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Through the Heart of Canada 

CHAPTER I 

DOWN NOVA SCOTIA WAY 

To a native born, Canada is a name with which 

to conjure. 

Homeland it is to him, nation-land, empire-land 

—a land rich in historic perspective, absorbing in 

its present life, alluring in a future bounded only 

by the capacity and faith of its people. 

Time is a relative term when applied to a 

country like the Dominion. England is old enough 

to measure her history by a millennium or more; 

Canada by centuries—four since the hardy French 

sailors made their way up the St. Lawrence when 

in their search for China they discovered Canada; 

three since Champlain founded in Quebec the first 

permanent settlement in North America. 

Canada's life is covered by three outstanding 
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Through the Heart of Canada 

periods—in the successive rule of Indian, French, 

and English, as its history falls into three divisions 

—the conquest of the country by England, the 

war of 1812-14, and the forming of Confederation 

in 1867, all epochal events. 

Preceding Confederation there was no nine-

province Dominion, no Greater Britain in the 

twentieth-century sense, no all-Canadian sentiment, 

no Empire spirit. The provinces by the Atlantic 

were looking askance at plans for federation. 

Upper and Lower Canada (as Ontario and Quebec 

were called) were antagonistic, Manitoba was not 

even a name, Saskatchewan and Alberta were in 

the womb of the future, and British Columbia was 

an isolated Pacific territory. 

A vastly different country is the Canada of to

day. East and West are becoming one in national 

spirit and aims. The Rocky. Mountains are no 

longer an impassable barrier between the plains 

of the prairie provinces and the plains of the 

Pacific coast. Halifax is interested in Victoria, 

Montreal in Vancouver, Toronto in Winnipeg 

Confederation has done its work well; it has 

made of its union of provinces a continetit-wide 

land that is growing in wealth and influence as 

it grows in years. 
10 



Down Nova Scotia Way 

There are two Canadas in one within the 

boundary-lines of the Dominion : the Golden West 

and the Silver East—the Golden West, with its 

wealth of grain lands and ranges of mineralised 

mountains, its forested valleys and fish-stocked 

streams ; the Silver East—the ancient Canada— 

made up of the provinces by the sea, whose silver 

shores are lapped by the Atlantic tides and whose 

cliffs face the older world of Europe whence came 

the first pathfinders. 

On this historic soil of Nova Scotia stepped 

the adventurous sons of Old France in their search 

for a new France beyond the waters, followed by 

the equally aggressive sons of Old England in 

their quest for the site of another Britain. And 

because Gaul and Saxon and Celt thus met on 

the shores of an unappropriated continent, the 

latter became a theatre of war for the titanic 

struggle between old-world powers for supremacy 

in a new land. Within the area of ancient Acadia 

many a page of Canadian history has been written 

—in the. annals of L'ouisbourg, of Halifax, of 

Annapolis, of Beausejour. The fight for Acadia 

was an epitome of the larger contest for a 

continent. 

The heart and nerve centre of this eastern end 
II 



Through the Heart of Canada ^ 

of Canada is Halifax : the City of the Citadel, and 

the successor of Louisbourg. Once again out of 

death came life. The levelling of the walls of 

Louisbourg fortress led to the founding of Halifax ; 

the once mighty stronghold of a Erench king on 

the western main of the Atlantic was destroyed 

in order that another fortress centre might rise 

at the word of an English king'. 

So Halifax was born, and Cornwallis was its 

father. On a June day of 1749 one of the first 

streams of English-speaking emigration landed in 

the Bay of Chebucto—the Pilgrim Fathers of a 

greater Britain to be. During the thrilling war 

year of 1758 the fleet and army that effected 

the first capture of Louisbourg foregathered in the 

harbour of the new town of Halifax, and in the 

more decisive war year of 1759 Wolfe's arma

ment filled its twin harbours both before and after 

the siege of Quebec. 

Other stirring days came with the American 

Revolution and the war of 1812-14, and, inci

dentally, through the American Civil War of 1860-

65. Thus for over a century Halifax has heard 

the martial strain, the defiant bugle-note, the 

reverberating cannon echo, the march of armed 

men. It chanced, therefore, that of necessity 
12 
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Down Nova Scotia Way-
Halifax early had a citadel crowning the peninsula, 

the Cronstadt of Canada it might have been termed, 

and for long it filled the position of the chief 

British naval and military headquarters in America. 

For many a year Tommy Atkins of England stood 

guard over the ciiadel entrance. In 1906 the 

Canadian Government undertook the maintenance 

of the old stronghold, and now Tommy Atkins of 

Canada represents the soldiery of the Empire at 

the ancient gateway. 

Along the water front of the harbours a marine 

panorama of rare interest is unfolded in the 

shipping from the four quarters of the globe, in 

the men-of-war sometimes anchored there, in the 

ocean-going craft that utilise this all-the-year-

round port. In the outer harbour are the important 

defences on George's Island, whose guns face the 

sea entrance, the fire of which may be interlaced 

with that of Fort Clarence on the opposite shore, 

while the cannon mounted on Macnab's Island and 

York Redoubt, combined with submarine mines 

and torpedoes, form an effectual bar to the mouth 

of the haven. 

Little wonder that the men of Halifax pride 

themselves on their city. Not only for its unique 

history, its strategic situation, and commercial 

13 



Through the Heart of Canada 

solidarity does it stand in the foremost rank among 

Canadian centres of population, but equally so for 

its wealth of natural beauty. A superb seaside 

park, intersected by picturesque driveways and a 

tangle of tree-arched avenues, is one of its glories. 

One of the best botanical gardens in the country, 

with a variety of sub-tropical growths indicative 

of the climatic possibilities of the land, vies in 

attractiveness with the North-West Arm, on the 

banks of which many handsome villas are situated. 

In Halifax proper there is striking evidence on 

every hand of its solid prosperity and commercial 

importance. There is, moreover, equally impres

sive evidence, in stately churches and spacious 

collegiate halls, of the attention paid to the higher 

life of spirit and mind, for it has long been an 

accepted axiom in Canada that Nova Scotia 

and her neighbouring provinces are one of the 

chief sources of brain supply for the whole 

Dominion, and the honour roll of Canadian 

statesmen and leaders supports the assertion. 

Halifax is the centre of one of the most interest

ing sections of Canada, especially in its historic, 

scenic, and agricultural aspects. To the east lies 

the ocean end of the Dominion in Cape Breton, 

thrusting its granite coast-line far into the Atlantic ; 

14 



Down Nova Scotia Way 

to the west, Annapolis attracts with its ancient 

French fortress and fertile valley and penetrating 

sea arm, and to the north, Acadia—the land of 

Evang'eline—lures the traveller. What a glamour 

is cast over the whole region by the fiction-created 

Acadian maiden ! Here is the site of the farm

stead ; there the old well, with its broad sweep 

of pole from which Evangeline supposedly drew 

the freshest of water. The gnarled French willows 

are in a state of decrepitude, scarce able to hold 

up their ageing branches. Hard by stood the 

smithy, the glow from whose forge lighted up the 

faces of Gabriel and his sweetheart as they watched 

the labouring bellows. Hereabouts the little 

church must have raised its humble spire, and 

over yonder, less than a stone's-throw away, the 

home of the good priest helped to fill in the 

picture. Indeed, much of Longfellow's descrip

tion of the long-ago village of Grand Fr6 applies 

equally well to-day. Perfect is his etching of this 

idyllic corner of Acadia. Nestling in the fruitful 

valley, bounded by the red-lipped shores of Minas, 

lies the village of Grand Pr6—*' distant, secluded, 

still ".; the perfumed meadows still stretch to the 

eastward as the dykes still border the sea—" dykes 

that the hands of the farmers had raised with 



Through the Heart of Canada 

labour incessant, shutting out the turbulent tides." 

Far away rises the mass of Blomidon Cape, on the 

summit of which sea-fogs continue to pitch their 

tents and to receive the baptisni of the mists from 

the mighty Atlantic. In the dyked meadows wave 

the luxuriant grasses, and the quaint old hamlet, 

with its handful of houses, its orchards, its flocks, 

might easily be the old Grand Pr^, so quiet and 

peaceful is it, so shut in from the turmoil of the 

world. The restless waves of Fundy continue to 

wash the beach, Evangeline's beach, and the 

refluent ocean has never ceased to cover the sands 

with waifs of the tide, with pungent kelp and 

slippery seaweed. 

How curious it is that so many places are 

famous for events or incidents that never hap

pened ! How often it is that fiction is so mtich 

more real that fact I How sad that of all who have 

lived and loved and died in the Gaspereau Valley, 

none are more fondly held in remembrance than 

the dream-child of a poet's brain. But though 

Longfellow's legend lends charm to the scene, it 

does not create it. It is in truth a fair country 

that lies outspread before one who gazes from the 

Blomidon bastion or from the brow of the hill of 

Wolfville. Near by is the old French burial-
i6 



Down Nova Scotia Way 

ground. The Gaspereau River wanders placidly 

among fragrant meadows towards the obliterating 

sea, and on every hill-slope the ripening grain-

fields and richly-laden orchards seem to smile 

gratefully under the summer sun. Beyond, and 

ever beyond, the blue waters of the Basin 

of Minas gleatn, and the farther shore-line 

encloses the matchless view. 

It is a delight to bowl over the smooth red 

roads, through the valley of the Cornwallis, among 

the sea ineadows where the sad-eyed oxen stand 

while the hayricks are laden. Muddy banks ever 

show themselves where the slow tide creeps up 

the sea arms, and sailboats lie tilted on their sides 

waiting for water to refloat them. Then there is 

the stiff climb up North Mountain, and the fine 

view from the Look-off to distant New Brunswick 

across the Bay of Fundy, and to the far-stretching 

Nova Scotian shore. 

Annapolis, like Wolfville, is a peaceful village 

in a valley, an old and sleepy village in an old 

and sleepy valley. Its denizens claim it to be the 

garden of the province, but he would be a rash 

judge who would venture to render a verdict as 

between the trio of vales—Cornwallis, Gaspereau, 

or Annapolis. But the valley of the Annapolis— 
17 B 



Through the Heart of Canada 

fifty miles in length—walled in by the north and 

south mountain ridges, as seen in early summer, 

can scarcely be overpraised for its exquisite setting 

and pastoral beauty. The squares of orchards out

lined on the hills, the succession of bright little 

towns, the beds of old streams converted into 

courses of clover, the willow groups by the winding 

creeks, all these enter into the composition of the 

rare nature picture, set in a framework of perfect 

fitness and taste. 

Nova Scotia is especially rich in its connecting 

links with the past. As the oldest European 

settlement on the continent of America, north of 

Florida, Annapolis alone merits attention, but the 

ruins of its seventeenth-century fortress speak of 

the fierce Franco-British conflict for supremacy in 

Acadia. The remnants of the grassy ramparts and 

the stone barracks tell of French occupation when 

the spot was known as Port Royal, and of the 

visits of Champlain and De Monts at an even 

earlier day. For over a century it was a strong

hold for the possessors of New France. 1710 

saw a change of ownership, however, when a com

pany of New Englanders captured the fort, and 

renamed it Annapolis in honour of Queen Anne. 

The last warlike scene—one of many during the 
18 



Down Nova Scotia Way 

long years of strife—was witnessed in 1781, when 

two American armies captured the fortress and 

plundered the little town. 

The Port Royal of former days is beautiful for 

situation, fronting the Annapolis basin, which lies 

in its bed like a wide river, extending to Digby, 

sixteen miles to the west. The railway skirts the 

shore of the basin, bringing to view many a little 

creek or cove most inviting in its wild setting. 

One soon learns that he is in cherry-land. Cherry 

festivals and cherry excursions from far-away 

points are widely advertised, and tempting baskets 

of the red-coated fruit are offered the traveller at 

every wayside station. Later in the season. Nova 

Scotia becomes apple-land, a million barrels being 

the yield in an average year, a goodly proportion 

thereof finding their way to the British market. 

And if Nova Scotia is a land of delight in cherry 

or wheat or apple time, even more so is it in the 

early blossom-time, when the earth is flecked with 

the delicately-coloured flowers of fruit, giving rich 

promise of an abundant yield. 

But the ocean ever allures the traveller in this 

maritime land. It is only within recent years that 

the south shore of the province has been made 

accessible by the railway, the journey from Halifax 
19 



Through the Heart of Canada 

to Yarmouth revealing wonderful glimpses of the 

limitless Atlantic as bays and coves and seaward-

rushing streams come into view, while the rolling 

breakers on the white-sanded shores further arouse 

the wander-lust of man. 

There is much that is quaint and rustic along 

the way. On one side a fishing hamlet marks the 

head of an ocean inlet, with a fleet of boats waiting 

to be called into service. On the other hand are 

farms and fields ranging to the high northern hills. 

A single glance will include an old tarpaulined 

mariner, looking as if he had been forgotten by 

Father Time, and across the roadway a sturdy 

toiler who is hauling in his crops with the aid of 

a lumbering yoke of oxen. 

To the right, inviting roads skirt the water-

basins toward the outer sea; to the left, other 

roads, just as erratic in their curves, lead to little 

rustic communities unknown to the wider world. 

Infinite variety, therefore, marks the way of this 

Nova Scotian ocean shore. Rounding St. 

Margaret's Bay the sea-coast scenery gives a 

foretaste of the rich panorama Nature has in store. 

Mahone Bay, with its scattered island groups, with 

its iron-bound rocks facing the fury of the surf, 

casts its spell over the wanderer, luring him to 
30 



Down Nova Scotia Way 

its picturesque water channels and its wilder world 

of rock as the open ocean is reached. Chester 

exercises its spell too, the dear little town with 

its magnificent marine and landscape views, with 

its matchless pictures of the sun-rising and sun-

setting and the after-shadows on the placid waters. 

Farther westward is Lunenburg—the town of 

homes—founded by German and Swiss settlers in 

1750. It is a corner of the old Fatherland trans

ferred to Canadian shores, and all the qualities of 

thrift and diligence that mark the Germanic races 

are found in the people of this ancient town by the 

Atlantic. Bridgewater neighbours Lunenburg, the 

log-crowded stream that intersects the town adver

tising its basic lumbering interest. And as the 

Germans founded Lunenburg, so descendants of 

the Mayflower Pilgrim Fathers founded Liverpool ; 

the French predominate in the Pubnico country, 

and settlers of Scotch extraction give a distinctive 

note to the Argyles, amid scenery reminiscent of 

the western Highlands. In old Shelbounie the 

scions of United Empire Loyalists predominate, 

while in Yarmouth is found a marine centre of 

unique interest. Once the stronghold of privateers, 

who were the terror of New England in the old 

fighting days, its inhabitants of to-day are repre-
21 



Through the Heart of Canada 

sentative of the many different types that are found 

in Eastern Canada. 

Cape Breton is now an integral part of Nova 

Scotia, though it once upon a time had its own 

life as a separate State and its own capital city 

on the site of Sydney. The Cape narrowly escaped 

dismemberment when land and sea were made. 

Only a narrow neck of rock holds its parts together, 

and even that has been severed by man in the 

construction of St. Peter's Canal. 

The all-day sail over the tideless sea-artns of 

the Great and Little Bras d'Or Lakes furnishes 

a delightful picture of well-tilled farms, of distant 

mist-veiled hills, and of restful hamlets unafflicted 

by the fever haste of the world. In miniature 

coves lobster-fishers are busy with creels and pots, 

along the northern and eastern coast coal-miners 

are digging the black diamonds from a rich earth, 

where the veins sometimes stretch a mile under 

the sea. The annual coal output of Nova Scotia 

is nearing the twenty million dollar mark. This 

industry makes Sydney one of the chief coaling 

harbours of the Atlantic seaboard, as well as the 

centre of a great steel and iron plant, the product 

of which almost equals that of the coal-mines. 

A transatlantic Birmingham is Sydney. 

22 
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Down Nova Scotia Way 

A few miles from Sydney a skeleton-like 

structure stands on the shore of Glace Bay, tell

ing of the twentieth-century miracle of wireless 

telegraphy. From the cliff-height Canada talks 

with the British Isles, and with the ships that pass 

between. The Canadian Government conducts 

twenty wireless telegraph-stations on her eastern 

seaboard and on the Pacific coast, constituting a 

benefit to navigation difficult to estimate. 

Farther along shore and beyond Glace Bay lies 

Louisbourg. A thriving little town borders the 

deep-water harbour, and on the western outskirts 

lies all that is left of Louisbourg Fortress. It is 

not until one walks over the mile-and-a-half circuit 

of the ruined earthworks that one comprehends its 

original extent and strength. When it is remem

bered that the original structure cost France a 

million pounds, and that it took thirty years to 

build, it is not surprising that Louisbourg was 

looked upon as one of the most impregnable 

defences of its day, guarding the Gulf of St. 

Lawrence and serving as the key to the posses

sions of France in the New World. 

The fortress occupied a remarkable position, 

facing the Atlantic on the south, the harbour on 

the east, and forests and marsh-lands on north and 

23 



Through the Heart of Canada 

west. Mighty bastions reared their grim heads 

from the walls, and between three and four 

hundred cannon frowned upon any foe that might 

dare to approach. Tried and tested soldiers 

formed a garrison of undoubted strength. Little 

wonder, therefore, that its commander regarded 

Louisbourg as safe from attack, but history showed 

his mistake. Twice it underwent severe sieges at 

the hands of the British, and twice the white flag 

of surrender was unfurled. ^ 

To-day all that is left of the fortress are the 

long lines of earthworks and four casements of 

the King's Bastion, beneath which the women and 

children took refuge during the sieges. Within 

the spacious enclosure can be traced the founda

tions of the chapel, the governor's headquarters, 

and the officers' well, bricked down to a depth 

of twenty-five feet. 

