
ing impression from the water.

Our steamer moored at the foot of the mountaln long enough
for us to study its-character. A huge rock rose grandly from
the water, of a cool gray, except where coated with many-
coloured lichens. A mass of dense foliage clothed its mighty -
sides; white-gkinned birches trailing their tresses in ' the .
waves, shivering aspens, feathery larches, the vivid verdure of
the maple, the graceful forms of the elm, the gray-leaved wil-
lows swaying with gloomy flout; above, “the pine tree, dark
and high, tossed its plumes so wild and free ;” and underneath
grew rankly the lush luxuriance of the grass and sedges and
the dew-bedappled ferns.

Round Island is a cedar-crowned swell of rockbound land,
rising from the lake, about a half-mile from the base of Owl’s
Head, which you are now approaching. The boat lands you in
a few minutes at the wharf of a land-locked and mountain-
shadowed hotel, the Mountain House. The view of the lake
from this point is superb. The ascent of Owl’s Head is made
from that hotel. There are curious and prominent way-marks
on the ascent, and the prospect is grand and extensive, extend-
ing, with favourable weather, to Montreal and the great St.
Lawrence River, over the whole extent of the lake and the
cluster of lakes, ponds, and system of rivers, with the ranges,
peaks, and villages around the wide sweep of view. These
hills. have all rounded tops, as if glacier-worn by the great ice-
fields which passed over their head in the post-tertiary geo-
logical age.

Steaming northward from this point the great mountains
- rear their huge masses into view—Owl’s Head, Sugar-Loaf, or
' Mount Elephantis, the Hog’s Back, and away in the distance,
Jay Peak. Meanwhile, Long Island with its bold shores, has
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been passed, and on its southern line is the famous Balance
Rock, a huge granite mass, balanced upon & point close to-the
water’s edcre an object of interest to the learned and the
curious. The eastern shores are now abrupt, and residences of
wealthy Canadians crown the heights. Molson, the Montreal
banker, has here his summer residence, and is the proprietor of
an island near the eastern shore. Sir Hugh Allan, the great
steanship owner, had, at the time of which we write, a charm-
ing villa on the shore of the lake. A hale-looking, white-i-
haired old gentleman he looked, as he stood on the wharf ia a
butternut coat, buff vest, and white hat.

Steaming on, and rounding the bold rocky promontory of .
Gibraltar Pomt one has a wide view, with Mount Orford in
the distance—the highest summit of Lower Canada, 3,300 feet.
elevation, distance five miles from the village of Magog. It
may be ascended by carriage roadway to the summit.

- A few miles from Newport is Lake Willoughby. This re-
markable sheet of water lies between two lofty mountain walls,
evidently once united, but torn asunder by some terrible con-

vulsion of nature in remote ages. The surface of the lake is
nearly twelve hundred feet above sea level, and the mountain
walls tower on either side to the height of nearly two thousa.nd
feet *above the lake. Mount Wllloughby, the eastern wall, is
nearly two thousand feet in height, and Mount Hor, on the

western side, is of .somewhat less elevation. From the summit
of these heights you may look to the south-east upon the
White and Franconia Mountains, westward to the bold peaks
and ranges of the Green ‘Mountains, northward into the
Canada.s, and southward along the wide valley between the
great mountain ranges. From Newport to the White Moun-
tains, Lake Winnipesaukee, and Boston is a delightful ride
along the picturesque Passumsic and Merrimac, Rivers, whose
ever-varying scenery makes the trip one long to be remembered.

Old travellers, who have seen them botB say that Memphre-
magog, for beauty of scenery, altitude of surrounding moun-

-tains, and picturesque indentation of shore, bears away the

palm from the far-famed Lochs Lomond and Katrine. It has
also, in some of its aspects, been compared to Lake George, which
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it resembles in great length as compared to its breadth, and to
the memory-haunted waters of Lake Geneva. But it lacks the
historic interest, the human sympathy, the spell of power that
those scenes possess;—

The light that never was on sea or shore,
The consecration and the poet’s dream.

The country hereabouts is so near the borders that sometimes
one is not sure whether he is in the Queen’s dominions or not.
One house in Stanstead, used as a store, is right on the line,—
a highly convenient arrangement for evading the customs’

- obligation to render unto Casar the things that are Ceesar’s.

A row of low iron pillars, bearing the names of the boundary
commissioners, mark the division between the two countries.
I stood by one of them with one foot in Canada and the other

in the United States, yet did I not feel any divided allegiance.

I know, however, that I feel a little safer and more comfortable
beneath the broad folds of the old flag under which I was born,
and under which I hope to die. At the pleasant town of
Stanstead is the Methodist College, well equlpped and doing
a.dm1ra.ble educatm\nal work

FOUNDING OF THE VILLE MARIE. e

On the morning of the 18th of May, 1642, a staall flotilla
might have been seen slowly gliding up the rapid current
whxch flows between St. Helens Island and the Island of
Montreal. The sun shone brightly on the snowy sails, flashed
from the surface of the rippling river, and lit up the tender
green of the early spring foliage on the shores. The dipping
of the oars kept time to the chanting of a hymn of praise,
which, softened by the distance, floated musically over the
waves.

As the foremost and la.rgest vessel approached, there could
be distinguished on its deck a small but illustrious group of
pioneers of civilization, whose names are forever associated
with the founding of the great city which now occupies the
populous shores, then clothed with the rank luxuriance of the
primeval forest. Conspicuous among these, by his tall figure,




FOUNDING OF V!LLE MARIE. 215

close black cassock, mde-bnmmed bat, and cross hanging from

his girdle, was Vimont, the Superior of the Jesuit Mlsswn of

Canada By his side stood a youthful acolyte bearing a silken
banner, floating gently.in the morning breeze, on which
gleamed in white and gold, upon a purple ground the image of
the Virgin, by whose name the new town Ville Marie was to
“be consecrated.

On the right of the Jesuit father stood a gallant soldier in
the uniform of the Knights of Malta, wearing a scarlet tunic

on which was embrmdered a purple cross. A velvet cap witha . - -——

waving plume shaded his broad and handsome brow, and a light

rapier completed his equipment. This was Montmagny, the -
military -commandant of Quebec. To the left of the priest -

- stood a taller and more martial-looking figure, wearing a close-
fitting buff jerkin, on his head a steel morion, and girt to his
waist a broadsword that had seen hard service in the terrible
wars of Flanders. This was the valiant Maisonneuve, the first
Governor of Montreal. Between those two distinguished lay-
men a studied and dignified courtesy was maintained, yet
marked by a certain stately coldness and hauteur. In fact a
feeling of jealousy toward the new commandant had been
alrea.dy manifested by Montmagny, who foresaw in the plant-
ing of a new colony the erection of a formidable rival of
Quebec and a diminution of his own hitherto supreme authority.
He therefore sought to dissuade Maisonneuve from the enter-

prise with which he was commissioned, urging the difficulties )

and dangers in the way, especially from the opposition of the
terrible Iroquois.

“I have not come to deliberate, but to act,” replied the gal-
lant soldier. “It is my duty and my honour to found a colony
at Montreal ; and though every tree were an Iroquois, I should
make the attempt.”

Nor was women’s gentle presence wanting to this romantic
group. A somewhat petite figure in a dark conventual dress
and snowy wimple, which only made more striking the deathly
.-pallor of her countenance, was she to whom the orea.te%t respect
seemed to be paid. Her large dark eyes lit up her counte-
nance with a strange light, and revealed the enthusiasm burn-
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ing in her breast, whlch longed to carry the Gospel even to the
remote and inaccessible wilds of the Hurons. This was the
devout widow, Madame de la Peltrie, a daughter of the haute
noblesse of Normandy, who, having abandoned wealth and
courtly friends, had come the previous year to Quebec, and
gladly joined the new cdlony now about to be established. A
lay sister, Mademoiselle Mance by name, a soldier’s wife, and a
servant of Madame de la Peltrie, completed the little female -
group.

A miscellaneous company of soldiers, sallors artizans and
labourers, about forty in all, filled the three little'vessels which,
freighted with the fortunes of the infant colony, now approached
the strand As the keel of the pinnace, which was foremost,
grated on the pebbly beach, Maisonneuve, seizing the conse-
crated banner, lightly leaped . ashore, and firmly pla.nting it in
the earth, fell upon his knees in glad thanksgiving. Mont-
magny, Vimont, and the ladies followed, and the whole com-
pany engaging in a devout act of worship, chanted with .glad-
some voice the sublime medieval hymn:

Vexilla Regis prodeunt ; .
" Fulget crucis mysterium.

