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INTRODUCTION.

HE “importance and advantage” of Cape Breton in a military and commercial sense were

early recognized by the contending French and English. Its value was especially appre-
ciated by the former, as it controlled the approach to their ancient colony of Canada. They
employed all their military and diplomatic skill in its defence and for its retention. But though
repeatedly successful in the latter, they ultimately failed in the former. Louisburg, by its
strength and commanding position, drew upon it the invidious regard, and at last the vengeance,
of the New England colonies. Their expedition against Cape Breton was their first national
enterprise, and its result was their first national triumph—and it presaged greater things.
There were not wanting those who.saw in the downfall of Louisburg the independence of the
American colonies ; and the prospect was neither new nor uninviting to them. It had occupied
a place in the consciousness of the New Englanders ever since the Pilgrim Fathers set foot
upon Plymouth Rock. The dormant idea of national separation was fanned into flame before
the walls of Louisburg. In this volume it is attempted to account for the American Puritan and
for his progenitor, the English Puritan; to discuss the spirit and the genius of the men before
whom the weak tyranny of kings hopelessly fell. The English and American revolutions were
accomplished by men actuated by principles substantially the same. The ancient town and
fortress of Louisburg is described, and the story of both sieges is told in detail. There is a
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CAPE BRETON ILLUSTRATED.

THE ENGLISH PURITAN.

HE English Puritan is a charaeter unique in history. He was the ehild of England and its peculiar
history. The establishment of the Saxon dominion in England earried with it the maintenanee
of a class of freemen, the Saxon bowmen and billmen, the rank and tile of their armies, who were

necessary to the existenee of the Saxon power, and whose rights and liberties, in consequence of this fact,
were best guaranteed. The State depended upon the Saxon freeman for its strength, and was compelled in
turn to pay the price—the independence of the soldier. The army of Harold represented in a full degree the
condition of liberty existent among the early Saxons, and whieh had existed from the earliest times among
the tribes who migrated as invading arinies from the East. The peoples who erashed through the tottering
ramparts of Rome represented the primitive idea of the liberty of man in a far higher degree than did the
disintegrating power which it was their stern mission to trample under foot. The Goth, as far as the posses-
sion of an inviolate personality was concerned, more nearly resembled the primitive Roman Republican than
he did the enervated citizen of the deeaying Empire. The primitive Roman patriot who

¢ Under an old oak’s domestic shade,
Enjoyed, spare feast, a radish and an egg,”

and the northern barbarian had this much in common, that every individual was a distinet and separate
personality, and went, as a unit, to make up the power of the nation.

Man, while advancing in what is called civilization, loses his freedomn unless reseued by religion. True
religion is the only true freedom, or, to put it authoritatively, “If the truth shall make you free, ye shall be
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free indeed.” But how vast and sublime is truth—the whole truth of existence. Our race is but yet in the
faint glimmerings of the dawn of that truth—truth of life and of being, which is hidden in the Infinite, and
which the Creator has already prepared for the earnest, importunate and loving secker. The Eternal House-
holder has things new and old to bring forth out of His stockhouse to show His obedient children.

But religion, even the most sublime and practical the world has ever seen, has not as yet been
able to give force and intensity enough to the eurrent that makes for man’s liberty. It is superfluous to say
that this is not the faunlt of religion, but of the medium through which it is conveyed, and of the men to
whom it eomes. As long as religion is misinterpreted and misunderstood it must fail of its mission. ’

Man’s bondage, at first mainly physical and aceomplished by physical means, comes at length to be
imposed by other and meaner considerations and influenees.  As man becomes more and more civilized, and is
taken to picees, as it were, to face his complex culture in every direction, the primal legitimate foree of his
being is wore or less dissipated.  The means and instruments of his degradation are more and more multi-
plied, and he falls under numberless, nameless and petty tyrannies, which go to form a more contemptible
aggregate than that vast and gigantie tyranny to which he was first subjected by those “ mighty hunters
before the Lord,” of whoin we read in the early history of wman.  We see their Titanic figures moving across
the background of time in the uncertain primeval licht, menacing their victims in the very face of the
Eternal God. We sce power, the attribute of the Eternal alone, stolen from Heaven by the puny hand of
man, and deseerated, blasphemed, to the shedding of a brother’s blood. Thus is God, the Creator, defied
and His work reversed by that little fiend, man. Thus we see in the far East gigantic and stony memorials of
Titanie empires—unhallowed, heaven-detiant despotistns—which have perished without a name. No man
knows who they were or what they were, that ruled them. The echoes of their harsh, inhuman voices do not
profane even the sounding corridors of time. They have been stricken into oblivion by the avenging hand of
the Almighty.

But this early tyranny was at least respectable inasmuch as it was mighty and God-defiant. It was all
done ‘“‘before the Lord.” But what shall be said of the thousand and one petty complicated tyrannics of a
so-called eivilized life ? The tyranny of Church—for tyranny is never so mean and merciless and cowardly
as when it masks in the alb and stole of the priest—and the tyranny of State? the tyranny of wealth and
station, and office, and of society generally ? the tyranny of coldness, and neglect, and uncharitableness; of
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dulness, and ignorance, and common-place, and respectability, and conventionality, and hollowness, and
hypocrisy of life? of the tyranny under which man voluntarily falls in consequence of the complications of
civilized life? Either give us back the age in which men struck and struck baek again with the force of
giants, or else give us a new and stronger and more comprehensive and lasting and mighty and ecternal life,
commencing now and reaching forth into power and light and a fulness and exceeding weight of glory.
Again, we repeat, the only antidote to all tyranny, manifold and complex, is solid and genuine and intelli-
gent religion, which is .the only agency in the universe capable of raising man to an eternal platform of
equality ; and to this the Englishman made some approaeh in the Puritanic age, an approach harsh, ungraceful,
undignified and unamiable, it is true, but whose intluences still remain and serve to show us, perhaps, some-
thing of the capabilities of religion as a liberator of men. Puritanism was something like an iron age of
equality in England for a few years, but in that result we may see indications that religion has in it the possi-
bilities of bringing about a golden nge of equality—not for a few years, hut for all time and all eternity, too.
The Norman Conquest perpetuated the idea of liberty in kngland, beginning, as might be said, with
Magna Charta, the written expression of the Englishman’s liberty—that liberty which dwells in the heart of
man. Magna Charta did not ereate the Englishman’s liberty ; the converse is true. The Englishman’s liberty
extorted Magna Charta not onee only, but twenty-six times from the sovereigns of Britain. The feudal system,
while reducing this liberty to a sort of order, however rude and mechanical and fantastic, still held within it
the element of freedom, and preserved the liberty of the Briton until the Reformation.  This movement placed
the liberty of mankind upon an entirely new and higher basis. We now see freedom dressed in a wondrous
garment of more than earthly device, robed in whieh prince and peasant, serf and noble, gentle and simple are
all alike, and stand arrayed before God in strange and mystic vestment, becoming the children of a more than
earthly kingdom. The invention of printing stimulated the power of thought and discrimination in the
common people; and the reading of the Scriptures being not only allowed but substantially enjoined, it is easy
to understand how the reading and discussion of these amounted to an education in itself; and as the Serip-
tures have to do principally with man’s innermost and deepest experiences, one can readily see how by these
means man’s personality and experience were deepened and strengthened, and his subjectivity clearly and
sharply defined. It was now and ever impossible to bring the Englishman into the thraldom, either of mind
or body, to which he had been subjected. This education was not free from danger, as we shall see; yet it

[N
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was preéminently the best that could be brought into contact with men who already knew something of
liberty, and who were unwittingly arming for the fight against the petty tyranny of kings.

In his new study and contemplation of liberty the Englishinan was bronght directly into the presence of
the Author and Giver of all liberty——all barriers between the personality and its God were broken down, and
man stood forth disenthralled, regenerated and transformed, the child of a new and imperishable system. The
allegiance of man iz now transformed from earth to heaven, or at least to heaven as he understands it.

The Puritan, therefore, represents the religious development of that phase of the English character which
had culminated in the Elizabethan age—an age of magnificent crystallization in the intellectual, moral and
religious world.  We have now n strong nation—a strong (ueen and a strong people; an age of spontaneous
heroism in private and publie life.  Men, and women, too, move across the stage of existence sharp and decisive,
strong and nervous, firm and deliberate in voice and gesture. Shakespeare says:

“All the world's a stage,
And all the men and women merely players.”

In his time they were strong players, and acted their parts well, and there was less in them of the playecr, too,
than there hng been at any time since.  If ever

*“ Life is real, life is earnest,”

it was so in the Elizabethan age. The formative influences which had gone to make up English character had
been working in calin and storm, in peace and war, in tumult and battle, for ages, and now the instant of
erystallization had come, and, lo! by a process more inscrutable and wondrous than that which meets the rapt
gaze of the physical scientist, men start into separate and distinet and symmetrieal individuality, yet clinging
and clustering around a common centre of mystic potency, and that centre is the life and strength and growth
and glory of England. Men were now mighty in word and thought and deed. This was the age of Shake-
speare and Milton and Cromnwell and Hampden and Bunyan.

Shakespeare, by sheer force and intensity of intellect and of sympathy, marching through life all uncon-
sciously, speaking in the language of the warrior, the patriot, the hero, the lover, the knave, the mimer,
the murderer, holding spell-bound a world which has not yet been, and never shall wish to be,.emancipated
from his influence; which would consider itself robbed of one of its chief delights were it debarred entrance
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into that magic world in which we all seeretly live, but of which our little and circumseribed lives can express
so little. '

Milton, the stern and mighty singer of the North, who in his youth had gone the way of the South and
learned its sweetness; who, in the morning of life, sang crisp and cool and warm and languid woodland lays
to his youthful companions; who rang the Christmas chimes to the sublimest melody the earth has ever
heard ; whose high and noble soul stood forth to battle for the rights of nglishmen, and awed into silence
friend and foe alike by the majestic scorn of his language and his sentiments; who feared not to marshal to
the fight the very hosts of heaven as his trumpet rings through the vaulted deep; and angels, scarce mightier
than he, own the kindred sound, and condescend to march past before his poor blinded eyes in admiring
obedience ; at last, in comparative poverty and neglect, grinding, like another Samson, at the mill of his own
petty earthly existence.

And Bunyan, the most wondrous and cunning playwright of them all—for it was an age of playwrights—
choosing for his theatre the soul of man, and for his actors the dark and mighty and benignant and benevolent
powers which contend for mastery in our inner and higher citadel of life. What an age of men that must
have been which could thus produce and appreciate this analysis of the hidden life ag it struggles and bleeds
on towards God. Enslave men like that? No; they may be imprisoned for conscicnee’ sake, but all earthly
bonds fall from their souls as the withes from the limbs of Samson.

And Cromwell, striking wicked authority with one rude blow of his gauntletted hand from its ancient
accustomed seats, now dishonoured and undone, taking his place on the empty throne, and governing with a
firmness and strength, a justice and a moderation, which England has not seen since.

In that age and in that country the world first saw the strange spectacle of a people rejecting and destroy-
ing an unworthy kirg and trampling upon all law and precedent in obedience to that instinct which is older
than all kings and all earthly authority—the primeval liberty of man.

An age and a land which produce men like these must be great and must have had a great and inspiring
history. And great men never rise singly, but in groups and communities, and are the outcome of those causes
which are continually occurring in the history of a great nation. When the occasion meets the men they rise
in all their glory and all their strength, in obedience to the trumpet blast which summons them into the arena,

7
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and future generations look backward with admiring gaze, and cannot and dare not relinquish what has been
gained for them in the strife.

The English Revolution was the direct outcome of three distinct factors, the national and historic
instinet of liberty, the Reformation, and the Puritanical sentiment. The first was purely military, and had its
origin, as we have scen, in the constitution of the English armies from the earliest times, and, as the centuries
went by, in the limiting power of parliament in controlling the supplies. The second factor was at first mainly
intellectual in its nature, but deepened and strengthened as men began to realize the full significance of God's
message to man—to comprehend the nature of their true and inner and better birthright. It was then that
they truly and emphatically refused to be enslaved, and it is then that their record appears in the history of
the nation: and their record is the record of a revolution. When man becomes worthy his record appears,
but not before,

As far as those two factors resulting in the Revolution are concerned, they have left behind them no
traces of evil, because, in the nature of constitutional government, they are not liable to abuse. Armies,
cither formed dircetly by the body of the people or through their parliament, were always a check on the
absolute power of the sovereign. The freedom acquired by the Briton by serving as a soldier in the middle
ages has never degenerated into military license, for the reason that the whole feudal systent has been super-
seded by modern eeonomies, and the soldier no longer exists except as an imperial necessity.

The intellectual impetus which was given to individual life by the Reformation was fraught with no
danger to eonstitutional government, because men cannot know too much of the revealed hand of God and of
the weans and manner of His being made known to man. The study of sacred things is the study of the
highest and best parts of man.  We stand in the presence of unfathomable mysteries on every hand, and are
continually in an intelligent, because in a receptive, attitude of mind, and are in no danger of vulgar self-
contidence or ignorant assertion. We know something of the relativity of knowledge; we recognize ranks
and degrees among seekers after truth in proportion to the experience and ability of the individual; and
seckers after truth never quarrel—it is self-seekers only who do that. Intellectual or scientific cant is an
impossibility, a contradiction in terms. Cant is emotional or religious weakness or vanity, and finds no place
in the realm of pure intellect or of truth-seeking.

But when we come to the third factor in the product of the English Revolution it is not all good that is
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to be said ; and this is only to say that Puritanism is a human produet and has to do with human conditions.
Wherever there is not a commonwealth of letters, in conditions under which men are not intelligently
instructed, there cannot, for any length of time at least, be a community even of the grace of God. There is
no departinent of knowledge or learning, if it ean be called learning, in which the unlettered and ignorant
arrogate so much to themselves as in the knowledge of the Seriptures. No book has been so much abused as
the Bible, and the teaching of no book has been so monstrously earieatured as that of the Bible. It has given
rise to more burlesques than all other books eombined. Upon their pretended or helieved interpretation of
Scripture men have done anything and everything, and believed everything or nothing, as the ease might be.
We believe that mmany men who are wise overmuch would believe more if we had no Bible at all. The Bible
from first to last, taken all in all, is an account and the only written aceount we have of man’s origin, duty
and destiny. Tt is the rule, and the only rule, of man’s higher faith and morals, and as sueh it is infallible.
It cannot be superseded, because its precepts operate perfeetly upon the highest plane of whieh we have any
conception. But no part of it is to be taken out of proper relativity to the whole of it. The history of its
compilation and development must be understood and eonfessed, and we have still emphatieally remaining an
inspired solution and rule of individual life. It is the only common-sense analysis and explanation of the
highest life of man that we have. The New Testament shows a perfeet way of life. Christ was a perfeetly
existing man and teacher. He is the link that binds us to Divinity. His understanding and life were perfeet,
and His power infinite in the realm in whieh He professed to operate. The “ Sermon on the Mount™ fills the
bill of humnan existence. The letters of Paul point to a perfect life of love; and this is the beginning and the
end of it all—love—an intelligent, adequate love of God and of man. But still there is enough of the myste-
rious and inexplicable about the Bible, as there is about ourselves and our own environments—about every-
thing that is worth knowing at all—to keep us humble and receptive and willing to learn. In the study of
the Bible there is no place for conceit and cant; and, when an untutored mind finds aceess to some superficial
and mechanical knowledge of the language of Seripture, we soon see the germs of that hardiness and presump-
tion of judgment which leads from instead of towards God.

When one of Cromwell’s soldiers got into the pulpit and exhorted with the same unction and fervour with
which he managed his sabre or pike on the day of battle, it is easy to understand how his exhortation would
not at all times, or indeed at most times, be for the edification of his hearers. A strong hand, especially if it
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be ignorant, has alinost invariably the disadvantage of being in the company of a hard head and an unfeeling
heart. The God of the Hebrews, after whom the God of the Puritans was fashioned and conceived, was
always to the great body of the Israelitish people a God of physical force, who was expected to give them the
victory over their national enemies, and whose ultimate office it was to raise their nation, in some sense largely
physical, over all the nations of the earth. And this was the very rock upon which they split, the stone upon
which they stumbled, and has sent them over the earth without a home.

But God, in the light of the teaching of the New Testament and of Christianity, is preéminently the God
of the heart, of motive, of the sonl. He distinetly stands forth as the proprietor, the guardian, the educator,
of the soul. It is not possible that one of Cromwell’s soldiers conld speak in the spirit of the “ Sermon on the
Mount.” It was foreign to his experienee and to his ealling and to his place in history. How could he love
his enemies when he was forced to ride them down or thrust them through with his pike in battle? The
very principle which lies at the root of Christianity—non-resistance—it was the supreme duty of his life to
disobey.  He was so unfortunately situated that, however much he knew of the terminology of Hebraism, his
actual life stood in the way of his understanding the spirit of Christianity. IHe had resisted to the death, and
was ready at a moment’s notice to do so again.  And whom or what was it his nunlucky fate to be compelled
to resist? Not the direct enemies of his inner and better being. If those had been his enemies he would
have been a saint like Paul; but he contended against men, his own countrymen, from whom he differed in
matters of church service and fiseal poliey, who refused to let hiin have his own way in matters sceular as
well as ecclesinstical.  He contended against a system which he had learned to conncet, perhaps without
proper discrimination, with all that was light and tickle and immoral and vain and tyrannical—with cvery-
thing that was fleeting, faithless and unworthy. 1f the English Puritan had been a milder man himself, he
might have found means to resist the encroachments of arbitrary power in a more rational and Christian
manner than he did. But he had the misfortune to live in an age of violence, and he resisted force with
force.

When the Puritans began to resist the encroachments of the royal power, no doubt there was not a man
among them who would not have shrunk back in horror from the fearful consummation of the struggle. But
the bitterness and ferocity of the contest intensified as time went on, and one act of violence followed another
until all hope of anything but a tragical termination was at an end. The Puritans hurled Scriptural anathemas
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upon their opponents’ heads, employing the language of denunciatory prophets and dispensers of woe—
language of which they knew the sound better than the meaning or the historical connection; language in
whose usc they took a spiritually ridiculous pride, and conceived to some extent that they were the people of
God because they knew how to repeat it. They travelled back twenty-five hundred years to find language
stern and unforgiving, and in no way applicable to their case, in which to eurse those who, many of them,
were contending at the barriers of what they conceived to be the defences of all true eivilization. An ancient
writer remarks pathetically on the thousands of English gentlemen whose dead bodies lay stripped on Marston
Moor, and tells us how smooth and white they were. These men died tighting for what they eonceived to be
honour and loyalty and patriotism, and so it was to them. Truly we make hideous mistakes in this world, and
progress is bought at a fearful price. When we consider that the denunciatory portions of Hebrew propheey
against the surrounding nations oftentimes never eame true, that most of them have been misnamed propheey,
and are to be regarded for the most part as highly wrought or rhetorical expressions of national animosity,
and when we consider how dim was the light in which the men of that aneient time lived, and how little they
knew of the spirit of the law of the universal Father; how that the “Light of the world” had not yet appeared;
how that He who spake as never man spoke had not yet spoken: how that only a very, very few had begun
to listen in the right direction for His voice, we can hardly conceive it possible that men in the seventeenth
century should go back to the sixth or seventh century before Christ to find language in whieh to curse those
whom they conceived to be enemies. That there is a certain sort of sublimity and grandeur about this
Hebraistic style of denunciation is doubtless true. There is a bell and book and candle rhythm about it that
has a certain sort of meaning. It is old; it is respectable and sacerdotal; it is fierce and high and uncompro-
mising; it is a sort of stamped and legalized cursing and swearing whieh finds no place for the sole of its feet
in Christianity or reason or common sense. Besides, it is in a sense meaningless. Tt has not the divine
exactitude of the words of Him who superseded all law and went, with an unerring divinity of analysis,
straight to the heart and motives of man. These old Puritans recognized God, and recognized God to be
working for them; but the bare possibility of God ever working on behalf of their enemies, or that future
good might come to both parties from the present struggle, was an idea utterly forcign to their faith or their
conception of things.

When Cromwell said of the Scots on the morning of Dunbar, “ The Lord hath delivered them into our
)

-
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hands,” we don’t believe the Lord did anything of the sort—not in the sense in whieh Cromwell neant it.
Military ardour and the speetacle of the strategic blunder which the Seots had made, were no doubt the things
most prominent in Cromwell’s inind when he used that expression.  As for the rest of it, he no doubt would
have been nt a loss to explain what he meant by the expression. The Presbyterian ministers in the Scottish
cnmp, who had eonstituted themselves, not into a presbytery but into a council of war, or fanaticism rather,
and had dictated the insane movement which resulted in their destruction, thought, without doubt, that it was
the devil who had delivered them into Cromwell’s hands.  So here was a ditference of opinion separated by
the whole heavens.  Providence no doubt had the development of the British nation, ns Tie has all develop-
ment, in view, and permitted the details to be worked out in enrthly fashion, with the eoncoraitants of earthly
rewards and punishments,  Pride, spiritual pride espeeially, must have a fall, and the Scottish Puritans had
theirs at Dunbar, and the English Puritans had not long to wait for theirs.  Their bolt was soon shot, and,
having in its composition only too mueh of what is of the earth, earthy, and far too little of the temper that
is of the armory of heaven, its foree was soon spent and it came to the ground.

Poor olil Muuse Headrig, to the extent that her shrill voice, and the rude trotting of the charger upon
which she is bound, permit her, pipes terrible theological anathemas against the reckless troopers whose
prisoner she is.  They are to her aggrieved mind living mementoes of their spiritunl mother’s infidelity, Brats
of Babel, and many other things nameless and horrible, of the meaning of which the poor old woman has no
adequate conception in the world, and she uses the phrases merely beeause they convey to her mind the
extremity of hatred and spiritual econtempt.  The soldiers, the progenitors of the Seots Greys, who thus igno-
miniously eommenced their sinee clorious enrcer, were nerely doing their then miserable duty, in a rough
manner, perhaps: but then they had been provoked beyond enduranee by what they conecived to be the eon-
tumaey of the people, in refusing to obey what they looked upon as a perfectly reasonable law, and, had it
not been for the spirit of resistanee which had been naturally engendered to sueh a diabolieal extent, could
have had no reason in the world for persecuting their own country-people. This dark demon of religious
malevolenee assumes a form yet darker still and nore hateful when eertain ministers, after some Covenanting
victory, give counsel that the defenceless prisoners who have fallen into their hands be massacred, otherwise
the Lord would never prosper their cause.  Oh, Religion! what things have been done and are still doing in
thy name! Truly the great Teacher said, “I came not to send peace on earth, but a sword,” and this is the
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cruellest sword of all. It cuts deeper and more mercilessly into broken hearts than any other. Where is here
the spirit of the great Healer? Men go about with wounds which they think a shame to show, and Chris-
tianity has not one word of comfort, but only words of sneering and self-complacent condemnation.

Puritanism ! Puritanism and its modern descendants never can conquer the world, and never were
designed to do it. The mission of Puritanism was to strengthen men, to educate them in the prineiples of
civil and political freedom, and to render Britain and America nationally, and perhaps ostentatiously, religious;
but it has not enough to do with the dissemination of the spirit of Christianity. And the inadequacy lies not
so much with Puritanism in the abstract as in Puritanism as it was conditioned—in the circumstances of its
origin and deveclopment. It appears upon the stage in the attitude of resistance, and wherever its relies
subsist it has only in a degree changed its base, and lence it is not destined to a permanent life. It cannot
survive; it is not in the nature of things that it should, because it is not the fittest presentation of Christinnity.
Puritanism occupies a position relative to modern Christianity somewhat analogons to that which the Macea-
bean wars sustained to the Messianic idea. The Puritan is just as close to the Pharisee as he is to the “ Israelite
indeed.” The religion destined to be the religion of mankind is not the religion of resistance, but of a sublime
aggression. It is the religion of no race or clime or time, but appeals to all and every man. It is not sustained
or fostered or kept in life by any rite or ceremony or system of ritual or dogma, but is originated and perpetu-
ated in the soul by the living, active, eternal truth.

The age in which the Puritans lived and the land in which they dwelt were a military age and a military
land. Britain shakes beneath the tread of contending armies. The clashing of misquoted Seripture and the
clashing of arms in fratricidal hands result in a confusion worse confounded. [t is not the age in which to
look for symmetrical character. There is scarcely any golden mean between an unctious and rabid democracy
and a blind and devoted and dissolute loyalty. Even Bunyan’s pages are resonant with the din of arms, and
glitter with the flash of contending steel. Christian fights his way to heaven through drawn swords and
giants and lions and such like; even the tenderer women must have a Mr. Greatheart, sheathed in earthly
panoply, to see them safe ; and the roar of battle about the town of Mansoul tells of the belligerent nature of
that tough English soul which conceived and wrote down all these wonders. What a noble man was Bunyan!
what a genius! what an imagination! what an experience! He is the most wonderful man in English litera-
ture, and is to the religious what Shakespeare is to the secular life.
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But as David was a man of war and of dark deeds, and so was unfit to build the visible temple on Mount
Moriah, so Puritanisia was not destined to rear that inner and spiritual structure over whose heavenly pinnacles
there floats the banner of God's everlasting and all-embracing love. This temple, made without hands, must
be reared by a ealmer, serener and more sympathetie wisdom, which looks keenly but kindly into the woes of
every sutlering heart, and tells it that the greater the sin and the sorrow and the suffering, the more abounding
is the wisdow and the strength and the love of Him who built a sanctuary of sorrow for all the wretched, and
transformed it into a eity whose “bulwarks glow with jasper, and whose eorner-stone is Christ,” a living
Christ, dwelling in and guiding the living and sentient soul, and whispering, as the life-and-death storm rages
round our helmless, shattered bark, “ Peaee ! be still!”

No, Cromwell’s Ironsides, sweeping like avenging angels npon Rupert’s luckless troopers, or the enamoured
Miles Standish, intent to fight the Indian, are not the messengers of peace and good-will to men. The cursing
of enemies who are really no enemies at all ; the eonsignment to eternal fire of all who are not of our mind;
the banishment of defenecless women like Ann Hutehinson ; the horse-whipping and ear-cropping of Quakers,
and their banishinent under penalty of death, cannot be found in the letters of him who enjoined, “ Follow
peace with all men.”

Even Milton himself, who may be said to have been the highest exponent of Puritanism in this its most
prolitic age, had the fullest strength of his life, and especially his deelining years, embittered by his eontro-
versial attitude.  All things are ut times thrown out of relativity for him by the very intensity of his power
and the vehemence of his partisanship. 1le is betrayed into language unworthy of himself and of his magnifi-
cent intelleet by the violence and ferocity of the struggle in which he was a participant. He pours upon his
pigmy antagonists the full measure of his stately and magnificent scorn. There is something humorous even
in the manner in which he uses a blunderbuss to kill a sparrow. He extols his master, Croinwell, to the skies,
and he was a far better man himself than Cromwell. He reckons him the greatest hero that ever lived, while
in the strict sense of the word he was no hero at all, but simply a strong and stern and forceful character,
pushed into place by force of circumstances, and whose unflinehing, fanatical nature still half recoiled in horror
before the thought of what he had done. Milton ungenerously vilifies the Scots, who had it in their mind,
had they been allowed, to be more reasonable and sober-minded than he was himself. The crust that supported
his declining years was not sweetened by the consciousness that it was the gift of those who had forgiven him
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much more than would have been necessary had he been true to his own higher and better self. So “ Fortune
works great wonders with her wand.” This most majestic intellect of his tine, forsaken by his friends, sight-
less and joyless, yet towering aloft like some magnificent ruin above his fellowmen, the last of the giants who
overthrew the English monarehy, a sinking Titan moeked at by the shabby details of his domestie life. Well

might he exclaim,
¢ Oh, dark, dark, dark, amid the blaze of noon;
Trrecoverably dark ! total celipse; without all hope of day.”

Yet it is some comfort to know that he lived in a world of his own, and was seeing and telling “of things
invisible to mortal sight”; that he produeed “Taradise Lost,” and reeeived for it the munitieent sum of ten
pounds sterling, and that in eonsequenee the knglish language owns the most sublime epie that was ever
written.

As with many others so with Milton. The times made them what they were. The days upon whieh
they fell gave to them and took from them. Their evenings and mornings eame to them laden with strength
and noble daring and majesty of character; but the sound of their rushing wings brought no ealmness, no
moderation, no true dignity —none of the sweet reasonableness of humanity. Almost the only rational man
in those times was Lord Falkland, and he fell at the commencement of the strugele.  Humanity, when left
to itself, invariably becomes narrow as it grows intense. Intensity and breadth are in the natural man in
inverse proportion. The mountain torrent, confined within opposing precipiees, dashes madly to the sea. It
is only when it has escaped from its confinement and glides into the broad and peaceful vale, where all things
grow and live and flourish under the smile of the overarching sky, that the waters bless with a riehness and
an intensity of life wherever they eome. It was not Milton’s fate or privilege, nor that of any Puritan, pent
up as they were in the narrow lists of English politieal strife, to aseend the high hills of a wider and nobler
humanity, and to eircumseribe in one sweeping, kindling, eestatie glanee all who dwell beneath the firmament
of God. They were never to stand on Mars’ Hill and to proelaim to proud and supereilious Greek and to his
crouching slave, to sneering Sybarite and hopeless Stoie, that God “ hath made of one blood all nations of men
to dwell on all the face of the earth.” No; he who did this said in proud yet holy humility, that he was
indebted for his fame to no tribe or race or his doings among them, but to Jew and Gentile alike, to barbarian
Scythian, bond and free; for he says, “ We are all one in Christ.” “Ye are our epistle, written in our hearts,
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known and read of all men.”  All the intense fervour of this man’s Jewish nature was permeated to the inmost
core by a divine humanitarianism which neither height nor depth nor time nor eternity could shake or
abate.

We are told that worlds are summoned from the depths of space: that first they appear as nebulous clouds
which gather and thicken and thrill with heat under the glance of God until they are fused into a terrific life
containing n mass of liquid flame: that they gradually become cooler, and the promised life appears wondrous
and multiform : then they sicken and die and wheel through space, “reft of their crowd of fools.” So it is
with physieal life: but it is not so with the life of which this man speaks, and which it was his ission to
proclaim.  Hear what he says: “ For we know that if our earthly house of this tabernacle be dissolved, we
have a building of God, an house not made with hands, eternal in the heavens.”  Let us enter this grim,
unholy Roman prison and hear him further. As we enter we see in the ding, uncertain licht a ficure old before
its time—old by reason of weariness and painfulness and watehings and soul-anxiety for himself and for others,
and cruel moekings and seourgings and hungering and thirsting and peril and death.  He strives in his weak-
ness to welcome his visitor with that divine courtesy whieh is part of his nature. Those poor hands, manacled
with the felon's ehain, have toiled day and night at menial work so that none who were with him might want ;
and he was born and educated a gentleman, and he was the createst cenius and the best man of his time.  This
wan is absolutely without fear.  The hideous thud of the lictor’s axe is directly before him, and he knows it,
bit he fears it not. The very cestasy of his long life-strugusle, the thought of the good he has done, nnd of
what sort it is, surfeits his soul with a sense of a hidden glory.  His wasted body is as much consumed by
cternal longing as by physieal sutfering. [ have fought a good ticht, I have finished my course, I have kept
the faith: henceforth there is laid up for me a erown of righteonsness, which the Lord, the righteous judge,
shall give me at that day.”  He longs to be gone; his soul faints under the contemplation of the “exceeding
and cternal weight of glory ™ which he knows is reserved for him.  This man turned the world of his day
upside down, as well he might.  He lit a toreh which shall guide humanity to its destined gonl. This man’s
struggle was with no party or race or ereed, but with his own weakness and the mad passions and chilling
unbelief of a sunken and sceptical world.  His mighty and ardent soul kindled the spirit of Judaisin upon its
own blackened nshes, humbled the haughty brow of Rome, nnd fixed and deepened and’ sanetifiecd the light
und wandering glance of the Greek.
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This man’s career represents an eternal and universal faith which knows what humanity is worth, and
agonizes in an ecstasy of love over all that is valuable, beeause all that is permanent, in our nature. He is no
scientist—he speaks in his own erude way of the natural development of being: but he eontradiets no science,
neither can science contradict him, and it does not pretend to. Oppositions of scienee, falsely so called, can
affect his system as little in our day as they could in his. He is 1o moralist any more than his Master was a
moralist; but he is something far better and higher and nobler. His morals are those of the heavenly and
not of any earthly or transient community. This is the morality which we, in the lizht of all our knowledge
and experienee, in the light of conmon sense and of seience, too, ought to cultivate. It is the only true and
practical way of life; it is the only true eonservatisin of energy ; all else is dissipation, misuse, destruction—
death, he calls 1t, and so it is.

We have thus far been representing Puritanisin as a factor in modern eivilization in eontradistinetion to
the true spirit of Christianity, and we have allowed them both to speak for themselves in the eharacters and
deeds of their respeetive exponents and diseiples. Puritanism has always been essentially eontentious and
resistant ; not, as we said, of purpose aforethought, but by reason of its unfortunate attitude and conditions.
It is a significant fact that the two great revolutions which have convulsed the English-speaking world during
the last two hundred and fifty years have been almost direetly the result of the Puritanieal idea. We shall
have occasion to diseuss this more fully while considering the origin of the struggle whieh separated Great
Britain from the most important of her North American eolonies. We have said that Puritanism is not of
set purpose revolutionary. There have been few forces in the world’s history which have been originated for
the purpose which they ultimately accomplished. But sueh is the natural trend of the passions and interests
of humanity, and such is the uncertainty of the current of human atfairs, that no man can see results or
prophesy consequences. If we had the same conditions and causes over again, we should, without doubt, have
the same results. The civil war in England began on the part of the Puritans for the purpose of resisting the
arbitrary power of the king and his attempt to encroach upon the constitutional rights of the people; but
how far-reaching and tremendous the results were to be no one forcknew or contemplated. As the struggle
went on the worst passions of both parties became irreconcilably inflamed. The vietory of the Independents
was so complete that the result, in the light of all the circumstances, with a man like Cromwell at the head of
affairs, was neither more nor less than what might have been expected. That the unfortunate Charles should
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have been singled out as the victim of the catastrophe is the most tragic and pathetic circumstance in the
whole story, the most revolting picture in the whole bloody panorama. There is no doubt that the king,
privately and individually, was a good enough man.  What he was officially was not his fault. He was the
exponent of a systein which had been earried out with impunity and with a high hand in the days of the
Tudors, when kings and queens were stronger, and the people less conscious of their strength and their consti-
tutional rights.  The destruction of Charles is eertainly the darkest and most significant count in the indict-
ment against the sineerity of Cromwell, that is, if we see it to approach the question of his sincerity at all;
because there ure only degrees of what we eonventionally term sincerity ; there is no sincerity in this world—
not perfect sincerity.  Cromwell was certainly the woving spirit in the destruction of the king. There was
probably no other man living who would have proeceded to this last and ghastly extremity. The best excuse
that ean be made for Cromwell in this act is, perhaps, that he was sineerely insineere, as wost or all of us are.
There is not much reason to donbt that he coveted the king’s place of anthority, and this idea possessed his
dark and fanatical wmind until he was compelled, by the fate of his own brooding and daring and fanatical
spirit, to do as he did. His head was no doubt turned between the position in which he found himself and
his semi-religions enthusinsm: and when a man like Cromwell gets into a sitnation of that nature, we may
look for portentous results.  Before leaving the question of sincerity and insincerity—because it affects not
merely our estimate of Cromwell, but in a less degree all the Puritans on both sides of the water—it may be
remarked that sincerity is not a fixed quantity, and eonsequently it constantly eludes our estimate and measure-
ment. It is not a tixed quantity either in him who afleets to judge, nor in him who is attempted to be judged.
And besides, it is not a practieal question.  As long as we are aflected by men’s actions, life is too short to
spend it in the useless effort of attempting to analyze men’s motives.  Only He who made men knows whether
they are sincere or not, and He eommands us to suspend our judgment, to refrain altogether from making it
up. A great awount of time has been wasted in discussing the sincerity of Cromwell, and of other people as
well. What does it matter to us whether he was sincere or not 7 He has to answer elsewhere for that. He
18 altogether out of ordinary rule and precedent. He appears like a flaming midnight meteor at the head of
his Ironsides, blazes, and rushes aeross the startled page of history, and is gone again before the dawn; and
the wondering world learned one lesson at least from the lurid and dark apparition—that therc is no power
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of misrule, however stupendous, against which the people have not a summary and avenging resouree ; and, in
this regard, the world is all the better for him.

Sineerity ? To question one’s sincerity at all is to admit that there is more or less of good in the char-
acter. It is only when men begin to emerge into a higher life that we begin to think of their sincerity. The
term sincere does not apply to the worthless, the profligate or the ratfian; but those people have often a great
deal to say about the sincerity of others. We do not make the elaim either for Cromwell or the Puritans in
general that they were paragons of sineerity, but they were, without much question, just as sineere, relatively
to their system and pretensions, and the realin in whieh they moved, as is the ordinary man of society in his
domain, and probably much more so. He had, unquestionably, a high ideal of life, that is, of life as he under-
stood it. If he was often grotesque and assuming, and out of form, those things were to be expeeted and may
be forgiven in a man of rude manners, narrow eulture, and religious assumption, if vou will, who tinds himself
elevated into a place and position for whieh Nature had not as yet fitted him.  Of course, an immense amount
of ridicule can be cast upon the Puritan eharacter —no, not eharaeter, biat manners.  There was plenty of eant
among them. They were rude and unceremonious and supereilious, after their manner, in address.  An
ignorant man, unless he be a very good one, learns those things as soon as he professes religion; and we all
know how hard it is to stand. The Puritans have always and everywhere spoken through their noses.

‘¢ Strained celestial themes
Through the pressed nostril. spectacle bestrid.”

Why they did so and what is the cause might possibly furnish a problem for the religious evolutionist. Prol-
ably they wept a good deal at their early gatherings, in rehearsals, exhortations, diseourses, testifyings, prayers,
psalm singing, and the like, and the attempt or neeessity of articulating and weeping simultaneously, might
have produced this unnatural and untoward result. We ourselves have heard a man of puritanical bias admir-
ing his minister because he possessed the somewhat equivoeal accomplishment of being able to preach and ery
at the same time. This phase of eulture was probably elaborated in a higher degree formerly than it is in our
day. We are glad that it is not so fashionable now as it used to be. The nasal twang is distinetly nndesirable
in itself, pure and simple; but when it affectionately amalgamates with a German or Irish or other foreign
taint, it becomes something alarming and “uncanny.”
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The English Puritan, too, suffered somewhat from the fact, as all other Englishmen do, that their nation
is by nature prone to be hard and unsympathetie. All other nationalities know this to be true, except the
English people themselves, and their name is not loved any the better for it. A hard head and a strong hand,
a sueeessiul eareer nationally and individually, and an almost exelusively Saxon and Norman lincage, have
eonduced to this result. There is not mueh of Celtie kindliness in the make-up of the Englishman. He lacks
the imaginativeness, the enthusiasm of the Celt, and henee his quiekness and instinetive pereeption of the
relativity of things.  He is very slow. amounting in numerous eases to a eertain sort of stupidity. He fights

2. and trades systematieally and grandly @ but he ean fight and trade better than he can make a
treaty. He is not unjust except from sheer strength and obtrusiveness; and he is willing enough to admit
that other people have rights when onee he is brought to realize the faet, but he rarely at tirst thinks of it.
[t is easy enough to see how qualities like these would lend an element of hardness and unlovableness to the
character of the English Paritan. Where self-contidenee and insnlar ignoring of others are suffieiently
developed already, we ean well understand how a religious element of self-esteem added to these qualities
would not be an improvement.  To our imagination these three elements of charaeter approach dangerously
: and this is what the English Puritan very nearly
was,  Ile was hard, and, if he was not unfeeline in general, he was at least so to those who differed from him
in anything.  To our minds the Seottish Puritan, if one may term him so, was not so hard as his English
brother.  He may have been more gruesome in looks and visage, but, iff we mistake not, he had a kinder
heart, or had more eommon sense and moderation.  He thought of and eonsidered more than the Englishman;
and this faet, we take it, arose from the ecireumstanece that, taken all in all, and for all that man is worth, he
had had a better training.  The differenee between the English nnd Seottish Puritan mind is best exemplitied
for our present purpose in their attitude towards their fallen king. The English seem to have lost all sym-
pathy and regard for their vanquished opponent, but it was not so with the Scots. 'They elung loyally to him,
and only geve him np to the parliamentary army upon being assured that his person was safe; and they never
at any time entertained the idea of even deposing him fromn his authority. The old Celtie element of reverence
and loyalty was still present in the Scottish army, and the sacrilege of killing a king was utterly foreign to
their habit of thought and feeling. We see them afterwards standing loyally by their sovereign and to the
hapless housc of Stuart, against hope and their own better judgment, for they had suffered more from the

hke a bull-dos

near the making up of what we know as a “ hard eustomer’
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Stuarts than the English had, and had little cause to love them. There is something abont the Scottish mind
which clings lingeringly to the sentiment and romance of a situation long after the eommon sense of it has
crumbled into dust. To this day the singing of a Jacobite song will draw Scotsmen together closer than any-
thing else in the world. When we speak of the Scottish Puritan having the advantage of a better training
than his English brother, we have in mind the kindly, patriarchal, domestic training whieh has been traditional
among the Scottish people for centuries, the fullest and highest expressions of which we have in Burns’ “ Cot-
ter’s Saturday Night.” No one knows what it all means unless he be to the manner born.  There is nothing
like this in all English literature. It is unique, not only of its kind, but its kind is unique, It is very ditlieult
for an outsider to understand just how or in what spirit that poor and struggling family sympathize with
each other in the fight against the world. We have here an angel of domestie tenderness hovering over this
heaven-guarded home, but she refuses, like a divine Vashti, to show her face to the garish erowd.

We have attempted to discuss the character of the Puritan and to deseribe his place in the history of
England, and the part which he acted in the development of liberty. e served to break up the old system
of things. England could never again be what it had been. The Revolution hwl not only shaken the fabric
of government, but had moved it from its place, and the new temple of liberty had to be built on a new plan
and of different materials—a plan more rational and material more fitly prepared, sounder, and well tried and
approved. The revolutionary Puritan was not, in the light of all things, a rational man. In a sense he was
far before his time. The nation and the world were not ready for the form of government whose ideal he
had in mind; and had the world even been ready for him, he was not ready for the world. He had leaped
with a sudden bound into his place, and the reeoil was as sudden as the impact which struek him into his
place of power. But in that age of violence and fierce ernption, it is no wonder that men lost their reason and
practical common sense, and were dazed and confounded by the magnitude and results of the struggle out of
which they had just emerged. It was not until the accession of William and Mary, and the Act of Settlement,
that the British people emerged in something like order from the consequenees of the terrible catastrophe of
the great rebellion.

