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“ POoRT the helm ! ” cried the captain.
The sailor at the wheel rapidly executed this command ;

:ig then, gently as a well-bred horse, the Sizen turned towards the
159 fleft, dipped her bows in the waves and glided alongside a moun-
163

tain of ice, with which she had barely escaped a collision.

This was the third time since break of day, that is to say,
since about two o'clock, that the little schooner, bearing the
musical name|of Siren, had grazed th#se enormous blocks of ice,
which, especially towards the approach of summer, are borne hy
the currents from Baffin’s Bay as far south as Newfpundiand,
often even farther than that. We had left Quebec a month ago,
and at this moment, 26th of May, 1851, were alongside the bare,
desolate coast of Labrador. The lowering sky was the colour
of lead ; the north wind whistled furiously through the rigging ;
on our left rose gigantic-cliffs, covered with a thick mantle !
of ice, , ~\ T

“ A fine temperature, sir,” said the captain to me in a cheer-
ul tone, as he came towards the poop, where 1 was standing.
‘A fine temperature !” ‘
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The thermometer, .I had just informed myself, showed
fifteen degrees below zero ; therefore the captain’s remark, “ A
fine temperature,” seemed somewhat ironical. I had hardly
been a quarter of an hour on deck, and notwithstanding the
thick fur cloak in which I was enveloped, I was beginning to
shiver and to have serious doubts as to the presence of my nose
in the middle of my face. The eight sailors composing our crew,
muffled up to their eyes in furs, like myself, were walking to
and fro, heaving the ropes, which were so stiffened by the frost
as to be like bars of iron. From the time we left the St. Law-
rence, I could not sufficiently admire these men who, day and
night alike—and our days then consisted of barely four hours—
paced the frozen deck of the Siren, ever ready to execute the
difficult and perilous orders of the captain or the first mate.

I was preparing to return to the cabin of the schooner, a
narrow room where a cast-iron stove at white heat kept up an
incessant roar, when  my host and fellow-traveller, Master
Simeon (he was so called by all on board), appeared on deck.

“A fine temperature,” cried he, in his turn, rubbing his fur
gloves one against the other. :

Then, after having carefully examined the horizon, he came

_and stood by me.

Yy

Master Simeon, a Canadian of French origin, was partly the

cause of my presence on the coast of Labrador this zoth of May,
1851 : we had made the passage from Liverpool to Bosten
together, and during this trip 1 had more than once spoken
to my companion of the vague desire I had to visit the polar
regions. Master Simeon listened to me, smiling to himself
whilst he smoked his everlasting briar-root pipe, and one fine
day he suddenly offered to realize my dream. He had dealt in
furs for ten years, and possessed a trading-station on the coast
of Labrador: Directly we reached Boston he intended to pay
his friends at Quebec a-short visit, and then re-embark on
board the Sizen, bound for his northern trading-stations, where
she would get her cargo of bear, fox, and hare skins, barrels of
oil, fish, and walrus tusks which his employés, living in the
snow in latitude 50°, were to collect for him from the
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Esquimaux during the winter. Master Simeon generously
offered me a berth on board his schooner, promising to
take me to witness the mode of taking seal, white bear, and
walrus. I accepted his offer, and at the moment my companion
joined me on deck I was net regretting my imprudence for the
first time. ‘

“I see with pleasure that you are beginning to get accus-
tomed to our breezes,” said the merchant, whose good-humour
was invariable. . ‘“ Here you have been on'’deck more than
twenty minutes ; allow me to compliment you on your powers
of endurance.”

“I shall never become accustomed,” I replied, * to the feel-
ing of being perpetually transformed into an icicle, and still
less to seeing myself adorned with a blue nose every time I
dare look in the glass.”

“But you, such a lover of the picturesque, do you not admire
those immense white cliffs, that grey sky, those waves covered
with floating icebergs?”

“I am dreaming regretfully, Master Simeon, of the sunny
south down yonder between San Domingo and the Havanahs,
where the sky is blue, the sea vermilion, and where, instead of
a bare, white, uniform coast, the eye rests on hills crowned with
palm trees.”

“I only promised you seals, white bears, and walrus,” said
my companion with his hearty laugh, “and, God willing, I will
keep my word. Before forty-eight hours are over, unless the
wind changes, we shall be at the station, and you will then be
able to refresh yourself after your long captivity.”

“Where are we, then?” T asked. %

“If my eyes were as good as that eider-duck’s which you see
flying over us, I should perceive, looking to the right, a country
which T shall visit next year, for I have a trading-station there
also. If you would like to accompany me . . .”

“No, thank you,” cried I this time. “If I return from this
voyage I will certainly not try it again, and I shall be off at

once to thaw under the ’pics. But what country are you
speaking about?” '
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“Greenjand.”
“The true Esquimaux country ?”

“Yes, and the country of the red fox and white hare. It is
a curious land, rather cold, but quite worth the trouble of a
visit. And however disinclined you may feel at present,
e

“I will answer you in six months’ time from the Gulf of
Mexico ; meanwhile Greenland interests me.
trading-station ? ”

“At ]ulianeshaab, a pretty little town, wbere some of your
countrymen live.”

““Good Heavens ! what do they trade in there ?”

“There is hardly any other trade in these regions except
that for furs, oil, and dried fish. I have often heard it stated,”
continued Master Simeon, ‘“that Greenland is an island, and
I am very much inclined to believe it. This land, as you doubt-
less know, was first discovered by the Irishman, Eric Randa, who
settled here in 9g82. The colony founded by this predecessor of
Columbus in the discovery of America existed until the year
1436, Since then the Danes, the possessors of Greenland, have
founded two settlements there : one through the influence of the

. missionary Egede; the other, in 1733, through the Moravian
Brothers. But you are shivering ; let us go back to the stove.”

“Not just yet,” said I; “if Greenland is to our right, we
have before us Baffin’s Bay.” :

“ Precisely so.

Where is your

We have been for several days on the roule
which explorers take in search of the North Pole, on the Ross
and Franklin track. Baffin’s Bay, from whence come the ice-
bergs against which we have to defend ourselves, was discovered,
in 1616, by the English pilot, William Baffin, then in search
of a passage into the open sea. Baffin’s Bay is about four
hundred leagues in length. and twenty-five in width ;
municates with the Atlantic Ocean by Davis's Straits.”

“ And the land along which we have been coastmg for the
last three days is Labrador?” N

“Yes and no ; we are in sight of the numerous islands which
border the coasts of that curious countsy. But if no contrary °
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wind delays us we shall see the true coast of Labrador to-
morrow, and the end of our voyage northwards.”

‘My companion again insisted on taking me back to the stove,
and this time I yielded. The grey clouds gradually cleared off
the horizon, and here and there strips of blue appeared in the
sky. Numerous birds were flying about, but they kept them-
selves at such a distance from the schooner that I could not
distinguish to what species they belonged.

When once cosily settled near the stove, Master Simeon lit
his pipe, stretched himself in an arm-chair, and I again ques-
tioned him on Labrador. He told me that this vast country,
which is, in short, nothing but the continuation of Canada, was
discovered, in 1501, by the Portuguese Corteréal. Struck, they
say, with the fertility of the lands which he saw--which appears
to me rather paradoxical—Corteréal gave his discovery the
name of Labrador, that is to say, land of labour. Now, although
the southern part of Labrador affords the agriculturist some
miserable chances of harvest, there is not even that much in
the north, which, almost perpetually buried under snow, has
scarcely two months of summer. Thus, certain geographers
affirm that it is the industry of the natives which has given the
land the name of Labrador, taking this word in the sense of
work-shop. This is a question which, at the present day, has
scarcely any interest, and, like Master Simeon, I leave the solu-
tion of it to others. In Labrador, af\jn Greenland, the society
of the Moravian Brothers has foun settlements for the
civilization of the native Indians and Esqyimaux.

The interior of Labrador, which t French traveller
d’Anville had a glimpse of, is in realitf unexplored. It is
only known that a chain of mountainsraverse it from north to
south, and that vast sheets of water—inland seas, in fact—con-
tinue in some way the line of Canadian lakes. Towards the
Pacific Ocean, Labrador has for frontier Hudson’s sBay, then a
stretch of country partly unknown as far as Russian America,
recently acquired by the Americans, and known under the
name of Alaska.

About three o'clock in the afternoon, when the sun was
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disappearing below the horizon, I put on my fur coat and
climbed up on the poop. Before us was the continual black
line of water mingling with the horizon, and to our left
mountains of ice. I ventured as far as the bows of the Siren,
where a man on watch, relieved from hour to hour, stood night
and day, with attentive observation, to guard against the floating
banks of ice so formidable on these coasts. Twenty times since
our departure we had escaped striking against these moving
rocks, a collision with which we avoided through the protection
of Providence, for our captain’s skilful tactics alone would not
have sufficed to save us. The long northern nights are generally
clear ; but the negligence of a sailor might cause the loss of a
ship in a moment. To say the truth—and I repeat it intention-
ally—1 never knew men ymore devotzd, more resolute, more
inured to hardships, in a worl, men gifted with a greater amount
of courage, than the bold fishetgen of the northern seas. There
is no occupation under a tempdrate climate, however laborious it
may be, which can be compared with that of the seaman whose
means of livelihood consist in bfaving snow, rain, and icebergs,
and living almost always in darkpess, ever between life and death.

Instead of turning round on my approach, the sailor on
watch, stationed near oj of the cat-heads of the Sirenm, con-

tinued to examine the hopizon carefully.

“ Anything new, Montbars ?” I asked of him.

“I hardly know, sir; I have been trying for the last ten
minutes to make out what it is I can see, or rather, what I
could see only a minute ago.”

“ And what did you see ?”

“ A human being stretching out imploring arms towards us,
from the peak of that islet yonder.”

I drew near the sailor, and, followgng the directions he gave
me, examined in my turn the spo( mdlcated. Before long; 1
thought I saw a human form moving about.

“Ring the bell, sir,” cried Montbars to me, just as I was
about to communicate my impression to him. “By Heaven !
there is some one shipwrecked there.”

Obeying the sailor, I vigorously rang the bell ; Master
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Simeon, the captain, and all the sailors, with the exception of

::g the man at the helm, ran at once towards the prow. s
eft ~ ““ What have you discovered ?” asked Master Simeon; “a
o, s rock, a walrus, or a seal?”
ht “ Nothing of -that kind, sir,”’ replied Montbars, ‘ unless the
’ng Labrador seals have arms, which is hardly probable. Look at
o the peak of that last islet to leeward : there is a human being "
ng there, or I am short-sighted.”
Ry The telescopes were rapidly pointed and directed towards
ot the spot which I described with the sailor.
lly “Good Heavens ! can it be some one shipwrecked there? "
3 cried Master Simeon,,
o “1It is more likely an Esquimaux, or some Indian whose
5 boat has been damaged,” said the captain ; “but we have just
s entered Hudson’s Strait, and this coast is uninhabited.”
i "‘ A human creature must not call to us in vain,” replied the
3% ' A& shipowner. ; .
- g “ Hallo there, lads,” added he, turning towards the sailors ;
s “lower a boat quickly.”
:ht ‘“ Stay, Master Simeon,” said the captain, putting up his
i hand to stop the sailors already at work ; “we will get a little
= nearer the coast first; we can do so without danger.”
“ Be it so, but look sharp about it.”
Each sailor, forgetting the terrible cold, redoubled his efforts ; -
A in a moment our course was changed, and the Siren, lashing
14 ; the water, left a white wake on the black surface of the sea.
The sun had disappeared, and twilight was gradually growing
fainter. The high cliffs assumed a more formidable aspect in
5 proportion as we drew near the coast ; but at the same time
d their lines became more confused, especially towards their base.
- “It will be dangerous to go nearer,” said the captain,
1 suddenly.
He gave orders and the ship gradually hove to. 3
o _ “Confound this darkness!” cried Master Simeon. “Who -
' knows if in an hour’s time we shall be able to find the island ?”
v “TLet us lie to; in this way we shall not risk losing twenty-
four hours,” said the captain. -

er

v
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“ And the currents—where will they take us to ?” resumed
Master Simeon. “ By Heaven!” added he, after 2 moment’s
silénce, “here we are hesitating whilst a human creature is
perhaps in want of our immediate help. God protects those
whol do their duty, my friends. Lower the boat quickly, and
let two of you be ready to go with me.” f

“ Remain on board, Master Simeon,” said the boatswain ;
“this is our business.”

“It is my business as well. I was a sailor before being ship-
owner, and I have not forgotten my noble calling.”

I hastened to offer my services.

“As to you, Mister Parisian,” continued Master Simeon
unceremoniously, “I do not doubt either your good-will or your
courage, but on this occasion you may be in our way instead of
being useful. Stay where you are, and do not let the fire go
out; we shall want to unfreeze our moustaches soon. Have a
lantern hung on the port-side, captain, and send up a few
rockets now and then to light us on our way. Gently, lads !
Are we ready ?”

“Yes, sir,” answered the three sailors who had taken their
places in the boat.

“ Pull away, then.”

The oars struck the water and the little boat set off. For a
quarter of an hour we saw her dancing on the waves.
Suddenly she disappeared ; she had just entered the shadow
thrown by the cliffs.

Almost an hour—one of the longest in my life, I believe—
passed in cruel suspense. We were enveloped in darkness, and
the surf of the waves against the sides of the Siren was the
only sound to be heard. We were all crowding on the port-
side, and trying to pierce the darkness, whilst the wind whistled
plaintively through our stiffened rigging.

“They are calling,” said a sailor.

We ‘listened anxiously, but there was no other sound save
that of the wind and seal

‘““Ring the bell, lads, and run a lantern up to the masthead,”
said the captain.
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Soon the bell was ringing, whilst a red lantern was raised
and lowered the height of the mainmast.

“Qught we not to lower another boat and go in search of
Master Simeon ?” said I to the captain.

“No,” replied he shortly ; “ there is no occasion to be un-
easy yet.”

“ What distance do you think we are, then, from the land ?

‘ More than three miles.”

I made a gesture of surprise; I thought we were much
nearer the cliffs. Nevertheless, in spite of his apparent calmness,
the captain walked to and fro with an impatience quite unusual
in him. He had the rockets brought out ; one. of thesé pro-
jectiles, which he suddenly sent up himself, opened a luminous
track in the darkness, but it only lighted up the waves. A
second rocket, thrown more to the right, occasioned a cry of
delight : we had seen the boat exactly in the line of light left
by the rocket.

The bell was again rung to guide the rowers. Soon we heard
the sound of their voices and the boatswain’s sharp whistle.
The sailors, understanding this signal, ran to the stern of the
vessel, holding several tow-lines, which, thrown with precision,
fell into the boat just as it came alongside.

“Keep the boat steady, lads!” cried the voice of Master
Simeon ; “ and you up there throw a rope to the right carefully ;
we are going to lash a woman to the end.” Two minutes later
Master Simeon appeared, supporting in his arms a shapeless
bundle of furs. A lantern thrown on the new-comer showed us

le face, with soft frightened eyes buried in a large-hood.
} Wh¥Ngt Mgster Simeon made his way to the cabin, the captain
, gave rders, and the Siren resumed her course through the

darkness.

I followed Master Simeon, helping him to support the young
woman whom he had brought with him, and very anxious to
know the details of his perilous expedition. Scarcely had the
shipowner entered the cabin when he seized the teapot placed
near the stove, filled two cups with the Chinese beverage it
contained and offered one of them to his companion. The latter

{
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murmured some words in a guttural tone, drank it greedily, and
helped herself at once to a second cup. A ham and sea biscuits
were brought, and the large slice I gave the new-comer dis-
appeared with amazing rapidity.

“ The poor creature is dying of hunger,” said Master Simeon,
“and perhaps we ought to give her food by degrees.”

£ Have you not questioned her ? ” I asked.

“T have done nothing else for the last hour, and she replies
very obligingly ; only one must be her father or her mother to
understand the language in which she expresses herself. The
word Owuanga is on her lips every moment ; I suppose it is her
name.”

As though to justify the shipowner’s supposition, the bright-
eyed young woman pointed to the ham, placed her right hand
on her chest, and among other words pronounced that of
Ouanga several times.

“I understand this time,”’ cried Master Simeon. “ QOuanga
is bungry and would like some more ham ; but Quanga might
choke herself, which would be no better than to die of hunger.
Let us give her some tea ; that will be acting wisely.”

“ How did this poor creature come to be on that island where
you went to look for her ?” I asked of my companion.

“On an island ?” repeated Master Simeon. “One judges
ill when one judges from a distance. The poor little creature
was completely stranded on an iceberg : otherwise she would
have gained the land, for she is active enough. How did she
come there? How long was she there ? This is what she has
been fully explaining to me, and which she will explain to you
in your turn if you will question her, and we shall soon know
what to think about the matter if you know anything of the
Esquimaux tongue.”

Master Simeon had the food taken away, and Quanga—we
gave her this name—sat down near the stove. She took off the
hood which covered her head and shoulders, then a sort of fur
jacket, and at last we saw a head adorned with black plaited
hair. Small of stature, rather stout, at least as far as the thick
petticoat which reached down to her knees allowed us to judge,
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LABRADOR, 11

Ouanga possessed all the characteristic features of her race: her
forehead was low, her eyes large and soft ; she had the orange-
coloured skin of half-breed Indians, a rather flat nose, a wide
mouth, adorned with teeth of dazzling whiteness. Although our
presence did not seem to cause her any embarrassment, her
gestures were awkward. © Suddenly she began to speak, accom-
panying her sentences with brusque movements. I imagined
that she was ‘explaining her misadventure to us: stationed on
the ice, she had felt herself carried away, and had ended by
being stranded near the islet where Master Simeon had found
her. T was not far from the truth, as I learnt three days later.

Ouanga’s narration was long; but gradually her speech
flagged and her eyes closed. I showed her the hammock
destined for her ; she immediately stretched herself on' the
mattress, and soon her loud and measured breathing told us
that she was soundly asleep.

—_————

CHAPTER 1L

The little Esquimaux—The toilet of an uncivilized beauty—An ill-bred
child—Civilizing effects of an accordion—Mr. and Mrs. Stewart—A
house under the snow—Mrs. Ablouk-Kanick.

OuaNGa slept on. - Master Simeon was filling his pipe for the
third time, when - the captain and those of the crew who were
not on duty on board came in and grouped themselves round
the stove. All were silent, hoping that the shipowner was about
to relate his adventure ; but Master Simeon, seated comfortably
in his easy-chair with his arms crossed, looked at us roguishly
without uttering a word.

“Will you not tell us something about your little excursion ?”
I said to him at last.

“There is little to tell,” at once replied the shipowner, “and
you partly know it. On leaving the ship we struck out straight
towards the peak which, like you, I had taken for a small island ;
but either we steered our boat badly, or we were carried by the
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current, for we struck against an ice-bank far above the place
we wished to reach. My brave fellows had hard work, I can
assure you, for the darkness was so intense beneath the cliffs we
could hardly see each other. From time to time we shouted to
attract the attention of the person we wanted to help, then we
left off rowing and listened for an answer. We had neglected
taking a lantern with us, forgetting that night was coming on;
and I very much regretted this carelessness, as I began to think
we should lose our way, for the ice-banks which from here seem
to form a straight line are in reality indented with numerous
deep bays. We had just stood out to sea, and I was wondering
whether it would not be more prudent to return to the Siren
and wait for the moon to rise, when we heard a ecry. In less
than ten minutes we came upon an iceberg, on which, standing
close against a perpendicular wall, was poor Ouanga. It was
no small affair to get the poor creature into the boat ; the snow
cracked under her feet, and at each movement she made the
block of ice which carried her shook and threatened to capsize.
Our boatswain is a fine fellow, captain; it was he who had
the idea of forming a kind of bridge with”our oars, and then
had the courage to venture on it himself, to go after the poor
deserted girl.”

“Deserted? Do you think there has been some crime in
this ?”

“No, no. The Esquimaux are gentle; and, although they
do not value their women very much, they would not willingly
condemn her to death. It was an accident ; nothing more.”
We lost ourselves in conjectures, and each one told yarns
about Esquimaux carried away on icebergs; no uncommon
event, as it appeared. Our captain, whose father had sailed in
all the polar seas, assured us that before the arrival of the
Moravian Brothers at Labrador, the natives, or Little Esquimaux,
as they are commonly called, used to strangle their old people
who had become feeble and incapable of getting their living.
These barbarous acts have ceased, but the Esquimaux is still
scarcely civilized, The severe climate in which he lives makes
hunting and fishing necessary, and obliges him to lead a nomad
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life. Long fasts encourage gluttony; and one can truly say
of this people, that they live to eat instead of eating to live.

Before supper, I went up to take a turn on deck. What was
my surprise to find myself'in a kind of half daylight! High up
in the sky, at last cleared of the grey snow-laden clouds which
had veiled her for a week, the moon shone brilliantly, and
flooded the sea and cliffs with her white, silvery light. Nothing
can be grander than these mountains of ice thus illumined—
sometimes cut in sharp ridges, sometimes rounded like cupolas ;
but a vague feeling of sadness crept over the before this stereo-
typed picture. The air seemed sharper and more biting than
in the morning; the thermometer had, in fact, gone down
several degrees.

Our evening meal, invariably composed of bacon, salt beef,
or preserved mutton, with rice, beans, or lentils, was very
quickly despatched. Master Simeon, a firm advocate for tem-
perance, a virtue still more necessary in these rigorous climates
than elsewhere, allowed the crew no other drink than tea. It
required a holiday or some perilous work to get a distribution
of grog, which was the more appreciated on account of its
scarcity. The sailors, with their pipes alight, stretched them-
selves on mattresses around the stove, whilst Master Simeon
and the captain undertook a quiet hand at cards, which lasted
until nine o’clock. At this appointed hour the lights were
extinguished, and I was lulled to sleep by the creaking of the
ship and the splashing of the waves against her hull.

The next morning, whilst I was making my toilet, I saw
Ouanga’s large eyes open and fix themselves on me with artless
curiosity. She came and took hold of my hand, as though she
were wishing me good-morning; then turning towards the
basin, full of soapy water which I had just used, she took off
a kind of tunic which served her as a dress, and displayed
herself attired simply in her fur pantaloons. After a moment’s
hesitation and a series of comic grimaces, she washed her face
and hands with an awkwardness which showed how little she
was accustomed to such an operation. I hastened to give her a
towel ; she took it, examined it, and turned it round twenty
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times ; evidently this white, finely-spun linen was a curiosity to
her. I handed her a comb ; she unplaited her hair and began
at once to comb it. When she began to plait it again I handed
her a pot of pomade; she smelt it, and turned away with a
look of disgust, as though the smell of lemon were very ob-
noxious to her. To make up for this she tried to dip her
fingers in the oil of the lamp which lighted us ; and, succeeding
in her attempt, she copiously greased her hair.

Master Simeon entered the cabin, and Ouanga at once ran
up to him and patted him gently on the shoulder. She put on
all her clothes except the hood, and then pointed to the teapot
and cups. As on the preceding evening, she ate with disagree-
able greediness ; it was not only hunger but a national custom
which caused her to swallow the pieces we helped her to without
biting them.. I had the idea of cutting up her meat as one
does for children, and offering her a fork ; but whilst I was
carefully cutting up the piece intended for her, the nimble young
woman robbed my plate, and part of my meat had disappeared
before I had time to cry out. \

In short, Quanga was a great, badly-behaved child. She
took Master Simeon’s pipe without the least ceremony, and
puffed away at it in a manner which clearly showed that it was
not her first trial. The Esquimaux women do indeed smoke
sometimes, but it is by no means a general custom among them.

As soon as she was satisfied—that is to say, as soon as the
dishes were taken away—QOuanga prowled inquisitively round the
cabin, touching everything, feeling everywhere, and questioning
us by gesture and look as to the things of which she did not
know the use. My clothes seemed to interest her more than
anything else—their shape and cut, but especially the buttons
with which they were trimmed and which she tried to pull off.
I had the ill-advised idea of showing her the box in which
I kept my reserve of buttons ; the hox immediately disappeared,
and was probably stowed away in some hidden pocket of the
young woman’s clothes. Neither my peremptory demands nor
my vexed look could regain me my treasure ; either Quanga
could not understand my demands, or else she pretended not
to understand them, and I was done out of my box of buttons.
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LABRADOR. 15

When we went up on deck the young woman at once
followed us, but she quickly ran down again when she felt
the cold air, and muffled herself up in her hood ; then, coming
back, she placed herself near me. The weather was fine, and
the sun, which was every day getting higher in the heavens,
made the influence of his pale rays felt, although somewhat
feebly. Ouanga’s looks were directed towards the land, which
we were now at some distance from, and she uttered an exclama-
tion. After attentively watching the man at the helm, she
pointed to the cliffis and tried to make him turn the wheel.
Seeing that the ship continued her route undisturbed, she ran
up to Master Simeon, seized his arm, and with her right hand
pointed first to the ship’s boat and then to the land, whilst she
talked rapidly. One could not doubt but that the poor creature
was begging him to take her back to the shore which we seemed
to be leaving behind us. Seeing that they paid no attention
to her entreaties and the ship pitilessly continued her course,
Ouanga began to groaniand then to cry. Her tears flowed
freely, and we were all moved at the sight of her despair. The
sailors tried to make the young woman understand ‘that she
would be on land the next day, that they would then take her
back to her tribe, and that she must not cry. All was in vain ;
she jumped into the boat and tried to detach it.