It was in the year 1745 that an army of four 

thousand farmers and fishermen was organised in 

Massachussetts. A small fleet was also raised in 

the same province, and together they dared to 

attack mighty Louisbourg, with its massive walls, 

heavy armaments, and trained soldiery. For 

forty-seven days the siege lasted, each day marked 

by furious fighting and severe loss of life ; but 
24 



Down Nova Scotia Way 

on the forty-seventh day the garrison marched out 

and the keys were delivered to General Pepperill 

who commanded the army. Together with Com

modore Warren of the fleet, he held a great banquet 

in honour of the event. The news of the victory 

stirred all England, as it alarmed all France. 

A few years later England gave Louisbourg 

back to France, in exchange for the Island of 

Madras, greatly to the indignation of the colonial 

men who had captured it against such great odds. 

Once again in the hands of the French, they made 

it stronger than ever, mounted additional cannon, 

and increased the garrison to four thousand men. 

The scene changes to a day in 1758. Once 

again the sentries saw an ominous sight. Twenty-

two vessels, carrying an army of twelve thousand 

men, and mounting no less than eighteen hundred 

guns, loomed up through the mist. Well might 

Drucour, the Governor, become alarmed at the 

prospect. Among the first to land, in a dangerous 

surf and under a galling fire, was James Wolfe, 

the point being still known as Wolfe's Cove, 

where the remnants of the earthworks then thrown 

up can be traced. He and his guard soon took a 

battery at the point of the bayonet, and erected 

another of their own at a more strategic point. 

35 



Through the Heart of Canada 

Then followed a succession of terrific combats, 

in which the heroism on both sides was most 

marked. Soon the island battery of the French 

was silenced ; then followed a sudden attack by the 

English ships on the fourteen French men-of-war 

anchored within the harbour. One by one the 

French boats caught fire, burned to the water's 

edge, and sank in their grave beneath the waves. 

Weeks of assaults and repulses ensued, until Louis

bourg once more surrendered, and with the 

sinking of the last ship and the firing of the last 

shot at the battlements, French rule in Canada 

received its death-blow. 

Now all is peaceful and quiet. In the place 

of the belching cannon and the burning ships of 

the eighteenth century is a pasture-land where the 

clover thrives on the deserted earthworks and the 

waves of ocean chant a requiem over the graves 

of the soldier dead on Black Point. Birds nest in 

the crumbling walls, sea-fowl sail o'erhead, while 

the ear catches sounds of life from the wharves 

and mills and from the homes of the sailors and 

fishermen whose humble cottages line the road. 

The population of Nova Scotia comprises, indeed, 

a goodly proportion of seafaring folk. The fishery 

products have a value of eight million dollars 
26 



Down Nova Scotia Way 

annually, giving Nova Scotia the first place in this 

regard among the nine provinces of the Dominion. 

The shipbuilding industry of former years has, 

however, declined to a point where it is not a 

marked factor in the industrial life of the com

munity. Agriculturally, the province contributes 

over fourteen million dollars of the total field-crop 

value of Canada, or, if the entire production of 

the province be taken, it will be found to reach 

the goodly total of 135 million dollars. 

The population of Nova Scotia is made up pf 

many varying types of peoples. Scattered through 

the land are a few settlements of French-speaking 

Acadians, survivors of the original band that 

peopled the Grand Pr^ district. Every part of 

the British Isles is represented. Halifax contains 

a large number of English, as Cape Breton does 

of Scotch, whose settlements in the latter section 

are composed of inhabitants of Highland Scotch 

extraction, where the Gaelic tongue is still spoken 

and where, until recently, a newspaper was 

published in that language. 

No part of the broad Dominion is better fitted 

to sustain its population than Nova Scotia, no 

section contains a more contented people, no 

province has a nobler past or a brighter future. 
27 
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CHAPTER II 

NEW BRUNSWICK ANI) ITS NEIGHBOURS 

N E W BRUNSWICK is another province-title with 

which to conjure in the realm of romance and 

history, in the rule and reign of red man and 

white, in the part it has played in the develop

ment of Canada. Any story of the Dominion must 

include the chapter contributed by this sea-bound 

area and its hardy population. With a square 

mileage two-thirds that of Great Britain, and with 

four hundred miles of coast. New Brunswick is 

of no mean dimensions, and within its irregular 

boundaries are to be found natural resources of 

incomputable value. 

One of the routes from Nova Scotia to New 

Brunswick leads through the extensive salt sea-

marshes of Tantramar, bordering the Cumberland 

Basin. It is not difficult to follow the gaze of 

the Canadian poet, Charles G. D. Roberts, when 

he pictures Tantramar as " wearing a cloak of 
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mystery and awe under a storm-torn sky," or when 

under a sun-sky " the gossiping grass takes on 

its real garmenture of green." It is easy to 

inhale " the salty scent of the reedy margin," it 

is easy to sweep the tawny waters of the Bay of 

Fundy, the low blue hills of Coboquid. One 

wonders, however, at the place-name of Coboquid. 

And why Memramcook? and Shepody? and Ken-

nebecasis? and many another queer title. Perhaps 

the local historian can explain or the Indian tell. 

Nor is it difficult to recall the struggles between 

French and British near this very stretch of 

Tantramar meadows when, on a hilltop to the east, 

the eye catches a glimpse of the ruined Fort 

Beausejour, on the boundary-line between the two 

provinces—the spot where the fighting priest of 

France, La Loutre, made his unavailing stand 

against the English a century and a half ago. A 

century and a half! How long it sounds to 

man, whose whole span is half its length, but how 

brief a pulse-beat to the restless tide of Fundy 

that has bored its resistless way up bay and river 

and cove for cycles of time 1 Perhaps it is true 

that we are the victims of the clocks we have 

made. The petrified forests along the adjoining 

Joggins shore would affirm we are. 



New Brunswick and its Neighbours 

The commercial centre of New Brunswick is 

St. John, whose very name suggests the romantic 

history of its beginnings. Like Quebec, it owes 

its name to the indomitable Champlain and his 

fellow-explorer De Monts, who first visited the 

harbour on the day of St. John the Baptist, 

June 24, 1604—four years before Quebec was 

founded. Here the voyageurs found a settlement 

of Micmac Indians, whose descendants still inhabit 

parts of the maritime provinces. Over a quarter 

of a century then elapsed before La Tour appeared 

on the scene to enter upon his grant of Acadia, 

which included the site of St. John. Here the 

grantee carried on a lucrative fur trade with the 

red men until the battle royal began between 

him and Charnisay—rivals and enemies both. 

Many other stirring incidents occurred—the 

capture of the fort by a Cromwellian force 

in 1654, and naval encounters between French 

and English or New Englanders. An even more 

thrilling scene was witnessed at a later date when, 

in 1783, a company of nearly ten thousand United 

Empire Loyalists landed in the harbour and con

stituted themselves the pioneers of a province and 

city yet to be, founding and making St. John the 

oldest incorporated city in Canada. 
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France left no permanent settlement on the 

shores of Fundy. True, she captured many an 

island and fort, but England recaptured and 

colonised. That the sturdy refugees from New 

England proved to be of good settling stock is 

seen in the New Brunswick and the St. John of 

to-day—m the successful agricultural, lumbering, 

and fishing industries of the province, and in the 

commercial importance of St. John, though the 

latter has suffered from a series of destructive fires 

that might well have blocked its advance had its 

citizens been less easily disheartened. These 

disasters culminated in the great fire of June 20, 

1877, when one-third of the city was swept away, 

fifteen thousand people were rendered homeless, 

and property valued at nearly thirty million dollars 

went up in the flames. 

The city is substantially built on ridgy hill-

slopes, many of thfe roadways having been cut 

with infinite toil through the naked rock, great 

masses of which often lie beside the walls of 

masonry. At the top of these cliff-like ridges are 

perched rows of houses, accessible only by ladder

like steps. In the suburbs, where the wealthier 

citizens have their homes, these rocky outlines are 

rendered charming by being levelled off and 
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bordered with flower-boxes and beds, with green 

lawns sloping upward or rising in graceful terraces. 

King's Square, with its unique fountain and 

monuments, its fine shade-trees and flower-gardens, 

is situated in the very heart of the town. Adjoin

ing, and forming part of it, is the old graveyard, 

now made into a little park, the moss-grown stones 

of older date telling their own story of the early 

inhabitants of this ancient city of the Loyalists. 

Fort Howe Hill affords a splendid view-point. 

From this limestone mass, crowned by the remains 

of an old fort, may be seen the contour of the 

city, the busy suburb of Carleton, the salmon weirs, 

showing at low tide, the deep, spacious harbour 

which, like that of Halifax, is open during the 

entire year. Anchored within its area or tied up 

at the extensive system of wharves lie a wide 

range of craft, sea-going and coastal, and a 

glimpse of their cargoes strikingly reveals the 

varied nature of the trade and commerce of the 

province. Many a deck is loaded with the high-

grade lumber of the northern woods, for the timber 

resources of New Brunswick are amongst its most 

valuable assets. Other cargoes of fishery products 

speak of the harvest of the sea, while the immense 

elevators indicate that St. John is an important 
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grain-exporting centre. Passenger steamers also 

use the port for transatlantic and coastal traffic. 

Not only is the situation of St. John a strategic 

and striking one, at the head of the Bay of Fundy, 

but its environs present many points of interest. 

The famous reversible falls of the St. John River, 

on the outskirts of the city, are best viewed from 

the suspension bridge, seventy feet above high-

water and covering the great stream' by a span 

640 feet long. It is a truly remarkable phenome

non. The river winds its way to the sea through 

a narrow channel, hemmed in by precipitous lime

stone cliffs over a hundred feet high. At low 

tide the waters fall some fifteen feet into the 

harbour, but soon the never-decided battle is being 

again fought between the river current and the tide 

of the invincible Fundy, the rise of which to a 

height of forty feet not only evens up, so to speak, 

the fifteen-foot fall of the stream, but reverses it 

for a timte. Then occurs the strange sight of the 

outer waters forcing their way up-stream. At 

half-tide, when the waters are levelled, boats may 

pass under the bridge in safety. 

A companion phenomenon in tidal action is the 

equally famous Moncton Bore, the inrush of the 
Petitcodiac River between the red banks of the 
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estuary in the form of a bore, or tidal wave, rang

ing from three to five feet in height. In few other 

places in the world is a similar exhibition of tidal 

power so graphically presented, only a few Chinese 

rivers affording the same spectacle. 

St. John is the starting-point foi many attrac

tive river and road trips into the interior. Of 

these, the steamer trip up the eighty-four miles 

of the St. John River to Fredericton, the quaint 

old provincial capital, is one of the most delight

ful. The journey commences above the reversible 

falls, the first mile or two of the boat's course 

being through a rocky gorge which opens into 

an island-studded and lakelike expansion. It in 

turn leads to a tortuous course, whose very 

windings constitute one of the elements of 

varied beauty. The frequent stops to disembark 

passengers into smaller boats have an interest of 

their own and a friendly neighbourliness as well, 

affording the onlooker many a glimpse into the 

quiet life of the riverside country. 

Midway along the course the large fleet of the 

St. John Yacht Club is passed, and the procession 

of white sails rounding a distant promontory forms 

a panorama of charming effect. Thus one pro

gresses until Fredericton is reached, another quiet, 
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nerve-soothing centre from which the demon of 

haste has been exorcised. 

Well worthy of a visit is Fredericton, with its 

interesting river-front, its groups of stately elms, 

its well-kept park, and its exquisite Gothic cathe

dral hidden in an old-world close. The five main 

streets, running parallel with the river, were laid 

out in 1785, and named King, Queen, Brunswick, 

George, and Charlotte in honour of the then 

reigning family of Great Britain. The public 

buildings of the capital are in keeping with the 

richness of the province. On one side are the 

legislative buildings, while the University of New 

Brunswick, from whose halls have graduated many 

who have made their mark in Canadian life, crowns 

the wooded heights at the north of the city. 

If the sojourner to the Canadian east would 

learn yet more of New Brunswick and feel more 

fully its charm' and spell, let him wander farther 

afield than its cities. Let him make his way to 

the trio of great salmon streams—the Metapedia, 

Restigouche, and Miramichi—that penetrate the 

northern wilds. One should add the Nipisiguit, 

and thus make a quartette of rivers. There lie 

may live days of real life in the open along their 

cool banks, whipping the clear, rushing waters for 
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the finny beauties that therein lurk or hunting in 
the far-stretching forests. 

While Canada is pre-eminently a land for the 

hunter and fisherman, with big game to be found 

in every province. New Brunswick is specially rich 

in its wild life. Such a game preserve is the 

Restigouche country, comprising the river courses 

through the uplands of Quebec and New 

Brunswick. Fine moose grounds are found along 

its banks, while caribou, deer, and bear inhabit 

the remoter forests almost as thickly as the fish 

fill the waterways. So in the Nipisiguit district, 

where the hunter may follow the ancient trails of 

the Micmac Indians amid scenery suggestive of 

a mountain land. One of the great caribou 

districts of Canada is in this locality, east of 

Bathurst and Newcastle. One magnificent moose 

head secured here had a spread of antlers of 

58I inches, with twenty-nine points, but the 

record moose of New Brunswick, killed in 1907, 

had a spread of 68^ inches. The valley of .the 

Miramichi is another region where big game 

abounds, the extensive and almost unexplored 

areas of its northern portion being stocked iwith 

lordly animals in abundance. From Miscou, on 

the Gulf of St. Lawrence, to the Miramichi, there 
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is also sotae of the finest wild-fowl shooting to 

be found on the continent. 

Historic is thfe Chaleur country of New 

Brunswick, the northern part of which is in 

the province of Quebec. Landing upon the high 

cliffj walls of Gaspe one summer day long ago, 

Jacques Cartier found it so hot, after the colder 

shores of Newfoundland, that he christened the 

inlet " La Bale de Chalewr." 

Thus was Gaspe the first spot in the new land 

on which France erected the cross and unfurled the 

fleur-de-lis. Hot days are, as a matter of fact, 

rare during the summer along* the shores of 

Chaleur, for the salt-scented breezes of the 

Atlantic moderate the sun's rays t6 a delightful 

average of temperature. Gaspe town is an ideal 

starting-point for a jaunt along the northern coast 

of the bay. Guarding the entrance to Gaspe Basin—: 

one of the safest and fairest havens in all America 

—are Cape Gaspe and Point St. Peter, and along 

the sixteen miles of shore are many human types : 

Irish at Seal Cove, United Empire Loyalist stock 

at Douglastown, Isle of Jersey people in the fishery 

houses, French Canadians everywhere, and British 

Canadians scattered here and there. During the 

drive one has glimpses of rivers, bays, and gulf, 
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of long sea-beaches and lonely marshes, of little 

farming Arcadias and quaint fishing, hamlets, of 

cliffs and hills and mountains and of island rocks, 

the haunts of myriad sea-birds. 

From the moment the ferry crosses the outlets 

of the Dartmouth and York Rivers at Gaspe one 

scenic picture follows another. On one side of 

the road are fertile stretches of land, on the other 

the shimmering waters of the open sea;. What 

thrilling scenes these same waters have witnessed! 

Away, back in 1711 a stately fleet sailed up the 

Basin in command of Sir Hovenden Walker on 

his way to attempt the capture of Quebec, but 

destined never to reach the fortress town. A 

(French mterchant-ship is put to the flames, the 

houses of Gaspe are destroyed, and Sir Hovenden 

Walker sails away discomfited. 

Nearly half a century later another fleet called 

at Gaspe, also on its way to Quebec, but this time 

to succeed and thereby to make history and change 

maps and flags, for James Wolfe paced the deck 

of one of the vessels 1 Journeying farther along 

shore towards Dalhousie and the head of the bay, 

the first part of the route leads up hill and down 

dale in bewildering fashion, through stretches of 

forest greenery and over tidal rivers on ferry-rafts, 
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swinging their way across with the current. Then 

ensues a many-mile course over a beach, where 

the sand means heavy travelling, but the nearness 

of the waves makes delightful companionship. 

The scenery increases in impressiveness at Perc6. 

iSheltering it on the north is the red limestone 

mass of Mount Ste Anne, 1,230 feet high, and, 

facing it on thfe south, Le Rocher Perc^—the famed 

Pierced Rock, 300 feet high and 1,500 feet long*, 

deriving its name from the arch or tunnel, 50 feet 

high, by which it is pierced. 

Thte best view of Perce Rock is from' the nearest 

mainland cliff of Mount Joly, on the summit of 

which stands a great wooden cross—the .symbol 

of Calvary facing leagties of sea. Partially hidden 

in the lank grass lies a small cannon of ancient 

mould. The cannon and the cross, symbols of 

war and peace, are thus in strange proximity on 

this far eastern point of Canada. 

The bed of the sea is easily discernible through 

the opalescent waters. But a seeming stone's-

throw away is the Pierced Rock itself, its prow

like edge defiantly facing the north, majestic in 

its granite bulk, inscrutable in its age-long mystery 

of existence. Countless sea-fowl people its roof 

or perch on its narrow ledges. Birds below one, 
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birds above one, birds around one circle and 

shriek, and when a storm^ is brewing on land or 

sea the denizens of the rock set up such a warning 

cry as to give full notice to the mariners of Perc^. 

The face of the rock is marked with curious 

caves and fissures, in addition to the great arch 

cut through the stony mass by the ceaseless 

chiselling of the sea. There are portals of 

mosques, Gothic arches, Norman recesses, Saracen 

pillars, leaning towers, and giant cracks, making 

ready for other disintegrations, such as the Split 

Rock, at the farther end of the pile. Great must 

have been the crash when its connecting arch fell; 

the titanic masses of rock, piled high at the base, 

still bear witness to this mighty dislocation. 