The private character of the Puritan was no doubt in the main immeasurably superior to that of most men
of his time, but his religion was his own, and not meant for anyone else. We are told that after Cromwell
had beaten down all opposition there was quiet and peace in the land, that faithful ministers abounded who
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zealonsly dispensed the word of life, and that many souls were converted to God under their ministry. But
after all, the peace was what the Romans called the peace of “desolation.” There was no authority in the
land but the despotic power of the Protector himself; and it was inevitable that it must perish with its
possessor.  There was in etlect no people, no parliament, no balancing or adjustment of estates—nothing but
a military despotixm which it was useless to think of resisting as long as its dark and determined originator
survived.  There was nothing to bind the nation either to the past, the present or the future. The old bul-
warks of power and authority had been swept away, the history of the nation had been obliterated, and men
looked blankly into the hopeless future and wondered what would come of it. The illusory and transient
nature of the then existing state of things is shown by the avidity with which the people rushed once more
into the reckless life of the Stuarts.  They soon became tired of psalin singing and nasal tones and military
exhortations and the haunting presenee of Cromwell’s Tronsides.  The growth of the puritanical element had
not been naturally developed in the eonstitutional history of the nation. It wns a religious monstrosity, and
ont of proportion to the general advancement of the country. It was not rooted in the tradition or sentiment
or experienee of the English people, and consequently, when the ubnormal conditions which gave rise to it and
perpetuated it were removed, it perished, as a politieal power at least, like Jonah’s gourd.

But. though Puritanism thus disappeared as suddenly as it had come, as a politieal power pure and simple,
its intluenee has by no means disappeared from English life, and doubtless never will. The elements out of
whieh it was composed have gone ever since. in a large measure, to constitute the politically and religiously
progressive elements in the British nation. The heat engendered by the contlux of warring elements at the
time of the Revolution has since been tempered and subdued into a milder flame, under whose moulding and
softening intluenee English life bas beeome what it is. There would have been, speaking in the natural order
of things, no such reforms as we have had, hnd it not been for Puritanism—no Toleration Acts, no Bill of
Rights, no Act of Settlement, no Reform Bills.  We shounld probably bave had little or no independence of
religious thought.  We should likely have had no commonality of people strongly tinctured by the religious
life. Reforms and movements like those of Whitfield and Wesley could have found no place.

Underlying everything in the British character there has always been a decply religious sentiment. This
religious sentiment has virtually controlled every public movement since the Reformation, and many important
movements before the Reformation. Though not always present to the consciousness of the nation, it is
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always, nevertheless, operative,' and the nation has learned by experience to refer, though unconsciously, every
important movement to a higher tribunal than that of man. This strong religious instinet is, to our mnind, the
inheritance which has come down to us from the Britons of the old Druidieal times. The attribute of reverence
has always been emphatically present in the Celtic character. And this is not to be wondered at, for the Celts
were overawed and dominated for centuries by the terrible superstitions of the Druidical system, at the time
that our Saxon forefathers, Vikings and Berserkers, were worshipping nothing bat the ghosts of their dead
heroes. It ought to be remembered that Christianity among the Saxons is not much more than a thousand
years old, and that previous to that time they had virtually no religion at all—no system among themn caleu-
lated to foster the attribute of a regulated and masterful religion. Hence to-day the Saxon, as an individual,
is in many respects inferior to the Celt.

To what extent the Celtic—the old British element—remained in Britain at the time of the Saxon con-
quest we have no means of accurately knowing, but it is probable that during the long eontest which gave
Britain to the Saxons, the races had become partially amalgamated, and it is certain that many Britons
remained in the position of serfs and slaves. We must remember that the Saxons have the telling of the
story, and that their conquest of Britain was, by their own showing, a long and a doubtful and a bloody
struggle. The ancient Britons were not soon conquered, nor were they extirpated. We must also remember
that religious instincts are the deepest and most abiding and most influential in our nature, and that although
the Celt yielded physically to the Saxon, there are many reasons for believing that the latter yielded much of
his pagan, irreverent nature to the milder and more humane dominion of the Celt. So the Saxon is not essen-
tially England. He was set in it as a rough-hewn diamond, there to be re-cut and ground and polished by
hard and tedious processes in God’s noisy workshop of the eenturies until he was fit to be set in the girdle of
that goddess of liberty whose zone now encompasses the earth—the guardian genius of British liberty. That
the ancient British sentiment, at least, is yet dominant among us is evident from the readiness with which we
take to our hearts such productions as Cowper’s “ Warrior Queen,” and Tennyson’s “Idyls of the King.”
There is a sound deeper and truer than the voice of written history that comes to our ears—a feeling more
worthy and reverent than that engendered by a record of battle and conflict and bloody victory—and that is,
that we arc children of Britain after all; and the old mether yet speaks to us in proud and comforting tones,
across the troubled abyss of two thousand years, shows us what wondrcus things have been done in the past,
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THE AMERICAN PURITAN.

7 ING JAMES 1. was not, taken all in all, a bad sort of man; at all events he did not mean to be. But he

I was very far from being a good king. In fact, he had so many qualities whieh go to untit a man for

the kingly oflice, that it was very unfortunate, humanly speaking, that Providenee ever threw it in his

way. There was nothing about King James which was positively not nice, as there was about many of the
Stuarts. In a way, he was respectable.  He had a loyal and aftectionate soul—what there was of it—and was
too true to worthless and incompetent friends. He was, in a sense, a scholar—that is, if a pedant ean ever Le
called a scholar. In things which were not eminently and literally practical, and which lic beyond the realm of
common sense, he had a great deal of eommon sense. He knew all there was to know, and a great deal more,
about witches and the powers of the unseen world in petty details. He wrote books in elucidation of these
subjects ; and, as he got a great deal of credit for themn, no doubt they were very good books—ot their kind.
They treated of the causes, origin, historical development, characteristies, methods, detection and punishment
of witches. He provided for the spiritual welfare of his people, according to his light. Having seen the
Scriptures thoroughly translated and revised, and dedicated to himself, as we all read in our Bibles, and
having ordained that all should worship after the methods of the Established Church, his judgment and
conscience were in these matters at rest. He thought that he had done his duty well, never thinking that
probably, in the light of the circumstances, he had overdone it. James had, almost in a perfect degree, that
phase of intellectual weakness which runs to details and exteriors. He did not, and could not, understand
that the English people, that is, many of them, had passed from detail and exteriors into a mighty inner
experience and self-consciousness. In fact, he knew nothing generally of the true inwardness of things. The
lately aroused conscience of the English people was not to be controlled by petty legislation of any kind or
sort whatever, A pigmy is ridiculous as the ruler of giants, and such was King James. The pcople, that is,
the thinking part of them, knew well enough that no form or method was necessary to the proper worship of
God. James thought that it was, simply because he thought so. And he thought it an unreasonable thing
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that the people did not think as he did.  The people knew that it had been said, “ They that worship God
must worship Him in spirit and in truth,” and they concluded that this injunction precluded all form ; or at
least, that no one hal a right to dietate any form. They on their part did not understand that we can
worship God aecording to a form, and still worship Him in spirit.  Their position with regard to form,
ns form. was altogether illogieal, for they had forms of their own, and stuek to them with unflinching
tenacity. as the king. in his weak way, did to his. Al things earthly must have form. Form, in its highest
and best sense, is the unconscious expression of the spirit.  Form is no creator, but spirit is ; form is a result,
not a eanse ; it is merely a form and species of language—it is not the life, the soul, the spirit, the genius of
which language is but the expression.  1f the spirit is right, the form must be all right, and the prayers of the
Episcopal Churely are all right, both in form and spirit. Probably those who refused to use them in the time
of King Jumes never asked themselves the question whether they were right or not. To their minds the
king had no right to legislate on the subjeet, and so they left it; and henee were persecuted, and some of them
betook themselves out of the land, and went to ltolland.  But they expected more, both in Holland and
England, than they were willing to concede to others, as soon as circumstances gave opportunity to prove
them. It was their idea to worship God as they pleased, and make others, and persecute in their turn all who
refused to conform to their way.  But if those carly Puritans did not eonsider whether the Episcopal serviee
were right or not, theit deseendants have apparently been giving the subject some consideration, and have
reversed the judoment, or rather have made up a judgment where their forefathers had not even considered
the case: fora large part of the Episcopal service is to-day read or sung in many of the churches of New
England.  And the members of those churches are the lineal descendants of those who made

*“The sounding aisles of the dim wood ring
With the anthems of the free.”

Those prayers and this service are not the property of the Episcopal Church alone ; much of this service, and
many of those prayers, belong to times long before the Reformation. They are the legacy of British Christian
worship and Christinn experience. We fail to realize, except from unacquaintance with thein, how any man
that knows his innermost needs, and the meaning of language, should fail to recognize and acknowledge the
beauty and simple sublimity of those expressions of devotion and supplication, Why should we not use
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those prayers if we see fit, or anything else that says for us simply, coneisely and beautifully what we all
ought to say ? The only difference between John Knox's prayer-book and that of Edward the Sixth is that
the latter is much sweeter and more mellow, with the richness, the erimson and golden ripeness, the Christian
culture of the centuries. But the age and the character of James I. were not for the appreeciation of strong
and sturdy and independent minds—of honest and hard-working and earnest craftsmen who feared the
Lord and talked often one to another, and whom the Lord heard, and wrote a book of remembranee for them,
and gave to them to be the founders and fathers, the framers and guides, the edueators and formers of
character in a mighty realm beyond the sea, dipping its broad wings, one in the misty Atlantic, and the other
in the blue waters that wash the Golden Gate of the West.

We unre told that near Boston, in Lineolnshire, England, there were certain grave and well-reputed men
to whom the ceremonies of the Established Chureh were an oftence.  They sceretly met at the house of one of
their number, a Mr. Brewster, for the purpose of worshipping in their own way. But their seeret meetings
were betrayed to the authorities, and their lives were made hitter by the persecutions whieh they endured.
Their sympathies becamne entirely divorced from the king and the government, but they were Englishmen
and loved their native land, and were loath to leave it. Many were the heart-burnings and strivings of spirit
among them. They were much under the influence of Mr. Robinson, their eounsellor and pastor. At length,
so unendurable has life become, that it is determined to go to Holland, that refuge of those who were
perseeuted for righteousness’ sake—that land whose primitive tribes, defended by wood and marsh, had never
owned the yoke of pagan Rome, whose citizens, now educated and taught in ways of thrift and intelligence
and freedom, had, after suffering unspeakable horrors at the hands of the mereiless Spaniard, in whose heart
there slumbered a demon in human passion, had built and beautified a little republic which has been the
asylum of the oppressed, and a centre of art and learning for the last two centuries.

But the sailing for Holland was not easily accomplished. They were watched by the authorities, and
their movements had to be made in secret. At length a Duteh shipmaster is found who is willing to convey
them to their place of refuge, provided they can be got on board. The ship waits at an unwonted spot, and
they are on the sands ready for embarkation. But suddenly dragoons are seen spurring across the sands.
Some are hurried off and others are captured and remitted to prison to teach them not to do so again. In the

confusion the members of some families have been separated, and women are heard bewailing the loss of their
3
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little ones. The Dutch skipper, we are told, swears his national oath, “Saeramente,” weighs his anchor and
puts to sea with his forlorn freight. Arrived in Holland they are joined in time by their relatives and
companions, who have been liberated and tind their way singly and by stealth to their friends. In their new
home they work with patient industry at their various haundierafts, and soon earn the reputation of doing
honestly and effcetively whatever they profess to do.  They are remarked by the authorities as inen God-
fearing and worthy, and it to he followed as examples of good eitizenship. Buat still they feel themnselves to
be in a foreign land.  Here they ean eall nothing their own; and these men are too foreeful to be merged
into forgetfulness and to lose their nationality among the Duteh.  The spark of English life, twinkling thus
apon the nnromantie shore of Holland, was not destined to be extingnished. It was fated to be led across the
western deep, the emiding star of millions who should follow in its train, and there to blaze forth in an
inextingaishable tlame and enlighten a eontinent.

The instinet of nationality was strong within the pilgrim heart.  They eould not bear the thought that they
shonld lose their independent existenee.  But already their sons and daughters were forming allianees which
threatened this result. They hear of new homes being made by Englishimen beyond the western wave, where
they may be safe from persceuting king and law, and frame laws of their own, and lead what life consecience
approves.  Bidding adicu to their Duteh friends, from whom they reecive parting words of eommendation,
they re-embark for England, and being joined by others, they are to sail in two little ships for America.
One of them being lost, they are all erowded on bhoard the remaining one, the Mayiower. Standing on the
<hore, ready to embark, they kneel down and ask the God of the exile and the stranger to go with them and
to be their God, and their strength and eounsellor.  Out upon the gleaming sea lies their ship, her impatient
sails flapping in the morning wind as if in haste to convey her faithful burden to its new and high destiny.
The fate of the New World, perhaps mueh of the destiny of the whole world, is borne over the waters in that
quaint little ship.  She is sorely bufleted by winds and waves as she slowly struggles westward, but holds
steadily on through wind and tempest, the ark of faith and uprightness and freedom. On their voyage the
passengers begin to hethink themselves of their new home, and how and in what manner they are to be
governed. As the thought of rule and order and deecent life is ever present with them, they think it behoves
them to draw np a form which shall be to them a form of law and justice of life. We are told there are
certain licentious persons on board, who threaten to do as they see fit in their own eyes when they get on
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shore—and there have been many of like mind sinee, who have gone seeking a wider field for lieense among
their descendants. They draw up a constitution in the eabin of the Mayflower, which they all sign, and
appoint one John Carver to be their governor. At length they near the ecoast of America, but at a point
much farther north than they had hoped, in consequence of eontrary winds. It was the middle of November
when they cast anchor in the waters of Cape Cod Bay. What a prospeet was this! A frowning sea and sky,
a roeky and sterile shore, seanty means of subsistenee, the wintry heavens for a eanopy—this was their new
home. Besides, the master of their ship is impatient; he has not made mnueh money by their adventure, and
he threatens to put them on shore and leave them if they deeide not quiekly where to go.  But how do the
poor souls know where to go? It is all alike to them—homeless and dreary and pitilessly eold.  Day
after day they coast about the rough, inhospitable seas, it happily they may find some spot a little kindlier
than the rest, upon which to shelter their little ones. The sea dashes its spray over their boat, and they
are mereilessly drenehed and frozen, and resemble, we are told, “ men eased in armour.” At length they are
almost foreed to land in a little bay rather more sheltered than elsewhere, and step out upon a roek known
now as the “ Pilgrim’s Roek,” inseribed with the birth-date of New England, 1620 ; and, exeept for the high
hearts and deep faith of these men, it is a weak and sorry and comnfortless ushering into life. These men
have for the present nothing but themselves—nothing but what their deseendant, the kindly and sympathetie
singer of humanity, has sung,
““Heart within and God o’erhead.”

They kneel again to Him who has led them thus far on their way, and thank Him for His proteetion,
and ask that His strength may be theirs; and the bleak northern sea, and strand, and wood hearken with
wonder, and seem to grow warmer and ruddier and kindlier, as they listen to the strange and strong outburst
of praise, which proelaims that they have been eaptured in the name of Him who holds the sea in the hollow
of His hand, and who eounts the nations as a very little thing. The first thing these men do is to sing and
give thanks to God, and the New Englanders have ever since always gone to God with their national
perplexities and joys and sorrows, and they have not been turned empty away.

Having landed, they proceeded to provide what shelter they could to protect themselves against the
ungenial climate. In the meantime many of them sickened, and not a few died from exposure and inadequaey
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of food. But the building of their little town went on. They found that nineteen houses would contain
their diminished numbers, and these they built.  Significant among them was a structure larger than the
rest. This was beneath a church, and above a fort mounted with four little cannons. Indians were near,
and the instinet of the Puritan was not towards conciliation, but defence and resistance. The mildness and
magnanimity of Penn found no place among them.  With them was Miles Standish, with visage bronzed and
gnarled by many wars, thouzgh with softer possibilities within his dauntless breast, as the romantic traditions
of the colony love to remember with a smile: he was their military leader, and it was not long ere the rattle
of his musket startled the forest with the tirst echo of that hideous strife, which ended only when Montreal
surrendered to Amherst.  The tale of the Indian wars is a horrible recital from first to last, and is enough of
itself to show that the New England settlers on the frontiers had come through a terrible ordeal of endur-
ance and determined resistanee.

Before spring, nearly half their number had suceumbed to the exhausting conditions of their existence,
and had found graves in the wilderness. Still they hoped and struggled on and endured. The next summer
brought them a new relay of colonists, and they were sorely taxed to feed them during the following winter.
Such, however, was the desire for freedom, and such the impetus given to emigration and enterprise, that
colonists soon arrived in large numbers.  Eight years after the settlement of Plymouth was formed the
colony of Massachusctts Bay, which proved to be the most important centre in New England.  Sixty years
after the landing ut Plymouth, the population of New England was estimated to be forty thousand, and there
were within a radius of thirty miles, with Boston for a centre, thirty or more respeetable towns and villages.

While drafting their eonstitution in the eabin of the Mayfdower, we are told that they dutifully acknowl-
edged King James, but left no very large place for his authority. They called themselves Englishmen, as did
their descendants until the time of the Revolution. The colonists always based their complaints of
encroachments of the royal power upon the fact that they were Englishmen. And so they were. The laws
and customs and modes of procedure prevalent in England they adopted among themselves as far as was
convenient. They had a charter from the king allowing them to choose their own governor, and to make
what regulations they saw fit for the management of their own affairs. They considered themselves in some
sense dependent upon the mother country, but in what sense or degree it would be impossible at any time in
their history to say. Ina real and substantial sense they had the rights of Englishinen; the bond which
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gave them those rights, namely, obedience to acts of Parliament, they began to question as soon as obedience
to those laws disturbed them in their ideas of self-government. In blood and lineace, of course, they were
English ; they could not be said to be Englishmen nationally, while virtually refusing obedience to the
Parliament of England—and this they very soon began to do.

We can well conceive that the Puritans left England with very few or no kindly remembrances of the
government of the mother country. No doubt similar feelings were entertained towards existing authority
by the Puritans who remained at home; and if the feelings of the latter were eapable of being stirred up to
rebellion only a few years after, we can well imagine that the colonists looked, many of them, with no filial
eye across the three thousand miles of ocean which separated them from the land in which they conceived
themselves to have been cruelly oppressed. There were, of course, always men in the colonies who were
instinctively loyal to England and her parliament, for men of all grades had been attracted to the Eldorado
across the water. These nen were, however, oniy comparatively few in number and in influence, because
they had not the influence among the colonists that they wonld have had at home. They did not form the
bone and sinew, nor the spirit and power of colonial life. In fact, men who were known to be distinctively
loyal to England were soon regarded with suspicion and distrust by the colonists. The great body of the
people were puritanical in political and religious thought, and, as such, were separatists from every authority
but their own. While the Puritans at home were building up an automatic government, their brethren in
Ainerica were diligently employed in the same work. And, as we remarked of the English Puritan, it was
not at first of set purpose. They acted instinctively and in obedience to the law of self-preservation, as they
interpreted it. They always, it is true, upon publie and state occasions, made vast and unbonnded professions
of loyalty, but these, as far as any practical result was concerned, were meaningless, and only masqueraded
as public etiquette. As soon as the blandishiments of a holiday had subsided into every-day life, the normal
spirit of resistance again appeared, probably in some new and more complicated form.

The fact that the early government of New England was in some sense a hierarchy served to decpen
and intensify the feeling of colonial independence. The minister was everywhere. and he was everything.
He was in the council chamber, and in the tribune, and in many respects his will was law. The people had
learned to look upon the religious government of the country as the chief government. KEverything was
permeated with the religious idea as it was understood and realized. ~Secular authority had to be contented,
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and it was contented, with a secondary place. The people were brought into direct contact with Divine
authority as they understood it, and considered themselves more or less absolved from obedience to secular
authority as such; hience one ean easily understand how that a body like the British Parliament, which had
perseeuted their fathers, as they thought, and driven them into exile, would be viewed with disfavour by the
New Englander.  Henee the feeling subsisting between the anthorities at home and the government of New
England was never that of cordiality. On the part of the colony, the feeling was one of distrust and
jealousy ; on the part of the English, that of haughty indifference, accompanied by an ignorance of the true
state of aflairs in Ameriea. These feelings were not improved as time went by, but kept intensifying as the
relations between the two governinents Leeame more and more complicated. There was yet on the part of
the Amnerieans no distinet desire to resist the home governmment as sneh ; at least, it had not yet emerged into
conscionsness, neither was there a disposition on the part of the Parlinment to oppress, but the practical resnlt
was the same as if both those intentions aetually existed. There was always more or less of friction and
lack of mutnal contidenee. "The troubled state of atluirs in England duoring the seventeenth eentury served
to aguravate the feeling of unrest in Amneriea.  The ccho of the terrible contliet in England had come londly
across the Atlantic and filled wen’s minds with fear and unrest. The great body of the colonists were no
doubt in sympathy with those of like prineiples in the mo;h(-r country who were now engagced in a conflict
which their deseendants were destined to tight over again in little more than a centnry.  Still it may well be
questioned whether they were muelt gratitied or assured by the tremendous victory of the Parliamentary
party, as it represented a terrible power which they might well know had them also at its merey. Some
loyal men there were who trembled for the fate of the king and the royalist party. One of them speaks of
the “ Seots, forty thousand strong, hovering like a dark cloud on the northern border,” and augurs no good
therefrom for the party of the king.  The colonists sent ostentatiously loyal addresses to Cromwell and his
son Richard, nnd then again, as fitted the turn of events, to Charles Il. One might easily question the
political worth or sineerity of these addresses. They are probably nothing more than public documents.
Cromwell, however, scemed well disposed to the colonies, as he was to everything English and making for
English power after he had control of it himself. He sent Colonel Sedgwick, one of his officers, to Acadia
with a detachment of troops, who soon drove the French ont of that region.

Two of the regicides, after the Restoration, found a fitful asylum in the colonies. liven here they were
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not safe. Warrants were out against them, and they were elandestinely hurried about from place to place by
their few friends to escape capture and death. For a year or two they slept in a cave in a wood in the State
of Rhode Island. They still hoped that some turn in affairs would restore them to their friends. But they
hoped in vain. They died, both of them, in the land of their exile. They had some seeret correspondence
with their friends, and a letter from the wife of one of themn breathes a spirit of intense devotion and piety.

So matters went on in the colonies until the vaeating of the eharter of Massachusetts Bay in the reign
of Charles II. The original charter of the eolony was annulled, and Massachusetts from heneeforth was to be
not a colony, but was to be constituted into a provinee of England. This aet was done on the part of the
authorities at home, from the belief that the eolony had not been sutliciently under the eontrol of Parliament.
The people viewed the vacating of their charter with dismay and apprehension, and well they night.  The
government of Charles II. was no government from whieh to look for mueh that was good. Their old eharter
was gone, which gave almost everything and exaeted but little; and they knew not what was to take its
place. At length, after long waiting, the charter of the new provinee arrived, and was borne with mueh state
and ceremony to the couneil ehamber. It was not so bad as might have been expeeted. It was not so
liberal in its provisions as the old eharter had been, but then that was not looked for: and the general feeling
was one of relief and satisfaetion. Under the new regulations they were not allowed to ehoose their own
governor ; and this gave rise very soon to serious eomplieations which were not at first foreseen.  The salary
of the governor had to be voted by the eouneil, and they steadily refused to make a tixed appropriation.
They merely voted him an allowanee year by year, and this allowance, preearious as it was, was also some-
times deemed to be insufficient. This power of eontrolling the salary of a governor whom they had not
appointed, and who was often out of sympathy with them, was a eonstant source of frietion and irritation,
and often caused a dead-loek in the government of the eolony. The couneil frequently refused to vote any
salary for the governor until sueh time as he had given his assent to some measure which was distasteful
to him. In circumstances like these, it is easy to see that new elements of discord had been brought into the
relationships subsisting between England and her provinee.

Again, as the trade and industries of the colonies began to develop, these were looked upon with a jealous
eye by the merchants of the Old Country, who wished to monopolize the trade of the colonies to themselves.
They had no natural right to the trade of the colonies. It would be diflicult to say upon what right of nature
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they based their assumption. Because a man lived in Massachusetts, that was no reason why he should not
have been allowed to make, and buy, and sell, and manufacture as he pleased—that is, so far as any nautral
law is concerned.  The English, in obedience to their maritime instinets, had aligned their colonies on the
Atlantic shore: and very soon they had extended their commerce in many directions and were beginning to
own many vessels and to engage extensively in the fisheries. Very soon laws were passed by the Parliament
forbidding vessels to carry freight from one colony to another, and prohibiting foreign trade with any country
excepting England.  The British Empire legislates not so insanely now. The people were forbidden to
manufacture everything except the coarsest home-made cloth, and in despite went about clad in hodden-grey.
The iron mannfacture was prohibited—a nail for a horse-shoe, as has been said, could not be made in America.
One writer says they were like the Israclites when the Philistines prohibited all the smiths, instruments of
iron and the like.  All this sounds very ridiculous, of course, and one can hardly believe it is true; but they
are the serious and decorous facts of history for all that. The comnmercial enterprise of the people could, of
course, not be repressed, and smugeling and evasion of law and corruption of commercial morality were the
inevitable result.  Perhaps n good deal of what we consider as Yankee indirectness of dealing comes down to
us from this period.

It was impossible but that all these unnatural strictures upon trade nnd commerce should produce worse
complications than any which had hitherto existed. That the endeavour to administer such laws among
such a people, would sooner or later result in a crisis, was inevitable. Lvery tree in the woods over two feet
in diameter was reserved by law as a mast for the King’s navy. This was an important branch of business.
The sailing of the mast-ships for Lngland every year, generally under convoy, was quite a colonial event.
But people often stole these trees, and eut them up for logs; and there was not much wonder. The Imperial
and Provincial interest touched at no one point where there was not irritation and contention. One alinost
wonders that such a state of things should have existed at so recent a date in the world’s history among
English-speaking people. No doubt there were faults, many and grievous, on both sides. Mutual reerimination
is needless, The only sensible thing to do is to adinit the unpleasant facts and to profit by experience—that
is, in the first place, to sweep into oblivion all national animosity and antipathy which has descended to us as
an inheritance along with these facts.

As long as the Americans were in need of British power to protect them from their encinies, or rather to
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destroy the power of their enemies, there was naturally a desire on their part to look for assistance to the
mother country. The more immediate quarrels were partially hushed by the common danger which
threatened America and England alike. No doubt the eolonists at least considered themselves loyal to Britain
as long as the strife lasted. They did not then realize how disloyal to British power they had become.  Yet
even in the noise of the conflict the jarring voice of jealousy is often heard. Even when they fought in the
same ranks there was no real concord between the Imperial nnd Proviuneial forces, neither among oflicers
nor soldiers. The tough, burly English soldier, and the equally tough and leaner American soldier, Jid not
amalgamate ; it was not natural that they should. They did not know enough, either of them, to admire
each other as companions; and probably there was not very much about either one of them to admire as a
companion. And among the officers it was still worse; for they were oftener brought into contact, and there
was more at stake in their relationships with each other than in the case of the common soldier<. The knglish
officer looked upon his American brother as a man of no lineage or manuners. Very often this was true, for
frequently the colonial officers were chosen for reasons expedient and necessary, as heing most popular with
the men, or something of the sort; for popular fecling was an untoward element and had to be humoured.
Even when an American officer was chosen for his competeney or his fichting qualities, it was not probable
that those qualities as developed in an American would commend themselves to the admiration of an
average Englishman. The American would, on his part, resent the air of calmn superiority asswed by the
Englishman, and would regard him as a usele®s encumbrance who didn’t know how to fight. And for the
most part this was true. The English soldier did not know how to tight in the woods, and in consequenee
often brought disaster upon himself and the American at the same time. lKven Washington, while engaged
in the colonial wars, often complained of the ungracious manner in which he had been treated by his English
allies.

So there was misunderstanding and bitterness of feeling in every department: in the departinent of civil
government, of commercial relationships, and of military affairs; and the prospect towards an amicable
adjustment of the difficulties was well-nigh hopeless.

The capture of Louisburg gave to the New England colonies a prestige which they never before possessed.
Their success in Cape Breton was as important as it was surprising and unexpected. It was the only victory
of importance gained by Britain in the war, and enabled her to purchase a peace barely honourable by its
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relinquishment to the French. This was now a national achievement. It taught the New Englanders
something of their own strength. The blood of the young giant had surged for the first time through his
veins, and he awoke as it were from a trance and streteched his limbs and began to measure with his cye his
destined opponent, and to meditate where he should strike next. There was more than one prophetic eye who
saw in the fall of Louisburg the independence of the Ameriean colonies. There was a decp and half-uttered
feeling that, onee they were freed from the incubus of French power in America, their next movement must
be for their own independenee.  All this was publicly deprecated—protestations of loyalty were louder and
more elaborately prepared than ever. Probably they were ashamed of the feeling themselves, and were sorry
that fate had in store for them a destiny apparently so ungracious. But the inexorable nature of things
swept them onwards, and there was no eluding the natural development of time nnd circumstance. )

Then the giving back of Louisburg to the French added an additional clement of bitterness to their cup.
All their eflorts had been in vain: their blood had been spilt for naught, and hundreds of their youth had
sickened and died beneath the walls of Louisburg.  All these things were apparently lightly valued by the
covernment at home, and their eonquest had been regarded, to their minds, as of no account. Besides, their
tisheries and their commeree were in more danger than ever. Louisburg was now stronger than ever it had
been, and would be a continual thorn in their side.  What need of attachment to a power apparently unable
to retain what they themselves had conquered ¢

Upon the second fall of Louisburg there was again a feeling of jealousy that all the glory upon this
ocenston had fallen to British troops, and that they themselves had had no share in it. They had done ag
much as this already. And besides, they now have no more than their due. They were no better ofl” than
they had been thirteen years before by their own exertions. In short, the Americans were not in a humour to
be pleased with the British Government. They reviled its reverses and mistakes, and were envious of its
suceesses.  So goes it with human nature when it refuses to be pleased.

The French power in America is now crushed—the colonists have now a breathing space in which to
look about them and realize their situation.  After a century and a half of weary and almost unintermittent
war, they come out of the struggle a nation of hardy soldiers. Their valour and endurance has been tried,
and they know that they have not been found wanting. The sword is sheathed, but it moves in its scabbard
at the sound of the word “Liberty.” And they feel that they arc not frec. They know that they have not
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been dealt with aceording to the law of nature; and they will not now, in the conseiousness of their strengath,
submit to any other law. And we have seen that they have had little cause to love, or perhaps even to
respect the acts of the nation, even though it be their mother who has dealt with them so harshly, according
to their lights. Their safety as colonies being now assured, they next begin to think of their safety as
freemen, and the distraction of foreign war being past, they have now time to think of the less imminent
but equally formidable dangers whieh threaten them. The permnanent feeling of independenee, whieh has
been present aniong them sinee their forefathers stepped upon Plymouth Roek, now returns with redoubled
force and vehemenee; and though not ready to strike against the land whieh gave them birth, they are
determined to submit to no eneroachments on their rights as men.

But this is the very time that the Parliament in its view thinks it just and neeessary that such eneroaeh-
ments, as the Americans deemn them, be made.

And in a sense the Parliament was right—the mother eountry had no eall upon it to defend the eolonies
for nothing. She had spent money and hlood and valour in defenee of these people, and it appeared natural
that in some way they should pay for it. The people of Britain were taxed heavily enongh to defray the
expenses of these wars; why should not Ameriea bear part of the burden? The Americans reply that they
are not represented in parliament, and eonsequently it is not eonstitutional that they should be taxed. So,
to their resolve, there is no medium between taxation and non-representation. They are not represented,
and they never asked to be. It was at that time impracticable, as probably it would still he. We have
never seen that representation in the British Parliament was as much as eonceived of at that time, as it has
been in our modern theories of Tmperial Federation. To the American mind, representation was ineconeeiv-
able, and taxation was, therefore, unjust and impossible, and this virtually meant separation, and that is what
they wanted. What national bond could there be between the two eountries, if there were not to be taxation
on the one side and representation on the other ? We should merely have the speetaele of two countries
working automatically and independently of each other; and by what natural right eould the people of one
country call upon the other to assist in their defenee, exeept by virtue of a treaty offensive and defensive
The relative position of Britain and her colonies was new to the world. There was no precedent by which
to go. The Romans taxed their provinces with a high and exorbitant hand, and no one dared to ask
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questions.  But here was a new political problem to be solved, and the Americans meant to solve it by
separation.

Had the Parliament had its way, gross injustice would have been done. We should have had the
spectacle of a people restricted and almost paralyzed in trade, and at the same time taxed to support the
Twmperial Government, in which they had no representation. And no one now pretends that such a condition
could be anything but enslaving to the minds of men of English training. Except as a field in which the
English merchant conld trade as a monopolist, Britain had no financial advantage in retaining the colonies.
The Parliament was unable to foree this result, so Britain lost nothing by the separation. The Americans
needed nothing from the mother country but defence, and, after that had been given, and their safety from
foreign encroachment had been secured, there was nothing remaining but loyalty which could form a bond
between them, and loyalty to England had not been a prevalent sentiment among the Puritans from the
first—that 1s to say, loyalty to English anthority. The very boast which the Americans made that they
were Englishmen, and which they used in defence of their argumnent, they urged as a reason why they
should not obey the Parliament of England.  They constantly admitted, in a vague sort of way, the authority
of the Parhament, but practically they denied it.  They had adopted English laws, it is true, because they
came to them traditionally, and becanse they were the best laws that could be devised, and cost nothing.
They obeyed no law for the reason that it was an cnactment of parliament, as the Englishman at home did, but
merely because it suited their case.  In fact, the American was in the position of many men before and since
who are not conscious of the spirit in which they obey a law or yield obedience to anything until they are
brought to the test.  Our motives, until they are called in question or come up for analysis, are hidden from
us : in fact, they may be said not to exist at all until created by the character of events. The motive takes
form and substance under the moulding conditions of circumstance. As the posture of events changes, so
does the motive. The same motive that enused the Pilgrim Fathers to leave Holland, and we are told that
that was the instinet of separation, was doubtless present to the American mind all along their history, but
it is not at all probable that it came home to them with full force and signiticance until circumstances gave
it development. They were really separatists from the first; they had left England, at all events, that they
might be free from law in a certain sense—from any law but their own—and it was natural that this
instinet was always present with them; and that it was over-borne or put out of sight only at times when a
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coinmon danger, or rather their own danger, drew them nearer to Britain. Indeed, it is difficult to see what
natural right the English king had over the American colonists. They, of course, got a charter from the
king, but why was it necessary ? We presume because Britain claimed and owned the territory upon which
they settled. But the Indians owned the land too, and were indeed the natural and rightful owners. It
may be said that the territory was under the protection of parliament. So it was. But if being under the
protection of parliament implied active defence, if it were necessary, and if defence implied expense, and
expense taxation, and taxation representation, the latter should have been the first thing proposed; but that
was impossible under the conditions. And so the tie which bound the colonies to England had no substance
or significance from the first. The intelligent, disinterested portion of English society had no interest in the
Revolutionary War. The king, the ministry for the most part, the mereantile interest, and the tough, burly
ignorance and adhesiveness of the common people were the forces which went to make up the party who
were determined to conquer America and failed.

The colony of Massachusetts, and especially the town of Boston, took the lead in opposing ministerial
authority. This, from causes already indicated, was natural. Boston was the centre of the old puritanical
element in America, and, from its frequent intereourse with the Old Country, came often into contact with the
authority of parliament. We have all heard of the Boston Tea Party, and the Boston Massacre, and the
shutting up of the port of Boston, and the revolutionary struggle begun in the vieinity of the town—nay,
it may be said in the town itself. Tea imported into England at that time was charged a shilling a pound
duty ; this sent to Boston was only charged threepence. In reality, thercfore, the English people were
paying at the time much higher taxes than it was proposed to lay upon the Americans, and those very taxes
were levied to pay the expenses of the war which had rendered the colonies safe from Ireneh encroachment.
So it was an unfortunate situation for all concerned. In the sense of absolute right, the Americans should
have borne part of the Imperial burden. It is true that New England had always been heavily burdened
with her own defence all through the French and Indian wars, but they had been reimbursed for their expense
in the Cape Breton expedition to the amount of £187,000 sterling. The various British expeditions to Canada
cost millions of money, and the Americans, in a sense, reaped the benefit of it. They accepted the defence,
and then turned about and said virtually to the ministers, “ We have no further need of you; good day to
you, gentlemen.” The facts, just as they stand, look very much like a piece of national sharp practice. Of
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course, they were not in reality so, but apart from circumstances they look like it. The Boston Tea Party
was, to put it mildly, a very prompt and decided movement, and the Bostonians went to the party quite as soon
as, if not before, they were invited by the eircumstances. But Cousin Jonathan has a habit of not waiting till
there is danger of being late. The tea, taxed threepenee a pound, while the English workman paid a shilling
to help pay for the powder burnt in defending his less needy Ameriean brother, might have stayed where it
was, or even might have been allowed to be landed.  If the Americans feared the indigestible nature of that
tea, they needn’t have bought it.  But they didn’t have representation, and they would drink no taxed tea.
No' And they didn’t want representation, and wouldn’t have aceepted it had it been offered. Supposing
they hald had representation, and their representative had butleted his way across the Atlantic to take his
seat in parliament, and supposing he had voted for the tax on tea, or voted against it and found himself in a
hopeless minority—what then 2 Then we presume the tax would have been all right.  No, but it would just
have been as wrong as ever.  Representation would not have deereased, but certainly would have enormously
inereased, their taxation.  And so they knew, and so, we repeat, they did not want it.

The words * Boston Massacre ” have a tragic and pathetic sound. Let us explain them.  An ill-feeling
had arisen between the soldiers quartered in Boston and the lower grades of the townspeople, as is often the
case in carrison towns.  But this was not an ordinary ill-feeling arising from the faet that roughs and soldiers,
having a good deal of leisure on hand, must needs vary the monotony of existence by an occasional row.
This feeling against the soldiers was fermented by those who kept well behind the seenes, and watched what
would ecome of it.  And something did come of it, and was made the most of. After various preliminary
skirmishes, both soldiers and “townies” happening one night to be in a more than ordinarily belligerent
frame of mind, the mob made an assault with sticks, stones, snowballs, ete.,, upon the soldiers at the guard-
house, striking at the soldiers’ guns, the virtuous street boy calling out, “ Fire, you d lobster-backs!
You daren’t fire!” and other playful expressions of American confidence. Finally, the soldiers did fire,
and killed four of the mob. Being at once taken into custody, they were tried and liberated, two of them
being branded in the hand.  American historians admit that one party in this aflair was as much to blame
as the other.  Yet these four rioters were followed to their graves by a procession more than a mile in length,
and buried with great pomp and circumstance. Upon their monument are inscribed the words of Samuel
Adams spoken upon that occasion: “From this night we date our Independence,” or words to that effect. All
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these circumstances are signiticant, and go to show that the Bostonians were looking for something from which
to date their Independence, and that underneath the rioting of the soldiers and civilians there lay something
deeper. The anniversary of the “Boston Massaere” was observed for some yenrs as the natal day of the Ameri-
can Republic, until it was more worthily changed for the 4th of July. Such was the “ Boston Massacre.”

We have rehearsed to us a long list of arbitrary and oppressive acts of govermnent acainst the inhabitants
of Massachusetts, of which the elosing of the port of Boston was only one. But every one of these acts was
in response to some act of disobedience and contempt of authority on the part of the people. In relating one
it is but fair to relate the other. A school-boy relates his grievances without having the candour to explain
them, but men ought to have outgrown that practice.

The result of the struggle in the “ War of Independence” is not diflicult of explanation. The Ameriean
soldier, taken all in all, was a fitter man for the struggle than was the British soldier.  In the first place, the
quarrel was his own, he was fighting for hearth and home, he had a better training as a hush fighter, and
probably was just as brave a man as his British antagonist. The British soldier gained little honour or glory
from the American War. He was for the most part poorly led, and he had no heart in the quarrel except to
do his miserable duty. At Concord and Lexington it was impossible for tlesh and blood to do anything more
than they did—retreat in comparatively good order before a host of sharp-shooters gathering from all
quarters, and picking them off from behind walls and fenees, and trees and hedges, and other cover. The
Battle of Bunker Hill was more a massacre than was the affair that goes by that name. It is no easy task
(perhaps it is an unmilitary task), for less than 3,000 men to attempt to drive from their position 1,200
resolute men who are well entrenched, without attempting to make any diversion. Prescott said to his men,
“You are every man a marksman ; wait till you see the whites of their cyes, and then let themn have it.” And
they coolly rested their guns on their entrenchments, and did let them have it sure enough. But they came
on again and again, and British stubbornness won what no other men in the world could have won, and if
General Gage wasn’t much of a general that day, he proved himself to be a splendid soldier. But what need
of talk ; let us have facts—unvarnished facts—from whieh to judge, so that we may understand how it all
went on ; and let us be glad that it is all past and gone. But the cool shooting of men, as it was done at
Bunker Hill, partakes just as much of the nature of murder as it does of fighting. We hear much of the
doings of the Constitution, that glorious frigate, “Old Ironsides.” She was a ship of 1,653 tons, with a double

»
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tier of guns, and was not, in the proper sense of the term, a “frigate” at all. The Americans have a way of
calling big things by little names. A log seventy feet long and fifteen inches in diameter is a “ wharf peg.”
This habit of speceh comes, we immagine, from a eertain loftiness of mind peculiar to them as dwellers in such
a big eountry.  All things else are relatively small—except themselves. As a matter of fact, the Constitution
never fought a <hip of more than a thousand tons, and she was a frigate, an English frigate—the Juva. So,
we see that after all there was not so very much to talk about.

The people of the Old and New England respeetively have not been in the habit of regarding each other
with mueh favour or justice. not to speak of sympathy, ever since the voyage of the Pilgrim Fathers. These
latter *“ dutifnlly acknowledged King James, but left no very large place for his authority.” This expression
pretty aeeurately describes their fecling towards England all along their colonial history. And, as we have
seen, it was natural.  Man, generally speaking, is natural—he is the result of time and circumstance. But
when we are so unfortunately situated that cireumstances compel us to observe and to sutler by each other’s
lower and meaner qualities, it is lamentable how unenviable we can mutually appear. It is something like,
only a great deal worse than, bringing into eontact the negative poles of a magnet. It has been well said that
none are sueh bitter enemies as those who have once been fast friends.  When brothers tight, they fight worse
than other people. They know so much about eaeh other of which they can make a mean and unworthy use—
and the quarrel is altogether so unnataral.  Men in close relationship have to feel so bitterly before they can
quarrel at all, that when the bonds of goad fellowship are once broken, it follows as n matter of course that
they ean hardly ever be the same to each other again.

The same sturdy spirit of resistance which was engendered in England at the time of the Revolution was
substantially the same ns that whieh brought nbout the independence of the colonies. It was all essentially
English | and religion, as developed in the English Puritan, was the prime factor in the result. Resistance,
pure and simple, was always instinctive with the Puritan everywhere. And it was not his faunlt—perhaps it
was not his misfortune.  We might eall it his glory if we liked, and not make a very bad use of language.
Such has been the unfortunate condition of things in this world, character can only be developed
by resistance. Our race has up to this time learned so little, that religion has been forced into a position
more or less negative. *Thou shalt not,” and “ We will not,” have been far more in use and want than “ Thou
<halt” and * We will” Religion has been debarred from working in her own realm, and has in consequence
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been misrepresented and traduced. Puritanism and all forms of resistance, no matter how justifiable and
how noble, are but the half of religion, and consequently, in a perfect sense, no religion at all; for religion is
perfect aceording to the injunction, “ Be ye therefore perfeet.” The “Sermon on the Mount,” viewed merely
as a philosophical method of life, is perfect. But Puritanism breathes very little of the spirit of the Sermon
on the Mount. As long as we live in a resistant attitude, we are not truly and essentially religions. This is
not to say that there were not among the Puritans many examples of a Christian life—men worthy and
God-fearing, the salt of the earth. But we do say that Puritanism as a political and national factor—
Puritanism as a unit—did not breathe the spirit of Christianity.