“ Well, really,” said Master Simeon, “1 doubt whether we
ought not to take her back to land. Her tribe is perhaps
camped in front of us ; and when she sees that we are leaving
them behind the poor creature is capable of throwing herself
into the water, How can we explain that it is for her good
that we are keeping her?”

“ Can we not go and look for them ?” I asked.

“We should be obliged to climb those cliffs first, Mr.
Parisian, and the thing seems to-me impossible. Let us leave
this poor woman to cry, although her sobs are heartrending :
humanity urges us now to stop up our ears.”

Like a child, who, after a long fit of passion and a tempest
of tears, sobs, sighs, and then falls asleep, Ouanga, weakened,
conquered, and watched, went back to the cabin, threw herself
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on her mattress, and soon slept soundly. ‘She did not awake

until dinner time, and then ate as usual, with a very good appetite. lsr:):;
She refused the pipe filled with tobacco which Master Simeon . gn af
offered her, and crouched down near the stove, where for a long ; Ou
while she watched the red-hot cinders falling from the grate. I ; squir
persuaded the young woman to follow me on deck. She certai
hesitated at first, and then made up her mind to go with me; last M
but directly she saw the land she began to cry again, and my had re
consolations, delivered in French, English, and Spanish, proved 3., what
as unguccessful as ever. i
i All at once the sound of an accordion was heard in the cabin; the S
; played by one of the sailors, who sometimes enlivened us with skins,
his Canadian airs. Quanga was startled, and cast frightened . » princi|
looks around her ; then, as though attracted, she went down to > the m
the cabin, and stood spell-bound before the musician. When he realize
left off playing, she went up to him, put her hand out towards =
the instrument, and then drew it back as though afraid to touch Oua
it. The sailor began another air, and the young woman sat knew ¢
down by him, examining with curiosity the movement of his evenin
fingers. Was she sensible of the harmony, or was it only the ninety
noise that attracted her? What is certain is, that when the womar
musician retired, after putting his instrument into its. box, her dis
Ouanga tried to detain him, and followed him on deck. watchil
‘The next day, as soon as it was light, I saw that we were was ha
approaching land. We passed between two small islands ; then vain ; 1
we went through a narrow channel, and came out unexpectedly . No ¢
into an extensive bay. In front of us lay a flat shore, and to it these t
our left a promontory, surmounted with a pole, from the top of ; return |
which waved the English flag. I had hardly recovered from young 1
my surprise when the sailors shouted repeated hurrahs. The only an
end of our difficult voyage was at last attained. satisfy |
Soon, and as though they sprang from the plain of snow her tha
which extended before us, a score of men appeared, making Did' she
signals to us. An hour later the Siren, perfectly sheltered, M. §
dropped anchor alongside a wharf constructed on piles. We snow, li
were in a kind of narrow channel not unlike that in the hollow trading-

of which the town of St. Thomas, in the island of the same name, compos
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is built ; only, instead of palm trees, orange trees, and pome-
granates crowning the heights, blocks of ice with sharp peaks
and fantastic forms rose around us.

Ouanga, mad with joy, whirled herself round on deck like a
squirrel in a cage. In her haste to leave the ship she would
certainly have fallen into the water had I not watched her. At
last Master Simeon’s employés were able to come on board ; they
had received no news from Europe for a year, so Heaven knows
what huggings, and what an avalanche of questions, we were
overwhelmed with. The hunting and fishing had been good, and»
the Siren would go back well laden with barrels of oil, bear
skins, and walrus tusks. Master Simeon introduced his
principal partner, Mr. Stewart, to me ; I say principal, for all
the men employed in the station had a share in the profits
realized. My character as tourist made these hard-working
men smile, but I nevertheless received a very cordial welcome.

Ouanga was not long in attracting attention, and What we
knew of her history was quickly told. We then learnt that the
evening before several Esquimaux belonging 'to a village about
ninety miles off had come to make inquiries about the young
woman. The tribe were in great distress, and could not explain
her disappearance. . Her husband had left her occupied with
watching the fishing-lines, and the block of ice on which she
was had moved away. They had searched the coast, but in
vain ; and they thought Ouanga lost.

No one knew the Esquimaux language sufficiently to explain
these things to Ouanga, so we were obliged to wait for the
return of the interpreter, who was now on an expedition. The
young woman questioned each of the workmen ; but they could
only answer with fragments of sentences, which did not seem to
satisfy her at all. One of the new-comers tried to explain to
her that the next day she would be taken back to her village.
Did’she understand him ?

Mr. Stewart led us to his house, then imbedded in six feet of
snow, like all the other buildings in the trading-station. This
trading-station—I use the name given it by the proprietors—was
composed of four extensive buildings, three of which served
c
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as warehouses, and the fourth as a dwelling-place. One entrance,
only communicating with a long corridor, gave access to this
house, divided into small apartments. The rooms had no
furniture but what was barely necessary ; but my surprise was
great on being introduced to Mrs. Stewart, a graceful Irish lady,
who had bravely followed her husband to this desolate place.
Two other women, both Canadians, constituted, with Mrs,
Stewart, the whole of the feminine population of the station.
Mrs. Stewart, owing to her position, had a private suite of
rooms—that is to say, a bed-room, sitting-room, and dining-room,
lighted both day and night by lamps with unclarified oil, the
odour of which was anything but agreeable. A large stove,
placed in the general sitting:room, heated the whole house ; they
burnt a kind of peat, gathered in the neighbourhood, which
also had a very bad, sickening smell, and almost made me ill.

However, 1 grew accustomed to these disagreeable odours
’sooner than I had dared hope ; only every time I came in from
the open air I held my nose for a few seconds in order to
accustom myself gradually to the heavy and to me almost
pestilential atmosphere, in which my companions were living
without appearing to notice it.

They put up a bed for\me in Master Simeon’s room, and 1
had the use of half the large table on which he made up his
accounts, an occupation which began the night of our arrival.
They proceeded without delay to unload the Siren, and it was no
little pleasure to Mrs. Stewart to have half-a-dozen cases bearing
her name to unpack. Master Simeon had thought about the
household and toilet of his partner’s wife, and had brought her
many pretty and fashionable things. At dinner time, instead of
the long fur dressing-gown she had worn all day, Mrs. Stewart
appeared in an elegant costume which literally astounded
Ouanga.

I spent my first day in visiting all the warehouses of the
station, admiring the barrels of oil, the sacks of feathers, and
the piles of bear, reindeer, and hare skins, collected by Master
Simeon’s laborious workmen. What pleased the shipowner
more than anything was the sight of a quantity of walrus tusks,
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an article in great requisition at New York. The property thus
accumulated would bring the owner a profit of several thousand
dollars. ‘

Ouanga had accompanied us everywhere, and twice she led
me to the shed, where were about thirty fine dogs struggling
and howling piteously ; five or six of them were Newfound-
landers, and were, I was told, the leaders of the sledge team.
I admired the Labrador dog, a similar breed to the Newfound-
land, with jet black hair, a fine shape, and intelligent head. The
rest of the kennel was composed of Esquimaux dogs, so much.
like wolves that one has to look twice to distinguish them.

I passed the evening talking with Mrs. Stewart and asking
her questions. The young woman did not seem to feel her
isolated life very dull ; she often accompanied her husband on
his hunting and fishing excursions. - Summer and the long days
were coming on ; they would at last be able to leave the house
in which the \garkness obliged them to remain, and this pros-
pect was consoling. As to the cold, one would never have
thought where we were sitting that we were under several feet
of snow, and that the thermometer outside was nearly twenty-
five degrees below zero.

I slept soundly that night and so long that I had only just
finished dressing when I heard some one calling me to break-
fast. When that meal was finished I went outside to breathe
the fresh air, and Ouanga led me towards the promontory from
which waved the English flag. The hardened snow did not
even crunch beneath my feet; but I admired my companion’s
powers of equilibrium as she rapidly climbed several slopes,
whilst I was slipping about awkwardly and once or twice almost
fell. At last we got out of the inlet which sheltered the station,
and by the light of the rising sun I saw a flat, white, extensive
plain stretching before me, whilst on my left rose mountains
which seemed to me transparent.

In our countries, when the land is covered with snow, bushes
and trees rise up here and there, and one feels that there is life
—life ready to awaken beneath the great white mantle, the
brilliancy of which dazzles the eye: but the vast plain spread out
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before me was so desolate-looking that I turned sadly from it.
Ouanga, on the contrary, smilingly examined the horizon ; she
pointed to a spot in the direction of the mountains, and then
made a long discourse. She was undoubtedly talking to me of
her village, and I again tried to explain to her that she would
be taken back there on the following day; but I had some
trouble in getting her to return to the station.

My day passed in seeing barrels and bales of goods taken
down to the Siren ; 1 even helped in the work, as much to pass
away the time as to escape from the heavy, sickening atmo-
sphere of the house. In the evening a whist-party was arranged,
and Mrs. Stewart helped us to some excellent tea, for which
Ouanga appeared to haveé’a special liking. About nine o’clock
everyone was asleep in this secluded corner of Hudson’s Bay,
disputed by man with the walrus and white bear.

I was awakened next morning by loud talking, and, entering
the dining-room, I found Master Simeon and Mr. Stewart in
company with a man whom I did not recognize as one of the
workmen I had helped the evening before. It was the inter-
preter, a Canadian, who had been almost brought up among
the Esquimaux.. He had just returned from his expedition,
and he told us that the whole tribe to which Mrs. Oblouk-
Kanick (day of snow) belonged were roaming along the sea-
shore in search of the young woman. Mrs. Oblouk-Kanick
was no other than she whom we called Ouanga, a word which
signifies 7 or me, and which we had taken for her name. They
called to the young woman. She was not in the house, and no
one had seen her that morning. We went to the warehouses,
then on board the Siren, shouting her name at the pitch of our
voices. All in vain. Ouanga did not appear; and after hav-
ing been round the stoves twenty times, searched all the rooms
in the house, climbed the promontory to examine the plain
where I had accompanied her the day before, we were obliged
to give up the search. The foundling had taken flight, but
where and by what means ? We were lost in conjectures. The
sun, which suddenly rose, lighted up the vast snowy plain. Our
eyes wandered over this immense desert in vain ; not a black
spot stainéd its white shroud.
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CHAPTER IIIL

The sledge drive—A rustic supper—The Oblouk-Kanick household—A
snow village—Origin of the Esquimaux—A new use for buttons—
Return to Canada.

OuaNGA was gone; we could no longer doubt the fact.
Through not understanding our explanations, and sceing no
preparations made to take her back to her people, the poor
young woman, ill-calculating the distance, must have set out
during the night. The preceding day, as on the day of our
arrival, she had roamed about the dog-shed a good deal, and I
mentioned this circumstance to my host.

“The harness is locked up,” replied Mr. Stewart; ‘“and if
they had harnessed one of the dogs all the others would have
howled in a way to attraqgt our attention ; nevertheless, let us go
and see.”

We went to the shed ; the dogs were all there.

“The poor creature will perish,” said the interpreter. * There
is not a soul on the plain, and her strength will fail her before
she can reach the storehouse.”

‘“ Have a sledge got ready,” cried Mr. Stewart. “ Although
she has the start of us by a few hours, my dogs will soon over-
take her; we cannot leave her to perish.”

There was a short consultation held. The interpreter wished
to set out again at once, but Mr. Stewart insisted on his taking
rest.

‘““Have the Newfoundlanders harnessed to your large sledge,
Stewart,” said Master Simeon all at once, ‘“for I shall certainly
go with you. Are you in the humour for travelling?” added
the shipowner, turning towards me.

“To be sure I am,” I cried. ‘I only wish we were already
far on the way, for I feel very uneasy about poor Ouanga.”

An hour later two large sledges were ready, I took my
place in one with Mr. Stewart; Master Simeon and the inter-
preter went in the other. All the inhabitants of the little
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settlement came out to see us start. The dogs, impatient to be
off, danced madly about, whilst their companions in the kennel
howled dismally. Every moment disputes were taking place
between the dogs in harness; they showed their teeth, growled,
bit each other, and got entangled in the reins; but at last the
signal for starting was given, and with a violent jolt, which
almost upset me, I felt myself carried away with a rapidity
far surpassing all I had.imagined. Our sledge, which was
lighter than that occupied by the interpreter and Master
Simeon, was harnessed to seven large native dogs, whose black
skins contrasted vividly with the white plain. We rapidly
took the advance; my companion’s long whip served rather
as a motive of excitement than an instrument of correction,
for it was enough to wave the lash over the heads of our
singular coursers to make them bound madly forward.

“At the rate we are going we ought soon to overtake the
fugitive,” said I to my companion ; “but I doubt whether your
dogs can keep up this furious pace long.”

“They will gallop as long as I want them to; these
Labrador dogs are noble animals,” replied Mr. Stewart. ““How-
ever, I shall take care to hold them in presently ; if, as I hope,
we pick up Ouanga, our weight will force these rascals to
slacken their speed.”

Meanwhile, we were carried away like a whirlwind, and the
interpreter’'s dogs were left far behind. -We followed a kind of
beaten path on the hardened snow, most likely traced by the
Esquimaux in their search for their lost friend.

We galloped for an hour without stopping over the immense
plain, in the midst of which we seemed lost. The jolting was
no slight affair; the dogs pulled with jerks, and the leader
often made unexpected zigzags ; besides, over this frozen ground,
we had the alternatives of good and bad roads. Sometimes a
violent jolt threatened to send me out of our vehicle.” I only
speak for myself, for my guide seemed to foresee the shocks
against which I stiffened myself in a way which would soon
have broken my armms. By degrees I let myself go with the
movement of t%\sledge, and found it decidedly more com-
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fortable ; but the cold literally cut my face. until my lips were
bleeding.

The plain, so flat in appearance, rose and fell in long undula-
tions. We often descended a slope with giddy speéd ; then our
dogs were obliged to make an effort to climb the opposite hill-
side. When the dogs’ excitement began to cool down their
drivers became more masters of them, and the sledges followed
each other so closely that we were able to exchange a few
words. Soon we came to a hill, where we were obliged to
alight to relieve the dogs, and stretch our frozen limbs. Arrived
at the top, we found ourselves again in front of a white, flat,
interminable plain. The word deser¢ ought not to be applied
to the Savannahs, but rather to these immense lifeless plains,
where reigns such terrible silence.

“Are there no herbs, no shrubs, no trees, in this land ?”
I asked of my companion.

“Certainly there are,” replied he ; “there is a fine prairie
five or six feet below us where one can see the fresh green
grass in the month of July. There are also shrubs, and we
shall see the tops of some of them as we get nearer the
mountains ; as for trees, all the tops of the hills in front of us
are covered with woods.”

We had been on our way almost two hours, and I calculated
that we must have gone over at least thirty miles of ground.
The interpreter and Master Simeon had taken the lead in their
turn, and I saw the latter point his telescope along the horizon
every minute. Suddenlya black speck appeared to our left.

“ A reindeer ! ” cried my companion.

“ No,” said Master Simeon ; “a sledge.”

The dogs, vigorously held in, stopped short, then lay down
breathless on the snow, which they began to lick. The black
speck grew larger, and soon we saw an Esquimaux. His dogs
came tearing down upon ours ; and, at the risk of being bitten,
I helped Mr. Stewart to hold in our coursers, who were quite
ready to fall on the new-comers.

The Esquimaux was hunting, and I saw three hares and
a sable on the side of his sledge. He quite shrieked with
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delight when he learnt that Mrs. Oblouk-Kanick was living ;
and, joining in our pursuit, he travelled with us. Suddenly he
urged on his dogs, pointing to the horizon, and, thanks to the
lightness of his sledge, soon outstripped us. Master Simeon’s
telescope, levelled in the direction indicated by the native, made
him utter a joyful exclamation. QOuanga was in front of us.

For my part, this news acted as a stimulant, and made the
blood tingle in my veins ; for, in spite of the weight of skins
over me, my limbs were beginning to get numb.

An exciting race now ensued, and the Esquimaux would
certainly have gained the prize had not his sledge been sharply
overturned in wishing to bar the way to the interpreter. We
stopped a moment to help the Esquimaux ; but during this time
the interpreter and Master Simeon had reached the fugitive,
who, exhausted, and perhaps frightened at seeing herself
pursued, had just fallen unconscious on the frozen ground.

A spoonful of rum, followed by vigorous rubbing, soon
restored poor Ouanga to life, and her first movement was an
attempt at flight; but the interpreter and her countryman
managed to reassure the young woman. A consultation was
held. At about fifteen miles from the place we had reached
was a snow-hut, constructed partly by the Esquimaux, and
partly by the workmen of the trading-station, which served as
a kind of storehouse. It was agreed that we should rest under
this shelter, and then pursue our way as far as Ouanga’s tribe.
It was on my account that Mr.- Stewart and Master Simeon
yhad proposed this halt, a kindness for which I warmly thanked
them.

In order to make room for Ouanga, the interpreter took his
place in the Esquimaux’s sledge, and we resumed our journey
forwards. The dogs, hungry and tired, were at last gentle and
tractable enough, so that we were able to drive side: by side.
The sun was just setting when we came in sight of the shelter
where we intended to pass the night, a simple snow-hut, the
entrance to which was an opening hardly large enough for a
man to get through. The dogs, immediately unharnessed, were
driven before us into this gloomy retreat. Ouanga, guided by the
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interpreter, was soon able to light a lamp and then a peat fire,
before which she cooked the game the Esquimaux had politely
given to us.

Constructed, as I have said, partly by the Esquimaux, and
partly by the workers of the trading-station, the hut which
sheltered us was a kind of inn. It was provided with com-
bustibles, dried fish, cooking-utensils, and some household
objects. The heat soon became so intense in this room, scarcely
four yards wide at the most, that Quanga and her countryman
unceremoniously took off their cloaks, and we were not long in
following their example./ I had thus a foretaste of the comfort
enjoyed in the dwellingg of the Esquimaux, or eaters of raw fish.

The dogs, which were looked after first of all, greedily
devoured the dried fish thrown to them. After being well
fed, they were shut pp in a corridor which served as ante-
chamber to the hut, and all of them went quickly to sleep. We
ate with good appetitas ; for a drive such as we had taken, under
a rigorous temperature, is worth all the tonics possible. 1
should not certainly recommend to delicate people the hare-
steaks smoked over a peat fire, and still less fish-steaks dressed
in the same way ; but this evening I found them as savoury as
a beef-steak a /a Chabrilland. Thanks to Mr. Stewart’s fore-
thought, we had some excellent tea ; and this warm drink,
although not sweeténed, was as delicious as it was refreshing.

Ouanga and her countryman stretched themselves before the
fire, and were not long in going to sleep. The heavy atmosphere
we were breathing made us also feel the need of rest, Towards
five o’clock in the morning I was awakened by the howling of
the dogs ; Mr. Stewart, the interpreter, and Master Simeon were
feeding them. I learnt that Quanga and the Esquimaux had
already started, and that we were to overtake them. I under-
took to prepare some steaks and the tea, a repast to which was
added a tin of preserved beef. It was not till seven o’clock in
the morning, with a bright moon shining overhead, that we set
off at a gallop, in the direction of the hills, at the foot of which
lay Ouanga’s village.

The sun was just rising when, without any delay, we entered
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the encampment. Imagine about thirty mounds of an irregular

form sheltered by a hill from the north wind, a snow-clad hill
on which here and there were pine-trees at some distance from
each other. Black smoke was issuing from the tops of a few
of these mounds; the Esquimaux burned peat as at the trading-
station.

We were hailed by a little, portly man, with a radjant face,
- who was talking with several of his countrymen, aud seemed to

be watching for our arrival. It was Mr. Oblouk-Kanick ; he
had come to invite us to his house. He did not thank us for
having saved his wife ; in that we had only performed a natural
duty. The little man preceded us through a long muddy
gallery, which led to the interior of his dwelling. There we
saw Ouanga busying herself in household affairs, and talking at
the same time with a dozen women accompanied by as many
children.

The young woman came and shook Master Simeon’s hand,
and made him sit down on a bear-skin near the stove. As for
me, I coughed enough to kill myself, and was quite blinded. 1
think I had never been in a more noisome hole in my life than
that in which I now found myself. The smake of a large lamp,
mingled with that of the peat and the smell of rancid oil, joined
to that of refuse of all kinds which strewed the ground,
suffocated me. I tried to make my way to the door, thinking
that it would be impossible to breathe in this suffocating atmo-
sphere, made more unbearable by the presence of unpleasant-
smelling people.

The hut gradually became empty, and the only remaining
occupants of the narrow space were Ouanga’s father, her sister,
and two sisters-in-law, which was still too many.

My fit of coughing was at last allayed, and my eyes ceased
watering ; I could gradually distinguish my surroundings.
The only room of Mr. Oblouk-Kanick’s winter residence was of
an oval form, six feet long and four feet wide. The eatables
were piled up in a little loft, and a heap of skins served at the
same time as seat, table, and bed. Ouanga, her sisters-in-law,
and all their friends were naked down to the waist, and did not
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seem at all disturbed by this simplicity of costume. Besides,
the heat became so intense that, following the example of Mr.
Stewart and Master Simeon, I soon reduced my costume to my
shirt and trousers.

The Oblouk-Kanick household wished to do us honour, and a
large fish, a kind of sturgeon, caught in a neighbouring lake, so
I was told, was soon broiling over the peat fire, and renewed
my fit of suffocation ; nevertheless, I am convinced Ouanga’s hut
was one of the most comfortable in the village. The leaf-hut of
the Indian is a palace compared to the narrow, bad-smelling
cellars in which the Esquimaux shuts himself up.

How little it requires to live, and to live happily ; for all the
people in the tribe appeared to me to be happy! The Esquimaux
has hardly any other desire than that of eating; therefore,
when the hunting and fishing are good, his highest wishes are
fulfilled. Fish, walruses, seals, and elks furnish all his wants;
their flesh fecd?lim, their skin clothes him, and their bones
serve as the chief material for the fabrication of the things he
has need of.

Mrs. Oblouk-Kanick would take us to the place where she
had almost perished, and I was surprised to find that we were
hardly a mile from the sea. They made us visit several dens, all
like, except in dimension, the one I had been in. I made
inquiries, hoping that one of these dwellings might be unoccu-
pied, and that we could camp there. Vain hope! We were
obliged to pass the night in the narrow space of Ouanga’s hut;
and although I placed myself near the passage, thinking that a
little air might enter through the door, the said door was so well
shut that I was forced to resign myself to suffocation, which I
considered would be certain.

However, nothing so alarming happened; but directly I
awoke I hurried out to get a long breath of icy air. Master
Simeon and Mr. Stewart again visited the huts, making ex-
changes. . As evening came on it was agreed that we should
set out again for the trading-station as soon as the moon
appeared on the horizon.

I had thought for a moment of staying a few days in the
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village, in order to study the customs which seemed to me

singular, and to get a correct idea of the Esquimaux. Hardly : SIAgH
had I expressed this desire when I received twenty invitations; | Huds
they were anxious to take me to the hunting and fishing, and '\ the b
to let me witness some of their festivals. The summer was Mr:
coming on, and the tribe would change about from place to 4 all thf
place on the borders of Hudson’s Bay, from whence I was told effecti
it would be easy to reach Canada. All this was very tempting ; young
but the atmosphere of the huts gave me such violent headaches, and I
and the food to which I should have been condemned was so her.
repugnant to me, that, checking my curiosity and love of adven- other
ture, I made up my mind to return with my companions. for me
On the way I learnt from the interpreter that the Esquimaux mante
say themselves that they originally came from Asia. At a wait
remote period, which learned geographers date as far back as the a shirt
reign of Ghengiskhan, a considerable emigration of Tartars (.ilscr(—_"t
peopled the Aleutian isles, Alaska and Labrador. Had the ol
fugitives continued a direct line, they would have reached On'
Greenland, and thus peopled the farthest confines of America. ) the sai

What is certain is that the Esquimaux whom I had the oppor- little b
tunity of seeing bore an incontestible resemblance to the Tartar 10 IRy
type. Short of stature, coppe\r-coloured skin, stoutly built, eyes fou o
obliquely set, large mouth, thin beard, hair more often black FERUFA
than fair—such is the Esquimaux of Labrador. In short, the a“,i§°°
men are very plain-looking ; but the women have a lively air, The
and their large expressive eyes lend a charm to their faces, The fi
Although the loading of the Siren was steadily got on Waros.
with by all the workmen, Master Simeon had several hunting bluish
and fishing parties arranged for my benefit. 1 killed some and sk
hares, a fox, and a seal, but I only saw walruses, elks, and Witt
bears in imagination, which I regret even now; for who ever of the
travelled in the polar seas without encountering a white bear? was It
I alone, I believe. ) * birds f
If the truth must be confessed, it was a dull journey, and Flon
a trip from which I derived very little good. The vast snow- passage
clad landscapes, always the same, always silent, make me feel though
melancholy whenever I shut my eyes and see them again in PELsURE
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imagination. During the month I passed on the borders of
Hudson’s Bay I saw not an insect, bird, or plant. So when
the bell for departure rang I hailed the sound with delight.