It is a ipicture of unending interest to watch 

the cod or herring fleets run up their sails, and, as 

the tide serves, glide out in single file to the open 

sea until the curtain of night hides them from 

sight. It is an equally picturesque scene when 

the morning light reveals them sailing home again, 

after ht)urs of strenuous labour if the catch 

chances to be a good one. Then the scene shifts 

to the beach and the fish-tables, and to the quick 

landing of the captured cod until it ends its career 

in the salting-vat or on the drying platform. 
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Such is the round of life, the routine of the day 

and the night, of the Perc^ fisherfolk during all 

the months when winter has not the world of Gaspe 

in its grip. Such is the charming little hamlet of 

Perce-by-the-Sea, ever watched by its giant 

sentinel rock. 

New Brunswick's eastern neighbour is Prince 

Edward Island — Canada's smallest province, 

Canada's million-acre farm. Separated from New 

Brunswick by the Strait of Northumberland, " the 

Island," as it is affectionately called by its people, 

lies broadside to the sea, stretching out its arm as if 

to protect the mainland from the fury of the surge. 

Though wave-washed on every side. Prince Edward 

Island is a peaceful, placid land, with a rich soil 

that makes farming a pastime and a climate that 

begets health and long life. The scenery 

throughout the length and breadth of the island 

is reminiscent of rural Britain, and is varied by 

the sea arms and rivers that show their red-soil 

banks at low tide. In lieu of the century-old 

hedges of the motherland, the typical Canadian 

fence marks boundary-lines, and in place of the 

stone structures of England are the shingled 

houses and barns of a new land. 

Charlottetown and Summerside are the two chief 
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centres of population. In the former the fine 

public square is surrounded by a notable group 

of edifices in legislative buildings, court-house, 

post-office, and market. The seaside park of the 

city is well worthy of the pride of its citizens, with 

its vista of the wide harbour, the little river, and 

the rolling land of the farther shore. 

Summerside is also a thriving seaport, with an 

export trade in farm produce and the famous 

Malpeque oysters. With an agricultural and 

fishing production of ten million dollars a year, 

the island province of only 2,133 square ttiiles 

proves its own claim as the garden of the Gulf of 

St. Lawrence. If and when the occasional diffi

culties of winter navigation with the mainland are 

overcome by a tunnel, it is predicted that a new 

lease of life will be entered upon in this fertile 

corner of the great Dominion. 
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CHAPTER III 

AMONG THE MAGDALEN ISLANDS 

O N E of the quaintest corners of Canada is the 

Magdalen Islands. The thirteen rocky isles, with 

their connecting sand-bars, lie stranded in the very 

centre of the Gulf of St. Lawrence, receiving the 

angry surf of the Atlantic from every side. Fifty 

miles to the west lies the island province of Prince 

Edward ; ninety miles to the east, the King's oldest 

colony of Newfoundland. 

One is apt to forget the existence of the 

Magdalens, with their six thousand souls, in count

ing up the territorial assets of the Dominion; 

indeed, it almost requires a magnifying-glass to 

discern the tiny spots that represent them on the 

map. 

Their history is an interesting one, for they were 

involved in the various conflicts between England 

and France, and were frequently the subject of 

treaties and conventions between the two Powers. 
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After being bandied backward and forward, they 

were ceded to England, and, in 1763, annexed 

to Newfoundland. To this colony they re

mained attached until, under the Quebec Act, they 

were joined to Canada and to the Province of 

Quebec, and part of that province they still remain. 

Previous to this cession to England the islands 

were, during the reign of Louis XV., set apart for 

the fishing trade of France, when they were in

habited only during the brief fishing season of the 

summer months. There was no permanent popula

tion, therefore, at the time of their passing into 

the hands of England. 

A new chapter in the varied history of the islands 

was opened when, in 1798, they were given by 

George III . , under letters patent granted by 

Lord Dorchester, to Sir Isaac Coffin, an admiral 

of the fleet, who. had won the goodwill of his 

Sovereign by his bravery in defending the American 

coasts from invasion. It is reported that the old 

sea captain, in command of a man-of-war, carried 

Sir Guy Carleton (afterward Lord Dorchester) to 

Quebec, there to become the Governor of Canada. 

Sailing by the scattered isles of the Magdalen 

group, the captain hinted to his influential pas

senger that they might well be granted to him in 
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recognition of his long services for King and 

country. Therefrom came the royal grant, with 

certain reservations, amongst others that they 

should be held in free and common socage as 

lands held by Great Britain, and that every English 

subject should be at liberty to fish in their waters. 

So it was that the Admiral Sir Isaac Coffin 

became the proprietor of the Magdalen Islands, 

creating a system of feudalism' that sat ill on the 

sturdy and independent settlers who there made 

their home. The first permanent settlers were ten 

families of Acadians, who had made their way from 

Acadia, from which they had been exiled, in 1755. 

The ten families soon increased to one hundred, as 

others found their way to the shores of the islands, 

and as they regarded themselves as a sovereign 

people, with no laws to obey, and no means of 

enforcing them if they existed, they naturally grew 

restive under the efforts of the proprietor to collect 

his rents. For a century the old records are full 

of com,plaints of high rents for bits of beach used 

in fish-curing, of the exorbitant price of salt, of 

the absence of roads, of having to send their grain 

to Prince Edward Island to be ground, and the 

like. A government report of fifty years ago says : 

" Formerly more or less of the people were so 
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pure that no law or judicial institution was known 
or required. By the decision of the missionaries or 
a few of the older inhabitants every difficulty was 
settled and determined, but the increase of popula
tion makes us stand in need of a" gaol as a means 
of securing due respect for justice and good order." 
Thus the crying need of a prison came with the 
growth of population, though it is pleasant to state 
that the gaol of Amherst is more frequently em'pty 
than occupied, and the hardy toilers by sea and 
land are, as a whole, a law-abiding, sober, and 
peaceful folk. 

As the inhabitants arrived from the Nova Scotian 
mainland, they settled wherever they liked, despite 
the wishes of the proprietor, and it was only in 
1830 that any of them consented to pass title deeds. 
Up to that time they paid what they pleased by 
way of rent, but their tenure remained undeter
mined. Two kinds of titles were offered : a ninety-
nine year lease, and a concession, without iany 
fixed term, at a perpetual and unredeemable ground 
rent, the rents averaging about twenty cents an 
acre. Trial succeeded trial between the people 
and their overlord before the authority of the 
latter was recognised. Because of the original 
s.quatting, the lands occupied to-day are of all 
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possible shapes and sizes, and in many cases the 

holdings overlap. It is now reported that the Coffin 

Estate has sold or is about to sell its remaining, 

rights in the islands. They are attached to the 

County of Gaspe, Quebec Province, for judicial 

and other purposes, and a representative is sent 

by the islanders to the Quebec Legislature. 

The Magdalen Islands will repay a visit. They 

are best reached by boat from Pictou, Nova Scotia, 

from which port a mail steamer plies twice a week 

during the summer. The red shores of Prince 

Edward Island are passed as the sun goes down, 

and by daylight the outlines of Entry Island are 

discerned through the mists. This is the doorway 

to the queer island world beyond, and a dangerous 

marine route it is. The Magdalens, like the 

Channel Islands, are guarded by nature with 

sunken reefs, dangerous sandbars, low and 

treacherous morasses, and untrammelled tidal 

forces. The uneasy sea dashes madly against the 

bases of great cliffs, or the morning sunlight glints 

through the sheets of spray flying up the face 

of the rocks in all the fury of their storm-stirred 

spirit. 

Entry Island, hke most of its scattered neigh

bours, is harbourless. It is the loftiest bit of rock 
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of them all, rising sheer from the sea to a height 

of six hundred feet. Grey and ghostly it suddenly 

looked as a filmy mist embraced it, and 

mysteriously large and ominously close, as the 

atmosphere played tricks with the distances. 

There it stood like a massive sentinel at the 

eastern entrance of Pleasant Bay. Huge as it is 

in bulk, geologists claim that it was once much 

larger than it is now, and that it may yet be pounded 

into oblivion. 

It was well that the man at the wheel was keenly 

alert. With startling suddenness a fishing craft 

loomed up alarmingly near on the port side, the 

dark sail proclaiming it an alien, for had it not 

sailed from a Newfoundland cove? Farther afield 

the eye caught sight of a strange streak of white 

breakers, telling of the ominous Pearl Reef, only 

eight feet below the surface at low tide, and thus 

showing its teeth in the breakers that are born 

above its submerged base. 

Due ahead lay Amherst Island, the first stop

ping-place. The island resembles a human foot, 

with its great heel stretching toward the west and 

its long toes of sandhills lying to the north-east. 

Demoiselle Hill is the dominant physical feature, 

and from its summit a wonderful sea picture was 
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unfolded. Eleven miles east and west stretched 

the island, though but a few miles wide. On the 

south-west the cliffs rose abruptly from the sea. 

In the interior lay low marshes and shallow lakes, 

bordered by treacherous quicksands. Pleasant Bay 

was dotted with the little crafts of the fisher-folk, 

the low shelving beaches covered with nets drying 

in the sun. In the nearer distance a group of 

women were digging for clams, and a company 

of lads were romping with a mangy, wolflike dog. 

Around the village of whitewashed houses were 

the fish-curing flakes, from which many a pungent 

odour was wafted. 

From Amherst and its grey old village, nest

ling in a cleft of the hills, runs a wonderful sea 

road, for the thirteen islands of the gulf group 

are connected at low tide by sandbars. These 

can be driven over if one chooses to charter a 

charette—a quaint wooden cart, without springs 

or paint, and drawn by a shaggy little beast who 

negotiates the hills at a trot. The journey is not 

altogether safe without a pilot, for dangerous quick

sands abound, and woe betide the traveller who 

is caught therein or who wanders from the path 

in the night I Every receding tide changes the 

course of the way, and fresh sea-pools have to 
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be avoided with each day's journeying. It is a 

unique drive nevertheless, for the surf beats along 

one side and wreaths of wild sea grasses are swept 

around the horse's feet. Delicate mosses and 

dainty shells strew the route, and the wonders of 

the ocean world are revealed at every mile. 

But he who travels by steamer will the mote 

quickly reach Grindstone Island. The dodging of 

the boat from isle to isle fairly upsets one's mental 

compass, until it seems as if the sun were careering 

madly around the heavens. It is only possible to 

anchor some distance from the shore, for there 

are practically no wharves, or very few, among 

the islands, and what may be a safe anchorage 

with the wind in one direction is acutely dangerous 

with the wind from an opposite quarter. A strik

ing instance of this fact is proved by the famous 

August gale of 1873—as " the Lord's Day Gale " 

it will go down to history. The Gloucester fishing-

fleet lay, as the men thought, safe in Pleasant Bay, 

sheltered from the north-east gale, but when the 

wind shifted to due east, forty-two of the craft 

were driven ashore at Amherst like so many chips. 

The old inhabitant will tell you that they lay so 

close on the beach that he walked over the decks of 

twelve of them, stepping from the one to the other 
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without the need of a gang-plank. One vessel 

was landed high and dry in a field. 

" On reef and bar our schooners drove 
Before the wind, before the swell; 

By the steep sand cliff their ribs were stove,— 
Long, long their crews the tale shall tell; 

Of the Gloucester fleet are wrecks threescore. 
Of the Province sail two hundred more 
Were stranded in that tempest fell." 

Grindstone is shaped like a millstone. Its red 

cliffs, bold in their defiant height, are ever a menace 

to the luckless mariner, and worn into countless 

caverns and arches they present further evidences 

of the power of ocean in its work of disintegra

tion. The base of the high hills of the island 

shows masses of crumbling lava that have accumu

lated from the outlets of volcanic action. The 

town itself is relatively an important centre of trade, 

especially as a fishing port. There one finds 

Augustine Le Bourdais, the weather-observer and 

telegraph operator. This legless man will tell you 

as thrilling a tale of the sea as one could hear— 

an experience of the tragic Nprth Beach. He 

was mate of the brig Wasp, of Quebec, which went 

to pieces among the islands in a blinding snow

storm in November of 1871. Le Bourdais was 
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the only survivor of a crew of eleven, and having 

gained the shore as by a miracle, wandered help

lessly for five days, eating snow and finally taking 

shelter in an old hut, where he fell into a deep 

sleep until accidentally found by some fishermen. 

Both feet were so badly frozen that they came off 

at the ankles. There was no doctor on the islands 

at the time to amputate the limbs properly, but 

Le Bourdais had a strong constitution and lives 

to tell his story. 

No less than thirty wrecks can be traced to the 

North Beach and East Cape alone during the 

memory of the present generation. It was at the 

latter point that, fifty years ago, the emigrant ship 

Miracle was wrecked, with a loss of 350 lives 

out of the 678 on board, and the bones of two 

hundred lie buried in the sands on which they 

were cast. 

A weird tale is told of a wreck on North Beach 

in more recent years, or rather of a coming ashore 

of a derelict, the English brig Joseph. In broad 

daylight, with all sails set, the vessel ran straight 

on North Beach. The inhabitants went on board, 

only to find five men lying dead in the cabin with 

their throats cut. The vessel's papers were miss

ing and the name had been scraped off in most 
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places. By a slight clue its identity was dis

covered. The mutineers had landed on Newfound

land and then cast adrift their boat with its grim 

freight. 

There was plenty of material, therefore, for 

Stedman's poem and for his lines:— 

"Woe, woe to those whom the Islands pen, 
In vain they shun the double capes; 

Cruel are the reefs of Magdalen; 
The Wolfs white fang what prey escapes ? 

The Grindstone grinds the bones of some, 
And Coffin Island is craped with foam; 

On Deadman's shores are fearful shapes." 

Other islands there are, each with its history. 

Wolf Island bears a grim name, but not more 

grim than the dreary waste of shifting sand 

deserves, for it has been the scene of many ship

wrecks. Coffin Island, with its steep rocks and 

menacing shores, is honoured by the name of 

the Admiral Proprietor. Alright Island is a 

deserted stretch of sand-dune and coarse grass— 

the grass on which the cattle and sheep of the 

Islands largely subsist. 

There, too, lies Deadman's Island, bearing its 

gruesome name from a fancied resemblance to a 

giant human corpse shrouded for burial. The 
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imagination is assisted by three rocky protuber

ances that stand for the head, chest, and feet of 

the leviathan of rock half a mile long. Here again 

scores of cruel shipwrecks have been witnessed 

by the elements. Many a shipwrecked sailor has 

been cast up on the unfriendly shores of Deadman's 

Island, many a life has been battered away against 

its relentless walls. Tom Moore sailed past the 

isle one dark September night in 1804, and there

after penned his poem based on the sight of the 

lonely place, but he made a trifling geographical 

error in placing it near Labrador, for some two 

hundred miles intervene. 

Deadman's Island was once a great resort for 

the walrus, which the fishermen would drive to 

the sand beaches and there capture and kill them. 

Jacques Cartier noted their presence when he dis

covered the Magdalens in 1534. "About these 

islands," he wrote, " there are several large 

animals resembling an elephant, which live as well 

in the sea as on land." All traces of the walrus, 

however, have disappeared, as have practically the 

seals. Whereas in former years twenty thousand 

seals would be caught in a season, now but a 

few hundred are captured and correspondingly few 

fishers are engaged in the industry. 
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Farther afield in the Gulf rises the black and 

inhospitable cliffs of Byron Island. It received its 

name from Jacques Cartier in honour of an admiral 

of that name who sailed with him on his first 

voyage to America. Only half a score of families 

live on this lonely bit of rock, amid its wild waste 

of waters, with neighbours a score of miles away 

in the Bird Rocks. The Little Bird Rock is steadily 

disappearing, and the same end may come to the 

Great Bird, but as yet it stands a mighty mass 

three hundred feet high, encircled by wicked and 

erratic currents and swept by fierce autumnal and 

winter gales. The ten acres of its summit is a 

sky parlour for millions of sea-birds, chiefly gan-

nets. Here, again, Cartier observed the feathered 

throng. To him " the rocks were covered with 

more birds than a meadow with grass," and thirty 

years later Champlain, passing by their inacces

sible cliffs, recorded that " vessels sailing by the 

islands send their boats ashore in calm weather, 

and a great number of birds are killed with sticks. 

They are as large as geese. Their beaks are very 

dangerous. They are perfectly white, with the 

exception of the tip of the wings, which are black. 

They are very expert in catching fish, which they 

carry on their wings to the top of the islands, where 
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they eat them." So chronicled this observant 

explorer of three hundred years ago. 

To-day the birds are apparently as numerous, 

though the Great Bird Rock has been occupied 

for thirty years past as a Canadian lighthouse 

station. Standing on the main thoroughfare 

between Canada and Europe, the rock was long a 

menace to the mariner, but with a light throwing 

its rays twenty-one miles, and equipped with fog

horns and explosives, it has no doubt saved many 

a craft from destruction by warning off the sailor 

who approached too close to its precipitous sides. 

The Bird Rock is, too, a rock of tragedy, apart 

from the wrecks it witnessed before the buildinjg 

of the lighthouse. The most recent episode was 

in March of 1897. Damion Cormier was in 

charge of the light. With his two assistants, 

Charles and Arsene Turbide, Cormier was left on 

the ice to hunt seals, leaving Mrs. Cormier alone 

on the rock. When they were ready to return, a 

sudden shift of the wind caused a break in the 

ice floe, and their means of escape was thus cut 

off. Suddenly a storm of snow and sleet arose 

and the current made it impossible to launch their 

boat. Thus they faced a terrible death. The next 

morning Charles Turbide became exhausted and 
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died, though he had fed on the warm blood of 

a captured seal. Damion Cormier succumbed the 

next day, and his body was afterwards found by 

a sealer on the ice between Bird Rock and Cape 

Breton. Arsene Turbide kept on the ice and 

drifted with it for days, until, almost dead, he 

was cast ashore near North Cape in Cape Breton, 

nearly a hundred miles away. Climbing, or rather 

crawling some miles to the nearest house, he was 

in a dying condition, and only survived a few days. 