Men are not made without a struggle. The world is yet too erude and ignorant and uninformed to permit
them to be. And struggling implies enemies, and enemies imply evil, and evil begets evil ; and it is inevitable
in the struggle against evil that evil qualities must be developed. But Puritanism has produced mighty
results—it has built up the only two free nationalities on earth, the English and the American. The English-
speaking races are two centuries ahead of all other people in this respeet. The monarchies of the continent
must either in their turn be revolutionized or destroyed and rebuilt before their political eondition is the
same as in England or America. In these two countries the people see a vast and unlimited territory of
freedom before them which the foot of man has never trod, and there is no impediment in the way of its
exploration and oecupation. In Europe it is not so. Political barriers are in the way of the people which
must either be yielded or broken down before the path is elear for freedom.

What matters it, then, on which side of the Atlantie the spirit of freedom has been nurtured ? Why
should children of the same strong mother figcht or misunderstand eaeh other? Can the West conjure more
potently than the East, or the East than the West ? No. With God’s mighty wand of liberty in their hands,
they are equally powerful. Cornelia, placing her hands on the heads of her two sons, said, “These are my
jewels.” So may freedom stretch forth her time-honoured hands across the mighty Atlantie, and place them
upon the heads of her giant sons, and bid them be reconciled in her name, and for the sake of all that she
has done for them ; reconciled, not only in form and in name, but in heart and in soul. For Freedom has done
much for her children—she has led them through ways of darkness and ernelty and blood, and has conducted
them in safety and increasing strength and renewed youth into the light of these latter days. As the

centuries roll by in dismal conflict, we see her again and yet again, with ashen cheek and brow like the night-
4
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born Mcera, hanging over the bloody bier of the best and noblest of her sons. Yet her eye of pride flashes
contempt upon her own agony, for she sees in the future her own proud triumph ; she sces her priests clad in
mystic garb of liberty, cireling about her altar, chanting their anthem of freedom, and the echo swells and
rises, and grows grander and more sublime until it is lost in the answering echo of that song whose mclody
shall melt the universe, and strike a theilling, enrapturing love into every forlorn and wretched soul.

The Athenian Minerva, fresh sprung from the brow of Jove, equipped with helm and wmgis, looked far
and wide from the Acropolis over the ancient city of learning. The first rays of the rising sun were reflected
in splendour from her glittering crest. The inild beam of wisdom and philosophy has struck upon the rocky
shores of Greeee, to be thence diffused over Europe. But our guardian goddess sarveys a wider and more
¢lorious seene.  Far along and aeross the mighty deep, [rom continent to continent, from island to island, her
eagle glance sweeps round and round the world; she has girdled the earth with her zone of power. The
jewels in her belt are the mighty rocks which tower along the deep, as if flung into the sea by some primeval
hand to be the guardians of her future might ; and from these giant warders the voice of her power thunders
from sea to sea in an endless and sublime concert, and proelaims that man shall be no more a slave. The
plant of liberty, rooted in the soil of Dritain, nurtured by happy dews and plenteous rains, made stately and
steadfast by storm: and tempest, still spreads and grows with nn ever-increasing exuberance of life.  More
wide-spreading and beneticent than the banyan tree of the East, it has overarched continents and spanned
the mighty deep until four hundred willions of people tind shelter under its beneficent shade. Let us thank
God that we are under the shade of its giant linbs.  And being made free from the fear of man, let it be
our ambition to be free from ourselves—frec from the weakness and petulance and prejudice of a little and
eircumseribed life. 1t is not necessary, it is not wise, it is not good, that either Old or New England or
Canada should restrain or circuiaseribe our sympathies or regard in these latter days of the earth. We should
have learned enough by this time to have beeome eitizens of the world. Insular prejudice is an unfortunate
thing. The Englishman has always been troubled with it, and wherever he has gone, he has carried it with
him. He is insular by temperament as well as by locality. His constitution is insular. The Saxon is an
insular man. He is not always of the finest tissue; he is strong and masterful and overbearing. If he has
not too 1much self-esteein, he does not esteen: others sufficiently ; in faet, he seldom seriously considers them
at all, except as curiosities, that, inasimuch and so far as they differ from him, are not of much account,
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It is not necessary to live on an island in order to be insular. We find little insular communities, of less
or greater extent and significance, all over the country and all over the world. Anything which separates
a man from the sympathy of his fellowman renders him insular. It need not be the Straits of Dover; it
may be a hill or a bad road, or peculiar ideas about ancestry or religion, or a bad liver, or disappointment,
or envy, or jealousy, or pride, or a thousand and one other things. But whatever the cause, the result is
unfortunate. A inan loses so much it does not pay. It warps the judgment, confounds the reason, deadens
the understanding, and hardens the heart. It is next thing to immpossible for an insular man to learn; he
knows enough already. He will condescend to teach you, if so be he takes that much interest in you, but you
can’t teach him. The possibility of such a thing never occurs to him. Oh, no!

The New Englander, the descendant of the insular Puritan, and who has been insular all along, has not
got over it yet. When the barrier which surrounds our prejudiees is higher and stronger, and more unsightly
and impenctrable at one place than at any other, we may be sure that just there do we look the worst and
are the worst. The onlooker from the outside is doubtless inclined to laugh as he observes us crouching and
cramping our limbs in a fruitless endeavour to appear unconscious and comfortable behind our sorry heap
of rubbish. Or, if he be a good man, perhaps it hurts him to see us making deformities of oursclves, and he
persuasively represents, to the extent of his cloquence, how mueh better it would be. :esthetically and
practically, too, to come out of thut and stand up straight, and be a man —to look things straight in the face,
and forget that we know anything, for none of us do know much; and begin with a clean sheet and take
good notes, and form no irrevocable opinion until the clods rattle on our coflin-lids.

The modern Englishman perhaps doesn’t think much about New England for another reason than that
be doesn’t think much about other folks—it doesn’t come much in his way. He need not go to New England
for anything. He is pretty generally supplied with what he wants nationally, educationally and religiously.
Providence has been good to him in those things. And so he stays at home and becomes a cultured, though
somewhat prejudiced, man. He sometimes gets books which the Germans, being more leisurely and patient than
he is, have written on theological criticism and remote science, and he goes to hear German music and see the
manliness and power of German painting ; and he drills his soldiers something like the Germans do. But for
strong, practical common sense and wide culture, and useful every-day scientitic knowledge and mechanical
skill, and good, sound sincerity of heart—for a clear understanding of the osteology of things, the Englishman
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need not go anywhere. His “tight little island ” holds good store of all these things; and, if he be not a man
of magnificent proportions, we must remember that the world has as yet seen no nationality of magnificent
proportions. Such individuals we have had now and then, God be thanked, or the world wonld not be what
it is; but no race or nationality has as yet been worthy of such a designation. The nearest approach to it
was 1made in anecient times by the Romans, and in modern times—well, in modern times by the Briton. And
the American Eagle is tlapping his wings and poising himself to sweep in the same direction. But his wings
must be pruned, lest he earry with him useless and retarding plomage.

If the Englishman is insular and prejudieed, so is his cousin the New Englander—that is, so far as his
regard to his mother country is eoncerned. The wall of his prejudice is more unsightly just at this point
than at any other. England, as England, the heart and soul of England, has never injured himn any more than
he injured England.  When we dislike any one, it beeomes us to ask ourselves whether we have not first
injured and then disliked—that is, injured in thought, or sentiment, or opinion, or judgment. It is hard to
dislike where we see no cause for injuring.  But, sneh i3 the pettiness of human nature, that we often feel or
act unkindly towards others, and in unconseious justification of ourselves we fall into dislike. This is of the
very essenee of evil—to hate what we have hurt.  And we are pretty certain the New Englander does not
give England fair play in his judgment or feeling. This prejudice is happily passing away—fading before the
dawn of a day of better things. The feeling between the two countries was not improved by the attitude
assumed towards the Northern States by too many of the English people during the late rebellion. We may
as well admit that it was unworthy and unjustifiable ; for so it was. Slavery is a thing against which the
British conscience should have warred as strenuously as did Farragut’s guns or the rifles of Grant. And this
feeling against the Northern States was all the more inconsistent in a nation which had a quarter of a century
before liberated its own slaves, and paid £20,000,000 for their liberty. But it takes people and people to
make a country or a world. This unworthiness of sentiment was occasioned in large measure by the greed of
British merchants, who saw an opportunity of making money by running the blockade, and by the relics of
bitterness and jealousy which had been the legacy of the two wars in which the countries had been engaged.

Young people are more apt to be vain than their elders, but they are not so proud, and so it is with
nations. Pride may have more respectability than vanity, but it is open to the danger of being a greater sin.
A young nation which has done great things may be pardoned for indulging in self-congratulation, and
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diffuseness and turgidness of national expression. But, on the other hand, we ought to pardon the offended
pride of the nation at whose expense the most of this national repute was gained, and who knows that in
reality the victory over them was more in seeming than in fact. Pride is dark and silent, vanity is light and
expressive, and the two qualities will not readily amalgamate. It is natural that a nation with a history of
two thousand years should be prouder than one whose years number little more than a century ; yet it must
be remembered that national pride, unless it be very high and noble national pride, and founded upon
justice and right, is little better than an unmitigated eurse. No national pride is safe unless it be enshrined
in that inner sanetuary where is hidden the eternal law of the God of nations. Let us hope that both
English and Americans have, many of them, a true national pride; and we know they have.

It is an unfortunate thing for a nation to be on ill-terms or out of sympathy with the land that gave it
birth. It is like a man quarrelling with his mother. One loses so much. Many qualities which go to make
up the best part of the nature are crushed out of existenee, or diverted into channels dissipating and
unworthy. “ Remember thy father and thy mother” is of great service to nations as well as to individuals.
And it eannot be said but that Britain is a worthy mother. There is none like her in the world. No British
subject, who is not a felon, would like to be separated in sympathy from his mother country. He would feel
as if half he had to live for would be struck from him at a blow. We arc quite certain that Americans
would feel better, and be better, too, if they were in perfeet sympathy with England, and if England were
worthy of the sympathy, as in great measure (greater than any other nation in the world) she is.

But the feeling between Great Britain and Ameriea has very mueh improved during the last quarter of
a century. The tone of the Ameriean press, and of American magazines and other publications, has beecome
much more candid and appreciative than it was twenty years ago, and this is a pleasant thing to see. The
American always protested before the Revolution that he was an Englishman, and based his elaim of rights
upon the fact—and so he is yet. He may be, as Josh Billings would perhaps say, “ An Englishman with a
slue.” Had there been no Englishmen, there would have been no American, in any sense. Had there been
no England, with the long record of high devotion to duty, its indomitable perseverance, its dauntless courage
and faithful heart, there would be no Ameriea. “ Blood is thicker than water,” and though men of the same
race and lineage may quarrel, yet when the worst comes to the worst, and long before that, they will stick
together after all. Prejudice against. England still remains ; in the centres of learning in New England there
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vet exists a good deal of silent and indirect prejudiee against English systems and English scholarship—a
tendeney to put out of sight the things that are English, and to prefer other things which are not so worthy
instead—but this will no doubt be mitigated as the years go by. We see Americans yearly becoming more and
more interested in considering the eareer and eharacter of the men who have gone to make up English
history.  We see them lingering with more and more of what shall ere long without doubt develop into
fondness, among the scenes which witnessed the development of their and our national life.  And this is as it
should be.  The beauty and richness of English landscapes, with their more significant richness of historical
association on account of the high deeds and noble character of the makers of English history; a
contemplative visit to the high and stately fanes where rest the yet living ashes of the brave, the gifted and
the true—who is not the richer and better for all these things ¢ And who is not the worse, knowing that all
these things are there, and yet from prejudice or national narrowness, or the remains of unworthy feeling
that ought to find no place in our time, cither ignores them or turns coldly away to find things which are
falsely presumed to be better, but which are not.  No other eountry has more delightful vistas of contemplation
in all the aceessories of domestie scenes and domestic association; in no other country will you find as much
worth and seriousness and earnestness and reverence—so much order in social, political, and in the higher nnd
nobler life—as in England.  There is less inhumanity, and more humanity in England than in any other
country in the world.  The true value of an inner and inspiring life, whether in the peasant or the peer,
Bunyan or Milton, Frances Ridley Havergal or Havelock, the Dairyman’s Daughter or General Gordon,
Baxter or Captain, Viears, McCheyne or Sir John Moore, has all been realized, and pondered over, and
delighted in, and taken to the heart and life among the English people. It is their best and dearest
inheritanee, and forms a bond which should unite us in a brotherhood stronger, and in a sympathy decper,
than words can tell: nay, which for very preciousness and saeredness and sweetness, words would think
shame to tell.

We do not hesitate to say that the remains of prejudice against England yet to be found in New
England is largely the result of the survival of that old puritanical attitude of resistance which we have
seen has been a necessary part of the system. Such is the constitution of earthly things, that all character,
individual and national, inust be developed by resistance. 1le who never resists is utterly worthless. There
must be no compromise between right and wrong, as it is conceived. But there ought to come a time, and
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consequently there does come a time, when resistance finds no place even in human affairs.  We conceive
the historian, who shall live in more benignant times than ours, shall look back with awe and wonder upon
the age when nations crushed and mangled each other, when wholesale murder was heroism, when the
arch-disintegrator and destroyer shadowed the earth with his Stygian wings. Ages ago, when as yet, as far
as man was concerned, the earth was without form and void, there existed noisome and pestilential fens
where hideous monsters erawled and splurged, and erunched and mumbled eaeh other’s bones in lazy and
serpent-cyed destruction. So have the nations done. But let us hope for the dawn of a better era; and let
us work for it, too, and speak for it, and rejoiec that we see, shimmering on the horizon of hnmanity, a new
and wondrous light which shall shine into the dark plaees of the earth and consume the habitations of
cruelty.

There comes a timme, we have said, in the course of human affuirs, in which resistance finds no place.
Resistance and misunderstanding gradually merge into sympathy and application. I any two nationalities
have approached this attitude at the present time, they are the English and Awerican nations.  There is no
real ground of quarrel; their intercsts, rightly viewed, do not contliet; the time of legithmate resistanee has
passed, and we niay now take time to measure and appreciate each other’s good qualities.  All our national
strength and resources need not be spent in watching each other—in grinding the sword and feeling its edge,
and looking askance across the national frontier. If one-tenth of the cnergy expended in our day in
resistance were spent in reconcilement, we should ere long have the millennium. It is wonderful how much
longer resistance is kept up than is necessary. Man seems cursed with a hellish inertia which hinders himn
from stopping and thinking and viewing things in the ever-inereasing light which heaven so benignly sheds
upon him. Let us desire a divine qnickness, an cxcellent deftness, a heavenly cunning, in telling our
neighbour’s rede; let us covet an understanding heart, and may strength and virtue be granted us to act up
to our knowledge.

In consistency with all that we have said respecting the character of the Puritan, it remains to be said
that from New England has gone forth in great measure all that is most admirable and worthy in the
American character. Had there been no New England, - with its tale of high resistance and dauntless
struggle, there would have been no America such as it is. If it cannot be said that its narrowness and
conservatism have been of use, the qualities which have accompanied these and redeemed them have been of
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use—inestimable use—and to refuse them their fair and honourable meed of praise would be uncandid and
ungenerous.

As the English Puritan in his day offered an inviting subject for carieature, so, in a greater degree, has
the American Puritan. About the modern edueated New Englander there is nothing to caricature— simply
nothing.  He is a perfectly straight, intelligent and lueid man—of fine learning, quick comprehension,
generous and ready sympathy, with a tine capability of presenting in practical work-a-day and yet refined
and delieate method, the most portentous and abstruse principles that lic at the basis of our humanity. The
dominant practicalness of the American mind has ascended step by step with its possessor, and yet remains
the eontrolling and regulating factor in the bright and admirable result. He does not make a very long, or
dictatorinl, or lugubrious face about anything. “Iere,” he seems to say, “ are certain things about which it is
possible to know so much; let us proceed to diseourse how much it is possible to know ; and, above all things,
let us be cheerful and good-humonred about it.” And so you learn and are entertained at the same time, and
get up from the conference with a greater liking for yonr subjeet than ever you had before, with an admiration
and love for your instructor —in short, you go away a wiser and a better and a kindlier man. You feel that
you have reached far ont into the realm of humanity—farther than ever you did before; you feel yourself
bound by new and interesting and happy ties to the responsibilities of life.  You have not been taught, either
direetly or indirectly, by dogma or by conduet, that the world is a prison, but a bright and cheerful home of
men with infinite possibilities. A race whieh produced men like Longfellow, and Whittier, and William
Cullen Bryant, must be a race which has traversed the highest plane of humanity, where the air is translucent
and the breezes fresh and balmy with the odour of the garden of God ; where the bright stars look benignly
down and smile approvingly upon the children of men, as they endeavour to unveil the mystery of life which
lies far, far beyond them. An American audience, no matter how sublime the subject under consideration, is
always quivering and vibrating with humour. The English Puritan was never much of a humorist—he was
too solid and immovable, too slow and dull, if you will. His Scottish cousin has always been more humorous
than he. In this attitude, as in others, there is no little similitude between the Scotchman and the Yankee.
In some respeets their training has not been dissimilar. New England, for the first century and a half after
its scttlement, resembled in some respect Scotland after the Reformation. But the humour of the Scotchman
is more caustic and “pawky " than that of the American: the shaft of the latter is seldom barbed—it does
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not rankle in the flesh. May heaven protect us! Those who have suffered most are generally the most
humorous. Humour is but the reverse side of the tragedy of life. The overborne spirit rushes from one
extreme to the other in the instinctive desire to escape from the grinding tyranny of existence. Humour
resembles the precociousness of a child that has been brought up in a poor and struggling family. Tt looks
deeply and wisely into the human face, and can’t but langh, tho’ the heart be sad and the soul hungry. The
peculiarity of American humour perhaps is that it laughs at itself. Josh Billings, Artemus Ward, and Mark
Twain all laugh more or less at themselves. And when a man laughs at himself he disarms all eriticism. 1t
is besides an amiable sort of vanity. The mun is all the time exhibiting himself as more or less of a fool, but
with sense enough to know it; but he implies at the same time that you are no better oft’ than he is, and that
we might as well all laugh about it. We will live just as long, and longer, too, and understand eaeh other
much better.

The uncultured New Englander has, of course, certain qualities whieh are execrable in a social sense: he
is bumptious and profane (the reverse side of his Puritanic descent); he has no manners or modesty in his
composition. And these are all natural results. The uneultured of many nationalities are no better, and all
the English-speaking races have it in one form or other. The ignorant who speak English drink and swear
and spend more than any other people on the face of the earth, and this also is natural. They are a masterful
race, and they know it; and, when they are not sober, and often when they are, they fling themselves and
their oaths and their money right and left after the manner of all prodigals. The ignorant Englishman,
sodden with beer and inscnsibility and loaded with useless flesh, is not a pleasant picture to look at; neither
is the lean, insinuating and presumptuous Yankee. Look on this picture and then on that, and tell which
is the best or the worst.

Puritanism—the ancient spirit and power of Puritanism—is rapidly disappearing in the New England
States. In fact, they are in danger in these modern times of an opposite tendency. But their work has
been done and well done. The most chaste and stable columns in the American Republic have been reared
by them, and the world only needs the assurance that the American nation shall proceed in its development
along the lines which the high character of the Pilgrim Fathers and their descendants indieated, to know
that the destiny of mankind, as it probably to a great extent will be, may be with safety committed to its
keeping. Only, we wish they liked England better.
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THE BRITON AS AN ORGANIZER AND A COLONIST.

HE love of oreanization, order, thoroughness are sterling qualities in the make-up of the Englishman.
T Performanee of duty is the Englishman’s ideal of life. Neglect of duty is for him a species of
eowardiee, for he goes to his duty as resolutely as he does to a fight.  Work for the Englishman is
something that has to be eonquered.  He is by race and instinet a fighter, and consequently is always in a
militant attitude. And he is traditionally a freeman at the same time, for those very serviecable qualities
whieh have made him neeessary in times long past, made him neeessary to his superiors in rank; and he
was not paid for his serviees in money. His reward took the form of a certain sort of freedom. A rough
and barbarous, almost savage freedom, it was at first, but it served to hold his liberty in solution until other
and mitigating elements were added to society-—until new eombinations were formed of a better and higher
order ; and thus he was led as a freeman from the station of a primitive warrior to the position now oeeupied
by the cultured modern citizen,

All human society has hitherto tended towards eentralization. As in the physical, so in the social
condition of things. Atoms, and men who are the atomns of soeciety, begin to move around some eomimon
centre.  What tixes the centres of motion in the physieal world we do not know. We are more conversant
with the soeial world, as it comes more directly under our observation and the observation of history. Men
are not all born equal, despite the assertion of the Declaration of Independenee of the United States of
America.  In early and rude states of society, when fighting is the most imperative oceupation of life, a
community, large or small as the ease may be, gathers around some individual who is a born leader of men,
according to the lights of the time. Under his direction or leadership they fight and conquer, or are
conquered, as the case may be. If they be conquered, it is probable we hear nothing more of them or their
chief. If they eonquer, their leader has gained a certain sort of rude renown; and those of the defeated
who nre left alive are brought under his power, and he is ready for other and bolder and wider enterprises.
So do the tirst chiefs of men grow. But primitive man is jealous of his rights, such as they are, and is not
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disposed to yield them without a struggle, as becomes one who has in him the rudiments of the image of
God. Those primitive chiefs were often chosen only for the emergency ; when the crisis had passed, they
were compelled to retire with what grace they could into private life, something like Washington did of his
own accord. The Romans tell us of primitive tribes that they met who were in the habit of doing things
precisely in this way. The ancient tribes of Gaul did it, and so did the Britons, too, but these little chiefs
were very jealous of each other, and disagreed among themselves, and so fell an easier prey to the enemy.

Primitive man had another way of asserting his independence besides deposing his war-ehief after he
was no longer needed : they allowed no one to possess more land than he could till himself ; that is, that was
the custom of people who dwelt upon arable land. Annual meetings were held, and the land was divided
among them as they in their embryotic wisdom saw most fitting. Suech tribal meetings, we are told, were
common among all the Aryan races. Some of the Semitie races must have had a similar practice. The
division of Palestine among the Israelites into tribal territories and individual inheritanees sounds very much
as if this had been the method adopted. And we know how saeredly the inheritanee of the Israclite was
guarded: “Cursed be he that removeth his neighbour’s landmark.” The year of jubilee ordered a redistribution
in case of things having got out of order. Here we have something like the feudal system, only every man
held his lands, not of a feudal chief, but of the State, such as it was. The holding of lands was something
similar, but the tenure was different. Henry George should have lived in those primitive times; he was born
too late and too soon. When we have the golden age back again, we shall have a primitive distribution of
lands, but, we are afraid, not before. The primitive man doesn’t like the bloated millionaire; he renders him
homage, it is true, but it is the homage of the mean man—for man is always mean. He envies him, and takes
good care to relieve him of all supertluous appendages. And no law being in his way except the law of
nature, the millionaire is at his mercy, and has no redress- It is hard, no doubt, but perhaps it is honest—a
good deal more honest than many modern regulations we have. Even among the Esquimaux, it 1s said, when a
man forgets himself and acquires an extra kayak, or sledge, or spear, or so, it is thought that he is in the way
of temptation, that his morals are in danger; and so, as they all love their neighbours, somecone borrows the
token of incipient luxury, and forgets to return it, while the State looks on with complacency, and judges
that a good act has been done.

Perhaps man is destined to live in a circle—first an age of primeval equality, then an age of tumult and
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tyranny and robbery, legal and otherwise, or, in other words, of centralization ; and then again a golden and
finul uce of equality—an equality of justice, and reason, and culture, and virtue and religion. It seems
sometimes ns i man were trending that way now. We hope he is, but it remains to be seen. If the earth
keeps warm enough to support life, as we now know it, for a sufficient length of time to admnit of such a
development of the life of man, we shall have, no doubt, this happy state of things. The religious man
believes that we shall. 1t there be a millenninm, it is just here where it is.  The scientist doesn’t know
about it: he makes no account of the inner and hidden forces which control the higher life of man. They
lie beyond his realm, he eannot explain them, he cannot explain anything; it is all mystery to himn as well as
to us. But we have strayed from our immediate theme, tempted, perhaps, by a love of the above subject.
We must now return to our train of thought.

It is now our business to begin with the ancient Goth and endeavour to show how, in obedience to the
primitive laws above indicated, his liberty, rough and uncouth as it was, was well assured to him at the
beginning ; and how it followed his descendants through the centuries down to our time. We shall also see
that this liberty was assured to him only by the surrender ot a part of it. But the dividing line between
the part whieh he resigned and the portion which he reserved was always clearly and sharply defined. The
part whiely he resigned went into the realm of obedience—the part which he reserved we call independence.
All freedom is based upon obedienee. The highest liberty is obedicnce to the highest law. He who knows
no obedience, knows no liberty.  1le is the vilest and worst of all slaves—he is u slave in rebellion.

The Goth first appears upon the verge of history as an invader. He moved from the northern woods
in dense, organized bunds of—well, robbers and murderers.  Where he sprang from we don’t exnctly know ;
and what were the eauses which sent him from his pristine home in the East we don’t exactly know. But
this much we do know. The home of the Indo-European races was somewhere in the West of Asia, as was
also the home of the Semitic races. It was not long, that is, comparatively speaking, before there were found
in the East mighty empires which represented nothing but physical force. Man lost his individnality, and
no doubt it was his own fault. He must have lost his own freedom before anyone else could enslave him.
He became a groaning, sutfering, bleeding machine. Yet his cry went up to heaven to this extent that God
let loose His thunder upon his oppressers; and, if His lightning did not scatter them, it blasted and killed
them where they stood—blotted them and their story out forever. And so, now-a-days, travellers wander



THE BRITON AS AN ORGANIZER AND A COLONIST. 61

]
over the East, from the Euphrates to the Cambodia, and stumble upon gigantie figures of serpents, and lions,

and bulls, and the like, many of them with men’s heads, indicating that man had turned all the divinity that
was in him to deviltry, and had used it in defianee of high heaven. Some of those empires appear on the
verge of history, and we know enough of them to infer what their predeecessors must have been like.  We
see, through the mists of time, the Assyrian and the Babylonian and the Ninevite—and we always see their
arm uplifted to smite their brother. These men are as inhuman as the roek in which their forms are
sculptured. It is only when the truth of God begins to glimimer out of this blaekness of darkness that we
know anything about man. All that we know of Babylon or Assyria, we know either directly or indireetly
from the Bible.

But the whole race of man was not crushed under this tyranny, else earth would be a desert. Some
found their way to the West. They either escaped as Israel did from Egypt, or were driven out, or spread
themselves by a process of natural dispersion until they looked upon the waters of the Atlantie. And now,
from the primeval forest, curls up the smoke of the firemaker as he cooks his savage fare, or hollows the log
which shall develop into the ocean grey-hound. Development! Of course we have development. But why
should man not develop inwardly as well as outwardly 7 The pioneer in this Western movement was the
Celt—that is, he is in possession when history strikes her first note to sing the tragedy of man. And the Celt
has had a sad history—it is no wonder that he is grown somewhat hysterieal, and laughs and eries at the
same time. He still looks westward for freedom, and thinks he finds it across that oeean upon whieh his
fathers first looked thousands of years ago. Ceesar, the scholar and the soldier, his tablet in one hand and
sword in the other, has dashed off for us the Celt as he found him; and such as he was then, so is he yet.
If he be worse now and has developed bad qualities, it is beeause he has been ill-treated.  Man is the produet
of his history. A nation or an individnal is what his circumstances, past and present, have made him. We
sometimes think our study of history is all wrong—that it begins at the wrong end. Were we to commenee
with ourselves and ask, in the light of our failings and virtues, if we have any of these latter, “ What are
the causes that make me what I am?” “What sort of character and history have I personally, and what is
the character and record of my nation ?”—we might be able to recognize the true worth and value of our
good qualities and how we can best eulfivate them; and “ What are my bad qualities, and what has my
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history, individually and nationaily, to do with these also,” we might thus have a good deal of light thrown
upon the way in which we should walk, and we, who know, might get grace and strength to walk in it.

But the Celt, at the time of the advent of the conquering Roman, occupied the whole western rim of
Europe, from the Mediterranean to the northern Scottish Isles. The only districts which fell not before
the rush of the lesions were Ireland and the greater part of Scotland. Why the Romans never attempted
to cross the lrish Sea does not appear.  Probably the certainty of hard fighting, and the threatening
presenee of the Piets and Scots, who eontinunally swarmed over the northern wall, and who certainly were
more or less reinforced from Ireland, were the canses that stopped the flight of the conquering eagles. We
read how Galgacus dashed his wild valour upon Agricola’s trenchant steel. The high soul of Tacitus glows
with u becoming pride as he recounts how his noble father-in-law et the noblest enemy ammong all the
Britons, and how hard the tight was, and how the Roman general retired after his victory and contented
himself with cheeking the power of his enemies.

The Celts of the more tamable part of Britain were reduced, or rather elevated, to the condition of
Roman Provincials, and in the days of a good emperor were well and rationally governed. It has been said
that during the rule of Severus, for example, those parts of Europe which went to make up the Roman
Empire were governed better, and that men were happier in them, than they have been since. But the
military spirit was partially erushed out among the natives of Britain. They were defended by the legions;
and, though the Romans drafted the legions from their Provincials, the men never served in their own
country. In a eentury or two came the softening influence of Christinnity among the Britons; and,
while this had a civilizing and improving tendeney, it rendered them more unfit to resist their savage
enemies when the protecting power of the legions was withdrawn.  Such was the condition of the Britons
at the time when the northern invaders appeared upon the scene.

In the meantime a second movement of the barbarous tribes, numerous and warlike, had passed
westward.  They advanced in the course to the northward of those powers which had fringed the
Mediterranean with eivilization. As they increased in numbers and powers, they began to surge against
the barriers of the Roman Empire, and finally we sce them thundering at the gates of Rome itself, and
levelling its pride in the dust. As the centuries roll by, we see them setting up kingdoms of more or less
stability and duration upon the ruins of Roman Provinces. France, Spain, Italy, England, the North of
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Africa, and portions of the Levant were all erected or depressed for the time being into Gothic
sovereignties.

But we have to do with England. We have said that those invading northern hordes were all
organized bodies—that is to say, they were organized in a military sense and for military purposes. They
lived not so much by industry as by plunder. Each tribe was an army restless and adventurous, aud
continually looking for new fields of conquest and pillage.

We have said that in primitive times the military chiefs were deposed when there was no longer any
need for them. Such was generally the case among the Celts. It was not so among the Goths. The business
of the Celts was not war, as was that of their sterner northern neighbours. They fought only in occasional
quarrels, and when their rights were invaded by some neighbouring tribe; hence the occasion of a military
chief was not permanent. The authority which he exercised was but transient, and could not permeate
thoronghly the constitution of this society. Hence their idea of subordination was but false and fleeting.
Their subjection to a chief did not constitute the basis of their soeiety. Military obedience, and hence all
other obedience, was altogether secondary, The independence of the individual was, of eourse, present, but
that tended to the weakness of the community, as it had not been taught to surrender itself to the direction
of a common mind. Hence the whole Celtic world of that time, thonzh essentially military, was at the
same time essentially weak. Besides, as we have seen, the Roman occupation had allayed the military spirit
among them. The power which protected them was gone, and they knew not where to look for strength or
counsel. New chiefs had to be chosen, and new combinations and systems of defence adopted, before any
front could be presented to the enemy.

With the Goths it was not so. Their chiefs were men of renown, as they understood it, and upon their
ability and address depended their success in their military enterprises. The chief was a man they could not
do without. And, above and beyond all practical or immediate considerations, the Goth was by nature and
spirit a hero-worshipper. As became a forceful people, who knew nothing of the true God, might and violence
were their deities. The hammer of Thor and the mace of the warrior were the symbols of divinity ; and they
worshipped without stint and with an unfaltering faith at their merciless shrine. Their political and religious
faiths were one. Never were Church and State, if one may use the expression in this connection, more firmly
wedded. The Saxon, for all that he was worth. was an obedient soldier.
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Besides, he had begun to take part in vast enterprises. He had always moved upon a Jarge scale. He
had addressed himself to the subjngation of nations. His was no petty war of tribe against tribe, local and
transient, but an organized system of eonquest; and the field of his operations widened as time went on.
He thus eame to be not a mere fighter, but a fighter with a practical object. He did not beat the nir. He
did not fight for glory alone, but for protit and for power. And, as in all military organizations officers and
those in authority are necessarily numerous, he had always at eommand the means of consolidating and
redueing his power to a systen. . Wherever he went, he went to stay. His grip of what he got was not to be
relaxed. He wasn’t mueh given to flitting about after he got what he wanted. His imagination was not
very lively, and he was not in the habit of speculating about things that were impractienble. But after all
he was not subjeet to much temptation in this respect, for he was strong enough to take nearly everything
he conld see. He was by raee and deseent a tremendous man physically. He was tall and broad-shouldered
and big-toned, with great blue eyes and yellow hair.  In short, put him alongside the little dark man of the
South and he appeared like a demi-god.  When Cisar’s soldiers first saw men of his race drawn up in the
closest and grimmest order of hattle, they set to work making their wills, we are told; and, if Cwcsar had not
Leen just the sort of man he was, and laughed them out of their fright, they could not have been brought to
face those phalanxes at all.  The Saxon has always liked a close order of battle, and he does yet. It suits
his temperament.  There is no shilly-shallying or nonsense about him when he does anything. He is in dend
carniest; and he likes to have his enemy so elose to him that he ean strike him with something, and he is
diseoncerted and disgnsted when his enemy doesn’t come close enough to let him do it. In short, he was and
is what is vulgarly known as a “terror,” when you get his somewhat lethargic blood up. He would have
been a more shifty and alert, and a better-looking man, too, if he hadn’t eaten such portentous quantities of
pork and other grave diet.  Wherever the Saxon was, the pig was—we mean to say he always owned lots of
those unretlecting animals.  The swine-herd was his right-hand man; and, if every one of those oflicials had
been a prodigal son, it would have required a whole nation of such unfortunates to keep him supplied.

In domestie life the Saxon was a good man. So had his ancestors, the Germans, been long before him.
This was due, of course, to no inherent virtue in the German, but came of climatic influence. The family has
always been a rigid institution among Northern peoples, and this lies directly at the root of their strength.
The family is the unit of the nation. As the family is, so the nation is. It may sound like burlesque to say
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80, but where there are no families there can be no nation. It has been often said that woman owes her
position in modern society all to Christianity. We do not wish to rob Christianity of any of its merits. But
facts are facts. Women among the ancient Germans occupied as influential a position as among us. The old
German women were grim and determined characters. Like wild Sybils, they often followed their husbands
to battle and urged them on to the figzht. We don’t wonder the Germans fought so well. The battle-front of
a Roman legion was a mild thing to face compared to a curtain lecture or whatever was equivalent in those
days.

The Saxon then had come of a stern and solid descent, and he justified his ancestry. He was virtuous,
strong, entirely fearless, masterful, and had in him the rudiments of what we in modern tiines rcecgnize as
common sense. Only in those rough and tumultuous times it manifested itself in a different realm than that
in which it operates in modern society. He knew how to eommand when he had to, and he knew how to
obey. And he was a freeman because he was wanted as a soldier. He had a thousand years ago the same
qualities which go to make a successful man now-a-days. He was persevering, and he knew the sort of
means it took to accomplish his object. The framework of organization was present in his territory from the
first, and it grew and extended as it was needed.

But he had hardly settled himself in Britain when his more lordly cousin the Dane came to disturb him
in his own unfairly-gotten realm, and then ensued a terrible conflict, in which the first invaders for a long
time got the worst of it. A mutual accommodation was at last reached. The advent of the Dane had not
changed the aspect of affairs for the worse, but rather for the better. He had, and brought with him, the
same system of organization which his cousin the Saxon had. The two races were identical in habits and
pursuits. And the Dane, though in some respects a worse man at first than his predecessor, had in him stuft
of a finer texture. He was less gross than his neighbour, having come fromn a colder and keener climate. He
began to develop ere long, after some refinement, the finely-chiselled, clear-cut features of the Norseman as
we conceive of him. His face was an index of the man; for his whole nature, all his characteristics, were as
sharply defined as the outline of an iceberg against the northern sky. At first he was an awful heathen; but
he soon embraced Christianity, and his tall and comely figure ere long found a fit setting under the lofty
arches of the stately Christian temples which now began to spring up in all parts of the country. His is the
figure which novelists love to dwell upon as the high-toned ecclesiastic—chaste and pure in feature, noble in
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bearing, sclf-contained and dignified in manner, regarding with an unconscious scorn all that is unworthy the
dignity of man. And so the Dane improved England, and gave to her at least the rudiments of a higher soul,
and a more scornful regard of the vile and the gross and the commonplace. The impassioned North had set
her seal upon the religious life of England, and changed the dull, unblushing valour of the pagan Norseman
into the milder heroism of an unblemished Christian life. The heroic age of the Saxon and Dane and Norman
all poured the full tide of their youthful strength into England, and their young blood was absorbed into the
life of the nation and contributed to its vigour and vitality. They were no weaklings—men of no race worn
out by age and debility —that now brought their lusty spirit to mingle with the soul of England. No; but
the prime races of the earth, quickened to their highest life and developed to their fullest power. It is no
wonder that England has done what she has done, when one comes to think of the elements that mingle in
her history.  During these eenturies, in the cruecible of the ages were commingled the potent constituents
which have produced a life that extends round the world. And through it all there was nothing like
reeklessness, but a steady and determined and far-sweeping purpose that held steadily in view the olject to
be attained, and knew no rest until the work had been done.

Last of all, we come to the Norman, with his still superior and more highly developed system of
organization—with his mighty yet deftly working military machine, which was the wonder and terror of
northern Europe. Hf the Norman did nothing to increase the true value of the English character in an English
and domestic sense—for he had little to do with the home-life of England—he accustomed the English mind
to look beyond the narrow limits of their own island. And this he did by his vast projects of conquest and
by his insatiable ambition.  The Norman kings were not amiable characters. The English people had little
cause to love them.  But even the ambition of the Normans indirectly conduced to the liberty of the people.
Under the feudal system, which began to be developed in England as soon as the Norman power was
established, and which indeed formed the basis of their institutions, the liberty of the franklin or freeman
was distinetly recognized. The fendal baron could not do without him, for it was only through and by him
that he was a baron. Here we have over again the bond which united the Saxon to his chief. This bond has
now become, we might say, of a higher or more developed order. It was higher in that, under the dominion )
of the Norman society, it had lost much of its evil, as Burke would say, by losing much of its grossness. The
Norman originally had been u 1nan identical with the Dane who had invaded England. But he was a man
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quick to learn, and ambitious, and he knew about the practical worth and significance of things. He perceived
that the station to which his valour had raised him necessitated, in order to its becoming oeceupation, an
acquaintance and familiarity with the social culture which he saw about him in the land which he had
conquered. And the savage was subdued and bound by the silken yet adamantine thrall of soeial neeessity—
as he always is. We have now the dawn of ehivalry, which for so many centuries dominated the soeial life
of Europe, and which, in all its most desirable elements, still remains, and always shall.  We do not hesitate
to say that chivalry had its origin in the high regard which the ancient Geruans paid to woman. As we
regard a Mohammedan and Crusading army econfronting eaeh other in order of battle, we are convineed that
this is the most distinetively n:arked ditference between them. The anecient Goth was not a ehivalrous man,
but he had the elements of it in him. And he only needed to be brought into eontaet with the eulture and
imaginativeness of the South in order to its developinent. Men, as a rule, that is, men as practical and
rational as the Northern tribes were, do not fight for or worship anything which is nnworthy. And the
woman of northern Europe was worthy. The superstructure of society was built upon her good taith, and
the foundation was not found wanting. Man risked the half, and therelore the whole, of his fame and repute
upon her trustworthiness, as far as the ideal was concerned, at all events, and it was presumed that his
betrayal was impossible. A breaking of this contract wrought ruin, as we see depicted in the “Idyls of the
King.” All this was good. It indicated an advance in the ideal eondition of soeicty upon anything which
had existed before. We had plenty of faith before, but it was rude and boisterous and barbarously downright.
We have now a combination of faith and gentleness; and, as far as it is realized, this is perfection.  An
instinctive attachment to whatever is beautiful, or fragile, or defenceless, is one of the noblest elements in our
nature. A happiness in spending and being spent in its service has something in it of Divinity, whose nature
is to express itself in giving in some sense or other. Chivalry, as far as the constitution of society was
concerned, was half a religion in form, and more than the half of it in spirit. It led man from the seltish and
the gross—it led to what we often misname “self-sacrifice.” It taught man—and they didn't realize it much
before—that over and around the prosaie, practical detail of life there hung a eertain spirit which gave to it
all its worth and significance. And this also is of the nature of religion. Anything whieh idealizes—deifies—
is, to the extent of what it means, good. So chivalry benefited England in eommon with the rest of
Europe; and, as in England it was grafted on a more worthy stem than elsewhere, the harvest was of a better
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quality. It also went to assure the liberty of the subject, in so far as it stimulated the qualities of
independence and eourage.

In the meantime learning, a foree more potent than all beside, had been confined to centres—the
monasteries. There, in the quict seriptorum, the monk patiently transeribed manuscripts representing the
lore of the ages. This learning, soon to be given to the world by the invention of printing, was destined to
place the liberty of man upon a basis so sure and lasting that neither time nor eircumstance could shake it.
It was natural that power and learning should at first be confined to the few, that forces should be centralized
in order that they might be conserved; but it was also natural that in eourse of time n process of diffusion
should oceur.  Seerets cannot be kept for ever, the benefits of which are to be improved by the few.
Inventions are more likely to fall in the way of the common people than of the rich and the noble; hence the
forces which eontrol the destiny of society grndually changed their relative position and importance, and
there was a gradual elevation of the masses of the people.

As the importance and independence of the feudal system decreased, the commercial classes were
gradually rising into prominenee; and they ere long virtually controlled the power of the nation as well as
its liberties as they were then developed.  Not long after the establishment of the Norman power the towns
began to be represented in parliament. Indeed, the power of the Normans was dependent upon the support
of the eommercial classes. Their ambition, at all events, rendered their support necessary. And this is the
origin of our national debt. Expensive foreign wars could not and cannot be carried on without supplies
being voted Ly Parliament and furnished by the wealthy. And the Norman baron wasn’t wealthy in that
sense.  Sonetimes the unfortunate Jew was foreed to disgorge his ill-gotten gains so that armies might
mareh. But the native citizen could not be so treated. He had become too important and his numbers were
continually increasing. Besides, his suppression or ill-treatment would have been a killing of the goose that
laid the golden egg. So the price at which the king purchased supplies was the ratification of the liberty of
the people. In this way Magna Charta was ratified time and time again. And every time it was ratified it
acquired a new significance. It gave liberty to an increasing number and a novel set of people—to a class, as
has been said, whom “ they of the pointed shield and muscled armour would have despised as slaves.” The
contemptuous remark of Napoleon that the British were a nation of merchants was substantially a fact, but
it was a fact which destroyed him and carried him to St. Helena. It is a fact which now more than ever



THE BRITON AS AN ORGANIZER AND A COLONIST. 69

before constitutes the direct strength of the British Empire, and enables it to make greater advances in power
relatively than any other nation.