The banners of heaven’s King advance ;
The mystery of the cross shines forth.

The shore is soon strewn with stores, bales, boxes, arms and
baggage of every sort. An altar is speedily erected and deco-
rated with fresh and fragrant flowers that studded the grassy
margin of a neighbouring stream. The sacred vessels are ex-
posed. Vimont, arrayed in the rich vestments of his office,

" stands before the altar, and, while the congregation in silence -

fall upon their knees, celebrates for the first time, amid that
magnificent amphitheatre of nature, the rites of the Roman
Ca.thohe faith.

At the close of the service the priest invoked the blessing
of heaven on the new colony. With a voice tremulous with
emotion, turning to his audience he exclaimed, as with pro-,

phetic prescience:
« You are a grain of mustard-seed that shall rise and grow till
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its branches overshadow the earth. You are few, but your
work is the work of God. His smile is upon you, and your
children shall fill the land.”*

No mention is made in the contemporary records of the
Jesuits of the Indian village of Hochelaga, described by Jacques
Cartier as occupying the site of Monttea.l a hundred years
before. It had, doubtless, been destroyed by Iroquois invasion. -
The noble stream which bears to-day on its broad bosom the
shipping of the world was undisturbed but by the splash of the
wild fowl, or the dash of the Indian’s light canoe. The moun-
tain which gives to the city its name, shagged with ancient
woods to the very top, looked down on the unwonted scene.
The river fromnt, which now bristles with'a forest of masts, was
a solitude. Where is daily heard the shriek of the iron horse,
peacefully grazed the timid red deer of the woods; where now
spread the broad squares; the busy streets, the stately churches,
" colleges, stores and dwellings of a crowded population, rose the
forest primeval where—

...... the murmuring pines and the hemlocks

. Bearded with moss and with garments green, indistinct in the twilight,
Stand like Druids of old, with voices sad and prophetic,
Stand like harpers hoar, with beards that rest on their bosoms.”

The'lengbheninc shadows crept across the little meadow of
the encampment. The fireflies gleamed in the gathering gloom
of the adjacent forest. It is narrated that the ladies caught
them, and, tying them in glittering festoons, decorated there-
with the altar on which the consecrated Host remained. The
tents were pitched. The evening meal was cooked at the bivouae
fires; the guards were statloned and, clad in silver mail, the
sentinel stars came out to wa.tch over the cradle slumbers of
Ville-Marie de Montreal.

With the early dawn the little colony was astir. There was
hard work to be done before the settlement could be regarded
as at all safe. - The ubiquitous and bloodthirsty Iroquois in-
* fested the forests and watched the portades, sometimes even

* Vimont, Relation des Jésuites, 1642, p. 37 Dollier de Casson, A.D
1641-42. .
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swooping down on the Algonquin or Huron allies of the French,
under the very guns of Quebec. The first thing that was to be -
done, therefore, was to erect a fortification. - But every under-
taking must be hallowed by the rites of religion, and so morn-
ing mass was celebrated, while the mayflowers swung their
odorous censers, and the dewdrops flashed for altar lights.

" Prayers and breakfast over, the men all fell to. work with zeal. .
Seizing an axe, and wielding it as dexterously as he had often
. wielded his good sword on many a hard-fought field, Maison-

neuve felled the first tree. As it came crashing down, shaking
a shower of dewdrops from its leaves, and waking unwonted
echoes in the immemorial forest, the ladies gaily clapped their
hands, and the bronzed Norman and Breton soldiers and work-

. men raised a ringing cheer.

Fast and hard came the blows. One after another the
mighty monarehs of the forest bowed and fell.  Some trimmed
the fallen trunks; others cut them into uniform lengths.
Maisonneuve, assisted by Montmagny and Vimont, traced the
outline of a little fort, and, with spade and mattock, with his
own hands took part in the excavation of a trench without the
lines. It revived, in the classic mind of Vimont, the traditions
of the founding of the storied City of the Seven Hills. But.
here his prescient vision beheld the founding of a new Rome, a
mother city of the Catholic faith, which should nourish and
bring up children in the wilderness, extending its power over
savage races, and-its protection to far-off missions.

In a short time a strong palisade was erected, surrounding a
spot of ground situated in a meadow, between the river and the
present Place d’Armes, where the vast Parish Church lifts its
lofty towers above the city nestling at its feet. The little fort"
was daily strengthened, a few cannon mounted, and loop- holes
made for musketry :

The deadly Iroquois, through the grace of the Virgin and St.
Joseph, the colonists beheved ha.d ‘been prevented from dis-
covering the new settlement in its first weakness, and now it
was strong enough to resist any sudden attack. A tabernacle,

. or chapel of bark, after the manner of the Huron lodges,

already sheltered the altar. It was decorated with a few B

i TR T T
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pictures and images of Christ, the Virgin Mother, and the
Saints, brought across the sea. Substantial log-cabins were
also erected for the Governor and the nuns, and barracks for
the soldiers and labourers. :

The 15th of August was a high da.y at the Ville Marie. It
was the anniversary of the Assumption of the Virgin. High
mass was celebrated with unusual splendour in the bark chapel,
to the astonishment of some Indian visitors who chanced to be
present, and who were publicly instructed in the elements of
Christianity. A religious procession also took place, to the in-
finite delight of the Indians who were permitted. to take part
in the ceremony. In the afternoon the colonists kept holiday,
amid the forest glades, where the songs of the many-plumaged
birds and the strangely familiar wild flowers, recalled tender
associations of their native land across the sea. In the even-
ing; writes the ancient chronicler, they climbed the mountain
and beheld the sun set in golden glory over the silver-shining
Ottawa, and the tender purple outline of the far slopes of
Mount Belceil, till the shadows lengthening across the plain
and covering the little stockaded fort, warnéd them to return
to its sheltering fold.

The short and busy summer passed happily. The harvest of.
their meagre acres were gathered in. The little patch of late-
sown wheat and barley had greened and goldened in the sun-
shine and been carefully reaped. The Indian corn had proudly’
waved its plumes, put forth its silken tassels, and now shivered
like a guilty thing at the faintest breath of wind.  The moun-
tain slopes had changed from green to russet, from russet to
crimson, purple, orange and yellow, and had flamed like the
funeral pyre of summer in the golden haze of autumn. The
long-continued rains had swollen the rushing river, which, over-
ﬂowmcr its banks, threatened to wash away the stocka.gje and
destroy the ramparts of the little fort. It was Christmas Eve.
The peril of the colonists seemed imminent. They must suffer
greatly, and perhaps be exterminated if left houseless and unde-
fended at the very beginning of winter. They had recourse to
‘prayer, but it seemed all in vain. At length Maisonneuve,
moved, as he believed,\by a Divine inspiration, planted a cross




b
'
i
¥

Je———

£

220 A STRANGE RITE.

in front of the fort,and made a vow that should the rising flood
be stayed, he would himself bear on his shoulders a similar
cross up the steep and rugged mountain, and plant it on the
top. But still the waves increase. They fill the fosse. They
rise to the very threshold of the fort. They strike blow on
blow at its foundations. But the heart of Maisonneuve bates
not a jot of faith and hope; and lo! the waves no longer
advance, they lap more feebly at the foot of the fort, they
slowly retire, baffled and defeated, as the colonists believe, by
the power of prayer.* . )

Maisonneuve hastes to fulfil his vow. He imwmediately sets
men to work, some to prepare a road through the forest and up
the most accessible slope of the mountain; others to construet
a cross. It is the sixth of January, with “an eager and a nip-
ping air,” but with a bright sun shining on the unsullied snow.
The little garrison is paraded. Pere du Perron leads the way,
Madame de la Peltrie follows, and is succeeded by the entire

* population of the little bourg. Maisonneuve brings up the rear,

bending beneath his heavy cross. The strange procession moves
through the wintry forest, and up ‘the mountain slope, now
embellished with noble villas, some distance to the west of the
reservoir. . Refusing all help; the pious commandant walks the
entire distance—a full league—bearing his burden and climbing
with difficulty the steep ascent, and plants the cross upon the
highest summit of the mountain. That cross long stood upon
the mountain’s brow, clearly outlined against the sky, a me-
morial of the signal favour and interposition of heaven. It
became an object of devout pilgrimage, and frequently a group
of nearly a score knelt at its foot. '

*¢“On les voyoit rouler de grosses vagues, coup sur coup, remplir les
fossez et monter iusques 4 la porte de Phabitation, et sembler devoir en
gloutir tout sans resource . . . . Le dit siur de Maisonneufve ne perd pas
courage, espere voir bientost I'effet de sa priere,” etc. Vimont Relation des
Jésuites, 1643, p. 52. )
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EARLY PROGRESS AND TRIALS.