In the meantime the almost distracted woman 

realised the worst. Days elapsed before help, came 

to her from Bryon Island, but she kept the light 

going and proved herself a true heroine. 

These are a few of the islands in the Magdalen 

Group. It is a kingdom of fish, and its inhabitants 

are naturally fisher-farmers. The cod forms the 

staple harvest of the sea, but the herring and 

mackerel are no less valuable, and the presence 

in many coves of lobster factories, and the piles 

of lobster traps along the shores, tell of their 

presence in large numbers. The skate and dog

fish come with the herring as their enemies, and 

the porpoise pursues them as well. The fisheries, 

as a whole, are relatively as sure and profitable 

as those of Newfoundland, but the scarcity of bait 
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at times seriously hampers the industry. Some 

farming is done, though the soil is not of the 

best. While wheat is grown, the coarser grains 

and vegetables do better. Considerable numbers 

of cattle and sheep are pastured, but most of the 

staple food in the way of flour and pork is imported 

from the mainland. 

A simple, honest, and temperate folk are the 

island fishermen, and content and happy as well, 

they will tell you when asked, though toiling hard 

for their livelihood during the summer days, and 

imprisoned in the heart of the stormy gulf during 

the long winter nights. 
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CHAPTER IV 

QUEBEC : THE BRITTANY OF BRITAIN 

THl5 province of Quebec is a reproduction of old 

Brittany in the Britain of the New World. Many 

a habitant can trace his ancestry to the French 

of the Norman and Breton cantons, and many a 

custom and legend survives the centuries and 

connects the two lands. 

The gateway of this wide-stretching portion of 

Canada (for Quebec is nearly three times as large 

as the British Isles) is the kingly St. Lawrence. 

As the traveller sails over the thousand-mile 

stream he must wonder if the world contains its 

peer in noble breadth and leagues of length, or 

if any fairer scene can be found than the shimmer 

of its blue waters under a bright sky, the fertile 

slopes of its southern shore, the granite giants of 

the Laurentian range, and the little white habita

tions of its farmers and fisherfolk. 

Viewed from the deck of an ocean liner, on 
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its journey from the Gulf to its port, the river 

shore, with its fringe of settlements, looks like a 

town of a single street stretching for hundreds 

of miles from Little Metis to big Montreal. Almost 

every centre of population—Murray Bay, Les 

Eboulements, Cacouna, Riviere du Loup—no 

matter how restricted numerically, has its individual 

civic life and its local interests and aims. Such 

a place is Bic—beautiful little Bic, huddled close 

to the river, shielded on either side by curiously 

rounded hills, and guarded in front by foliaged 

islands. 

One of the latter is L'Islet au Massacre, which 

may be reached by boat at high tide, or on foot 

at low tide over a path picked out among the 

stranded clams and shells that are the pet relish 

of hungry crows. After a scramble over a wild 

tumble of boulders, the sea-carved grotto is entered 

—a cave in which history asserts two hundred 

Micmac redmen were massacred in the olden days 

of Indian warfare by the Iroquois—the tigers of 

the forest. Building a fire at the mouth of the 

cavern, into which their victims had fled, the 

pursuing enemy suffocated those that remained in 

the enclosure and tomahawked such as attempted 

to escape. The account was later more evenly 
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Quebec : The Brittany of Britain 

balanced when other Micmacs in revenge ambushed 

a band of their foes, and thus exacted life for 

life for the loss of their kindred. 

At every point of village life and in every deep-

set cove one feels the magnetism of the river. 

As at Rimouski and Bic, so at Cacouna, where 

the yonder shore line, though twenty-five miles 

distant, seems at times to draw wondrously near, 

only mysteriously to recede. When the world is 

immersed in a ghostly fog bank, cloud-mountains 

are made ; while one gazes, the mists play curious 

pranks with the earth and sky, or with a passing 

steamer, now lifting her in the air, now cutting 

off her masts, and then in a trice causing her 

to float an infinite distance away like a phantom 

ship on a phantom sea. 

The tributaries of the St. Lawrence are dis

tinctive in their setting and surroundings. Such 

is the fjord-like Saguenay as it flows, deep and 

gloomy, between almost vertical cliffs, and under 

the frowning escarpments of the twin capes of 

Trinity and Eternity. For hour after hour the 

steamer glides through a silent world, and silence 

belongs to such an upheaved realm of rock and 

river bank. Then comes the emergence into the 

St. Lawrence and to the historic town of Tadousac, 
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bordering the confluent streams and giving its 

benediction to the matchless scene from the little 

Jesuit mission church of 1750, which still contains 

the original bell of an earlier edifice. Thus three 

and a half centuries of history have passed over 

Tadousac, from the time when Cartier landed on 

its untenanted beach. Memorable days they were, 

too, when " the Black Robes," as the Indians called 

the priests, served a parish whose boundaries 

reached to Hudson Bay. Basque, Norman, and 

Breton mariners also found their way to the spot, 

as did soldiers of France, whose garrison in 1661 

met the fate of so many companion pioneers at 

the hands of the Iroquois—red men of the blood 

lust. Succeeding the explorer and soldier, the 

adventurous traders of the Hudson Bay Company 

made of Tadousac one of their prosperous though 

remote trade centres. 

It is but natural that legends abound in this 

legend-land of Quebec. One of the most charac

teristic is that of Tadousac and its old bell. Thus 

the story runs : — 

One of the good priests of the church of the 

Jesuit Mission was Father Labrosse, who died at 

Tadousac in 1782. He had had a hard day's work, 

and at its close sat talking with his friends around 
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a blazing log fire. But when he said good-night, 

he bade them g'oodbye for ever. " At midnight 

I shall be dead ! " was his startling announcement, 

" and the bell of the chapel will toll for my pass

ing soul at that hour 1 " Then he left full instruc

tions about his burial to the little company, who 

were too speechless to utter a word. They sat 

under a great fear until the midnight hour when, 

hearing the chapel bell begin to toll, they rushed 

to the church where, prostrate before the altar and 

alone, lay the dead body of P^re Labrosse I 

Then they remembered that the p^re while with 

them had also said that Messire Compain would 

be waiting for them the next day on Isle-aux-

Coudres. Thereupon four of the men of the 

village, risking their lives in a raging storm, sailed 

for the isle in their canoes, where true enough they 

found Messire Compain who, unsurprised at their 

errand, told that he had been forewarned of the 

priest's death. The night before the bell of his 

island church had been tolled by invisible hands 

at the same time as the Tadousac bell was rung 

by other invisible hands. In all the missions 

ministered to by P^re Labrosse, and they were 

many, all the bells, so it is declared, tolled for 

his passing soul that stormy night of long ago I 
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For years afterward, continues the story, the 

Indians never sailed up the Saguenay without 

throwing themselves over P^re Labrosse's tomb, 

and, placing their mouths at an opening in the floor, 

talking to him as if he were alive, and as they were 

wont to converse with him. Then they would bend 

the ear and listen until they were sure he answered 

their questions and transmitted their prayers to 

God. At Chicoutimi, at the headwaters of the 

Saguenay, one may see Father Labrosse's grave, 

his body having been taken there some years ago. 

It is in the realm of legend and lore, as has 

been said, that the link between French Canada 

and French Brittany is best shown. In the 

Christmas Eve celebration, on the night of Noel, 

there is the massive log, baptized before being 

put to the burning, and by its flaring light there 

is the carol-singing, the jovial feasting, the dancing, 

and the gift distribution from the Wonder Tree, 

the benefactor not being the Santa Claus of 

England but te petit Jesu. 

Then follows the story telling: of la chasse 

galerie, of the bad men who, refusing to pray to 

le bon Dieu, are in the grip of Satan, of the 

mysterious canoe, manned by reprobates, who are 

compelled to paddle through the air like demons, 
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with the devil himself steering the strange air craft. 

Or the tale of the toup garou, of other evil men 

who, turned into wolves, are condemned to rove 

at night in the skin and shape of that ravenous 

animal as a punishment for their sins. Only by 

receiving a bloody wound can they be released 

from their servitude to Satan. 

No less than the Saguenay does the Richelieu 

River invite exploration as one of the historic 

tributaries of the main waterway—the majestic St. 

Lawrence. To sail up the sinuous length of the 

Richelieu from Sorel to Chambly, in the quiet of 

a summer evening, to see the herds pasturing on 

the rich uplands, to pass village after village, each 

with its dominating church spire, to view all this 

is to behold a rare scene of prosperity and con

tentment . 

On either bank the busy housewife is drawing 

the weekly baking of bread from the curious open-

air oven, with its domed plaster roof, while the 

old habitant, still clinging to his homespun, is per

forming the evening tasks around the thatched 

barn. Thrifty, industrious, well-living is the 

French-Canadian farmer. 

Hour after hour the steamer winds its way up

stream until, under the spell of the stillness, broken 
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only by a distant church chime, the imagination 

may easily people the watery highway with its 

voyagers of former centuries—men red and men 

white, soldiers of the transatlantic kings, diplo

mats and spies, priest, peasant, warrior and hunter. 

Champlain made the Richelieu the route to the 

lake that bears his name. Indians canoed in secret 

up its length, gathering scalps of victims or seizing 

prisoners for later torture. 

What a wealth of Canadian history is suggested 

at Chambly. The crumbling fortress ruin of to

day, itself two centuries old, is a reminder of the 

original fort of 1665, built by the French to protect 

the river against the Iroquois. In revolutionary 

times as well, Chambly echoed to the marching 

troops of Carleton and Burgoyne, and now in 

these twentieth-century days the footsteps of the 

wandering tourist are traceable on grass-clothed 

earthwork and areas enclosed by tottering walls. 

Another great riverway is the Ottawa, whose 

brown flood retains its colour for many a mile after 

flowing into the St. Lawrence. Here, as elsewhere, 

in the picturesque old land of the habitant, the 

village centre is the parish church, often a sub

stantial structure with towering spire, glistening 

roof of tin and an interior rich in white and gold. 
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Every few miles along the country road is a way

side cross, or on the summit of a hill, a white-

walled shrine attracts the eye of the passer-by, 

as on a certain day it will attract thousands of 

praying pilgrims. 

If the wayfarer is landed at the village wharf 

of Oka on the Ottawa, and drives a few miles into 

the interior, he will reach one of the three Canadian 

settlements of the Trappist monks. This monastic 

body is a branch of the Cistercian Order, and is 

named from the village of Soligny-la-Trappe, in 

the Department of Orne, France, where the Abbey 

of La Trappe was founded in 1140. 

The rules of the Order are noted for their 

extreme austerity, with long fasts, hard manual 

labour, self-imposed silence, and an abstinence 

from many of the so-called good things of the 

world. In the Oka monastery the Trappists are 

clad in white robes that reach to the feet, with 

a rope girdle as a belt. On their feet are sandals, 

while their heads are clean shaven, except for a 

tonsure. The novices are garbed in brown, work

ing eight hours daily on the farm as against the 

four hours' field work of the monks. 

The day begins at 2 a.m. Rising from his straw 

mattress, laid on the floor or on the plainest of 
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pallets, the Trappist commences his round of 

duties and of worship long before the sun rises. 

Weird in the extreme is the sight of the monks 

gliding ghost-like in single file to their chapel, 

where for the first hours of the long day they 

engage in prayer. On the choir seats are found 

very fine specimens of books of service, splendidly 

bound and richly illuminated in colours. The 

chants sound peculiarly impressive in the still morn, 

the effect being accentuated when the monastery 

bells peal forth their rich notes. 

But all the time of the Trappist is not given to 

prayer and meditation, although the major part 

of the day is devoted to spiritual exercises. He is 

a farmer as well as a priest, and the Oka farm of 

eight hundred acres is one of the best tilled in the 

district. All kinds of grain are grown, an excellent 

vegetable garden is maintained, and a large orchard 

and vineyard add picturesqueness to the rural 

scene. When the hour for farm work comes, the 

Trappist dons a working gown and marches to 

his labour. Some are allotted to the garden, where, 

again on their knees, they devote themselves to the 

more secular occupation of weeding or hoeing the 
vegetables. 

Another detachment of workers is assigned to 
76 



Quebec : The Brittany of Britain 

the large barn, for the brother-in-white is a stock 

grower as well as a farmer. Rarely will one see 

finer thoroughbred stock than their Percheron 

stallions or pure-bred cattle and sheep. Adjoining 

the bam is the dairy, where is manufactured a 

fancy cheese which has a high reputation in the 

market, as have the clarets and wines of the vine

yards . 

The most exacting prohibition among the Trap

pists is that of speech. Silence is a stern law that 

is not broken except under necessity, although this 

rule applies to the full members of the Order rather 

than to the novices. Exception to the rule of 

silence is of course made during the religious ser

vices. The inevitableness of death is ever present 

in the minds of these ascetic recluses. Their motto 

is " Memento mori," and the presence of the burial-

ground near the monastery and the sight of an ever-

open grave is still another reminder to them and 

to the chance visitor of the mutability of all things 

earthly. 

Though Quebec is the second largest province in 

the Dominion, its population of two millions is to 

be found within a comparatively limited area, and 

that along the water-courses. The old-world 

attachment of the habitant to his home makes him 

77 



Through the Heart of Canada 

less inclined to push into the new country, vast 

tracts of which await settlement. Such a region 

is that of Lake St. John, lying some two hundred 

miles northerly from the city of Quebec. The line 

of railway has opened up a fine stretch of arable 

country as well as rich timber tracts and lakes and 

rivers well stocked with fish. Surrounding Lake 

St. John is an extensive area of farm lands under 

high cultivation. 

Upon the completion of the new National Trans

continental Railway through Northern Quebec, it is 

confidently expected that other tracts of land suit

able for agriculture will be made accessible to 

settlers who will not be slow to take advantage of 

these boundless new land opportunities. The pos

sible productivity of Quebec, with increased popula

tion and enlarged areas under cultivation, bids fair 

to total an annual value far beyond the hundred 

million dollars that now represent the field and live 

stock products alone. A government estimate of 

the timber of the province places it at the large 

sum of four hundred and fifty million dollars. Fifty 

thousand lumbermen are annually employed, and 

the provincial revenue from woods and forests 

exceeds a milUon dollars a year. The forest area 

alone covers one hundred and twenty million acres^ 
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while no less than seven million acres of crown 

lands are open for settlement. 

The Eastern Townships, lying south of Montreal 

and Quebec, are held to be the most fertile, the 

best cultivated, and the richest stock-raising por

tion of the province. Nestling in sheltered valleys 

are prosperous villages and towns, many of the 

latter being substantial manufacturing centres 

owing to the proximity of valuable water powers. 

The population of this section contains a larger 

percentage of English-speaking farmers than any 

other district of Quebec, but the percentage is 

gradually decreasing, as French Canadians acquire 

holdings in the fertile region. There is no fairer 

portion of the Dominion, none more worthy of 

calling forth the fervent love for and pardonable 

pride in his native province that is felt by the 

habitant of Quebec and his English-speaking 

neighbour. 

One needs to meet the French Canadian indi

vidually to know him and to appreciate his qualities 

—to visit him in his village or hamlet and to be 

the recipient of his fine courtesy and generous 

hospitality. A native shrewdness is combined with 

a child-like simplicity as charming as his inbred 

politeness. He is, moreover, an optimist, whose 
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gospel of contentment is well summed up in the 

sentence : " When one is contented there is no 

more to be desired, and when there is no more 

to be desired, there's an end of it." 

Dr. Drummond, the poet of the French 

Canadian, depicted the habitant to the life :— 

" De fader of me, he was habitant farmer, 
Ma grad' fader too, an' hees fader also, 

Dey don't mak' no monee, but dat isn't fonny 
For it's not easy get ev'ryting, you mus' know— 

All de sam' dere is someting dey get ev'rybody 
Dat's plaintee good healt', what de monee can't geev, 

So I'm workin' away dere, an' happy for stay dere. 
On farm by de reever, so long as I was leev." 

" O n de farm by de reever " is the ideal situa

tion of the habitant farmer, with a ribbon of farm 

half a mile long, though but a few furlongs wide, 

sweeping up the swell of a hillside from the water's 

edge. Here is the modest little house, dwarfed as 

to size by the spacious barn and by the home

made windmill towering high above the roof. 

Simple in its furnishings is the home, with the 

largest apartment used as the living-room, the only 

place where the numerous members of the family 

can foregather around the big stove or the bigger 

table. The whitewashed exterior is matched by 

the clean-scrubbed floor and furniture, and amid 
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these humble surroundings the French Canadian, 

or the Canadien as he names himself, lives his 

life of frugality and thrift, living beyond and above 

the world of financial hazard. The government 

savings bank having won his confidence, still holds 

it, and speculation tempts him in vain. 

Sunday is the day of days in the calendar of the 

habitant, primarily because his is a deeply religious 

nature. The alien can with difficulty estimate the 

place of the church in a Quebec community. Mas

sive stone structures they are as a rule, built to 

serve many generations of worshippers. No less 

difficult would it be to have a proper appreciation 

of the cur6. As pastor, friend, counsellor, and 

arbitrator he is indispensable to the life of his 

parishioners. Church-going is not an abandoned 

practice in this Catholic land. Rarely are the 

spacious churches less than filled at the Sunday 

morning services, and after the religious duties are 

faithfully performed, the joys of social intercourse 

follow. Neighbourly visitation is the order of the 

day, when everything on wheels and every beast 

capable of bearing harness are brought into 

requisition; when the highways are alive with the 

traffic of springless cart or stylish carriage, of 

quaint caleche or planquette. Nor is the speed limit 
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too tightly drawn. If the Quebec peasant is fond 

of neighbourliness and given to hospitality, he has 

a greater weakness for a horse race, and a horse 

race if needs must be on a Sunday afternoon, with 

the turnpike as an improvised Derby course and 

rival swains perchance as the drivers. 