So as power and wealth and learning became more and more diffused, the liberties of the people were
placed upon a surer and safer basis.

The same method and system whieh the Briton had learned as a soldier served hiin in good stead as an
artisan and trader—as a workman and merchant. It is said that some military training does a man good,
and it is, to a certain extent, true. The same thing may be said of the British nation in a wider and more
historic sense. Sometimes, in faet, he has too much detail; and the American does just as well, or rather
better, with less. Red-tapeism and circumloeution are too frequently hindrances in the way of British
success. Still the Briton ties all his knots, and walks round the intricacies of an enterprise and attains his
object sooner or later.

The era of discovery, whieh began in the fifteenth century, gave an impetus to English enterprise
which it never before experienced. The soldier now became a sailor, and in the change he retained his
national characteristics. “The men of field and wave” were alike in steady and determined pursuit of their
object. And the insular position of England eaused a larger proportion of her people to engage in maritime
enterprises than in any other eountry in the world. As soon as the people of Europe began to think of
finding homes beyond the sea, the English were the first to entertain this idea, and they, in obedienee to their
maritime instinets, always aligned their colonies on the oeean, and this in the future proved a source of
strength. The first idea of the English was not that of eonquest, as was the ease with Spain, but of
colonization. The first ecause which set them upon a career of conquest was the coming into eonfliet with the
Spaniards and the French. When Mrs. Hemans says of the Pilgrim Fathers,

‘“ Not as the conqueror comes, they, the true-hearted, came,”

she might have said the same of many other bands of British eolonists. We sing, “ All hail to the day when
the Britons came over,” and laid the foundations of 1naritime Canada. The Briton came over to work, and
so he did. It was not long before he had to fight, but he did not come with that intention ; and when he was
foreed to it, he dealt, as he always did, with a strong hand with his enemies.

We have now seen the elements and the facts of history which go to make up the character of the
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Englishman and fit him to be a sueeessful colonizer. We have seen that he had been in preparation for his
destiny in this respeet from the time of the Saxon invasion of England. Hé had had a hard struggle, and a
dear-bought experience, and he had to use it all when he came to America; he had nothing to spare. The
English erossed the Atlantie as eolonists for the most part at a time when individual charaeter was perhaps
at its highest and best, and this faet in itself did mueh to assist him in repelling his enemies through a long
contlict with a bloody and savage enemny, and in at length triumphing over the French. It resulted at length
in the independenee of the United States of Ameriea. The American may well assert that he is an
Englishinan ; and he sprang from the parent stem at a time when it was in the full exuberance of life. The
movement which eulminated in the English Revolution was in the full tide of its progress when he left the
shores of the mother country, and the education whieh resulted in that movement he himself had received.

And he earried with him the love of order and method and obedience to authority whieh was his by
inheritance.  As he sailed aeross the sea to his new home, he drew up laws by which he pledged himself to
be governed ; and he himself was part of the authority by which those laws were to be enforeeed. It would
not be correct to say that the ficld lay open between him and the ecentre of authority, as might be said of the
Englishman after the Revolution. No. The Ameriean eolonist was nearer to authority than that. He was
a unit in the multiple of authority.

It may be said that the government they set up on their landing, and which was developed by those
who immediately sueceeded them, was the best government at that time in the world. And the reason of
this was that it was made up of the best material, for it was eomposed of the people themselves, They had
been so long trained in self-government——that is, in the qualities of steadiness and individual self-restraint—
that it was perfeetly safe to commit their own government into their hands. There was no arbitrary power
anywhere to be seen unless we elaiin that the power of their religion was arbitrary, and indeed it very soon
came to be so, and this was the only defect in their system. But it was a grave defeet as far as the theory
of governmment was eoneerned, and had its eause in the elose union between Chureh and State, and the
arbitrary presumptions of the former. Yet it must be admitted that the very incongruity between some of
the perseeuting acts of the New Englanders and the general excellenee of their system is indirect evidence of
the spirit of right in which their order of things was conceived. The failings of the good man are more
marked than those of him who is utterly reckless. The world has expeeted great things of the Pilgrim
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Fathers, and in the main it has not been disappointed. The humorist may laugh and the censorious sneer at
some of their inconsistent ways, but they did nothing worse than was done in every Enclish county at the
same time, and not so bad. So if the New Englander appears worse than the Briton of that time, it must be
because the world presumes that he was on the whole a better man.

The Briton, as we have seen, had had a historical training which well fitted him to be a colonist. He
was sharply defined as an individual, and yet knew well how to obey; and his national training had all been
in that direction. Authority was to him as his shadow—liberty dwelt in his heart of old. His voice never
had been silent, and is gone forth with him to many a land singing the song of the free. And as he goes
forth to hew for himself a home in the forest, and to make the wilderness rejoice and blossom as the rose, he
brings his own law with him. There is no impassable gulf between him and his rulers, as was the case with
the French in America. There is no system of extortion and grinding of the poor and of time-serving and
corrupt officials. The mimicry of the French court and the misery of the oppressed peasant did not exist side
by side. Noj; the mighty heart of England was sending her blood, her strength, her freedom, her industry,
her hardihood, her determination to succeed, to every individual in her colonies. And so they waxed and
increased in strength, and wrought and conquered as men do. And so they shall yet. Other nations must
go to the school of history for three centuries before they ean colonize like England—before the wmaterial is
moulded on the running wheel of their fate to form vessels of honour in the new houschold of nations.
English colonies have been no experiments nor ebullitions of spasmodic national ambitions, but the steady and
systematic outpouring of that sturdy national life which finds its fitting expression in work and system and
vast enterprise. A nation needs a king, or potentate, or government to ‘teach them how to colonize. This
work is so old to the English that it is part of their destiny, and so they reecognize it; the slaves of Kuropean
despotism are glad to escape from the tyranny of political mechanisms and come trooping to tind a shelter
and a home among them, and to breathe the new and keener and more exhilarating atmosphere of freedon.

They came, as we have seen, across the Atlantic, and there laid the foundations of liberty so deep and so
broad, and stretched its bounds over so wide a realm, that the oppressed of every race and elime have there
found a home. Farther north they disenthralled the Frenchman, half decrepit with worn-out system and the
petty tyranny of rulers who strutted in the cast-off and stolen robes of rapacious kings. Here they are now
inviting to a new Dominion every nationality of man. And there is room and work and bounteous provision
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for them all.  And this realm consents to no narrower limits than its Southern rival. It stretches from the
Atlantic wave thundering against the Cape Breton cliffs away westward, over a gorgeous panorama of stately
forest and fertile tield, queenly river and lakes as broad as seas, prairies spread out by Nature’s ancient hand,
laden with Ler children’s foad, over mountain peak and through winding gorge, until we hear the rushing of
the tumultuous strearas that speed to the mighty Pacific.  And if intelligence, and hardiness, and industry,
and energy, and shrewd common sense—if all the appliances of modern civilization and advancement, and a
knowledge of their use—if law and order and freedom eount for anything, this new land neced not fear its
destiny.  And the tide of sympathy and homage and love which unites us to the mother land is still wide
and deep and warm.  We are no separatists in a physieal sense; in an inner and better and more significant
sense, we are sure we never shall be,

The sails of the British colonist have swept round the ocean capes of the south, and borne thousands
upon thousands of Britain’s sons to a sea-girt continent upon which the morning light is just breaking, while
the evening chimes sing out upon the sweet English air.  There, even out of the hardihood of crime and the
recklessness of the miner, the aneient spirit of Britain has summoned a stalwart race of men—stalwart in
physique and jealous of freedom-—and these men have reared cities scated like empresses upon the princely
sea, where law, order, thrift and wealth bear witness that even here the Briton has not lost nor forgotten
his aneient birthright.

So we see that the hard school of buffetings in whieh the Briton was trained has not failed of its
desired teaching. It has borne abundant fruit, and is yet destined to achieve greater results in the future;
for there is no mechanical invention, there is no truth of science, of philosophy, or of religion, there is no
problemn of soeial or political advancement, there are no means whatever of man's culture, which are not the
heritage of these people, and they will use it well.

The English-American colonist soon began to develop qualities which, though substantially English, and
of English growth, still were and are characteristic.  The conditions of life being different in his new home,
his habits and charaeter had to adapt themselves to his new environments. He had been removed from all
authority except that of which he constituted a part of himself. Hence there was little room for the
growth of the quality which we call loyalty. Authority was represented to him by no symbol, or sign, or
token, or personality. It was not represented at all.  He himself has the authority, or as much of it as his
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personal importance or ability could secure for him. Hence he did homage to nothing or nobody. It cannot
be said, even yet, that the Americans are loyal to the United States. They are vain of their country—they
boast of it, they seem to take it for granted that it is the best and the smartest country on the face of the
earth; we cannot even say that they are proud of their country. They talk too much about it, and national
pride lies too deep to talk much about. There is a quiet complacency, and comfortable feeling, and sense of
worthiness and power about national pride, but it is not obtrusive or aceentuated. We know indirectly that
a man is proud of his country. Somehow or other it is taken for granted, as a great many of our highest
and best instincts are taken for granted, and of which it is the worst possible form to say much. We don't
as a rule, like to hear a man say much about his country, unless he says things of a very good kind, and the
things are true. When a man tells you things that let you see he lores his country, you are pleased, and you
begin to entertain a greater respect for him; for he is not much of a man who does not love his country.
We take it that the English and the Americans are the only peoples who offend the world in the matter of
their nationality. If the Englishinan does not do so expressly, or by what he says, he does so by the manner
in which he acts. A grcat man, English by education but not by blood, says: “ Let an Englishman travel
where he will as a private person, he is generally found to be upright, great-minded, brave, liberal, and true:
but with all this, foreigners are too often sensible of something that galls them in his presence; and I
apprehend it is becanse he has too much tendency to self-estcem—too little disposition to regard the feelings,
the habits, and the ideas of others.” Men do not like to be put down when there is no need of it; and in
common, every-day life, when every man is behaving himself, there is no need of it. It is presumed that men
when they meet are, as far as concerns the occurrences of a casnal meeting, equal; and the assumption of any
other position, without due and sufficient reason having been shown, is in effect an infringement on the rights
of other people, and as such it is resented or laughed at, as the case may be. And so the manner of the
Englishman is viewed by foreigners.

The atmospheric vibrations caused by the American are more offensive to the Englishman than to anyone
else, for the reason that in great part the expansiveness of his langnage is directly, either nearly or remotely,
against the style and order of things English, and in celebration of the triumph which he conceives his nation
has gained over the Old Country. And besides, the two nations are cousins, and we never saw cousins yet
who did not have a good deal to say about each other’s respective families. There is always a cousinly regard
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and there is always a cousinly jealousy as well. The absurd national vanity and presumption of the commoner
orders of New Englanders is eertainly out of plaee in the coimnonwealth of nations.

The American eolonist soon learned to develop the practical side of his nature. A settler in a new
country, and not having the means and applianees for the prosecution of his work that he had left in the Old
Country, he was obliged to make many things and do many things for himself as he best could. He thus
beecame thrifty and ingenious in eontriving meehanieal applianees. He had neither time nor opportunity to
learn a trade in the way of serving a long and tedious apprenticeship. He had to do the best he could for
himself, and to do it as quiekly as he eould. In this way the early settler, if he were naturally what is known
as a *handy 7 man, soon beeame further what is known as a “ Jack-of-all-trades.” He had no time for over-
much detail—if an iniplenient served his purpose that was all he cared about. He didn’t strike an unnecessary
blow if he could help it.  Henee he learned to conserve his energy and not let it go to waste, or to lose time
for nothing. So he learned to be practieal.

And he learned to be a good deal of a talker also.  He had come of an expatiating and exhortative kind.
The Puritans talked a good deal at their meetings, no doubt, and thus got into the fashion of talking a good
deal out of meeting as well, and he talked with some eonfidence and independence, too, as beeaine n freeman
and one having a religious experienee.  His religious confidence made him, more than anything else, as good
a man as anybody.  And when a man begins to think that he is as good as anybody, he never stops just there.
He completes the eomparison he has begun to institute between himself and others by concluding that he is a
good deal better than anybody else.  Henee we are advised by a very good and sensible man who lived long
a0, not to “eompare ourselves among ourselves, which is not wise.” But we are fated to do it—it is part of
the vanity and weakuness and littleness of human nature.  We are conscious of shorteomings and imperfections
in onrselves; and, instead of looking to an infinite and eternal standard of right and wrong by which we may
regulate our lives, we studiously enquire whether there be not some neighbour as badly oft as we are ourselves.
Having discovered some sueh unfortunate, as we think, we strut and give ourselves airs, and show how we
compassionate our poor brother by pitying him aloud to everyone we meet, and misrepresenting him, and not
telling the truth about him generally ; and tinally we find ourselves thanking God that we are not as other
men are. The Puritans did this as a body. They did not tell the truth or act the truth about the Cavaliers,
for the siinple reason that they did not know it. And, humanly speaking, it was not their fault—it was the

.
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result of the unfortunate nature of their position. It takes a good deal of philosophy, reinforced by some
kindliness of temperament, to see much good in an opponent ; and the Puritans were not philosophers, neither
were they distinguished for kindliness of sentiment.

All the training of the New Englander, then, both in a eivil and religious regard, tended to inecrease his
self-confidence. Indeecd, it was upon the confidence that mman has in himself that their systeinr was founded.
They knew that they could make their own livine—that they eould govern themselves, that no man had any
right to dictate to them in the matter of religion, and these things eompleted the eirele of existence. So
what did they want more ? They had no call to be obliged to a.n)lmod_\ But then, acain, this feeling is not
a good thing for a man. We are not self-existent ; we are dependent and finite ereatures, and it is better for
us to find it out by our weakness and sin and sorrow than not to find it out at all.  The man is not in a good
case who is never brought face to face with his own weakness. It makes him, even in a social sense, not to
speak of anything better or higher, hard, and uncharitable, and bumptious, and offensive in thought and
manner; and if a religious element be brought into the case, he becomes self-righteous and condemnatory of
others. These truths are exemplified in every-day life as it is seen around us.  And what is true of the
individual, is true also of the community or nation.

A similar climate has perpetuated the same domestic charaeteristies in the New Englander that he
brought with him across the Atlantic. And his religious life—more religious in exteriors, at all events,
than are the lives of those he left behind him—has intensified domestie relationships. The New Englander
is as fond of his folk and of his home, perhaps more so, than the Englishman. But he talks a good deal about
that, too; in fact, he is altogether more expressive than his English brother. This amiable inclination to show
his feelings is not always pleasant—it is often very much out of place, and amounts sometimes to vulgarity ; in
its worst development it kills the sacredness of life. The strongest and most awe-striking example of this
manner of regarding one’s relations with one’s kin—the dearest to one on earth—is to be found in the dying
exclamation of the poor fellow who, when struck by a fatal rifle bullet, called out, “My God, I'm shot;
remember me to my folks.” Comrades, before advaneing upon the enemy, would bid each other * Good-bye.”
“So long, Jim,” “So long, Tom,” they would say. OFf course, there is a great deal of hnmanity about this,
and perhaps it bespeaks a certain sort of hardness not to appreciate it fully; but we are not sure that men
who talk in the above manner have estimated the true sanctity of existence. An Englishman or a Scotehman
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or an Irishman would never say these things. Perhaps they would not be, and are not, any the better for
not saying them, but they simply wouldn’t—it would not sound right to them—there would seem to be a
certain sort of desceration about it. They would feel all the American did, and perhaps a great deal more,
but they would not say anything about it. Vulgarity of emotion, even in extremities of life and death, is
the sign of a somewhat superficial nature.

There is a mnawkishness of emotional taste about too many oi: the American people. The criminal is,
often to the extent that he is a eriminal, too, a hero. The details of his villainy and infamy, of his arrest
and trial and condemnation, and especially of his execution, are dwelt upon with an unctuous relish and
satisfaction.  We do not mean to say that people do not talk about these things everywhere, but we do
believe, at the same time, that style of eonversation reaches a higher grade of people among the Americans
than it does among others who speak the English language. A sensational press, pandering to the lower
instinets of a large and partially educated population, is responsible in great measure for this. As long as
the showman postures and tumbles in the columns of the newspaper, especially on Sundays, he will, of course,
have an audience.  There was something respectable about the cruelty of the old Roman who sat, eagle-eyed,
and looked at gladiators slaughtering each other. Cicero even attempted to justify the practice, saying that
a man needed these things to give him the necessary eontempt of life. But we don’t want in our days to
contraet a contempt of life.  And even if we did, the compelling of crime to strut and mouth in a certain
kind of eowardly puppet-show won't bring it about. Men now-a-days ought to be taught the value of
life—not even a dignitied econtempt of it, mueh less an inhuman, impish, godless curiosity to dissect the
anatomy of crime. He is a vile man who can’t keep his own questionable doings to himself ; he is tainted
with the same infection who delights in shewing the rawness of other people’s lives, and this is exactly what
is done by a large portion, not only of the American press, but that of other civilized and enlightened
nations as well.  Crime is erime—there is nothing good in it to hear about; vice is vice, and there is nothing
nice about nastiness. The Indians tortured their victims at the stake ; how much better are we who torture
in our morbid and discased imaginations ? Into the fire with such stuff, and open the window and let us have
some fresh air. When shall we see the day that criminals, who are unfit to live in society, shall be silently
removed from the scene in some way or other? People are often silently removed from narrower circles
when it is found necessary. When shall society learn to do the same thing? We suppose that civilized
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people are after the prevention of erime, and not after its punishment. Certainly they ought not to regard it
as a fitting subject of improving, or elevating, or instruetive talk.

The American colonies being aligned on the sea, and the instinets of the people being traditionally
maritime, they soon developed into a sea-loving and eommereial people. And this hastened and embittered
the quarrel between the colonies and the mother country, for many of the restrictive laws passed by the
Parliament against the trade of the Americans had been neeessarily directed against the maritime interests of
New England. Had they been an inland nation of agriculturists, the eauses of disturbance would have been
fewer and less irritating. The same quickness and ingenuity and adaptiveness to purpose followed the
colonist into the shipyard that attended him on his farm or in his workshop. He here devised new and
convenient methods of eonstruetion and detail. He suited the model and rig of his vessels for the business
which was to occupy them. He has always had more regard to serviceableness than to seience, his knowledge of
whieh is not equal to that of his Old Country eousin, but whom, after all, he generally manages to cireumvent
in some way or other. In some departments of shipbuilding, the methods and modes of eonstruction marked
a new departure in maritime architeeture.

Although the population of the eolonies was so very mueh greater than that of Canada at the time of the
final struggle, the disproportion in strength—that is, military strength to be used in an invasion of Canada on
the one hand, and the capability of resistance on the part of the Canadians on the other-—was not so great as
appeared. We have seen that the Canadians were all good soldiers for the speeies of serviee in hand, and they
were a unit—they were controlled from one centre. With the Americans it was not so. Eaeh eolony had its
own government, and there were jealousies and want of unanimity among them. The very liberty which they
enjoyed endangered their unity, for up to this time they had not made common eause against anything, as
they have done four times sinee. Their greatest dependence was upon the armies of Britain, whieh struck
the hardest blows at last, and without whieh they never could have conquered Canada. One cannot help
thinking that perhaps it would have been more natural and have been a quieter way of disposing of their
trouble with Great Britain, if they had agreed to separate before the final struggle with France, and been left
to settle matters as they best eould with their Canadian neighbours. The bitterness of seeing a rebellion on
the part of those whom they had just been defending would have been spared to the people of England, and
the shedding of much blood, and mueh ill-feeling and misunderstanding might have been spared, and no one
would have been the worse off. But then we should have had no Dominion of Canada.
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THE FRENCHMAN AS MISSIONARY AND COLONIST.

A T the dawn of history the eondition of Franee, or Gaul, was similar to that of England. It was
i’% occupied by the aneient Celtie tribes.  These, as did their neighbours of the adjacent island, fell
under the power of the Romans. The aneient religion of these peoples had bLeen Druidism, and a
dark and terrible system of religion it was. It completely dominated the Celtic mind—it was the strongest
and deepest intluenee to which he was subjeeted.  So powerful were the Druids among their votaries that
the Romans found it neeessary to expel them from Britain. Thence they went to Anglesey, and finally they
took refuge in lreland.  And this event is a factor in the present condition of Ireland. The Roman was a
man who didn’t trouble himself mueh about the religions of the people whom he conquered. He was an
casy-minded man in that way.  Being a polytheist himself, he thought it but natural that people should like
to worship their own gods. And so he let them doit. He even went so far sometimes as to allow the god
of some conquered people to take a place among his own.  This may have been sometimes of policy, for he
was a man that knew something of the ways of the world, and at times, when there was oceasion for it, he
could compromise as well as he could fight. The only two religions that the Roman had any trouble with
were Judaism and Druidism, and this faet is signitieant ; it indicates that these two faiths had taken a firmer
hold upon the minds of their votaries than any others. :

France, as well as Britain, was a Roman provinee for centuries. When the Emnpire fell to pieces, the
country became, as was normal in those days, a prey to the northern invaders. Last of all it was conquered
by the Franks, a German trive, who there set up their kingdom, and from whom the country takes its name.

Jut the invaders formed a very small proportion of the people. They formed the ancient nobility of France,
and that was all. They had not nearly so much influence upon the characteristics of the people as the Normans
had upon England. England is Norman in a far greater degree than France is German. France is not
German at all, and doesn’t want to be. The two peoples do not amalgamate—that is, typical specimens of
the respective races do not. Of course, there arc Germans with Gallic proclivities, and Frenchmen—no,
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we don’t think there are any Frenehmen who are like the Germans. The Freneh Revolution, and Voltaire,
and the French occupation, and dancing, and fiddling, and seraping, and sueh like have produeed the former
result; the latter, we think, is nowhere visible.

The primitive religion of the Celt had been ehanged for Christianity during the Roman oecupation, and
the eountry had been well advanced in eivilization. And the northern conqueror was soon eonverted to the
same faith. Some of those stern warriors were erude Christinns. One of them exelaimed, when the death
of Him who suffered for Frank and Gaul alike was first depieted to him, “ Would I had bheen there with a
thousand of my valiant Franks! They would not have served Him so then.” By the way, the namne Frank
is said to be derived from a word ineaning a “ battle-axe.” Here we have the Saxon billmen over again.
They were awful men, these old Goths. However, there were not very many of them in IFranee, relatively
speaking, and they soon lost their national peeuliarities, more or less, and beeame identieal with what we
know in modern times as Freneh.

The Gaul embraced Christianity with the same fervour and faith that he had placed in Druidism. The
Celt is not anything if not enthusiastie—enthusiasm is the key to his eharaeter. It has often led him, poor
man, to exhibit himself in horrible and grotesque attitudes. And so he was, and has been all along, enthusi-
astic in his religion. And, as he is also fond of display, and does many things for the sake of etfeet. his
religion also has been elothed with pomp and show and eircumstanee., His is a nature not so strong and
abiding and self-contained as is that of the Norseman, but he is readier with hix sympathy and with himself.
He is less selfish than the Saxon. He is an older survival of the childhood of our raee, and has all the
virtues and failings, the weaknesses and strength—yes, the strength—of a ehild. If lic has not the stern
and high impassioned nature of the North, he, when occasion ealls for it, reserves less of what he has and
is for himself. He was always devoted to his Chureh, as beeame one of his sentient and emotional nature,
and the descendant of a race that bowed in awful reverenee around the Druidieal eirele. 1t is true that a
century ago the people whelmed Church and State in one eommon ruin, but their work of devastation was
not at first directed against the Church. And the Chureh, being a human institution, had tallen into that
corruption “ whieh a long succession of ages will bring upon the best institutions, and the destruetion hurled
upon the State was by sympathy extended to the Chureh.” And the people, impulsive and unreflecting as
they were, had been goaded into madness by the wrongs which they had suffered, and, in their blind frenzy,
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struek at everything bearing the semblance of authority. And the movement against the Church was begun
and direeted by the atheistical writers who at that time abounded in France—the baneful character of whose
produetions are yet visible in our own time. Man eontinually rebounds from one extreme of thought and
feeling to the other. Man, individnally, is prone to do this; when he acts in concert, the danger of such a
result is inereased.  When the masses of men so circumstanced are men of quick sympathy and unreflecting
minds, who have been ground under the iron heel of tyranny for ages, and who have learned to know their
own strength and to use it aeeording to the dietates of the passions which possess them for the time, a result
like that of the French Revolution is not surprising. Men—the most rational men—can be taught to act
with judgment and moderation when they act as individuals. When they aet in bodies it is rarely that they
do just so muech and no more—they almost inevitably traverse the limit which was at first intended. All
publie movements have been proofs of this faet. So when we consider the vivaeity and intensity of the
Frenechman'’s emotions—that 1s, relatively to the general strength of his nature, for he is not so strong as
his neighbour, the Saxon—and when we consider that the worst and most hideous passions of humanity held
at that time high earnival, the result, as we know, was inevitable. The spectacle of a nation gone mad is
1o oceasion upon whieh to look for anything but diabolieal results. It is mournful to think of how inuch
of the wrath of man it takes to praise God; how man is let loose upon himself, and there is tearing and
rending and blood-shedding, to the sickening of the soul, before any good results follow. Enurope had fallen
under tyranny which was but the skeleton of authority masquerading in silken yet heartless attire, and
God's judgment must fall on the sinful nations; the scourge of the Eternal must drive rulers from the
profaned tewple of liberty—money-changers who dealt in the blood and agony and starvation, and the
ignoranee, and the souls of men; and the Almighty looks down with avenging glance to see Europe drenched
in blood—to see nations hurled together in mutual massacre, and chaos holding revel from the Atlantic to
the frozen steppes of Russia. And why did a kind and merciful Heaven consent to see all this? That some
little good, as we think, might be done; that a worn-out and soulless and spiritless system of government
might be blotted out in Europe forever, and that a new and somewhat better system might be introduced :
that the poor and ignorant, and the oppressed, might have their condition just a little improved; that the
signs of a better time might appear. Yes, man, when left to do things in his own way, brings them about
at a frightful cost. He raves, and gibbers, and murders, and destroys, and yet the results, as far as any good
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is concerned, are often imperceptible. So has the visible track of man been marked with blood and rapine
ever since he had a being; and, were it not for the still, small voice within him that bespeaks his divinity,
for that hidden spark of heavenly flame that bids him hope and struggle on, we should despair of our
humanity. Surely man is not so bad as he looks at times, or God’s avenging hand would strike us from
existence. Good and evil—or what we call good and evil—lie so near within us; good has to be purchased at
the price of so much violence, and terror, and resistance, and bitterness of heart, that we may well exelaim,
Who will show us any good? And yet, throngh it all, inan advanees now a little and then a little; here
driven back in bloody defeat, and there advancing in bloody vietory ; earning just a little, not by the sweat
of his brow, but by his heart’s blood, and the long, long wail of humanity goes up to an apparent'y relentless
heaven, across which the silent stars mareh in awful silence.

To the Irench nation, instinet with the primeval independence of the Celt, was awarded the lot of
striking down the tyrannies of Europe. Not eonsolidated into power by a long and worthy legacy of
traditional freedom—with a strength not massive and stately and grand, with full intent upon its purpose—
but with a fire bursting up in voleanic eruption, with the bars of authority wrenched fromn their ancient places
and clutched in vulture-like, blood-besmeared, bony hands: in such guise do this aneient people turn upon
affrighted Europe and trample upon all that men deemed honourable.  We learn from this awful tragedy of a
continent that the more ancient the people, the more inextingnishable is the spark of freedom. No system of
government, no secondary or interested motives, ean rule a race in whose hearts, deeper than all else, is the
primal instinet of liberty. And to this the Frenchman, in his calmer and soberer movements, is ever returning.
His course is devious, and erratic, and violent, and sometimes grotesque, and again lurid and fiend-like: but
still he is always making for liberty. The firc and the spirit of freedom are there, guarded by the Vestas of
humanity ; but he has not had the good fortune to be provided with the implements of liberty—of a true and
steady and gradually-developing liberty. With spasmodic throbbings his heart frantically rebels against the
tyrant and hurls him from his place, and is then ere long displeased with his own handiwork, and must fain
have another king.

The Celt loves effect, in obedience to his old yet yonthful nature. He is much affected by magnificence
and display. All excellence for him must have a visible and bodily form. He sets up his idol and regards it
admiringly, and, as its fantastic beauty grows upon his imagination, he must perforee dance and caper about -

]
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it in an ecstasy of youthful admiration. Yet his heart is in the main in the right place: it has been so
crushed and broken on the wheel of the centuries, that it is no wonder that its utterings should at times be
incoherent and half-delirious. This love of magnificence of his often sadly conflicts with his love of freedom.
He loves empire and renown and the exteriors and trappings of imperial grandeur, and so he must have an
emperor. But ere long the old spirit of freedom asserts itself; he rebels against his own creation of power
and sweeps it into space. So, since kis revolution, he continually sways between Imperialism and Democracy,
and hardly knows which to choose. The ancient Celt was never taught the duty of obedience for its own
sake, as was the Saxon, who obeyed for a purpose. The former obeyed for the sake of glory and distinetion—
his obedience took the form of loyalty nnd enthusiasm ; and, to the extent thnt this is true, the Celt is a more
worthy man at heart than the Saxon. He reserves nothing for system—he gives himself all in all to his’
cause. As an individual, the Frenchman has many qualities superior to the Saxon. There is less of self about
him than there is about the Knglishman. He is not only more courteous in form, but he is more eourteous in
heart—it was from his heart that his eourtesy first eame. It is natural as well as artificial. He thinks of
you naturally as well as he thinks of himself. The Englishman does not, unless he has been taught to do so.
The Frenchman has a more lively and sentient perception of his own personality than the Englishman has,
and consequently he pays more regard to yours. He is nearer nature than the Englishman, for the reason
that nature has not been edueated out of him by his national history, as has been the case with the
Englishman.  He is essentially of a more unmixed and ancient and less complex race. He has not taken on
and become a part of and assimilated the hard drill of the world to himself. He is less worldly altogether.
He may be more worldly in economies of a small nature, but yet he does not deal with the world on a settled
and fixed and determined plan as the Englishman does, for the reason that it has never come in his way to be
taught. His personal independenee is of a nature different from that of the Englishman. The latter is the
independent member of a eonseious and organized system—he belongs to society in some sense or other, and
henee is in danger of falling into the hum-drum and comnmonplace. The Frenchmnan is never either one of
these, any more than the Irishman is. His personal independence goes too far back and too deep down to
care whether he be just like anybody else or not. He has always a vivacious, and springy, and elastic, and
interesting life of his own, and he is not offended if you are not like him. He does not for any reason in the
world expect you to be. There is nothing of the clown even about the French peasant, His personal
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independence does not take that form. He is not driven to the necessity of being ill-mannered in order to
show that he is as good a man as his superior in rank. And the Irishinan is like him in this respect. Pat's
impressive humour comes to his assistance at all times, and leaves hiin in triumphant possession of the
situation. He cracks his joke, unconsciously or otherwise, over the head of bishop or peer with greater zest
than he.would in the case of his equal, as if to say, “ What a world this is we live in!  You are so far above
me to all appearance, and yet I am just as good and a wittier nan than you are” The French peasant has a
hard and bitter, sardonic address as he talks to his superior, accompanied with a lurking and watchful smile,
as if he mmight be fumbling with the hilt of a dagger concealed beneath his ragged blouse; for he remembers
what his kind have suffered at the hands of the great, and he knows that a fearful revenge is always within
the reach of the people. The same self-assertive independence is present also in the haughty intonation of
the Scottish Highlander’s voice, as he tosses his head and jerks a half-English answer to your question into
the air which seems hardly fine enough for him to breathe. He is the darkest and most dangerous Celt of all
when his blood is up, as many a battle-field can tell. His hatred and revenge are past all beheving.

The most distinctive mark of the Celt is, then, his unquenchable personal independence. But the only
practical use he makes of it—or rather the only use he makes of it at all—is to show you that he has it.
It has never been of great practical use to him for the very reason that he surrenders none of it. He has
never been taught, as the Saxon has, to give a part in order that he may use the remainder for his own
interest. Oh, no, not he—and he will not do it. In fact, he does not think much of his ewn intcrest, as we
understand it. His independence—that is his interest—and the rest of it is only a joke, a farce, or something
to hate with deadly malevolence. He has never been a slave in mind and to himself. Not he. He has
sometimes—pretty often—been apparently a slave, and this has made him all the more dangerous, as he
thinks of it; but his mind, his sentiments, his love, his hate, his joys, his sorrows, these he sells to no
man. He hides these in his heart; and were it not for the bright, yet often tearful face, we would
never know what a loyal and tender soul—what a galled and wounded spirit—looks out from it upon a
paltry-souled and time-serving world. The loyal Irish heart, the bonlomie of the Frenchman, a Highland
welcome—all these are distinctly Celtic; but the knife of the assassin, the dagger and the dirk—these are
the reverse side of the picture, and beware of them. And it is all natural. The Celt is irrepressible,
unquenchable, wild and wayward as the Cossack, and yet of truer and finer-tempered steel than the sword
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of Saladin. Beat hiin down one day, and he is up again the next as lively as ever. In short, he is a survival
of the most ancient time; he is the true child of humanity; and he has all the impulsiveness, the
disinterestedness, the tears, the langhter, the goodness and wickedness of a child ; and he looks for sympathy
and expects forgiveness through it all—and gets them. It is the Celtic element in the Seotsman, and which
lies in him deeper than all, that redeems him from being the most morose and untoward clown in the world.
The YFrenchman, the Irishman and the Scot can well understand each other; they are cousins of old—a
thousand years—yes, we don't know how long before the “heathen came swarining o’er the Northern Sea.” The
three countries were long friends and allies in fact and deed, and are still so in sentiment. The Celtic element
is present in the English character, though not sufliciently strong to dominate it, except in the realm of
religion.  We do not hesitate to say that it is this element which makes Britain to-day a missionary island,
as Treland was in the time of old. From Iona was shed forth the mild and benignant light which tempered
and subdued the ferocity of roving clans and savage spoilers of penceful lands.

And so the Frenchman has always been essentially independent. The early Frankish knight constituted
the ancient nobility of the country, around whom the people gradually centred themselves with characteristic
loyalty and devotion under the feudal system. This old nobility of Franee was a class unique in Europe, and
in some respects came nearer the ideal of a nobility than any men of whom we read. Bound to their tenants
on the one side, and to the king on the other, and to both by bonds equally strong and delicate, France
would have done well enongh in their time had it not been for the vanity and rapacity of the king and
court. The old nobles, bound to the king by the most indissoluble of all ties, that of voluntary service,
lavishly spent their blood and treasure, and that of their vassals, in the royal service. The king among
those old nobles of I'rance was only “ primus inter pares” In point of rank, nobles nnd king.were equal,
and the loyalty of the former was voluntary and unsolicited—at all events this was the ideal towards which
they looked. One can see in the bond of equality between king and nobles how the idea of personal
independence had ascended to the class who clustered about the throne of the king. The insurrection of the
Jacquirie in the middle ages shows that at that time the long-suffering of the people had been over-taxed to
support the vain magnificence of kings. The lower orders of the peasants rose aud drenched France with
blood. This was the precursor of more frightful things yet to come. The savage vengeance of the vulgar
had learned its power, and it lurked and lured and waited its time. Richelieu destroyed the power of the
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old French nobility, centred all authority in the king and court, or rather in himself, and thus hastened the
catastrophe of the Revolution. He was to France a meaner Cromnwell—without courage to remove the king,
and without heart to give liberty to the people; and tyranny after his time was viler and less respectable
than it had been before.

The independence of the Frenchman had its etleet upon the character of the Freneh soldier and upon the
nature of his obedience. This influence can be observed down to the present time. The English soldier obeys
an order because it is an order—he never reflects or diseriminates between himself and the order. It is not a
subject for criticism. He merely does what he is bid, and does it to the death. The French soldier, while
equally obedient, is obedient in a different way. He separates himself entirely from the order—he does not
consider that in his inmost soul he has any right to obey it just because it is an order. He obeys not from a
sense of duty, but from a sense of military fitness or for effeet, or, better still, from a sense of glory. He
knows when he is well led, and his whole soul goes out in enthusiastic loyalty to the man who ean put it in
his way to make a display of himself. The French run very readily to enthusiasm—their public men, or
those who are remarkable among them, are objects of enthusiasm—hence we can understand what a terrible
engine of battle was a French army in the hands of a man like Napoleon. And enthusiasm is of itself a
mental quality. Its excellence or demerit depends entirely upon the nature of its ohjeet. It is as liable to
lead into folly and erime as into wisdom and virtue. It can reach into heaven and deseend to Gehenna, so let
us be careful what we get enthusiastic about. And the Frenchman isn’t careful—not a bit of it—and so his
enthusiasm often brings him into grief. :

The Frenchman has a reverent nature. This is the explanation of his enthusiasm. Some one may say
that this statement is notoriously false—that the Frenchman has no reverence in his eomposition. And this
is 80 in seeming, but it is not so in fact. Irreverence, of which the Frenehman seems to have good store, is
but the reverse side of reverence. A man who has not the religious instinet at all is inecapable of irreverence.
He is simply insensible and mute and staring in the presence of sacred things. What is there in them to laugh
at for him? Everything is alike to him—cathedral, convent, shrine, house and barn, and herds and flocks ;
a convenient and undisturbing monotony, an unconscious incubus, rests upon everything.

The reverence of the Frenchinan is the inheritance which comes to him from Druidical times. This he
has in common with the rest of the Celts. Most of the troubles with the Irish and Highlanders have been of
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a religious character; and if it cannot be said the troubles of France have been of a religious nature, they
have nearly always taken on that complexion, either positive or negative. Reverence and irreverence—both
of them—have had nearly everything to do with placing France where she is. They have been the pivotal
points upon which the history of France has turned.

The Frenchman has always loved his Church, and does so yet. But this does not go to say that the
Frenchman has been remarkable for elevation and correetness of morals—not at all. The religious instinet
and morality are not one and the same thing. A religious life and morality arc inseparable, but morality
may exist where there is no religion at all. Men are moral from climate, temperament, conventionality, and
the like, as the Northern tribes were. But we are religious from instinct, and then only, when instinet has
passed into the higher realn of spiritual life which so dominates the affections and the motives and the soul
that we have ("oristian morality. It is quite possible, probable—nay, it occurs more frequently than it does
not—that we do not obey our better instincts. He who does not do what he instinctively knows to be right
is an incongruous and useless sort of aman.  Ie isn’t of much use to himself or anybody clse. The whole force
of his inner being, at least, for he may have the means of concealment from the world, is expended in a fight
between his conscience and his life—to himself he is fallen; and outwardly he appears fantastic and out of
form and bad. The French court itself was generally religious in a way, but—  We do not mean to
assert that all the French people led immoral lives; they were only in that danger. We suppose there have
been as many good Frenchmen as good Germans, or Dutchmen, or Englishmen. When the Frenchman was
a good man, his sympathy and enthusiasm led him to give himself heart and sonl to that sort of a life. Two
centuries ago the Frenchman was a devoted missionary. That he is not so at present must be owing, and
doutless is owing, to the troubles which have fallen upon his Church, to the Revolution, to its causes and
results.  The English people came out of their Revolution with their national religion quickened and
strengthened, yet it must be admitted that this religious, national life of the English was not of the highest
order, as we have seen while discussing Puritanism.

The Puritans were not, as a body, infused with the missionary spirit. Their position, relatively to the
world, was that of a political body. The French Church, about the same-time, was emphatically missionary
in its spirit. The Frenchman, if he be a good man, is a better missionary than the Englishinan. His
nature, at least, if not his life, is more of a mission to the world. He is more on a level with humanity. He



THE FRENCIHMAN AS MISSIONARY AND COLONIST. 87

recognized the sacred brotherhood of the Indian in & manner that we have never done. He carried the eross
in his van from the mouth of the St. Lawrence to the delta of the Mississippi. The lives of the men who
did this tell a tale of the true heroism of humanity, the like of which England may look for in vain during
that period of her eolonial history. The fire of religious enthusiasm burned intensely in the French heart.
The Indian was not a inan to be conquered or thrust out of the way; he was a man to whom it was neeessary
to tell the story of eternal life. The Irenchman got at this through a love of his kind—through a love of
humanity. He was anxious to tell the Indian all about the sweetness and majesty of life. His
communiecativeness, his sympathy, went out in a strong and warm tide towards the perishing Indian,
and the Indian paid him back ; some of those early Jesuit Fathers were loved as sincerely by their converts
as ever men were in the world. Settlements of buptized Indians existed all through the primeval forest,
clustered about the wigwam of the missionary, and they often suffered terrible things at the hands of their
enemies, and they often intlicted terrible things upon their enemies, too. The story of the eolonial wars
between the French and English, especially in respeet of the manner in which the Indian allies on both sides
were employed, is a horrible picture to look at. One thinks worse of his kind when he reads it. Useless
recrimination does not avail now. One party was not a whit better than the other in the main, and no
worse. English and Freneh thought at that time, because they had ditlerent religions, they had a right to
be enemies. They did not think, nor do many men now perhaps think, that there is no such thing as a
difference in religion. Religion is one and eternal, and knows men’s value and appreciates it, and looks to
the far end of things and works with that in view.

The French and English in America did not fight because they had different forms of religion; they
fought because they were jealous of each other, and wanted to weaken and destroy each other’s power in order
that they might have more themselves. And, besides, they were afraid of each other, and no passion is so
blindly and insanely cruel as fear; in faet, most of the hideous blows that were struck during this contest
were caused by the desire to ensure the safety of those who gave them. Religion was, of eourse, an element
of bitterness in the struggle, and makes it appear all the more hideous. But religion, as we have seen—and
it need not of necessity be an insincere religion either, as men go—can be made to do anything and to say
anything. One of the Puritan ministers, while contemplating with an unctuous satisfaction the bodies of six
poor innocents who had been executed as witches at Salem, said, as he shook his fist at the dangling vietims,
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“There hang six firebrands of hell.” This man sat not only at the court who condemned them in this world
—he did so as a matter of fact—but he took it upon himself to sit in the judgment-seat of the Eternal
Himself, who knew what an insane and wicked madman it was who was talking. The English destroyed an
Indian village, and shot the defenceless inhabitants and a Jesuit father named Rallé, and afterwards horribly
mutilated his dead body. Haverhill and Denfield, in Massachusetts, were destroyed, and the inhabitants
either killed or taken eaptive by the Indian allies of the French. Money was freely paid for scalps on both
sides, and the Indians fell at last into a ghastly way of dividing those hideous trophics so as to make the
business pay better.  And this money was paid in coin of France and England by men who were in some
respects good men, religious men—in their way. They worshipped God, and they were loyal to their country
and their fumilies and their friends, and they said mass or instructed their families in the exact words of the
Westminster Confession of Faith. Man is an awful thing when he takes to fighting, and when he is
frightened of his life, and when he thinks it is & good thing to kill his neighbour, because he reads a prayer
or because he doesn’t read one—no, not for that reason, but beciuse he is so circumstanced that he has
learned to hate his neighbour and can’t see how wicked it is.  From Virginia to the St. Lawrence, and thence
to Nova Seotia, along the frontier of the French and English settlements, for more than a century there was
an almost intermittent scene of midnight massacre and fire and cruel torture that turns the heart sick. There
is no sueh recital in all modern civilization. But it was all the result of circumstances. We suppose these
men could not help it. They had to do it at last in self-defence. But these men commenced wrong ; they
came all ready to tight if need be, and they soon found the occasion. A fight is found readier than anything
else in the world if one looks for it. It is but fair to say that a good deal of this bad blood was stirred up by
worthless traders, who encroached on what they respectively called their rights. But they had no rights, or
they did not know how to define them if they had. The only result of all this bloody experience was that
the American colonist learned to tight by it, and thereby helped to conquer the French at last, and then to
gain his independence.