In August, 1643, the little colony was reinforced by a company
of recruits from France,under the command of Louis d’Ailleboust,
afterwards Governor of Montreal, accompamed by his youthful ,
wife and her beautiful sister, Philippine Boulonge. Under
d’Ailleboust’s experienced direction the fortifications were
greatly strengthened, the wooden palisades being replaced by
solid bastions and ramparts of stone and earth. But continued
immunity from Iroquois attacks was not to be expected. The
mission fortalice amid the forest was at length discovered, and
thenceforth became the object of implacable hostility. The
colonists could no longer hunt or fish at a distance from its
walls, nor even work in the fields under cover of its guns unless
strongly armed and in a compact and numerous body. Some-
times a single Iroquois warrior would lurk, half-starved, for
weeks in the neighbouring thicket for the opportunity to win a
French or Huron scalp. And sometimes a large party would
form an ambuscade, or throw up a hasty entrenchment, from
which they would harass the colonists, who walked in the
shadow of a perpetual dread. Maisonneuve, though brave as
a lion, was no less prudent than brave. Instead, therefore, of
exposing his little garrison, unaccustomed to the wiles and arti-
fices of wood-warfare, to a defeat which would prove ruinous,
he stood strictly on the defensive. The hot Norman and Breton
blood of the soldier-colonists chafed under this, as they thought
it, cowardly policy. Mutinous murmurs, and innuendoes that
sting to the quick the soldier’s pride, became rife, and at length
reached the ears of Maisonneuve. ) ‘

“The gallant chevalier, is he afraid of the redskins ?” sneer-
ingly asks an impetuous Frenchman.

«“If he were not, would he let the dogs act as scouts and '

sentinels, and keep behind the ramparts himself 2” replies his
comrade, referring to the practice of employing sagacious watch-
dogs, who had a great antipathy towards the Indla.ns to nge
the alarm in case of an incursion of the Iroquois.

Ogne day, toward the end of the winter of 1643-44, the baying
of the hounds gave warning of the presence of the enemy.
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“Bir, the Iroquois are in the woods; are we never to see
them ?” demanded the impatient garrison, surrounding the
commandant.* '

“Yes, you shall see them,” he promptly replied, “and that,
perhaps, sooner than you wish. See that you make good your
vaunts. Follow where I lead.”

At the head of a little band of thirty men, some on snow- °

shoes and others floundering through the deep snow, Maison-

neuve sallied forth a.aamst the Iroquois. The enemy were.
nowhere to be seen. . The rash sortie pushed on. Suddenly the

air rang with the shrill war-whoop, and thrice their number of
painted savages sprang up around them, and poured into their
unprotected ranks a storm of arrows and bullets. The Indians,
sheltered behind the trunks of the trees, kept up a rapid and
galling fire. The French made a gallant stand, but with three
of their namber slain, others wounded, and two captured, they
were compelled to retreat. Maisonneuve was the last to retire.
He bravely stood eovering the retreat of his shattered forces,
exposing his person as a target for the Indian arrows and bullets.
In single-handed conflict he slew the chief of the Iroquois. The
savages, like a tiger disappointed in his spring upon his prey,

“sullenly drew off into the forest and wreaked their rage upon

their two hapless prisoners, whom they tortured with unspeak-
able cruelty, and then burned alive+ This sharp action took
place a little east of the present Place d’Armes, whose name is
an appropriate commemoration of the gallantry of the first

‘garrison of Montreal. No further taunts, as we can well

believe, were uttered against the tried valour of the Sieur de
Maisonneuve. :

It is not within the scope of the present sketch to describe
the progress of Ville Marie, nor to trace its fortunes during the

"eventful years of its early history. Not a year, and scarce a

month passed in which the ferocious hunters of men did not

# ¢ Monsieur, les ennemis sont dans le bois; ne les i irons-nous jamais
voir?” ete. De Ca.sson, 1642-43.

+¢Deux ennemis prisoniers furent bruslez tous vifs pendant ql'iatre
iours avec des cruautez espouvantables.” Vimont, Relations, 1644, 42,
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swoop down upon the little bourg.* In the disastrous year 1661,

the colony lost, in less than a month, over a hundred men, two-
~ thirds of whom were Frenchmen and the rest Algonquins, by

the attacks of the Iroquois. The whole country was completely

devoured by them.t . Like foul harpies or beasts of prey, they

pounced upon their victims, and carried off both men and women
- to unspeskable tortures. One of these fierce chiefs, a savage
Nero, so named for his cruelty and crimes, had caused the immo-
lation of eighty men to the manes of his brother slain in war,
and had killed sixty others with his own hand.

In Septémber of 'the same year, 1661, Pere le Maistre accom-
panied eight men, who went out to reap the grain near the fort.
Retiring a little, in order more peaceably to recite his office, he
was suddenly shot down by concealed Iroquois. A swift rush
and a struggle, and his companions were fugitives or slain. His
enemies cut off his head, and one of them assuming his cassock,
flaunted his precious spoil in the very face of the garrison

Nevertheless, notwithstanding all their trials, the hearts of the
colonists were sustained by a lofty enthusiasm. Nor were they -
without signal deliverances, when, as they believed, angelic -
bucklers turned aside the weapons of their foes and blunted.
the death-dealing arrow. Thus, on one occasion--it was in the
_ year 1653—twenty-six Frenchmen were attacked by two hun--
dred Iroquois. But, amid a perfect shower of bullets, not one
of the French was harmed, while they were enabled utterly to
rout their foe, God wishing ta show, the chronicler devoutly
adds, that whom He guards is guarded well.§ _

The later history of Montreal is better known. Strong walls
and entrenchments were constructed, which not only bade defi-

#¢ 7] ne s’est passe aucun mois de l'annde gue ces chasseurs ne nous
ayent visités a la sourdine tachans de nous surprendre.” Mercier, Relation,
1653-4. _

+ ¢ Cette Isle s’est tousiours vué gourmandée de ces lutins . . . comme
des harpies importune ou comme des oiseaux de proye,” etc. Le Jeune,
. Relation, 1661, 3.

1+ Luy couperent la teste, et oberent la soutane, marchant pompeuse-
ment couvert de cette précieuse dépouille.” Le June, Relation, 1661, 3.

§¢“ Ce que! Dieu garde est bien gardé.” Mercier, Relation 1653, 3.
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/

ance to savage but to civilized foes. The remains of these may
still be seen in the walls of the old artillery barracks on the
river front, and their northern limit gave its name to the present
Fortification Lane. The arz or citadel of this semi-feudal
fortress of New France, was on the elevated ground where
Notre Dame becomes St. Mary Street, and in the low-roofed,
stone-walled old Government House near by we have a relic of
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Box SeEcouvrs CHURCH BY MOONLIGHT.

the ancien régime, the scene of many a splendid display of
princely hospitality. | A

The old Bon Secours Church, with its steep roof, its graceful
spire, and the hucksters’ stalls clustering around it, like mendi-
cants about the feet of a friar, carries us back to one of the
most picturesque periods of the city’s history. Inthe destruc-
tion of the Recollet Church, another ancient landmark has dis-
.appeared, and only in the pages of history lives the memory of




TIMES CHANGES. 225

the romantic founding and early growth of Ville Marie, and of
the heroic men and women whose names are interwoven forever
ike threads of gold in the fabric of its story.

THE MONTREAL OF TO-DAY.

It is always a pleasure to visit the Canadian Liverpool—the
commercial metropolis of the Dominion. Its massive majesty
of architecture, its quaint, huge-gabled, old stone houses, its

PLACE D’ARMES.

picturesque Catholic churches of the ancien régime, the constant
ringing of the many bells, the resonant French language heard
on every side, and its foreign-seeming population, make it more
like Rouen or Paris than like a New World city. Yet “the
deadly march of improvement ” is removing the ancient land-
marks. The huxters’ stalls that clung to the walls of the old
Church of Notre Dame de Bon Secours, are—more’s the pity
—torn away. But the queer old church is still intact, with the
pious legend above the door—

15
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Si Pamour de Marie
En ton cceur est gravé,

. En passant ne troublie
De lui dire un Ave.