A happy, hard-working, law-abiding citizen is 

the habitant of Quebec, temperate in habits, loyal 

as a citizen of his country and Empire, and bringing 

to the development and upbuilding of his land 

qualities that are essential if the structure is to be 

abiding. 
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CHAPTER V 

QUEBEC : THE CITADEL CITY OF THE 

ST. LAWRENCE 

T H E Quebec of Cartier and Champlain is the portal 

of the Canada of a half-continent. 

The ancient city on a rock still attracts as power

fully as ever Lurlei lured the mariner to her Rhine 

haunt. It still works its spell: the spell of its 

history written on grey wall and grassy moat and 

venerable houses, the spell of its Gallic life, the 

antithesis in many respects of that of the Saxon 

or Celt, the spell of its streets that run from every

where to nowhere, rendering null and void the 

points of the compass. 

Dear, dreamy, dignified Quebec, age-steeped and 

time-softened, it is easy to fall a victim to its 

charms, it is difficult to tear one's self away from 

its ramparts and terraces and ancient byways in 

Lower and Upper Town. 

As in Halifax, so in Quebec, the citadel crown,? 
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the highest height, affording from its walls the 

widest panorama of city, sea, and distant shores. 

What pyrotechnics have been witnessed by the old 

stronghold of the King's Bastion, dominating the 

street and stream far below, while the westerning 

sun rests a brief moment on the peak of a Lauren

tian hill, gilding steeple and dome in the town, 

and painting the Levis cliffs with a wealth of golden 

colour. What sights by night-light, when the eyes 

of the houses on the yonder height shine like stars, 

when the firefly lamps on Little Champlain Street 

outline the sinuosities of that historic highway, 

once trodden by men now resting for aye in Mount 

Hermon or St. Patrick's populous cities of the 

dead. The citadel commands, by day or night, such 

an expanse as Edinburgh exhibits from the Salis

bury Crags, or Florence from the San Miniato 

Hill. 

What sounds, too, have been heard from the 

same high vantage ground: the sullen mutterings 

of a north-born storm, the vicious sweep of the 

October wind down channel, the roar of the shot 

and shell from the Levis batteries of Wolfe during 

the siege of 17 5 9, the wild cheer from the thin red 

line that faced Montcalm's white-coated men on 

the Plains of Abraham on the early morn of a 
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Quebec : Citadel City of St. Lawrence 

September day, the close of which saw a memorable 

exchange of flags on the citadel walls and an 

epochal change of maps and boundaries. 

It is so easy to dream of the past in Quebec. 

It is so easy to re-live it, when standing by the 

age-crusted walls of the Church of Notre Dame 

des Victoires, telling in marble tablet and stained-

glass window of successful deliverances in 1690 

and 1711 from the dreaded old-world enemies of 

France in the new continent. A solemn, homely 

little chapel it is, squeezed in a tight fit between 

warehouse and market-place and trolley-invaded 

street. 

It is easy to dream of the dead days vividly 

recalled by the original wall of Intendant Bigot's 

Palace, or parts of it, but this dream is rudely 

shattered when further investigation reveals the fact 

that the remnants of the palace are now part of 

a brewery—most prosaic and uninteresting of all 

the buildings of men. But far from prosaic is 

near-by Sous-le-Cap, the narrowest, oddest, 

quaintest freak of a street to be seen in old world 

or new, where the tall houses nod together up 

toward the strip of sky-line as they have nodded 

for many a decade. 

Emerging from this little lane of humanity, 
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crowded against the black-faced cliff, one experi

ences a sudden awakening with the clang of a 

modem electric car. As it twists and curves to 

adapt itself to the erratic highway, as it zigzags 

in a bewildering manner, the impudence of the 

lightning-harnessed car strikes the mind. No spot 

is sacred from its tracks, the hum of its electrical 

energy is a laugh ofl derision at the awakening 

of echoes in quiet convent gardens, hidden behind 

high walls from the gaze of the passer-by, in 

incense-filled churches with their kneeling worship

pers, in cloister and corridor where the Silent 

Sisters dwell, in buildings overbent with age, and 

in dusty, scholastic halls. Does the noble Erangois 

de Montmorency Laval hear the distant rumbling, 

though so soundly asleep these two hundred years 

in his massive sarcophagus in the University that 

bears his name, and if he hears does he marvel 

at it all ? One wonders, too, if the defeated Mont

calm, resting in his grave, hollowed out by a shell 

that burst in the Ursuline Convent during the siege 

of 1759, hears the distant rumbling of the 

twentieth-century trolley. Perhaps not, for his 

skull, so poor and shrivelled a bit of human shell, 

has been separated from its bed of bones and grins 

pathetically from under a glass case. 
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Thus in time, and brief time at that, the grey 

walls of the citadel are again reached by the cir

cuitous route of the city walls. What a fine 

thrill courses through the veins when crossing 

a mediaeval drawbridge over a real moat and 

entering a real old iron-plated door with rusty 

hinges and enormous bars, guarded by King 

George's defender's 1 Within the enclosure, to 

which admittance is not easily obtained, the un

adorned walls of the stone barracks are in solemn 

harmony with the ramparts and the old cannon. 

In the centre of the citadel area is mounted a minia

ture brass gun, nicknamed a " grasshopper " in 

the fighting days of 1812. As this rusty piece of 

armament once saw service at Bunker Hill, it could 

tell an interesting story of the famous Boston en

gagement Other rusty old cannon, derelicts on 

the sea of war, share the space with the latest death-

dealing guns in a strange juxtaposition of old and 

new. 

Viewed once again from the ramparts, the houses 

of Lower Town cling like barnacles to the steep 

sides of Cape Diamond, not a few braced in 

front to hold them in position against the rock 

wall in the rear. Immediately below is the track 

of the landslide of a few years ago, in which SQ 
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many met a horrible death. A caleche driver spent 

six hours pinned under the beams of a collapsed 

house, the six hours seeming six eternities to him 

before he was rescued. Even then an old dame 

kept on living contentedly in a humble home next 

to a demolished row of houses, though her own 

dwelling was injured in the catastrophe and is in 

the direct line of any succeeding avalanche of rock. 

The constant menace of the overhanging cliff has 

had the effect of lowering the values of the re

maining structures in the locality, and many a 

house, down at the heels and shabby of front, 

grieves its owner with its empty rooms and deserted 

dormer windows. 

And what would Quebec be without its dormer 

windows? Such striking frames they make for 

la belle Canadienne, whose happy face smiles a 

welcome to the passer-by. On the family doorstep 

of a summer evening sit Francois and Marie, old 

and happy, he smoking the best " tabac " in the 

world in his own pungent native-grown weed, she 

knitting coarse yarn footwear. The children, in 

bewildering confusion of numbers, are not confined 

to doorstep or window-sill. Their field is the street-

way, a playground that is yielded to your pony at 

the last critical moment, on the very verge of an 
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apparent catastrophe. While one is catching a 

quick breath with a tremor of fear, the little urchins 

scatter on either side with a ringing laugh that 

sings itself into the memory. 

The same Pegasus that hauls one through the 

narrow thoroughfares of the old town will, for a 

corresponding fare, trot down Palace Hill, over 

the St. Charles Bridge, and thus on to the Beauport 

turnpike that stretches its long and narrow length 

up the hills that lead to Montmorency. The habi

tants, driving to or from market with their two-

wheeled carts, are polite enough to return every 

passing salutation with Gallic interest. Milkmaids 

in poke bonnets, short skirts, and utility shoes, 

may spare a shy glance, and the children, as in 

the city, constitute themselves a committee of 

welcome. The very air is impregnated with good 

cheer and a fine spirit of camaraderie marks the 

worthy people of Beauport. 

The road cuts through a landscape of rich 

beauty. Old manor houses stand in dignified 

retirement far back from the dusty highway; big 

barns, flanked by little old-fashioned cottages, 

crowd closer to the street to miss nothing of the 

passing life; other homes, a degree more pre

tentious, and occupying a middle social position 
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between the two extremes, put on airs with freshly-

painted blue window frames against a background 

of unpainted or whitewashed walls. If it be haying 

time, the full blossomed clover exhales its richest 

perfume, the bluebells cuddle in the fence corners, 

the birds sing their chansons, and all is as merry as 

a marriage. The only really sober element in the 

landscape is the smallest of chapels, perched on a 

make-believe hill, with but two windows to a side 

and an entrance in keeping with its diminutive size. 

So the mile-posts are checked off as the journey 

proceeds. To the right the ever-beautiful St. 

Lawrence hastens to the sea, to the left the country 

slopes back from the narrow fringe of houses to 

where the dark woods form a boundary. Then 

comes the return trip down a succession of hills 

and between the tree-lined turnpike until a final 

curve brings a new vision of the city of Champ

lain, regally crowning the height like a great giant 

on a granite throne. 

Caliche journeys in any one or all of three 

directions from Quebec will yield rich results. One 

of these jaunts will lead to the oldest house in 

Canada—oldest in the sense of being continuously 

occupied—hidden away in the little village of 

Sillery. There is probably no other structure in 
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the Dominion still existing that has had more 

famous folk within its thick fortress-like walls, or 

that witnessed more stirring events in the old days 

of New France than the Sillery Mansion. The 

mind needs to revert once more to the long ago, 

therefore, to 1636, to recall the early history of 

the old place. The father and founder of Sillery 

and its Mission was the Commandeur de Sillery, 

a great Frenchman of his time, a favourite of the 

Court and an ambassador of his King. But a 

day came when he forsook the work of a diplo

matist and statesman and entered upon the religious 

life by taking holy orders. 

Among his first acts of benevolence was the gift 

of twelve thousand livres from his wealth to Father 

Charles Lalemont, the renowned Jesuit missionary 

of the seventeenth century, with which to start a 

mission on the St. Lawrence. Thus Sillery was 

founded, being named after the man who made it 

possible by his generous gift. Associated with 

Father Lalemont was Father Le Jeune, the names 

of both of whom figure prominently in the annals 

of New France as martyrs of the faith they pro

claimed to the red man. These two priests superin

tended the erection of the mission buildings, con

sisting of a church, a convent, and a missionaries' 

93 



Through the Heart of Canada 

house. It is this last-mentioned edifice that yet 

survives the passing centuries. 

Owing to the repeated attacks of the Iroquois 

and the unsettled state of the new colony, the 

mission was surrounded for protection by rude 

palisades and redoubts, and for many a long day 

and longer night a ceaseless watch had to be kept 

on the prowling red men who sought the scalps 

of its inmates. Many a sudden alarm did the little 

band undergo, and frequent attacks were thril-

lingly and bravely repelled. 

Other scenes Sillery witnessed, of dramatic and 

historic interest, in the grand councils of Indian, 

voyageur, priest, and official, constituting the primi

tive parliament of the time, when compacts were 

entered into, campaigns planned, or peace procla

mations issued. Not a few of the decisive episodes 

of Canadian history were enacted around the same 

Sillery camp-fires, amid uncouth and even bar

baric surroundings. The stone walls of the old 

house, the centre of all this pioneer life, are as 

.' perfect and massive as ever. The steep roof and 

pointed gables are a true index of the old French 

architecture. To-day the house, which is ap

parently good for many a decade to come, is used 

for commercial purposes, and where once the 
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orisons of the black-robed Fathers were chanted, 

now the prosaic language of trade is heard. 

Surrounding Sillery is other historic ground. 

Hard by are the remnants of the cribs recalling 

the day when the Cove was one of the great 

lumber-shipping depots in Canada. Following the 

shore-line eastward, the road leads to Wolfe's Cove 

and the path up which the British army made its 

way. Again, beyond, lie the Plains of Abraham, 

the field where Wolfe and Montcalm met in mortal 

conflict. He who visits the battlefield of the 

Plains, as a pilgrim finds his way to a shrine, will 

discover that the philistine has been there before 

him. Canada has heretofore been somewhat 

neglectful of this historic battle-giround. A con

siderable section of the Plains has been carved into 

streets, and is already covered with dwelling-

houses. An inartistic gaol, and an unpicturesque 

observatory further impinge on the original area, 

while an ugly red-brick factory occupies a promi

nent position, with an unsightly water-tank perched 

on the top of an old martello tower I 

All that suggests to the eye the struggle there 

witnessed a century and a half ago is embodied 

in the modest shaft marking the spot where Wolfe 

fell, with its eloquently simple inscription of " Here 
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died Wolfe victorious," he who, in the language 

of Pitt, had with a handful of men added an empire 

to English rule. While a hero's fame does not rest 

on neglect or care of the spot where he made his 

final sacrifice, yet his memory deserves something 

of respect. No less proper is some commemoration 

of the brave part played by the vanquished 

soldier of France. It is peculiarly fitting, there

fore, that this theatre of one of the most important 

dramas enacted on the American continent is 

henceforth to be a national park, and thus to be 

saved from all further depredation. 

The most famous suburb of Quebec is Ste. Anne 

de Beaupre, the village home of the greatest 

miracle church in North America. A million 

pilgrims have journeyed, during the last ten years, 

to the Shrine of " Our Lady of Perpetual Health," 

as the good Ste. Anne is called by her devotees. 

Over a million pious Catholics have there kissed 

the wonder-working relic of the saint, in the shape 

of a fragment of her finger-bone, and they have 

there knelt and prayed at the altar over which 

her statue rises. 

And the results? You are pointed to the great 

pyramids of crutches, canes, and body supports 

that tower high above your head inside the main 
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entrance. You are shown, too, the more recent 

accumulations of these articles at the altar itself, 

left there by the grateful beneficiaries of the good 

saint. You are taken, moreover, to a room in the 

rear of the great building, where case after case 

is filled with watches, rings, bracelets, and orna

ments of all kinds, donated to the church by other 

pilgrims. 

It is a noted place, historically as well as 

religiously. For nearly three hundred years 

miracles have here been performed, so it is 

claimed, through the intercession of this " Mother 

of Canada." In the long-ago days of the French 

regime, the loyal subjects of the grand monarch 

of France, as well as the dusky red men of the 

North, made their way in annual pilgrimage to 

the saintly shrine, and among the historic trophies 

possessed by the church is a crucifix given by 

d'Iberville three centuries ago—the d'Iberville 

who conquered Hudson Bay on the north and 

founded Louisiana on the south. Alongside of 

the crucifix is a mass vestment, given by Anne of 

Austria, the mother of Louis XIV . - a wonderful 

piece of work, of pure silk, gold, and silver, made 

by Queen Anne's own hands. 
But the pilgrim of to-day is the one in whom 
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we are most interested. The 26th of July in each 

year is the great day at Ste. Anne, and on that 

day train-loads of pilgrims flock into the little 

village on the banks of the St. Lawrence from all 

parts of Canada and the United States. There 

they mingle with the equally large crowds of 

French-Canadian habitants, who have driven in 

from the surrounding country in their curious 

caliches or planquettes, as their primitive vehicles 

are called. 

It is truly a wonderful sight, merely as a gather

ing of human beings. In the distance may be seen 

the towering cliff of old Quebec, and in front the 

fertile Isle of Orleans. But one has few eyes for 

these surroundings, for the interest centres in the 

great Basilica. Under its star-painted ceiling three 

thousand worshippers crowd into a space intended 

for a lesser number. The majority seem to be 

profoundly moved by the inspiring music of the 

great organ and the fine choir. Then a seemingly 

never-ending line makes its way to the beautiful 

marble altar rail to partake of the communion, 

and to kiss a circular disk of glass behind which 

is kept the precious and efficacious relic. Only 

at the continental pilgrimage-centres of Lour des or 

Auray is such a scene possible. 
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Outside the church, and in connection with it, 

are other sights no less interesting. Ste. Anne de 

Beaupre is a village of but one street, and that 

as winding as the usual Quebec hamlet. Bewilder

ing lines of hotels and boarding-houses have been 

built for the accommodation of the pilgrim travellers. 

Large monasteries and convents also accommodate 

the public. Bordering the narrow sidewalks are 

long lines of booths, in which beads and candles 

and miniature statues are for sale. 

Near by is the Sacred Fountain, with another 

statue of Ste. Anne surmounting it, the water pro

ceeding from a spring in the hillside. Nearly all 

the pilgrims visit the Holy Well, as it is called, 

for its waters have a high reputation for their 

curative qualities. A little farther along the road, 

and perched half-way up the steep hillside, stands 

the Holy Staircase, or Scala Sancta, of twenty-

eight steps, in imitation of those in Rome, which 

are claimed to have been brought up from Jeru

salem. Here again there is a continuous procession 

of pious folk, making their way up the sacred stairs 

on their knees. 

In Ste. Anne de Beaupre, as in Sillery, as in 

Quebec, the past intrudes itself at every turn ; it 

insists on being recalled, and rightly so, but not to 
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the exclusion of the present. As there is an old 

Quebec, so there is a new one. The city of Cham

plain, after its three centuries of varied history, is 

entering upon a new era of prosperity and growth. 

As one views the ocean vessels and river craft lining 

the extensive new docks, or notes the elevators 

with their large grain-holding capacity, or traces 

the expansion of the residential and manufacturing 

parts of the city, the evidence is convincingly clear 

that Quebec is growing apace. 

Upon the completion of the Quebec Bridge, and 

the entrance of the National Transcontinental Rail

way into the Lower Town, all the great railway 

systems of Canada will have tapped the trade of 

old Quebec. With the reascendancy of the city as 

an ocean port, its marine importance is increasingly 

established, and with the fine civic spirit existing 

in the people Quebec is coming to her own. It 

is more than a cradle of national history, or the 

birthplace of Canada's oldest city. Quebec to

day ranks high among the commercial and in

dustrial centres of the Dominion, 
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CHARTER VI 

MONTREAL : CANADA'S COMMERCIAL METROPOLIS 

A CENTURY after Jacques Cartier had claimed 

Canada for the King of France, and thirty-four 

years after Champlain had built the first house in 

Quebec, another Frenchman, Maisonneuve, made 

his way up the St. Lawrence to the Isle of 

Ville-Marie. On May i8 , 1642, surrounded by a 

little company of less than half a hundred, who 

were known as " The Association of Montreal," 

Maisonneuve laid the foundations of a great city 

by felling with his own hands the first tree, building 

on the clearing the first altar, and offering up the 

first prayers of thanksgiving. 