The French being by nature and instinct religious—that is, religious in the widest and most natural sense
—it follows that absence of religion, a refusal to follow its dictates, a rebellion against its form and observance,
must be disastrous to them as a nation. Religion constitutes national and individual power, especially when
the traditions and experience of the nation as individuals have always tended in that direction. A man is









THE FRENCHMAN AS MISSIONARY AND COLONIST. 89

most successful, and most naturally employed as well, when he finds himself in a position in which it is right
—when it is his duty—to follow out his natural inclination. No man is so bad, so utterly worthless, as one
who ought to be religious and is not.  The house, empty, swept and garnished, has been re-tenanted by the
seven devils. In some nations and in some natures there is scareely any medium between the best and the
worst. Some people must be either very good or very bad. And this is the case with those who are affeeted
the least by worldly, or what we call practical, considerations. Those whose sympathies are the strongest and
the inclinations best, are sure to go to the bad when these qualities fail to meet with a proper degree of use
and cultivation. The best and the worst in us lie so near together that the lapse from the former to the latter
is swift and sudden. The more common, praetieal, every-day qualities ure less liable to abuse.  Henee, the
irreligious Saxon is not in so mueh danger as the irrveligious Celt. Tn fact, the Saxon may be irreligious all
his life, and no one may know very much about it. But it is not so with the Celt—when he is irreligious the
world hears from him in no very good fashion. He does evil as he does everything else—with all his heart,
He sins, as it were, with a eart-rope. This is what the Frenech did at the time of the Revolution. They
sinned with the guillotine and pillaging and fusilading, and binding books with tanned human skins.  Their
ways and doings were as horrible as the gibberings of a grinning death’s-head. A moral shock like that,
and the dethronement of religion from the plaee whieh she ought to oceupy among the Freneh more than in
either England or Gerinany, must be a territic souree of weakness in the long ron.  But the Church in Franee
is again silently and surely regaining her power. She will never be strong again until it has done so.
Certainly the enthusiasm and devotion, the eulture and strength of the Freneh nation, will yet fultil its true
mission. We have much to learn of them. The insular burliness of Britain has made ns strong, but we are
in many respects an unamiable nation, and defeat our own good intentions by our positive self-assertion and
inability to understand the sympathies and condition of others. Men ean’t be driven to be goad, but they may
be led—and we are better drivers than leaders. We hope the world shall see the day when Franee shall have
her religion baek again, for she needs it—when there shall be in Franee a worthy nation worshipping at the
shrine which her erring sons so ruthlessly and insanely destroyed. And then, when the great commonwealth
of nations is formed, and each comes with things new and old to decorate the dwelling of the Great
Householder, we are quite sure that France—the bright, and cheerful, and loyal, and true-hearted France—
will not come with empty hands.
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But the Frenchman had not reeeived the same historieal training—training to fit him for being a very
suceessful colonist.  He knew very little about that power of order and rule and precedent that character-
ized the Pilgrim Fathers. France threw off her colonists during a period when there was strife and
contention at howe. It may be said, “Se did England.” But the result of the struggle in England was the
complete emancipation of the people; in Franee, it resulted in an intolerable subjugation. And the English
eolonist belonged to the party whieh triumphed. Besides, the Frenchman had not been long in America
when he was obliged to expend the greater part of his energy in defending himself from his more powerful
and determined enemy.  He had not very mueh opportunity to develop in all the necessary qualities of a
colonist from the first.  They were under the direet eontrol of the government at home, and a tost
unrighteous govermuaent it was—that is, in its developments among the Canadians. The French eolonist
never knew the sound of the word liberty as it was understood among the colonists of Britain. They were
uo part and pareel of the governing authority themselves, or anything approaching to it. They had to
contend against a rigorons elimate—they had often insuflicient supplies. English cruisers were very likely
to stop them on the way. Otlicials, often ineompetent and eorrupt, and intent on nothing but making their
own fortunes, were sent ont to govern them. The eolonist of Canada was intent on nothing but making
his fortune in his own small way, as do the Canadian Freuch of the present day, and as did the Acadian
Freneh, who, if they had known when they were well off, and taken the oath of allegiance to Grent Britain,
might have had as happy a time of it as had the Canadian Freneh after the conquest of their country. The
fate of these people was unquestionably a sad one. But they were by no means the quiet and harmless nnd
inottensive people they are represented to have been in Longfellow’s “ Evangeline.” They were plainly
disatlected to the British Government. They refused to be perfectly reconciled. They were ready at any
tiie to assist against the English, and sometimes did so. They were quarrelsome against themselves. The
deseription of their settlement at Grand Pre is a perfeet idyllic picture, but it is not true to the facts, for
wany of them were poor and destitute. Were the “ Evangeline " as good history as it is poetry, we should
have a perfeet aecount of what oceurred. But it is not. The colonist in Canada had a hard time of it.
When the struggle began to assume serious proportions, a very large proportion of those who should have
been tilling the ground had to be organized for defence; at length, every man capable of bearing arms had
to be enrolled, and supplies had to be got from France. It is easy to seec what a useless enterprise this was
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for the mother country. They had a partly military and partly civil government, and each departinent was
administered by a separate officer. And these officials always quarrelled. There was no proper definition of
the limits of their respective powers, and this led to perpetual misunderstanding. Even at the last, Montcalin
and Vaudreuil were not on proper terms, and never had been. When the erisis came at Quebee, the strength
of the French foree was dissipated by want of unanimity and coneert among the leaders. So notoriously
corrupt were the officials who administered the aflairs of the eolony, and who reeeived the supplies from the
king, that Franee had, besides the loss of her eolony, the humiliation of ordering a general trial of her
Canadian officials, as soon as they arrived after the surrender. Their villainy and fraud almost exeeeds helief.
Supplies were received from the king and then sold baek to him at twiee or thrice their original priee; and
these supplies the poor people—poor enough already by reason of war, and famine, and oppression—had to
purchase as they best could. Poor and rapacious officials were sent out from Franee, the favourites or friends
of those already there, with the express understanding that they would in a few years be provided for for
life. While all this was going on we ean readily coneeive in what eondition the poor people lived, even in
times of peace; and in time of war their hard lot was intensely aggravated. In view of all these faets, one
cannot help admiring the gallantry of the defence they made against an enemy many times their number,
and superior in military applianeces and resources. At the time of the final eonfliet, the Freneh in Canada
numbered only eighty thousand, while the British colonies eontained above two millions of people.  But the
Canadians were Frenchmen, and fought with the cheerfulness and eourage of their race, and under eireum-
stances which would have discouraged any other men. With the chivalrons Montealn at their head, they
presented a gallant front to the enemy. By their alertness and military addtess they often foiled their
superior enemy, for the English, as they generally do, made some terrible blunders during the contlict. But
while this brave defence was being made, it was easy to see that the country was taxed to the utmost in the
effort, and that if they lost, all was lost. The enemy had eome by land and sea a thousand miles and more,
and was thundering at their gates. They had swept up the St. Lawrence in a lordly fleet that eovered the
magnificent river for miles. By land they had marched through the southern portals of Canada, and fifty
thousand men in all were available if needed in the coming struggle. Through woods already stained for
a century with the blood of the massacred and the slain, over lakes fringed with French forts already
deserted and destroyed, but yet smiling towards the blue heavens, as if man had never left his fiend-like
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track npon their lovely shores, on marched the grim Saxon ranks to try conclusions once more with the
gallant enemy who had scattered them in confusion and death before the wooden barricades of Ticonderoga.
Ere they return the French standard shall have ceased to spread its lilies to the Canadian breeze—the pathos
of the French story in America shall have gone to be enshrined in the past, and the Dominion of the
prosaic, practical Saxon shall be assured in America forever. To us who have such a meagre past around
which we may gather and ponder upon its record and feel ourselves better and kindlier men, the story of the
contest in Canada is filled with interest.  Here have the men of a great and gallant nation lived and toiled,
and fought and worshipped.  They struggled eheerfully, and hopefully, and bravely against their griin and
determined enemy, and only gave up the eontlict when further resistance was useless. After Quebec, the
talisman of their power, had fallen shattered from the dying hand of the gallant Montcalm, after the
converging armies of the invader had encireled in their relentless grasp Montreal, the centre of the power,
then was signed the treaty which gave North America to the sons of the men who followed the raven
banner of the Norsemen thirteen centuries before, and chose England as their home—a home in which they
were to be hewn and carved and moulded by the centuries, and thence take flight anew westwnrd and
westward, and people a continent of which Hengist never heard, nor the Saxon bard ever sung.

We have above deseribed the weaknesses of the French power in Canada. There was no people, no
body of men who felt that the success and good government of the country depended upon themselves. There
was nothing between the rapacity of government oflicials and the poverty and necessity of the people. There
was nothing like a steady and energetic colonial life pervading all classes of the people. The avenue through
which power and self-reliance came to the people had been blocked up; indeed, it never had existed among
them traditionally. They knew nothing about it. All these things must inevitably tell before long when
they were to be brought into confliet with inen who had long been familiar with the spirit of the system
which they adopted as soon as they set foot upon Amncrican soil. It was their ideal of life. So the French,
though organized for defence, had no system of organization behind them. The only strength they possessed
was the front of battle which they presented to the enemy. All the rest of their strength was imaginary,
unfixed and visionary. Their line of defence was not the product of their own capabilities, but had to be
supported from the mother country, and the contingeneies were many that might prevent their ever being of
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use to them ; and their distribution, as we have scen, was converted into a direet means of ruin to the
country. .

But in another sense he was strong—stronger than his heavier antagonist. In the first place, he held the
position, and he was not easy to reach. By sea, Quebee, the key to his power from the side of the ocean, lay
a thousand miles and more from the basis upon which his adversary had to concentrate his attacks. His
vulnerable position on the land side was separated by hundreds of miles of forest, and guarded by forts
erected in commanding positions. And his experience here had taught him—that is, the Canadian eolonist—
to look upon the British soldier with eontempt. He had Icarned to say, with some apparent gronnd o} reason,
that one Canadian could beat three Englishmen. This, of course, meant that one Canadian could shoot three
Englishmen when he got behind a tree—and he often did. This avenue of attack lay thick with the bones
of British soldiers. Ignorance of the work in hand, and a dctermination to keep so, on the part of British
officers, led to this result. The Englishman did not know his work, but the Frenechman made a worse mistake
when he attributed the failure of his‘enemy to a wrong eause. He thought the Englishman was naturally,
and as a matter of course, an inferior man to himself, and hoped and trusted in the future, as the Frenehman
generally does. Braddock’s defeat was only one—the worst and most disastrous, of eourse—whieh befell the
British line of march from the sea to the St. Lawrence. There had been many others of a somewhat similar
character. The power of Britain had been almost humbled at Fort William Henry and Ticonderoga : and it
was hoped that Britain ere long would give up the idea of conquering Canada. The faet that New France
was a single colony, and under the direct control of the home government, brought to it an element of military
strength. What power it had was concentrated. There were not many independent ecolonies, each with its
own government and interests and jealousies, as was the ease with the eolonies that lay along the Atlantic
shore, who often quarrelled and were jealous of mutually assisting each other. France for eenturies had
learned to throw all her energies into military form, and the miserable people were robbed and despoiled to
support it. The only thing that enabled France to do this was the abundance of her natural resourees, and
her amazing power of recuperation. Louis XIV. is said to have had as many men under arms as the Roman
empire had in the days of its greatest strength-——nearly half a million.

Canada, being now compelled by force of circumstances to copy the example of the mother country—to
expend all her force in military operations—was more unfortunately situated than France had ever been.
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She had no resources upon which to draw. Her people were too few in number to allow of any reserve.
When her army was in the ticld, the land lay desolate. What force she had was well used in a military sense,
but it was all the force she had, and even that was not sufficient to protect her fromn the combined attack of
the Awmericans and English. Tt was not in the nature of things that it should They could not conquer
impossibilities; and their successful defence was, under the circumstances, an impossibility.

Yet the Canadians possessed good tighting material—the best for its requirements in the world. They
Lind some three or four thousands of French regular troops, who, when an opportunity was presented to them,
and under the leadership of a man like Montealm, were capable of doing all that soldiers ecould do. They,
after their manner, had an intense love and admiration of their chief—they were full of the military traditions
of their country, full of ¢cnthusiasm for the glory of France in this New World.© They bhad but a few years
before foreed back the blind valour of Britain at Fontenoy, and had all through the war of the Austrian
suecession well sustained the military reputation of France, so that Britain reaped scant glory from the
contlict.  Under Montealm they had intlicted defeat and discomfiture upon the British, and there were many
reasons for them to hope.  The English had seen their long lines of white uniforms, heard the crash of their
musketry, and their exultant shouts of “ Vive le Roi!” “ Vive notre Generale!” and the remembrance was no
reason for congratulation. The fall of Canada was in no sense due to the failure of the French soldier in the
time of her need. He justiticd the traditions of his race and of his country. If fate preferred the rose to the
lily, it was not his fault that he bore the lily in his standard. It was fate—it wus inevitable.

Then the French had on their side the colonist himself, who had been lonyg trained in the wars of the
forest. It was he that boasted that he could beat three Englishmen; and so, in his way, he could. Ie had
developed into the best bush-tighter of his time. e had long been familiar with the forest ways and modes
of the Indian.  They had been companions and friends in a way, and this the English and Indians seldomn
were. There was perhaps a certain craft and ingenuity of mind about the Frenchman which the Indian could
recognize and appreciate better than he could the carelessly concealed disdain of the Briton. It was always
more natural for the Indian to fall into the French than into the English alliance. The cause of the latter
they espoused more from interest and policy than from inclination. The English were better and more honest
traders, for one thing; and the Indians who bordered on the English territory knew that the latter were the
stronger and safer party to have to do with, anl in these ways the English gained some Indian allies. But
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naturally they did not fraternize. If the Englishman did not look over the Indian’s head when he regarded
him—the Indian being rather tall to admit of that manner of ignoring him-—he at least looked through him ;
and not observing anything equal to the importance of the English mind, he turned his attention to what he
considered to be things of more consequence.

But the French eolonist, though a good man in the field, was no real element of strength to his eountry
in the same sense that the New Englander was to his. le was no eitizen—he was a dependant. He was
dependent upon some very noble things, it is true, but for the best things to which he was loyal he had reason
to be obliged. He was loyal to the ideal of Franee and all it implied ; he was loyal to his Church; he was
loyal to the new land which he had come to subdue to himself—and for all these sentiments he was debtor
to nobody. They were part of himself—they were the breath of his life; and the life whieh they produced
was cheerful and courageous. He had many things about him to which he had no reason to be loyal—in all
matters of government and civil control, in the manner in which he had to supply his little daily wants, he
was an ill-used man He did not occupy the position of a man. His lot was not just to him. He was a far
better man, loyal soul that he was, than to have met with such unworthy environments. He was true to
France; but France, not that she meant to be, but through her system of government in the eolonies, was a
most unnatural mother to him. The loyal are generally the subjects of abuse—snch is the eonstitution of
things—and the French colonist was no exeeption to the rule. But he met with a kindly eonqueror. It is
not much wonder that just before the crisis at Quebec they deserted in numbers to the English. After the
surrender of Canada, they were permitted the free exereise of their own laws and religion. Very soon after
we find them appealing to Britain against petty and vexatious laws in the admiuistration of justice by their
own officials left among them, and their case was not left unheard. We cannot say that their loyalty to
France was transferred to Britain. To all intents and purposes they are French yet, exeept in the fact of
political eonnection. To this fact they have always exhibited that loyalty-—though it be not of an enthusiastie,
or sentimental, or national character—which the Frenchman eannot and does not withhold from those who are
kind to him. We have not much to fear from the disloyalty of the Canadian French to British conneetion.
Had it not been for their adherence to Britain at the time of the Ameriean Revolution, the British flag would
probably not now be flying over the citadels of Halifax and Quebec. It is not unfitting that our country
should bear the romantic name of their ancient French Province; that every time we speak of Canada we
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way think of the story which tells how well and how long they fought, and how much they endured for their
home, their country, and for the sunny memories of France; we may think of the chivalrous Montcalm,
though mortally wounded, still riding through the streets of Quebee after his glorious defeat, followed by the
weeping people, grieving for their death-stricken hero and protector ; and how he found his last resting-place
in a grave which needed scareely to be dug—for it was a eavity made within the walls of the Ursuline
Convent by an English shell—a fitting grave for a soldier such as he.

But the French ecolonist, though the best of fighters in the woods, was no match for regular soldiers—
especially British veterans—in the open field. Had he been so, the Plains of Abraham might have told a
different story. Montealn knew his weakness in this respeet, and it made him anxious and uneasy, and kept
Inm within his own lines, and deterred him from throwing down the gauge of battle to Wolfe; and Wolfe,
with a hawk-like intent upon his prey, was eagerly watehing to see him do it, and wore himself out with
ardour and anxiety beeause he would not; but they met full soon—for the first and last time.

About the-Indian ally of the Freneh not mueh good can be said. And he had no effect upon the general
result of the struggle.  The event would have terminated the same without him, and we should be spared the
contemplation of many a sickening detail of drunken atroeity and hideous butchery which blackens the
history of man. The French and English would have been nobler enemies had he never existed. But it has
gone into the past—to the judgment of Hiin who makes and unmakes nations and men, and punishes them
and teaches them by ways that are not seen till long after the event.

If France failed to rule her colony well, it eannot be said that England ruled hers at all. They
substantially ruled themselves. When an attempt was made to rule them, they refused to obey, and ecast off
both allegiance and loyalty. The people of New England had very little loyalty to the motherland, but
they owed to her that spirit which they turned against her. England might have said, as was quoted at the
time, “ I have nourished and brought up children and they have rebelled against me.” England might have
said this in a deeper than in a physical sense. The lusty spirit of the son rebelled against, not the spirit of
the mother, for then he must have rebelled against himself, but the conduct dictated by the mother. The
bond in which the household lived had never been written out. Two things were needed to complete it—
representation and taxation. The former was neither asked nor offered, the second was refused by the
child; and hence the household was divided against itself. '
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THE SEVEN YEARS WAR.

HIS war, otherwise known as the “ Boundary War,” commenced in the backwoods of North America.
T The first shots were fired by some Provineial soldiers under Washington. The French and English had
advanced their outposts into the Ohio valley—the former southward, and the latter westward—and

were disputing its possession.  In order to seeure the way into it, and support their elaim to the country, the
English began to build a fort at the junction of the Alleghany and Monongahela rivers, where now stands
the eity of Pittsburg.  The Freneh came and drove them off with a stronger foree, and finished the fort.
They named it Fort Du Quesne, in honour of the governor of Canada. George Washington, then a youth in
the eolonial serviee, marehed into the eountry at the head of a small force. He built a rude fort on the
Monongahela, which he named Fort Necessity. The name of the fort suggests that at this time the English
were probably in no very hopeful frame of mind. The presence of a military ardour or spirit is not indicated
by that name. They had had a terrible time of it on the frontiers, and the situntion was expressed by a given
literalness. A French oflicer named Jumonville was sent to meet Washington, and to warn him against
occupying Freneh territory. They said afterwards they had no intention of attacking him. Washington
thought they had, and ordered his men to fire. Jumonville and nine of his men were killed. The French,
greatly enraged at this action, sent a stron,rier force against Washington, and compelled him to retire from the
Ohio valley. Washington's act was contrary to the rules of war, in a technical sense ; but he did not know
what the French meant, and as things were then going, they might mean anything. There was no open and
deelared war between the two nations just at that time, but acts of violence were continually occurring. Both
parties were making armed ineursions into what they asserted was their own territory, and what the enemy
asserted was theirs.  There was building of defences. There were murdering parties of Indians always
about, who were instigated to acts of atrocity by those whose interest it was to do it, and who put on
marvellous looks of innocence when it was brought to their notice. It was the settled poliey of the French
to make what encroachments they could, and drive the English as far back as possible under the semblance
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of peace. They would not, of course, fight for what they could get by poliey, or calm aggression, or stealth.
So Washington was placed in an unfortunate position. He knew that the English had often been placed in a
false position by the crafty policy of the French. The man was no doubt provoked, not only by his present
position, but by thought of all these things. So he ordered his men to fire, we are told; they did fire,
and killed ten Frenchmen. This volley, tired in the backwoods of America, began the Seven Years
War, and gave Britain the ascendancy among the European nations, established her colonial dominion, gave a
wider horizon to her ambition, and lent a more massive and majestic character to her national enterprises.
From the result of this war the Briton became more of a Briton, and more of a man, too. He had grown
another degree in strength and breadth of conception, in sweep, vigour and dignity of purpose. This
war cast the glance of the Englishman farther west and farther east, until it rested on the valley of the
Mississippi on the one hand, and kindled with renewed ardour and ambition as it flashed upon the land of
the Kohinoor. The Briton had stretched his bounds from the Ganges to the Mississippi. The echoes of
victory had mingled with the roar of Niagara and Montmoreney ; had helped to swell the tide of the mighty
rivers of the East, and had been borne upon every brecze towards the white cliffs of England. Triumph had
followed triumph until the nation was sated with glory. But the hour of chastisement was at hand—the
last ray was quivering upon the disc of a United British Empire. In their exuberance of freedom and
strength, with the flush of victory still upon their brow, her sons turned in sheer wantonness of might upon
each other, and rent asunder their uniting bond—their bond of nationality—and worse still, the bond of
brotherhood, sympathy and love; and it has not been healed into forgetfulness. So do men, and so do nations,
deserve and receive punishment.

The man who seated himself upon the throne of all this glory was George III.  Upon the signing of the
Treaty of Paris, he said of the country which he ruled, “ Never did nation sign such a peace.” It is a pity
the peace fell not into kindlier and defter hands—upon a more understanding heart, and a head brighter by
nature and taught in the ways of a wider and more generous humanity. “Born and educated in this
country,” he said, “I glory in the name of Briton.” But he wasn’t educated at all except by people who were
uneducated themselves—by narrow-minded and prejudiced people. His mental powers were not up to the
average ; and such as they were, they were not expanded but contracted by his instructors. His education
was directed chicfly by his mother, the Princess-Dowager of Wales, and her adviser, the Earl of Bute.
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Thackeray says of him: *“ He was a dull lad, brought up by narrow-minded people. The cleverest tutors in
the world could have done little, probably, to expand that small intellect, though they might have improved
his tastes and taught his perceptions some gencrosity.” But he meant to do right after all; for “ we believe
it is by persons believing themselves in the right that nine-tenths of the tyranny of the world has been
perpetrated. Arguing on this convenient premise, the Dey of Algiers would cut off twenty heads of a
morning. Father Dominio woulld burn a score of Jews in the presence of the most Christian king, and the
archbishops of Toledo and Salamanca sing Amen! Jesuits were hung and quartered at Smithfield and witches
burned at Salem ; and all by worthy people who believed they had the best authority for their actions. And
so with respect to George I11. Even Americans, wlhom he hated and who conquered him, may give him credit
for having quite honest reasons for oppressing them.” He came to the throne just at the time when the Seven
Years” War was beginning to bring in its harvest of glory. It was his fault in great measure that the
harvest was not garnered and laid up in the aneient storehouse of the nation; that half of it was driven
before the wind of violence and strife from the tiek]l of the husbandman, and was to sow the seeds of rebellion
and national separation. It is our present business to show how this glory was won in America, and how
that the battleticld at least upon whiel it was won has been reserved to Britain and converted into the
beginnings of a nation which is destined to be as great as her southern rival, who in the prime of her
vouthful strength threw ofl” her allegiance to the mother country. The first shot, as we have said, was fired
by Washington. In this eontest was he trained to fight and to lead the people who set up a new empire of
freedoin on the west side of the Atlantie.

While the instinet for war was quivering and vibrating in the valley of the Ohio, events in Nova Scotia
also were rapidly preparing the way for the struggle. The French occupied a fort at the mouth of the St.
John river, and Jonquicre, the governor of Canada, sent a force under La Carne to keep guard at the Isthmus
of Chignecto. On a ridge of land in the marsh north of the Missaquash, a small stream separating New
Brunswick from Nova Scotia, La Carne built a fort, which he named Fort Beausejour. The French held also
another fort at the head of Bay Verte.

As the produce of the country was all needed at Halifax, the English Government at that place
enacted a law forbidding its export from the Province. This was a natural enactment on the part of the
Government. The Acadians living on British territory and under British protection had a natural right

»
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to sell their produce to the power which proteeted them, provided they were not the losers by the
transaction. But, in obedience to their national feeling, and relying on the proteetion of La Carne at
Beausejour, they sent their grain and cattle by way of Bay Verte to the Louisburg market. Both Acadians
and English were encouraged in their opposition to the Knglish by the Abbe La Loutre, who acted as agent
for the authorities at Quebee. Governor Cornwallis sent Major Laurence to Beaubasin with a small body
of soldiers to enforce the laws and to keep the Freneh in echeck. The British sloops were sent sailing up
the Basin, and the Acadians of Beaubasin set fire to their dwelliugs and fled across the river to take shelter
in the fort. The French and Indians, posting themselves behind the marsh dikes, attempted to prevent the
landing of the English, but were driven from their position, and the landing was effected. Reinforeed from
Halifax, Major Laurence erected Fort Laurence on the south side of the Missaquash, about two miles from
Beausejour. The site of Fort Laurence has been erased by the plough, and is quite near the route of
the projected ship railway between Northumberland Strait and the Bay of Fundy. It occupied ground
so low as to be scarcely distinguishable from the surrounding eountry. The ruins of Fort Beausejour, on
the opposite side of the river, oeeupy quite an elevated position. The English, after its capture, changed its
name to Fort Cumberland, and it was held by them until after the war of 1812-14. It was a work of
some importance, as its remains show. The eireuit of the ramparts is five or six hundred yards, and they
are yet in comparatively good preservation. There are yet visible the remains of the nagazine and a
bomb-proof casemate, and the offieers’ quarters are still standing within the ramparts. This fort is in the
centre of as fair a region as the Maritime Provineces can boast. For miles and miles on every hand there
stretch thousands of acres of fertile marsh, smiling in peaeeful security. The busy ringing of the mowing
machine is now heard there instead of the thunder of La Carne’s guns and the rattle of the Aeadian
muskets,

The French and English were now confronting each other across the inuddy tide-fed little Missa-
quash, and there was soon to be a trial of strength at this little outpost. And the result, in favour of
the English, was destined to foreshow the final result in all Canada. Early in June, 1755, Colonel Mericton,
with a force of nearly two thousand men, fitted out in Boston, landed near Fort Laurence. They forced
their way on shore in spite of the resistance of the French and Indians. They crossed the Missaquash, and,
having got a gun into position on the marsh, opened fire on the French fort. The commander of the fort
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was Vergar, the same who held command of the guard that kept watch at the head of the steep path by
which Wolfe and his veterans climbed the steeps of Abraham. He had in the interval been tried for
eowardice in this siege, but had’ been acquitted, not with much honour, as it appears. His duty at Quebec
was not much better done than it was here, or Wolfe probably would have experieneed more trouble in
ascending to his coveted battle-ground. He now ealled to his aid the unfortunate Acadians of the
surrounding eountry. They, poor souls, hid their women and children in the woods, and went in their
weak way to assist the weak Vergar. Some more guns were by this time directed against the fort. A shell
burst into the eascmate where some French were breakfasting with an English officer whom they had
taken prisoner, and killed six of the number and their captive. Beausejour struggled but weakly in the
grasp of the English. The Aecadians in fear began to desert. Vergar, after the siege had lasted but four
days, surrendered.  His soldiers marched out of their little stronghold with the honours of war. The struggle
had not been very severe; not much bad blood had been exeited. They were allowed to retire to Louisburg
to make more trouble and to be a menace to the English interests there. Monckton changed the name of
the fort to Fort Cumberland, and garrisoned it with a small force. The forts at Bay Verte and at the
mouth of the St. John River were soon after taken by the English. The Acadians had compromised themselves
in resisting their powerful friends, the English, and vengeance was soon to fall upon them for the part they
had taken. They very naturally made excuses for their eonduet by saying that they had been forced to
assist against the English.  But this was not a proper presentation of their ease. As long as the dispute
was in suspense, they hardly knew how to act for the best. 1f they at that time had foreknown the result,
they probably would have sworn allegiance to Britain. In this way the English were obliterating the
French line of defenee along the north frontier of Nova Seotia, and were penetrating into New Brunswiek,
when occurrences of a more tragic nature were boding in the valley of the Ohio.

Reinforcements had been sent out from England and from France—Baron Dieskau, at the head of three
thousand of the regular troops of France. The Marquis de Vaudreuil, the last of the Canadian French
governors, was sent at the same time. His presence and administration were no help to Montealm when the
final struggle came at Quebec. He was a smail-minded man and jealous of Montealm’s popularity and
influence ; he was also meddlesome and ineompetent in affairs over which he had no legitimate control. And
Montcalm, in his private correspondence, such as it was—for the soldier wasn’t much of a letter-writer—
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alternately laughs and is irritated at the way in which Vaudreuil and even his wife volunteer to dictate how
the campaign must proceed.

At the same time General Braddock came from England. He had with him two regiments. He stepped
on shore under the full conviction that his eighteen hundred men could beat all the Indians in the woods.
And he talked and acted like a man who believed it, too. Nobody in America knew anything about fighting,
in his judgment and language. He thus made himself many enemies even before he began his ill-fated march.
With his name is connected the most humiliating and fearful disaster that ever befell the KEnglish arms
in America. The subsequent defeat at Ticonderoga involved a greater loss, but the disgrace of it was
redeemed by the gallant and determined onset made by the British, the sight of which caused Montealm to
say, in spite of his present victory, “ We are still prepared to tind our graves beneath the ruins of the colony.”
He saw what these men could do and would do when opportunity offered. But Braddock’s defeat has no
redeeming feature, except the stubborn and unflinching valour of the man whose fault it was. To him was
assigned the difficult task of driving the Freuch from the Ohio valley. This he proposed to do in his own
way. He would take no teaching or advice in the matter at all. He knew he was a brave man himself, and
that he led brave men—he never considered that the braver they were the more certain was their destruction
if things were managed in his way. They were to march throngh the woods in solid and soldier-like fashion
—when the trees and bushes.and rocks permitted them, of course—and blaze away in platoons at the first
enemy that showed his face; and the result, to his mind, could not be in the least degree problematical. He
hurled contempt and profanity at Ben. Franklin, when that judicious personage ventured to suggest the
advisability of training his men to fight in loose order, and to get behind something before they fired off their
muskets. He wasn’t going to get behind anything, nor should his men do it either, if he could help it. And
he did try to help it. Even in the thick of the terrible massacre—for it was little else—he beat men with
the flat of his sword and cursed them for cowards, and drove them out from behind trees which the poor souls
had instinctively sought, to save themselves from certain death. Here was a waste of energy. But the fate
of a continent was at stake in this war, and it could not be decided off-hand. Washington, who had joined
his force with some companies of militia offered to lead the van with his Americans, who had some knowledge
of bush-fighting. No doubt he had some sympathy for the brave fellows whom he knew to be marching to
their death, and wanted to do all he could to avert the calamity. In response to his generous offer he was
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peremptorily ordered to the rear. And so the column, being formed to a military nicety, with standards
uncased, bright uniforins and flashing bayonets, the order rings out in good old British fashion, “The
column will mareh.” The drums and tifes rattle and pipe in martial guise to martial ears, and away the long
column undulates through the silent, grieving aisles of the forest. At first no enemy appeared, but they are
marching, if it can be called marching, to meet them from Fort Du Quesne. Stealthily and silently, subtle
Indian and erafty Frenchman is moving to meet them, gliding with snake-like alertness from tree to tree and
from cover to cover, until they see through the trees the gorgeous front of the English column, a helpless
target for their muskets. Swiftly and silently, extending until they have surrounded the head of the hapless
column, still all unconseious of their presence—suddenly, as from the skies, bursts the mad yell of the Indian.
Then the crackle of stray musketry bursts from a thousand directions at once, and down tumble the red-coated
soldiers in scores, with a heavy, lifeless thud, among the fallen leaves. Groans of death, and shouts of helpless
anger and defiance, and useless orders and fiery curses—all in vain. Most of the poor fellows keep their
ranks and fire blank volleys into the blind wood. Still the leaden rain showers death upon them, and they
at length turn and flee in headlong terror; and wounded, bleeding, half-dead with fright and fatigue and
misery, seck shelter as best they ean from the pursuing and bloodthirsty savage. Those who were able to
walk or run or erawl, never halted till they had reached a distance of forty miles from the awful scene.
About a quarter of the wen who had marched in that war-like column in the morning answered to the next
roll-call.  Washington and his men fared better, as they all might have done if his advice had been followed.
Braddock redeemed his personal character by fighting like a lion. He had five horses shot under him, and
was at length mortally wounded. Washington narrowly escaped—his coat was shot through in four places.
This was a terrible disaster to the English arms and to the English settlements. The prestige of the British
soldier, in the eyes of the Indian and the French-Canadian, was gone, nor was it restored for several cam-
paigns. The border settlements now lay open to the merciless incursions of the Indian. The French were
in triumphant possession of the Ohio valley, and a general panic struck through the hearts of the colonists.
But this terrific disaster was in part retrieved by a success of the English, or rather of the Americans,
near Lake George. The English wished to command the entrance into Canada by way of Lake Champlain.
Two French forts guarded this route—Crown Point on Lake Champlain, and Ticondernga at the foot of Lake
George. This service was entrusted to a force of New England rangers and of Indians, under the command
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of General Johnson, who was a great favourite with the Indians. Johnson, though a good officer in the
species of warfare that was requisite, had none of the qualities in social life which coincide with the English
ideal of an officer. He was a man of no learning or culture. He had long been familiar with the Indians.
He had married an Indian woman. He was a “hail-fellow well met” with Indian and white men alike, and he
entertained them in his hospitable house or tent as he deemed their tastes and position demanded. Still he
was a brave man, liberal and kindly of heart, and in consequence popular; and he could not be done without.
He was a born leader of men—that is, of men such as the existing conditions required, and consequently he
found his fitting place.

Baron Dieskau, with an army made up of regular troops, militia and Indians, met Johnson on the south
of Lake George. A great battle was fought, in which the French were at first victorious. In the end they
were defecated and retreated precipitately to Ticonderoga. Dieskau was severely wounded and taken
prisoner. While in captivity he became the guest of Johnson, and a very good understanding was soon
arrived at between the wounded baron and his rough and ready captor. Johnson, unable to effect anything
more during that campaign, strengthened his position by erecting Fort Willinm Henry, near the ground
where he had gained his victory. The success of Johnson, in contrast to the disaster of Braddock, did
nothing to cement the true alliance of the English and American forces. The latter ascribed the defeat of
Braddock to incompetency—as indeed was true—and imputed their own victory to a superiority over the
British forces: and in a measure the conclusion to which they came was correct. Military results like these
led to invidious comparisons between the colonial and imperial forces, and there were not wanting those who
attributed success or failure tq the fact that either the one or the other were employed, as the case might be.
All this had its import in the bringing about of the American Revolution.

France and England had now fornally declared war. We have seen that the contest had originated in
colonial affairs, and it was hcre that the struggle was most severely felt. We have already described the
condition and resources of both parties. Notwithstanding the comparative weakness of the French, and the
scarcity of food among them, the advantage was chiefly on their side, owing to their superior military fitness
for the species of warfare in which they were engaged.

General Montcalin was now sent out as commander-in-chief of the French forces. He belonged to an
ancient family in the south of France. He had the honour and glory of France at heart; he loved the profession
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of arms. He was warm-hearted, impetuous, and well knew the value of friendship. Though not rising to
the eminence of military genius, he was every inch a soldier. His knowledge and dispositions were practical,
while the stendy, quiet current of enthusiasm which he himself possessed communicated itself at once to the
soldiers whom he commanded. Under more favourable conditions he would, without doubt, have been a more
enthusiastic soldier than he was. He was fighting against many enemies : want of supplies, an army difficult
of management and conciliation—he often speaks in contempt of the manner in which it was necessary to
dizpense courtesy to the Indians—against the jealousy and misrepresentations of Vaudreuil. He was
struggling against his own inclination, for he longed for home and for France, as his letters to his wife testify ;
and it is sad to think, as we read his bright and aflectionate and half-humorous letters, that he was fated
never to see his home again in fair southern France. He evidently sees something of the irony of fate in his
position. and smiles with a tinge of bitterness as he thinks of his lovely home, and the jarring and meanness
of his present position.  But a sense of honour keeps him where he is. He fights not too confidently ; no
doubt he well knows the forces at his disposal, and knows that he has to struggle with a grim and determined
enemy. He seems to be in the position of one who is determined to resist to the last, and to be cheerful and
uncomplaining in doing it.  Still one cannot help thinking that the shadow of his coming fate was always
upon him, and that he knew that he would probably be sacrificed before it was all over. Good and chivalrous
Montealm ! We suspeet he was a greater hero than the world ever knew. Poor fellow ] he was a bad writer,
as beeame a soldier, we suppose; and his letters are made up of little jerky sentences that pitch the thoughts
about here and there, and leave much room for elliptical expression. But no doubt his family understood it
all, and we don't like to think of them when they heard he was killed, and that they should see him no more.
In Canada the little officials, swollen big with unjust gain, held their paltry mimic court, as became
Frenchmen, and Montcalm has evidently a half-amnused, half-disgusted time of it between essenced Jacks in
office and their ladies, and the odorous and punctilious Indian.

He destroyed Oswego, an English fort on the south of Lake Ontario, took three hundred prisoners and
much booty, consisting of cannon, war material, provisions and money. These supplies greatly assisted the
French, who had felt the nced of them, as they never had too much food, and the loss of Oswego was seriously
felt by the English. He also took Fort William Henry, which had been honourably enough defended by
Colonel Munro, but who had been erippled in his defence by the non-arrival of reinforcements which should
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have joined him. This victory was marred by Indian atrocities after the surrender, but it does not appear
that Montcalm was directly responsible. Many of the Indians got drunk, fell upon the English prisoners,
massacred many of them, took others prisoners on their own account, and held them for ransom, while
others sought safety in flight. A drunken Indian is a hard man to manage, and though it is evident
from the facts that some French officers saw what was going on, and did not attempt to prevent it, it is
questionable whether they dared to interfere, or could have interfered with cffect.

In 1757 there was a ridiculous failure of an expedition against Louisburg. Lord Loudon, commander-
in-chief, arrived at Halifax from New York with transports and soldiers, and Adwmiral Ilolborne came from
England with eleven ships of the line and fifty transports, bringing over six thousand soldiers. At Halifax,
Loudon heard that the French forces at Louisburg were stronger than his own, and he was afraid to attack
them. Twice Admiral Holborne sailed down to Louisburg, but he carefully avoided the enemy. The second
time a storm overtook him, shattering and dispersing his flect. A hurricane from the south-east came upon
them when they were close in shore, and the whole fleet narrowly escaped destruction. Every ship was
dismasted ; some went on shore, and others got round Scutari and drifted up the Gulf of St. Lawrence. Had
not the wind suddenly shifted, every ship must have been destroyed and their crews must have perished.
It seems that the French had been as much afraid of the English as the leaders of the latter were of the
French, and were overjoyed at their unexpected deliverance. A Frenchman who was in Louisburg at the
time, but who was not in sympathy with the ways and doings of his fellow-countrymen, plainly saw the
weakness of Louisburg in the joy with which they hailed the destruction of the British tleet. This man,
whose French name was Pichon, but who afterwards went by the name of his mother, Tynecil, was in a
sense a very questionable character. He wrote a book descriptive of Cape Breton as it appeared to him in
those days. This book, which was published in both English and French, is of some value. He was in
Louisburg at the time of the second siege, which he describes. He has not much good to say of the inanner
in which the defence was conducted, or of the manner in which the French managed their affairs generally.
And, as far as this goes, he was probably right. He is something of a philosopher in his way, and moralizes
on the ways and manners of mankind in general, and his reflections are often just, and his style is that of a
scholar. But all this does not count for much when we come to learn that the man was & traitor to his
country. One does not have a pleasant feeling, in reading a book, to know that the author should have a
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halter about his neck. And Pichon richly deserved one. He had been in Fort Beausejour also at the time it
was taken, and had furnished sceret information to the British by means of which it fell more readily into
their hands. His treachery seems never to have been discovered, for at Louisburg he was secretary to the
governor. Upon the surrender of the place he went to London, where his book was published, and he then
lived, it is said, upon au allowanee made him by the Government, and where he went by the name of Tynell.
The sieges of Louisburg we shall reserve for future chapters.

The glory won in Cape Breton was tarnished at Ticonderoga. General Abercrombie, another officer of
the old sehool, but who lacked the valour and determination of Braddoek, had been allowed to remain in
command. He marched from Albany with the finest army yet seen in America—sixteen thousand strong—to
attack Montcalin, who guarded the gateway of Canada at Ticonderoga. It is mournful to think of the energy
which the British wasted in America. Here was a foree whieh, if properly led, was competent alone to
humble the power of I'rance in Canadn; yet in n few weeks it was driven in utter rout before a force only
quarter its number.  Marehing frcm Albany, this magnificent army wound its way northward through the
primeval forest.  In the pride of its strength, and burning with military ardour, it longed to try its power
with the enemy. It soon appronched a region ns fair as ever rejoiced the sight of man. Intricaeies of wood
and water, rugged blufl and wooded height, stretched before them for fifty miles. In the morning sun, the
limpid waters, running hither and thither like molten gold within a maze of greenery, lay silent as when the
sun first shone upon them. The blue vault of heaven, without a cloud or stain, looked down in smiling
majesty upon all this beauty of the Maker’s handiwork. It seemed as if Nature had here hidden hersclf
from the sight of man, and had come to lavish all unmolested her wondrous cunning of beauty, so that
she might come nt her will and rest in this summer bower far from the noisome tread of that little fiend, inan.
But there is a gentle sigh in the morning zephyr, which has just begun to ripple the surface of the waters, for
even here the destroyer has found her out. At the southern extremity of the lake sixteen thousand inen aro
answering the bugle notes that swell and echo and re-echo from shore to shore and from islet to islet, and are
marshalling in arms to be voyaged northward on their errand of destruction; and not far from where they
are waiting to be embarked, four thousand men are busily plying axe and lever, and rolling up a wooden
rampart behind which they may resist to the death their northward progress. At length, battalion after
battalion defiles upon the beach, and is embarked in boat and barge and raft. They move off slowly across
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the gleaining waters, and are followed by flotilla after flotilla, until the bosom of the lake is covered for seven
miles with the warlike train that to the sound of martial music moves in deep strength across the waters.
At evening they disembark near the scene of the intended strife, while Montcalm has completed his rnde
defence and contemplates with a grave earnestness the probable result.