Mrs. Oblouk-Kanick came to wish us good-bye, and 1 saw
all the brass buttons which she had stolen from me displayed
effectively on the fur cloak in which she was enveloped. The
young woman appeared togbe very proud of these ornaments,
and I very much regretted@hat I had not another box to offer
her. She gave me a fox-skin in token of friendship, and several
other little things made of bone, which I had asked her to get
for me. In recognition of this service I took her to my port-
manteau, and let her choose what pleased her. She did not
wait to be asked, but immediately pounced on my looking-glass,
a shirt, two towels, a paper collar, and, in short, used much
discretion in her choice, taking only the objects she saw were
in pairs.

On the 2oth of June the Sizen left her moorings ; towed by
the sailors and workmen of the trading-station, ghe quitted the
little bay which had sheltered her for a month. = I bade farewell
to my hosts, whose courage I admired. It is true that, after
four or five years of this severe exile, they would most likely
return to Canada rich enough to live happily. I wished them
all good fortune, especially Mr. Stewart and his charming wife.

The channel was soon passed, and the mainsail unfurled.
The farewell hurrahs were shouted, and our bows cut the
waves. The cliffs, the ice-mountains, gradually assumed a
bluish tint, and the next day at sunrise we were between sea
and sky.

With what delight five weeks later I hailed the flowery banks
of the St. Lawrence! 1 travelled to Queb@c by land, so happy
was I to find myself among plants and flowers, and to see the
birds flying.

Honour to those brave pioneers who seek the still unknown
passage to the North Pole! For my part, I have sworn, al-
though perhaps somewhat tardily, that no one shall ever again
persuade me to visit those lands of darkness, ice, and snow.
There is nothing like sunshine.




A CANADIAN FAMILY.

CHAPTER 1.

The Canadian cross-bill—On a hunting excursion-—A chance meeting—
What a few acres of snow were worth—Montcalm and Wolfe—The

St. Lawrence—Quebec—The forests—The storm—An American hat
—A wrong direction—Another meeting.

THE Canadian cross-bill (Zoxia Enucleator) is a sparrow with
orange-red plumage and wings edged with white, a specimen
of which my friend, Professor Sumichrast, very much desired.
On my departure for Canada the learned ornithologist urgently
begged me to bring him back two specimens of these beautiful
birds, which I ought to find in abundance in the woods around
Quebec. My friend had taken the trouble to write out a long
description for me, in order that I should not confuse the real
cross-bill with similar species. Thus I knew that in old age
the bird in question is of an orange-red, the female brown, and
the young ones ash-coloured. But in its first year the plumage
of the cross-bill is a deep crimson, and it was a bird in that
livery that my friend wished for.

A week after my arrival at Quebec I provided myself with
a gun, and, leaving the neighbourhood of the town, went in
search of the cross-bill my friend coveted. It would have been
a very simple matter to make acquaintance with one of the
hunters of the country, who would have taken me at once to
the fir-tree woods, the favourite resort of the cross-bill ; but
this was a way of proceeding quite contrary to my custom.
It seemed to me much more ingenious to go straight to the
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encounter until some good fortune helped me to find the bird
whose plumage I had promised my friend. I was in a civilized
country, so I only exposed myself to taking a longer route than
necessary, and at that time a few miles more or less was a
matter of little importance to me.

So I started on my way along a road bordered with fine crops
turning to gold under the burning sun—a July sun, and, what
is more, a Canadian sun.

After walking for a quarter of an hour, the high-road seemed
to me uninteresting, so I struck out over a hill crowned with
woods, situated towards my left. On my way I carefully ex-
amined the bushes from which flew hosts of sparrows. ~ The
cross-bills scarcely ever leave the forests; but, in spite of ornitho-
logists, one might have ventured on to the plain. So many
birds with brown, orange, and ash-coloured plumage flew before
my eyes that I thought Canada must be full of cross-bills, and
for a moment entertained the hope of taking back to my friend
a dozen or so of the Canadian species.

Three shots fired successively put me in possession of a
robin, a swallow, and a cross-bill. As a further stroke of
fortune, the sound of my gun brought up three natives, without
large beaks, but whose large eyes regarded me in no very
friendly manner. )

“Holloa there!” cried one of them to me in English; ‘“are
you trying to kill some one?”

The question was made in an impudent, even threatening
tone, and I was about to reply with the same amiability when
an enormous Newfoundland dog bounded up with glittering
eyes, bristling hair, open jaws, lowered tail, and all the look
of an animal of his kind when ready to make a spring.

“Call off your dog,” I cried to my questioner. “I am not
going to let him bite me, but I should be sorry to kill the
brute.”

“Ontario will not do you any harm, don’t be afraid,” said
the man, who nevertheless called back his dog on seeing me
lift my gun.

The dog stalked behind his master, who came up to me.,
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My position was rather embarrassing ; rid of the dog. it was
not without a certain amount of apprehension that I saw its
master and his two companions approach me. I lowered my
gun and stood my ground firmly, but, to my surprise, the three
men bowed to me very politely.

“A scanty dinner,” said one of them, unceremoniously
handling the game in my hand and examining it.

I explained that my game was to be stuffed, and that I was
in search of the Zoxia Enucleator, the plumage of which I de-
scribed to them.

“I do not think that bird lives in our fields,” said my new
friend ; “but who can say? Look for it, but do not fire into
the bush as you did just now ; you might kill or wound some
one, which is always an expensive business.”

I learnt that my questioners were Irishmen, employed in
farming on the land where I now found myself. They very
obligingly showed me the path leading to the fir-tree forest, the
black foliage of which I could see in the distance ; and I set
out again, greeted with a good-day by one or two workpeople,
both men and women, who regarded me curiously as I passed.

I was quite surprised at the heat of the sun, and the verdure
which surrounded me. Two years before I had seen this
country covered with several feet of snow, and it had then
appeared to me barren and desolate; here and there thin
skeletons of trees, a grey sky, and flights of black crows dotting
the whitened ground. I was reminded of Voltaire’s words in
1763, when the Treaty of Paris ceded our Canadian possessions
to England : “We have just lost a few acres of snow”. These
few acres of snow constitute in reality a country twice the size
of France, covered with virgin forests, rich in iron, mercury,
and lead mines, and fertile in agricultural productions. This
country belonged to France for two centuries; it was made
illustrious by Denys, Jacques Cartier, Raimbault, Lasalle, and
Charlevoix, heroic explorers, and lastly, by the Marquis de
Montcalm, who, by the sole resource of his genius, defended it
for several months against the English.

Montcalm, Marquis of Saint Véran, was a grand character;
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invested in 1756 with the command in chief of the troops of
North America, he fought against the English a score of times
with only a handful of men, and at last, forced into an unequal
struggle beneath the walls of Quebec, he was killed at the onset.
His rival, General Wolfe, perished in the same battle. A
monument has been erected on the spot where the two warriors
fell, and bears no other inscription than their names.

It was in the year 1497 that the Venetian Cabot, then in the
service of England, discovered Canada and took possession of
it. The Frenchman Denys, sent out by Francis the First,
visited the St. Lawrence in 1506. Several years later the
Spaniards appeared in this country in their turn. It is said
that, not finding on the coast any trace of the gold mines, in
search of which they had come, the Castillians returned, say-
ing: Aca nada (here, nothing). The two words, retained by
the natives, and repeated later on to the French, were taken by
them for the name of the country.

Canada is divided into two large parts: Upper and Lower
Canada. Upper Canada is separated from the state of New
York by the chain of lakes: Ontario, Erie, Huron, Superior,
and Lake of the Woods. ILower Canada, bounded on the east
by Maine and the Gulf of St. Lawrence, has Quebec for its
capital, and its chief towns are: Montreal, Three Rivers, and
St. John.

Quebec, the former capital of Canada, and now the principal
town of Lower Canada, was founded, in 1608, on an immense
promontory formied by the St. Lawrence and the St. Charles.
In appearance quite a French town, it contains a numerous
population, and is divided into high and low town. The first,
protected by a citadel, and built on a steep rock which is
scaled by steps cut in the cliff, may be regarded as the old
town. The old-fashioned buildings and the irregular streets
contrast singularly with the straight streets and the elegant,
coquettish, modern architecture of ‘the low town.

The principal buildings of Quebec are the French and
Anglian cathedrals, the houses of parliament, the market-place,
and the hospital ; below the town the river is spanned by the

I ;
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famous Victoria bridge, built by the engineer Robert Stevenson
The St. Lawrence, which at this place is almost three miles
wide, renders the Quebec port the central depdt for the pro-
ductions of the country. Hundreds of ships at a time come
here to take in supplies of grain, flour, and wood. The country
round Quebec is very picturesque, and dotted here and there
with charming mansions. Heat and cold are two cruel enemies
to this city, where the mercury freezes in winter, and during the
summer the heat is tropical.

Strangers whom good fortune leads to this hospitable town
willingly visit the two cascades, which are quite worth seeing,
even after those of the Niagara. First of all, the Montmorency
river, which falls from a height of a hundred and twenty feet ;
then that of /a Chauditre, two hundred and thirty feet wide.
From the height of Fort St. Louis, or from the promontory of
the Diamant, three hundred feet high, nothing can be more
magnificent than the sight of the yellow waters of the majestic
St. Lawrence, washing a series of capes or bays whose banks
have been transformed into magnificent gardens.

The St. Lawrence, which was first explored by Jacques
Cartier, has a length of seven hundred miles; it issues from
Lake Ongrio, separates Upper Canada from the United States,
crosses Lower Canada and falls into the gulf which bears its
name. This river, the medium breadth of which is about
a mile and a quarter, carries immense quantities of water to the
sea, for it is the natural outlet of the Lakes Superior, Huron,
Michigan, Erie, and Ontario.

Thus reflecting, I had climbed the hill and found myself on
the outskirts of the pine wood, where I hoped to meet with the
cross-bill Enucleator. 1 cast a last glance over the uneven
country which I overlooked, and Quebec, crowning a summit
of fortified rocks, appeared to me like a second Brest.

The forests of North America have nothing in common
with those of the tropical regions. No creepers, no birds, no
trees with varied foliage; everywhere sombre rows of black,
gigantic pine trees. In those fortunate lands where they have
the sun shining all the year round, life springs up with an
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intensity akin to prodigality: birds, quadrupeds, reptiles,
insects, one can hardly take a step without meeting a living
creature. 'There is never absolute silence in the tropical woods;
both day and night alike one hears the flutter of wings in the
branches, the buzzing of insects in the air, or under the bark
of trees, and the rustling of the leaves by reptiles, with the
howling of jaguars, wild boars, conguars, the screeching of
parrots and chachalacas, or the plaintive songs of nightbirds
greeting the rising or setting of the sun. In the pine-woods
reigns profound stillness, uniform monotony ; a sterner nature
works in silence, and onc cannot repress a vague feeling of
sadness. The tropical wood is bold, exuberant youth, believ-
ing in its eternity ; it is the land of illusions: the pine forest,
on the contrary, represents old age, dreary, austere, disen-
chanted, the land of reality.

For a few minutes I followed the outskirts of the wood, then
coming across a path, I penetrated the dense forest. A quarter
of an hour’s walk brought me to the bottom of a ravine, where
enormous blocks of even, polished stone revealed the bed of a
stream. Here and there were clear pools of water swarming
with tadpoles, and a few birds were singing overhead. With
my eye on the watch I wended my way alongside the stream
in the hope of discovering the bird I had come in search of. I
walked for a long while up and down hill until I was almost
exhausted, for the heat was overpowering. At last 1 came to
a kind of hollow so wild and magnificent, that I determined to
rest and do justice to the provisions T had brought with me.

I passed almost two hours here, botanizing and chasing
insects ; this wild, lonely place captivated me. The wind had
gradually risen and was waving the tops of the pine trees.
Suddenly great black clouds covered the strip of sky overhead,
and the wood became dark. A rumbling sound was heard ; a
storm was about to break forth. I thought of going back to
QQuebec ; but it was a two hours’ walk and the rain was begin-
ning to fall, so that I had no other resource than to shelter
myself under the rocks until the tempest had passed over.

I found a place between two blocks of sandstone, above
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which nature had formed a roof of moss, and I had hardly
settled myself there when a flash of lightning lit up the forest,
and there was a prolonged peal of thunder just overhead.

For three hours I was kept captive between the rocks,
blinded by the lightning and deafened by the thunder, in a
dense gloom. At first I looked upon this misadventure in a
very philosophical light, and compared this storm to those 6f
the tropics. But, however grand the spectacle of which I was
an observer might be, I began to grow impatient and almost
terrified when, after waiting so long, I saw the tempest re-
double its fury, instead of abating. A high wind was rocking
the tops of the trees with a mournful sound, and the bed of the
torrent I had followed was filled with muddy water, which kept
rising higher and higher, dashing over the rocks and mingling
its noise with that of the thunder and wind. I left my retreat,
determined to brave the rain, and get back to Quebec as
quickly as possible.

I was obliged to look for a place where I might wade
through the torrent, for, not having foreseen a storm, I had
had the imprudence to cross the ravine which separated me
from the former capital of Canada. I walked along the banks
for half-an-hour ; but far from becoming smaller, as I had hoped,
the banks grew continually wider apart. Soaked to the skin,
I bitterly regretted leaving my shelter, towards which I
mechanically returned. I began to wish my friend Sumichrast
at Jericho, and the Loxia Enucleator still further, which, however,
did not dry a thread of my clothes. The rain continued ; and,
after another halt, I determined to climb the bank, to look for a
path and follow it, at the risk of its being the right one. But
climbing a perpendicular bank made slippery by the rain, and
covered with pine cones, was an undertaking as difficult as a

dozen of Hercules’ feats put together. I climbed, I slipped
back, I rolled over, I fell and covered myself with mud, before I
attained the object of my efforts. Then, obliged to sit down on
the ground to take breath, I innocently sheltered myself under a
pine tree, as though twenty drops of water more or less could
in any way change the state of my affairs. I again thought of
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my friend Sumichrast, quietly sitting in his armchair, smoking
rest, or studying at his ease, whilst I was here, wet to the skin
F and half blinded, looking for a bird which perhaps did not
)_Cks’ exist. I set out once more, and after an hour’s wandering,
sl came upon a path which led me to'@ road where I saw the ruts
0 & of wheels, so that I was at last getting back to civilized life.
e of I wore a hat which I had bought at New York, and which, on
was the shopkeeper’s word, I believed was of English felt. But this
nost very curious production of American industry turned‘out to be
Ly simply made of grey cardboard. The rim of my hat, originally
cing turned up, had gradually fallen down under the prolonged action
the of the rain until sufficiently softened, when it became detached
‘ept and fell round my neck in guise of a collarette. I was thus
ling left with a kind of softened grey cap, and in my tumbles,
eat, ' not content with soiling my clothes with the yellow mud, I
. had managed to daub my face all over with it. In this condi-
tion, and armed with a gun, I must have looked less elegant
wde than wild, and I foresaw that my entry into Quebec would not
1ad be exactly triumphal.
me On reaching the road, I thought myself saved ; but I quickly
1ks ; fell into another perplexity. Must I turn to the right or the
?d, left? That was the question. To turn to the right or to the
n, left is a problem easy enough to solve when one knows where
I p one comes from ; but when one comes unexpectedly upon an
1st unknown road, I defy the most skilful to make it out.  After
ol demure reflection, calculating that I had crossed the ravine here,
d, followed the bank there, ascended it to the right and descended
‘a it on the left, and that since my departure I had kept my back
ut towards the good town of Quebec, I resolutely took the road in
d a direction which seemed to me to be the right one. The rain
a had ceased ; but the sky was overclouded, and the sun which
d might have served me as guide was nowhere visible. I had
I walked for a long while, and was surprised at not meeting any
" one. It was getting late, and I began to think uneasily that I
s might be overtaken by night in the midst of this forest.
j_ Suddenly I heard behind me the noise of wheels, and it fell

upon my ears as the most harmonious sound I had ever heard.
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I stood on one side the road in order to hail the driver of the
vehicle which was coming along. My presence, perhaps on
account of the pitiful appearance I presented, did not seem to
alarm the stranger, who was enveloped in a white mackintosh.
He stopped his horse, and I saw the fresh face of a young
woman, with blue eyes and fair, cutling hair, leaning towards
me.

“ Am I on the right road to Quebec? ” T asked of the young
woman, who was looking at me with surprise.
“Yes,”" she replied; ¢

‘only you are going in the wrong
direction.

Quebec is over there,” added she, pointing with her
whip in a direction to which I was conscientipusly turning my
back ; a fact which does not say much for our instinct—or
intelligence, if you like it better. But our life is passed in
turning our backs on things we wish to reach ; and, what is
sadder still, we err on our path through the moral, as much as
through the physical, world.

I asked the young woman several questions, but instead of

answering, she said, looking at me with her beautiful, large
blue eyes—

‘“Are you a Frenchman, then, sir?”

“Yes,” replied I piteously ; for I ill represented our country
for the time being.

‘““ A Frenchman from Old France ? ” added my questioner.
“A Frenchman from Old France,” 1 replied smilingly.

“If I were not afraid of making my father uneasy, I would

willingly offer to drive you back to town, sir; for you look
tired.”

I thanked my charitable friend, and again asked her to show
me the shortest way back to Quebec. -

“You have only to walk straight before you,” said she;
“but if you are not pressed for time, you might come with me
to the farm, and I can give you some one to show you the way.”

“T shall be very pleaszd to accept your offer,” I eagerly
replied.

And shouldering my gun, I prepared to follow the cart.

“Get up here,” said the young woman, making a place for
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me ; “we have three miles to go, and you could not keep up
with my horse.”

I looked wonderingly at the handsome young woman who
thus gave me such a proof of confidence. What a difference
between the countries which we consider wild and civilized
lands! In Old France, as my companion called it, if I had
been met in a wood, with clothes covered with mud, a battered
hat, gnd a gun slung over my shoulder, by an individual belong-
ing to the fairer half of humanity, it is probable that that
individual, far from offering me a place by her side in her cart,
would have urged on her horse, and told her friends in the
evening that, being frightened on her journey by a ferocious-
looking man, site had only escaped great danger by her self-
possession, whilst all the time she would be dying of fright.

I sat down. near- my companion with all the precaution
possible, for I did not want to soil her cloak with my muddy
clothes. She whipped on the horse, and we set off at a trot.

“Am T rude, sir, in asking you by what chance you found
yourself so far from Quebec in such dreadful weather?”

“ Tt was the fault of that rascal of a ZLoxia Enucleator,” 1
exclaimed.

“A friend of yours, undoubtedly?”

“No; a bird, classed by Linnaus, badly described by Buffon,
and which lives in Lapland and in this country.”

And as my companion’s eyes regarded me with a questioning
look, I related my departure from Quebec, and then the mis-
adventures of the day, which gained for me the pleasure of
seeing some beautiful white teeth, and hearing such a laugh as
only twenty years old can give.

“Please excuse my gaiety over your misfortuue, sir; from
the bottom of my heart I wish our sky had treated you more
kindly."”

“Laugh, madam, as much as you like; I know you are
charitable, and that is enough for me.”

“If you wfll be kind enough, you will call me miss—Miss
Louise Mz
We had just reached the foot of a hill, and the horse was
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taking its own pace, when suddenly my companion half rose
from her seat, and appeared to examine carefully the top of the
hill we were near. She frowned slightly, and half closed her
eyes, like one in deep thought. I asked her a question, but
she did not seem to hear me; her mind was evidently else-
where. I respected her silence ; and, looking to the top of the
hill, thought I saw a human form sitting between two trees on
the roadside. I seized my gun mechanically. The young
girl turned sharply round to me.

“There is some one up there,” said 1.

“Yes,” replied she, and gave two little smacks with her
whip.

Aroused by the noise, the horse pricked up his ears and
mended his pace. Soon I was able to distinguish a tall youn
man, dressed in a hunting suit, with high gaiters. He gotouﬁ
and came slowly along the road as though to bar our way. On
our approach he took off his fur cap, which, in spite of the
season, he wore over his eyes, and I saw a handsome fellow,
with fair hair, an open brow, and regular features.

“Louise,” said he, when we were quite near him, ‘I should
like to speak with you.”

My companion’s face grew serious, and the horse made a few
steps before she replied. She heaved a deep sigh, drew the
reins in, and the horse having stopped, she got lightly down.

“Good day, Louise,” said the hunter, holding out his large
hand.

“Good day, Peter,” replied the young girl.

“How is your father?”

“Better, thank you.”

“Louise, I should like to speak with you.”

“Will you take the reins, sir,” said the young girl to me
after a moment’s hesitation, “and be so kind as to drive to the
top of the hill?”

Then, without awaiting my reply, she took the hunter’s arm
and walked on with him.

Rather surprised at this scene, I picked up the reins and
slowly followed the two young people.

~




! ),
‘ M,
!lmu...

-
-

(i

| | ‘;;‘) ||IH:~‘

3 4
<
B
=
=
=
8
[
n
HA
g.
4
T
-




Miss L
pat
ter

THE r:
deep a
when t
would
diamon
remind
Was it
trees, t
carried
mornir
broad
Fror
they w
energel
self, or
bent d
girl ha
her apy
She wc
of any
chamoi
the mc
wear.
blue ri
Alsacia
reliant
In s
which
arouse
treated




A CANADIAN FAMILY.

CHAPTER II.

Miss Louise—Arrival at the Secret Valley — Grandfather Martin — A
patriarchal evening—What is Mr. Peter >—A mistake—An enfant
terrible-—Another search for the Loxia.

THE rain had quite ceased ; the sky gradually resumed its clear
deep azure ; drops of water were trembling on the fir-cones ; and
when the sunlight penetrated through a glade in the wood, one
would have said that the trees it fell upon were studded with
diamonds. The wayside banks, of a beautiful orange colour,
reminded me of the ochre slopes in certain parts of Normandy.
Was it a freak of my imagination? I do not know ; but the
trees, the bushes, the paths, the herbs growing by the roadside,
carried my thoughts back to France ; my misadventures of the
morning were fprgotten, and I could hardly believe that the
broad ocean separated me from my native land.

From time to time, I looked towards the two young people ;
they were speaking in an undertone. - The hunter was making
energetic gesticulations, and seemed to be either justifying him-
self, or trying to persuade his companion, who, with her head
bent down, only answered him at long intervals. The young
girl had taken off her cloak, and I was better able to judge of
her appearance. She was tall, robust, but nevertheless graceful.
She wore a grey dress trimmed with blue, which, without being
of any particular fashion, suited her well. Her boots were of
chamois leather, embroidered with beads, and reminded me of
the mocassins which the Indians in this part of the country
wear. Her luxuriant golden hair was tied back with a dark
blue ribbon, something like the large bows with which the
Alsacians adorn themselves. Her walk was firm and self-
reliant ; Miss Louise had an aristocratic look abeut her.

In short, the two young people formed a charming couple
which it was a pleasure to look at. My curiosity had been
aroused by this unforeseen meeting, but I noticed that they
treated each other with a familiarity which spoke of a long
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acquaintanceship ; I thought I saw before me two lovers trying
to make up a love-quarrel.

At the top of the hill Miss Louise stopped and held out her
hand to her companion, saying, ‘‘ Good-bye, Peter.”

“No,” replied the latter, eagerly taking her hand; “not
good-bye.”

“Very well, then ; but it depends entirely upon you.”

The young man shook his head, and helped his companion
to take her place again in the covered cart; then going back a
step to let us pass, he took off his cap and bowed politely to me.

A minute later the horse was trotting down a long slope.
Before me lay a pretty valley, at the bottom of which stood
some extensive buildings. Miss Louise, serious and absorbed,
maintained a strict silence, and I spoke not a word, for fear of
disturbing her thoughts. She turned her head quickly, nodded
to the hunter who was still standing on the top of the hill, then,
the road being sheltered by trees, she heaved a deep sigh,
slashed her whip, and said to me, pointing to the buildings—

“ The Secret Valley—my father’s house.”

The Secret Valley! This name had been admirably chosen.
The valley into which we, were descending was enclosed on all
sides by high hills, and at present it was covered with golden
harvests. We passed by an old woman occupied with chop-
ping wood and making faggots ; she wished us good evening
in French, and her accent, her black striped petticoat and her
cap, again reminded me of Normandy.
my impression.