Strangely prophetic were the words of the priest 

at the forest service : " You are a grain of mustard-

seed that shall rise and grow till its branches 

overshadow the earth. You are few, but your work 

is the work of God." And yet had he foreseen 

that the little colony of 1642 would grow in two 

hundred and fifty years to a city of half a million, 
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even his faith might have not stood the test. Could 

he have seen in vision the transformation of the 

forest-lined shores into a great ocean port, could 

he have seen the mighty stream spanned by colossal 

bridges, could he have viewed the harnessed 

wonders of steam and electricity — the old 

seventeenth-century padre would have wondered 

at it all. 

Maisonneuve, like all his fellow-explorers, was 

warned of the dangers that would beset him, not 

the least being the presence of hostile red men. 

" I t is my duty to found a colony on this island 

of Ville-Marie," replied the adventurous coloniser, 

" and I would go if every tree were an Iroquois." 

The intrepid leader soon had occasion to show his 

courage. Only a few months elapsed before the 

Indians laid an ambush for the little band of whites. 

Maisonneuve, though greatly outnumbered, led his 

force against the enemy, only to be left practically 

alone to face a horde of savages. Walking 

backwards as they pressed him hard, the plucky 

Frenchman kept them at bay, and thus saved his 

own life and the lives of his less courageous 

followers. 

This stirring incident early in his career in New 

France is supposed to have taken place almost 
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on the spot where the parish church of Notre Dame 

stands, and near the site of the fine monument 

erected to the memory of the founder of Montreal, 

where the bronze figure gazes upon the throngs 

of a great centre of humanity. 

One can readily understand the intense local 

loyalty of the Montrealer of to-day as he surveys 

his beautiful city from river, mount or tower. 

Where, in any country, or on any continent, will 

one see a duplicate of the panorama viewed from 

the hill-top of Mount Royal? On the slopes and 

levels to the south rests the grey old city, with 

its two nationalities and its sharply divided lines 

of streets and wards. There is more than the 

width of a ward between St. Denis Street on the 

east and University Street on the west; the English 

Channel still separates them'. 

What noble lines of tree-fronted homes come 

within the range of vision, what a notable group 

of educational buildings are included in the picture, 

with stately McGill standing back on her campus 

like an old-fashioned and aged parent, flanked by 

newer fashioned and stylish children. 

What a magnificent waterway is the St. 

Lawrence, bearing the commerce of millions, and 

representing millions in value 1 What a noble 
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horizon line of mystic hill summits rise beyond 

the far shore of the wide river, veiled in an earth 

blue beneath the sky blue ! Truly the centuries 

have effected a marvellous transformation since the 

far-off day when Cartier climbed the slopes and 

christened the royal mount. The thrill that Cartier 

and Champlain and Maisonneuve experienced as 

each viewed the scene must have been akin to the 

sensations of Father Hennepin when he first heard 

the distant bass of Niagara's note and first camte 

in sight of the twin cataracts. Since those early 

days of beginnings, Montreal 

" Has grown in her strength like a northern queen, 
'Neath her crown of light and her robe of snow. 

And stands in her beauty fair, between 
The royal mount and the river below." 

Another period of the early life of Montreal 

is epitomised in the Chateau de Ramezay, facing 

the City Hall, and bordering the Bonsecours 

Market and the Nelson Monument. Thanks to the 

Numismatic and Antiquarian Society of Montreal, 

the Chateau has been saved from threatened 

destruction by being converted into an historical 

museum. The history connected with the Chateau, 

during the two centuries of its existence, has been 

of the most varied character. Like many of its 
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occupants it can boast of a checkered career. It 

was in 1703 that Claude de Ramezay, Sieur dte 

Lagesse, having been transferred from the 

governorship of Three Rivers to that of Montreal, 

erected the Chateau as it stands to-day on a parcel 

of land, the deed of which dates from about the 

time when Ville-Marie was founded. For two 

decades the Governor and his family made their 

then palatial residence a social as well as an official 

centre. 

From the de Ramezay family the old stone 

stronghold passed into the possession of the great 

French fur trading company—the Compagnie des 

Indes—thus becoming the entrep6t of the fur trade 

of Canada. After the conquest of Canada, the 

Chiteau was bought by the Baron de Longueuil 

and, in 1770, it was again made the official resi

dence of the Governors under British rule. Sir 

Guy Carleton was in occupation when the Conti

nental army captured Montreal, making the old 

building their headquarters for the winter. 

Franklin, Chase, and Carroll were the American 

Commissioners in charge, Franklin setting up a 

printing-press in the spacious cellar-kitchen where 

the power of the press was vainly used to woo 

the inhabitants to the invaders' cause. 
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After Montg'omery's defeat at Quebec, the 

British Governors—Haldimand, Metcalfe, Durham, 

and the Earl of Elgin—were in turn the official 

occupants of the Chateau. From 1841 to 1849 the 

old pile was the headquarters of the Government 

of Upper and Lower Canada under the Act of 

Union, the Cabinet meetings of those eventful 

days being held in the council-room of the Chiteau. 

With the removal of the seat of government to 

Toronto and Quebec respectively, until the Con

federation of the Provinces in 1867, the glory of 

Montreal's Government House in large measure 

departed, the old palace being thereafter put to 

a succession of less important uses 

The Chateau now contains many valuable historic 

relics and treasures. The old bell that hung in 

Louisbourg Church shortly after the completion 

of the fortifications in 1720 has an honoured place. 

The inscription on the bell reads : " fiazin m'a 

fait." A pair of scales of 1682, used by the Jesuits 

for weighing iron at the Three Rivers forges, speaks 

of the long established iron industry in the country. 

A hand-organ presented by George I I I . to the 

Indian chief Tecumseh recalls England's diplo

matic success in retaining the friendship of the 

red men during the revolutionary period. 
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The walls of the Chateau are hung with the 

portraits of nearly one hundred of the early 

French-Canadian explorers, governors and 

missionaries, as well as the British commanders 

and governors, while the series of prints of early 

Canadian scenes are of inestimable value. No less 

than eight thousand books, pamphlets, and manu

scripts, hundreds of coins, and many ancient deeds 

and other legal documents, not a few bearing the 

signature of Napoleon, connect the present with 

the past. 

The cellar, with the spacious fireplace and ovens, 

the cool wine-vaults, and the servants' quarters, 

shows the massive structure of the strong founda

tions and the stone partitions of castle-like thick

ness, so constructed that the establishment might 

be converted into a fortress, the windows still dis

closing the loopholes and double bars ready for a 

siege or attack. 

Other historic spots in Montreal are marked by 

marble tablets—such as the walls of the seminary 

of St. Sulpice, a reminder of Dollard, the hero 

of the Battle of the Ottawa; and the site of Forti

fication Lane, when the town huddled close to 

the river. Another marks the site of ancient 

Hochelaga, the Indian village of Cartier's day, 
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the museum of the Chiteau containing a collection 

of Indian relics found on the same spot. Thus 

at every turn, in the modern Montreal, its historic 

and romantic past is brought to mind. 

The Montreal of to-day has risen to the rank 

of a great cosmopolitan centre. The population, 

including the suburbs, is gradually reaching the 

half-million mark, with a corresponding increase 

in its trade and commerce, its shipping and its 

manufactures. The city of Maisonneuve ranks not 

only as Canada's largest centre of population, but 

as third in size among the cities of the sister 

Dominions, being exceeded only by Melbourne and 

Sydney. 

Montreal is, moreover, an important banking 

centre, and the headquarters of the Bank of 

Montreal. It leads all its sister cities in the amount 

of its bank clearings, which in 1912 reached 

^2,844,368,426, placing it high among the clear

ing houses of America. 

The extent of the manufacturing industry is 

chiefly responsible for the satisfactory monetary 

status of the city. According to the census of 

1910, its manufactured products amounted to one 

hundred and fifteen million dollars, an increase 

of 168 per cent, in ten years, representing an 
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invested capital of one hundred and twelve 

millions. Busy hives of industry are found in 

many sections of the cityj while other large 

manufacturing concerns have established them

selves in the outskirts, bringing into existence 

goodly sized towns peopled by their employees. 

The great railway corporations also have extended 

works, employing thousands of men. 

Montreal's prosperity is still further accounted 

for by the fact that nearly one-third of the trade 

of the Dominion passes through its port. It out

rivals New York as a grain-exporting port, and is 

the chief centre of the export trade of the dairy 

products of the continent. 

Now that a thirty-foot channel has been com

pleted, enabling the largest ocean vessels to reach 

the water front, Montreal's marine importance is 

being vastly enhanced. It is one of the great 

ocean ports of the Atlantic seaboard, though nearly 

a thousand miles from the ocean. Being 315 

miles nearer Liverpool than New York, it has, 

moreover, a day's advantage on a sailing schedule, 

and with three transcontinental railroads at its 

back as feeders, and a canal and river system 

extending 1,400 miles inland and tapping the 

trade of the continent, it is prophesied that 
I I I 



Through the Heart of Canada 

Montreal will yet become the foremost shipping 

centre of America. 

An extensive system of harbour improvements 

is in process of construction, and, when finished, 

there will be fourteen ocean berths and as many 

double-decked steel concrete freight sheds, capable 

of accommodating a vast amount of traffic. The 

export shipments of 1912 included nearly thirty 

million bushels of grain, besides several hundred 

thousand head of live stock. 

The city as a whole represents wealth of vast 

extent, though its tax exemptions reach the large 

sum of over one hundred million dollars. But more 

valuable than statistics of trade or the fortunes of 

its leading citizens, are the citizens themselves. 

Public spirited they are to a degree, as evidenced 

in their acceptance of public responsibilities. The 

great educational and philanthropic edifices of 

Montreal are monuments to their generosity and 

large-mindedness. 

The peculiar charm of Montreal is further found 

in its environs. As the city has been described 

as a happy combination of New York, Paris, and 

St. Petersburg, with a dash of New Orleans giving 

spice and flavour, so the surrounding villages and 

country present features both English and French 
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in their nature. There is no other large city in 

America where a brief journey will include so 

many scenes of varied natural beauty, or places of 

historic interest, or where a short railway trip will 

take one to more picturesque solitudes of mountain 

and forest, of placid lake and unfettered stream. 

At the western gate of the city are the Lachine 

Rapids, the river road possessing many reminders, 

in old stone houses and windmills, of early, Erench 

occupation, and of La Salle and many another 

worthy of the Old Regime. The steamer runs 

through the rapids, under the great Lachine and 

Victoria Bridges, and provides as thrilling an hour's 

experience as one could wish. Starting in Lake 

St. Louis, on which have taken place some of 

America's greatest aquatic contests, the boat soon 

feels the focusing of the current toward the white-

capped waters, and the keen-eyed Indian pilot 

steers the craft into and through the swirling 

stream, makes sharp turns to avoid dangerous 

reefs and rocks, and finally succeeds in navigating 

the difficult channel in perfect safety. 

On the southern shore is passed the Indian 

village of Caughnawaga, where dwells the remnant 

of a once-powerful tribe, just as, on the outskirts 

of Quebec, the village of Indian Lorette is popu-
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lated by the few hundred Hurons whose forefathers 

once held sway over the vast northern region of 

the upper Ottawa River and Lake Huron. 

South and north of Montreal lie other inviting 

regions. Southward, along the course of the 

Richelieu River, Beloeil Mountain comes into view, 

rising dome-like from a plain of surpassing fertility. 

Northward lie the Laurentian Hills, holding in 

their recesses lakes beyond number, with scores 

of charming rural resorts, like Ste. Agathe des 

Monts, where the city dweller may live away the 

happy summer days. Montreal is, indeed, set in 

a garden of beauty, where Nature exhibits all her 

charms. 
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CHAPTER VII 

ONTARIO : THE CENTRAL PROVINCE OF THE 

DOMINION 

As there are two Can;adas in one, in East and West, 

so there are two Ontarios, Old and New. The Old 

relates to the settled parts along the frontiers and 

shores of the great inland lakes of Ontario, Erie, 

and Huron; the New to the vast hinterland 

stretching to James Bay and the boundaries of 

Manitoba. 

Yet the age" of Old Ontario is, as has already 

been pointed out, relative only. Scarcely more 

than a century has elapsed since the first stream 

of settlers entered Upper Canada, as the pro

vince was first known, crossing the St. Lawrence 

and the Niagara Rivers on their way. Among the 

inflow were pathfinders from the British Isles, 

United Empire Loyalists from the seceding* colonies 

of America, Dutch, and Germans from the heart 

of Europe or the wilds of Rennsylvania, and many 

another racial type. 
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In course of time settlements were planted and 

cities born, highways were cut through the woods, 

and the forest itself felled for the use of man. 

In course of further time the foundations of Ottawa 

and Kingston, of Toronto, Hamilton, London, and 

other centres of population were laid. The growth 

of the province during this span of a century may 

be measured by these thriving cities of to-day. 

Toronto has long since emerged from its infancy 

stage as " Muddy York " into the fine capital of a 

rich province. The comparative handful of four 

thousand who constituted its population at its in

corporation as a city in 1834 have grown to over 

four hundred thousand, while the industrial expan

sion of the city has been in proportion. With bank 

clearings in 1912 of two million and a quarter 

dollars, with an assessment roll of four hundred 

and twenty-three millions, with building operations 

aggregating twenty-seven million dollars annually, 

and with customs receipts of ten million dollars a 

year, Toronto's commercial importance is beyond 

dispute. 

It is, moreover, a city of fine schools and 

churches—78 of the former and 254 of the latter. 

Forty-one parks and public gardens comprise a 

total area of 1,640 acres, and 407 miles of streets 
i i 8 
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The Central Province of the Dominion 

make a splendid system of thoroughfares, many 

of which are lined with handsome private resi

dences. Ontario's capital is emphatically a city 

of homes, a city of substantial prosperity. 

The city ranks high industrially, with seven 

hundred manufactures possessing a capital of 

seventy-five million dollars. Seventy thousand 

operatives are employed, their annual wage bill 

thirty millions, according to the census of 1908. 

Ottawa is correspondingly prosperous, while 

possessing the advantage of being the capital of 

Canada. The population has passed the eighty 

thousand mark, despite the reverses of a succession 

of disastrous fires that might well have seriously 

set back its development. As in its sister cities, 

a commendable civic pride marks the citizens of 

the federal capital. The formation of a govern

ment-aided Civic Improvement Commission since 

the last conflagration is producing excellent results 

in an improved system of streets, parks, and boule

vards which, aided by the fine natural advantages 

of the city, is making of it the Washington of the 

North. 

The dominating architectural feature of Ottawa 

is the Parliament Buildings, commandingly situated 

on a high bluff overlooking the Ottawa River. The 
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beautiful polygonal library, with a noble dome sup

ported by graceful flying buttresses, adds to the 

picturesqueness of the group of edifices. Anthony 

Trollope's verdict that he " knew no site for such 

a set of buildings so happy as regards both beauty 

and grandeur " is one in which all will concur. 

No Dominion of the Empire has housed its Parlia

ment so sumptuously. 

On the outskirts of the city is Rideau Hall, 

the official residence of the Governor-General of 

Canada. It is a large, rambling, but comfort

able edifice, surrounded by well-kept grounds and 

overlooking a superb stretch of the Lower Ottawa, 

with the Laurentian Hills to the north forming a 

striking background. An excellent trolley system 

connects the city and its environs, many of which 

are charming summer resorts. 

Several parks afford breathing spaces for the 

capital. The city is also the gateway for a wide 

area of attractive country on the Ottawa, Rideau, 

and Gatineau Rivers, rich in scenic beauty as well 

as soil productiveness and natural resources. From 

the northern woods come immense rafts of timber 

to feed the enormous mills that lie between Ottawa 

and Hull. Their annual production in lumber has 

reached the large total of two hundred and seventy-
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five million feet, at a value of four million dollars. 

Another natural asset of incalculable value is found 

in the water powers, estimated at a million horse

power within a radius of fifty miles of the city, 

and of this only a small proportion is as yet utilised. 

There is, indeed, no reason to doubt the optimistic 

belief of the citizens of the capital in its still more 

prosperous future. 

Kingston—Ottawa's nearest neighbour—is well-

named the Limestone City, the grey white walls 

of its public buildings giving a pleasing air of 

solidity to the old historic centre. Eor historic 

Kingston is, with two outstanding dates in her local 

calendar—July 12th and August 27th—represent

ing two commanding events in Canadian history: 

the coming of the Frenchman in his territorial 

conquest, and the coming of the Englishman to 

supplant him as the ruler of North America. The 

one recalls the colonial empire dream of Old 

France, the other speaks of the colonial empire 

reality of Old England. 

The July date takes one back to 1673, when the 

beginnings were made of a settlement that was 

later to take form as Fort Frontenac, and later 

still as Kingston. The first of many marine pro

cessions made its way, in that year of long ago, 
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from Lachine towards the then almost unknown 

west. Threading the maze of a thousand isles, 

a fleet of one hundred and twenty canoes silently 

stole shoreward, led by two brilliantly decorated 

barges, bearing aloft a potent symbol of sovereignty 

in the fleur-de-lis of France. Prominent on the 

deck of the foremost craft stood Count de Fron

tenac, the representative of the Erench monarch, 

little less imposing in his grandeur and state than 

his most august sovereign. 