- The fine group of buildings near the Place d’Armes would do
credit to any city on the continent. It is said that no city in
the world, except Liverpool and St. Petersburg, can boast such
noble doeks as those of Montreal. One of the most delightfully
quaint old bits of the city is Jacques Cartier Square, with
Nelson’s Monument, shown in part in one of our cuts, and the
old French houses around it. The stone embankment and the
new dyke along the river front are noble pleces of engmeermcr
and construction.

We know no more lovely drive in Canada than that around
the Mountain Park in Montreal, and no grander view than that
obtained from its southern terrace. At our feet lies the noble
city, with its bu'sy streets, its many churches, its pleasant villas
and gardens; in the distance the noble St. Lawrence, pouring
to the sea the waters of half a continent. Like a gigantic’
centipede creeping across the flood, is seen the many-footed
Victoria Bridge, and afar off on the purple horizon the leafy
mound of Mt. Belceil and the blue hills of the Eastern Town-
ships. No one familiar with the earlier aspect of this fair city
can help contrasting its present with its past.

“The Montreal of the present day,” says Mr. Sandham, “is far
different to that of fifty or even twenty years ago. The spirit
of improvement has been in most active and efficient operation.
A few years ago St. Paul, Notre Dame, and other business
. streets, were narrow thoroughfares, and were occupied by build-
- ings which were plain in the extreme, the iron doors and shut-

ters, which were almost universal, giving the city a heavy,
prison-like appearance; but these buildings were erected to
meet; dangers not dreaded in the present day. The old land-
“marks which still remain, point to a time when the inhabitants
had to provide against the assaults of enemies or the torch of
 the incendiary ; or, still more distant, to the early wars between
the Indian-tribes and the first settlers. - These ancient buildings
are nearly all destroyed, and their site is now occupled by
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228 " FIRST STEAMPBOAT.

palatial stores and dwellings, in almost every style of architec-
ture. A quarterof a century of active development has passed,
and to-day Montreal stands second to no city upon the continent
for the solidity and splendour of buildings erected for commer-
cial and other purposes, and in the extent of accommodation
at the immese wharves which line the river front, and which
appear to be built to last for ages.

“It derives much of its advantage from its posmon at the head
of ocean navigation, and from its facilities for commerce. Up
to 1809 the only mode of conveyance between Montreal and
Quebec was by means of stages or batteaux, but the time had
come when superior accommodation was to be provided. John
Molson, Esq., an enterprising and spirited merchant of Montreal,
now fitted out the first steamer that ever ploughed the waters
of the St. Lawrence. On the 3rd November of this year, the little
craft got up steam, shot out into the current, and, after a voyage
of thirty -six hours, arrived safely at Quebee, where the whole
city crowded to have a look at the nautical phenomenon Itis
a fact worthy of reeord that the second steamer built on this
continent was launched at Montreal. Fulton’s little steamer
first navigated the Hudson ; then Molson’s ¢ Accommodation’
cleaved the magnificent waters of the St. Lawrence.

“The remains of gigantic public works in connection with
the cities of the East are the standing theme of wonder with
travellers and historians. Great moles, breakwaters, aqueducts,
canals, pyramids' and immense edifices, strikingly evince the .
enterprise, skill and wealth of those people, whose very names
are lost in the obscurity of ages. Modern architecture and
enginéering are much more superficial. How much, for instance,
of modern London, New York or Chicago would survive twenty
or thirty centuries of desolation? The wooden wharves of the
latter, which contrast so strangely with the immense extent of
‘the commerce carried on at them, would not survive a hundred
years of neglect. It is, however, worthy of remark that
Montreal is rather following the ancient than the modern usage
in respect to solidity and extent of her public works. The

" Victoria Bridge is the wonder of the world ; the extensive

wharves are not equalled on this continentrand by but few
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cities in Europe, and nowhere can finer or more solid public
buildings be found.

“In its situation, at the confluence of the two great rivers,

g R - Vo
IN JacQuEs CARTIER SQUARE.

the St. Lawrence and Ottawa ; opposite the great natural high-
way of the Hudson and Champlain valley ; at the point where
the St. Lawrence ceases to be navigable for ocean ships, and
where that vast river, for the last tiie in its course to the sea,
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affords a gigantic water power ; at the meeting point of the two
races that divide Canada, and in the centre of a-fertile plain
nearly as large as all England,—in these wé recognize a guar-
antee for the future greatness of Montreal, not based on the
frail tenure of human legislation, but in.the unchanging decrees
of the Eternal, as stamped on the world-He has made.

“ Were Canada to be again a wilderness, and were a second
Cartier to explore it, he might wander over all the great regions
of Canada and the West, and returning to our Mountain ridge,

' call it again Mount Royal, and say that to this pomt the wealth

and trade of Canada must turn.”

" We will now briefly note a few of the monuments and public
buildings of the city. Conspicuous among these is the Nelson
monument. It stands on a pedestal about ten feet high. From
the top of this a-circular shaft or column rises fifty feet in
height and five in diameter. On the top of the pillar is a
square tablet, the whole surmounted with a statue of Nelson
eight feet in height. He is dressed in full uniform, and decor-
ated with the insignia of the various orders of mnobility con- °
ferred upon him. In front of the monument, and pointing to-
wards the river, are two pieces of Russian ordnance captured
during the war with that country. Our engraving shows the
lower part of this picturesque monument on a market day. "

Mr. Sandham thus describes the old Parish Church of Notre
Dame: “Before us is the Place d’Armes, or French Square, as
it is more familiarly designated. In early days this was a parade
ground, on which, doubtless, the gallants and dames of 1700
oft-times assembled to witness the military displays made by -
the French troops under De Ramezay, Frontenae or Vaudreuil
This square has also, in still earlier days, witnessed the hand-

to-hand fight between the savage Indian and the French settler,
while from the belfry of the old Parish Church rang forth the
toesin of alarm to call the settlers from the outskirts of Ville
Marie to the help of their companions. The old church we here
refer to stood in part of this square. Itsfoundations were laid
in 1671. The church was built of rough stone, pointed with
mortar, and had a high, pitched roof, covered with tin. It was
a spacious building and contained five altars. At the grand
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altar was an immense wooden image of our Saviour on the
Cross. This cross may now be seen on the front of pne of the
galleries, near the grand altar of the new church. The church
was dedicated to the Virgin Mary.”

Its successor, the present parish church, is the largest in
America, holding some ten thousand persons. The two lofty
towers rise to the height of over two hundred feet.

The street architeeture of Montreal is scarcely surpa.ssed by
that of any city on the continent. The view down St. James

St. JAMES STREET METHODIST CHURCH.

Street from the Place d’Armes is one that it would be hard to
_equal. The new Post Office, the new City Hall, the new banks,
and the building of the Young Men’s Christian Association, are
structures that would be a credit to any city in Christendom.
Christ Church Cathedral is one of the finest specimens of
ecclesiastical Gothic on the continent, and the new Methodist
Church, shown on this page, is considered the finest chureh
< belonging to that denomination in the world.

. Montreal boasts the possession of what is, we believe, the
largest bridge in the world. In the year 1860, amid the utmost )
pomp and pageantry, in the name of his august mother, the
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Prince of Wales drove the last rivet of the magnificent struc-
ture that bears her name. Bestriding the rapld current of the
St. Lawrence, here nearly two miles wide, on four and twenty
massive piers-—the centre span being three hundred and thirty
feet wide and sixty feet above high water mark—it is one of
-the grandest achievements of engineering skill in the world.
It cost six and-a half millions.of dollars, and was designed and
brought to completion by a distinguished engineer, Alex. M.
Ross, and the world-renowned bridge builder, Robert Stephen-
son.

When the bridge was completed, the solidity of the work was
tested by placmrr a train of platform cars, 520 feet in length,
extending over two tubes, and loaded, almost to the breakma
limit of the cars, with large blocks of stone. To move thlS
enormous load three immense engines were required; yet be-
neath it all, when the train covered the first tube the deflection
in the centre amounted to but seven-eighths of an inch, proving

~ conclusively that the work had been erected in a most satlsfac-
tory and substantial manner.