“You are in New France,” replied she; “and my family,
who have held this property for more than two hundred years,
as well as our servants, came originally from Rouen.”

‘““ Have you ever been to France?”

“No. I was born in the house you see down there, and I
have never been further away than Quebec.”

“Were you brought up in Quebec?”

“I have been brought up in the Secret Valley, and I have
never slept under any other roof than that to which I am
taking you. But why do you ask me these questions ?”

I told my companion
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‘“ Because you speak French so remarkably well.”

“Thank you for the compliment,” said the young girl
smiling ; “but I beg you to remember that for me, as well as
for half the inhabitants of Canada, the French language is our
mother-tongue, and although we know English we only speak
it when obliged to do so.”

‘“ Nevertheless,” I said, “ all your countrymen do not express
themselves in the elegant way which I admire in you.”

“I know how to read and write, sir,” replied my fair com-
panion ; “the secret lies there, perhaps. You are not very
polite,” added she. * You have seen Quebec, and yet you seem
to think we are but half civilized here.”

I hastened to do justice to Quebec, whose English and
French colleges I had admired, and whose reputation for learn-
ing in incontestable. Nevertheless, the Secret Valley was not in
the least Quebec, so that I was somewhat justified in showing
my surprise on hearing a beautiful young woman, with educated
speech and ladylike manners, declare herself that she was only
a farmer’s daughter.

“Is a farmer’s position, then, in France considered as an
inferior station, or as a degrading occupation?” asked the
young girl, looking at me.

““No,” replied I at once. “ The culture of the land is every-
where honourable and honoured ; but, unfortunately, gentle-
men-farmers, as they are called here and in England, are very
rarely to be found with us. Our farmers are honest people ; but
they are often uncultivated, even boorish, and, beyond their
business, more ignorant than I dare confess.”

We passed through a wide gateway. I'wo enormous mastiffs
chained to their kennels began to struggle furiously. The cart
crossed a courtyard and stopped before the steps of an old house,
with windows irregularly placed here and there, such as our
forefathers, regardless of symmetry, were fond of building.

An old man, with a threecornered hat, knee-breeches, and
knitted blue stockings, came towards me, leaning on a walking-
stick. One might have said he was an ancestor stepping down
out of an old picture ; he only wanted the curled wig, for he
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wore the old-fashioned shirt-front and frilling. He took off his

hat to me : his head was still covered with curls, but as white

“as snow ; I thought I had never seen such a handsome, vener-

able-looking old man.

“ Welcome to my roof, sir,” said he, holding out his hand to
me. “You must forgive my forgetting if you have ever been
to the Secret Valley before, for I do not: remember your features
or your name.”

I explainedin a few words that, being drenched to the skin,
and having lost my way, I had met with Miss Louise, who had
kindly offered me a seat in her conveyance, and promised to
let some one show me the way to Quebec.

“Quite right, Louise,” cried the old gentleman. * But our
guest must not go away without resting and having some
refreshment. See to that, my child.”

“ Grandfather,” said the young girl, “the gentleman is a
Frenchman, from Old France.”

““Heavens be praised! Is it true?”

“Tt is true,” I answered.

“Then, sir, you are doubly welcome. You are among
friends, countrymen, and brothers.”

__How was it that this simple, cordial welcome moved me
almost to tears ? It was because I was a thousand leagues away
from that dear country, the name of which was enough to call
forth so much kindness. How precious and honourable my title
of Frenchman was to me when the old man warmly grasped my
hand and led me into his house! T had long known of the
sympathy the Canadians have for the land of their forefathers,
but never had I seen that sympathy exhibited in so touching a
manner.

Two hours later I had become the guest of the Secret Valley,
and was sitting at table between Mrs. Martin and the grand-
father, whilst a servant was despatched to Quebec to let my
friends know that I was still in the land of the living.

' Mr. Martin, the father of Louise, was forty-eight years old,
his wife forty, Miss Louise eighteen, her sister Victorine six-
teen, and her brothers Victor and Emile fourteen and twelve.
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As to the grandfather and grandmother Martin, they repre-
sented between them almost a century and a half. The farm-
servants, about ten in number, sat round the lower end of the
table ; some of the grey-headed ones treated the masters and
children of the house quite familiarly. The grandfather hav-
ing asked a blessing, every one sat down and partook of a large
ham and cabbage, followed by a roast joint of mutton.

“Father,” said Louise rather suddenly, “on my way back
from Quebec, as I was bringing our guest here, I met Peter.”

“Did you speak to him, louise?”

“Yes, I spoke to him,” replied the young girl. And I
noticed she changed colour.

Silence ensued, and nothing was heard but the noise of
knives and forks.

“Very well,” said the farmer all at once; “we will talk
about that by-and-by.”

Then turning to me, Mr. Martin entertained me with an
account of his crops, the work he had undertaken, and his
plans for improving his property.

I listened absently. Miss Louise’s declaration seemed to
have cast a gloom over all present. Who was this Mr. Peter,
whose name was enough to disturb this good family? A head-
strong youth, a prodigal son, perhaps. But no; I had noticed
Miss Louise did not treat him familiarly enough for that. I
was lost in vain conjectures.

The grandfather returned thanks, and all rose from the table.
We had supped in an oblong room, furnished with one of those
immense chimney-pieces which one still meets with occasionally
in some parts of Normandy. The kitchen utensils made a
brilliant display on the walls, and great beams ran across the
ceiling. The farmer led me out of doors, and Miss Louise,
after having poured out some coffee, and placed the cups on
a small table, offered me a long slate pipe—a regular calumet—
which I was obliged to decline.

The clock had just struck eight; the night was starry and
light. The moon, which was still invisible, was rising towards
the north, and casting her silvery light over the sides of the
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hills in front of us. Through the still air came the sound of
lowing and bleating from the out-buildings, mingled with the
cackling of a few hens late in going to roost. I gquestioned
my host, and he answered me very obligingly ; he was a serious,
well-instructed, and affable man. I learnt that he and\ his wife
had been their children’s only instructors ; that six generations
of Martins lay in the little cemetery of the Secret Valley, after
having lived here as happy as human creatures could be, working,
fearing God, and making simplicity the root of their happiness.
Mr. Martin dreamt of no different future for his four children,
and he strongly hoped that they would never know any other
part of the universe save the place where they were born.

Years have passed, and have sprinkled my head with grey
hairs, but they have detracted nothing from the pleasing
memory of the Secret Valley. I have only to shut my eyes to
hear grandfather Martin ask a blessing in the large room in
which I was first received, to see the serious features of his son,
the goodness beaming on the face of Mrs. Martin, the beautiful
eyes of Miss Louise, and the gay faces of her younger sister and
brothers. I see again the large sitting-room where my host led
me after we had finished our coffee, Mrs. Martin and her
daughters sewing by the light of two large lamps, the grand-
father reading, and his grandsons bending studiously over their
lessons for the next day. Oh! happy, simple family, what
never-to-be-forgotten memories did I bring away after a week’s
sojourn in your midst! If happiness is not an idle dream, if it
exists anywhere on our globe, surely it is beyond the sea,
between the hills of the Secret Valley.

“Nine o'clock!” said the grandfather suddenly, looking
at the clock; then turning to me, he added—

“Do you like music, sir?”

“Very much indeed,” I answered.

“You really mean it?”

“I do indeed.”

“You hear, Louise?” resumed the old man.
man will make excuses for your performance.”

Miss Louise sat down at the piano and played remarkably
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well ; she was soon joined by her sister, and by Emile and Victor,
one provided with a violin, the other with a flute, and all exe-
cuted their parts with great exactness. After this improvised
concert, Mr. Martin led me to the bedroom prepared for me,
and I soon fell asleep, thinking how much chance has to do
with our lives.

My first thought on awaking was of the ZLoxia Enucleator,
for the birds were singing under my windows, which looked out
on to a beautiful garden. Mr. Martin, his father, and Miss
Louise were walking along an avenue; the grandfather was
holding the young girl’s hand. It was evidently a question on
the subject of Mr. Peter.

As soon as I was dressed, I went down to wish my hosts
good morning ; when I reached the garden, the father was say-
ing to his daughter—

“You well know, my child, that your happiness is my only
care.”

“ How can I doubt that, father?” replied Miss Louise.

“ Ah, well, Louise, you must try to forget, and we will help
you.”

Miss Louise gently shook her head, as much as to say, “It
is impossible.” Then, bowing to me, she went away.

Directly they saw me, Mr. Martin and his son came up and
warmly shook hands. '

“Poor Louise!” said the grandfather, who was looking after
his grandchild ; “she is crying.”

“ Father,” said Mr. Martin, “do you, then, side with the
women against me? "’

“Yes, when I see Louise crying.”

“We are here to comfort her now ; later on, when we shall
be no longer alive, whom will she lean upon ?”

I was about to walk on.

“ Stay, sir,” said the grandfather to me ; “there is no secret.
We are very muche troubled just now about our grand-daughter.
She loves her second cousin, and there is an obstacle between
them.”

“Is Mr. Peter a bad character, then ?” I risked asking.
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“No, no,” replied Mr. Martin eagerly; *“ Peter is the best
lad in the world, and I should be glad to call him my son.
Louise would have been his wife a year ago, if . . . But
pardon, sir, our family affairs can have no interest for you.”

Not knowing precisely whether my host’s reticence was in
reality only a polite way of changing the conversation, I dared
not reply that, on the contrary, I was much interested in Miss
Louise and her lover, and that I wanted very much to know
the obstacle that prevented their union.

Mr. Martin led me towards the farm, and I was obliged to
submit to what I call the landlord’s visit, that is to say, going
round all the out-buildings, cellars, and granaries. These forced
visits are often wearying ; this time they were very useful to
me, for I learnt more than one particularity of the climate and
productions of Canada.

It was twelve o’clock when a bell called us to luncheon. 1
saw that Miss Louise busied herself with her sister and mother
in household affairs, whilst the grandfather was tutor te the
boys. During the meal the Loxia Enucleator was the topic of
conversation. I had become reconciled to it again, as it had
gained me an invitation to spend a few days at the farm.
Neither of my hosts remembered meeting with a bird of crim-
son plumage in their walks or hunting excursions ; but the hills

surrounding the Secret Valley were covered with pine trees;
thus I could explore them at leisure, sure of not getting lost
again, as it would have been difficult to lose sight of the farm.

The history of their native land was familiar to my hosts,
and at the same time they were well acquainted with that of
their mother country. When they discovered that the names
and the works of missionaries who had been the first to explore
North America, and Canada in particular, were not unknown to
me, they redoubled their attentions. They complained of being
il-known in France, and of having no return of affect on.

“You are mistaken,” I repeated, continually. “A Canadian
is no stranger in France.”

The grandfather Martin smiled and shook his head. He
had seen, said he, many Frenchmen come to Canada, and not
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one of them knew even the names of Cartier or Montcalm. I
defended my countrymen as well as I could, whilst inwardly
allowing that my host was right, and that we in France are
too indifferent to our past glories. The attachment manifested
to France by this good family made me commit a singular
error. *

“It would be a happy day,” cried I, suddenly, “ which should
renew the bonds of the past, and make you Frenchmen.”

“God preserve us from such misfortune!” exclaimed grand-
father and son together. “We are Canadians first of all, and
secondly, we are the subjects of the Queen of England; and
we have no more wish to become Frenchmen than Americans,
although oyr neighbours think the contrary.”

I was somewhat confused.

“I thought I understood,” I resumed, in an embarrassed
tone, ‘“that you regretted the loss of your former nationality.”

“We are sons of Frenchmen, sir, and we respect the past,”
said the grandfather to me; “but on no account do we wish
to become the subjects of your kings, or the citizens of your
republic, for we possess what you are wanting in, constancy.
Your cavilling administration of routine would soon transform
the liberty we enjoy into servitude. We love France and
French people; nevertheless, as long as we are allowed to
remain purely and simply Canadians, we shall remain English
by right, by politics, by love of justice, and by true liberty.”

I bit my lips. I have since found among all Canadians
the same sentiments as those expressed by the grandfather
Martin. If the Canadians love France, our political inconstancy
astonishes them, and they say that we understand nothing
whatever of liberty.

The afternoon was spent in visiting my host’s land. He was
very proud of his crops of lucern-grass and wheat. There was
the same patriarchal gathering in the evening. At my request
Miss Louise took her seat at the piano. She had hardly struck

‘a few notes when one of her brothers cried—

“Oh! that is Peter’s song.”
At this” involuntary exclamation, the musician covered her
E
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face with her hands, and the young culprit sprang to her side,
throwing his arms around her neck.

“QOh, Louise !” cried he, “did I make you cry?”

Miss Louise got up and kissed the boy, whilst Miss Victorine
at once took her place; and, drying her eyes, the elder sister
quietly sat down near her mother. This scene had touched
every one, me particularly; little Victorine had shown her
good sense by taking possession of the piano, for all were thus
able to follow their own thoughts. For my part, I should have
much liked to know what it was that prevented Louise’s marriage
with the handsome Peter, and to have been able to restore
peace in the Secret Valley.

Towards ten o’clock I took léave of this interesting family,
for I was going to begin my séarch again for the famous ZLoxia
among the pine-woods early the next morning. My host wanted
me to take a servant, but I declined this kind offer; and the
grandfather then proposed that his grandsons should be my
guides, and their lessons for that day be dispensed with. At
these words the two boys looked up eagerly ; their eyes fastened
on my lips as though trying to guess what the reply would be.
I accepted; they jumped up with delight, and came and
squeezed my hands.

My little companions undertook to awake me, and at break
of day they knocked at my door. I found Miss Louise in the
large sitting-room, filling our game-bags with provisions, for
we were going to have our luncheon in the woods.

“You have been very kind to me,” said I to the young girl,
just as we were starting ; “can I be of any use to you?”

“No, sir,” replied she ;.“ but I am very much obliged to you
all the same.”

She shook hands with me, and I followed her young brothers,
who were impatient to be off.
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CHAPTER III

A panorama—An unexpected meeting—Luncheon in the woods—Pleading
in Miss Louise’s favour—Return to the farm—Pleading in Peter’s
favour—** All's well that ends well "—The Loxia.

THE morning foretold splendid weather; a white mist hid the
tops of the hills, but the sun soon dispersed this light veil.
My two guides led me across a corn-field ; then, following them,
I climbed a steep path leading into the woods.

By the deliberate way in which my young friends walked,
and handled their guns, I soon recognized experienced hunts-
men. In fact, they told me that for a long while hunting had
been their favourite pastime ; and their master in this art, dear
to all Canadians, had been their second cousin Peter, whose
skill was quite proverbial in the country.

On our way my companions asked me many questions about
Paris, London and New York, three cities which they dreamt of
visiting. They were lively, gay, and talkative, and yet more
thoughtful than boys of the same age with us. We reached a
narrow dale, lost between two hills, and my guides opened the
hunt by bringing down a black squirrel.

We agreed on a signal-call, and each took a different direc-
tion. I was to climb the slope in front of me, whilst the two
brothers took the road to the right and to the left, walking in a
direction so as to meet me on the top of the hill. We were sur-
rounded by pine trees of different species, among which I
recognized the black pine, the wood of which is very valuable
in ship-building ; the Canadian pine, or white spinet ; then th
odoriferous pine, which furnishes commerce with a thlck
transparent turpentine of a very agreeable odour. e

Three successive reports of fire-arms repeated by the echo
told me that my companions were having good sport. As for
myself, in spite of the steep slope I was ascending, I walked on,
looking about everywhere, trying to get a glimpsé of the red
plumage of the Loxia among the dark or silvery foliage of the

-
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pine trees. I killed a fine woodpecker, then a cross—bill, and I
just missed bringing down a weasel of no ordinary size.

Arrived at the top of the hill, I found myself on a platform
strewn with blocks of sandstone, and elevated enough to allow
of my overlooking the/ravine we had crossed, the Secret Valley,
and its buildings. The sun was flooding the lovely valley with
light, and the emerald-green colour of the fruit-trees stood out
in pleasing contrast with the dark foliage of the pines. I had
reached the place of rendezvous, but as yet heard no sound of
the approach of my companions. I sat down under an oak
tree, which seemed to have sprung up there quite by chance ;
its foliage looked singular among the uniform vegetation with
which it was surrounded.

After waiting half-an-hour, I entered the wood again in
another direction. From this side the slope which I had
climbed was almost perpendicular. I leant over this precipice,
and was startled at seeing Miss Louise’s lover, sitting on a rock
about ten feet below me, with his gun’lying at his feet.

The young man wore the hunting-suit in which I had seen
him the first time we met ; he was looking towards the Secret
Valley, which was plainly visible from the place he occupied.
He seemed so wrapt up in his thoughts that he did not appear
to hear the sound of my footsteps. I could not see his face, but
from his movements I guessed that he was looking after some
one. He suddenly turned his head to the left, then listening fora
moment, he sprang to his feet and took up his gun. I thought of
my young companions, one of whom was to come out from that
side, and I was going to warn the hunter, when Victor appeared.

“ Peter ! Peter!” cried the boy, in a gleeful voice.

And at the risk of breaking his neck, Master Victor rushed
down the hill and fell into his cousin’s arms.

At the same moment Emile appeared further down; at his
brother’s call, the lad looked up, and walking quickly, soon
joined the hunter.

“Peter! Peter!” cried the two boys, enthusiastically ; and
they tried who could make the most of their cousin, who
warmly returned their caresses. 7
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“ How are they all at the Secret Valley?” asked Mr. Peter at
length.

“Very well,” replied Victor; “father has had low fever, but
he is better now.”

“ And Victorine ?”

“ Rather more of a tease than when you saw her last year.”

“And . . . Louise?”

“Just the same, Peter; only she does not laugh much, and
“$he looks very sad sometimes.”

“And she has been like that ever since you went away,”
added Emile.

Mr. Peter passed his hand through his hair several times,
and was silent for a moment.

“How is it you are here?” resumed he; ‘I know it is not
your holiday.” \

“We are with a gentleman, a Frenchman, who lost himself
in the woods. Louise met him and brought hiin to our house,”
said Victor.

“The day that she met you,” added Emile.

“By-the-by,” resumed the elder brother, * where is our
friend? He ought to be here.”

“Was it you, then, that fired?"” asked Mr. Peter.

“Yes. We have each killed a rabbit, and a bird for the
gentleman besides. We are looking for a bird with crimson
feathers.”

“Ah! well, then, lads, you must be quick and find your
guest.”

‘“Leave you so soon for that? Oh no! let Emile go and
look for the gentleman.”

“Go yourself,” replied }fmlle unceremoniously ; “you are
the eldest. Is it true, Peter,” added the boy, seizing his cousin’s
hand, “that you are never coming again to the Secret Valley,
and that you do not care for us any more ?”

Instead of replying, the hunter took both boys in his arms
and pressed them to his heart.

“Ah! my dear lads! How could you think so!” cried he
at last.

[ 4
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Victor, looking up at this moment, saw me, and told his com-
panions. Mr. Peter bowed, and following his cousin, who set
out at once to meet me, was soon at my side.

He was indeed a handsome, tall young man, with fair hair
and beard, and finely modelled features. He talked well,
‘although with a certain honest bluntness. An hour-later we
were taking our luncheon side by side, and I had described the
Loxta to him at least three times. After our luncheon he offered
me a cigar, and took me to the rock where I had seen him
sitting in a deep reverie ; he was evidently intent on contem-
plating the Secret Valley.

Emile and Victor were too restless to sit still long, so they
went on with their sport, and left their cousin and myself to
finish our cigars and have a little chat together.

‘““Really, sir,” said I to my companion, “if I thought you
would not be annoyed, I should ask you what obstacle it is that
keeps you from the Martins and separates you from Miss Louise.”

‘““ Separates me from Louise | ” cried the huntsman.

I thought he was about to continue ; but he covered his face
with his hands, and was silent.

“I beg pardon for my inconsiderateness,” I resumed, after a
few moments ; “but I hope you will believe it was not mere
curiosity which prompted me to speak.”

“God forbid, sir,” replied he at last, “that I should be
offended with your question. I love Louise, and she loves me,
as you know. I have been brought up in Quebec, and have
studied there in the best colleges. I have an independent
fortune, and I should like to be one of those who rule, rather
than of those who are ruled ; in a word, I want to, live in town,
and take part in pelitical affairs. My uncle and great-uncle are
happy at the Secrét Valley, and they will not admit that one
may be happy elsewhere.”

“Does Mr. Martin wish his son-in-law to be a farmer? "

“Just so; but I have other dreams in my head, which he
cannot understand.’,

‘““ Are you ambitious ?” ~

“Why should I conceal it from>myself? Ves, I am am-
bitious, especially for Louise’s sake.”
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“Does she approve of your plans ?”

“No; she sides with my uncle against me.”

Finally, beneath all the reserve which modesty imposed on
my companion, I ended by discovering that he had literary
tastes ; that he dreimt of a brilliant life in society for himself
and his wife. It was an ambition which I found it difficult to
blame. Nevertheless, was not Mr. Martin right when he re-
quired his nephew to remain in the Secret Valley, and not
abandon the peaceful home where so many Martins had lived
happily? Mr. Peter was cherishing many vain illusions. I did
not hesitate to try and show him the other side of political and
literary life, to which many think themselves called, but so few
are in reality chosen.

“If I did not succeed,” replied the young man, “I should
comge back to the Secret Valley.”

}Ves, disgusted, and embittered ; having contracted habits
wiich would make retirement wearisome,” cried I. “ Besides,
you will always fancy yourself on the eve of success, and your
return will continually be put off from day to day. But you
might succeed, and remember then the words of Madame de
Staél : ‘ Glory and happiness are not synonymous ; the first is
often nothing but the shroud of the second.””

The sympathy I felt for Miss Louise made me eloquent, and
I talked for a long while with Mr. Peter, to whom I must do
the justice to say that he listened to me attentively, and dis-
cussed each of my arguments without impatience. The young
man was convinced that, if Louise chose, she could quickly
dispel her father's and grandfather’s objections; but she was
determined never to leave the Secret Valley.

“We will live here together,” she had said firmly, to her
lover, ““or we will die apart.”

And this dissension had lasted for a year.

Ah! what a wise young woman was Miss Louise! She
possessed all the grace and all the accomplishments which
would have made her shine in the society where her betrothed
fondly dreamed of taking her; nevertheless she was resolute
in her wish to live in the obscure corner where she had been




56 MY RAMBLES IN THE NEW WORLD.

born. How differently people think in France, where the
farmer’s daughter has only one desire, to leave as quickly as
possible the fields which have given her health and riches,
to pine away in a lawyer’s study, or a judge’s cabinet, as
though . . . Alas! what is the use of my moralizing ?

I spent the day hunting with Mr. Peter, for whom I formed
a sincere friendship ; such excellent qualities did I recognize
in him.  As night came on, he walked back with me and my
young companions as far as the entrance to the valley.

The sun was going down, a yellow mist enveloped the build-
ings of the Secret Valley, and the neighing of horses, the
lowing of cows, the bleating of sheep, and all those sounds so
harmonious when heard in the distance at sunset, reached ‘us
where we stood.

“There is happiness,” said I, pointing towards the farm and

turning round to my guide; ‘“try and convince yourself of
that.”

The young man made no answer.

“There beats a brave heart, which suffers through you,” I
resumed ; *‘ think of that.”

Mr. Peter sighed ; then he walked off rapidly, without shak-
ing hands with me, or kissing his cousins ; who, when they had

recovered from the surprise which this abrupt departure caused
them, cried out both together—

“Come and see us, Peter!”

A voice came from the depths of the wood, but none of us
could make out what it said.

It was night when we returned to the farm. We had captured
four rabbits, three squirrels, and a dozen birds ; but, alas ! the
famous Loxia Enucleator was not among them.

The two following days I again hunted in the woods of the
Secret Valley. It was not only the Zoxia I was looking for, but
Peter Martin, with whom I should like to have had another
talk. I had not mentioned my meeting to any of the inhabi-
tants of the farm, not wishing to appear to interfere with affairs
which in reality did not concern me. However, the evening
before my departure, as I found myself alone with Miss Louise,
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who was arranging a bouquet of flowers, I ventured to say
rather abruptly—

“T have seen Mr. Peter; did you know ?”

“Yes,” replied she ; ‘“I heard my brothers tell about your
meeting with our cousin.”

“Is it true, then, that you refuse to live in town?”

“T firmly believe, sir, that our happiness will be more certain
here, in this dear old place. Peter is fond of books, and we
have a library ; what can prevent him from reading, or even
writing? If he is capable of writing a book, will his work be
any the worse for being composed in the Secret Valley ?”

“ But if he does not like farming?” ./

“He does like it, sir, as one likes things one has been ac-
customed to from childhood. Besides, what is he wanted to
do? To become master here; and‘ that is no very poor position.
For myself, I am a farmer’s daughter, and I do not care to be
anything different. Good Heavens! what should I do in the
large drawing-rooms at Quebec? I should not dare to speak or
move. I am giving you my own particular reasons, as well as
those of my father and grandfather, and you will understand
that I do well in not yielding to Peter’s wishes.”

