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To all old Friends; to those who dwell

Secure in yonder Citadel.

To old Quebec, whose glorious fame

Few cities of to-day can claim.

Quebec! Past, Present and to Be,

Greeting: Our pen shall tell of Thee.
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n the contemplation of the matchless panorama spread out under a Canadian
sky, the varied and unceasing loveliness of nature passes before the eye like
some vast train of meteoric splendour, enchanting the imagination with its beauty
and grandeur. It is true that the field is being gradually narrowed by the
onward march of progress and invention which has done much to despoil the
beauties of the past, and we may sometimes wish that we could hear the
murmur of the gentle rivulet, where the engine now tears on its mad career,
that we could listen to the song of the peasant boy wending his way homeward
in streets that are now the centres of busy commerce. The domain of our fair
Dominion, however, is so broad, that on either hand we may find a lavish
display of Nature's art, unadorned by the heedless hand of man. But civilization
while robbing us of some few natural charms often gives something in return;
the events which followed in its train have given to us an historic past, in which
deeds of heroism and valor stand out conspicuously. Around the quaint old city
of Quebec, the cradle of Canada, is gathered much of what has ennobled her.

Here shrouded in the frame work of an entrancing landscape are the spots
consecrated by the lives and deaths of her worthies.

Quebec seems to have been specially formed by Nature for the important
part assigned to her in the drama on this continent. Deeds of heroism,
of religious fervour, of obstinate defence, are her pride, her natural
complement. Perched upon a commanding eminence, which rises in grandeur
and strength from its watery bed, it forms a fitting memorial, as well
as the sentry of Canada and the keystone of an empire that has past.

That pristine glory when, from its rugged height, the eye could take in
a boundless stretch of unsophisticated nature, while "Canada, as a
virgin goddess in a primeval world, walked in unconscious beauty among
her golden woods and along the margin of her trackless streams," has
departed, but who would barter even those gorgeous scenes for the pages
inscribed in letters of gold in the annals of Quebec?

Full of glowing memories is the ancient city which binds us together so
strongly with the past. Religious zeal, martial and naval combat, the
politician's wiles, Old World refinement, New World barbarity, each
furnish a tint, bright or sombre, to the picture of its infancy.

Conquest, change of rule, modern progress, have left their impress upon
thee, quaint old Quebec, since the clays of thy noble founder Champlain.
Startling scenes have been enacted within thy staunch bastions. Once the
silver toned Vesper bell and the solemn chant of white robed priest, was
drowned in the deafening roar of cannon and the bursting of murderous
shell upon the Heights of Abraham; once in the gray dawn of a September
morn, the hearts of two of the noblest sons of France and England were
flushed with the assurance of victory, but before the setting of the
sun, the verdure of thy pleasant fields, red with the blood of
illustrious dead, bore silent token to the truth, that—

"The path of glory leads but to the grave."

It needs no pen to tell the glory of their death, no song to rescue
their deeds from the dark oblivion of a tearless grave. Silently, morn
and eve, in noonday heat, in biting frost, that granite column in the

Governor's garden points aloft its finger to the sky, telling
of "Wolfe and Montcalm." Vanquisher and vanquished lie silent in the
tomb, but their names are linked together, bound in a wreath of
indissoluble glory.

"Sunt lachrymæ rerum, et mentem mortalia tangunt."
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Changed, and not changed is old Quebec. There is still a more potent
charm than the memory of what she has been, in the fact that much
remains to-day, as when the events which have immortalized here were
being worked out.

Imposing in the magnificence of its situation, captivating in its
picturesqueness, and classic in its memories, Quebec has no rival in the
New World.

Much has been told, in prose and verse, of the grandness of the view
from the Citadel, in the bursting of the springtide, of the dazzling
sheen of the noonday heat, of the matchless hues of autumnal tints; but
surely the views of summer have never eclipsed the picture presented to
our vision one clear moonlight night in January. Looking down from the
giddy heights on to the tops of the houses tumbled together in wild
incongruity, with here and there a light flashing from a window, or the
red glare of a stove indicating that all was life and cheer within, we
could not help contrasting it with the summer picture. How sharp the
contrast! The bosom of the mighty river held fast in the grasp of icy
winter, the city hushed in the silence of the night, and, over all, rich
and

poor, hut or palace, temple or cot, was cast the spotless
mantle of snow. The glorious landscape that gladdened our eyes at
harvest had donned its winter garb, and every roof and fane, every tree
and shrub shrouded in icy cerements, which no human hand or artifice
could imitate, formed in the silver light of the moon a picture of
fairy-like magnificence.

The object of this little work is to set before the tourist and the
student, those natural and artificial beauties, which are seldom found
in greater profusion than in the city of Quebec and its immediate
vicinity, and to present him with a volume that may prove reliable as a
guide or acceptable as a souvenir.
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But enough, our task is done. In these few words have we introduced
thee, curious old Quebec, to the Modern Reader; leaving thy frowning
battlements and winding streets of quaint gables pervaded with the
historic atmosphere of departed centuries to speak to him of days for
ever past—of days when alternate hope and despair filled the breasts of
thy brave pioneers as they heroically struggled against hostile fleets
and savage foes without, and biting famine and wasting distress within,
trusting mainly to thy magnificent strength for victory and the empire
of a great continent; of days which crowned "thy clergy and sisterhoods
with the aureole of martyrdom," the guerdon of whose labors is the
consummation of legislative and scholastic influence which has rolled
onward over vast prairies and inland seas to the great sunset ocean; of
days which nurtured thy offspring for the proud position awaiting them
in the "Olympus of Nations"—of days, the glory of which based upon the
principles of eternal truth, will survive long after thy foundations lie
crumbling in the dust.