The most striking natural phenomenon in the newhbourhood
‘of Montreal is the Lachine Rapids, where the mxghty St. Law-
" rence precipitates itself down a rocky steep. They are consid-
ered the most dangerous on the whole river. The surging
" waters present all the angry appearance of the ocean in a storm;
the boat strains and-labours; but unlike the ordinary pitching
and tossing at sea, this going down hill by water produces a
novel sensation, and is, in fact, a service of some danger, the
imminence of which is enhanced to the imagination by the roar
of the boiling current. Great nerve and foree and precision
. are here required in "piloting, so as to keep the vessel’s head
straight with the course of the rapid; a pilot, skilful, experi-
encéd, and specially chosen for the purpose, takes charge of the
wheel, extra hands stand by to assist, while others go aft to the
tiller, to be ready to steer the vessel by its means should the
* wheel tackle by any accident give way ; the captain takes his
place By the wheel-house, rea.dy with his bell to communicate
with the engineer; the vessel plunges into the broken and
raging waters, she heave§ and falls, rolls from side to side, and
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labours as if she were in a heavy sea, the engine is eased, and
the steamer is carried forward with fearful rapidity. Some-
times she appears to be rushing headlong on to some frightful
rock that shows its black head above the white foam of the
breakers ; in the next instant she has shot by it and is making
a contrary course, and so she threads her way through the
crooked.channel these mad waters are rushing down. A few
moments suffice for-this, and smoeth green waters are reached
. again, and, after shooting beneath the Victoria Bridge, reaches
the city of Montreal. '

WINTER SPORTS,

IxsipE THE 1CE PALACE.

The Montreal Ice Palace was the first ever tried in the New
World. The building was made of blocks of ice, forty-two by
twenty-four inches, each block weighing five hundred pounds,
and the whole structure containing forty thousand cubic feet of
ice. Its dimensions were about ninety by ninety feet, with
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rectangular towers at each corner, and a central square tower
one hundred feet high. The blocks were “ cemented” together
by snow for mortar, and then water was pumped on from a hose,
and the whole palace made into one solid piece, so that you
couldn’t separate one block from another without sawing them
apart. * The Ice Palace,” says the writer of this description,
“was the most beautiful sight I ever saw in sunlight or moon-
light. By the electric light it reminded one of what Charles the
Fifth said of Antwerp Cathedral, that it was worthy of being
placed under a glass shade. 1 went on top of the mountain,
and looked down at the thousands of lights throughout the
city, and at this glowing structure in the middle.. It was like
fairy-land.” : S
Toboganing is the nearest thing to flying one can find. One
couldn’t live long if he kept going at such a speed. The tobogan
is made of two pieces of thin bass wood, about six feet long
and two feet wide, bent up in front like the dashboard of a
sleigh. It has cross pieces of wood for strength, and long,
round sticks at each side, and is all clasped together by cat-gut.
The Indians make them, and use them to carry the game
they shoot over the snow through the woods, and Canadians
turn them into use for pastime in sliding down hills. ‘The
tobogan is so light that it doesn’t sink in soft snow like a
cutter, and is so smooth on the bottom that it goes down hill
like a shot, especiaily when the hill is slippery.
“ My first experience of toboganing,” continues this writer,
“was on the back part of Mount Royal The toboganing slide -
* here is partly an artificial one. It is a big structure of logs and
planks made on'an inclined plane, up one side of which there
are steps, and down the side beside it a smootbh, ice-covered
slide. There is room on top like a little platform upon which
- you settle yourself on your tobogan. To tell the truth, there’s
no danger on proper hills. A man sits behind and steers with
his foot. :
“The sensation is exciting. You lose your breath #s the snow
“dashes up into your face, and you have all the feeling of going
on the road to a regular smashup, but before the smash comes,
your sleigh eases off as gently as it started, and you get up and
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want to do it again. If you stand to one side of the slide, and
‘see a tobogan whiz past you like a shot, and see the frightened
‘faces of the strangers who are having their first try, you feel as

By

ToBoGcaNING ON MoUuNT RoYaL

if you were looking at a group who were going to destruction,

but by-and-bye you see them coming up hill again laughing at

their fears. '
“What a city Montreal is for sleighing! No sloppy roads one

i
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day and hard ones the next. No wheels to-day and runners
to-morrow. A constant jingle of bells, and quick trot of horses,
and all kinds of sleighs, rough and handsome, little and big.
On the civie half-holiday, there were over two thousand sleighs

in the procession in which the hackmen joined. After the

drive, we stopped at McGill College gate and saw the snow-
shoers start to run to the top of the mountain and back, a dis-
tance of about three miles cross country. They think nothing

GAMES ON THE RIVER.

~ of running to the Back River, eight miles; and they go to

Lachine and back, or some other place, every Saturday, about
twenty miles, just for the sport of the thing. It was great fun
to see some of the most eager fellows going headlong into the
deep snow when they tried to pass those ahead. Snowshoes
are of Indian origin, made of light ash, bent to an oval, and the
ends fastened together with cat-gut. The interior is then crossed
with two pieces of flat wood to strengthen the frame, and the
whole is woven with cat-gut, like a lawn tennis bat. An open-
ing is left for the motion of the to the heel in’
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stepping out. The netting sustains the weight of the body, and
the shoe sinks only an inch or two, and when one foot is bear-
" ing the weight the other is lifted up, and over, and onwards.
The shoes are fastened to the moccasined feet by thongs of
deer-skin. In the evening of the inauguration-of the Ice
Palace, everybody came to Dominion Square, where there was
every sort of light but sunlight. The Ice Palace looked like
glass; and I never saw anything so beautiful as when they
burned blue, green, crimson and purple fires inside. By-and-bye
the procession of fifteen hundred men appeared in club uniforms,
each carrying a lighted torch in one hand, and discharging
Roman candles from the other. - After going around the Palace,
the procession headed for the mountain, went up the old snow-
shoe track, and returned down the zigzag road, singing as they
swung along,
¢ ‘Tramp | tramp ! on snow-shoes tramping,
All the day we marching go,
Till at night by fires encamping
We find couches mid the snow !”

“From the city below the sight was picturesque. The long,
serpentine trail was seen moving in and out, and twisting like
a huge firesnake, while the Roman candles shot their balls of
fire into the air. It was a grand and wild sight to see them
coming back. A snow-storm had set in, and the flickering

- lights, the costumes, the sturdy, steady tramp of the fellows
made one think of a midnight invasion by an army.”

16
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ONTARIO.

E are now about to enter the Province of Ontario, and
a brief résumé as to its extent and characteristies will
not be out of place.

Ontario is the most populous and wealthy province of the
Dominion of Canada, and its growth has been exceedingly
rapid. It has an area of 197,000 square miles, including the
_recent extension of its boundaries. But, as has been well said,
“ Comparisons bring out colours. Few realize from the mere
quotations of figures the eénormous extent of our great country.
For instance, Ontario is larger than Spain, nearly as large as
France, nearly as large as the great German Empire, as large
as Sweden, Denmark and Belgium, and larger than Italy,
Switzerland, Denmark, Belgium and Portugal.”

The Province of Ontario reaches the most southern point of
the Dominion, namely, to the latitude of Rome in Italy; and:
being in a large measure surrounded by the great lakes of the
continent of North America, its climate is much modified by
their influence. The principal source of its wealth is agricul-
ture, and it may be said to take the lead in the farming oper-
ations of the Dominion.

OTTAWA.

Otta.wa. the capital of the Dominion, may be reached either
by rail by the Canada Pacific-or by sailing up the Ottawa. We
shall describe the former route first. Taking the train at the
C. P. R. station, on the site of the quaint old French barracks,
we sweep around the many-towered city, and cross the “ Back
River” at the historic Sault au Recollet. We traverse the
Isle Jesus with its charming villages of St. Martin, Ste. Rose de
Lima and St. Vincent de Paul. Indeed, the whole route is
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studded with picturesque hamlets bearing such names as I'Ange
Gardien, Ste. Thérese, Ste. Scholastique, St. Eustache, and many
another holy saint; with their broad-eaved, curved-roofed
houses, and large stone churches, with their cross-crowned
twin towers or' spires gleaming brightly in the sun. For the
greater part of the way, on the left, stretch long shining
reaches of the river, studded with tree-clad islands. To the
right rise the outlines of the Laurentides, clothed with verdure

ParriaMeNT Buinpings, OTTAWA, FROM.THE RIVER.

to the very summits. At length comes into view, on a bold
bluff’ above the river, the most picturesque architectural group
on this continent, and, sweeping over a long railway bridge
above the Chaudiere Falls, we glide into the city of Ottawa.