“You want him to make a sacrifice for you, and not you for
him,” T resumed.

The young girl looked at me with her beautiful eyes, which
graduaily filled with tears.

“I assure you, sir,” said she to me in a trembling voice, “in
all this I think more of Peter’s happiness than of my own.”

I was about to reply, to assure my charming hostess that I
did not in the least doubt either her self-devotion or her affec-
tion ; but the grandfather coming in cut short our conversation.
Miss Louise went away, and I had no opportunity of again
speaking to her in private.

In the evening I looked for the last time upon this good
family, sitting around two lamps, the antiquity of which proved
that they had lighted several generations of Martins. As usual,
Miss Louise sat down at the piano, and I went up to her to
justify myself and explain my words of the morning. At their
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grandfather’s request Emile and Victor took up, the one his flute,
the other his violin, when the dogs began to bark outside. The
noise did not last long, and I listened for an hour to Canadian
airs played by the young artists at my request. After this Miss
Louise poured out tea.

“ Are you angry with me ?” [ asked her in a low tone, whén
she came up to give me a cup.

“No,” said she ; “I only think that you judge me ill.”

I was protesting against this insinuation, when suddenly the
sitting-room door opened, and'what was my surprise to see my
hunting companion, Mr. Peter Martin, on the threshold !

The young man held his seal-skin cap in his hand ; he came
towards Mr. Martin, who had suddenly risen from his seat.

“Uncle,” said he, in a voice trembling with emotion, “is
there still room at the farm for me ?”

“You are under the roof of your father’s friend, in the house
of relations ; it is your home, Peter,” replied Mr. Martin. ‘“ But
have you come simply to ask hospitality ?”

“No; I am come to reclaim my place by your fireside, and
my title of son.”

Mr. Martin could not answer; he took his nephew in his
arms, and laid his head for a moment on the young man’s
shoulder. The grandfather wept, and so did Mrs. Martin. I
felt very much inclined to follow their example. As for Miss
Louise, she was sobbing violently.

‘““Peter,” said Mr. Martin at last, ‘“we shall have ten work-
men to-morrow in the fields, and there are some new ones
among them whom I recommend you to keep an eye on.
Louise, my child, offer Peter some tea.”

“Let her kiss-him,” cried the grandfather. And Miss Louise
gave Peter such a prolonged kiss that ,I do not know when it
wouldhave ended, had\not Victor and Emile put up their faces
for their turn.  Oh, that happy evening, and what radiant faces
I1ooked upon that njght !

I was discreetly faking part in the family’s joy, when Mr.
Peter came up to me.

“You were eloquent, sir,” said he, holding out his hand to
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me, ‘‘and you have made me happy a few months sooner than
I should have been ; for it would any way have ended in this,”
added he, turning to l.ouise, who blushed up to her eyes, as
Victorine roguishly remarked.

I warmly pressed the hand held out to me; and hardly had
I released my hold, when Mr. Peter dived into his coat-pocket
and brought out a charming little bird, a real Loxia Enucleator,
which he very politely offered me.

“It is a rare bird,” said he to me, ‘““for I have been looking
for it ever since I left you. It was the cause of my delay. You
had convinced me, and I should have followed you at once,
had I not determined to offer you this present.”

I hardly know whether I acted loyally; but I will confess
my deed as an act of penitence. I never gave my friend Sumi-
chrast the beautiful little bird I had come so far to look for. I
have kept it in my own collection, in remembrance of Mr.
Peter and Miss Louise.

About two years ago, on returning to my house, I was told
that a young man had been waiting to see me for about an
hour ; he had not given his name. When I entered my study,
the stranger, who was sitting near the fireplace, got up quickly,
made a few steps towards me, looking at me with apparent
surprise.

“Do you not recognize me?” he asked at last.

“No,” I replied. “Nevertheless, your features remind me
of . ..

“Do you ever think, from time to time, of the Secret
Valley ?” p

“The Secret Valley!” I cried. “You are a Martin-——Emile,
perhaps ?”

“No, sir,” replied the young man, and his face became
clouded; “my poor brother is dead. I am Victor.”

I took both his hands in mine, and led him back to his seat.

“I hardly dare ask any more questions,” said I to him.
“Fifteen years represent a long space in one’s life. Your
grandfather . . .”
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‘“He went before my brother and mother; but my father is
living. It was he, Peter, and Louise who told me to remember
them to you when I was starting for Europe. I have a niece,”
added the young man ; “she is in some way your god-daughter,
for she is called Lucienne, and here is her portrait.”

Victor held out to me a photograph, and for a moment I
seemed to see Miss Louise again, as I saw_her on the road from
Quebec. May God continue to bless her !
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NIAGARA IN WINTER.

'CHAPTER L

The coasts of Canada—Sir John Burton—Miss Mary’s cloak—Halifax—
A sledge drive-—A restaurant in a cellar—An oyster-fight—American
liberty—Sir John again.

On the 1oth of February, 1863, eleven days after leaving Liver-
pool,/ the Seotia, a fine steamer of the Cunard line, cautiously
steered into the Halifax harbour. The passage had been very
rouéh, and we had twice almost disappeared beneath the green

waves which wash the coast of Canada. The state of the sea
for the last five days had prevented us from going on deck ;
but, in spite of the waves, the snow and the ice, we were obliged
to leave the heated saloon, from time to time, to get a breath
of fresh air outside; it nevertheless required a good quarter of
an hour’s deliberation before taking this decision, especially on
my part.

We were about fifteen passengers on board, among whom
were an Englishman, and a young American lady, between
seventeen and eighteen, Miss Mary, the daughter of a doctor
at Cincinnati. All my other fellow-travellers were for the most
part Canadians, who knew from experience the inclemency of
the climate, and were well provided with fur clothing. Being
accustomed to live in the tropics, I had almost begun to dis-
believe in the existence of cold, and had neglected providing
myself with a fox-skin cloak, and a pair of waterproof boots
lined with fur, with which possessions I saw my companions,
the Englishman included, able to brave the weather on deck.
Now, whilst Sir John Burton, who represented on board Old
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England, just as I was a representative of Old France, was and tk
walking from port to starboard, comfortably wrapt up in amuse
his furs, I bravely strode from stem to stern in an overcoat, a by cho
hat and shoes. My self-pride forced me to seem insensible to doctor,
the cruel, biting north wind ; but I charitably warn my readers pool he¢
that an overcoat, excellent for the season in London or Paris, is meals,
a very poor protection from cold on the coasts of Canada, Miss
between the months of October and April. liked.
Whilst trying to disguise my feelings, especially when the the shij
son of Albion was on deck, I shivered from morning to night, respect
and mentally anathematized my want of forethought. How
“Go and put on your fur cloak and your high boots,” they our cus
would say to me. continu

“It ig'mot cold enough,” I replied, trying to force a smile admirer
from my frozen lips. brusque
They looked at me with surprise, and I got close up against perhaps
the steamer’s funnel to try and get a little warmth ; an action this qua
which at once belied my words. travel fr
At last I was obliged to confess that I had neither fur coat having 1
nor high boots, and that I had foolishly relied on the heat of which a
the sun, which generally baked my shoulders in February. selves o
Touched with pity, a Canadian, more than six feet high, on the about tk
strength of being my countryman—he was, he said, from New But |
France—lent me a pair of gigantic boots, which reached up to land, the
my waist. I bought an almost new fur cap from a sailor; and dashing
Miss Mary so kindly offered me an opera cloak, lined with fur, into calt
that I was obliged to accept it. My costume, although warm, front of
was, it appeared, rather grotesque ; for each time I went on deck entered |
I was hailed with general bursts of hilarity. I laughed myself holding
as heartily as any one, except when the Englishman was there. our astol
This poor Englishman had such a disagreeable way of laughing, [ stool
especially when he was talking with Miss Mary, that he quite ance so |
annoyed me, harbour,
Miss Mary, who was well educated and clever without ap- laden wil
pearing to be so, was returning from visiting England, France, anchor, |
Germany, Italy and Spain. She was more graceful than pretty ; of Franc
but with a woman grace and good temper are the first qualities, the maje
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and the only ones which do not fade.: My cap especially
amused the young lady ; however, ;h{ made up for her teasing
by choosing me almost always as her partner. Her father, the
doctor, took little notice of her. The day after leaving Liver-
pool he had begun a whist-party, which was only interrupted by
meals, and was to last till we reached Boston.

Miss Mary was a true American woman, and did just as she
liked. She would be on deck all day, walking from one end of
the ship to the other, whilst every one made way for her with a
respectful politeness which removed all idea of gallantry.

How is it that in France we are not well-bred enough for
our customs to permit of this free confidence? Why do we
continually forget that we have brothers and sisters? 1 am no
admirer of Americans; they are rough, ill-bred, and their
brusqueness is proverbial ; but their respect for women, which is
perhaps carried even further than in England, makes me envy
this quality for my countrymen. A young girl in America may
travel from one end to the other of her vast country without
having to fear the insolent looks or the vulgar compliments
which are so common among French people. We pride our-
selves on our politeness and civilization, and yet our country is
about the unly one where a woman cannot travel alone.

But let us return to Halifax. As we approached Newfound-
land, the tempestuous sea, with the enormous blocks of ice
dashing against the hull of the Secotia, had gradually subsided
into calm waves, over which a light mist seemed to float. In
front of us was an indented coast covered with snow. We
entered a wide channel, and then an immense bay, capable of
holding more than a thousand vessels, suddenly opened before
our astonished eyes.

[ stood for a long while lost in thought. This land, in appear-
ance so barren, had unce belonged to France. This magnificent
harbour, one of the largest in the world, where five or six brigs
laden with coal, and as many fishing-sinacks, were now lying at
anchor, had long seen the white flag, then the national standard
of France, waving from the overlooking fort. Outside flowed
the majestic St. Lawrence, ascended for the first time by

-
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Francis Cartier, and which serves as a kind of outlet to those At
inland seas, called the Lakes Superior, Huron, Michigan, Iro- the ji
quois, Erie, Ontario; these last two are, as is well known, - magp
united by the celebrated Niagara. trots
Beyond these coasts rise Quebec and Montreal. Above the sledg
Gulf of Fundy, and the state of Maine, stretches an extensive : the g
country, wrested from France, in spite of the military talents of not v
Montcalm, and the heroic courage of the handful of soldiers he never
had accustomed to victory. from
“Well, Mr. Parisian,” said a clear young voice, interrupting the di
my reflections, ““are you not thinking of going on shore? " we m
“ Most certainly, Miss ; have you any commission for me?” there
“I am going to propose that you take me with you. My cross
father does not care to expose himself to this north wind, which villas
at present is giving your nose a beautiful bluish hue; but I are
want to pay a visit to the daughter of the judge of Halifax, who s
is a friend of mine.” the dc
By way of reply, I offered my arm to the young girl, and sent b
passed triumphantly before Sir John Burton, who was obliged to Montr
bov to me. He was newly shaven and splendidly dressed, and Mis
his appearance, although somewhat stiff, was not wanting in back ¢
elegance. I had put aside my mantle and high boots for this Canad
visit to the capital of Nova Scotia ; nevertheless, Sir John was gliding
better dressed than myself; 1 could’ not deny the fact, and I around
was doubly obliged to Miss Mary for having chosen me as her bundle
escort. : hands
Halifax in fine weather is the seat of an important along 3
commerce, and nothing can then equal the activity which fills know v
its crooked streets with people and noise. In winter the myself
communications with the interior of the country are often horse s
suspended, the principal inhabitants emigrate, and the town is like a r
in some measure deserted. The snow becomes heaped up ' ~ Miss
around the deserted houses, and prevents all access, in spite of ice.” W
the height of their steps, which look as though they were Staircas
perched on stilts. Following the advice of a Canadian, I went a corrid
in search of a sledge ; for my companion would never have been suffocat
able to walk through the four feet of snow with her long skirts. odours
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At last, with a young lad to drive us, we are on our way to
the judge’s house. The black horse drawing our equipage is a
magnificent animal ; he gaily shakes the bells on his collar, and
trots along with a firm step over the hardened snow. The
sledge goes up and down, and from side to side. I cannot see
the ground, but have an idea that the streets of Halifax are
not very level. Almost all the houses have a gloomy aspect ;
nevertheless, here and there a long column of black smoke issues
from a roof towards the grey sky. My companion joins with
the driver in urging on the steaming horse. From time to time
we meet a bundle of furs, which stops to se¢ us go by, but
there is no possibility of saying to which sex it belongs. We
cross an extensive white plain, dotted here and there with
villas built of wood, all hermetically closed ; their inhabitants
are probably frozen, for nowhere is there a living being visible,
nor a sound of life to be heard. At last the sledge stops before
the door of a large house, with a flight of twelve steps, at pre-
sent buried under snow. The judge has left for Quebec or
Montreal, so we have had our drive for nothing.

Miss Mary is highly amused, and orders our driver to take us
back to Halifax by the longest road, if there is one. The young
Canadian smiles, he whips his horse, and we are once more
gliding over a spotless sheet of snow, whilst large flakes fall
around us and obscure our view. From the way that five or six
bundles of furs look at us as we pass them, and then raise their
hands to the sky, I am convinced that our driver is taking us
along an unsafe road. We are going like the wind, we hardly
know where, for the snow falls thickly. Just as I am wrapping
myself up in the furs as well as I can, we reach Halifax, and our
horse stops in front of a house around which the snow is piled
like a rampart.

Miss Mary jumps out, and I follow her between two walls of
ice.” We reach a door, and then find ourselves in front of a
staircase lighted by gas, which we descend. Passing through

_a corridor, we enter a long room in which a table is spread. A
suffocating heat pervades this den, where a score of concentrated

odours offend my nostrils; but Miss Mary does not seem to
’
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notice it. She has given her name to the servant, for she knows
the hotel-keeper’s daughter, with whom she is invited to dine,
whilst I am asked to go into the dining-room.

Entering the underground room called by that name, I find
most of the passengers of the Scotia, drinking, talking, and
smoking, and all are anxious to welcome me. I am called from
one table to another, and obliged to taste the national dririks
which I have heard praised so much during the voyage, but
which I think detestable. I am at an hotel ; dinner is Nt
one o'clock. Meanwhile, I am told of the excellence of
Canadian oysters; I cannot say how many dozen of which are
ordered in my honour.

“No one can flatter himself he has really eaten oysters until
he has tasted ours,” said my fellow-traveller who had lent me
the boots ; “you will see.”

I did indeed see! The palate and stomach want a great
deal of training to taste and digest the infinite variety of dishes
which man has invented ; my education in this respect was
almost perfect, thanks especially to my sojourn among Indian
tribes. How many pages it would take to enumerate the
frightful mixtures under the name of national dishes with which
I have been regaled both among savages and civilized people !
Oh, what trials my palate, has been subjected to!—and what
stomach can be better ivﬁred to this sort of thing than mine?
I thus disappoint my friends, who pride themselves on their
recherché dinners. 1 like everything, which proves, they say,
that I like nothing. The fact is, I have been obliged to ac-
custom myself to eat with my eyes shut; but when L think of
it, how foolish man is with regard to his food !

At dinner, who should sit opposite me but Sir John, who
had sprung all of a sudden from I know not where. A waiter
brings us both deep plates full of clear, gluey water, in which
float little black balls. On either side of us are piles of sand-
wiches, made with brown bread and rancid butter. They
provide us with spoons. The Canadians are looking at us, and

we look at each other with an air of commiseration for the first
time,
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For want of something better to say, I ask my neighbour
on my right for information as to the way of preserving the
singular oysters he is devouring. Sir John casts unecasy looks
about him. At last he lifts the spoon to his mouth, turns first
red, then pale, and closes his lips; his eyes become dilated.
Will he swallow it? Zhat is the question. He does swallow it ;
but he immediately seizes a tankard of beer, takes one drink—
that is quite enough ; he orders the waiter to take away both
oysjers and beer, and helps himself to a stiff glass of cognac,
lpoking at-me_rather sheepishly as he does so.

“Come,” thought I with resignation, “it seems that it is
still worse than it looks.”

The lookers-on are sneering at the unfortunate Englishman.
I take advantage of this diversion to set to work. By dint of
energy and perseverance, I empty my plate and tumbler, and,
behold me crowned a Canadian! I am infamous enough to
declare the oysters excellent, and they immediately want to
give me a second dose. I manage to escape this politeness,
which would have been too much for my courage, and I forget
the frightful taste of the mixture I have just swallowed, in
eating a slice of leg of mutton, which Sir John dare not touch.

Towards nine o'clock I escorted Miss Mary back to the
Scotia, closely followed by my antagonist. The following
morning we were on our way to Boston, steering through a
fog, which made it necessary to keep the alarm bell constantly
ringing, in order to avoid a collision. Owing to the snow, the
depth of which rendered all communication with the interior
impossible, I was obliged to give up my intention of reaching
the St. Lawrence, to ascend it as far as the Niagara Falls, the
principal object of my voyage.

I took leave of Miss Mary and her father, after receiving a
pressing invitation to visit them if ever I came to Cincinnati.
Just as I was entering the railway carriage 1 saw Sir John.
He was not dressed for travelling, but he kept his eye on me,
as though resolved to convince himself of my departure. 1 passed
him without the slightest recognition, and he on his part took
no notice of me, although we had lived together for twelve days.

»
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True, we had only exchanged contemptuoﬁs smiles ; if my boots

and cloak amused him, his vexation at Miss Mary’s preference
for me was sufficient retaliation.

Twelve hours later we reached New York, where I found
a spring-like temperature. However, far from imitating the
Yankees, who were already beginning iced drinks, I walked
along the shore of the bay, thankful at feeling the warm sun
once again on my shoulders. L

The same evening, in the drawing-room of a charming
Spanish lady, I announced my intention of visiting the Niagara
Falls. My project was received with loud protests.\ " “It is im-
possible,” 4gtd they, “to get near the Falls in wintek, or to see
the islands and walk in the cave of the winds; 1 ought to
wait for the summer to see Niagara in all its splendour.”
And they were Americans those travellers, par excellence, who
tried to persuade me to give up my excursion. They told me
that it would be mere waste of time, and that 1 should come
back quicker than I thought to do. They even added that I
should risk finding a lodging, the hotels being deserted as
soon as the snow begins to fall. I had travelled too much to
allow myself to be intimidated ; besides, as I must shortly start
for New Orleans, I had no choice of season left me.

A week later I went to the New York railway station, and
took the train for Albany. ‘I'he waiting-room of this extensive
line was nothing but a small, insignificant apartment, scantily
furnished with wooden forms, so well covered with grease that
I dared not sit down. The dirty state of the termini and the
American cars seems to me to have been generally overlooked by
European travellers, who, when in the United States, shut their
eyes to all but liberty. I have led an existence too free from
trammels not to understand the enthusiasm which the love of
liberty inspires ; but cleanliness is not to be despised. I also
confess that when several of my travelling companions shouldered
their guns to fire past me from the carriage at an unfortunate
crow, which I innocently watched from the window, I should
have preferred seats less dusty and brushed, if only once a year,
to this proof of national independence.
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Hardly had we started, than ohe of my companions informed
me that we were travelling on the best-laid railroad in the
United States, It is true a communicative passenger—one is
bardly allowed to be silent in America—had told me the same
thing of the railroad between Boston and New York. I have
crossed the United States from one extremity to the other, and
I know that this praise of the Boston and Albany railroads is
well merited.

My fellow-travellers were not long in informing themselves
of the price of my hat, and travelling-bag, an article then un-
known in America. They drew my attention to the little flags
which the pioneers held up to show that the line was clear, or
to stop trains in case of danger. I was much struck with this
happy innovation, and my companions seemed to notice my
wonderment with surprise.

- * L L * o .

The train stops.

“ Kingston | ” cried the guard.

I smile.as I remember that it was at Queenstown in Ireland
that Sir John came on board the Scofia. 1 lean mechanically
out of the window; a traveller runs along the platform, and
jumps into the train. Upon my word Sir John has a brother,
or it is he himself I have just seen.

CHAPTER II

The palisades of the Hudson—A stolen repast—Is it he ?—The Falls—
The suspension bridge-—Blondin’s rope—Under the Nl\{ua—Cin-
! / cinnai—An introduction.

I¥ there.is much unworthy of admiration in the United States,
#till all is not to be found fault with. - The railway cars are
made so as to allow of passing from one end of the train to the
other, even when it is in motion. As an exception to the rule,
the train in which I had taken my place was arranged like our
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own, so that it was impossible to discover whether my surmise
‘was but an illusion. -After all, what did it matter? To my
knowledge Sir John had never told any one the object of his
visit to America, nor mentioned the place he was going to ; and
the laws of England, France, and America left him at perfect
liberty to go to Albany, even in the same train that I h'\d been
pleased to choose for my excursion.

The road to Albany, or rather to Troy, is certain y one of
the most picturesque in.the world. It runs along the right
bank of the Hudson, which flows on widening and narrowing,
and the celebrated palisades of which a stranger takes at first
sight for immense fortifications. In the distance the steep clifis
resemble the black marble of the Giant’s Causeway in Ireland.
Brigs, steamers, and small boats descend this stream full speed,
or ascend it with more difficulty ; thére was an animation only
equalled by that on the Thames below London Bridge. I
caught a glimpse of West Point, the celebrated polytechnic
school of the United States. But the country seemed bare, the
houses were shut up, and one would have thought them unin-
habited, except for the smoke wreathing from the chimneys.
The buildings, boats, carriages, and inhabitants reminded me
of the neighbourhood of London, which I had recently visited
—80 much so, indeed, that I asked myself if I were dreaming,
and if T had indeed crossed the Atlantic. It was night; and the
rain fell heavily, The engine gave a shrill, mournful whistle ;
we had reached Albany after doing a hundred and forty-four
miles in seven hours.

I sprang out of the train, and from pure curiosity looked
everywhere for Sir John. I must have been mistaken, for I'saw
no signs of my former travelling companion and rival,

The next day, as soon as it was light, I set out again on my
journey. In one day I passed through Utica, Rome, Syracuse,
and Palmyra, to reach Rochester. The country became more afid
more desolate, and the snow fell thickly.. Yesterday I thought
myself in England, to-day I am in Germany ; the inscriptions
and sign-boards are all written in the language of that country.
The train stopped to allow of our getting some dinner.  Every
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one got up, jostled and elbowed each other in a very unceremo-
nious manner, all trying to squeeze through a narrow door. In
France the twentieth part'of this pushing and knocking about
would have brought about a general mé/ée ; not feeling hungry
or vigorous enough to take part in the assault, I allowed the
crowd to pass me.

At last I entered an immense room, almost filled by a large
table, around which most of the places were taken. I installed
myself as well as I could, and a waiter placed boiled turkey
before me, with the traditional English paste-like sauce. I asked
for the bill of fare : it was composed of ten enfrées, but the best
had already been demolished by the first comers, whilst I was
washing my bands. I had hardly sat down when my fellow-
trnv"&llers rose from the table, and were ready to start again ;
and yet people say that the French are quick! I have seen
steam and electricity perform marvels in the way of speed, but
they are surpassed by the rapidity with which an American
will gulp down a meal; it is legerdemain applied to gastro-
nomy. ’

A bell rings, and I run out at once. It is only the first signal.
A snow-storm is whirling round five or six locomotives. One

“of them is shunting, and getting ready to start; is it the train

that I should go by? There is not a railway official or placard
from which I'can get any information. I question three or
four gentlemen in vain. What am I to do? I catch sight of
a grocer standing at his shop-door, and as I do not care to be
taken back to Batavia, Tonawinda, or Canandaigna, I address
myself to him, and, being a polite and obliging man, he directs
me to my train.

We make our \way through a terrific storm, which quite
obscures our view.’ Night comes on, and the travellers get outat -
the different stations, until I am left alone in my compartment.
At Lockport most of the carriages are taken off, including -the
sleeping-car, from which a man descends. He seems in a bad
humour, and the guard is obliged to tell him three times
that he must get into my compartment if he wishes to go to
Niagara. The door opens, and Sir John makes his appearance.
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Our eyes meet. He arranges himself in a way so as to give
me his back ; I imitate him, and thus we proceed on our way.

Has chance thrown us together ? It is most probable. In’

short, the English tourist is a man of my own age, well-educated,
and able to speak French fluently. Everything should draw us
together, and so much the more as we are fifteen hundred
leagues from the Channel; but it appeared that we were not
meant to come to a friendly understanding.

The locomotive stops. What has happened ? The darkness
is intense. A continual noise, like the rustling of leaves in a
forest caused by a hurricane, reaches us. ‘I'he guard makes his
appearance.

“Do you gentlemen wish to cross the bridge ?”

“What bridge?”

“The great suspension bridge. We can take you to the
other side of the Niagara, but travellers generally prefer to get
cown here, and crcss over on foot.”