There is little sleep that night, and early in the morning Abercrombie, being advised that Montcalin's
line of defence can be carried by storm, forms his order of nttack; and in the ineantime the white-uniformed
soldiers of France line their wooden breastwork and await the attack. Abercrombie had a train of heavy
artillery, which had been brought down the lake the day before on rafts. If these had been brought to the
front and directed against the French defences, they could soon have been knocked into splinters and rendered
useless. It is not easy to realize his state of mind at this time. He was not a brave man—he had not even
the soldier spirit. He had no knowledge of the picce of work he had before him. It is probable he was
actuated by no feeling except a mechanical idea of attack according to fixed rule and formula. This for him
was his duty, and he proceeded to do it. With difficulty Rogers and his New England rangers are permitted
to lead the way. The French the day before had felled trees with the tops outwards in front of their
defences, and had placed them close together, and scorched off the leaves und twigs, so that they presented an
impassable barrier to an attack in any sort of order, or, indeed, to any attack. If Abercrombie was inert and
passive, it was not so with his followers. They knew that they had never faced men that they could not
beat. They had won faine on many a field before, and they longed for a trial of their strength with their
ancient enemy in this new world. At the head of the attacking columnn stands the 42nd regiment, whose
fame was but twelve yearsold. It witnessed its beginning at Fontenoy, where all day long they learned that
French nerve and sinew was as chaff before the rush of their keen steel. Now savage and grim, their pipes
waking strange echoes in this unwonted land, they strain like hounds upon the beach waiting for the spring
upon the quarry. They had come of a warlike race, to whom blood and ferocity and cruel revenge was as a
gorgeous feast, and now they were soon to have enough of it. Montcalm is pacing with steady step along
his ranks, and exhorts them to be steady, and to think of the glory of France.

At last the English word “ Forward ” rings out from rank to rank, and the masses of dark waving tartan
and of red coats surge swiftly forward as they best may over the impeded ground. The French level their
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muskets over the parapet through their merciless chevauz-de-frise. War is a mad thing. Here the fiends
hold gleeful carnival, and the guardian angel of man flies in terror from the scene.

Disdaining to seek cover, the assailants rush right at the face of the French defences, until they are met
by the impenetrable hedge of hardened boughs. At the same moment a volley crashes from round the line
of defence and cuts down the foremost of the British. Here they are disconcerted, paralyzed, stricken with
that nuinbness of spirit which a brave man feels when he knows he ean do nothing. He cannot fight, and
he will not fly, but stands to be shot down in sullen apathy. From the French lines come mockings, and
cibings, and shouts of “ Vive le Roi!” and “ Vive notre Generale!” Goaded into fresh fury by the taunts
of the French, the Highlanders fling away their muskets—the musket was always too dull a weapon for the
fiery Gael—seize their broadswords and try to cut a passage through the tough boughs. So, uttering fierce
gutturals of native fury, cutting, slashing, bleeding, struck to death and caught in strange, spasmodic
attitudes of agony upon the blackened boughs, the survivors, still consumed by the demon of revenge, strive
to fight their way onward. But the blinding, hissing rain of bullets pours mercilessly upon them, and not
a man, save two, reaches the crest of barricade, where they are instantly bayonetted. Orders for recall are
unheard and would Le unheeded were they heard. For hours is this unavailing struggle kept up, and at
last the bleeding front of the attack is rolled back, and the whole army retires precipitately from the scene,
leaving nearly two thousand men dead and wounded. The 42nd alone lost six hundred men. But although
the reputation of Abererombie was ruined by this disaster, the reputation of the British soldier in no way
sutfered in the eyes of military crities. It was seen what he had done, and what he would do when
opportunity served. Abercrombie had been the only one of the old incapables retained in position upon the
accession to power of Pitt, the “ Great Commoner,” under whose vigorous and masterful administration
Britain was raised in a few years to the foremost place among European nations. He was well named the
“ Great Commoner,” for he represented the soul and the spirit of England—her energy, her practical
diserimination of useful qualities, and her vast eonceptions of national greatness. He represented the
growth and the sturdiness of the modern English people. Some man was needed to direct and control the
power which had been built upon all that modern England implied—not that power which came of prestige
and precedent and tradition; and the opportunity and the man had met. The power of the young giant had
fallen into hands too old and decrepit and bound by dull mediocrity, but when it found itself under the
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guidance of a spirit like its own, it recognized the kindred soul and obeyed. His wise measures soon
changed the aspect of affairs. Officers were not left in command because of their rank or their wealth.
Men of courage and ability were appointed to lead the army and navy. These gained imperishable renown
for themselves and glory for the flag of England, and laid the foundations of the British Empire.

When the spring.of 1759 came, the British were prepared to strike the final blow. Their attack was
directed against the vulnerable points in Canada. In the west, Pridcanx and Sir William Johnson advanced
against Fort Niagara. Along the old battle-ground of the rival nations, which had witnessed more than
once the defeat and disgrace of the invaders, and which lay thickly strewn with their bones, onward towards
the same lovely stretch of lake and wood, Amherst, the commander-in-chief, advanced with a strong column
from Albany against Ticonderoga and Crown Point. Amberst was a man of solid and substantial ability, and
not wanting in the more brilliant qualities which go to make up military genius.  Prudent, watchful and
cautious he was, and with a grip like the lion whose power he represented and supported. To the devoted
and heroic Wolfe was entrusted the capture of Quebec. Montealin saw what he had to expeet when these
three armies should converge upon his inadequate and partly unreliable force; he knew the men with whomn
he had now to deal. Nevertheless he sighed for home, and prepared to resist to the last.

Niagara sustained but a short siege. Prideaux was killed by the bursting of a shell before it had left the
mortar, but the fort was shortly given up to the English. Amherst had in mind the disaster which
Abercrombie had brought upon the British arms the year before, and advanced cautiously upon Ticonderoga.
But there was not much fighting here. Montealm, the presiding spirit in the French defence, had gone to
defend the palladium of their power—the rock-built Quebce. So when Awmherst approached slowly and
grimly the scene of the former disaster, the French probably knew that the British had learned prudence
from the catastrophe which had befallen them. Before Ticonderoga was formally invested, it was evacuated
by the French, and they retreated to Isle-Aux-Noix, at the northern end of Lake Champlain, where they
hoped to guard the way to Montreal. It was evident the French were being driven in upon their centres of
defence. They should see no more of the Ohio valley or of the scenes of strife along this route, where they
had once hoped to check if not humble the power of Britain. One night, while the army of Amherst lay
within a short distance of Ticonderoga, a sullen roar startled the silence of the night, and a column of livid
fire sprang skyward in the direction of the fort. The French had ruined part of the works before they left;
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and the premature explosion preeipitated the destruction which had been intended for the British, who
now passed unresisted over the ground for which they had fought so desperately and so fruitlessly the year
before.

Thus the French power in the west was being rolled backward, und northward, and eastward before the
advaneing armies of Johnson and Amherst. Their hold npon the country around the lakes and the upper St.
Lawrence was virtually shattered. They had now no fortress remaining of sufficient strength to seriously
retard the advanee of the invader. The slow and resolute march of Amherst to Montreal was only a question”
of time. Yet he was slow about it, for it took hiin a year longer than had been hoped. He was a man that
looked carefully baekward as well as forward.  Wherever he went he built a fort, and viewed the result with
a grim complacency. He looked assiduously to his lines of communication. He would have been a hard
man to cut off. It would not have been possible to assail him in the rear. And soin his firm way he
advanced through the western portals of Canada. It had been expected that he would have joined Wolfe
from the west in his assault on Quebee. But Wolfe was left alone to fret out his fiery soul before the lines
and defenees of Montealm, while Amherst’s errand was being but slowly accomplished. But there was good
stuff in Amherst, not untouched with brilliancy, and not every man is a Wolfe.

While the people of Albany witnessed the departure of Amherst’s column—of that last army which
should march northward in their defenece, and which should ensure that henceforth they should dwell in
safety—the harbour of the already vanquished Louisburg presented a lively scene. Ships of war bearing
not Freneh, but knglish eolours, were straining their cables for a northward fligcht, as if conscious of the
iinpetnous spirit they were to conduet to a lasting name among the heroes of England. Transports were
being filled with en, grim and war-worn and reckless of danger, who count war a pastime, and care
not when or how they face the enemy, so be it that the odd figure and dauntless soul of Wolfe be among
them. Perhaps the hard and reckless soldier loved Wolfe all the better for that weakly, shufiling figure
of his, for they well knew what a high and disinterested and kindly soul it carried. He was the soldier’s
friend as well as the soldier’s chief. But an onlooker, as he gazed on the same party of grizzled warriors,
bound upon some desperate adventure, might take the shambling gait of this man who has nothing but a
cane in his hand to be some strange genius of martial proclivities whom they had good-naturedly permitted
to acecompany them. But this was Wolfe; and wherever there was stirring work to be done, he was there all
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uneonscious of how he-looked, unconseious of anything but a eonsuming desire to get at the enemy and
fight it out with them like a man. He had been the moving spirit in the contest which had just resulted
in the downfall of Louisburg. After the surrender, he was sent northward to destroy the little settleinents
of the French, a serviee of which he speaks in language befitting—that is, not very respectable, for Wolfe
often spoke like a soldier, though he did not look very much like one at a distance. His pieture when a
boy represents him as a simpering, open-mouthed, gazing youngster, who had as yet become conseious of
nothing but that it was rather a enrious and funny thing to be in the world anyway. The soul behind
. that face evidently could never learn to be selfish, and it never did. That soft, simpering look gradually
becamne harder and keener and more intense as it dwelt npon deeds of greatness whieh had been echoing
afar off in that young soul, while it smiled at the farce of a eommonplaee life. Wolfe in his boyhood was
distinguished for nothing but shyness and awkwardness. He joined the army at fifteen, and saw a good deal
of service on the continent, and was present in Seotland at the time of the rebellion of 1745. He soon began
to develop the qualities for whieh he was afterwards distinguished.  He rapidly rose to the rank of colonel,
which rank he held when he eame to Louisburg. He was in the thirty-second year of his age. In the
classical sense of the term, Wolfe was a pious man—that is, he was keenly alive to all the material instinets
and duties of humanity. He loved his parents, and his home, and his friends; he was emphatieally one of
them in every event of their lives. He was fond of everything that had animate existenee, and loved all the
pets about the place. He was simple and direet in thought and act, and had no seeondary motives which
it were better to conceal from the world. In faet, he had nothing to conceal, and the world knew it and
loved him for it. He eannot be said to have been actuated by a motive at all ; he just acted naturally, and,
as was his nature, so were his aets, noble and disinterested.  His letters to his mother show that he was a
bright and home-loving and sympathetic son. He was one that everybody liked beeause he never took the
time or the trouble to like himself, and so they did that for him. He liked his friends and he loved his duty,
and his soul was fired by the honour and glory of England. In him were combined gentleness and daring,
which go to make up the truly heroic sonl, and whose union in the same charaeter has many exemplifieations
in British history. He was literally without fear and without reproach. One cannot imagine Wolfe to be
guilty of a dishonourable act.

Towards the end of June, the British fleet, consisting of about fifty sail, anchored off the Island of
§

e
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Orleans, in full view of Quebee. They had sailed from Louisburg a week or two before, and, as Parkman
says, “ the Indian from the summit of Cape Enfumé might have seen, as he looked far out to sea, the white
wings of the British fleet, as it swept northward on its errand of destruction.” They had come through the
channcel to the northward of the Island of Orleans, and thus disappointed the expectations of the French,
who, on account of the intricacy of the channel and the danger of its navigation, had left it undefended.
But no surmountable danger could batlle the skill and daring of the men who now directed the movements
of the British. Captain Cook, the famous navigator, was an officer in the naval force, and to him was
entrusted the task of surveying the channel, which was done with an accuracy and efliciency which has not
been excelled since. But his services were not always in demand. The skill and daring of some of the
masters of ships made his work in some instances unnecessary. A story is told of the master of one of the
transports, a jolly, rough-and-ready old salt, who ran the channel himself in contempt of all soundings and
bearings.  He scemed to have been gifted with some instinet which told him how deep the water was while
standing in the bows of his ship.  The oflicer who relates the story says, “I was standing beside this son of
Neptune, and, as we passed the surveying boats who were displaying signals for the guidapce of the ships,
and volunteering information, the old fellow would eall out, * All right, my hearty, this is d d dangerous
navigation, isn't it ¢ Make it as bad as you can now, or you won’t get any credit for it in England’ Then
turning to me he would point out where the deep water was, and where it was shallow—he said he knew by
the colour of the water—at the same time shouting direetions to the mate at the wheel. I was in terror for
the safety of our own frigate, which was directly in his wake, but by some means or other we all got safely
through.”

Under Wolfe were Generals Moneton, Townsend and Murray. Admiral Saunders had command of the
fleet, which proved an arduous and irritating duty, and which was performed in an cfficient and vigilant
manner. Now that Wolfe had reached the scene of his intended operations, the prospeet before him was not
encouraging. Standing on the western limit of the Island of Orleans, he saw at about five miles’ distance the
city for whose possession he had come to fight. Had he come to view the magnificent prospect, his would
have been a pleasanter mission.  Before him and on either hand rolled the stately river, expanding to the
westward into a wide basin surrounded by shores as grand and imposing as ever rejoiced the sight of man.
But his was a mission sterner than that of a lover of Nature in her magnificent adornments. He had come

3









THE SEVEN YEARS WAR. 115

on no miission of peace or meditation, but on that of war and conquest and retribution ; and as his practised
eye swept the circuit of the expanse of water before him, he saw how invulnerable was the position of the
enemy. Cominencing two miles below him on his right, at the mouth of the Montmorency, and stretehing
eight miles up the left bank of the river to the mnouth of the St. Charles, extended a continuous line of French
batteries and entrenchments crowded with defenders. All along in front of these the water was so shallow
that no landing could be effected in force sufficient to accomplish any result. The shore was flat and muddy,
and dangerous to troops attempting an assault, as was afterwards shewn. The mouth of the St. Charles, just
below the city, was guarded by heavy guns placed on a platform of sunken vessels. Before him, on the steep
northern bank of the St. Lawrence, the city frowned defiance from its rock-built citadel. Above the city, for
about another eight miles, as far as Cape Rouge, every available landing-place was strongly fortified. Behind
these entrenchments, and guarding the various approaches to the city, were thirteen thousand Frenchmen of
all ages, from the boy of thirteen to the old man of seventy. These people had left their fields untilled, or to
be tilled by women, and had come to defend their country from the stern aggressors whose ships darkened
the bosom of their native river. The French had negleeted to fortify the western end of the Isle of Orleans,
and Point Levis and the shore immediately above it were without defence. The reason for this does not
appear. Had these points been protected, it is difficnlt to see how the English could have eftected a lodgment
at all in the neighbourhood of Quebce. But the French were not in suflieient force to do everything; and
by the time their defences were inanned on the north side of the river, their force was spent. They had
done all that flesh and blood could do for the defence of their country, and must now trust to themselves
and the skill and devotion of their leader for the result. But the heart goes out in sympathy towards those
lean and half-starved men and boys, manning their parapets as best they could, and fighting and watching
and working day and night through that long and dismal summer, in hope that the relentless invader would
be forced to relax his grasp and sail away again.

The prospect for Wolfe was discouraging enough. His force was inadequate to the task before him.
He had only half the armament employed in the reduction of Louisburg, a much weaker place. ~Nothing
could be effected but by some bold and determined movement; but where was he to strike ? The enemy
shewed him no vulnerable point, and kept carefully within their lines. The expected help from Amherst
was not to arrive; he was busy building forts in the woods two hundred miles distant, and had not yet
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cleared the way for his advance. So Wolfe was left to his own resources. He landed his seven thousand
men on the point of the island, entrenched them there, and then took possession of Point Levis and the
adjacent shore. By these movements the tleet was secured and anchored out of reach of the enemy’s guns
in the lower part of the basin.

But the Freneh meanwhile were not idle.  They were devising schemes for the destruction of the British
fleet. One dark night six fire-ships well provided with old cannon loaded to the muzzle with odd scraps of every
kind, with tar and turpentine, and powder and bombs, with slow matches attached, were set adrift in the -
river that they might tloat down among the English ships and destroy them. Several attempts of this
nature were made, so that it became the duty of the seamen to be on the lookout for fire-ships. The first
attempt was frustrated by the explosion occurring before the fireships reached the neighbourhood of the fleet.
The erash of the explosion and the livid flames that 1it up the darkness told what it meant, and the sailors
got into their boats and towed the fragments out of the way of doing harin, so that no damnage was done.
But this was not the last attempt of the kind. The most formidable of all was the preparation of an immense
tloat, or raft, composed of old hulks and rafts ehained tozether till it rcached a length of seven or eight
hundred feet. This was loaded with combustibles of every nature, set on fire, and sent adrift. Slowly but
surely it is making dircetly for the anehored fleet. But the sailors, seeing that this is the most dangerous
thing of the kind they have yet had to deal with, inake: the more desperate efforts to tow this tloating: Erebus
to one side. It is a hard and tough pull, but it is accomplished in safety. One of these tough old mariners,
regarding with a sigh of relief the now harmless engine of destruction, says to his companion, “ Hark ye,
Jack ! didst ever take hell in tow before 2”

From his batteries on the south side of the river, Wolfe assailed the town with shot and shell. Much of
the town was laid in ruins, and the people who were not engaged in the defence fled into the country. But
this did not help him to the possession of the fortifications. The citadel still held out against him as stoutly
as ever. He tried to draw the enemy from his entrenchments, but to no purpose. Montealm had no stomach
for fighting where he had nothing to gain but all to risk. He looked to his defences and hoped to wear out
Wolfe’s patience, and to see the British draw off their forces and sail down the river. And he did in a sense
wear out Wolfe's patience, not to the extent of causing him to give over his enterprise, but his impetuous soul
chafed from day to day under the discouraging and inactive position in which Montealm’s policy placed him,
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At length, he landed a body of men below the Montmorency and there encamped them. He had some hope of
attacking Montcalm by crossing the river and taking their line of defence in flank. But the attempt was
unsuccessful. The banks of the river were almost inaccessible, and the fords were carefully guarded. Some
~ attempts were made to cross, but the French and Indians were able to prevent any lodgment being made, and
the attack from this point was given up as impracticable. Then he resolved upon a more general and
determined movement. While the batteries on Point Levis were cannonading the IFrench lines, to create a
diversion, a flotilla of barges carried a strong force to the Beauport flats, just above the mouth of the
Montmorency. Here there was great difficulty in landing, owing to the shallowness of the water and the soft
nature of the ground. Still, with considerable loss, being under a heavy fire, the troops were landed and
formed upon the slippery shore. It was his objeet now to attack the French lines direetly in front, drive
them from their entrenchments, establish himself there, and then break up their defences in detail along the
bank of the river towards Quebce. The grenadiers, who had been first landed, being under a galling fire
from the French, were impatient of delay, and, eager for the contest, dashed up the steep bank without
waiting for orders, and before the order of attack had been formed. The aseent, ditlicult at best, was rendered
more so by a sudden shower of rain. The men slipped and stummbled, and many of them fell before the
destructive fire which the enemy poured upon them. At last they were compelled to retreat to their boats,
losing four hundred of their number before they were again out of the French fire. Wolfe's sensitive and
ambitious spirit chafed under this disaster. He lay ill of a raging fever from whieh he did not reeover for
days. In his general orders he administered a severe rebuke to the grenadiers, by whose unsoldierly conduct
the disaster was in great measure occasioned; but that could, not remedy what was lost. The FKrench were
now exultant, and thought that the English must give up the contest. They considered themselves safe for
that season at least. But Montcalm himself was not so confident, and did not place the departure of the
English at so early a date as did Vaudreuil and others of his countrymen.

For Wolfe the prospect was dismal enough. His reputation was staked upon the result of the e\pedltlon
and to one of his high soul and keen ambition it is easy to understand how keenly he felt this. Three months
had now passed before Quebec, and less than nothing had been accomplished. No man could have done more
than he had done, but Wolfe was a man who thought that even impossibilities ought to be conquered when
they lay in his way. He had in him no thought of failure—the word was not in his vocabulary ; hence, when
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he met it, the prond spirit could not accept it, He was so whole-souled in his work, he gave himself so
unreservedly to it, that the cruelty of disappointment was more than he could bear. And so he lay sick,
his followers grew disheartened, and the capture of Quebec seemed to be farther off than ever. All this is
the reading between the lines in a heroic life.  Fame reads the poem, or adinires the picture, or glories in the
vietory, but it knows not the long hours and days and years of trial and suffering and defeat that lead to the
result. “I would give twenty years of my life if T eould make a speech like that,” said a friend to an orator.
“It has cost me all my life,” was the reply. And so is it with all great deeds—they cost a life, and often a
death, as in Wolfe's ease.

The end of August was now rapidly approaching. A ecouncil of war was called, and it was suggested that
while a portion of the army should engage the attention of the French, the main body should be landed at
some accessible point, if such could be found above the city, climb the heights and give battle to Montcalm on
the plain above.  Who first suggested this plan is not accurately known ; it has been attributed, with a fair
degree of evidence in his favour, to General Townsend.

General Murray's eamp was situated on the Island of Orleans; another encampment had been formed to
the eastward of the Montmorency, and General Moncton with his division was quartered at Point Levis. Part
of the forces were left to man the batteries at Point Levis, and opposite the Beauport shore below the
Montmoreney, while the main body were embarked on board the transports, in readiness to be landed where
it should be deemed practicable. The French, sceing the embarkation, deemed that the English were now
about to depart, and began to breathe more freely; but they were disconcerted and kept on the alert by a
tremendous eannonade from Point Levis and from the fleet opposite the Beauport shore. They were rendered
still more uneasy by the movements of the ships after the troops had been embarked. These kept moving up
and down the river with the tide for a distance of five or six miles, with the intention of dissipating the
attention of the French from any given point—and the intended result was cffected. The enemy could not
make ont what was intended, and Bougainville, who had command of the forces in that part of the defences,
was sorely harassed and perplexed. His men were kept on the alert day and night, and were compelled to
follow the ships up and down the shore in order to properly fulfil the duty assigned to them. At length a
spot was fixed upon at which it was deemed a landing might be effected and the ascent of the heights made.
It is said that Wolfe himself first discovered the little path at the foot of the height, at the cove which now
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bears his name ; and it was determined to attempt the aseent at this point. The strietest seerecy was observed
in order to coneeal the real intention from the enemy.

It often seems that when a thing is to happen, numerous eoineidenees oceur which might have been at
any other time subversive of each other. On the night upon whieh it was determined to attempt the asecent,
Bougainville had negleeted to follow the movements of the ships. His men were tired out; and the ships
had passed up and down so often before without any result, that he probably conceived that the same thing
would occur again. Consequently the men were allowed to remain in their quarters at their respeetive posts,
the greater number being seven or eight miles above Quebee. This was one eircumstanee that faeilitated
the landing at Wolfe’s Cove that night and in the early morning. Again, a convoy of supply boats was to
deseend the river that night. It was seen that it would be possible to deeeive the enemy by answering the
challenge of the sentries for them if the deseent of the river eould be made before then. Andin the third
place, they had learned the eountersign from a deserter. So events had eonspired to render the ascent of the
bank possible, if ever it were to be possible.

On the 12th of September, the ships had drifted up with the tide to a point nearly opposite the
outermost entrenchments of the Freneh. The foilowing night was elear and starlight. At nine o'eloek the
first division of the army, sixteen hundred strong, began silently to embark in flat-bottomed boats. When
all was ready, they were east loose and began their fateful passage down the river. Not a word was spoken.
As they floated with the tide, we are told, Wolfe repeated to the officers seated with him “ Gray’s Elegy in a
Country Churchyard.” His surcharged soul, no doubt, was seeking expression in some words of deep emotion
other than those of war and its harsh suggestings. A wile above their intended landing-place was a guard
stationed on the heights above. Immediately beneath there walked to and fro a sentinel on the beach. When
the leading boats came gliding through the darkness, his sharp ehallenge rang out upon the night air. “La
France,” was the ready response from an officer of the 78th Highlanders. The sentinel took threm for the
expected supply boats, and they were allowed to pass without being detected. Arrived at the destined spot,
they were again challenged, and the same answer given, so that it was some time before the French
understood that they had to deal with enemies. Some of the leading boats, conveying the light ecompany of
the Highlanders, were swept by the current past the foot of the narrow path ehosen for the ascent, and
drifted directly ashore. The men sprang right at the face of the preeipice, and began to scramble np, holding
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on by the rocks and branches of trees. In the meantime other boats had landed at the proper place, and the
ascent was begun. The guard at the head of the path had now become thoroughly alarmed, and began to
comprehend that they had been surprised.  In their confusion they offered but slight resistance. They were
commanded by M. Vergar, the same who had surrendered Beausejour to the English, and who had afterwards
been tried for eowardice. Ile probably remembered that now, for he stood his ground and fired at one of the
leading assailants, but was instantly overpowered and made prisoner. Still he had here negleeted his duty.
Of the guard whieh he commanded, he had allowed a part to go to their homes, and the wateh which he kept
was not vigilant.  Yet he probably was in the same position that many others were that night who kept
guard upon the heights, for the Freneh were all taken by surprise as well as he.  Wolfe said to an officer by
his side, looking in smiling despair at the dark height towering over their heads, “Do you think we shall ever
get up ¢ and addressed his long limbs to the task before him. Poor fellow ! He had said, after repeating
“Gray's Elegy,” 1 had rather be the author of that beautiful poem than tuke Quebec.” 1If he had known
what people think now, perhaps he would not have said that. There is a wide diflerenec between the
querulous and fame-covetous Gray, who wrote his own epitaph, and this man who thought only of his duty
and of his friends, who fought a battle whieh, eonsidering the number of men engaged, was little more than
a skirmish, yet ranks among the historie battles of Great Britain.

A suflicient number of men had soon asecended to render their position for the time being secure. They
established themselves in the defenees which the Freneh had oecupied, and drove off some small parties of
the enemy from the neighbouring points of defence. Meantime the way up the height had been partially
cleared, and the aseent was easier. All the remainder of the night the men toiled up that narrow path, and
when the sun rose, Wolfe, with nearly five thousand men formed in line of battle, stood upon the Plains of
Abraham. His right rested upon the brink of the height, and the line extended landward in a direction
nearly at right angles to the shore. Wolfe's ardent spirit was now satisfied. With that line of grim veterans
he knew that Montcalm would be foreed to try conelusions, and he had not mueh fear for the result. In stern
expectation they awaited further developments. Their line of battle was about a mile from the walls of the
city, and the attack would doubtless come from that direction.

In the meantime Montcalin was all unconseious of their presence upon the Plains of Abraham. He was
with the forces on the east side of the St. Charles, and did not hear of the aseent of the British until after the
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sun had risen. He did not believe that it could be true. Hurrying across the St. Charles, he hastily pressed
through the city with all the forces at his disposal, with the determination to attack the British lines at once.
On this eventful morning he seems to have lost his usual calmness and self-command. The surprise was so
unexpected, and the sense of his being out-witted was so heavy upon him, that his vehement and reckless
attack can readily be understood. He did not wait for the co-operation of Vaudreuil, who had two thousand
men or more at his disposal farther down the river. The British line was between him and Bougainville, who
had an equal number of men in the upper defences, and who might have created a diversion in his favour had
he had time allowed him to collect his thoughts. No doubt, if he had judgment and reason enough left to
think clearly on the subject, he depended upon his regular troops to destroy the British line, for he knew that
the colonists and Indians were comparatively useless in the struggle which was now impending.  Issuing
through the western wall of the city, followed by regulars, colonists and Indians, and hastily forming an order
of attack, he advanced precipitately upon that silent red line which stretched as motionless as a wall before
him. The British lion has long been battied of his prey, but now he is erouching to the spring, and let these
gay French lilies beware how they approach him, lest they be crushed beneath the sudden stroke of his
vengeful paw.

The colonists and Indians take to cover as they advance, after their usual manner ; but the ground is for
the most part clear, and offers them but scant opportunity. The regulars, headed by Montealn, advance in
firm and compact order. Amnon an incessant fire from the Indians and French skirmishers begins to gall the
British ranks. This fire quickens and thickens as they press their way forward. Anon is heard the more
* regular rattle of muskety, as the French regiments come within range, and the firc has now become general
along the whole line.

Still that silent line stands fast and makes no sign. As the men fall thick and fast out of their ranks,
their comrades move grimly shoulder to shoulder, and stand stern and pale, with the lurid light of battle
gleaming in every war-gnarled face. Wolfe hurries from rank to rank, exhorting the men to stand fast and
reserve their fire until the enemy are within fifty yards. Stationed now at the head of the 28th, he is struck
in the wrist. Wrapping a handkerchief around the wound, he walks again along the line, and the intense
and anxious look upon his face tells how much he has that moment at stake. But these men will not fail himn.
Onward and onward come the French. shouting and gesticulating, and in bad order for the most part—till on
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a sudden there ring out along the British line stern words of command. A clatter of arms is heard. Down
sweeps the line of bayonets in front, and out rings a volley distinet as a single shot. The old Lion of the Sea
has sprung from his lair at last, with that growl of musketry, and has struck down the power of France with
a single blow. That volley placed Britain where she is now. Had it never been fired in such a manner as
it was, she might still have been struggling with France for colonial supremacy.

The French attack suddenly blenehed—it fell withered before that terrible valley. The colonists and
Indians had never faced suech doings as these, and they turned their baeks and fled. The regulars, with
Monteaha at their head, strove to re-form their shattered ranks and show a front of battle. But it was all in
vain.  Another and another shower of deadly hail fell upon them and swept away every formation. The
whole French line now fell baek, und, aided hy a redoubt, Montealm sueceeded in onee more presenting to
the encmy some semblanee of u battle-front.  But it was useless; the ardour of the British could no longer
be restrained.  They advaneed wore and more rapidly till they broke into a wild charge and drove the enemy
before them at all points.

In the meantime Wolfe had been struek in the body, this timme by a bullet from the redoubt, fired, it is
said, by a deserter whom Wolfe had degraded for cruelty to a soldier. The last wound was mortal. He
reeled and was about to fall, and said to a grenadier oflicer who was near, “ Support me, that my brave
fellows may not see me fall”  But presently he sunk and was carried to the rear, and lay back apparently
lifeless save for an oceasional groan.  Seeing the French breaking in disorder and flying in all directions, one
near him exelaimed, “See! they run!” Raising himself as from sleep, the dying man asked eagerly, “ Who
run ?”  **The Freneh, sir,” was the answer: “they give way in all directions.” “Then, God be praised! T -
die in peace,” said Wolfe, and added, “ Go one of you to Captain Burton ; tell him to march the 28th with all
speed down to the St. Charles river to cut off the retreat.” These were his last words and his last order.

Montealm during this time had been also mortally wounded, but still remained on horseback and was
borne with the crowd of fugitives towards the eity and through the gate. As he rode through the streets he
was followed by weeping women, to whom he spoke words of comfort and encouragement. We have already
seen how and where he was buried. It is not certain where he died—either in one of the houses of the city
or in the convent of the Ursulines. When told that his wound was mortal, he said, “So much the better; I
shall not live to see the surrender of Quebec.”” Some of his subordinates sent to him for orders; he returned
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for answer that they might manage affairs as they pleased; he had no orders to give, he had things of more
importance to arrange. So died Montcahn, the hero of Canada, nor was he the only hero. The tale of the
French in Ameriea is replete with the record of heroisin and true devotion, though it is at the same time
sullied with cruel extortion and financial ignominy. The intendant Bigot was tried for injustice and rapacity.
Even during the last struggle with the British, when everyone was called npon to make sacrifiees for his
country, this man was enriching himself by swindling the Government and robbing the people whose interests
it was his duty to protect. He had charge of the king’s stores. Out of these the army was supplied with
food and clothing. These stores he bought from the people at a miserable priee in the king’s name. He paid
for these in worthless paper money, and then in his acecounts eharged the king twiece or thrice their original
price. Some accounts he fabricated. He put in his own pocket money intended for the repair of the forts.
When he returned to France after the surrender of Canada he was imprisoned in the Bastile, compelled to
refund large sums of money, and was finally banished for life. This man’s earcer, and that of many others
like him cf less note, presents the weak side of Canada.

Wolfe’s body was embalmed and sent to England to be buried in the little Kentish village of Westerham,
where his widowed mother lived and where his father had died but a few months before. The eoftin was
escorted by a guard of honour to the shore, minute-guns were fired and flugs were hoisted half-mast high, and
the veterans followed grieving sincerely for their young friend whose honour they had so well sustained in
battle. There were illuminations, ringing of bells and firing of salutes all over England when tidings eame
of the victory of Quebec—everywhere except in bis native village. Feelings of mingled joy and grief
agitated the nation: joy for the splendid victory, grief for the dead hero. The military annals of Ingland
present no more interesting tale of heroie self-endurance and dauntless courage in the presence of every
difficulty, than the story of Wolfe’s conduct before Quebee.

The French power in Canadu was now broken, but it was not destroyed; yet it was evident that the end
was not far off General Townsend, upon whom the command now devolved, dragged his artillery up the
banks for an assault upon the walls. The city had been reduced to a mass of ruins by the English
bombardment. The people were in a state of starvation. Four days after the battle was fought, the city
surrendered. The standard of France fluttered sadly down from the citadel of St. Louis, and the blended
crosses of St, George and St. Andrew have been floating over that grim fortress ever sinee, as it thrusts its
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giant fist out into the St. Lawrence, the palladium of Canada. So ends the ideal, romantic past and begins
the prosaic, practical present. Still the fancy wanders back to the time when under the French it held high
command over their ancient colony. Here the men of a great and gallunt nation have done great and gallant
deeds, and their record is not and never shall be lost.

Quebec was now in English hands, but the remnants of the French armies were hovering near seeking
for an opportunity to reeapture it. These relics of their army and the forces in and about Montreal were all
that remained to them of their power. Larly in the following spring De Levi, at the head of seven theusand
men, made an attack upon Quebec.  General Murray, who had command in the city, mmarched out with half
the number of men to meet him in the open field. The half-melted snow lay deep upon the ground, and
Murray’s artillery was so impeded thereby that it was useless. The struggle was long and hard, but the
British at last retreated with the loss of all their guns and many men, and took shelter behind the walls.
But the leading spirits on both sides were gone, and the blows which were struck were comparatively feeble
and spiritless.  So, with the English in the eity and the French hovering in the neighbourhoed of Cape
Rouge, it only remained to be seen what developments the spring might disclose. If reinforcements reached
the English first, their possession of the city would be seeured. 1f snccour first reached the Freneh, they might
still reeapture Quebee.  Se the river was anxiously watehed te see what flag it weuld first bear upward on
its bosom At length the first ship of the season appeared, and hoisted the tlag of England. De Levi
hastily retreated and left his baggage behind him, and the fate of Quebee was decided. The ship was the
leading frigate of an English squadren.

As early in the spring as military operations were practicable, the inflexible Amherst, having looked well
to his forts and to his rear, began to eoncentrate his forces upon Montreal. Resistance was useless, yet some
show of it wus attempted. Governor Vaudreuil, a theoretic and didactic soldicr as he had always been, and
General De Levi gathered all their forees in this last centre of the French power. But a large portion of
their army eonsisted of militia who new little cared who should be their masters. They had been half-starved
and maltreated under French mle, and deserted in large numbers to provide for their famishing families.
All the outposts were soon taken by the British, and three armies, numbering in all twenty thousand men,
closed in upon them, Vaudreuil, after all his exhibitions of self-importance and vanity, saw at length the
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DESCRIPTION OF THE TOWN AND FORTRESS OF LOUISBURG.

“T "HE Frenchman, since the birth of modern France, has been instinctively a soldier. His love of
r country, and his love of glory and distinction, have brought about this result. He is not ambitious
in the same sense that the Briton is ambitious. We are ambitious from a desire of profit, or
a sense of power. The Frenchman is ambitious from a sense of national glory. And he has done
wonderful things under the domination of this passion.  France has displayed a vitality, an ever-renewing
youth, an irrepressibleness, a self-sacrifice and self-devotion which no other nation in the world has
approached—and the love of Franee has done it all.  More than onee she has stood against a world in arms,
and as from a common eentre her armies have diverged and swept to her frontiers, and driven the nations
before her like chafll  Perhaps she will do that again. So the Frenchman is by nature and tradition a
soldier.  And he has always understood the art of war. The quickness and ingenuity of the Celtic mind
has mastered the details of warfare so that he seldom blunders or wastes his strength for naught. He also
loves beauty and effect in small things and in great. Hence he had an eye. for the picturesque and striking,
as well as for the practical, in all that he did. In obedience to his ilitary instinet, he knew what places
should be the eentre of his power and intluence. He knew a commanding site or position when he saw it,
and did not fail to utilize it, and it was all the more grateful to him if it was at the same time clothed with
beauty or touched with romance.

The fortified posts which he held in Canada, while occupying convenient and commanding positions,
were all marked with wonderful beauty. The St. John River, Annapolis, La Have, Louisburg, Quebee,
Montreal, Niagara, Champlain and Lake George are all scenes of wondrous natural adornment. The
Frenchman loves beauty everywhere, at home and in the field, in the cottage and in the palace, in grim
fortalice and gorgeous shrine, and it remained for the sons of the Goth and the Viking, the baresark
iconoclasts, if not to ravage, at least to trample upon and ignore, the beauty that he had found. If the good,
the beautiful, aud the true are the three desirable things, it must be confessed that the Frenchman always
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sought the second of these, and so, unconsciously to himself, perhaps, but yet not the less truly, worshipped
with no mean devotion at the shrine of her more exalted sisters. The worst beauty is not wholly bad—
the best beauty is not here—and so Frenchman, Englishman, all men under the sun, worship—what ?
Either the sad relics of a beauty which was once transcendent in the spring-tide of humanity, or the scant
sketchings of that eternal beauty whose dawn shimmers on the yet far distant heights of the everlasting
glory. God grant it may be the latter.

The most important, though not the most beautiful, of all the French posts in Acadia, was Lonisburg.
There is nothing grand, imposing or magnificent about the site of Louisburg; but, were it not for the sense
of desolation that broods over the relics of the old fortress, and for the unsightly traces of destruction
everywhere visible, it would still be beautiful. As you sail past it, it looks from the scaward side as if great
things have been done there. The ruins of the citadel are distinetly visible from the ocean, and the whole
aspect of the sea-fretted environments gives one an idea of security and strength. Yet, upon a closer view,
it is seen that Louisburg did not occupy a commanding position. The situation was strong, but not imnposing.
The site of the fortification was low, and the massive ramparts did not rise to a great height above the sea
level. Louisburg owed its strength to its position, not to its elevation; and even its position was not
impregnable. It was commanded from the south by a rocky eminence called Black Roek, which was never
fortified, and again on the south-west by a succession of rolling hills of a moderate height, known as the
Green Hills. Indeed, it was by means of these that the invaders in both sieges were enabled to advance
their batteries close to the ramparts and complete their work of destruction. The only practicable
approaches to the walls on the landward side were from the direction of these hills, or close along the shore
in the direction of Black Rock, and both of these were taken advantage of by Amherst during the second
siege. For the most part an impassable bog extended close against the glacis, rendering the construction of
batteries at those points impracticable. In these morasses lay the greatest security of Louisburg; but they
did not form a continuous belt of defence, as we have seen, so that the place was vulnerable from the land
side. Indeed, it was from the landward side that Louisburg was taken in both sieges; from this direction its
defences were so crippled asto be incapable of further resistance. Had the defence of the Grand Battery been
properly maintained, and had Lighthouse Point and the rocky heights in its rear been fortified, the place
must have been completely unassailable by sea, and its only vulnerable points would then have been those
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from whiech Amherst advanced his trenches. But the defenece in both cases was weakly condueted. The
Grand Battery, the basis of the whole landward pesition, was in both cases allowed to fall inte the enemy’s
hands without striking a blow. The occupation of Lighthouse Point was the next natural object in the
plan of an invader, and thence the Island Battery was easily rendered useless, and the strength of Louisburg
was shattered.

During the second siege the fleet lay idle and dismantled in the harbour, much to the disgust of the more
enterprising and courageous of their own officers. Their ships might have done inuch to impede the besiegers
in their movenents. It was found necessary to ereet a battery with the special object of resisting one little
frigate that kept annoying the intrenching parties. The captain of this vessel, who afterwards managed the
construction of tire-ships at Quebec, seems to have been an able and daring officer, and swore roundly at the
ineapacity of those who directed—or rather failed to dircct—the naval movements at Louisburg. They seem
to have taken it for granted that the strength of the British fleet and their national prestige upon the sea
oave them the advantage, and they never made an effort to use their own ships. So the maritimne supremacy
of England gave her the advantage in both sieges. But the internal weakness of the French, from causes
which we have already discussed, was the greatest weakness of all. The eolonial Frenchman was an
oppressed, spiritless and down-trodden mnan en the one side, and the colonial official was a mercenary and
corrupt oppressor. We are told the defences of Louisburg cost in our money five or six millions of dollars,
whieh means about three times that value in our time. But it is not likely that half that value found its way
into the defences of Louisburg. From the condition in which the Americans found the Grand Battery—which
seems to have been a fair sample of how their work was dene—it may be inferred that the fortifications of
Louisburg were at the best in no condition to sustain a vigorous bombardment. The design of the works was
magniticent—the military knowledge of the nation ensured that result—but the execution was defective, done
with poor material, and never kept in repair. Money which should have gone to strengthen the defences
found its way into the pockets of weak and ridiculous officials, who danced it away regardless of the king's
and the colony’s interests. In fact, we are told that the garrison mutinied because they had reccived no
pay for work done on the fortifications. This money they must have been promised, or its non-payment
would not have produced a mutiny. There is always some story to tell about the decaying state of the
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defences. Just before the English capture of the place, we are again told that Louisburg was not prepared
for a siege. One fails to understand how this could be, if everyone had been doing anything like his duty.
It had only recently been given back to them: it had been strengthened and rendered more invalnerable than
ever, we are told; and besides it was a time of war, and they might expeet an attack at any moment—indeed,
the British forces had been threatening them with destruction during the preceding summer or two—and yet
it is said that “the stone-work of the ramparts had in many places fallen into the ditches; the earthen
embankments were broken down, and” (worse than all) “many of the eannon were mounted on earriages so
rotten that they could not bear the shock of discharge” All this sounds very strangely in the case of a
fortress in which the first stone had been laid less than forty years before, and whieh had been repaired and
strengthened but seven years previously. The quarry from whieh the I'reneh procured their stone is at Black
Rock. Quantities of this material are lying there still, probably very much as they left them. The stones
are broken off in small, irregular masses, and it is evident from the ruins of the walls that they were built of
material of the same description. There was evidently no attempt made to face them with hewn stone of any
size, and we are told that the mortar used in cementing this inconsistent mass of material was of a very
poor quality; so we ean readily believe that the English bombardment brought these erumbling defences
down in masses. On the other hand, it has been said that while the English had possession of Louisburg, from
1745 to 1749, much labour and expense were inenrred in repairing the works, which had sustained but slight
damage during the siege. It is said that the bomnb-proof ecasements were construeted by the English. But
this could not have been so. The casements were in existence at the time of the first siege, for we are told
that the women and children had been sheltered in them. Again, Louisburg was not a place in the oceupation
of which the English ever took mueh interest, and it is not at all probable that the New Englanders
strengthened the works beyond repairing the damages which their own bombardment had effected. The
changes could not have been of sufficient importance to alter the general charaeter of the workmanship.
New France was without doubt labouring under the samé disadvantages as those which burdened the mother
country. There were dissolute and profligate rulers, and an oppressed and indigent people; and the war
department not being under the control of those whose interest it was to strive for its honour and glory, it

was allowed to fall into neglect and decay. The genius and the spirit of French institutions had not developed
9



130 CAPE BRETON ILLUSTRATED.

a race suitable for eolonization. In fact, it inay be said that no éo]onies, not even English colonies, that have
been originated under government control and supervision, have been as vigorons and prosperous as those
which have been founded by the spontaneous energy and enterprise of the people.