- It fosters one’s feelings of patriotic pride to visit the capital
;Of the Dominion. The Parliament and Departmental buildings
iform one of the most imposing architectural groups in the
iworld, and their site is one of unsurpassed magnificence.
‘Around a lofty cliff, tree-clad from base to summit, sweeps the
majestic Ottawa; to the left resounds the everlasting thunder of
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the Chaudiere, and in the distance rise the purple slopes of the
Laurentians. The brokeun outline of the many-towered build-
ings against the sunset sky is a picture never to be forgotten.
The two finest features of the group, we think, are the poly-
gonal shaped library, with its flying buttresses, its steep conical
roof, its quaint carvings and tracery; and the great western
tower rising, Antzus-like, from the earth, pausing a moment,
and then,as if with a mighty effort, soaring into the sky. The /
view of this tower from the “Lover's Walk” beneath the cliff
resembles some of Doré’s most romantic creations. .
The Parliament buildings and Departmental offices are the
finest specimen of Gothic architecture on the continent. They
illustrate the remarkable flexibility and adaptation to modern
purposes of that grand style. Like Cleopatra’s beauty, “ Age —
cannot wither nor custom stale its infinite variety.”
The details of the buildings will-repay careful study. Each . 2
capital, finial, crocket, corbel and gargoyle is different from
every other. Grotesque faces grin at one from the cornices,
and strange, twi-formed creatures crouch as in act to spring, or
struggle beneath the weight they bear. Canadian plants and
flowers and chaplets of maple, oaks and ferns form the capitals
of the columns, amid which dlsport squirrels, marmots and
birds.
* The Commons chamber seems crowded and rather sombre,
much more so than the spacious and splendid Congress chamber

4 at Washington. More copious reports, I was informed, were ™
" sent from this chawber to the public press than were despatched

by telegraph from any Legislature in the world.

The Senate chamber has an air of greater luxury and dignity
than that of the Commons, as is meet for that august body.
The library, both externally and internally, is a perfect gem of
architecture; but still more attractive to me are its valuable
contents. It is admu-a.bly arranged for reference, and through
~ the courtesy of the polite a.ttenda.nﬁs any book on the shelves
. is promptly placed at one’s disposal. Itis especially rich in rare
" and costly works on art and archzology, many of which were
! presented by the late Emperor of the French, and bear his
' monogram.  Among the treasures of the library are Perret’s




§

e

G s SRR &

kL

BTS2 s et 5§ PRt e N

246 : PICTURESQUE POSITION.

Catacombs, in seven huge volumes; the Musée du Louvre, in
eighty-one folios ; the Musée Frangais, etc. The documentary
materials for the history of Canada are also very rich.

The bird’s-eye view shows the arrangement of bulldmgs on
the ground. The view is taken from the side of the river
opposite the city. To the extreme right are the Falls of the
Chaudiere and the Suspensmn Bridge, with the vast acreage of

Crry oF OTTAWA,

i

- lumber plles and mills from which float down the rafts shown

in the river. Midway across the picture is the bold bluff
on which the Parliament buildings stand. Running up to the
left of this is the Rideau Canal, with its many locks, rising like

- steps in a gigantic stair. Across the canal is the beautiful park,

commanding full views of the river, of the opposite hill, and
of the far-stretching Laurentian range.
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" The rapids commence a few miles above the city, but‘here,.'

says Mr. S. E. Dawson, the channel contracts and the broad
and rapid river, obstructed and tormented by islands and rocks,
falls thirty feet over a steep limestone eliff into a basin well
named the Chaudiere, or caldron; for it is a cavity in the bed
of the river in which the water foams and seethes. Such a
gigantic water-power is of course utilized, and here some of
the largest lumber manufactures in the Dominion are situated.

© - ParvLiaMENT BUiLpINgs.

Close at hand are the timber slides, by which the lumber from
the upper river passes down without damage into the navigable
water below. To go down these slides upon a crib of timber is
a unique experience a visitor should endeavour to make ; for,
while it is unattended with danger, the novelty and excitement
are most absorbing. Close to the city also are the Riceau Falls,
which, though not approaching the Chaudidre in importance,
are worth visiting. They fall perpendicularly down like a
great curtain, whence the name. '
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The grounds at Rideau Hall are spacious and beautifully laid
out, and here a succession of Governors-General have dispensed
a graceful hospitality.

DOWN THE OTTAWA.

The sail down the Ottawa to Montreal is one of much interest.
For over two hundred years this noble river has been the chief
route for fur-traders, voyageurs and trappers to the north-west.
Two hundred and sixty years ago Champlain threaded its

DePARTMENTAL BumLpings—East Brock.

mazes to their source, and reached by way of Lake Nipiséing
and the French River, the “ Mer Douce,” or fresh-water sea of
Huron. :
Descending the river from the capital the tourist will see,
says Mr.'W. E. Dawson, on the north side the mouth of the
Gatineau, a large and important lumbering stream, which has"
been surveyed for three hundred miles from its junction
Eighteen miles further, the Liévre river, after a course of two
hundred and eighty miles, enters the Ottawa. Four miles
from its mouth is the village of Buckingham. The water-
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power of the Lidvre is enormous, for the river is very deep and
has a fall at Buckingham of nearly seventy feet. Here are
also mines of plumbago, of phosphates and of mica.

Passing the pretty village of L'Orignal, we take the train
from Grenville to Carillon, to avoid the rapids of the “Chute-
a-Blondeaun.”

At Carillon, in the year 1660, a band of seventeen young and
gallant French Canadians from Montreal, by an act of heroism

SRR Ly ; ey

DEePARTMENTAL BUILDINGS—WEST BLOCK. .

as sublime as any recorded on the page of history, sacrificed
their lives for the defence of their country. With a valour
worthy of Leonidas, they withstood the assault of an invading
horde of seven hundred infuriate Iroquois. For eight long days
and nights, worn with hunger, thirst and want of sleep, they
fought, and prayed, and watched by turns. Every Frenchman
“was slain, but the colony was saved. The pass of Carillon was
the Thermopyle of Canada. To-day the bright waters ripple
" and shimmer in the sun, and the peaceful wheat fields wave
upon the scene of this gallant, yet almost forgotten, exploit.
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The story is well told in George Murray’s ballad :

¢ Eight daysl of varied horror passed ; what boots it now to tell
How the pale tenants of the fort heroically fell ?
Hunger, and thirst, and sleeplessness, Death’s ghastly aids, at length,
Marred and defaced their comely forms, and quelled their giant strength.
The end draws nigh—they yearn to die—oné glorious raily more,
For the dear sake of Ville-Marie and all will soon be o’er ;
Sure of the martyr’s golden Crown, they shrink not from the Cross,
Life yielded for the land they love, they scorn to reckon loss.”

We now enter the Lake of Two Mountains, one of those

PostT OFFICE, OTTAWA.

beautiful expanses which vary the scenery of Canadian rivers.
At the mouth of the Riviere a la Graisse is the pretty town
Rigaud, with its tinned roofs and large French college.

The level landscape and elm-reflecting lake at St. Placide
make the name of the village a peculiarly appropriate designa-
tion. Passing Como, a pleasant summer resort, we reach Oka,
an Indian settlement on a seigniory granted by Louis XIV. to
the Sulpicians’two hundred years ago. The pretty village, at
the time of our visit, had a deserted look, most of the Indians
being for the time driven from their homes by the persecutions
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of the Seminary ; and the chapel and convent, which occupied
a point jutting into the river, being a mass of ruins. One of
the Sulpician priests, who embarked on the steamer at Oka,
with whom I entered into conversation, was very anxious to
make a favourable impression as to the policy of the Seminary.
He divided his time between reading his breviary and de-
nouncing, in broken English, the Methodists, who, he said, were
the cause of all the trouble.

Ste. Anne’s is a pretty picturesque village, with a large cross-
crowned church, near the junction of the Ottawa with the St.
Lawrence. Here, dimpling in the bright sunlight, are the rapids
celebrated in Moore’s “ Canadian Boat Song:”

¢ Faintly as tolls the evening chime,
Our voices keep tune, and our oars keep timao.
Soon as the woods on shore look dim
We'll sing at St. Anne’s our parting hymn.
Row, brothers, row ; the stream runs {ast,
The Rapids are near, and the daylight’s past.