I did not understand the motive for this preference until the
next day ; nevertheless, I followed my rival’s example, and
jumped out of the train.

Nothing was visible around us save a far-off light, which
marked the place of our destination. Directly we had started
we found ourselves sinking in a quagmire at every step. Sir
John grumbles, whilst I laugh, and our troubles are mutual.

“Where are we? where can we find an inn?” I asked of the
guard.

‘I am going to shunt the train ; will you wait for me ?”

I was obliged to resign myself to my fate. After waiting a
quarter of an hour, and when I was beginning to shiver with
cold, the guide appeared. He took me to a stove, and then
led me to a tdble amply provided with food, and lastly, showed
me a comfortable room where I should have slept soundly had
it not been for the unceasing roar of the cataract.

I was up next morning before daybreak, which only resulted
in trying my patience to the utmost. To pass the time away I
went all over the immense hotel, now deserted and silent, but
in summer filled with six hundred travellers at a time. As soon
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as it was light I took up my station at a window, and looking
in the direction from which the thundering noise I had heard
all night seemed to proceed, I expected to see the first rays of
the sun illumine the Falls. However, nothing of the kind was
visible. I could only see a few houses, and roads seamed with
ruts ; the hotel was more than a mile from the Falls.

I left my post after making this grand discovery, and went
downstairs just in time to see.Sir John start off alone in a fly;
he had been more thoughtful than “myself, and had made
inquiries and ordered a carriage the evening before. He looked
at me, and his smile caused me a slight feekng of vexation. It
was ten o'clock before I was, in ﬁ\y turn, in possession of a
carriage and guide. The sun showed. itself at rare intervals
through the clouds : a bleak north wind swept the six inches of
snow which covered the ground, and the horses could only get
slowly along. The dull thundering sound, which no compari-
son can give an idea of, became more marked. I ensconced
myself in the cushions of the carriage until my guide said, in a
phlegmatic tone—

“The Falls.”

For a long while I remained lost in ecstasy, silent, over-
powered. I did not think, I simply gazed with awe on the
falling mass of water, and the yawning abysses, in this weird
scene. It was a fine spring day when I first saw the ocean ;
the peaceful waves were gently rippling over the shore: my
expectation had been deceived. Here, on the contrary, as
when I first entered a virgin forest, the spectacle surpassed all
that I had dreamt of : my imagination was outdone.

An hour previously 1 hadgadmired the fine engravings on
the walls of the hotel reffr'esenting Niagara under aspects
familiar to all; clumps of green trees, gravel roads, pretty
villas, fine ladies and gentlemen walking about, groundsas well
kept as an English park. Winter had effectually transformed
this scene ; before me stretched a desolate, rugged, gloomy land-
scape. The rocks which on the United States side are seen at
intervals, their black masses standing: out boldly through the
clouds of spray, were now hidden under a sheet of ice, whilst
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the snow-covered peak of Goat Island was hidden by the foam- watel
ing water, boiling and dashing against it. I here saw nothing spurs
but a liquid mass, more than a‘ thousand yards wide, advance and |
majestically, and then precipitate itself with overwhelming force ’ Th
into a gulf below. One would have said it was the sea break- close
ing its bounds and deluging the land. I triec
It was some time before I followed my guide, who no longer to do
felt any enthusiasm at the sight of this magnificent spectacle. | . glasse
, His first proceeding was to take me to see the rope, still tated
stretched across the water, on which Blondin had crossed, not this, a
the Falls —which would be impossible—but the Niagara, where tion ¢
its deep, swift water rolls in great, swollen waves. perilol
I afterwards went on to the suspension bridge, a marvel of “subjec
architectural daring. It is more than seven hundred and fifty ., of ice
feet long, and overhangs the river from a height of about two © rock, 1
‘hundred and seventy feet. I followed the side-way for foot ] We
passengers, the centre being a railroad, and I then understood L derstai
that the railway officials were right in consulting the wishes of ' and-all
travellers before taking them over this aérial road, wider but in the
perhaps less firm than that on which Blondin made his omelette. j if not
On reaching the Canadian side I saw the before-mentioned conder
American fall to my left, and in front of me the horse-shoe of columr
the principal fall. The banks along the side of the river rise of the
perpepdicularly to the height of at least three hundred feet; my he:
the continual spray showered from the foaming torrent covers my gui
the snow with a mantle of glazed frost, and wherever the water pieces,
trickles slowly, it forms fine needles of ice, sometimes’ several we met
yards in length. An unexpecteg ray of sunlight illumined the acry o
scene ; arainbow spanned the whirlingeddies ; the rocks sparkled proof d
beneath their icy coating ; the falling water assumed a bluish “Do
tint ; the transparent needles, coloured by the variegated light, ) mulatto
seemed to encase the Falls in a gigantic setting of diamonds. S 3 “No
A negro came up unexpectedly, and offered to take me under , “Are
the curve described by the waters of the lake as they form the “It i
Falls. The whirlpools possess a fascination which I could ' I gay
not resist, and I accepted the offer, in spite of the remon- ‘ rows of

strances of my first guide. Enveloped from head to foot in a ‘ “It it

R R e L e




~ m———

NIAGARA IN WINTER. 75

— - —

waterproof dress, the soles of my boots provided with climbing-
spurs, and a staff in my hand, ¥ ventured on the bank as firm
and polished as a mirror.

The first few steps were easy enough ; then I had to walk
close against the perpendicular side of a smooth rock, to which
I tried in vain to cling to’'preserve my equilibrium ; but in order
to do that, I should have wanted fingers provided with cupping
glasses like flies’ feet. The least false step would have precipi-
tated us into the abyss; my negro repeatedly reminded me of
this, and I was not in a position which authorized a contradic-
tion of his words. Before inviting a traveller to attempt this
perilous walk, the guides ought at least to ask whether he is
*subject to giddiness. The negro told me, that beneath the bed
of ice on which we were treading, there was a path cut in the

- rock, which visitors took in summer.

We were soon under the ice-needles, and I was able to un-
derstand their formation. -The edge of the bank overhangs,
and allows the water to trickle drop by drop, which thus freezes
in the form of stalagmites. The path became more practicable
if not easier; a false step would no longer have been a fatal
condemnation to death. We ventured between the transparent
columns ; suddenly a formidable noisc, which not even the roar
of the Falls could quite stifle, caused me instinctively to lower
my head. It was occasioned by one of the ice-needles which
my guide had disturbed with his staff, and which crumbled to
pieces, awakening a thousand echoes. A few steps further on,
we met a mulatto supporting a benunibed traveller. = I uttered
a cry’of surprise on recognizing Sir John, enveloped in a water-
proof dress like myself.

“Do you come from the cave?” cried the negro to the
mulatto.

“No.”

“ Are you going there ?”

“It is impossible to get there.”

I gave my guide a questioning look. He showed me two
rows of white teeth, from ear to ear, and hastened to reply—

“Tt is difficult ; but, nevertheless, it is to be done.”
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I continued my way ; whilst the Englishman regaled himself
from his flask, and sat down, following me with his eyes.

It was indeed a difficult enterprise. I no longer risked fall-
ing into the Niagara, but many times escaped plunging into the
fathomless basin, hollowed by the Falls, the depth of which
increases every day. Clinging to the ice by the aid of my iron-
pointed staff, or my climbing-spurs, crawling sometimes at full
length, sometimes sideways, rolling to the right and to the left,
not without bruises, and unable to hear a single word of my
guide’s directions, 1 came upon a column of water barring my
passage, but which I must nevertheless pass. I sprang for-
ward ; and I confess I should have been knocked down, had it
not been for my campanion’s firm grasp.

I came off with nothing more than a formidable shower-bath,
and found myself on a black soil in semi-obscurity, and in a
comparatively warm atmosphere. The negro never let go of me
now, and we advanced cautiously together along a narrow path
where two people could not have stood abreast. Before me the
water was rising and faling in mad fury, and covering me with
icy spray. I leant with my back against a rock ; above my head
arched an immense bluish-green vault: it was the Niagara.
After a while the deafening roar caused me unbearable torture.
I wanted to sit down to contemplate, to reflect. Vain efforts !
One determined, imperious, maddening thought alone possessed
me, which was to silence the cataract, and prevent the water
from whirling around me. A stone from the rocks fell at my
feet, on the very verge of the abyss ; I stooped down to pick it
up, and then made a sign to my guide that I wished to return.
I passed under the waterfall again, and directly the sky was
visible I stretched myself on the ice and breathed freely, whilst
my negro smiled placidly.

Was the kind of nightmare, which had filled me with the mad
longing to struggle against the Niagara, occasioned by the cold,
by the want of air, or by a low state of the spirits? I am not
subject to giddiness, and I think a deafening and continuous
noise should be ranked among the infernal punishments.

When I had again passed the needles, I caught a glimpse of
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Sir John near the bank, and was childish enough to wave my
handkerchief, in sign of triumph.

I slowly made my way back, with only a momentary fear
when crossing for the second time the mirror of glazed frost,
- from which I could so easily have slipped into the river. Once
again on the bank, I vowed never again to go under the
Niagara—at least, not in winter.

I afterwards visited Goat Island. I also went up the famous
tower, which American newspapers from time to time announce
as having béen swept away into the gulf which it overlooks ;
a catastrophe which must happen sooner or later. - From the
top of this tower I gazed down into the abyss. I saw the water
advance with giddy swiftness, as though preparing for the leap,
precipitate itself, rise in columns, fall again, finally sweep on
down the slopes, called rapids, and.then flow calmly and clearly
beneath the great suspension bridge."\

I did not fail to visit the banks of 1.ake Erie, whose yellow
waters, lashed by the wind, are continually adding new waifs to
the trunks of trees heaped up on the shore.

I did not get back to: my hotel until evening. There I
learnt that Sir John bad justed started for Buffalo. I was vexed
at this, and felt like a conqueror disposed to abuse his victory.

Buffalo, which I visited next day, is a large, fine city,
with- regularly built streets,” which undoubtedly, on account
of their width, are somewhat monotonous and dull. At the
beginning of the present century Buffalo was only a village,
with scarcely a thousand inhabitants. Although situated at
about three hundred and twenty miles. from the sea, this city,
through Lake Erie, and the canal which connects it with New
York, is now a port of the first importance, and a centre of
manufacture and trade. It is the great place of resort for all
German emigrants, who have gradually turned this part of the
United States into a new Rhine-land.

From. Buffalo I went to Pittsburg, where the rivers Alleg-
hany and Monogahela unite and form the Ohio, one of the
principal affluents of the Mississippi. The Ohio, with its yellow
water, flows between two’ flat shores, and is subject to periodical




78 MY RAMBLES IN THE NEW WORLD.

inundations. This grand river, twice as wide as the Seine at
Paris, falls into the Mississippi at Jefferson, after a course of
1180 miles.

Fifty years ago the country watered by the Ohio was almost
a desert. Travellers scarcely ever ventured on these plains,
formerly inhabited by an industrious people, traces of whom
are found at every step. From the American archaological
point of view, Ohio is the richest of the United States. Un-
fortunately, up to the present day the researches of the learned
have thrown little light on the mysterious people who covered

it with buildings, and whose name is not even known among

the Indians.

The steamer, on board which I had been making my voyage
of exploration, landed me one fine morning at Cincinnati. I
at once went in search of the house where Miss Mary and her
father lived. The doctor received me with all the warmth of
an old acquaintance. His daughter was not, at home, but he
invited me to dinner, and sent at once for my portmanteau,
which I had left at an hotel, declaring that I should sleep under
his roof as long as I stayed in his native town.

“We often talk of you, Mary, John and myself,” said the
old gentleman to me; ‘‘to say the truth, I hardly expected to
see you again.”

I was going to -ask the doctor if he had a son, when a
carriage stopped before the house, and, to my great surprise, in
came Miss Mary, leaning on Sir John’s arm.

“My husband,” said the young lady to me, after having
shaken -hands. v

Then she gave my name to Sir John Burton; so at last we
were introduced to each other.

At dessert I learnt that the young baronet, attracted by

Miss Mary’s charms, had not hesitated to leave England and -

take a berth on board the Scotia at Queenstown. He followed
the doctor as far as Cincinnati, and there formally demanded
his daughter’'s hand. The doctor having required a week’s
delay before giving an answer, Sir John had taken the journey

to Niagara to pass that time as quickly as possible. It was for _
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the sake of propriety that Miss Mary had always accepted jmy
arm on board ; the good Englishman thus regarded me as a
rival, and naturally had a grudge against me.

“Who would ever have suspécted this little romance?” said
I to my new friend, warmly shaking his hand.

“True,” cried the doctor.” “ Who on board would ever have
thought that you were aspiring to become my son-in-law ?”

“ No one but myself, perhaps,” rejoined Lady Burton, blush-
ing, whilst her husband kissed her, and her father hummed the
American national air of ‘ Yankee Doodle”.




SAN' FRANCISCO.

The Chinese theatre—A fellow-countryman—The El Dorado of Cortez—
The village of San Francisco—A rich proprietor—A gaming-room—
A Yankee, Yankee, and a half—‘“ A bird in the hand is worth two in
the bush.”

It was five o'clock in the afternoon, when, beginning to feel
uncomfortably inclined to yawn I made up my mind to leave
the Chinese theatre of San Francisco, where curiosity had
led me. Were the actors indifferent? I do not think so; for
the Chinese by whom I was surrounded were approving the
tirades recited for their bepefit with very significant nods. As
for the piece—an exaggerated drama, as well as [ was able to
judge from the length of the spears with which the actors
threatened each other—in order to appreciate its dramatic
and literary merits, I ought to have understood the Chinese
language, a knowledge in which I was entirely wanting. At
first the costumes, the stage scenery, the music, and the
spectators, had all interested me ; but after watching for two
hours some awkward clowns making grimaces, brandishing their
swords, defying and occasionally assaulting each other without
my havihg the least idea of the reason of their incessant quar-
rels, I began to detest the theatrical art-—in the Chinese form
of course understood.

Whilst doing my best to try and understand for what crime
the young Chinaman who filled the 74/ of the princess was
continually threatened with death, I mechanically climbed one
of the numerous hills on which the capital of California is built.
Leaving the houses behind me, I soon espied a large isolated
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. tree with moss-covered roots, forming a luxurious seat, on which
I comfortably ensconced myself. From this spot, whither
chance had led\me, I had a magnificent view of the city and bay
of San Franciscd, which soon banished the incomprehensible
Chinese 'drama from my mind.

The sun was low in the horizon, and its rays, gilding the blue .
waves of the Pacific, reminded me of that vermilion sea which “
washes the coasts of Lower California, and which also behrs the
name of the Sea of Cortes. Here and there white sails filled by
a gentle breeze wafted a fishing smack over the golden waves,

.
o

Cortez— or indolently bore a vessel to the open sea. Below me lay the
J-room— i immense bay of San Francisco, bristling with masts, from the £
h two in top of which floated the ensigns of all maritime nations ; whilst '
the noises- from the city, with its quays, dts up-and- down hill

to feel streets, and its témporary buildings, soungled in the distance ‘g
o leave like an immense bee-hive at work. M;’ | 1
ity had I was lost ¥n coutemp]ahon, when a voice above me, politely : f$
so; for asking fur a‘hght, interrupted my reverie. I'he new comer held ﬁ
ing the ‘ a cigar in his hand, aud spoke in French. He was a man of %
Is. As about fifty, with a fair complexion, a ﬁr.m, energetic Countun‘ '
able to ance, and piercing eyes. In reply to his requcst, I gave him

actors my fusee-case. He thankud me, aud after taking a few puffs at

amatic his gigar, scat.ed himself qu1et1}' beside me. . '

) X “A fine view, and a beautiful country,” .sald. he, stretching

g. At ' his arn towards the sea, and gradually bringing it round to the

id the hills‘_ ‘ “ o

be iwo “lAre you a Frenchman, sir? .-, I asked, in lieu of reply. '

2 their “Certainly. 1 am from Boulognc-sur-Mer; and what is

vci’thout more, 1 am your next-room ucnghl)our at the hotel de /a Sonore.

t quar- It was on the strungth of l)emg your countryman that I took

e form the liberty of asking you for a light.’

“ Do you live in San Francisco ?”

crime *“ Yes, for the present.” <

38 was /T again looked towards the bay, acrbss which a steamer was

'd one Iﬂassmg, and my companion sumcd to be absorbed in contem-

s built. plation of the city. ) /

“] almost think I am dreaming when I carry my thoughts
' G

olated
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back ten years,” said he, all at once. ‘At that time, sir, you
would see a vessel once a month in this bay, where now thou-
sands*are crowding together. As to the great city lying at our
feet, it then consisted of about fifty houses.”

“Did you ever visit California before it belonged ta the
United States?”

“Yes, in 1845. I had read the old Spanish authors, and 1
knew that Cortez, after the conquest of Mexico, had explored
the coasts of the Pacific in search of the El Dorado. Charles
the Fifth encouraged the conqueror in this enterprise, but the latter
scarcely went further than Lower California. Urged by I know
not what instinct, I set out in search of the land of gold, sought
for in vain by Cortez, and one fine day I landed on this appa-
rently barren coast. [ lived here almost six months. Convinced
that the soil was fertile, the country pleasant, and the climate
healthy, I reselved to settle here ; and, in company with one of
my friends, I bought all the land you can see before you.”

‘““ All the land before my eyes !” I repeated, turning towards
my companion.

‘“All,” replied he, taking short puffs at his cigar; ‘ the land
on which the city is built included.”

“Did the land on which San Francisco is built belong to
you?” I resumed, slowly scanning my words.

“It belongs to me still, if you please, and in such an incon-
testable way that the American Government are now offering
me ten million dollars in exchange for my title of proprietor.”

““ And are you going to accept the offer?” &

“No; I refuse, as I want twenty million.”

I thought I must be talking to an individual slightly de-
ranged in his mind, like several I had seen at the time the gold

fever was bringing so many emigrants to California; but my:

companion spoke so quietly and seriously that I hardly knew
what to think of him.

“Yes,” he resumed at last, “ do what I will I continually see
behind this populous city the miserable village founded by
the Franciscan missionaries in 1776, which, notwithstanding its
good position, had so ill prospered, that when first I came here
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it had a population of scarcely two thousand inhabitants. I
have seen the poor Indians disappear one by one from this
coast where they used to live; everywhere and at all times
civilization is fatal to the coloured races.”

“ By what chance,” said I, “did you beconie possessor of this
land? Did you foresee the future of California ?”

‘“Not the least in the world. As I have told you, I came here
in search of gold, of which there is abundance, as we now know;
but I did not know how to findit. After buying the land which
surrounds us, I was discouraged and weary of wandering about,
so I determined to cultivate the vine, which has always flourished
wonderfully in California. I dreamt of providing the two
Americas with wine, and entering into trading negotiations
with Europe. Unfortunately, I reckoned without considering the
indolence of the natives, and, for want of help, I was obliged to
give up my plans. Having made up my mind to go back to the
Sonore, I tried in vain to sell the lands I had bought, even at
the most insignificant price. I could find no purchaser. I went
away, taking my title-deeds with me; and again I set out in
search of the El Dorado dreamt of by Cortez, and near which I
had just been unconsciously living.”

“How was it you did not put forward your rights directly
after the cession of California to the United States, on the rise
of San Francisco?”

“You forget, my good friend, that the rise of this city has
been in some measure startling. In less than six months the
village, the greater part of which was in my possession, became
a considerable town, and if I had dared mention my rights to
the first emigrants, I should soon have had a bullet through me.
Nevertheless, I could have made good my claims if, as I have
just told you, I had not then been lost in the wilds of La Sonore.
At the present day the right of the strongest is no longer the
only law wih governs this fine country, and I confidently
await my twenty millions of dollars.”

Night was coming on. My companion got up, and I followed
him. . We returned to the town by the Chinese quarter, and in
passing between two rows of little shops lighted by coloured

S
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lanterns, I could quite fancy myself for the moment in a city
of the Celestial Empire.

San Francisco is the most dusty city in the world, for the
hills on which it is built are downs, from which fine white dust
rises with the slightest breeze. Built hastily and at hazard, the
houses are cramped together.on the steepest hills without any
regard to the convenience of foot passengers. The town, at first
built of wood, has been sevgral times destroyed by fire, and is
gradually being reconstructc;% of stone. It is of no use to work
continually for the edificatiod of new inhabitants. San Francisco
is always too small for the population it contains. One must
be veryrich to have a house of one’s own in this city ; thus it is
that the majority of the inhabitants live at hotels. But every
day civilization accomplishes its wonders here ; the streets are
laid out in straight lines, paved, and provided with side walks.
If the police still leave much to be desired, they are neverthe-
less beginning to protect the public against the bands of ill-
doers of all nationalities, who from the first made this a place of
resort. The gold fever has given way to that of agriculture, and
California grain is now to be seen in European markets. There
is no thought of misery in this fortunate city, where paper-money
is unknown ; and at the time at which I am writing the dollar
might be considered as the equivalent of the French franc.
Will this prosperity last? Yes, if one considers that but a third
of the whole country is cultivated, and that vast tracts of land
where European grain and tropical productions might grow,
still remain to be cleared.

After having taken me through the districts of a city, too
often described formeto hazard giving a slight sketch, which
would no longer be true a\‘the present day, my companion in-
vited me to dine with him, and told me his history more at
length. He bitterly complained of his partner, whose exigencies,
he said, prevented the Washington Cabinet from closing the
credit which the incessantly growing city rendered every day
incalculably more valuable. ‘

My companion had accompanied me to my room, where
we talked together until about ten o’clock, when- our conver-
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sation was interrupted by the sound of cries a“-a pistol-shot
below us. '

“IWhat is happening ?"’ I cried.

“Oh! some dispute between two gamblers.”

We went down: the report which we had heard proceeded
from a revolver which its owner had let fall, and which had
discharged itself. I entered the gaming-room, brillignt with
gilding and lights. A score of men with neglected "beards,
dressed in woollen shirts, and pistols in their belts, were sitting
at a table covered with green cloth, gambling and"paying their
stakes with gold-dust. Chinamen were taking round grog,
consisting more of brandy than water, and often receiving from
the fortunate gamesters a pinch of the precious metal. In short,
it was a sorry spectacle, and I did not stop long in this den.

I was obliged to start for Mazatlan the next morning, and at
break of day my friend of the preceding evening awoke me, and
accompanied me to the American schooner on which T was to
embark. -

“Now you know all my affairs,” said he to me, * what would
you do in my place?”

“I should accept the ten millions already offered,” I replied,
‘““and then make for Europe as quickly as possible, to live there
in peace.”’ '

“Pooh ! said he. ““ With my ten millions, which, in fact,
would be reduced to five, since I have to share them, I should
be nobody in London or Paris. Yes, I must have the twenty
millions ; I have nieces to portion.”

Five years later, when riding through Cordova, a small town
situated on the high-road from Vera-Cruz to Mexico, I alighted
before a grocery shop, where I wanted to buy a box of fusees.
What was my surprise on seeing behind the counter my San
Franciscan acquaintance! The Mexican newspapers had spoken
of his lawsuit, then of his imprisonment ; some had even said
that the title-deeds he produced were false. Jonan—I think I
may mention his name without indiscretion—took me into the
parlour behind his shop, and again related his history to me.
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‘He had, in fact, been in gaol, and after two years of imprison-
ment, had succeeded in escaping.

“I ought to have followed your advice,” said he to me; *“but
in order to secure my ten millions, I had the bright idea of
changing the square roods on the title-deeds into square acres.
This little game would have succeeded, and it would have been
a smart piece of business to do the Yankees out of fifty million
dollars ; but, unfortunately, I had a quarrel with my partner.
He wanted the lion’s share, declaring that if I would not yield
to his demands, he would expose me as a forger. I forestalled
him, and made a clean breast of our little businéss to an
American judge. We were imprisoned, but my partner managed
to escape ; and taking advantage of circumstances, in retaliation
the Yankees at once declared all my title-deeds false, and
pocketed the ten'millions, which, if I had listened to your
advice, I should have now possessed.”

This confession, made very innocently, showed me that a
twenty-years’ stay in California can singularly deaden the
conscience of even a Frenchman.

“After all,” said the proprietor of the ground of San
Francisco, “I still have several square miles in La Sonore,
which the Americans will want to seize, sooner or later; but
I shall have my revenge then, for this time my title-deeds are
drawn up in good form: all the same, those Yankees are
notorious scoundrels.”

I have nothing further to tell you, dear readers, than that
this is a true story.
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ﬁ TORTOISE ISLAND.

CHAPTER L

Departure from Havre—Deerfoot—Sefior Baudoin—Count Monistrol and
Baron Martin—The trade winds—Equatorial calm—The phaeton—
An arrest.