From behind the forest sentinels on the shore 

eager eyes peered in wonder and alarm : Iroquois 

eyes, wonderfully keen of vision, though even they 

failed to see all the portent of the event. They 

witnessed the martial manoeuvres of the canoes 

formed in flanking lines and squadrons, with 

advance and rear guards. The French leader, with 

his miniature army, disembarked in a sheltered cove 

of the Cataraqui River. That night the sound 

of the lapping waves fell upon the ears of the 

French sentries as they walked their beats, and for 

over two hundred and thirty years after, with but 

two short interruptions, the tread of the guard 

answered back the sound of the waters, for the 

landing was the actual beginning of permanent 

settlement upon the site of Kingston. 
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Yet another historic scene was witnessed on the 

night of Frontenac's arrival. La Salle had gathered 

a party of two hundred chiefs of the Five Nations 

—the warriors of the red race—who met in conclave 

the Governor of New France, forming the first 

of innumerable camp-fires around which weighty 

matters of war and peace were discussed. The 

Indians met on the same spot at a later date, when 

Denonville, one of Frontenac's successors, invited 

the chiefs to a feast. But when their host 

treacherously made ninety of them prisoners, 

sending them as such to Europe, vengeance was 

demanded by their tribes. It came two years 

later in the Lachine massacre, when the whites 

were taken com^pletely by surprise by the Iroquois. 

In a spirit of well-calculated irony the raiding red 

men, as they paddled away after the massacre, gave 

ninety fiendish yells—one for each of the ninety 

captives who were to be tortured and killed at 

their pleasure. Thus the raid of Denonville was 

matched man for man ; thus the massacre of 

Lachine wiped out the old scores at Cataraqui. 

The first chapter in the history of Kingston was 

closed on August 27, 1758, when Bradstreet, the 

New England militia officer, captured Fort Fron

tenac from the Erench garrison. The wilderness 
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again spread over the site of the destroyed fortress. 

But the records of the past on the Cataraqui were 

written too large to be thus obliterated, even by 

Nature. In the language of a local historian, 

" Neither wilderness nor foe could obliterate the 

memory of a fortress that Frontenac had planned, 

that La Salle had built and owned, that Denonville 

had wrecked, that Montcalm had held, that Shirley 

had threatened, that Bradstreet had taken, destroy

ing at the same time the naval supremacy of the 

French on Lake Ontario." 

We pass to a June day of 1784 when the van

guard of the United Empire Loyalists landed on 

the shores of Kingston, as the town was called 

after the British Conquest. 

In 1792 John Graves Simcoe arrived at 

Kingston from England, charged with the 

organisation of a new- government for Upper 

Canada, the first legislative council of which was 

convened in the Limestone City. The same city 

played an important part in the war of 1812-14 

as military and naval headquarters, with a dock

yard employing thousands of men, and a shipyard 

where a fleet of war vessels was built. The ruined 

walls of Fort Henry, the martello towers, and the 

modern T^te du Pont barracks, as well as the Royal 
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Military College, combine to give a martial aspect 

to Kingston in keeping with its romantic and 

thrilling history. 

The St. Lawrence River and its gateway city of 

Kingston must share the honour of historic fame 

with the Niagara, for along its banks the three-

century history of Canada is epitomised. The 

three epochs of its national life are recalled in the 

successive reigns of the red man, the Frenchman, 

the Englishman. 

The Niagara peninsula was the recognised 

territory of the Neutral Indian, and on the site 

of Niagara town one stood the capital of the tawny 

forest folk who were condemned to be crushed 

between the upper and nether millstones of 

Iroquois and Huron. These forgotten people 

of the early Niagara have disappeared from the 

world as absolutely as the Hittites of old from 

their Syrian stronghold. Scarce a trace of the 

poor Neutral is observable, beyond an occasional 

grave-mound. 

Another reminder of the red tribes of a later 

date than the Neutrals is seen in the site of the 

old council-house that longi stood on Niagara 

Common. The cellar is all that is left to suggest 

the stirring scenes there enacted in the former days 
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when the dusky sons of the open air from thirty 

different tribes foregathered in parliament, and 

drove hard bargains with the representatives of 

France or England. 

Following the Neutral came the Frenchmen, 

came La Salle and Hennepin, and many another 

distinguished bearer of the fleur-de-lis. Follow-^ 

ing the transitory tepee came the stockade of La 

Salle at the mouth of the river, and later, in 1757, 

the stone castle of Fort Niagara which to-day is 

the oldest surviving structure on either bank of 

the Niagara. The rule of the Frenchman is also 

brought to mind in the lines of hawthorns that 

fringe Niagara Common, the supposition being that 

they were planted by Erench officers during their 

eighty years' occupation of the district. 

Echoes, too, of the American Revolution are 

heard along the Canadian Niagara. Standing 

solitary on the Common are the barracks and 

blockhouses of Butler's Rangers, time-rusted, 

weather-painted. One or more of the deserted old 

wooden piles probably dates from revolutionary 

times. Earther afield, hidden under a clump of 

trees, is Butler's graveyard, with its tottering head

stones and decrepit palings—a lonely God's acre, 

forgotten and neglected; and, on the walls of St. 
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Mark's Church, in Niagara, may be seen a tablet 

to the memory of John Butler, commemorating his 

services for England in the Revolution. 

The struggle ended between mother and 

daughter, and separation of the Thirteen Colonies 

for good or ill effected in 1775, other scenes were 

then witnessed in and around historic Niagara. 

Processions there were of United Empire Loyalists, 

who, for conscience sake, preferred to live under 

the protection of King George I I I . in his Canadian 

colony rather than under the paternal care of 

President Washington. The children of these early 

immigrants form to-day the sturdy yeomanry of the 

Niagara part of Canada. 

English rule along the western shore of the 

Niagara has made the most definite impress upon 

the country. As the stormy days of 1775 drew 

near on the calendar of time. Sir William Johnson, 

on behalf of England, played the game of diplo

macy for the friendship of the red men at the 

Niagara council-fires as they parleyed for power 

and presents. Then it was that Butler and his 

band wrote the chapters of their guerilla warfare; 

then it was that the Niagara shore became a great 

trade route. 

In 1792 a fleet of sailing-vessels approached 
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the quiet hamlet, landing John Graves Simcoe, the 

soldier-statesman sent out by a beneficent power 

across the Atlantic to start the machinery of a new 

province in Upper Canada. Incident thereto the 

first legislature of the new-born state was con

vened. Niagara is, therefore, not only one of the 

mother-towns of Canada, but of Ontario as its 

first capital. 

The inauguration of the new order of things 

in 1792 was a memorable and a peaceful event, 

but, later, the harsh note of war was heard again, 

and again, and yet again. 

The war alarmi was heard along' the Niagara 

in the early morn of October 13, 1812. A cannon-

shot was fired from a Lewiston fort; an officer in 

Niagara's Fort George, Sir Isaac Brock, hearing 

its ominous echoes, galloped to the battlefield of 

Queenston Heights—galloped to his death. He is 

to the Canadians the hero of Queenston Heights, 

because he there faced an invadingi foe with ja 

handful of men, and btecause he there bravely gave 

his life for king and country in the first real test 

of supremacy between the United States and 

England since 1775. Two monuments have bteen 

raised on the Queenston escarpment to the memory 

of Brock. The first stood from 1824 till 1840, 
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when a miscreant destroyed it by the use of gun

powder ; the second took its place and stands 

to-day in all its noble dignity, overlooking the fair 

scene of farm and river and distant lake. 

Other reminders of Brock mark the Niagara 

district: in the ruins of Fort George, and the 

stately sycamore-tree within the bastion near where 

his body lay from 18 12 to 1824; in old St. Mark's 

Church ; in the old stone house at Queenston where 

his body was hidden during the battle ; in the 

trenches of the dead half-way down the hill, and 

in the Brock Memorial Church, with its fine stained-

glass windows, decorated with the armorial bear

ings of the Brock family. 

From Queenston to Lundy's Lane is a natural 

step in our historic pilgrimage. The battle of 

Lundy's Lane marked the end of the conflict of 

181 2-14. One may stand on the ridge where the 

full fury of the battle raged during the hours 

of a July night of 1814, and where the English 

battery was captured and recaptured. All is quiet 

now—the quiet of a field full of dead men, (and 

the names of some of them—friend and foe-^may 

yet be read on the tottering headstones. In the 

crypt of the monument erected by the Canadian 

Government are some scattered human bones 
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found on the battlefield, and specimens of shot 

and shell as grim memorials of the unfortunate 

strife between Anglo-Saxon brothers. 

Journeying southward, traces of earthworks still 

exist near Chippewa, and at Fort Erie the 

crumbling walls of the stronghold of a century 

ago tell their own tale of the roar of battle and 

the duel of death. 

The western bank of the international river 

is rich in its historic suggestiveness, covering all 

the outstanding periods of the dominion—the 

vanished day of the Indian, the end of the French 

regime, the British conquest—and later, the war 

of 1812, the uprising of 1837, and the Fenian Raid 

of 1866. The story of each period is told in 

battlefield and fortress, in monument and cairn, 

and in decaying structures. Every mile of the 

Canadian Niagara is a mile of historic association, 

and in the heart of it the Falls of Niagara 

present to the world one of Nature's greatest 

marvels. 

The entire Niagara district, reaching from the 

river to the city of Hamilton on the west, 

is one of the many gardens in a land of 

gardens. It is not only a garden but a granary, 

where wide acres of the finest lands produce the 
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best of grain, with miles of peach and apple 

orchards, and leagues of luxuriant vineyards. 

The sight of a prosperous farm and a comfort

able homestead such as abound in the land 

invariably suggest the pioneer who, a hundred 

years ago, travelled in his canvas-covered wagon 

over primitive roads and through forest depths to 

found a home in " the bush," as the untilled areas 

were called. Homespun in character as in clothes, 

the Canadian settler of 1800 was a man for a' 

that ; he who built the log-ribbed home, and blazed 

the forest trail, and graded the first highways; 

he who, while building a home, built concurrently 

a church and a school. There were giants in 

those birth days of a province, the days when the 

sickle was used to lay low the grain, and the flail 

threshed it. 

One goes to the graves of these path-finders 

of empire as a pilgrim to a shrine. Their names 

can with difficulty be made out on the moss-

coated headstones, but their lives have produced 

results that endure; they have left memories of 

high character and fidelity to duty worth more than 

marble-cut epitaphs. 

Thus they toiled ; here a furrow, there a furrow ; 

here a trail, a path, there a king's highway; here 
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a cabin, there a statelier home of later days ; here 

a hamlet, there a town, a city. What a tale could 

be written if all the details were to be filled in— 

of the hardships bravely endured, of the oft-time 

sufferings, of the patient endurance of these pilgrim 

fathers of Canada's early national life. 

Let us take a peep in imagination into a typical 

backwoods cabin. Encircling it, and close at hand, 

is the silent forest—silent even though thickly 

populated with bird and animal life. The clear

ing opens on the winding road, miles remote from 

the nearest neighbour. 

Inside the rude but warm and comfortable 

structure, is revealed a truly homely scene : the 

deep and spacious fireplace, piled high with logs 

that will burn for days, the broad fireplace shelf 

lined with old-fashioned heirlooms in crockery, or 

with the brass candlesticks shining mirror-like 

under the light of the tallow candles. The long-

armed cranes, and the big pots and kettles made 

to swing there have their place in the rude 

interior. 

In the evening time the fireplace circle makes 

a picture of peace and contentment. All are busy; 

grandmother knitting, mother darning, the girls 

spinning, father and the big boys whittling out 
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some tool or household utensil; for there were 

no idle hours in the pioneer days, else the men 

of to-day would not have entered into such a goodly 

heritage. 

We have travelled a long distance since a cen

tury ago. The farmer of to-day, if within the 

range of a centre of population, has many of the 

modern comforts of life. A trolley line may pass 

by his door, connecting him with the outside world. 

The daily paper is delivered at his home, the latest 

implements and machinery make lighter the labour 

of the fields and the harvesting of the grain and 

the way of life is made correspondingly easier. 

The smallest of settlements have developed into 

the most prosperous of cities. The little centre 

of population at the head of Lake Ontario has 

grown into the fine city of Hamilton—one of the 

thriving industrial and commercial cities of Canada, 

occupying a strategic position in a garden land 

and on the highway of traffic through Western 

Ontario and between Detroit and Buffalo as the 

gateway cities of the American west and east. 

Where Brant's ford marked an Indian crossing 

on the Grand River, the city of Brantford is pic

turesquely situated on its banks. Within a few 

miles' distance, stands one of the oldest Protestant 
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churches erected in the province—the Mohawk 

Church, dating from 1785, containing a communion 

service presented by Queen Anne and a bell by 

King George I I I . Under the shadow of the church 

walls reposes the dust of the famous Indian chief 

Thayendenagai—Joseph Brant—who rendered such 

invaluable assistance to English occupation and 

conquest of America during the long struggle pre

ceding the American Revolution. 

A fertile stretch of country borders the shores 

of Lake Erie. Midway along its banks lies the 

Talbot Settlement, comprising the tier of town

ships granted to Thomas Talbot, an Irishman of 

high birth, who emigrated to Canada nearly a 

century ago and who made for himself a name 

as an eccentric and arbitrary landowner. Ontario 

can show no finer farms than those founded by 

the Talbot pioneers. Contiguous thereto is the 

pretty city of St. Thomas, one of the most impor

tant railway centres of the country, and but a 

few miles away the larger city of London borders 

the Thames, with many of the street and place 

names reminiscent of Old London. 

What may be termed the heart of Ontario in

cludes the rich counties of Wellington, Perth, 

Bruce, and Huron, where the rural conditions indi-
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cate a high degree of prosperity and where 

agriculture is pursued with scientific skill. It is 

true, indeed, of practically all of Old Ontario that 

it is a garden country, sustaining an educated, 

prosperous, and contented population, and repre

senting Canadian life and civilisation at its best. 
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CHARTER VIII 

NEW ONTARIO : ITS SCENERY AND RESOURCES 

NATURE has been truly prodigal in her good 

gifts to Canada as a land of scenery and resources. 

The Dominion is one vast playground. iErom the 

picturesque coves of Cape Breton, from the sylvan 

valleys of Nova Scotia, from the game-haunted 

forests of northern New Brunswick and the sweep

ing wilds of Quebec, to the northland stretches 

of Ontario, the billowy plains of the West, and 

the snow-crowned peaks of British Cjolumbia, each 

province of Canada is a land of scenic beauty, each 

has its own charm of sea or lake or clear-watered 

river, of hill or mountain, of rock-ribbed coast 

or smiling fertile valley. 

Ontario is especially rich in her heritage of 

natural scenery. Between the island-fringed shores 

of Lake Huron and Lake Superior and the upper 

waters of the picturesque Ottawa River lies a vast 

area of territory that Rudyard Kipling has described 

as " the land of little lakes." So extensive and 
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intricate is the network of waterways that probably 

no one man has ever more than touched a corner 

or penetrated a part of its trails. Even the roving 

Indian of a former day—Algonquin or Huron— 

perchance knew little of the wonderland all about 

him except along the few watery pathways over 

which his bark canoe glided like a spirit of silence. 

To-day it is a land awaiting the invasion of the 

twentieth-century white man, awaiting him' with 

health for his ills, with rest for his throbbing nerves, 

with youth for age. It is, in a word, a great open-

air sanatorium, a paradise of lake and stream, of 

forest and island, where, far from the haunts of 

men, one may 

" Land in the heart of things 
And the woods are round him heaped and dim." 

It is also a land of natural wealth whose store

houses of minerals are being tapped, whose timber 

is one of the rich assets of a rich province, and 

where deep alluvial soil is ready to yield up its 

bounty for the feeding of men. 

The entrance to this wonderland of Northern 

or New Ontario leads to the Muskoka Lake region. 

A hundred miles north of Toronto lie noble sheets 

of water, chief of which is Lake Muskoka itself. 
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The transition on a hot summer day from the 

stifling city to the ozone-filled air of the North 

is more than worth all the toil of the journey. 

As the vessel winds in and out of a maze of islands 

and channels, seeming to involve a constant boxing 

of the compass, scenes of delight meet the view. 

The trio of lakes—Muskoka, Rosseau, and Joseph 

—the " Three Graces " as they are called—alone 

constitute a summer route of over fifty miles of 

surpassing charm. Muskoka is connected with 

Rosseau by the dark and narrow Indian River, and 

all three lakes are lined with the cottages of 

fortunate summer residents. Islands abound, from 

a tiny one-tree speck of earth or a bare cone of 

rock, to a thousand-acre isle stranded mid-lake in 

beautiful Rosseau. Each turn of steamer or canoe 

reveals a new vista ; no two views are alike, for the 

perspective changes with every dip of the paddle. 

The Muskoka Lake district is not, however, con

fined to the area described. The Highlands of 

Ontario comprise no less than eight hundred 

waterways, including lakes, rivers, and smaller 

streams, once forming the happy hunting-grounds 

of the ill-fated Huron Indians, who roamed through 

the primeval forests and over lands not even yet 

cleared and tilled. Hundreds of the islands retain 
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their original wildness, and nature is undisturbed 

in many a corner of Muskoka-land where the deer 

follows the trail, where the varied bird-life finds 

a joyous home, and where the fish in the cool 

waters haye never seen the spectre of a human 

angler. Many a tributary sweeps along in its 

solitude towards the larger river and the broader 

sea, the brown waters singing a song set to a 

tune beyond human capture. Or at times the 

stream appears to loiter on the way, resting under 

spreading branches, lapping the bases of granite 

banks, or resting so motionless as to reflect every 

twig and leaf. 