It may be said, then, that though technieally Louisburg was a magnificent fortress, in practical detail
it was weak, and the cause is to be found in the want of thoroughness whieh characterized the colonizing
system of France. The Government of Cape Breton, we are told, was modelled after that of Canada. Tt
eonsisted of a Governor or Commandant, a Commissary or Intendant, a Supreme Council, and Inferior
Court or Bailiwiek, and a Court of Admiralty.

“The Governor had the direction of all the affairs relating to the security of the colony, and the
command of the military establishment, consisting of the King's Lieutenant, a Major, and Aid-Major, a
regiment of French regulars, and two companies of the Swiss Regiment of Honour.” This was in the year
1740.

“The Intendant had charge of the military ehest, ammunition, provisions and stores of all kinds. He
was entrusted with the administration of justice in civil matters, and could at any time call upon the
Governor for the aid of the military to earry out the decisions of the Courts if necessary.”

“ In many important matters, such as the direction of the police, the granting of lands, the erection of
fortifications, and the maintenance of religion and order, the Governor and Intendant possessed equal and
joint authority. This arrangement, as Pichon justly observes, is suitable only to such countries as are within
reach of the eye of the sovereign; for should there happen to be any elashing between these officers, it would
lay a foundation for a perpetual quarrel and animosity if either of them should not be thoroughly honest ;
and much more so, if neither of them was endued with a disposition to promote the publie good.”

“ The Supreme Council was eomposed of the Governor, the Lieutenant-Governor (or King's Lieutenant),
the Intendant, the Attorney-General, and four or five other persons chosen from among the merchants of
Louisburg. This Council, of which the Intendant was president, was entrusted with the administration of
justice throughout the colony aud its dependencies.”

“The Inferior Court, or Bailiwick, was composed of a Jjudge, the Attorney-General, a secretary and a
tipstaff. Its jurisdiction was chietly confined to such matters as came under the cognizance of the police of
the colony.”
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“The Admiralty Court consisted of a licutenant, the Attorney-General, a elerk, and a tipstaff. Its
principal duties werc the prevention of illicit commerce, the entry and clearance of merchandise, and visiting
and examining cargoes that arrived from foreign parts.”

Six missionaries superintended the spiritual affairs of the eolony. These were assisted by six brothers,
or friars, who had charge of the hospital. Nuns from Quebec superintended the education of young females.
The Abbé Maillard had charge of the Indians of Cape Breton and St. John’s Islands.  Ullva says the Indians
he saw at Louisburg “not only resemble those of Peru in complexion, but there is also a considerable affinity
betwixt their manners and eustoms; the only visible difference is in the stature, and in this the advantage
lies on the side of the inhabitants of these northern elimates. They were not absolutely subject to the king
of Franee—they acknowledged him lord of the country, but did not alter their mode of living or submit to
his laws. So far from paying tribute, they received annually from Franee a quantity of apparel, gunpowder,
muskets, brandy, and several kinds of tools, to keep them quiet and attached to Freneh interests. To this
end priests were sent among them to instruct them in the Christian religion and to perforin divine serviee,
and all the other offices of the Chureh, as baptisms, burials, ete. And as the end to be answered was of the
highest importance to Freneh comnmeree, the persons ehosen for these expeditions were men of parts, eloention,
graceful carriage, and irreproachable lives; and accordingly they behaved with that prudence, condescension
and gentleness towards the Indians under their eare, that, besides the universal veneration paid to their
presence, their converts looked upon them as their fathers, and with all the tenderness of filial afteetion
shared with them what they caught in hunting, and the produce of their fields.”” These Indians sometimes
hired themnselves to the merchants when they came to Louisburg, but the untamable nature of the red man
was then, as now, impatient of restraint. They sought again their wild life, often accompanied by the
faithful missionary from place to place. Yet such are the paradoxes in human nature, that this same
affectionate father often incited them against their enemies, and winked at the most horrible atrocities
committed by them. Pichon says they taught the poor savages that the English “ were enemies of God and
companions of the devil, and since they did not adopt the same way of thinking as the Freneh, it was their
duty to do them as much mischief as possible.” But Pichon is not at all times a candid authority, as becomes
one of his principles, but is at times evidently prejudiced against his own eountrymen, and puts their ease in
the most unfavourable light. That there were notorious examples of the above conduct is undoubtedly
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true. There are good and bad in all elasses, and, no doubt, examples of both were to be found among the
early French missionaries. We are told that even the Abbé Maillard himself, who had gone to St. John's
Island after the fall of Louisburg, endeavoured to induce the Indians of that island to go and attack six
English houses which had been built outside the town.

In approaching Louisburg by sea from the westward, the first prominent object that attracts the eye is
Guyon Island, situated a mile or two to the westward of Gabarus Point. The southern shore of Cape “Breton
is comparatively tame and uninteresting in its western part, but grows wilder and more rugged as we go
eastward.  From Guyon lsland to Scatari it is literally a “stern and rock-bound coast.” The angry surf is
forever fretting the grim and forbidding shore.  The coast, though not high, is extremely rugged and
broken, and as you get nearer and nearer Louisburg, you somehow get the impression that once upon a time
strength and protection sat entrenched behind the barricade of these ocean-beat rocks; you ean fancy that
even now the little tishing-craft are ghiding in and out of the harbour ns if conscious that the protecting hand
of a giunt were near—as if the ghost of a departed strength still answers to the eternal voice of old ocean.

We tirst saw Louisburg on a gray and windy morning in early winter, when the waves were hastening
landward to renew their never-ceasing battle with rugged reef and jagged rock, and all along their line of
strife the roar of old ocean’s war raged unceasingly. The great rocks, the battlements that God planted in
the mighty deep, are more invulnerable than were the puny works of man that once blasphemed here the
majesty of the Eternal. The waves fruitlessly seek to invade the bounds set by Hiin who said, “ lHere shall
thy proud waves be stayed.””  The steadfastness of these rocks seems to impart itself to one’s conception of
the old French fortalice that once frowned over the Atlantic waves. Far from the ocean outside can yet
be seen the ruins of the citadel. Four ruined casemates on the west flank of the King's Bastion are ina
line parallel with the shore, and appear at a distance like the ruins of some ancient bridge or causeway.
A vessel is obliged, in making Louisburg harbour from the west, to run well to the eastward before
attempting to enter. Two considerable islands and numberless scarcely submerged reefs occupy more than
half the width of the entrance of the harbour, or rather of the distance between its opposite points. As you
pass inward you leave Green Island on the left hand, and a short distance above it is Battery Island, of
which we hear so much in accounts of the sieges. Between this island and Lighthouse Point on the east is
the entrance to the harbour, only eight hundred yards across and with a depth of sixty or seventy feet. To
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the eastward of Lighthouse Point the coast extends towards Scatari in a rugged and relentless array of roeks
that suggest no mercy to the hapless vessel that may be hurled upon their eruel edges. Upon Lighthouse
Point there stood a lighthouse in the old Freneh times, octagonal, apparently, in form, as the position of debris
indicates. It was situated a little to the eastward of the present lighthouse, and oeenpied ground somewhat
higher. The French had never fortified this point, neither the elevated ground to the rear, whieh, in about
the distance of a third of a mile, rises to the height of two hundred and fifty feet. Batteries planted up the
slopes of this height must have made the entranee to the harbour impregnable, and prevented the possibility
of an attack on the Island Battery. Leaving the Lighthouse Point, we follow the shore of the harbour in a
northerly direetion for seven or eight hundred yards, until we eome to an inner point direetly opposite the
present Louisburg. Here was a eareening-plaee near the site of the now disused railway terminus, Here
ships of the largest size were taken in elose to the eliff and “hove down” to be overhauled.  There are extant
two old pietures of Louisburg as it appeared in aneient times, one of them taken from the entranee of the
harbour outside the lighthouse, and another from this eareening-place. These pictures are from DesBarres’
coast views. DesBarres was an ofticer who made a survey of the eoast about 1760; he was the father of
Judge DesBarres, of Newfoundland. These views are very erude in exeeution—little attention iy paid to
perspective and proportion—but they still are interesting, as they serve to give a general idea of what the
fortifieations of Louisburg were like in the old times. In the seeond view a large man-of-war is eareened
near by, and the artist has been standing near her when his pieture was made. From this point the shore
turns more to the eastward, and forms the southern side of the English harbour. Following in this direetion
about a mile, you come to the extreme north-eastern limit of Lounisburg harbour. Proeeeding round this arm,
you presently arrive at the spot where the New Englanders burned the storchouses and arsenals, the smoke
of which drifted westward and alarmed the Freneh in the Grand Battery to that degree that they preeipitatcely
deserted it and thereby hastened the fall of the place. These storehouses were situated a little to the
ecastward of the present town of Louisburg. Still pursuing our way round the shore of the harbour, we
presently pass through the modern village, turn a little to the southward, again to the westward, and come
upon the ruins of the Grand Battery. These are direetly opposite the entrance of the harbour, and about
thirteen hundred yards distant from it, about midway between the eastern and western harbours, and near
the site of the modern Catholie chapel. The remains here show that this was a work of great importance.



134 CAPE BRETON [LLUSTRATED.

It mounted thirty eannon—twenty-eight forty-two pounders and two eighteen pounders. The battery
extended along the shore of the harbour for about a hundred and fifty yards. The platform upon which the
guns were mounted can still be distinctly traced, as can also the ruins of the magazine and of the towers
which Hanked the battery. This work was impregnable from the sea-side, and had it been properly defended
ngainst an attack by land, would have been a place of great strength. As it was, the “immense sumns of
money spent in its eonstruetion,” as the French themselves say, were wasted. Leaving the Grand Battery
—the present road runs in the direction in which we are going—we approach nearer and nearer the ruins of
the ancient fortress, and as the massive nature of the ruins begins to impress itself upon the mind, we begin
to realize what Louisburg must have been like when it reposed in its strength upon the neck of land between
the observer and the distant sea.

There is another pieture of aneient Louisburg from this direction, taken, it would appear, immediately
after its first surrender.  The artist is evidently standing near Hale’s barracks, or the site of Tideomb’s battery,
which wrought sueh exeeution upon the West Gate, to which it is exaetly opposite, but separated from it by
the Barachois, a salt-water pond nt the western extremity of the harbour. This point is about 450 yards
distant from the ramparts. This picture, the original of which is said to be in the possession of a Miss
Howard, of Brooklyn, a descendant of the Pepperell family, is very faulty in execution, and many of the
details have been missed, espeeially the walls along the shore, and the colouring is obscure and dark. Still,
an idea of the massiveness of the defenees is suggested. A ship is burning in the foreground near a bridge
whieh then crossed the beach at this point, and three or four dismantled ships are lying under the town on
the opposite side of the water, while an English ship is lying near the bridge.

Crossing this bridge in imagination, or proceeding round the head of the Barachois in reality, we
approach direetly towards the West Gate. Here, at a distance of 250 yards from this gate, was the advanced
battery of the New Englanders, whieh they gradually extended westward in the direction of the King’s
Bastion, and from whieh the responsive American, with a grim courtesy, invited the Frenehmen on the
ramparts to breakfast. To the north, and westward of this spot, the ground is still broken by many long
ridges, more or less parallel to each other, indieating where, in both sieges, the trenches and parallels had
been dug while the besiegers were drawing nearer and nearer the doomed town. The British, we are told,
in the last siege advanced their parallels up to the foot of the gla,cis, and the musketeers fired up at the
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French who were stationed in the eovered way, not more than a hundred yards distant. The erumbling
ramparts of Louisburg could never endure so close & bombardment as that. Accordingly, we are told that
the English shot brought the walls down in masses. All over the adjacent ground to the rear, even on the
borders of the marsh, wherever a rising hillock appears, there are indications that behind these eannons had
been placed to batter down the walls. We can form no idea now of the plan of the West Gate from any
traces of it that remain, for there are none of these. The irregular mounds, which are all that English
gunpowder has left of the ramparts of Louisburg, run down to what is no doubt the aneient road into the
city through the West Gate, but that is all that is to be seen. The road is as plain and unobstrueted as any
other desolate and alinost forsaken road ean be. It runs close along the shore into the spaece of ground that
was once the city, and between it and the harbour there is no trace of any ancient fortification—the sea-wall
has vanished ecompletely. There are visible somne aneient piles protruding from the beack just below the spot
occupied by the West Gate, and these may be the remains of the spur which projected into the harbour at
this point, but that is all.

With the memories of the past crowding thick and fast upon ns—thinking how often the light-hearted
sons of France passed and repassed here; how Pepperell’s rugged artillerymen imarched through here in
triumph, and in a few years after the grim battalions of the intlexible Amherst; how often Louisburg poured
its joy and sorrow and martial strength along this deserted, grass-grown path—let us enter with kindly and
interested hearts, after it is all long since past, and see what sort of place this was whose power was felt from
Hatteras to the mouth of the St. Lawrence.

If military strength and engineering skill could avail, Louisburg was indeed strong. Leaving the level
of the streets, and climbing fourteen feet up the inner slope of the rampart, we come to the terre-plein, or
platform upon which the cannon are mounted. This level platform of earth is twenty-five feet in width.
Then going three feet higher, we ecome upon the banquette, a level space five feet in width. Musketeers
standing here can fire over the top of the parapet, which is a breastwork five feet higher than the banquette.
This parapet is pierced with embrasnres through which the guns are pointed. It is built twenty-two feet
above the level of the streets. Then the ramparts slope outwards and downwards, and enable the musketeers
stationed on the banquette to fire across the ditch at an enemy who may have gained a footing in the covered
way. The rampart then slopes downward at a greater angle until it rests upon the wall or escarp. The whole
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of this rampart is of earth covered with sods. Then the escarp or wall extends to the bottom of the diteh,
a distance of thirty, and at some places of thirty-six, feet. We next come to the ditch—which at Louisburg
was eighty feet wide—on the opposite side of which is the counterscarp of solid masonry. On a level with the
top of this, and having a breadth of twenty-five feet, is the covered way, upon which a body of troops can be
assembled ready to make a sortic upon the enemy’s works, or to form an outer line of defence. This covered
way must be so constructed that men stationed upon the ramparts may fire over the heads of those sheltered
init.  We next ascend four feet up the slope of the banquette to the banquette itself, which is four feet in
width, und finally to the parapet, four feet in height, from which the musketeers in the covered way can fire
down the slope of the glacis upon the enemy. The glacis is a bank of earth gradually sloping vutwards until
it mects the level of the ground—presumed to be the same as that of the level of the streets, or basis of the
rampart.  The glacis must be sloped at such an angle as to have every part of its surface exposed to the fire
from the ramparts. This deseribes a section of the defences of Louisburg.

The West Gate was the principal entranee to the town. It was reached by a drawbridge, and defended
by the guns of the Cireular and Dauphin Batteries.  Leaving the Dauphin Bastion, and walking along the
rampart in the direction of the sea, we come to the King's Bastion, the most elaborate work in the entire line
of defence, as its ruins still testify.  Under its west flank were four bomb-proof casemates, nnd opposite, on
the east ank, were three.  In these the wretched women and children huddled, sickened and died during the
sieges. They were strong subterranean chambers, arched with masonry and covered with several feet of
enrth and sods—their ruins can yet be seen.  In the gorge of the King’s Bustion was the citadel, the most
conspicuous objeet within the walls.  Within the walls and fronting the town, the citadel was provided with
a moat, a covered way and a glucis, and with a parapet for musketeers, but it was mounted with no artillery.
The entrance from the town to the citadel was over a drawbridge. At onc end of this drawbridge was a
guard-house, and advanced sentinels were posted on the other. The Governor’s apartments, barracks for the
garrison, an arsenal, and a chapel which served as a parish church, were within the citadel; and under the
platform, or terre-plein, was a magnzine. The citadel of Louisburg was a magnificent structure. It was a
fortress within itself, and could have been defended after all the rest of the works had fallen into the
hands of the enemy.

Passing round the rampart of the King's Bastion, and keeping on towards the sea, we next come to the
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Queen’s Bastion, a more extensive work than the former, but containing no easemates nor any strueture within
its gorge. Next in order, and commanding the seaward angle of the wall, is the Princess’ Bastion. Every
part of the landward wall was commnnded by guns mounted upon the flanks of these bastions. As far as
the desmn of these works was concerned, there was no stronger fortress in the world than Louisburg. They
were constructed after the “First System” of the celebrated Vauban. Had these works been properly
constructed in detail, and properly defended, they would have been, as the Freneh deemed them to be,
impregnable. There were temporary bridges across the ditch for the use of the garrison in making sorties
during a siege, and for the general aecommodation of the inhabitants. There were sixteen 24-pounders
mounted at the circular battery near the West Gate, and heavy guns at the bastions, but the exaet nminber is .
not known.

From the Princess’ Bastion at the sea-side the defences extended northerly along the shore for about two
hundred yards, until we come to the Bourillon Bastion. There was no wall here, the interval being defended
by a palisading and a ditch, and by the shallow water and rocky shoals along the shore. During the siege of
1745, a picquet of planking was raised inside this palisading from the western angle of the Princess’ Bastion
to the Bourillon Bastion. A hundred yards north of the latter was the Maurepas Bastion, oecupying the
north-east angle of the entire works, and forming one of the prineipal harbour defences.  Between these two
latter works, and extending across Point Rochfort, the wall, moat, covered way and glacis were continued the
" same as in the land defences of the town. From the Maurepas Bastion two wooden bridges extended in a
north-westerly direction across a deep pond for the distance of two hundred yards to the Butterie delu
Gréve, a strong work, mounted with seventeen heavy guns direetly facing the harbour. This battery Kunen
considered one of the most serious obstacles in the way of entering the harbour with his ships. The space
between the two latter works had no defence excepting the deep pond referred to; but its surface could be
swept by a flanking fire from each side, so that there was no danger of an enemy making his way into
the city from this direction. From the Batterie de la Gréve, or the north-east battery, we proeeed along the
shore of the harbour in a westerly direction towards the West Gate, from which we started. This sea-side of
the town was defended by a strong wall of masonry, with parapet and banquette for musketeers. This wall
was pierced by five gates, leading from the town to the wharves.

We have now completed the ecircuit of the defences of Louisburg, and have come, including the distance

]
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round the angles of all the works, over two miles. Piercing this line of defence were one hundred and
forty-eight embrasnres for eannon, but it is not aceurately known how many were mounted. We can observe
from these facts what a strong and compact fortalice this was; and had its position been as impregnable as
the works, Louisburg might have been in French hands still.

The town was laid ont in wide and regular streets, crossing each other at right angles, six running in an
east and west, and seven in a north and sonth direction. Some of the houses were of brick or stone, but
generally they were of wood with stone foundation. For over twenty years the French Government had
devoted mueli energy and uch of its resources to the completion of the fortifieations of Louisburg. The
English eolonies furnished a great part of the material used in its eonstruetion. Boards, timber and bricks
arrived there in quantities from New England.  Intermingled with this legitimate trade, there was always
more or less smuggling. A good deal of light is thrown by these facts upon the relations between the
colonies and Louisburg. It was a place with which the colonists had long been familiar, and consequently
the idea of possessing it for themselves, no doubt, had become familiarized to their imaginations. And
furtlier, the illicit trade in which they indulged was in direet violation of the regulations of the British
Parlinment, and frequent prosecutions and convictions were the result.  All this served to widen the breach
vetween the eolonies and the mother country ; so we have here the foreshadowing of future events—the
capture of Lonishurg and the independence of the American colonies. It is said that Hancock, the first
siguer of the Deelaration of Independence, was himself a defaulter to the British Crown to the amount of
half a million of dollars; <o that his signature to that important document was at least as mueh a memento
of his commereial acumen as of his pure and disinterested patriotism. We hear a good deal in Cape Breton
of Freneh brieks from Louisburg. Quantities of these have been dug out of the ruins and used in the
eonstruction of the country-people’s ehimneys. But in all probability these bricks were inade by the New
Englanders, and paid for by French wines, brandy, and other kniek-knacks, which it was deemed prudent to
conceal as much as possible on the homeward voyage. The Acadians of Nova Scotia supplied the wants of
the workmen, and found it a lucrative business. In one year they sent there from three hundred to four
hundred head of eattle, besides other provisions, chiefly from Minas and Bay Verte.

We have very little information in the French authors about Louisburg from its foundation, in 1720, to
the date of the first siege, in 1745. The only event of any importance recorded is the wreck of the Chameau,
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a French war-ship of sixty guns. This ship struek on a rock near Louisburg on the night of August 25th,
1725,0n her way from France to Quebec, and not a soul was saved. M. de Chazel, the new Intendant of
Canada; M. de Louvigny, the newly-appointed Governor of Three Rivers; a son of M. de Ramezay, the late
Governor of Montreal; a number of officials belonging to the eolony, and several ecclesiasties, were among
the passengers. On the following morning the shore was strewn with their dead bodies. “ This misfortune,”
we are told, “in the course of a single night brought more grief and loss upon the French colonies than they
had suffered during twenty years of warfare.” The French engineers eonsidered that they eould hold the
whole island by fortifying Louisburg, as it “was so woody that on whatever part the enemy should make a
descent, there was no aecess to it by land.” Nevertheless they erected small outlying forts at St. Peter’s and
St. Anne’s. The former they considered a post of great importanee. “ Being no more than eighteen leagues
from Louisburg, and twenty-five from the island of St. John's, it is of eourse the eentre of eommunieation to
the whole island. From thence one may observe the least motion of the English, either at Canseaun or in the
passage of Frousac (Strait of Canso), and advice may be sent to the Commandant at Louisburg in less than
eighteen hours.” The Lieutenant-Governor of Nova Scotia notieed the erection of the fort at St. Peter’s, and
he inforined the President of the Board of Trade in 1733, that “ the Freneh were very assiduous in earrying
on their fortifications at the island of St. John’s, at the Bay of Verte, and at St. Peter's, about six or seven
leagues distant from Canseau.”

The French made great efforts to assemble a fixed population at Louisburg and its vieinity, so that from
these settlements a militia might be drawn to assist the garrison in time of need. Distant settlements, for
this reason, did not receive much encouragement, but still they were rising up in loecalitics favourable to
fishing. In 1729 a large church was built at Niganische (Ingonish), the site of which is still visible. In the
year 1849 a church bell was found there, buried in the sand upon the beaeh, weighing two hundred pounds,
with the following inscription upon it: “ Pour la pavoisse de Niganisehe, j'ai été nominde par Jean Déearctte
et par Frangois Urail, parrain et marraine, La Fosse Huet de St. Malo m’a faite 'an 1749.” Regulations were
instituted to prevent a certain proportion of the fishermen who eame out from Franee from returning. Every
ship going to America was obliged to take a certain number of men engaged to stay there. These men,
called “ engagés,” generally remained in the country after their term of service had expired. As it was found
difficult to procure the requisite number of men at times, we are told they were sometimes “kidnapped on the
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coast of Normandy.” Pichon says the most of the inhabitants of Louisburg were “engagés,” and that many
of them “made the best figure in the eolony.” Abbé Prevost says the fixed population of Louisburg when the
war broke out in 1744 was four thonsand.

D'Ullva gives some interesting information coneerning the commeree of Lonisburg in his “Voyage to
South America.” He says: “The prineipal, if not the only, trade of Louisburg is the eod fishery, from which
vast protits aeerne to the inhabitants, not only on account of the nbundanee of this fish, but because the
neighbouring seas afford the best of any about Newfoundland. Their wealth (and soine persons among them
were in very prosperons eircumstances) eonsisted in their storehouses—some of whieh were within the fort,
others seattered along the shore—and in the number of fishing barques. Of these more than one inhabitant
owned forty or tifty, which daily went on this fishery, earrying three or four men each, who received n settled
salary, but were at the same time obliged to deliver a certain number of standard fish. So the cod storehouses
never failed of being filled by the time the ships resorted thither from most of the ports of France, laden with
provisions and other goods with whieh the inhabitants provided themselves in exchange for their fish, or
consigned it to be sold in France on their own account. Likewise, vessels from the Freneh colonies of St.
Domingo and Martinigue brought sugar, tobaeeo, eoffee, rum, ete., and returned loaded with cod. Any surplus,
after Louishurg was supplied, found a vent in Canada, where the return was made in beaver skins and other
kinds of fine furs. Thus Louisburg, with no other resources than the fishery, carried on a large and regular
eommerce both with Europe and America.”

The following extraet fromn “ Brown’s History of Cape Breton” will throw some light upon the species of
trafie maintained between Louisburg and the English eolonies:

“The New England traders, who brought fruit, vegetables, oats, shingles, brieks, ete., in payment of their
purchases of West India produce, at the same time introdueed many contraband articles, such as flour, meal,
bisenit, dry goods and codfish.  Whole cargoces of codfish were sometimes transferred from English to French
vessels, under the cover of night, in Lonisburg harbour, whilst at the outports, where there were no custom-
house officers, and on the coast of Newfoundland, this contraband trade was carried on without any attempt
at concealment. The English fishermen, unhampered by harassing restrictions, and supplied with outfits at
reasonable rates, were able to sell their fish to the French traders at prices much below the current value at
Louisburg. In the year 1740, according to a report sent ta the Lords Commissioners of Trade by Captain
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Smith, of H. M. S. Eltham—the guardship at Canso—48 sehooners and 393 chaloups were employed in
the cod-fisheries of Cape Breton, at the following places : :

Quintals.
‘¢ At Louisburg, 48 Schooners whichcaught .......... ... ... ooiiiiiininnnn. . 25,200
3 200 Chaloups ‘ % 5660006000000000000000000005606066 0600000 40,000
Niganische, b4 e ¢ L 50000000660000000000000a00500060006066a06000a 13,500
Scatari, 6 Schooners L 5660600008000000000660006000560660000 000000 3,600
‘e 18 Chaloups “ % 600009000000000000000000000606a000aa0a00000 4,500
Baleine, 30 S ¢ O 6,000
Loumbre, 12 ¢ b P 2,400
Fourchu, 19 Ls & B 560000000000000d [0000000EEEE6 0000606000000 5,7
St. Esprit, 23 “ ¢ B 55000000005006000000000000066606600006060005 6,900
Isle Michaux, b sié s e 1,250
Petit de Gnat,18 ik ‘e ®  5000000000000080666C0EEE000C6000060600 000G 4,500
L’Indienne, 14 ‘e ¢ O G600000000600060660068H006000000600086000 3,500
117,000

The number of fishermen was 2,445.”

These were only the local fisheries. Louisburg was the rendezvous of a fishing trade five times greater
than this. “Yet, in spite of this apparent prosperity, we are told by Garneau that the greater part of the
inhabitants languished in misery. Trade and the fisheries enriehed a few, but thousands lived in indigence,
on account of the high priees charged for salt and provisions, and the exorbitant rate of interest (often as
high as 25 per cent.) imposed upon the succours required by needy fishermen. These had no other resouree
to fly to, as the clearing and eultivation of the soil were diseouraged by those who were making large profits
from their ill-requited services.” So France fostered her eolony in Cape Breton, stole men to people the
islands, and starved them when she got them there. It was impossible that men should grow and develop
under conditions like these. There was nothing to intervene between a people who had never been taught
to be free and their oppressors—rapacious government officials and the still meaner owner of shallops who
traded in the sweat of his neighbour’s brow and in the bitterness of his heart. While this was the way in
which matters were managed at Louisburg, a race of men were visiting their fortress, who, whatever their
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faults, had still been trained to be freemen—a lusty, noisy, stirring, and perhaps unscrupulous race, who had
never known what serfdom meant—who should soon be thundering at the battlements of a town that might
have driven them baek into the sea had its people been animated by the same spirit which had dwelt of
old in the forefuthers of their enemies.

The fortitications of Louisbure had cost, it is said, between 1720 and 1745, the enormous sum of 30,000,-
000 livres, or £1,200,000 sterling, and even this was “vile trash, wrung from the hard hands of peasants,”
as were all the publie moneys of France.  Corruption and iniquity at home and abroad diverted funds from
their proper channels, even after they had been extorted from the starving peasant, and doubtless much of
that 30,000,000 livres never found its way into the fortifications of Louisburg: a great part of it probably
made the fortune of nany a petty and important official ; hence we are told “ that the fortifications were still
untinished, and were likely to remain so, because the cost had far exceeded the estimates, and it was found
such a large garrison would be required for their defence that the Government had abandoned the idea of
completing them according to the original design.”

Leaving the old harbour of Louisburg, a quarter of an hour’s sail will take you to Battery or Goat
Island, which still retains manifest traces of the use to which it was applied.  This rocky islet is about a
hundred and fifty yards in length by fifty in breadth. On the south side the shore is stecp and inaccessible.
The only aceessible points are a narrow landing-place on the west, and on the east end a precarious and
slippery footing may be gained among the sharp edges of a reef that runs off in that direction from the
island.  The terre-plein, or platform of the battery, is still distinctly visible, as also the foundations of some
of the buildings that stood within the stronghold. Twenty of its thirty 28.pounders fronted directly
across the mouth of the harbour, while the remainder were mounted on a platform which fell back so as to
front more to the westward. Across the west end of the island there ran a stockade fastened to clamps of
iron set into the rock, nnd the remains of these can yet be scen. One can hardly realize the scenes of
violence which this little islet has witnessed while standing on its level, grassy platform on a fine summer
day, and contemplating the quiet beauty of sea and sky and shore that encircle the beholder like a
panorama.  All traces of deadly strife have been so utterly removed that everything secems as if the peace
whieh now reigns here had never been broken since time began. Yet here occurred that deadly midnight
struggle in which so many of the brave New Hampshire men fought their first and last fight. Over this quiet
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ocean islet, against which the soft summer sea is now lulling itself to rest, there onece swept a storm of shot
and shell, tearing and hissing and screaming, while the blenched artillerymen shrank from their ruined
guns, and crouched behind ledge and cliff to find shelter as best they could.  Old ocean at times seems as if he
thinks of what the tiny fiend man has done here, and springs up in fury and smites the hapless bark upon
the cruel rocks, for on the day we first visited the place the wreck of a schooner was lying erunched among
the sharp peaks of the reef, and the sea-bleached debris was lying all about.  Her tlag, the Stars and Stripes,
was ignominiously tangled and bedraggled in a mass of hooks and “trawl-gear,” no more to sweep aloft
through the pleasant summer air. So it often fares with flags and with nations, too. It’s a wonder these
men did not have more respect for their flag than to leave it there. No doubt they thought bumptiously
enough about the “star-spangled banner” as it flew far over their heads, but now—uwell, they had no more
use for it, and, no doubt, were glad enough to get ashore with their lives,

Let us now see what there is to see about the environments of modern Louisburg. In the first place,
Louisburg harbour gives one no idea of inagnificent heights and distances, nor suggestions of gigantic
strength, such as you receive while sailing up Halifax harbour. When once inside this harbour, it seens
compact, and pretty, and practical. It is a fine elliptical basin three miles long, and about half as wide,
almost landlocked, with good anchorage all over it in six or eight fathoms of water. It is perfectly easy
and quick of access—vessels not having to run over a mile out of their coast-wise track to the anchorage
—and it is practically almost free from ice. Taken all in all, it is the best and most conveniently situated
harbour in the eastern part of the Maritime Provinces, as the French well knew. In the spring and fall,
when the wind is tricky and boisterous, it is still flecked with the white sails of eoasters and fishermen
waiting for a “chance ” to go either east or west; and now and then you will see a “dory load” of Yankee
fishermen going ashore to inspect the ruins of the “old town,” and, perhaps, to tread unconseiously upon the
dust of their great, great-grandfathers, who, as like as not, “fit” and afterwards died here, and were buried
among the nameless dead for whom the moaning sea is ever grieving. That “fishery question” has lasted
a long time, Cousin Jonathan, in one form or other, and it is high time we heard no more of it. It brought
your fishermen like a flock of “ mackerel gulls” to Gabarus Bay, it girt Louisburg with smoke and thunder
for six weeks, and then it sowed Point Rochfort thick, thick with the graves of your dead.

Near the site of the old French lighthouse is a modern Canadian lighthouse that throws its bright,

3



144 CAPE BRETON /LILUSTRATED.

warning light. from a height of 85 feet above the sea, for a distanee of sixteen miles out upon the dark
bosom of the heaving Atlantic. Tt is one of the most important lights on the coast. The site of the French
battery is still to be seen here, and there are numerous knolls and cliffs behind which Wolfe may have
planted his guns when he rained shot and shell upon the luekless Island Battery. Passing to the north-east
we presently eome upon the neat and picturesque houses of the inhabitants of modern Louisburg, whieh stud
the shore of the north-east harbour, leaving behind us a disused railway terminus, of which we shall have
more to say by and by. We are now direetly opposite the modern village of Louisburg, and a very pretty
picture it presents, fronted by a fleet of yacht-like fishermen, their white mamsails cheerily waiting for the
eapricious Eolus to turn his puffing faee in the right direction. Their erews are probably ashore, “ talking
tish” by the league, or contemplating whatever of beauty or anything else there is to be seen or shared; for
these fishermen are a good set of fellows, most of them, when they are good; and they are plucky,
industrious and neighbourly. They know a man when they see him, and respeet him, too. They are not a bit
like the Frenchmen who used to go hired in a shallop out of Louisburg a century and a half ago. Not they;
they are free and independent enough, and will soon let you know it, if you manifest a desire to be
informed on the subject.  They rate every man at his estimated ability or eapacity, and who eould be
fairer than that? The kind reader will excuse this digression, but we have a sort of—no, an express
liking for the best type of a modern fisherman, for the simple reason that there is a great deal of native
manliness about him.  He has to face danger and perhaps death for weeks together every hour of his life, at
times, and does it without flinching or eomplaining. He is proud to do it, and so he develops into a nan.
He likes to talk himself and to hear others talk, and so he knows more than you think he does. He lies
sometimes—we haven’t a great advantage over him in that respect—and he complicates and bewilders
eabinet ministers occasionally, but very probably he is a more honest romancer than the eabinet minister. The
boys only smile or wink when the “skipper” lies, but cabinet ministers set whole nations by the ears often,
and pocket the proceeds with a resigned and devotional sigh.

The south side of the north-east harbour is now a beautiful and picturesque locality, dotted all along
the winding road with the neat and comfortable houses of the inhabitants. Rising far above you on the
right are the rugged heights whieh the French neglected to fortify, and thereby perhaps lost Louisburg.
Passing again round the head of the harbour, we come to the “ New Town,” a neat and bright little village.
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Farming in this locality labours under primitive restrictions, consequently the inhabitants here partake of
that aquatic character which prevails everywhere along the south shore of Nova Scotia. Cod-fishing is still
the principal industry, as in times of old, and the ancient reputation of the place is still sustained, for the
fish caught and cured here and in the vicinity are the best in the Maritime Provinees. A large proportion of
the people here are seamen, and have seen many men and many eclimes, and eonsequently there is a general
air of intelligence about the people and all their appointments, whieh is a pleasant thing to see. There is a
. very well conducted school and an Episeopal, a Methodist, and a Baptist ehureh. The Catholie chureh is
farther on, quite near the site of the Grand Battery. It is the most eonspicuous objeet you see as you sail
along the coast, and adds to the impressiveness and suggestiveness of the seene. Very pretty views of the
village and its environments, and of the English harbour, may be had from ditferent points in the neighbour-
hood ; and the tourist may spend days here and experience no sense of weariness or ennui.

Leaving the road and turning to the right soon after passing the Catholic chureh, and foreing your way
through thick tangle and underbrush for about two hundred yards, you eome upon what is known as Wolfe's
Rock, just in rear of the Grand Battery. This is a mass of rock of eonsiderable size, heaving up above the
surface of the ground like an inverted basin. In the eentre of it is an aperture in which Wolfe is said to
have planted his flag. Local tradition cannot tell why or upon what oecasion. There is an air of mystery
and uncertainty about all these loeal traditions whiech disgusts and diseoncerts as mueh as it interests. The
only safe medium of loeal tradition is intelligence, and that you do not often find; and the professional guide
has not yet appeared upon the scene at Louisburg, exeept in a very undeveloped and rudimentary form. Still
we have no objection to believing that Wolfe stuek his flag in that hole; in fact, we should like to believe it,
but it isn’t in print, and we are afraid those natives don’t know mueh about it. It was before their time, if
not before their imagination. The rock is seulptured to a liberal extent with the hieroglyphie initials of
travellers strong in faith. The morning we first visited the place, two little girls being our guides, we were
gazing in a fit of mental abstraction at these marks of trust, when we observed the letters “H. I. V.” in
rather a suggestive and romantie-looking place, as we imagined. “I wonder whose name that stands for?”
we fondly mused, half aloud. “Howard Ingraham Vincent,” readily responded our friend to our hungering
emotion. Rather disturbed by the quick answer, we asked sharply, “ How do yow know ?”  Our eompanion
smiled a conseious smile, and so did the larger of the little girls at his side. “ What do »ou know about it,

10
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sis 7" we suspiciously inquired, having a presentiment that we were about to be what is vulgarly known as
“let down.” “ Why,” answered this 1dy]hc damsel, “ that there's the name of a little feller wot goes to school ;
he scratched it there the other evening when we druv the cows home.” Wolfe's Rock—well, we don’t
want to hear any more about it.  Our companion had managed to establish a system of telegraphy with
this berry-brown maid, hence his previous information, and hence, partially, our disgust.

We have now left behind us the bright and cheery little village of modern Louisburg, and are approaching
the grave of the dead giant that once kept watch and ward over all these parts. All along here were once
clustered thick the houses of the old French, and the shore was covered with stages and fish-flakes; but now
there is nothing but a few solitary sheep nibbling their scanty subsistence from the deserted soil. Here and
there is a depression marking the position of some old cellar, and before long we come upon some long levels
and mounds suggesting that from these points the cannon once belched destruction upon the opposite
ramparts.  We approach once more the West Gate, and enter again upon the seene of desolation to see all that
vengeful English gunpowder has left of the once massive fortalice that sat here frowning grimly out over the
Atlantic. The sun has rolled all day westward through thick phalanxes of clouds, and is now verging
towards his dying glory—towards the heavy purple couch which his attendants have spread for their
departing monarch.  They now assemble battalion after battalion to do honour to their king, and their edges
burst into crimson fire, delivering their exultant few de joie as he sweeps past them with his robes of glory;
and the skirts of his mantle flood with a blood-red light this scene where man once sought for fame at the
red mouth of the cannon. The whole heavens hold high carnival of colour, and the depths of the grey old
sea, as if in response to their mood, seem to light his dark caverns with the stolen glory of the skies. Silent
sky and glossy sea are regarding each other’s wondrous beauty with ardent, voiceless look, and scem as if
entranced into changeless ccstasy. But the glory darkens and darkens—sea and sky have ceased their
communing ; and ere we know it the trembling moon comes forth in pale reproof and smites earth and sea
with her wondrous veil of chaster light. Gone is the ardent, nearer glory of the day, but the heavens have
rolled back their gaudy curtain and show us the far and countless hosts of God marching past His awful
throne in silent majesty, and this farther and serener glory has struck again deep down into the depths of
ocean, and star answers star from infinite height and depth. As the moonlight—dreamlight—grows deeper and
decper, the fancy wanders back through the little centuries, and ruined wall and bastion and tower spring up
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as they stood of old, solid and nassive and sharply defined in the weird moonlight. Here, under the star-lit
Acadian sky, mirrored in the depths of the shimmering, tremulous sea, we can hear the jubilant sfrains of the
midnight mass pealing from the adjacent chapel, whose site is still distinctly visible. We can see upon the
ramparts the French sentry pacing to and fro, and his startling challenge breaks upon the ear, while the
wavelets lapping on the beach cease for a time their play to listen to the unwonted sound. Deeper and deeper
falls the silence; nature seems to give a long, throbbing sigh and sinks into absolute rest. So perfect is the
stillness that the beating of the busy, yet weary heart is all we hear—that heart whose longings have come
out of the eternal past and are yearning forward into the cternal future—if perchance it may find speech to
tell the unutterable—to read the sphinx-like riddle of pain and sorrow, and love and hate, and war and woe,
and the changed, rigid face of death. Why was the eternal stillness ever broken ? Why was a suffering,
agonizing, bleeding, dying life breathed into senseless clay ? Why did men here fight and starve and make
each other wretched? For a reason that no longer exnbts If “all battle be misunderstanding,” what a
race of blockheads pigmy man has been! ’
But the hot heart grows heavy and weary, and would fain go out into the infinite to learn something of
the grand, solemn silence of eternity. The waves of life are breaking far down in the depths of the soul,
but we hear not what they say by reason of petty care and weakness, temptation and fear. The thousand
hot and hasty and trivial bickerings of earth drown the deep monotone of the everlasting. Who and what
shall solve for us the mystery of the “I am,” and unshackle us from the never-ceasing misery and slavery of
wrong-doing ? The Giver of eternal life, the golden path of duty. And what is duty? Love, the all-
conquering love of God and man. That is all—the highest and best that is revealed to us. With this golden
key we must unlock the treasure-house of the universe, and mingle even here with its height and depth, and
fulness and glory. If we deny or refuse love and its sweet and majestic reign, there is nothing for us but
the blackness of darkness forever. When shall all men—all nations, English, French, American, Canadian—
be bound together in one common brotherhood, and war cease, and sun and moon and the pitying stars of
God no more look upon fields sodden with blood, and flaming cities, and thousands of stark, sightless, upturned
faces, and broken hearts, and fiendish revenge and hellish triumph ? When we have all gone forth by faith
into the infinite, and learned something of its changeless sweetness and strength, and have come back with
the reflex of the eternal glory upon our poor doomed faces of clay, so that the observer may see betwecn the
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earth-marks the lineaments of a new and wondrous light that has begun to pierce the mystery of life, and is
drinking deeply of the love of God. All things belong to the lover of good—past, present and future, height,
depth and breadth—the solution of all mysteries—the plain and evident path of duty—the strength of all
things abiding and eternal.

““To mingle with the universe, and feel
What T can ne’er express, but cannot all conceal.

No; we eannot express it, neither can we econceal it. It was the love of the universe that was singing in
Byron’s soul when he wrote that and thought it. It was the same love, only purer and more disciplined—
more subject to the power of a higher life—that found expression in the words, “ Who shall separate us from
the love of Christ ?”"—and He is the personified Universe, the knowledge of which is, or ought to be, our
highest ambition. But we are digressing again, and must return to the scene we were contemplating.