Love of one’s country is no imaginary feeling, as modern
utopians pretend. Seven times from the deck of a steamboat I
had seen the coast of France standing out clear against the
horizon, and then disappearing again in proportion as the wind
{ and steam bore us away from the land, and each time my heart
» beat painfully, and I felt a’ strange feeling of oppression. On
these occasions I always take refuge at the stern, and there,
unnoticed by any one, with moistened eyés I gaze on the shore
and cliffs of my native country until there is nothing to be
seen of them but a far-off bluish vapour. I shuddered at the
thought that death might suddenly overtake me when far from
this beloved land, and that my body would lie in strange
ground; but I soon roused myself from these melancholy
thoughts. I was twenty when I went on my first voyage, and
I thought myself more master of my life than it was mistress of
my destiny. It seemed to me impossible that my desires should
not, sooner or later, become realities ; it was only a question of
‘waiting.

I have waited, or rather the hours, days and years have
i rolled on without being waited for. How many buds, on the

b verge of blossoming, have perished without blooming ! how
‘many, which should never have withered, now strew the paths
I have trodden with their discoloured petals! One must blend

the ideal with the real in our lives; but if one would avoid- a
{
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painful fall, ideasd and dreams must not be too lofty: We
should try as much as possible to remember that life never
‘begins again, and that of the two faces she shows us, the past
and the future, the last only really belongs to us.

On the 4th of January, 1853, I was standing on the poop of
a brig, en route for Yucatan. Provided with a telescope, I
watched Havre disappear behind Francis the First’s Tower, which
was pulled down several years ago in order to enlarge the
entrance of the harbour. It was three o’clock in the afternoon,
the sky was black, and the sea rough. After having taken us
out to sea, the pilot lowered himself into his boat, and left us to
our fate ; and the Zampa, tossing and rolling, began bravely to
‘cut through the waves, which seemed to try their utmost to bar
. her passage. A mist soon hid the land from view, and I turned
my looks towards a sea-gull; which was following in our wake,
uttering hoarse cries, and sometimes dipping its wings in the
white foam. It was almost night when the bird flew twice
round thg ship, and then was lost in the mist.

For twelve days the Zampa struggled with this rough
weather.. At meal times, although feeling very uncomfortable,
I took my place opposite the captain and the second mate. The
cold was intense, and the deck, continually swept by the waves,
afforded no shelter. Groans were continually rising from the
depths of the cabin ; and, being able to walk about, I was an
object of envy to my fellow-travellers. Our crew was compesed
of eight sailors, who, through working night and day, were almost
overcome with fatigue. No one on board was lively except
“ Deerfoot,” who was continually humming to himself, and who
might be seen almost at the same time at stem and stern, in
the cabins or in the yards, as though he had the gift of being in
two or three places at once. I followed his example as much as
I could—that is to say, I ferreted about everywhere; but with a
marked disadvantage. If, for instance, I started for the capstan
the same time as Deerfoot, I invariably got there last ; and when
I thought I had reached him, I heard him whistling over my
head, or answering the captain’s call from some corner or other.
It was a curious fact that every one on board was allowed to
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order.about Deerfoot, and the fragile little fellow found means
to satisfy every one. Never did I sée such an active little being ;
and yet he did not belong to thé monkey tribe.

Deerfoot was fourteen years old ; he had well-opened black
eyes, regular features, and a rough head of hair. - He was:born
on the coasts of Britanny, not far from Piriac.  During the thrée
years in which he had sailed as cabin-boy, Deerfoot had visited
India; Brazil, Newfoundland, and Oceanica. When I could
persuade him to talk for a minute, I léd him on to tell me about
his voyages, and nothing was more amusiig than the remarks of

“this keen observer ; and, after all, of all the countries he had
seen, one only seemed to him beautiful, fertile, gay— his own. -He
knew of nothing superior to the cottage where he was born,
where his mother was waiting for his return. The voyage to
Yucatan, where the yellow fever is so prevalent, is always well-
paid, and an increase of salary had tempted the cabin-boy to
visit Campeachy instead of New York. Deerfoot had his
theories : he firmly believed in Geod, and not at all in the yellow
fever ; or rather, according to him, the disease would only attack
silly people. - He only thought of one thing, which -was the
seventy-five francs which his voyage was to gain him. He re-
garded his seventy-five francs as an inexhaustible mine, and the
Zampa would not be able to contain the things he intended
‘buying for his mother with this sum so hardly earned. Deer-
foot had hardly reached the age I spoke of, when one thinks
one’s self master of one’s life. It is an undeniable fact that
I quite forgot the bad weather when I was able to get a few
minutes’ conversation with the little sailor. He repeated his
words a little, as blunt, honest hearts have a way of doing, but
one was never tired of listening to -him,

The life of a passenger on board ship is insupportable ; the
idleness to which one is condemned makes the time seem
doubly long, and the unfortunate traveller carries his weariness
from stem to stern, and from deck to cabin. - One cannot always
read, the walks backwards and forwards become irksome ; never-
theless, exercise is beneficial. Thus it is that directly I go on
board a vessel, 1 place myself in apprenticeship and try to make
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myself useful for thy own sake. I go up into the yards, I learn
the names of.the rigging, how to ‘manage the helm, and the
hundred and one ways of tying a knot. Provided with this
knowledge, I help the sailors in their work—at least, I look as
if I were belping them, which gains their friendship. Without
counting the captain, the second mate, and Deerfoot, I soon
‘had other friends on. board the Zampa ; these were Mathurin,
John, and Pornic. I do not know whether I ought to reckon
‘Baudoin among the number.

Baudoin lived on deck in the boat placed near the mainmast.
He was rather bad-tempered, and never left off grumbling.
Gifted with a formidable, and not at all delicate appetite, he was
never satisfied. Deerfoot ofteén reproached him on this account.
‘However, this sulky, surly Baudoin was very good friends with
me. I often obtained leave in the mornings for him to be
allowed to walk about the deck ; and the poor creature, as little
accustomed to the pitching as to the rolling, tried to follow me,
stumbling, picking himself up, and then, infuriated, taking
refuge in his last resource of grunting. We had to use force to
get him reinstated in his boat ; for the captain, a strict observer
of rules, would never allow a passenger- of the ’tween decks. to
ascend the steps leading on to the poop. The reason of this
rigour is not wanting in logic: a cabin passenger pays about
twenty pounds, and a passenger of the tween decks only twelve ;
now, a sum of six pounds makes a gulf between two men, the
depth of which is only known to those who have experienced a
long sea voyage.

At first sight one might think that a second-class passenger
was necessarily an inferior being in every respect to a first-class
passenger. Well, it may be strange, but such is not the case.

‘In my seven voyages—I do not recall them for the sake of '

boasting—I have met with as many well-educated and intel-
lectual men below the poop a$ above. I err: Baudoin was
superior to no one ; he was less a passéniger than a victim, and

the captain was right in excluding ‘him from the ‘reserved
enclosure. ‘

Baudoin was a victim! The shipowner’s orders allowed of
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nd weakness on the part of the ‘captain ; he was to have the
prisoner executed as soon as we should have reached a certain
degree of latitude. What was the crime of the unfortunate
creature? Alas' that incident to hisrace : he was good to eat.
One evening, a fortnight after leaving Havre, as the wind had .
subsided for the moment and was content with filling out the
sails, the captain, smoking his pipe on deck, answered Baudoin’s
grunting by bragging to me of his cook’s talents. The bad
weather had so far prevented the head steward from making a
display of his culinary science. After the execution of Baudoin,
I should eat—so the captain assured me—black puddings,
sausages, ham, brawn, and bacon, such as I had never eaten
before. This little enumeration is, I suppose, enough to let
my readers know that Baudoin belonged to that class of pachy- *
dermous animals of which Mr. Isidore Geoffrey had made the
family of the Swu//iens, and which are called boars, sows, or hogs,
according to their sex or age.

In passing, I may remark that, with fowls and turkeys, the
animal that served as a\dog to St. Antony is one of the greatest
resources in long voyages. It is known at what epoch turkeys

-were civilized ; but no onpe can tell the original type of the pig,

so well-modified and transformed by English breeders. As for
the  fowl, it is thought to be a native of Persia, and what is
known .for a fact is, that India from the remotest times has
furnished us with this useful species of bird. 'On the other
hand, Europeans were greatly surprised to find domestic fowls
in all the South Sea Islands. At Qualan, an island situated

between the group of the Carolines and the Mulgravian

Archipelago, although fowls were very plentiful, they were not
used for food by the natives, who only learnt that they were
good to eat from the crew of /2 Coguille. Fowls,. turkeys,
pigs, dogs, cats, horses—in fact, all domestic animals—vary
very much in form, plumage, or skin, which greatly perplexes
naturalists.

Climate has undoubtedly a great deal to do with these
transformations, and it is to this that must be attributed a
peculiarity met with on the south coast of the Gulf of Mexico,
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where one finds fowls with black flesh. Althoungh disagreeablé
to look at, these negro fowls are quite 'as tender and savoury as
any others. Do you doubt, my reader, that there is a country
where ‘black fowl is served up at table? I have many times
been asked to take some, and have helped others to it.

Five weeks after leaving Havre, we were sailing on a tepid
sea in splendid weather, and évery one on board the Zampa
had forgotten the hardships of the first fortnight. Four good
mothers of families, with their children, had successively made
their appearance on the 'tween decks,. accompanied by four
working-men, the fathers of this little colony.

At the table where I had for so long kept company with the
captain’'and the second mate, 1 now found the widow of a plan-
ter, a good lady, but rather affected ; then a fat gentleman, who,
from his thick gold chain, his trinkets, studs, and rings, I took
at first for a jeweller. I was mistaken. I was in the presence
of a banker, who, having bought some land at Yucatan, was
going to inspect it with a view to colonizing.

Twenty-four hours after Mr. Martin, Count Simeéon de

Monistrol made his appearance. He was young, well-dressed,-

neithe - plain nor handsome, but a great fop. . As soon as he had
taken s place next to the widow, he talked to me of hardly
anything else than his horses, his shooting grounds, his estates,
and, in lieu of ancestors, of his money. Noisy discussions took
place between these two passengers, who had no sympathy with
each other. The captain listened to their discussion with a
knowing look, only interfering when it verged upon a dispute.
As for myself, I found Monsieur Simeon too aristocratic, and
Mr. Martin too wealthy, not to keep me at a distance. ‘

In revenge, I paid attention to Dofia Mencia and her
daughter Clara, amiable Spanish ladies, living in Yucatan,
but who had been brought up at Paris. Dofia Mencia was a
relative of one of my friends at Mexico ; so we willingly enough
formed an acquaintance. Nevertheless, we were much amused
at our companions’ discussions, especially when Monsieur
Simeon de Monistrol styled Mr. Martin the daron ; a title which
we all soon adopted for the Creesus.

B e e ——

- -

The
time &
when |
‘tween
thus ti
I prep
which
Dofia .
and th
wardrc

Dee
every
amuse:
work, |
togk tc
the les
profite
rather
rise to
lessly t

One
whom
snatchi
upon r
a bleec
and th
from n
bert hz
all was
the po
the op)
tality a
the ma
no repl
close b
the firs
me ;
take a



N —

e ————

\

TORTOISE ISLAND. 93

The confidence shown me by Dofia Mencia drew on me from
time to time a sarcastic remark from these gentlemen, especially
when they saw me talking familiarly with the passengers of the
‘tween decks. These good people knew nothing of America,
thus they were glad of any information I could give them ; and
I prepared them somewhat for the difficulties and annoyantes
which they would be sure to meet with in this foreign land.
Dofia Mencia and her daughtes took great interest in the women
and the children, and every day distributed some of their own
wardrobe among them.

Deerfoot, who had been obliged to serve as general valet to
évery one, rose still higher in my esteem. The sea no longer
amused itself with playing him bad jokes and doubling his
work, so that the cabin-boy had now a little leisure. I under-
took to teach him to read ; but soon Miss Clara reblaced me at
the lesson hour, as, taking the advice of the second mate, I
profited by the fine weather to devote myself to fishing, or
rather to letting out lines, which, after having floated from sun-
rise to sunset on the surface of the golden sea, returned fruit-
lessly to their box. ’

One day, a sailor of the name of Lambert, the only one with
whom I was not intimate, brutally struck little Deerf"ft. I
snatched the lad from the coward’s grasp, which acti a drew
upon me a volley of coarse insults. Stunned by the blow, with
a bleeding face the poor little lad crept up to Baudoin’s boat,
and there wept in silence, his sense of honour preventing him
from making any complaint. This was not the first time Lam-
bert had ili-treated the poor cabin-boy. In the evening, when
all was quiet, and the captain and I were smoking together on
the poop, Lambert came up to take the helm. I at once took
the opportunity of speaking in a loud voice of the sailor’s bru-
tality and insolence ; and the captain, who was ill-satisfied with
the man’s service, severely reprimanded him. Lambert made
no reply ; but when he was relieved from his watch, he passed
close by me and swore that he would throw me in the sea on
the first favourable opportunity. The threat did not frighten
me ; nevertheless I had received a warning, and not caring to
take a bath in the open sea, I kept on my guard.
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Three days after this, the captain came on deck just as
Lambert was again ill-treating Deerfoot. : The.commander of.
the: Zampa was a kind man, but he strictly enforced discipline.
Lambert received a rough shaking in his turn ; and-the captain
threatened to give him over to the first man-of-war we met,.
where he would learn obedience. Grumbling fiercely between
his teeth, he declared, that not only would he throw me into
the sea, but that he would send Deerfoot and the captain after
miey which threat .very. much alarmed Dofia Mencia and: her
daughter. :

‘We were.in search of the trade winds, which always blow.in

the direction of the diurnal movement of the sun; that is to
say, from east to west. This phenomenon very much terrified
the companions of Christopher Columbus ; for seeing the wind
blow ‘persistently in the same direction, they feared they should:
never get back to: Spain. Science now explains the natural:
cause of these tiade winds. They are composed of an upper
and lower current, produced by the unequal heat of two bodies:
of air, which thus glide one over the other to recover their
equilibrium. Before this discovery, the cause of the wind was
attributed to the rotation of the earth, the movement of which
was thus almost palpable.

If sailors are eager to find the trade wind, they feel, never-
theless, some apprehension in approaching the equator; they
dread the equatorial calms, which seem as though of eternal
duration.” There is not a breath of wind ; the ship lies motion-.
less ; the sun’s rays fall vertically on the deck, melting the:
pitch which joins the planks of the ship, and the sea is as
smooth' as glass, without the slightest movement. A month
may pass thus before a tempest liberates-the ship from this too:
placid serenity. Water and provisions become exhausted ; the:
sailors, wearied by this monotonous calm, intently watch the:
horizon, and pray for the storm, which may prove so formidable
to them. :

Nothing in the way of disasters and vexations seemed to be
wanting during our passage, and one morning we found our-:
selves caught in one of these disastrous calms. - The captain
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became irritable ; the count and the baron, being unable to:
breathe, wer.* at last obligéd to postpone for a time their inter-
minable discussions. The ship; transformed into a furnace, was
uninhabitable ; thus we wecre obliged to live on deck. Assisted
by the second mate, I made a sheltered seat on the poop for
Dofig Mencia and her daughter, who were stifled in their cabins ;
and every evening, turning towards the setting sun, we whistled
for a breeze—an infallible means of obtaining one, according to
the sailors.

We whistled for a week ; and the cloudless sky tinged the
sea with a deep blue. Seated at the stern of the Zampa, 1 spent
many hours examining the transparent water, and gazing into
its fathomless depths. Sometimes a sea-monster would make
his appearance quite ‘close to us: a whale according to some,
and a shark according to others; but it never stayed long
enough for us to determine its real form. The Zampa, more
motionless than if she had been lying at anchor in a river,
creaked mournfully. There was not the slightest current ; the
things we threw overboard floated round the ship, and I was
invariably unsuccessful in my fishing.

One afternoon we received a visit from a phaeton, commonly
called a ring-tail. The phaeton lives between the tropics of
Cancer and Capricorn ; its manner of flying is graceful, and
very powerful. The magnificent bird at first hovered above
us, with outstretched wings, as though it were fastened to the
sky ; then, swooping gently down, it flew round our masts, and
again soaring upwards, disappeared from our sight with a few
strokes of its wings.

On the same day, hastily ascending from the hold, where he
made frequent inspections, in fear of a fire through spontaneous
combustion, the captain ran to his cabin and reappeared, armed
with a revolver. On a sign from him, Deerfoot violently rang
the bell on board, to give an alarm. Passengers and sailors
hurried on deck.

“Seize that wretch |” cried the captain, pointing to Lambert,
‘““and bring him to me.”

Lambert turned pale, and tried to get into the shrouds ; but,
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seeing Mathurin in his way, he threw himself into an attitude
of defence. On a second order, the sailors soon secured their
companion.

“ Put him in irons ! ” said the commander, sharply.

Then, whilst they were obeying him, and we looked on at
this strange scene, the captain spoke rapidly to the §econd mate,
who, whilst he listened, shook his fist at the prisonér.
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Scarcity of fresh water—The calm— Flying-fish— Dorado— Tropical grass ﬁed, b
—>St. Domingo—Tortoise Island—Freebooters and piratés—An un- oblige
expected meeting. ously-

‘ “Martir
Hap Lambert killed one of his mates? They were all capable but tk

of defending themselves, and none of them disposed to be ill- and s
treatad. Deerfoot was walking about the deck, so that he was offerec
out of the question. Although the sailors had unhesitatingly of the
obeyed their captain’s orders, they did not seem very ill-dis- ration
posed-tewards their companion ; they even smiled after having only o
exchanged a few words with the helmsman, who h#d just come Nex
up after the captain from the hold. cans,
“The beer ration will be doubled now,” said Mathurin to distrib
Pornic. “If the shipowner had an idea of this, it would be chalk,
enough to prevent him from sleeping.” sea-wa
“ Provided there is enough on board.” . nor v¢
“'There is too much,” replied Mathurin. “ For my own part, soap.
I stowed away forty or fifty barrels.” i I m
“To the pumps !” cried the second mate. a new
The work at the pumps was an exercise in which I always literall
joined ; so I ran to my post. The Zampa had been recently | enforc
repaired, and seemed proof against anything, and the work dence,
at the pumps might be considered as a simple precaution. This t  at onc
time, to my great surprise, water was flowing from the ship’s found
sides ; and I afterwards learned that Lambert, in an excess of mad The
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folly, had bored holes through all the reservoirs containing our
supply of fresh water, and it was this precious reserve that we
were throwing into the sea ! y

Nevertheless, the offence, grave as it was, did not seriously
annoy me. I knew what an enormous supply of wine and beer
the. ship contained, and the idea of thirst and ‘its intolerable
sufferings was done away with. The culprit, humble, dumb,
and struck with consternation, was placed at the foot of the
mainmast near Baudoin, who protested against this by energetic
grunts,

At dinner time we found the dishes rather salt, and the cook
was accused of having a heavy hand. The poor steward justi-’
fied himself by saying, that for want .of fresh water he had been
obliged to use sea-water, to which—he assured us quite seri-
ously—we should accustom ourselves in a fortnight. Mr.

Martin drank the wine pure, M. de Monistrol did the same;
but the ladies, from habit, were wanting water every minute,
and sadly turned away their heads when Deerfoot roguishly
offered to draw some from the ocean for them. The passengers
of the ’tween decks were as pleased as the crew at the double
ration of beer distributed among them. The captain was the
only one who seemed at all anxious.

Next morning, at the time Deerfoot usually filled our cabin
cans, he was less parsimonious than usual, and generously
distributed a liquid full of salt, soda, potash, magnesia,
chalk, iodine, etc. By reason of which numerous ingredients,
sea-water has the vexatious property of neither cooking meat
nor vegetables, and of stoutly refusing all combination with
soap.

I must confess that Lambert’s trick now appeared to me in
a new and disagreeable light. At the end of a week, we were
literally dying of thirst, doublyffitensified by the air, and the
enforced use of pure wine. One afternoon, guided by Provi-
dence, a score of flying-fish settled on our deck. The steward
at once seized the clumsy creatures, and cooked them, and we
found their white, delicate flesh a great luxury.

The flying-fish, or exocet (a word derived from the Greek,
: H
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meaning owf of ifs house), is about the size of a herring. Its
back has a beautiful bluish tint, and its pectoral fins, which are
large, allow of its not only rising in the air, but of its skimming
over the ocean at a distance of about a yard from the water.
The flying-fish is often seen under the tropical rays darting like
an arrow, flying from the pursuits of the hungry dorado, which
often snaps up the fugitive just as its dried fins oblige it to fall
back into the water. ,
When the sea is calm, the exocef, which almost always flies
horizontally, goes for several hundred yards; but when the
water is rough, it springs from wave to wave, and seems to bound

like the flat stones with which children amuse themselves in

making ducks and drakes. They almost always swim in shoals,
and they spread themselves out by millions around ships, the
enormous bulk of which probably astonishes them.

Twenty-four hours after the capture of the exocefs, just as I
was drawing in my line, which floated from morning to night at
the stern, I felt something heavy at the end, which augured
well. Little by little, with Deerfoot’s assistance, I landed a
dorado, a yard long, the brilliant colour of which was a cause of
general admiration. The fine fish struggled for a long while in
painful agony, and its body assumed suecessively all the colours
of the rainbow, a phenomenon well known to sailors.

A slight cloud was at last seen on the bluish horizon, and
was hailed by loud hurrahs from the crew. It floated along,
grew larger, and then was lost in the golden mist of the setting
sun. I awoke in the middle of the night; it seemed to me
that the ship, leaning on the port side, was creaking more
than usual. I was not deccived; we were moving, and
the masts of the Zampa were furnished with sails. Setting foot
on deck, I uttered a cry of surprise ; we were surrounded by
tropical grass; we might have thought ourselves in the midst
of an immense prairie.

The onward progress of the vessel enlivened us a little, and
we wanted something to cheer us up, for we felt low-spirited and

dull enough. The crew had begun to feel the bad effects of the

want of fresh water, and to complain of it. Our lips were
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'S parched and bleeding, and the wine, far from appeasing the
€ intolerable thirst to which we were a prey, only served to
g increase it. The women especially suffered from this state of
r. ‘ things. Mr. Martin would havz willingly given a thousand
e crowns, and M. de Monistrol one of his castles, to any one who
h could have offered him a glass of pure fresh water, as each of

jo—
p——

them remembered having quaffed with delight.

3 Campeachy, the place of our destination, was still too far

) off for it to be possible for us to reach it without renewing our
supply of fresh water; our health would have failed, and the
captain thought of putting into port. He resolved to take us to

. Tortoise Island, in order to avoid paying anchorage, pilotage,
and tonnage dues, required of every vessel which enters a

: ' harbour open to commerce. Thus the bow of the Zampa was

turned in this direction.

i I was pleased with this slight alteration of the ship’s course,

: and not at all sorry te visit the ancient fortress of the bold

} pirates who, in the fifteenth and sixteenth centuries, were the

o s TV oW

~
N o

cause of so much harm to Spanish commerce, and gave St.
Domingo to France. On the 25th of February, the day ofi’\’
which we ought to have reached Campeachy if our passage had
been accomplished regularly, we came in sight of the French
.} cape, and, coasting alongside the large island of Hayti, we saw
rising to our left the crests of the Cibao Mountains. The
Island of St. Domingo, called Hispaniola by Christopher Colum-
bus, was, in 1495, the seat of the first European settlement in
, America. It became legally French at the peace of Ryswick
3 —that is to say, in 1697. A century later, the Natiogal
Assembly having decreed the emancipation of the negroes, the
result of this liberal proceeding was the massacge of the white
people, and Hayti proclaimed its independence.
* The sight of land increased our sufferings, and the captain
had hard work to resist the passengers’ entreaties that we might
land at once ; ‘but he had the shipowner’s interests to consider
before us. . So he shut himself up in his cabin to avoid our
complaints. The wind was favourable, but still the Zampa’s
progress did not satisfy our impatience.

2
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Under any other circumstances, this unexpected @é/our in
our voyage would have been full of interest, and we should
have left the land behind us without any feelings of regret. As
fishing boats were sailing between us and the shore, we hoped
to see one come near enough to sell us fruit or to give us a
supply of water. Vain hope ! In order to get what we wanted,
we should have been obliged to make signals and heave to;
and our captain had but one care, which was to advance and
make up for lost time.

Often very pretty birds, led by their own caprice, or carried
by the wind, would perch among our rigging, and then as
unexpectedly fly away again. I even met with a poor butterfly,
with purple and blue wings, which I presented to Dofia Clara.
Placed by the young girl in a luxurious bed of cotton wool at
the bottom of a little box, the beautiful lepidoptera succumbed
during the night ; which I believe cost its new mistress a tear.

Crouching at the foot of the mainmast, a victim, like
ourselves, to his wicked prank, Lambert would look at us with
wild, hopeless eyes. Discipline, without which a long voyage
would become impossible, required that he should be given over
to the first man-of-war we met; and there the unfortunate
creature would have to serve for a year or two, in addition to
the corporal punishment he would receive. The women, not-
withstanding their sufferings, were the only ones who had
self-denial and goodness enough to pity the prisoner.