The seeker for summer rest may enter this 

delectable land through the inner channel of 

Georgian Bay, where the Creator with lavish 

hand has scattered thirty thousand islands over its 

clear, deep waters. A series of apparently land

locked channels afford a course for the steamer to 

Parry Sound and the more northern shore of Lake 

Huron. This route will also lead to the unique 

Maganetewan River, its iron-impregnated waters 

winding in such tortuous fashion that the little 

craft is equipped with both propeller and paddle-

wheels. The forest giants overarch the narrower 

stretches, where one may sail under a roof of 
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greenery and between banks so clothed with 

vegetation as to resemble a Florida everglade. 

Due eastward lies another land of beauty in 

the Algonquin National Park, where an area of over 

a million acres of the Crown domain has been set 

apart in perpetuity as a forest, game, and fish 

preserve. Already it has proved a sanctuary for 

wild life, where moose, deer, and beaver are rapidly 

increasing under the protection of the Government. 

It is one of the most remarkable regions of lake 

and stream, of primeval forest and rolling hills to 

be found in Canada. Over one thousand lakes 

are included within its bounds, reminders of 

Lomond and Katrine, of Windermere and Killar-

ney, in their setting of tree and rock and mossy 

bank. This extensive retreat is not only main

taining the north-eastern areas of Ontario as a 

game preserve, but is conserving the great water 

sources of an extensive region to the southward. 

Temagami is one of the more recently discovered 

playgrounds of Ontario. He who reaches it by 

the Government railway from North Bay must 

needs utilise the North-East Arm as the gateway. 

The first glimpse of the Lake-of-a-thousand-isles 

is one that stirs the blood and sets the nerves 

a-tingling with the joy of life. After an hour's 
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sail, the sight of the main basin of Temagami 

provides another sensation—that of being in a 

comer of the world with elbow-room to spare. 

True it is, for Temagami is a body of water with 

a shore-line of thousands of miles and with long 

outstretched arms in every direction inviting ex

ploration . 

Here one may see the deer-runs, where many 

an antlered beauty has made its way to the Lake 

of Deep Waters (as the word "Temagami" 

means) to dine off succulent water-lily roots. Or 

the sound of oar or paddle may sjartle a beaver, 

busy with its dam-building, or a muskrat or other 

waterside dweller, while a stray eagle may sail high 

overhead or a lonely loon may shriek its maniac 

cry. Few signs of human life are as yet observ

able in Temagami's wilds, beyond the outstanding 

whiteness of a camper's tented home, sheltered in a 

cosy cove and backed by a line of protecting pine^. 

He who is privileged to penetrate this great 

northland of a province that is in itself as large 

as many a European state, will not only revel 

in its land- and water-scapes, but will realise its 

inexhaustible riches of resource. Everywhere the 

lumberman is at work. The timber industry of 

Ontario represents millions in capital invested, 
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giving employment to thousands. The rivers are 

so many highways for the transportation of the 

logs to the sawmills. Such a stream is the Ottawa. 

For half a century its bordering forests have un

stintedly yielded up their wealth and are still giving 

their stalwart giants of pine for the needs of man. 

The Ottawa may be taken as typical of a hundred 

other tree-lined streams in New Ontario, and a 

glimpse of the timber industry along its banks will 

be suggestive of all the others. There one meets 

the lumber-jack, as the hardy toiler among the 

trees is known. Bound together in rafts or cribs, 

the logs are sent on their millward journey. Many 

a time have rapids to be negotiated, when the 

strength of the raft is tested as well as the steer

ing abilities of the men at the oars. Such a 

journey is an experience long to be remembered. 

Tied to the steep river-bank is the crib, built of 

fifteen square timbers lashed together. Built 

thereon is a rude cabin, with its hard plank 

bunkers for the housing of the crew. Ahead lie 

the Long Sault Rapids of the Ottawa—seven 

tumbling masses of rock-churned waters, through 

which it would seem impossible to guide any man-

built craft. The pilot shouts the command to cast 

off the ropes. Six brawny men are stationed at 

145 ^ 



Through the Heart of Canada 

the six long sweep oars, three fore, three aft. 

Slowly at first the unwieldy mass clears the shore 

until it is caught by the current that swings it 

toward midstream and the first of the cascades. 

Sheer ahead are the teeth of the ridge of waters, 

gleaming wicked but beautiful in the sunlight. 

Farther recedes the shore, nearer come the foam

ing waves, faster sweep the tawny waters in their 

impetuous rush. Every man of the crew is keenly 

alert with eyes a-glitter and muscles tense. Joe, 

the dark-skinned French Canadian, repeats the 

orders of the boss. For a moment it seems as if 

crib and cabin were climbing up-hill, preparatory to 

the downward plunge. Huge waves dash against 

the stout timbers and surge up through the inter

stices, until the floor of the raft is deluged and 

the long rubber boots of the men prove their value. 

Although rudderless and keelless and without regu

lation bow or stern, the crib heaves in true marine 

fashion as it takes the plunge into a mad swirl 

of rock-torn cross currents. On the right is an 

ugly mass of rocks, piled high with stranded logs; 

to the left is a dreaded eddy, making a veritable 

whirlpool in which hundreds of individual logs are 

spinning in circles before being shot down the 

natural chute. One feels the thrill of the plunging 
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log ship beneath him. There is the joy of swift 

movement, the nearness of the galloping waters 

eager to engulf, the pulsating heart of nature and 

the electric current of her power. 

Then it is all over I Behind are the conquered 

rapids, ahead a restful bay, where the river catches 

its breath for another series of leaps in the voyage 

of the log from the forest to the mills that line 

the great timber stream within sight of the spires 

of Ottawa city. 

If the echo of the axe and the ring of the saw 

are heard in this land of Ontario, so are the sounds 

of the miner's pick and drill. The two place-names 

that epitomise the stored mineral richness of the 

province are Cobalt and Sudbury. The former 

lies in the north-eastern part of the province, 

where, within a comparatively small area, there were 

discovered in 1903 the silver veins that show it to 

be one of the richest mineralised districts in the 

world. Already, in the few years that have 

elapsed, over eighty million dollars' worth of silver 

has been produced. Already the boundaries of 

the silver-bearing veins are being extended, and 

evidences are increasing that the riches of this 

newest camp in the world's mining realms are far 

beyond what was at first estimated. 
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Sudbury is to the nickel industry what Cobah 

is to the silver industry, Sudbury, from whose 

nickel mines come 57 per cent, of the 

world's output, fifty million dollars' worth having 

been mined since its discovery in 1882. But 

Cobah and Sudbury only speak for two districts. 

The total mineral production of the province 

reached in 1911 over forty million dollars' worth of 

the htmdred millions constituting the value of the 

total mineral products of Canada. 

Not only is the more unsettled portion of Ontario 

rich in timber, minerals, and fisheries, but its agri

cultural possibilities are assuming unexpected pro

portions. Rich areas of soil and extensive arable 

belts are to be found in every part of New Ontario. 

In the north-eastern section, a sixteen-million acre 

clay belt is tapped by the Temiscaming and 

Northern Ontario Railway and the National Trans

continental Line, to which pioneer settlers are 

already making their way. All through the great 

northern districts of Nipissing, Algoma, Thunder 

Bay and Rainy River large tracts of fertile lands 

are yet in the Crown. These are to be had at 

prices averaging only fifty cents per acre, while 

the homesteading conditions are made easy for 

bona-fide settlers, based upon the clearing of 
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a limited acreage each year for five years, and 

actual occupation during six months of each year. 

Not a few of the successful settlers are English 

farmers who have exchanged a small rented farm 

in the Motherland for a hundred and sixty acre 

lot in this Britain beyond the sea. When it 

is recalled that Ontario produces nearly one-half 

of all Canada's grain, one is impressed anew with 

the agricultural importance of the province. The 

gradual opening up of new townships in the more 

remote parts will soon materially increase the total 

yield. 

A glimpse of a pioneer settlement will indicate 

the process of homesteading that is going on all 

through New Ontario. A typical north-country 

stream is the Blanche, or White River, flowing 

into Lake Temiscaming. Sailing over the 

navigable portion of the stream in a little craft 

of the tug family, one may view from its circum

scribed deck the evolution of the primeval country, 

in its virgin state of nature, to its cultivation and 

subjugation by man. Here a pioneer is making 

his first clearing and felling the first score of trees. 

Most of the timber is of a comparatively small 

size, for forest fires have destroyed the larger trees, 

thus facilitating the work of clearing. Yonder the 
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original clearing has given place to a ten-acre 

field, bearing every evidence of its fertility in the 

luxuriant growth of grass and vegetables. At one 

point the settler's home is primitive enough, while 

a sod-roofed cabin serves as bam and stable for 

horses or oxen. At another point a pioneer of 

longer standing has built his family a pretentious 

two-storey frame structure, with pathetic hints at 

architectural frills in home-made gables and 

verandahs. 

For many a stretch the second growth of soft 

woods make a modest riverside forest, unbroken 

by the present generation of settlers, save where 

cordwood, pulpwood and ties have been cut, a 

good local market existing for all such products. 

Succeeding the bush comes a single straggling line 

of cedars or poplars, through which extends a farm 

of such relative size as to mark its owner as a man 

of wealth. 

So one may steam through the yellow waters of 

the swift current, the frequent windings revealing 

charming vistas. Evidences of spring floods are 

observable at many points, having submerged or 

stranded trees that sometimes block the path of the 

steamer. The Government has a unique dredge 

at work extracting the obstructions from the river. 
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A huge clay landslide down the eastern bank has 

thrust a tongue of grey-yellow earth half-way 

across the channel, forming yet another obstruction 

to navigation. 

Canadian, English, and Irish settlers pre

dominate along the Blanche, with an occasional 

French Canadian. All the Government free-

grant land thereabouts is taken up, and a 

goodly number of settlers are, in performing the 

necessary Government duties as to clearing, laying 

the foundation for their own prosperity. One such 

has a hundred and fifty acres so well cleared of 

stumps as to be able to use an up-to-date binder, 

while many utilise mowing and other machines. 

The soil is clay, with a surface of black vegetable 

mould—rich in phosphoric acid and potash, and 

with a subsoil equally rich in nitrogen. Such a 

soil may be cropped for a succession of years before 

its productivity will be materially lessened. The 

land is easily worked, being almost entirely free 

from rocks or stones. The river-banks sustain this 

character all the way to the village of Tomstown 

and beyond. Saw and grist mills line the shore 

at convenient points, and numerous little settle

ments further indicate nation-making. 

Farther west lie other large areas. Travellers 
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by rail from eastern to western Canada find them

selves being rushed along the rugged and rocky 

north shore of Lake Superior for hundreds of 

miles, from Heron Bay to Port Arthur. At first 

glance one would think the stretch of country as 

destitute of natural resources as it is sparsely 

peopled. Wide areas reveal the sad picture of 

fire-destroyed timber, the charred trunks and life

less branches deepening the note of desolation; 

other regions are marked by boulder-strewn land 

and gigantic outcroppings of granite, with charm

ing lakes and inlets giving a welcome note to the 

landscape. But when the coast-line of the great 

inland sea is reached—a sea wide enough to 

swallow up two Switzerlands and yet have room 

to spare—increasing evidences of human occupa

tion occur in the quaint little fishing-hamlets that 

nestle in their protected coves. Protected they 

need to be, as Superior has an evil reputation for 

storms. Year by year it exacts its human toll 

among the toilers of the deep. 

Many of the fishery villages have their silver 

strand, with scores of btjats beached thereon, if 

they are not tossing on the lake gathering in the 

sea harvest. Stretching aimlessly from the shore 

are the whitewashed cottages of the fisherfolk, for, 
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like the French-Canadian habitant, they dearly love 

a fresh coat of paint on their impretentious 

homes. More dignified are the fish warehouses, 

glorying in two stories and possibly a flagpole, 

and up and down the unpaved highway pass the 

worthy citizens who are helping to build up 

Canada's great fishery industry. 

Virile and hardy are the fishermen of Superior. 

Many nationalities are represented among them, 

numerous French names appearing among those 

licensed by the Provincial Government to use nets. 

Poles, Finns, and other foreigners have also found 

their way to these Canadian fishing-grounds, making 

a cosmopolitan community in such a village as 

Jackfish. Jackfish is appropriately named, for the 

captured beauties of the deep lie in glittering heaps 

on the wharves, where they are dexterously 

dressed. Then, packed in ice, they are hurried 

to the wholesale dealers in American cities. 

Farther along the shore are the rude reels on which 

the nets are dried. Two kinds of nets are used 

—pound nets, for the inshore fishing, so called 

because they make a trap, or pound, into which 

the fish find it easy to enter, but from which 

escape is impossible; the gill nets are those used 

farther out to sea. 
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Dangers frequently threaten these hard-working 

labourers. When a heavy surf is running along the 

coast, as it so often does, the seamanship of both 

sailors and boats is severely tested, and there are 

times when the risks run end in disaster, leaving 

widows and orphans to the mercy of the world. 

Exposure in all kinds of weather is also one of 

the handicaps imposed on those who gain a living 

from the deep, and when the suddenly-born squall 

strikes the fishing fleet, woe betide the little craft 

that fails to make its harbour ! The grim, red 

rocks and mighty ramparts of shore are merciless, 

as is Superior itself when the storm king is abroad. 

At the head of the lake are the two thriving 

centres of Port Arthur and Fort William. With 

three railways, and river and lake transportation, 

the carrying trade of the twin cities is assuming 

large proportions. North and west lie the great 

districts of Thunder Bay and Rainy River, rich 

to a degree in natural resources, and by the time 

the boundary of Ontario is reached, at the Mani

toba line, the fact that a distance of a thousand 

miles intervenes between it and the boundary 

on the east, illustrates the princely area not 

only of New Ontario, but of the province as 

a whole. 

154 



ACROSS CANADA'S THOUSAND-MILE 
FARM 





CHAPTER IX 

ACROSS CANADA'S THOUSAND-MILE FARM 

CANADA'S thousand-mile farm stretches from 

Winnipeg to Calgary, from the United States 

boundary line to the northern borders of Manitoba, 

Saskatchewan, and Alberta. Within this ample 

area is land enough, if tilled, to feed every mouth 

in Europe. Such is the prophecy of James J. 

Hill, the railway magnate of the American West. 

A conservative estimate of the grain-growing 

portion of the three prairie provinces is placed by 

Professor Sa,unders, the Director of the Government 

Experimental Farms, at one hundred and seventy-

one million acres. As yet only one out of every 

twenty acres, or 5 per cent., is under cultivation, 

or only 3 per cent, in actual wheat tillage. The 

Canadian Government estimate of crop values for 

1912, covering the three provinces mentioned, 

reached the substantial total of two hundred million 

dollars. 

If the cultivation of only 5 per cent, of the 
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fertile area of the West produces such satisfactory 

totals in yield and values, it is an easy problem 

to arrive at the corresponding yield and values 

of a lo or 20 per cent, tillage. Such fore

casts, based upon a ten-year wheat yield average 

of 18'95 bushels per acre, makes reasonably sure 

the prophecies of a two hundred million bushel 

wheat harvest alone, and of a relative degree of 

expansion in the general prosperity of the country. 

It makes equally sure and safe the claim that 

Canada is the paramount country of the world 

in the area of its unoccupied fertile soil. 

Winnipeg is the portal of the prairie. The 

Fort Garry village of the 'seventies, with its two 

hundred souls clustered around a rude wooden 

fortress, has grown into a great urban centre with 

an estimated population in 1912, based upon the 

assessment roll, of 200,000. 

The rapid rise of this city of the plains is illus

trated, not only by the evidence of streets and 

avenues, of factories and stores, of churches, 

schools, and homes, but by the multiplication table. 

While it is easy to fall into extravagant speech 

concerning Winnipeg, the statistical data tell a 

presumably honest tale and one that is most im

pressive. The 1912 assessment of the city at two 
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hundred and fourteen million dollars is almost as 

much as the crop values of the entire West for 

that year. Building permits increased from 

$1,708,557, spent on 796 buildings, in 1901, 

to $20,475,350 expended on buildings in 

1912. In the same period the bank clearings 

have risen from one hundred and six millions 

to one and a half billions, and the annual 

customs revenue from nearly a million to 

$ 1 0 , 0 0 0 , 0 0 0 . 

In 1870 there were no banks in the embryo 

city, now forty-one branches serve the community. 

Then, the town was practically churchless and 

schoolless, and even newspaperless. To-day, one 

hundred and twenty churches represent the religious 

life of the community, thirty-eight schools accom

modate twenty thousand pupils, and forty-five 

publications are issued in the variety of tongues 

that are spoken in the West. 

The Hudson's Bay trading post of forty years 

ago now ranks fourth among Canada's industrial 

centres, with over three htmdred factories and shops 

(in 1912), having a capital of over thirty millions, 

products of thirty-two millions, and other growth 

in proportion. 

Then, the prairie trails were the only highways, 
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and the springless Red River cart, made entirely 

of wood, was the chief and only vehicle of trans

portation. The former have been replaced, so far 

as Winnipeg is concerned, by four hundred miles 

of graded streets, and the latter by the aristocratic 

automobile and the democratic street car. 

Then, the nearest railway was hundreds of miles 

to the south, now Winnipeg is on the main lines of 

three great Canadian railway systems. It possesses 

the largest railway yard in the world controlled 

by a single corporation, the Canadian Pacific Rail

way having one hundred and ten miles of sidings. 

At that time of beginnings, so comparatively near, 

the entire Canadian West did not have a single 

mile of railway, whereas in 1912, one-third of the 

thirty thousand miles of railway of the Dominion 

was north of Lake Superior. 

Growth is indeed the dominant note of this new 

city of men. On its far-flung outskirts the tar-

paper shack—a mere squatter on the prairie--is 

the forerunner of a neat frame house on a tree-

lined avenue. Where to-day is a helter-skelter 

group of humble houses and sod cabins, to-morrow 

may see an orderly array of substantial homes. 

Thus the development of the West is being reflected 

in its capital centre. But the chronicle of to-day 
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