"Quaint old town of toil and traffic,

 Quaint old town of art and song,

"Memories haunt thy pointed gables,"—

 Noble deeds around thee throng.
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on the continent of the New World has Nature done more for any
city than she has done for Quebec. Its majestic situation and marvellous
scenic environment commands universal admiration. Well may Jacques
Cartier's pilot have exclaimed "Quel bec!" (what a beak) as he first
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looked upon its frowning forest-covered height, though we must be
careful not to receive the Norman sailor's phrase as the accredited
explanation of the origin of the term "Quebec." Only Heidelberg in
Germany, Sterling and Edinburgh in Scotland, and Ehrenbreitstein on the
Rhine, observes a writer, can contend with Quebec for grandeur of
situation and noble beauty. Even these grand historic sites can hardly
with justice be compared to the "Canadian Gibraltar." This, indeed, is
affirmed, with remarkable unanimity, by every visitor

to the
antique City. The novelist, Charles Dickens, thus speaks of the
picturesque beauty and historic interest of Quebec:—"The impression
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left upon the visitor, by this Gibraltar of America,—its giddy height,
its Citadel, suspended as it were in mid air, its picturesque steep
streets and frowning gateways, and the splendid view which bursts upon
the eye at every turn, is at once unique and lasting. It is a place not
to be forgotten or mixed up in the mind with other places, or altered
for a moment in the crowd of scenes which a traveller can recall. Apart
from the realities of this most picturesque city, there are associations
that would make a desert rich in interest. The dangerous precipices
along which Wolfe and his brave companions climbed to glory; the Plains
of Abraham, where he received his mortal wound; the fortress so
chivalrously defended by Montcalm, and his soldier-grave, dug for him
while yet alive by the bursting of a shell, are not least among them."
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J. M. LeMoine, the historian, whose works have done more than any other
to perpetuate the memory of the picturesque old city, thus speaks in an
address of welcome, to the American Association for the Promotion of
Science, on a recent visit to Quebec:—


"The annals of this vast dependency of Britain, which we are proud to
call our country, vaster even in extent than the territory of your
prosperous republic, are divided into two distinct parts:

The first century and a half—1608 to 1759—represents the French
domination.
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Though totally alien in its aims and aspirations from the succeeding
portion, it has nevertheless for Quebec an especial charm, most
endearing memories. It was the fruitful era of early discovery,
missionary zeal and heroism, wealthy fur trading companies,—shall we
call them monopolies? incessant wars with the ferocious aborigines and
sanguinary raids into the adjoining British provinces. When the colony
expanded, an enlarged colonial outfit required more powerful machinery,
more direct intervention of the French monarch: a Royal Government in
1663,—to save and consolidate the cumbersome system based on the
Seigniorial Tenure in land; a mild form of feudalism implanted, at
Quebec, by Richelieu. It would take me far beyond the limits I have
prescribed to myself, were I to unravel the tangled web of early
colonial rule or misrule, which until the conquest by Britain, in 1759,
flourished, under the lily banner of the Bourbons, on yonder sublime
cliff. Let us revert then, to that haunted dreamland of the past; let us
glance at a period anterior to the foundation of Jamestown, in 1607,
even much anterior to the foundation of St. Augustine, in Florida.
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On the north bank of the River St. Charles, about a mile from its entrance,
Jacques Cartier wintered in 1535. What a difference in the tonnage of the
arrivals from sea, in September, 1535; the "Grande Hermine," 120
tons; the "Petite Hermine," 60 tons; the "Emerillon," 40 tons,
and, in August 1860, Captain Vine Hall's leviathan, the "Great
Eastern," of 22,500 tons!
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What terror the shipping news that morning
of September, 1535, must have caused to swarthy Donnacona, the chieftain
of the Indian (Iroquois or Huron?) town of Stadacona! the first wave of
foreign invasion had surged round the Indian wigwams which lined the
northern declivity of the plateau on which Quebec now stands (between
Hope Gate and the Côteau Ste. Geneviève)! Of course you are aware this
was not Cartier's first visit to the land of the north; his keel had, in
1534, furrowed the banks of Newfoundland and
its eternal fogs; in 1541-2, he had wintered a few miles higher than we
now are—at Cap Rouge—west of Quebec. Then there occurs in our annals
of European settlement, a gap of more than half a century. No trace, nor
descendants on Canadian soil, of Jacques Cartier's adventurous comrades.
The wheel of time revolves; on a summer day, (3rd July, 1608), the
venerated founder of Quebec—Samuel de Champlain—equally famous as an
explorer, a discoverer, a geographer, a dauntless leader, and what to
us, I think, immeasurably superior, a God-fearing, Christian
Gentleman—with his hardy little Band of Norman artificers, soldiers and
farmers, amidst the oak and maple groves of the lower town, laid the
corner stone of the "Abitation" or residence, so pleasantly, so
graphically described by your illustrious countrymen, Parkman and
Howells.
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