I am wrong. Deerfoot, under pretence of attending to
Baudoin, who owed a prolongation of his life to the want of
water, often lingered near Lambert and talked to him.

“If he had the chance, sir,” said the good little cabin-boy to
me, ‘‘he would not do it again, for he is dreadfully sorry for his
wickedness. He has already served on board a man-of-war ;
and with the bad character he will get’from here, he will
scarcely be able to find another berth.

He says it was not his
fault, it was his bad temper.

He has asked me to forgive him
for havwing beaten me, and he is even sorry at having insulted

you. you know, sir, we ought to try and beg the captain
to let him off.”
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Dona Mencia and her daughter had soon drawn up a
petition ; but the second mate, to whom I spoke of the proceed-
ing, assured me that it would be useless. The captain would be
obliged to give strict account to the shipowner of the events on
board, especially when they had such serious results as those
which at present were taking us to Tortoise Island. On the
other hand, to allow such an infraction of discipline to go un-
punished, would be to make the captain appear unworthy of his
position as commander. Nevertheless, far from being discour-
aged by these reasons, Dofia Mencia resolved to wait until the
reservoirs should be full of water, and the nearness to port make
all hearts less implacable.

“T shall beg the captain so hard that I shall obtain at least
an alleviation of this poor sailor’s punishment,” said Dofa
Clara. “T ask you as a favour,” added she, looking at me be-
seechingly, “ not to complain so loudly nor so often of being
thirsty before the captain ; I have noticed that it irritates him
still more against Lambert.”

I promised, and kept my word.

At last the coast of St. Domingo disappeared ; a bluish line,
which grew rapidly larger, stretched before us. It was Tortoise
Island. The followers of Columbus must certainly have ex-
perienced a lively joy when they first discovered America ; that
is to say, the Island of Guanahani, or San Salvador. I doubt,
nevertheless, whether their joy was greater than ours at the
sight of the tall mimosas which border the northern coast of the
ancient pirate stronghold.

Although about thirty miles in length, Tortoise Island is
only accessible by the channel which separates it from Hayti.
All its northern coast iss surrounded with rocks; but our
captain, whom I then suspected of having once been a smuggler,
seemed to know all the ins and outs of the coast lying before us.
Towards five o’clock the Zampa, skilfully steered, entered a little
creek and cast anchor about a mile and a half from land.

The long-boat was, got ready, lowered, and loaded with
empty casks. My reputation as a worker gained for me, as well
as two of the passengers of the ’tween decks, the good fortune
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of taking part in this expedition. This favour provoked
energetic protest from Baron Martin and the Count de Monis-
trol, who seemed to consider this privilege as a want of respect
to them. 'T'he captain left these august persons to grumble to
their hearts’ content, and got into the boat where three sailors
and Deerfoot had already taken their places. Night came on
as we landed.

Rolling the barrels along, we began to climb the rocks, which
was no easy matter when, like the burden of Sisyphus, the casks
were continually threatening to fall back on us. When we had
reached the summit of the rocks, the captain seemed to hesitate
for a moment ; then, giving us the order to halt, he descended
the hill-side. After a quarter of an hour’s absence he returned,
visibly satistied. Following his steps, at the risk of being
crushed by the fall of our barrels, we came to the source of a
small stream gushing from a rock, into the basin of which I
unceremoniously plunged with a cry of delight.

The first cask was filled, an operation which took no less than
two hours. Not wishing to lose time, nor be surprised in the
act of landing, the captain was anxious to set sail again at break
of day ; thus he urged us on to work without intermission. But
if the barrels were filled without any trouble, it was no slight
work to get them back to the shore. I had to remain and watch
the thin stream of water which a zinc gutter, brought for this
purffose, conveyed straight to the bung-holes of the casks ; whilst
my companions, perspiring, panting, and relieving each other
from time to time, were occupied in rolling the casks to the
shore. On their return, they told me that the captain, Deerfoot
and Mathurin had gone back to the ship, taking the water,
which we found so delicious, to the poor creatures so anxiously
waiting for it.

When the sun rose, only three of our barrels were embarked.
The workmen, overcome with fatigue, stretched themselves be-
side the fourth cask and went to sleep. I had neither the
courage to blame nor oppose them taking their well-earned rest,
and in the meantime amused myself botanizing.

The island being well-populated, I was surprised to see no
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trace revealing the presence of man, and more astonished still
that the approach of the Zampa had not attracted any of the
inhabitants. We were at the bottom of a gorge, where only a
few mimosas were to be seen growing here and there. 1
climbed the slope in front of me, and as soon as I reached the
top, I looked down into a deep valley which 1 could see, as
well as another low range of hills. I caught sight of a hut in
the distance, and was rather startled by suddenly hearing a
cock crow, and then a dog bark.

I sat dowp, happy at being able to see trees, flowers, blrds,
and butterflies, after spending so many days between sea and
sky ; it wgs an infinite pleasure to tread on firm ground, and
inhale th¢ fragrant odours. It seemed strange to be on this
island, which owes its name to its form, and plays an important
part in the history of France. I recalled to mind the names of
the bold pirates whose histories have becn related by Oexmelin
and Archenholz, heroes who, after having taken Panama in 1670,
Maracaibo in 1677, Vera-Cruz in 1683, Carthagena in 1697,
would perhaps have conquered America, had their policy been
equal to their courage.

I remembered that the first adventurers who settled on
Tortoise Island came from the Island of St. Christopher, then
possessed both by the English and French. After disembarking,
the new comers at once divided themselves into three classes,
which are often mistaken one for the other : the duccaneers, or
hunters; the filibusters, or pirates ; the inkabitants, or cultivators.

The buccaneers took their name from the wooden hurdle,
bowcan, which they made use of in drying the flesh of animals
killed for their skins. It was at the expense of the Spaniards,
who made no scruple of occasionally killing them, that the
buccaneers exercised their industry. Bold, brave, and accus-
tomed to a life of hardships, the buccaneers were easily trans-
formed into filibusters.

The latter, who were true pirates, often gave chase to the
Spanish vessels, and sometimes ravaged the coasts of Mexico and
Peru, and made the cities pay ransom. As.to the inhabitants,
people of more regular habits, they slowly and honestly heaped
up fortunes through their agricultural employments.
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The greater part of the French and English adventurers were

Iy
driven from Tortoise Island by the Spaniards, who were incon- the 1
venienced by their proximity. But the buccaneers, under ‘ healt
the command of the Englishman Willis, regained possession of % and s
their fortress, firmly established themselves there, and resumed ' to sec
their excursions on the Island of St. Domingo. The French, than 1
thus consigned to the second rank, demanded aid from their
compatriots, settled in the Island of St. Christopher, and the
Chevalier de Poincy, who commanded in these coasts, listened
favourably to their request. M. le Vasseur, engineer to the
king, embarked on Tortoise Island in 1640, at the head of forty
soldiers, and as many volunteers. The English decamped with- : FUP——
out offering battle, and the conqueror at once employed his men pu
in building the fort of La Roche, which still exists. Ca
Thus master of a little kingdon, Le Vasseur busied himself
in duly administering the government. He repulsed an attack I S)K
of the Spaniards ; but the desire to enrich himself made him I conf
hard, cruel, and unjust, and he was assassinated by two of his hand-t
officers. The Chevalier de Fontenay then took his place, and % manne
the freebooters, sure of finding a protector here, resumed their ' the mu
marauding expeditions. Exasperated by the losses from which } onab
they suffered, the Spaniards had recourse to strong measures, as far ¢
banished the chevalier, and were soon after dislodged by M. de Lam
Rossey, who gave up the island to M. d’Ogeron, the represen- ' Seeing
tative of the French Company in the West Indies. inferior
The filibusters reckon the Englishman Morgan as one of “Id
their most celebrated chiefs ; it was under his command that come t
they took Panama. Pierre Legrand, whose adventurous life ‘ “Hc
was quite a romance, one day, with a boat equipped by twenty- . ! “Ie
eight men, took possession of a Spanish ship carrying fifty-two ‘E took ofl
guns. Nau L’Olannais and Michel le Basque, at the head of y “The
four hundred filibusters, accomplished marvels of daring ; un- dearly.”
fortunately, they were as cruel as they were brave, and animated Lamt
with undying hatred against the Spaniards, they more than once “Ih
dishonoured their victories. Finally, Montbars, surnamed the not hesi
Exterminator, pillaged Vera-Cruz in 1683 ; he was the last of on boar:

the great filibusters. to St. D
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I was in the midst of my reveries, and as the sun rose above
the horizon, I saw the plain stretching at my feet display its
healthy and varied vegetation. Suddenly a rustling of leaves
and sound of broken branches was heard. I got up, expecting
to see some-animal make its appearance ; but it was no other
than the prisoner of the Zampa, my enemy, the sailor Lambert.

CHAPTER IIL l

N

Return to the ship—The captain and Dofia Clara—A man-of-war—The

pursuit—Prisoners !—Baudoin’s departure—The spermaceti whales—
Campeachy—Lambert again—André-Marie.

I (?ICKLY sprang to a tree, and stood with my back against it.
I confess I felt some misgivings, as I had no weapons ; and a
hand-to-hand struggle could only show me in a very practical
manner a truth which I had not the least doubt of in theory :
the muscular superiority of a sailor's arms. Nevertheless, I put
on a brave face, and made up my mind to give blow for blow,
as far as possible.

Lambert had stood still, and was deliberately watching me.
Seeing me pick up a dry branch, which would have been a very
inferior weapon, he held out both his hands to me.

“I do not wish you any harm, sir ; on the contrary, I have
come to beg of you.”

“How is it you are free ?”

“ I escaped this morning by swimming. The ladies on board
took off my irons.”

“There,” thought I, “that is generosity, which will cost me
dearly.”

Lambert drew nearer.

“I have done wrong,” said he to me. “You can see I do
not hesitate to confess my wickedness ; but I don’t want to go
on board a man-of-war ; I want to get my living. I mean to go
to St. Domingo, and take service on board the first American

N
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coasting-vessel that wants a sailor, and to make up for my
wickedness by behaving well.”

‘“ Does not your desertion expose you to some severer punish-
ment in the future, than that from which you are now flying ?”

“It condemns me to exile ; but I have got my liberty, which
I want, as I have told you. Besides, time settles many things.”

“What do you want ?”

‘“A little money, a loan,” said Lambert to me, turning red.
“I have some way to go before I reach the Cape, and the
negroes are not always hospitable.”

I had not been thirsty since the preceding evening; I was
happy at being able to tread the ground, and to hear the birds
warbling ; added to this, the penitent look of the sailor, from
whom 1 had at first dreaded violence, disposed me to be com-
passionate. I could not help pitying the unfortunate creature,
whom an outbreak of passion placed in a position which might
end in a long exile for him. I thought I ought to give him a
little advice, which he listened to patiently enough, whilst at
the same time on the g¢u/ wive for the slightest sound. He
was afraid that his escape was perceived ; that the captain in
his wrath would have a search made for him. A sharp whistle
was heard. 1 ended my lecture by giving the sailor my purse,
which contained five pounds. He pressed my hand warmly,
and at the sound of a second whistle darted off, running down
the wooded slope towards the valley.

I turned round to go back to the spring, and met Mathurin.
The whistling was for me. The¥last cask ought to have been
embarked, and the captain was signalling for us to rejoin the
Zampa. Mathurin did not say a word to me about Lambert,
and I took care not to speak of my meeting with him. On
reaching the crest of the rocks overlooking the sea, I cast a last
look on Tortoise Island, which 1 had no hopes of seeing again ;
then I embarked, taking with me a wonderful bouquet of wild
flowers for Dofia Mencia. ;

It was about ten o'clock, and the captain, attributing the
delay to me, when it was really caused by the fatigue of the
workmen, accosted me rather gruffly on my return to the ship.
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I was silent; the most prudent conduct in dealing with an
irritated man, but my reticence was really due to Dofia Mencia
and her daughter, who from the poop were making signs to me
to be silent, and to go to them.

“Has Lambert spoken to you?” asked the young girl
rapidly, in g low voice.

“Yes; & is now in safety. l’k}f the captain discovered his
escape ?”

“Not yet,” said Dofia Mencia; “and we are not quite easy
about the poor man.”

I glanced in the direction of the old salt, who, anxious to
lose no time in setting sail again, was busy giving the crew
countless orders.

“You would do well to go to your cabing, and shut yourselves
up there,” said I to the ladies. *The aptain does not seem
in the least humour for joking ; and thére will be a tremendous
storm when he finds out the prisoner’s escape.”

“Do you think he will be seriously angry?” asked Dofa
Mencia of me.

“T am quite sure of it,” I replied.

“T shall remain, then,” said Dofa Clara resolutely ; * his
anger might fall on some innocent person, and I am ready to
answer for my deed.”

“ For our deed, my child,” eagerly added Dofa Mencia, kiss-
ing her daughter.

The Zampa had just left the creek, and, with sails spread,
was making for the open sea. The sailors were busy in the
rigging when one of them, perched on the topmast, cried—

“Ship in sight.”

The captain sprang on to th® poop, seized a telescope, and
scoured the horizon.

“ A man-of-war,” said he, after a steady examination, *‘ and
she is bearing down upon us. If she is French, I will let her
have Master Lambert, although I lose another half-day by it.”

Whilst speaking, the captain had turned towards the main-
mast. ,

“ By all the powers !” cr{fad he, “ where is the prisoner ?”




108

MY RAMBLES IN THE NEW WORLD.
The brave captain was the only one on board who was not
.aware of the sailor’s escape. Every one felt a slight tremor as
his infuriated glance rested successively on all the bystanders.
As nobody uttered a word, the name of Deerfoot came like a
thunderbolt from the captain’s compressed lips ; and this impe-
rious call was answered by a voice from the top of the mainmast.
Py '“’f‘“‘iﬂ)eg your forgiveness, sir,” said Dofa Clara, advancing
—  towards the captain with clasped hands and tears in her eyes.

The commander took the pipe from his mouth and stood still,
expecting an explanation.

“ Forgiveness for whom ?” asked he at last.
“ For the poor sailor whom I assisted to escape.”

“To escape ! ” repeated the captain, looking at the sea which
surrounded us.

“ Lambert swam to Tortoise Island in the night,” said I, in
my turn.

“ Not with his handcuffs, I suppose?”

“I took them off him,” said Dofa Clara, with a slight
tremble in her voice. |

“Then, is every one captain here except myself?” roared the
old seaman.

“No, no, captain,” I said eagerly ; ‘“you are the sole master

on board the Zampa. You have the right to put Dona Clara

in irons, and not one of us, I swear, will say a word against
this just punishment.”

‘“ By Heaven, sir! this is nothigg to joke about, and you may
learn to your cost that discipline’is no idle word on board the
ship I have the honour to command. Who gave her the key of
the handcuffs ?”

“I did,” bravely answered Deerfoot, turning as red as a
bullfinch.

Without making any remark, the captain began to stride
backwards and forwards, taking vigorous pulls at his pipe, and
muttering incoherent words to himself. Now, when two ships
are making for each other, they meet with incredible rapidity,
and the ship we had hailed was already clearly visible to our

right. The captain examined her several times through his
telescope, and seemed perplexed.
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“Hoist the ensign,” said he to a sailor standing near the
steersman.

In less than five minutes the tricolour flag was waving in
the breeze. The vessel in sight at once responded to our
politeness, and the red and blue Haitien flag was displayed
from her masts.

“That makes all the difference,” muttered the captain. “To
the sails, lads,” he shouted.

In less than ten minutes the Zampa’s course was slightly
altered, and we were sailing parallel with the little man-of-war.
Almost at the same time, the sides of the schooner were
enveloped in a white smoke and a cannon-shot was heard. It
was an order to continue our first route or to heave to and wait.

The captain, humming a French ditty, again carefully
examined his vessel, and then returned to his study of the
schooner.

“This fine tropical bird,” said he after a time, “ would like
us to give account for our landing. Unfortunately, I have not
time to satisfy her curiosity. They are too impatient to see us
at Campeachy. The wind is good, and we are out of gun-
reach ; we will make acquaintance another time. Ieave the
flag on the mast, Mathurin; if we do fly we are not ashamed
of showing our colours.” ’

The captain’s attention being thus suddenly distracted, his
wrath had time to cool down. He spent an hour directing the
sailors and convincing himself that our speed surpassed that of
the man-of-war.  This was an incontestable fact, and the captain
again hummed to himself with an air’of satisfaction. We were
going a little out of our way; but we should resume the right
direction again under cover of night, when we should pass
within gun-shot of the enemy without his seeing us. Thus it
was that the captain, rubbing his hands, came up to Doha
Clara to reproach her for her felony, in a voice which, in spite
of his intention, was not very terrifying.

The young girl, at first threatened with having her little
wrists handcuffed, had not much trouble in obtaining pardon.
One of Deerfoot’s ears was lightly pulled just for the satisfac-
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tion due to discipline, and Dofia Mencia had to submit to a long

lecture which was indirectly meant for my benefit. After all,

it was quite a relief to the passengers and crew of the Zampa
to lose sight of the unfortunate Lambert from the deck.

Baudoin was the only one who had to complain ; his sentence

was pronounced, and the hour of his execution fixed for the
moment we should have lost sight of the Haitien ship.

Following our manceuvres, the schooner tried to interrupt
our route ; the wind was favourable to her and she slowly but
surely bore down upon us, greatly to our captain’s disgust. The
wind suddenly changed, and without the slightest hesitation
the captain ordered to tack about; and as in the time of the
filibusters, there we were flying before the wind from a ship
which suspected us of smuggling, and wanted to know our
reason for landing on Tortoise Island.

The Zampa was not a good vessel for speed except,on a
certain tack ; but our captain understood his business, and we
took an infinite amount of pleasure in the chase which was
given us. Our excitement could not have been greater had we
been flying before a privateer ; one would have thought that
certainly our honour and liberty were at stake. The enemy,
being better manned, was making more speed than we did, and
driving us towards the coast. What had at first seemed to me
a good joke soon became a serious matter. If the schooner
reached us, she would undoubtedly oblige us to go to the Cape,
there to explain our conduct. This would cause a delay and
a series of complications which somewhat troubled the captain.
For a quarter of an hour he regretted his whim, and thought of
making towards the schooner, in order to come to a friendly
understanding with the Haitien commander. But having
weighed the different chances of his plan, and being convinced
by further calculation that the schooner could not reach us
before nightfall, he determined to continue his flight.

Dinner was soon over, and returning on deck, we were
dazzled by the rays of the setting sun. Our vessel was
enveloped in a golden mist ; the sky was red, and magnificent
clouds hovered over the hills on the coast; but this grand
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spectacle was lost upon us, as our attention was riveted on the
schooner. The little ship was still following in our wake, and
had gained enough on the Zampa for us to be able to distin-
guish her rigging and see her crew at work. When the sun
disappeared, another cannon-shot again intimated an order for
us to' heave to; to which injunction Deerfoot replied by dis-
respectfully putting the thumb of his right hand to the end of
his nose, while the other fingers were rapidly'moved up and
down. This vulgar piece of impudence, practised between sea
and sky at more than a thousand miles from Paris, amused us
more than I can say.

M. de Monistrol gaily took part in the chase ; but Mr. Martin
seemed very uneasy.

“ Bullets will come after the powder,” said he; ‘‘and who
will guarantee that one of their balls may not reach me ? ”

“No one, certainly,” replied the captain ; “so in your place
I should take refuge in the hold.”

This question of bullets, brought up by the rich banker, did
not fail to make Dofia Mencia and her daughter rather uneasy,
I reassured them by saying, that if our pursuer thought of
saluting us with a cannon-ball, he would take care to send it so
as to frighten, but not to send us to the bottom. The truth is,
the schooner had perfect right to lodge a hall in the hull of the
Zampa ; and if she had not alrcady done so, it was because the
distance between us was too great.

Night came on, a dark night with no moon, under cover of
which our captain hoped to make good his flight. He ordered
perfect silence on board, and no light was allowed. Towards
midnight the Zampa's course was again changed, and with the
wind favourable, she again sailed in the direction of Campeachy
at a medium speed of not less than eight knots an hour.

I went to bed late, and awoke with a start, at the noise of a
formidable report. Day was breaking. I was dressed, and I
hurried on deck. At less than two hundred yards, a little in
advance of us, was the Haitien schooner, which'this time had
just given us an imperative order to heave to, which would
have been dangerous to brave.
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The sails of the Zampa were one by one lowered, but the
ship continued her onward course, carried by the force of im-
pulsion, and then became stationary.
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Half an hour later, a
boat, manned by six negro rowers, came alongside of us; and

a mulatto, dressed in an overcoat, white trousers, and blue neck-
tie, stepped on our deck. The neéw comer, of gigantic stature,
wore an immense epaulette fastened on to his chest in token of
his position as lieutenant. He came in quest of our captain,
who at this moment was deep in thought and visibly annoyed.
A glass of rum was offered to the Haitien officer, who, after
having helped himself to a second tumblerful, unceremoniously
passed the bottle to his sailors. We could see from the poop
all that was going on on board the man-of-war, whose half-

naked crew were in their turn watching us with no small
curiosity.

-
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The captain of the schooner was a negro. Near him stood a
European, dressed in English uniform. They had taken us for

a slave-ship, and it was a question of reconducting us to

Tortoise Island to make inquiries. As a consolation, the

lieutenant, showing his white teeth, told me that I should have
for my prison the palace built by the sister of Napoleon Pauline
Bonaparte, then the wife of General Leclere, when the latter,

1 at the head of twenty thousand men, who were soon brought
low by the fatal climate, tried, in 1802, to restore St. Domingo
to French dominion.

Just as they were returning to the boat which was to take
off our captain, he suddenly gave orders for Baudoin to be
embarked. The unfortunate guest of the long-boat, disturbed
by such unusual proceedings, began to utter such shrill cries,
that a certain amount of agitation was visible on board the
strange vessel.

“They will think that we are killing their lieutenant, and
will fire upon us !” cried Mr. Martin, in a state of alarm,

Fortunately, nothing of the kind happened ; and in less than
an hour after his departure, our captain came back triumphant.
Baudoin had served as ransom for us. The gift of his elegant
person compensated, in the eyes of the commandant, for the
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infraction of maritime laws we had committed, in landing
where there was no port opened to commerce.

“Ah, well!” said a voice, “I should have been sorry to
have seen poor piggy killed.”

The speaker was Deerfoot, and the poor piggy alluded to
was Baudoin, who passed a sad quarter of an hour, judging
from the cries carried back to us by the breeze.

The Zampa’s sails were unfurled, the crew of the Haitien
vessel gave three hurrahs, the French and Haitien flags were
hoisted as a polite farewell, and, towards nine o’clock in the
morning, we had lost sight of the schooner and the coast of
Tortoise Island.

A fortnight after this adventure, without any other incident
worth notice occurring, except meeting with two sperm-whales,
we were sailing in Campeachy Sound.

At last we entered the harbour of Campeachy, where
European ships come in quest of the precious wood so valu-
able in dyeing.

Campeachy did not escape the marauding attacks of the
filibusters of Tortoise Island, who pillaged it twice; it then
had an extensive commerce in wax, which at the present day
is much diminished. ‘I

I was obliged to go to Tabasco in a coasting vessel, and the
day following our arrival I reluctantly parted with my fellow-
travellers. But see what human greatness amounts to! A
letter from Dona Mencia announcing that she and her daughter
had arrived safely at Merida, informed me at the same time
that M. Simeon de Monistrol was a clerk in a dry goods store,
who had an opening offered him by one of the best houses in
Merida, and that the banker, Mr. Martin, exercised the honour-
able functions of head steward. I now understand our captain’s
sly smiles, who, knowing the social position of these two gentle-
men, chuckled to himself at their pretensions to nobility, their
grand disdainful airs, and their visible contempt for us.

Years passed on. One evening, when at New Orleans, I was
sitting in a small tavern near the harbour, where I had been

taken to taste a plate of fried oysters, the national dish of the
1
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capital of Louisiana, when a sailor entered, and directly he saw
me, came up to me. I had already recognized Lambert.

“How glad I am to see you again, sir,” said he, holding out
his hand to me. “How is it that I have happened to find
you here?”

I answered his question, and motioned him to take a seat
near me.

“Have you made your fortune?” I asked him.

“No; but I bhave earned a good deal of money; for. the
Americans, who are in want of sailors, pay much higher wages
than our shipowners. But my foolish freak made me, and
still makes me, very wretched.”

“How is that?” \

“For two years I have been dreadfully home-sick. I would
give anything to see France again, but I dare not show my
face there. Nothing enlivens me, sir; 1 feel low-spirited and
have no appetite. The doctor on board says that I suffer from
melancholy. I am home-sick, I know that, and I can’t get
over it.”

Lambert spoke in a dejected tone, and suddenly bursting
into tears, refused the oysters and beer which I had ordered
for him. I was deeply touched. He possessed excellent
certificates from the American captains under whom he had
served. So the following day I set<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>