¢¢ Uttawa’s tide ! this trembling moon
Shall see us float o’er thy surges soon.
Saint of this green isle ! hear our prayers ;
O, grant us cool heavens and favouring airs !
Blow, breezes, blow ; the stream runs fast,
The Rapids are near, and the daylight’s past.”

As the two mighty rivers, which drain half a continent, join
their streams, their waters run for miles side by side without
mingling—the one of a tawny yellow tinge, the other of a deep

" cerulean blue.

Rising behind the village are the two mountains from which
the lake derives its name. The one with the cross is named
Mount Calvary. Chapels, seven in number, are built ab
intervals up the ascent for the seven stations of the Cross.
This pilgrimage is often made by the faithful, and much bodily
as well as spiritual good is stated {o have resulted.
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KINGSTON AND THE UPPER ST. LAWRENCE.

The beauty of the upper St. Lawrence is best seen by a sail
down that majestic stream. We shall therefore describe the
trip by steamboat from Kingston down. The ancient capital of
Upper Canada, or the “ Limestone City,” as it is called, from
the prevailing material of its peculiarly substantial architec-
ture, presents many features of interest. One of these is
the Tete du Pont Barracks on the site of the Frontenac’s old
fort, built in 1673. Fort Henry is a very elaborate fortress
with deep stone-lined ditches, ramparts, casemates, and store
and barrack accommodation for a thousand men. I was sur-
prised at the extent and strength of its works and of the out-
lying martello towers and earthworks.

The other chief attraction of the city, from the tourist point.
of view, is the Penitentiary. Through the courtesy of the
accomplished warden, Dr. Lavell, I was permitted to make a
thorough inspection of the workshops, hospital, lunatic asylum
and prisons—including the underground dungeons for the pun-
ishment of refractory prisoners. I was shut up for a while in
one of these cells. It was the darkest expenence I had since I
was locked up in a dungeon of the Doges’ prison at Venice.
The darkness, like that of Egypt, might be felt. The work-
shops, for comfort and cleanliness, we: think cannot be surpassed
in the world. Few free workmen labour under such favourable
conditions. It was sad to see so many young men and young
women spending the prime of their years behind prison bars.
The discipline of the prison is reformatory as well as punitive.
It is possible for a convict to considerably abridge the period
of his sentence by good behaviour. Moral influences are largely
employed. Two chaplains devote their services to the prisoners.
A good library is supplied. Habits of industry are acquired.
Many learn a good trade and are better cared for in body and
mind than they ever were before.

The public buildings of Kingston' are e substantial and hand-
some. The most prominent among these is Queen’s University
—ua college of the Presbyterian Church. Under the presidency of
Dr. Grant, one of the most accomplished of Canadian scholars
and writers, it has attained a well merited celebrity.
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The founding of Kingston, like that of Montreal, is full of
romantic interest. One of the first acts of Frontenac, on assum-
ing the Vice-Royalty of New France in 1672, was the planting
of a fort and trading-post at the foot of Lake Ontario, both
long known by his name, in order to check the interference of
the English from Albany and New York with the fur trade of
the Indian allies of the French, and to prevent the inroads of
the Iroquois in the event of war. The merchants of Montreal,
Three Rivers, and Quebec were exceedingly jealous of the

establishment of the fort, from a well-grounded apprehension
that it would seriously affect their profits, by intercepting no
small share of the lucrative fur-trade. Frontenac, however, by
an imperious exercise of the royal authority, commanded the
_inhabitants of these settlements to furnish, at their own cost, a
number of armed men and canoes for that very purpose. In
the month of June, he collected, at Montreal, a force of four
hundred men, including mission Indians, with a hundred and
twenty canoes, and two large flat-boats. These last he caused
to be painted with glaring devices of red and blue, in order to
dazzle the Iroquois by a display of unaccustomed magnificence.
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Frontenac infused his own indomitable energy into his little
army. In two weeks they had overcome, with incredible toil,
the difficulties of the Rapids and, threading the lovely mazes
of the Thousand Islands, reached the waters of Lake Ontario.
Frontenac had previously despatched La Salle, who had re-
turned from his first expedition to the West, and in whom he
discerned a spirit kindred to his own, to summon deputies from
the Iroquois towns to meet him at Cataraqui, the destined site
of the new fort. A large number of Iroquois were already
encamped when Froutena,c approached. Forming his little
flotilla in battle array, he advanced with much military
pomp, and landed near the site of the present city of Kingston.*
Bivouac fires were soon lighted, guards set, and the “qui vive”
of the French sentry was heard on the shores of Lake Ontario.

The next morning, with roll of drums and much presenting
of drms, the Iroqu01s deputies were conducted, between glit-
tering files of soldiers, to the presence of the Governor and his
stafl, who were arrayed in their most brilliant uniforms. The
stately manners and masterful address of Frontenac,—a born
ruler of men, by turns haughty and condescending, imperious
and winning,—impressed the savages with respect, confidence,
and gocd-will no less than did the splendour of his appearance
and retinue. ]

“Children!” he said,—not “brothers,” as the French had
previously called them,—*“I am glad to see you. You did well
to obey the command of your Father. Take courage; you
shall hear His word, which is full of peace and tenderness.”

He then magnified the power of the French, and, pointing
to the cannon of his brilliantly painted flat-boats, admonished
them of the consequences of disobeying his commands. He set
forth the advantages of his friendship, and of the establishment
of the new trading-post, and urged the claims of the Christian
religion, both by its terrors and its rewards. The speech was
accompanied by politic presents—“six fathoms of tobacco,”
guns for the men, and prunes and raisins for the women and
) c‘nldren, and generous feasts for all.

#0n the point to the west of the Cataraqui Bridge, at present occupied
by the barracks.
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Meanwhile the construction of the fort went rapidly forward.
Trees were felled, trenches dug, and palisades planted, with a
speed that astonished the indolent Indians. In ten days the
fort was nearly completed, and leaving a sufficent force for its -
defence, by the 1st of August Frontenac reached Montreal
The grasp of a master’s hand was felt.© France held the key of
the great lakes. '

The view of Kingston on page 253, shows in the foreground
one of the quaint martello towers that guard the harbour; in the
middle distance, the Military College, where Canadian youths
are trained for the service of-their country; and in the back-
ground, the city with its imposing public buildings and churches.

We embark at Kingston for the sail down the majestic St.
Lawrenee. ,

With the exception of the Amazon at its ﬂood, the St. Law-
rence is the largest river in the world. Its basin contains more
than half of all the fresh water on the plauet. At ifs issue
from Lake Ontario it is two and a half miles wide, and is sel-

.dom less than two miles. At its mouth it is upwards of thirty
miles wide, and at Cape Gaspe the Gulf is nearly a hundred
miles wide.

There are three features of special interest in the St. Law-
rence—the Thousand Islands, the Rapids, and the highlands of
the north shore from Quebec down. The first are the perfection
of beauty, the second are almost terrible in their strength, and
the last are stern and grand, rising at times to the sublime. The
noble river has been made the theme of a noble poem by Charles
Sangster, a Canadian writer, who is too little known in his own
country. Iam glad of the opportunity to enrich these pages
‘with quotations from his spirited verse.

The Lake of the Thousand Islands begins immediately below
Kingston, and stretches down the river for forty or fifty miles, .
varying from six to twelve miles in width. This area is pro-
fusely strewn with islands of all sizes, from the little rock, giv-
ing precarious foothold to a stunted juniper or a few wild
flowers, to the large island, stretching in broad farms and wav-
ing with tall and stately forests. Instead of a thousand, there
are in all some eighteen hundred of these lovely isles.
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Sailing out of broad Ontario, we leave on the left the Lime-
stone City, our Canadian Woolwich, with its martello towers
and forts. Here, during the war of 1812-15, was built a large

" line-of-battle ship of 132 guns, at a cost of £850,000, much of

the timber, and even water casks, for use on these unsalted seas,
being sent out from England. At the close of ‘the war it was
sold for a couple of hundred pounds.

-._ THE THOUSAND ISLES.

Pa.ssma Forts Hem-y and Frederigk, we enter the lovely
Archlpelacro of the St. Lawrence— Nature’s carnival of isles.”
On they come, thronging to meet us and to bid us welcome to
their fairy realm. They are of all conceivable shapes and sizes,

~ TwILIGHT AMID THE THOUSAND ISLANDS,

scattered in beauteous confusion upon the placid stream. Some
are festooned and garlanded with verdurous vines, like a young -
wife in her bridal tire, wooing the river’s fond embrace. Others
seem sad and pensive, draped with grave and solemn foliage,
like a widow’s weeds of woe.

Here the river banks slope smoothly to the water’s edge, and
the thronging trees come trooping down, like a herd of stately-
antlered stags, to drink; or like Pharaoh’s daughter and her
train to the sacred Nile. See where the white-armed birch, the
lady of the forest, stands ankle deep in the clear stream, and
laves its beauteous tresses. "And behold, where the grey old
rocks rear themselves like stern-browed giants above the waves,
grave-and sad, tear-stained and sorrowful—brooding, perchance,
of the old years before the flood. See with what nervous energy

'
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they cling, those timorous-looking. pines, with their bird-like
claws orapphnw the rock as tenaclously as the vulture holds his
prey, or a miser’s skinny fingers clutch his gold.

Here is a shoal of little islets looking like a lot of seals just
lifting their heads above the waves and pearing cautiously
around—you would scarce be surprised to see them dive and
reappear under your very eyes. And over all float the white-
winged argosies of fleecy clouds sailing in that other sea, the
ambient air in whose
lower strata we crawl,
like crabs upon' the
ocean floor. How
beautiful they are, .
those spiritual-looking:
clouds! How airily
they float in the trem-

_ulously palpitating,
infinite blue depths of
sunny sky, like the
convoy of snowy-pin-"
ioned angels in the
picture of the Assump-
tion of St. Catharine,
bearing so tenderly her
world-weary but tri-
umphant spirit, white-
robed and amaranth- Tae Devit's OveN, THoUsaND IsLaANDs.
crowned, rejoicing '
from her cruel martyrdom, and holding in her hand the vietor
palm, floating, floating, serenely away,—

¢ To summer high in bliss upon the hills of God.”

Or seem they not like islands of the blessed, floating on a
halcyon sea. How delicate they are; these snowy Alps on Alp
in gay profusion piled, and yet as white and soft as carded wool
—so remote, so ethereal, so uncontaminated with the dust and
defilement of earth. Thus do some souls appear to live above
the cares of earth, on the cool, ~equestered hills of life, free from

17
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the dust and defilement of sin. They seem to breathe a purer
atmosphere, to be visited by airs from heaven, and to hold com-
munion with its blessed spirits. 3 '

What lovely vistas open up béfore us as our steamer glides,
swan-like, on her devious way. “Now the islands seem to block
up the path, like sturdy highwaymen, as if determined to arrest
our progress. We seem to be immured in this intricate maze
like Dedalous within the Cretan Labyrinth. Now, like the
rocky doors in Ali-Baba’s story, as by some magic “Open sesame,”

AxoNG THE ISLANDS, °

they part and stand aside and close again behind us, vista after
vista unfolding in still increasing loveliness. How the smiling
farm-houses wave welcome from the shore, and the patient
churches stand, like Moses interceding for the people’s sins,
invoking benediction on the land, and pointing weary mortals
evermore to heaven. All nature wears a look of Sabbath calm,
and seems to kneel with folded hands in prayer. See that lone
sea-gull, “ like an adventurous spirit hovering o’er the deep,” or
like the guardian angel of the little bark beneath. What a

blessed calm broods o'er the scene! The very isles seem lapped -

in childhood’s blessed sleep.

-

0
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Isle after isle
Is passed, as we glide tortuously through
The opening vistas, that uprise and smile
Upon us from. the ever-changing view.
Here nature, lavish of her wealth, did strew
Her flocks of panting islets on the breast
Of the admiring river, where they grew,

Like shapes of beauty, formed to give a gest
_To the charmed mind, like waking visions of the blest.

" Red walls of granite rise on either hand,
. Rugged and smooth ; a proud young eagle soars
- Above the stately evergreens, that stand

Like watchful sentinels on these God-built towers;

259
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And near yon beds of many-colored flowers
Browse two majestic deer, and at their side
A spotted fawn all innocently. cowers;
In the rank brushwood it attempts to hide,
While the strong-antlered stag steps forth with lordly stride.

On, through the lovely Archipelago,

Glides the swift bark. - Soft summer matins ring.

From every isle. The wild fowl come and go,

Regardless of our presence. On the wing,

And perched upon the boughs, the gay birds sing

Their loves: This is their summer paradise;

From morn till night their joyous caroling

Delights the ear, and through the lucent skies
Ascends the choral hymn in softest symphonies.

Yon lighthouse seems like a lone watcher keeping ceaseless
vigil the livelong night for some lost wanderer’s return; or like
a new Prometheus, chained forever to the.rock, and holding

s
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aloft the heaven-stolen fire; or like a lone recluse in his still
hermitage, nightly lighting up his votive lamp to guide bewﬂ—
dered wayfarers amid the storm.

Brockville, Prescott, Iroquois, Morrisburg and Cornwall, are
pleasant towns on the Canadian side of the river; and on the
American side, Clayton, Morriston and Ogdensburg. Near Pres-
cott rises the quaint and ruined windmill, the mute witness of
the heroic defence, by stout-hearted Canadian militia, of their
hearths and homes at the battle of Crysler’s Farm.

On the bank of the majestic St. Lawrence, about midway
between the thriving town of Prescott and the plcturesqueA
village of Maitland, on the Canada side, but in full view from
the Amenca.n shore, lies a lonely graveyard, which is one of

T e et .
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the most hallowed spots in the broad area of the continent.
Here, on a gently rising ground overlooking the rushing river,
is the quiet “God’s acre,” in which slumbers the dust of that
saintly woman who is honoured in both hemispheres as the
mother of Methodism in both the United States and Canada.
On a bright day in October, I made, in company with my
friend, the Rev. T. G. Williams, a pilo'rimage to this place
invested with so many tender memories. The whole land
was ablaze with autumn’s glowing tints, each bank and
knoll and forest clump, like Moses’ bush, “ever burning, ever
unconsumed.” An old wooden church, very small and very
quaint, fronts the passing highway. It has seats but for forty-
- eight persons, and is still used on funeral occasions. -Its tiny
tinned spire gleams brightly in the sunlight, and its walls have
been weathered by many a winter storm to a dusky gray.
Around it on every side “heaves the turf in many a mouldering
mound,” for during well-nigh one hundred years it has been
the burying-place of the surrounding community. A group of
venerable pines keep guard over the silent sleepers in their
narrow beds. DBut one grave beyond all others arrests our
attention. At its head is a plain white marble slab on a gray
stone base. On a shield-shaped panel is the following inscrip-
tion: -
IN MEMORY OF
PAUL HECK,
BORN 1730, DIED 1792

 BARBARA,

WIFE OF PAUL HECK,
BORN 1734, DIED AUG. 17, 1804,

And this is all. Sublime in its simplicity; no laboured
epitaph; no fulsome eulogy; her real monument is the Meth-
odism of the New World.

Near by are the graves of seventeen other members of the
Heck family. Among them is that of a son of Paul and Bar-
bara Heck, an ordained local preacher, whose tombstone bears
- the following inscription :- “ Rev. Samuel Heck, who laboured
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in his Master’s vineyard for upwards of thirty-eight years.
Departed this life in the triumphs of faith on the 18th of
August, 1844, aged seventy-one years and twenty-one days.”
Another Samuel Heck, son of the above-named, a Wesleyan
minister, died in 1846, aged, as is recorded with lovmg minute-
ness, “thirty years, seven months, fifteen days.” To the
~members of this godly family the promised blessing of the
righteous, even length of days, was strikingly vouchsafed. On
six graves lying side by side I noted the following ages: 73,
78,78, 53,75, 59. On others I noted the following ages: 63,
62, 70, 70. I observed, also, the grave of little Barbara Heck,
aged three years and six months. The latest dated grave is -
that of Catharine Heck, a granddaughter of Paul and Barbara
Heck, who died 1880, aged seventy-eight years. She was de- -
scribed by my friend Mr. Williams—who, while I made these
notes, sketched the old church—as a saintly soul, handsome in
person, lovely in character, well educated, and refined. She
bequeathed at her death a generous legacy to the Missionary
*Society of the Methodist: Church of Canada. Near the grave
of Barbara Heck is that of her life-long companion and fmend
the beautiful Catharine Swei