The only visible living ereature is this sentinel pacing his round upon the ramparts. We are, as it were,
for the time being, the sole oeeupants of all this majesty of silenee and time and spaee, two waifs thrown
upon the sands of time from the vast ocean of the Infinite; and so we may well commune in thought at
least. He has paused in his round, and seems rapt in eontemplation of himself and the fair scene around
him. His thoughts are, perehance, wandering far o'er the bosom of the dreaming sea to the sunny land of
Franee. He is once more among the companions of his youth. In the sweet mellow summer evening air, a
rustic eompany is dancing in the chequered shade. He sees a fair and soothfast face whose look haunts him
forever. The eonscript drum, with its hollow sound of glory, has parted him from that face, and now there
is another broken earthly life in Franee, and his bones shall whiten in the wildwood after some petty bush
fight. He dashes his hgnd swiftly across his eyes, but the next moment he shoulders his musket with
military nonchalance, and pursues his round. And hark ! he is singing : '

“ Farewell, husbands ; farewell, wives,
Sweetest, dearest, truest lives ;
Farewell, measure and cadence,
Farewell, lightsome land of France,

Since to the war we go.”
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The ruins of Louisburg are to all appearance the most uninteresting and commonplace of ruins. The
environments seem pitifully unattractive and unromantic. Indeed, there was never anything very romantic
about Louisburg ; it was a fishing stronghold, and sat in the most uninviting manner upon its comparatively
flat and unconspicuous site. Its fortifications were strong and of superb design, and that was all  And
Louisburg was never, we imagine, an inspiring place, as Quebec was—no place in which to gather suggestions
of a higher and better life. The necessary conditions were not here present. A fishing population in a state
of semi-serfdom, ruled by greedy merchants and for the most part corrupt oflicials; a mixed assemblage of
traders, legal and illegal, demoralization of many forms and kinds, malodorous aspects of humanity in senses
physical as well as moral, the presence of a soldiery of a nation by no means execptional for correctness of life
—all these, doubtless, weakened the real strength of Louisburg and hastened its downfall. Tts history,
extending over less than thirty years, is the shortest of episodes in the life of nations. It represented the last
effort of France to maintain her maritime dominion. The Celt has never been at home on the oeean, and
consequently Louisburg fell after only a weak struggle before the fieree sons of the Viking and the Goth.
It is hard to realize the faect, while contemplating these ruins, that great things were ever done here; and, as
a matter of fact, the only respectable military achievement that the place ever witnessed was the second siege
as conducted by Amherst and Wolfe and Boseawen. Duchambon’s defenee was so weak, and the expedition
of the New Englanders so unmilitary in its character, that no great glory was gained on either side. But
Drucourt was a man of much resolution and conduet, and had at his disposal a force four times as great as.
that of Duchambon; and Amherst, as we have seen, was a respectable if not a brilliant soldier, and he led the
best men in the world. His grip of things was sure and fast, and the landing was etteeted in spite of a
vigorous resistance; and after a great deal of military labour his batteries closed round the doomed town
swiftly and determinedly as fate, while Boscawen did no more than write letters. of remonstranee to the
commander of the land forces.

We have said the ruined ramparts of Louisburg run down to the shore at the West Gate; and so complete
has been the destruction that one can hardly realize that he is looking upon the remains of a giant fortress—
for Louisburg was a giant fortress, in design at least. The whole line of the landward defences is marked
only by a chaotic mass of mounds that have been thrown hither and thither by the gunpowder of the
engineers to whom the work of demolition was entrusted. Yet the outline of the works can still be distinctly
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traced, and even their design. The ramparts, the ditch, the covered way and glacis are yet marked out by
ruins.  Besides the natural ponds forming part of the ditch, the water has settled into it in several places and
formed little artifieial lakes. In the ruins of the King’s Bastion the casemates, seven in all, are still visible,
and the place of arms and the magazine. The southern part of the gorge of this bastion is a level plot of
green sward, across the eastern edge of which extend the ruins of the Governor's apartments, the barracks,
and the parish chapel. These ruins consist of an undistinguishable mass of stones, extending north and south
along the whole interior of the work. The glacis and moat and parapet can also be distinguished in front of
the citadel.  You everywhere get the impression that the design of the works was magnificent, but that it
was exeented in an ineflicient and unservieeable manner. Some of the buildings are said to have heen faced
with a fine whitish sandstone brought from Franee, and there were a yenr ago a few small blocks of this
stone to be seen in the King's Bastion; but they have almost entirely disappeared, and all the stones to be now
seen in the ruins are of the smallest and erudest deseription.  The remains of the hospital and church and of
the nunnery are distinguishable among the surrounding ruins. The outlines and position of the strects can
yet be traced by the parallel rows of stones still scattered at intervals over the space within the walls, which
comprises about 100 aeres; but these ruins are all of the same deseription—they do not contain practically a
single hewn stone.  The sea-wall or quay-eurtain has entirely disappeared, and the shore is as smooth and
unobstrueted as if no Louishurg had ever stood upon it; but traces of the East Gate and Queen’s Gate on the
landward side ean yet be distinguished.

The site of ancient Louisburg contains not above a dozen houses, inhabited by fishermen and farmers,
Farming is in this spot an extremely rudimentary and primitive business. A scanty crop of hay is gathered
out from among the ruins of this fortalice, which cost probably 815,000,000, as money is valued now-a-days.
Fragments of indistinet tradition may be gathered from some of the people living here, of which one can make
something consistent by knowing something of the real history. Pieces of bomb-shells and cannon-shot, and
grape and musket-balls can be had ad libitum among the ruins. The shells range all the way from eight to
thirteen inches.  One of these old thirteen-inch shells must have been a troublesome visitor. The iron is
from two to three inches thick, and they must have weighed one hundred and fifty pounds or so; and even
when fired only from a mortar into the sky, and allowed to fall with little else than their own momentum,
they must have made it interesting for everything in the immediate neighbourhood. The inusket-balls are
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not of a large size, as the muskets of those days, of which you are now and then shown a rusty and imperfect
specimen, had a small bore. One of the breech-loading swivels, of which there were many mounted upon the
defences of Louisburg, can be seen at Sydney. It is in a very imperfect condition, and is a curious relic of
the artillery art. There is not only an air of ruin and dilapidation about the site of ancient Louisburg, but
the modern environments of the place are expressive for the most part of neglect and deecay. The people
being for the most part fishermen, they naturally do not take an absorbing interest in farming; and even if
they did, the rugged tract of ground which the old town has left behind it is not of an inspiring or thrifty
character. There is an air of “get along as best you can” about everything. The old glory is departed, the
old life gone, and the pulse beats very low. The old fortress sprang skyward in a thunderous suecession of
fierce death-throes, and now there seems nothing here but the faintest tremour of an expiring life; and there
is no beauty in its death, as there was none in its short existence. It sprang up like Jonah’s gourd ‘ina night,
the forced plant of French diplomacy and statecratt, and, having no root in itself, it withered away; and no
prophet or seer had much reason to wish for death because of its early withering. It hatchied a brood of
oppressors, and the French fisheries do that to a large extent still; and were it not for the helpless women
and children pent up in the sickening casemates, and the sufferings of the poor fellows who toiled and
laboured for others’ profit, the cye of fancy might regard with satisfaction the storm of shot and shell that
swept it from its place. We are unable to see the sense of thousands of people huddling in and around a
fortification to look for dwelling-places—it seems like living under Vesuvius. The presence of the non-
combatants certainly hastened the fall of Louisburg in both cases—they were merely helpless targets for the
enemy’s shot. A French officer who writes an account of the siege remarks this fact, and advises that the
coast be defended and the population removed to some interior locality out of harm’s way, where they can
live in peace. In the case of inany a fortified city now-a-days, the brunt of a bombardment would certainly
fall upon the inhabitants; the forts seem only incentives to draw an enemy in their direction. But we
hope the day is not far distant when it will be no longer necessary to fortify cities or coasts, so that perhaps
this question is not worthy of serious discussion. Still, we fail to see how the citadel of Halifax, or Quebec
either, could be any protection to the citizens.

The homeliest and most rustic of “ worm” fences now encloses the space that was once defended by the
brave ramparts of Louisburg. How are the mighty fallen! You now run the risk, not of having your
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head shot off by a cannon-ball, but of breaking your neck by a sudden collapse of the fence in your
attemmpts to enter the once redoubtable King’s Bastion. Everything is rustic of the most rustic, and forlorn
of the most forlorn. In the streets of Louisburg you see not now a brave French regiment — white
uniforms and glittering trappings glistening in the sun—with oriflamme displayed and gallant footsteps
marching to martinl music. All these have vanished like a flitting vision—you see now instead a companion-
less ox dragging his winter fodder barnwards on the same vehicle upon which he solemnly draws home the
winter fuel throngh the snow drifts. A sled of primitive design and intent serves both purposes, and the
ox seems satisticd and philosophie after his kind. He wouldn’t have fought about this Louisburg—he hasn’t
sense enough, and if he had, he most probably would have too much to admit of such a folly—that is, if
his respectable behaviour had not left him at the dawn of his intelligence. So he hauls his own hay and
his master’s wood, and chews his cud, and, perhaps, reflectively winks as he thinks men over, and considers
what fools they are.  Here in one of the houses you are shewn an old Freneh cupboard that has been saved
somehow ever sinee the old timne —not much to look at except for the associations. It has in it a store of
old French knick-knacks—stray picces and fragments of pottery, an old back-broken musket, keys, buttons,
bullets, buckles, ete.,, ete.—a miniature musty-fusty collection of antiques.

When you have seen all these things we have talked about, and thought about them to some extent,
vou have probably got nearly all the good there is to be had from the contemplation of ancient Louisburg.
All the events which have happened here seem as if they had never been; and so uninspiring are the
environments, that it is somewhat difficult to fill and people the past with the deeds and the men that
here lived their little day and warred their little warfare. We have here no vineclad slopes, and castled
crags, and picturesque villages, or lakes set like gems in mountain and wood and rock, or centuries whose
memories throb with deeds of light nnd darkness; no grand old Rhine marching in broad column to the
sea, or sunny Loire gliding round his headlands laden with the wealth of France. No, no. A fishing stage
in but inditferent keeping, charged with reminiscences of old father ocean, a sense of general neglect and
deeay upon everything, are depressing to one who is secking for something to elevate and fortify a common-
place life.

Point Rochfort is a pleasant spot—that is, when the day is fine, and you don’t think too much of the
New Englanders buried beneath your fect. Out here near the point, the English erected a battery during




HARBOUR OF LOUISBURG FROM THE CITADEL.
OLD FRENCH CUPBOARD.
INTERIDR, GRAND BATTERY. RUINS, CONVENT AND HOSPITAL.
LOOKING TOWARD GREEN HILLS FROM CITADEL. RUINED WALL AND DITCH FROM CITADEL.






DESCRIPTION OF THE TOWN AND FORTRESS 0OF LOUISBURG. 153

their short occupation of the place, and you can sce some traces of it. On your left are the bright, blue
waters of the harbour dancing and sparkling in the summer sunlight, encircled with its green rimn, flecked
towards the north-east with white sails and white houses. On your right the long, white ranks of ocean
warriors are charging and charging again the grim, black rocks, and are dashed into roaring and scething
fragments upon those serried phalanxes that have kept gnard there since time began, and shall remain there
fixed and immovable long after their changeful and boisterous enemy has slunk out of sight into his nether-
most caves, and there shall be no ocean to moan over a dead world. What of time—what of the dead New
Englanders—what of Louisburg—what of you and of us—then? Is there any life within us now that
can live through all that ? through the death of worlds, and suns, and all things visible?  Yes, if we wish
for it, and work for it, and strive for it, and try to understand its ways and inethods, and trust, and live
now with all our might, and soul, and strength.

Leaving Point Rochfort, and keeping south over the ruined rampart and sca defences, we come out upon
Black Point and the adjacent Black Rock, where, as we noticed, the French had their quarry, if it may
be dignified by that name. Near this place your local informmant will tell you that a regiment of
Highlanders are buried, who were cut off to a man at another place called Scotchmman’s Hollow, in the
direction of Flat Point, and that the French buried them in this spot the next day. In confirmation of this
tragic tale you are shown a number of stones sticking in the ground, which are said to mark the graves of
those unfortunates. This is the steepest story of all, and reflects credit, at least, upon the romancing faculty
of the vague-minded narrators. The facts are that there isn’t evidence to show that onc “Seotchman” is
buried there—that the French made one night an attack in force upon an advanced post held by the
Grenadiers of the 17th; that in this affair five men were killed and seventeen wounded on the English side ;
that among the killed was Lord Dundonald, probably a great-uncle of the famous Lord Dundonald, who
commanded the post. The English lost also two prisoners, and twelve men missing. The loss of the French
was two captains and seventeen men killed, and one lieutenant and four men made prisoners. They carried -
off their own wounded, but we do not hear of their burying any of the English dead. The French held
possession of the ground near Black Rock at this time, and it was from this point they made their sally
upon the English works; so, probably, the graves to be seen there are French graves. So much for local
tradition again. It doesn’t appear that the 78th Highlanders had anything to do with this affair. The
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Scotch are probably associated with this wonderful story from the fact that the Earl of Dundonald was
killed. . ’
Passing westward along the shore we come to White Point, which stretches out into the sea in the shape
of a finger and thumb. It was in this direction the New Englanders first rowed in order to deceive the
enemny on the morning of their landing, and they did deceive them, sure enough, The shore here in some
parts is covered with loose stones, just big enough to make it embarrassing for a pedestrian, and you move
half a dozen of them every time you put your foot down. We don’t wonder the Frenchinen that morning
were disgusted and dido’t show much of a fight. Any man who tried to run a mile over stuff like that,
would manifestly be so diszusted with the country that he would not think it worth fighting for. And a
little back from the shore it is still worse.  Swamps and thickets and rocks seemn to vie with each other in
making things uncomfortable and harassing to the explorer of old siege-marks; but the bogs have the best
of it, and liave next thing to a wonopoly of the situation. After you have scratched your face and torn
your—well, after you have been profusely heckled in a thicket, and then bruised and cut as to your shins
by tumbling about the sharp rocks, you can cool off by allowing yourself to subside gracefully into moss and
ooze as deep as—well, as deep as you like. My companion made an early discovery of this latter fact, and
was comforted.  He was probably looking about for a picturesque view ; for, armed with camera in one hand
and tripod in the other, he was searching for some point of vantage from which to see as much swamp
as possible at one time—and he did succeed in discovering a good deal of swamp. He stepped off a stone
upon what appeared a reliable picee of ground, and suddenly about three-fifths of his physique disappeared,
and as suddenly about three-fifths of all the disgust of which he is capable appeared upon his good-natured
face. 1lis arms stuck out at an cffortless angle of forty-five degrees, still clinging to the implements
necessury to depict the attractiveness of the scene, and there he was, for a time at least. He has ever since
manifested a lively sympathy while referring to the manner in which the New Englanders shinned the guns
through that bog. Here, and running in a north-east direction, you may yet trace the marks of Ambherst’s
epaulement, which he constructed to cover his road, that, with an infinite amount of lahour, had been made
across the bog.

Keeping dlong the difficult shore, you presently come upon a long line of French entrenchments, which
had been thrown up to the eastward of and around Flat Point Cove. This line of entrenchment is over a
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quarter of a mile in length, and can be distinctly traced. Here the French had eight guns and two mortars in
position to oppose the landing of the British, but they were never used. Near Flat Point, which is a low,
semi-circular projection of the shore into the sea, both Pepperell and Amherst landed their guns and
munitions of war. Here the drenched and half-frozen New Englanders laid the foundation of future fever
—and both armies lost many boats in the wild surf, as they were forced ashore with their unwieldy loads. At
Flat Point Cove runs into the sea the brook along the side of which both armies encamped. From Flat Point
westward the land gradually assumes a higher character, and here and there you begin to come upon a
respectable farm. At one of these farm-houses we called to obtain refreshments and information, if the latter
were available ; the former went without saying, or rather, goes without saying, in all the rural districts of
Cape Breton. Information, unless you can speak and understand the primitive language of the Gael, is not
invariably so easily got. For example, some yecars ago a traveller looking for the house of a man to whom
he had been directed, inquired of a wayfarer, “ How many houses are there between this and the place where
Mr. Ferguson lives ?” “ Houses! tu ye mean houses that people lif in?” * Yes, houses that people live in.”
“ Well, there will be chist so many houses.” After this lucid explanation, the merest neophyte in topography
should have been at home in the situation. But this dense traveller, after digesting the above diflicult morsel,
found that he had been led gracefully round a rhetorical circle, and left standing in precisely the same
position in which those cheering words of explanation had found him. But then he was a very stupid man,
this traveller, a fact which has been painfully and apparently borne in upon him ever since his lamentable
failure to understand the significance of language. Distances in this island would seem in some localities to
be mere objects of the imagination. The nearer you get to a place, the farther you are from it. This is not
a paradox, but a literal fact. You ask the distance to a place as you journey along, and you will be told,
“Five or four miles.” With this in your mind as a gauge, you fare hopefully and confidingly on. The old
copy books used to tell us, among other interesting and instructive information, that “ Hope deferred maketh
the heart sick.” Beginning to feel a little unwell in obedience to this aphorism, you faintly enquire again,
hoping the answer may prove a restorative, and get for answer, “ It will be aicht, or sivin, or seex miles.” We
don't care to dwell upon the details of the result ; it’s a painful subject. But this is not apropos. Our horse
got his hay, and we were given to drink of the best milk in the world. The way being very rough and
untoward, my friend started alone, so that he might enjoy a monopoly of the jolting.
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Presently there eame towards me a deeorous procession of eight or ten of the finest and most respectable-
looking cows I ever saw inmy life. Their rear-guard was anan well on in years, and of a grave and reputable
countenance that seemed to realize quite fully the seriousness of existence. Here was the sedate propriety
of the better sort of Celt to perfeetion—a dignity and reserve just slightly dashed with haughtiness—and
atove all things, under the control of an invulnerable respeetability. An easy-going familiar address would
never do with this man, so I decorously inquired—at least I think I did—*“ How do you call this wind to-day,
sir, please 7" In a eourteous and kindly manner—not a patent manner, but a true manner thousands of
years old—he answered quietly, and with the natural coneern of an inherently noble nature, “ I can’t tell you
in English.””  We learned to box the compass when we were little boys going to sehool. I have never heard
it done in Gaelic, and have no ambition to be auditor of such a performance. The comnpass boxed in Gaelic
would certainly have to be re-magnetized before it eould be of any further use. So this high-minded old
Seotchman went homewards with his splendid herd, and I followed my artistic friend, musing on the ancient
dignity of the Celt.

The Freneh in their time had a road from Louisburg extending westward along the south side of the
island, and travellers now avail themselves of the rude relics of it which remain in this neighbourhood. We
imagine that very little work is ever done upon it, eonsequently the getting about from place to place is an
atfair of time and patienee. Keeping on westward, we soon approach Freshwater Cove, or Landing Cove, as
it is sometimes ealled. The general name of this place is in our time “ Kennington Cove,” from the frigate
Kennington, under eover of whose guns the British foree etlected their landing. Here there are living thirteen
or fourteen very fine families, who own good farms and are very comfortably situated. The ground is here
considerably elevated above the sea, and from the hills you can very well observe the difliculties with which
the British had to contend while foreing their way on shore. The shore of the cove sweeps round in a fine
semicireular outline. The head of the curve is occupied by a smooth beach of nearly half a mile in breadth;
the east and west arms of the cove are defended by rough and high rocks. As you approach the cove from
the road, there are three high suceessive knolls or hills between you and the sea. Just below the most
easterly of these is the narrow rocky cleft into which Wolfe forced his desperate way with the boats, and
where Major Seott so gallantly held his own until the British had concentrated a sufficient force for a dash
upon the flank of the French battery near the shore close by. The level of this battery and the protecting



DESCRIPTION OF THE TOWN AND FORTRESS 0F LOUISBURG. 157

earthwork can still be plainly seen. It occupied a most commanding position, as may be seen from the plan.
The beach in the centre of the cove presented an easy landing-place, but it was commanded by the converging
guns of three batteries, besides the one to whieh we have already referred. The site of all these entrenechments,
near the western arm of the cove, is yet to be seen. Still further to the west is the landing-place of
Whitmore’s and Summer’s divisions, somewhat sheltered from the fire of these batteries by an intervening
ridge of clifft Here General Amherst landed more at his leisure. He was never in a hurry about anything,
but he generally arrived in time.

This cove looks more like a place for a figcht than any other spot about these parts. The French were
evidently expecting a crisis here, and they met it, and it was here they lost Louisburg the second time. There
was no stopping Awmherst and the industrious Wolfe with their twelve thousand veterans after they got
ashore. Wolfe would have elinbed Ararat with his brigade at his heels, and Amherst would have built a
road through the Slough of Despond had it been neeessary, and eome out on the right side, too. That
Amherst was a fine fellow—he was not majestie in his movements, but he was sure, and he made no fuss about
it afterwards. His report of the siege is a simple, soldier-like report of what was done, but nothing more.
He might have been in the ranks from all that you hear in this unaffected document.

There are cannon-shot, grape-shot and musket-balls in good store about this loeality treasured up by
good people who live here, and if you are ambitious to be presented with a 42-pound shot or so, no doubt you
can be gratified by going to Kennington Cove; and you ean supplement it, if you feel so disposed, by a dozen
grape-shot and a poeketful. of bullets. You must then consider yourself under heavy obligations to your
hospitable entertainers at the cove. But, seriously, these folks will treat you as kindly as ever you were
treated in your life—with that old-time, taken-for-granted hospitality which recognizes the sacredness of the
word “stranger.” We never heard the word used outside of the Law of Moses, in this primitive sense, before
we heard it among the Celts of Cape Breton. The idea that a proud and high and sineere courtesy must be
dispensed to a man because he is a stranger is a sentiment too old and too new for our modern world, and
suggests that we had better go backward to look for our true humanity. We go forward to consider the
results of telephones and electricity and patent ways of adding to our physical comfort and convenience, but
let us go back to the cool and fresh morning of our race’s existence to understand what man was like before
he was belittled and degraded by the multiform distractions of what we call civilization. And the record is
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not scanty. There is enough for us to read nnd listen to, and take to heart if we will. Man likes to
remember his own nobility, and the Book of the Peerage of Humanity has been well preserved, and we can
all well understand its true signitieance if we hut eonsent to be taught. And there is n chance for us all in
this record, prinee and peasant, gentle and simple alike. There is no respect of persons in this list, but there
is respeet of heart nnd character and life, of devotion and faith and charity.

We were shown on the faee of one of those hills the spot where once was a French “oven,” as our
informer told us. This was probably a furnace for heating red-hot shot. We are told by Pichon that there
were two “ furnaces ” for this purpose in this loeality, and we know that red-hot shot were fired at the British
as they approached the shore.  Our guide’s deseription of this contrivance was quite eireumstantial; he
appeared to know its dimensions and eonstruetion. It is diffienlt to see why an oven for bread should be out
upon this hill-side, so we had rather believe the cannon-balls were heated here, as the plaece is not far from the
site of the batteries. A ball—well, it must have been at least a 42-pound shot—was presented to us on leaving
the cove, as a mark of speeial, personal appreciation (we flatter ourselves), and we made a magazine of our
waggon-box, and in it earcfully and atleetionately bestowed this symbol of the esteem in which we were held.
I am not eertain that the other man didn’t hold it to his eheek and pat it before he put it in there. Of
course, it might have knoecked some poor fellow into an indistingnishable heap of the relies of humanity a
hundred and thirty-three years ago, but we didn't look at it in that light. We felt rather dignified as we
retleeted upon the subjeet in all its bearings, and climbed into our vehiele with a decided air of self-importance,
thanked our entertainer and guide for all his goodness to us, and debouched out upon that nightinare of a
French road. There may have been a smile about ten feet behind my neighbour’s face, but I ain willing to
put that down as the result of a diseased imagination. Off we jogged with one shot in the locker anyway.
We were minus a eannon to it the shot, and powder to lend it wings, but we were not on a belligerent
exeursion, and our shot was for future vanity and adornment. The driver’s left pocket felt very hard
and unaccommodating as it came in contact with my perscn, as it often did when the wheels got into a hole
on my side, and I began to imagine he was loaded with canister. Bump, thump, systole, diastole, as Carlyle
would say, on we tumble, till all of a sudden the ghost of some dead Frenchman must have got into that
cannon-ball. It fairly “ took charge,” as a sailor would say, of that waggon-box. It growled and rumbled and
roared and dashed itsclf against the sides of our vehicle as if determined to keep no such company as
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we were. I cannot say whether that 42-pound shot ever reached Louisburg or not. I didn’t hear any more
of it after awhile, and there was no hole “staved ” in the broadside of the waggon next morning, but we can
appreciate just the same the intention of the giver, who was a very worthy man.

We had now spent a week in investigating all that time has left of the history of Louisburg from
nghthouse Point to Kennington Cove, and the time was by no means unprofitably or unp}easantl} spent.
Physically tired we sometimes were, and wet and dirty getting over Amherst’s “ worst ground that he ever
saw,” but still there was a satisfaction in being able to eomprehend with some degree of clearness the nature
of the military operations that were condueted before Louisburg. These operations and their results were of
intense interest to the people of the British Provinces at the time. One reason why Louisburg has Leen
almost entirely forgotten is the fact that the importance of the struggle there has been put into the background
by the more momentous contliet of the Ameriean Revolution, and by the wars consequent upon the Frenech
Revolution. But the importance of Louisburg at the time may be inferred from the determination of the
French to secure its restoration by diplomacy, and shortly afterwards by the fact that Britain saw it necessary
to send to America a stronger’ force, considering the combined strength of the fleet and army, to etlect its
re-capture, than ever had been sent across the Atlantic on any other single military enterprise. The most
powerful and suggestive acts in the great drama of the history of Ameriea were played at Louisburg; and
though the actors be all dead and gone, and the stage trappings vanished, and the theatre itself a seene of
uninspiring desolation, the play had, and still has, its full signifieanee for us. A play of Euripides or
Shakespeare lasts long after Greek Olympic and English theatre have gone into the dead past. Much more
may.we have in remembranee the stern facts and deeds which lie at the basis of our national existence.
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THE NEW ENGLAND INVASION OF CAPE BRETON.

HE New England expedition against Cape Breton was immediately caused by the breaking out of the
“War of the Austrian Succession.”” It began in 1741. There were two elaimants to the throne of
Austria—Maria Theresa, daughter of the Emperor of Germany, Charles VI.; and Charles the Elector

of Bavaria. England had in reality nothing to do with this quarrel. But George 11 espoused the cause
of Maria Theresa, while Prussia, under Frederick the Great, and France, under Louis XV., took the side of
Charles. Nothing came of this war, as England and Franee gave back their conquests to each other at the
end of it.  England and Holland had agreed to sustain a document called the Pragmatic Sanction, by which
the Emperor, Charles VI, had settled his hereditary dominions of Hungary and Silesia on his daughter,
Maria Theresa. The Emperor died in 1740, Frederick the Great then seized Silesia. The Elector of Bavaria
claimed Hungary. Franee sustained the pretensions of both against Maria Theresa. A body of English troops
was sent, under the command of Lord Stair, to assist the young queen who was thus being despoiled of her
possessions. In 1743 George IL joined the army in person. This king was a diminutive little man in almost
every way, but he was plucky enough, and it pleased him to be something like a soldier. And there was a
good deal of method about him. Ile could not speak English very well ; but the English pcople were led into
war on his account—a war from which they reaped no present glory, but in which they learned to take a hand
in continental affairs, and thereby paved the way to their future eminence among the European nations.
George helped to win the vietory of Dettingen, charging in front of the cavalry himself. It was the last
time an English king was under fire. His favourite son, the Duke of Cumberland, was there, too, the
butcher who made mince-meat of so many of the misguided Highlanders—of mnen whom neither he, nor any
of bis race, had the brains to understand, and who acted from motives and sentiments altogether beyond the
narrow ken of the inexperienced young prince. Two years later was fought the battle of Fontenoy, in which
Cumberland got a drubbing, but which gave the British soldier a chance to show what he could do, even in the
face of impossibilities, A column of British forced their way by sheer instinctive fighting into the very
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centre of the enemy’s position, before they realized where they were. By the rules of the art of war they
had no business to be there, as everybody knew who knew anything about it. But the Duke of Cumberland
did not know, and the column was just on the eve of cutting the enemy’s position right in two, when the
French commander jumped out of his litter in which he had been earried about all day, being sick; and being
indignant at the unmilitary conduct of these burly Islanders, had cannon wheeled right against the front of
the columnn which was stubbornly fighting its way onward, and tore bloody gaps through it from end to end.
This was more than the men could stand after being hard put to it all day, and they broke in confusion and
retreated pell-mell through the gore through which they had so audaciously come. The Austrian and Duteh
allies were not of much use, especially the latter, who behaved, we are told, “ only so and so,” and the British
had been left to advance without proper supports. Still, the French did not have it all their own way ; the
55th and 42nd covered the retreat, the French being struck with amazement at the roused deviltry of the
latter, who faced about every two hundred paces, and drove the enemy back with their bayonets. The
British soldier was not defeated in this battle—he had won more than half a victory, and all Europe knew
it—but the Duke of Cumberland was defeated because he was a dull, phlegmatic specimen of a man. ~ We
speak of the defeat at Fontenoy in this connection, beeause it has to do with the fate of Louisburg. If the
allied army had been properly managed that day, in all probability Louisburg never would have been given
back to the French. The English by this defeat were driven out of Holland, and when a treaty was mnade at
Aix-La-Chapelle, an honourable peace had to be bought by giving Cape Breton back to the French. So, in
a sense, Pepperell and his New Englanders had been fighting for nothing; it took what they gained to make
up for what Cumberland had lost, and the British soldier had been fighting at Fontenoy for nothing, and
much good blood had been shed—so were British affairs mismanaged. In fact, Britain got to be Britain, not
by the help, but in spite of the Georges. And if the Americans had been allowed to kecp Louisburg, they
might have been British subjects still—who knows ? For the giving up of Louisburg grieved and annoyed
them mightily, and served to aggravate the trouble between the colonies and the mother country. So may
we talk of chances and probabilities.

These were stirring and tumultuous times for British folk everywhere. While the English column was
being driven back at Fontenoy, a good part of the Scottish people, the stirring old memories of their

nationality being offended by the aping and strutting of “wee, wee German lairdies,” and still attached in
11
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sentiment if not in judgment to their native race of kings, were collecting, unlawfully but enthusiastically,
around a man who was not worthy of them, and the ancient northern kingdom bristled with—well, with.
rebellion.  France was tampering with Ireland and the Highlands of Scotland. Neither were there wanting
those in England who were willing enough to strike for the Stuarts could they but see opportunity. All was
unrest and uncertainty.

Across the Atlantic, the French from their sea fastness in Cape Breton were fretting the margin of the
English colonies, so that the precarious living of the fisherinan was rendered still more precarious; he was
virtually driven from the haunts where it was his wont to follow his hardy and adventurous calling. To
make matters still worse, laws suppressive of American trade had been passed by an ill-advised Parliament in
England, and the adventurous and gain-loving colonist would not be bound by them, but smuggled all he
could, and traded in ways that were dark. Privateers were sent out against the French, and alternately
smuggled with them and stole from them. And so things went. The honest trader stood scarcely any
chance, and was forced to disregard the maxim that “honesty is the best policy.” The English fisheries were
being outdone by those of the French. Louisburg was bidding fair to become the headquarters of the
northern seas. It had become the eentre of an enormous fishery and an extensive trade, and the latter
tempted the astute New Englander to forget his nationality and make what gain he could under law or
without law by bartering with its merchants. Still these men, while visiting the place for purposes of
present gain, looked askance at the massive ramparts and frowning batteries, and thought things that they
did not tell. Those old traders and privateersmen—for at times both terms described the same men—were
naturally a tough and hard set. There are many traditional stories told of them that indicate that fact
plainly enough. They had not done much real and systematic fighting, but wherever they were, afloat or
ashore, they were as lawless as they dared be. These men had something to do with originating the
expedition against Cape Breton. It is even said that Vaughan, of New Hampshire, who is reputed to have
been a smuggler to and from Louisburg, was the first man to propose it. Others give the credit to a Judge
Auchmuty. Others say that the scheme originated in the somewhat fertile brain of Governor Shirley, of
Massachusetts. No doubt it is impossible to tell at this distance of time who had the most to do with it. It
is uncertain if anyone could have told at the time. The New Englanders must have felt all along that
Louisburg was a menace to their comfort and secyrity, and the idea of its capture was probably taking form
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and consistency among them for some time, and any prominent man who proposed it, or spoke of it, would
probably come down to us the reputed projector of the expedition. History seldom knows very much about
the real originators of popular movements. The eredit is given to someone who happens to be in oftice or
authority at the time, and the reader is satisfied that he knows all about it.

Who the originator of this expedition was in reality is not a matter of much moment. It is enough for
us to inquire into the causes which brought it about. Louisburg, as has been said, was the headquarters of
the French fisheries, and these had grown to gigantie proportions. The revenue arising from the sale of fish
caught by vessels that made Louisburg the basis of their operations, was in the neighbourhood of a million
pounds sterling yearly, and gave employment, from first to last, to fifteen thousand men, it is said. Vessels
came not only from the neighbourhood, and were not only owned in the town itself, but larger eraft from the
French ports fished all the way from Labrador to the southern banks, and eame to Louisburg for shelter and
supplies. It was to the French then what St. Pierre is now, and mueh more. Their fisheries had assumed
such dimensions that they were probably beginning to absorh the English industry. We are told that their
fisheries were deelining, and that the New Englanders eould sell them fish eheaper than they themselves could
catch them; but we suspeet that the true explanation of this is that the Freneh had a larger and more
profitable market than the Lnglish, and were able to buy from them and export to more advantage. The
French in those early times had an extensive trade. They had even begun to know the value of the eoal-beds
in Cape Breton, for we are told that “there are great quantities of sea-coal, whieh ecan easily be put into
vessels, and whieh the French convey to Martinique and Gaudaloupe, where it is used to much advantage
in the refining of sugars.” “Which ean easily be put into vessels"—the early Freneh saw how easy our coal
was of export. The modern coal exporter might here read between the lines a lesson for himself. The
French, no doubt, had not only their own country for a market, but wany other ports of the Mediterranean as
well, for the fish business is odorous and antique, and has the flavour of the eenturies about it. The modern
fishery question is but a modification of one of the reasons that dictated the New England invasion of
Louisburg. The French and English had been disputing the fishing grounds, and the English had evidently
got the worst of it, because France was very strongly posted at Cape Breton. The English had no
corresponding centre or stronghold from which to operate, and felt themselves helpless in the presence of
Louisburg. They had almost been driven from the fishing grounds. So true was this that many fishermen
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had decided to stay at liome, and had the prospect of an idle summer in the year of 1745. Hence we can
readily understand with what alacrity these men would enlist in an expedition which not only gave them
something to do, but whieh gave themn an opportunity of being able to carn their future bread in peace.
Fishery troubles had then a great deal to do with the planning of this expedition.

The general trade of the New England States suffered as well. Their vessels were always liable to
capture or iolestation, and the naritime situation was uncomfortable and preearious. The fact that the
New Englanders were in great part a maritime people, and that the way to Louisburg lay open and direct
before them, was an incentive to engaging in this enterprise. Their position on the sea gave them strength
as invaders, as it did to their old ancestors the Goths. They had a fleet of fishing vessels whieh could easily
be transformed into little transports, and a throng of hardy fishermen, with nothing on their hands, eager to
enlist as volunteers.

Then there was the ancient national enmity between the English and the French. They had been rival
colonists—enemies—from the beginning, and the natural enmity had been intensified in America by a
century of cruel and bloodthirsty warfare. In act, in sentiment, and in religion they had seen the worst
side of each other. There could now be no peace between them. Their interests were conflicting on sea and
land; from New England to Labrador, and from Virginia to the St. Lawrence, and thence again to the Bay
of Fundy. It was inevitable that a trial of strength must ecome sooner or later, and it was destined that
New England should be the first to strike a deeisive blow in her own defence. .

As the Puritans were always a raee of contenders and fighters when opportunity served, the warlike
instinet was strong within them. Their religious enthusiasm took upon it the form of a missionary spirit,
but it was the spirit of Mohammed as much as of the great Teacher. The musket was as much their
weapon as was the Bible. It does not even appear that they were ever proselytizers; it was not their instinct
to convert, but to beat down—*“to hew down the idolatrous images of Baal,” so they said. And recent
events had tended to intensify the fervour of these people. A hot wave of sectarian enthusiasm had surged
over New England, all the hotter and more violent for the narrow channels in which it was confined. Men
thought deep and bitter and unforgiving thoughts about things which, in a rational and scientific sense, had
no significance. They fought about nothing, and, as a consequence, fought all the worse. Still, in this
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contest, known in New England as the “Great Awakening,” was engendered much of the semi-religious
zeal that thundered against the ramparts of Louisburg, and thought it did God service.

So, the New England invaders were forceful men—each type after its kind. Sailors, fighters, woodmen,
ploughmen, discoursers, exhorters, zealots — forceful all of them. They only knew of themselves—that is,
the greater part of them—they knew very little of the relativity of things, or of men, or of nations, and
consequently were filled for the most part—well, with an overweening self-confidence.

And their national relations—that is, as far as the colony of Massachusctts was eoncerned—were with
a man who was by nature exactly fitted to give point and direction to their national characteristics; and
this man was Governor Shirley. He was an English barrister, who had come out and settled in the colony
some years before, and who had immediately begun to seek for himself a place and position by ways in
accordance with his character. Governor Shirley was a good scholar and a man of considerable literary taste,
which he liked to display; of courteous and affable demeanour; a great deal, if not all, of a courtier, and
gifted with a fine, complaisant regard of himself and of every project which he devised—and he devised a
good many, but they all had the disadvantage of being more or less impracticable. He was an assiduous
castle-builder, but, excepting the expedition to Cape Breton, the result and success of which were in no way
owing to him, his castles came to the ground. He was constantly planning military operations on a grand
scale, but they either failed in detail, or the details had to be reversed in order to success. About war he
knew no more than an average lawyer might be expected to know, and he did not know of his ignorance.
. He was wanting in firmness and dignity of character—he could and did dissimulate upon occasion with
unblushing sweetness and urbanity, and his face, as we see it in his portrait, is a faithful index of the man.
His was the fate of many who seek for honour and applause. He afterwards fell into ill-favour with the
people, and went back to England. Finally he had to content himself with the governorship of the Bahamas.
He had two sons, both of whom he lost in early life. One of them, Jack, was with the ill-fated army of
Abercrombie. Some of his letters are preserved—notably one to Pepperell, bis father’s friend. He seems to
have been a generous and open-hearted youth. Soon after the writing of this letter he sickened and died.

But to Shirley must be given the credit of directly originating the expedition against Cape Breton. When
news of the war reached America, Du Quesne, the Governor of Louisburg, sent Du Vivier with a strong
force against Nova Scotja. The settlement at Canso was destroyed, and the garrison sent to Louisburg.
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While there detained as prisoners of war, they had an opportunity of observing the strength and weakness
of the place, and they made keen and invidious use of their eyes. When they were released and allowed
to go home, they reported what they had seen. They said that the fortifications were in very bad repair,
that the wall was in places falling into the ditch, that the eannons were very poorly mounted, and that the
garrison was weak, dissatisfied and mutinous, and that the place, if taken by surprise, might easily be
captured ; so talk ran among the New Englanders. Early in January, 1745, Governor Shirley communieated
to the Massachusetts Assembly that he wished to advise with them respeeting a subjeet upon which he
desired the strietest seereey to be observed. An oath of secrecy having been adininistered to them, the
proposed plan of an expedition against Louisburg was submitted to them for their approval. The enterprise
seemed to them so ditlicult of accomplishment that the proposal was rejected, and it was thought that no
more would be heard of it.  But the Governor was not yet content.  After influencing individual members
to the best of his ability, both by personal representations and the persuasions of others, they were asked to
reconsider their vote.  They were requested to hear the testimony of persons who had been at Louisburg, in
regard to the weakness of the place, and the state of the fortifications and the garrison. At length, after
much diseussion, upon a reeonsideration of the question, the vote was again taken, and the number of votes
for and against the proseeution of the enterprise were found to be equal. It is said that an equality of votes
could not even have been obtained had it not been for the voluntary absence of a few members who were
averse to the enterprise, but who did not wish to commit themselves to either side. Another member, who was
known to be in opposition to the scheme, is said to have fallen and broken his leg on the way to the
Assembly, and for that reason lis vote was lost to the opposition party. The casting vote was now to be
given by the ehairman, who decided that the expedition should be proseeuted. The strictest secreey as to
these proeceedings was still observed. The public as yet knew nothing of what had been going on. The
business is said to have come to light through the prayers of a devout member of the Assembly having been
leard as he wrestled with the Great Disposer of all events for the success of the enterprise. These old men
were devout in everything—as devout in knocking their neighbours on the head as in praying for their
wives and children. It is no wonder they believed they were always right, and that they werc always under
the protection of heaven. Thoinas Prince, the worthy old divine who preached the thanksgiving sermon
after the surrender of Louisburg, heard in the church the wind rattling the windows, and prayed that that
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wind might shatter D’Anville’s fleet, which was then nearing the Ameriean shore on its mission of destruction,
and, as a matter of fact, that very gale did so. There was no contending with a people like that ; they
couldn’t be got at, no matter how it was arranged.

The vote having onee passed the Assembly by this weak majority, there was no longer any dissension or
hesitancy. The great body of the people addressed themnsclves to the requisite preparations with the ntmost
energy. The other colonies were applied to for aid, but all refused exeepting New Hampshire, Connecticut
and Rhode Island. Volunteers were called for, and rapidly enlisted. Vessels were hired as transports; and
as we have seen that many fishermen expected to be idle, this part of the preparations was not very diffieult
of accomplishment. There were many vessels of from fifty to a hundred tons owned in the northern colonies,
that had found employment as traders, and they also were available.  Craft like these could easily be fitted
up to accommodate from forty to eighty men—not luxuriously, of eourse, but then they were not a luxurious
people that intended to sail in them; they had been aceustomed to rough it all their lives, and sea-sickness,
the result of tossing waves and odours aneient and indeseribable, was all they had to dread. The risk whieh
the owners of these little vessels wonld manilestly have to run was the next diflienlty that had to be met. It
was found at last that the government of the eolony would have to assuine the risk and insure the vessels,
and the venture seemed very precarious; and so it was. There was danger of wind and sea, and, ost of all,
of the enemy. One French line-of-battle ship might have eaught them penned up in a harbour and destroyed
them all, in spite of all the little tleet that the colonies eould bring for their protection. It was known that
Commodore Warren was at the Leeward Islands with a squadron of four ships, and Shirley had asked for
his co-operation in the expedition. He had returned for answer that he had no orders to that effeet; and that
as he had already lost one of his ships, he did not feel justified in detailing any of his weakened foree to
assist the New Englanders. And so to many it seemed a desperate and foolhardy adventure to attempt the
enterprise unsupported. The hearts of many began to sink as they commeneed to realize more and more fully
the dangerous nature of the undertaking. Besides, the expense was swelling up to an amount altogether
unforeseen, and it was argued that the colonies would never be able to bear the burden. Even if the enterprise
succeeded, which now seemed very doubtful, the eountry would be burdened with a debt which it never
could pay; and if it failed, absolute ruin stared them in the face. So said the faint-hearted ; but these were
not the majority. The greater part went busily on with the warlike preparations, and held days of prayer
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and fasting and supplication, and eleaned their muskets, and got the little vessels ready, and moulded bullets,
and collected all the powder and munitions of war and provisions they could. Everything nccessary for the
army was taken from those who had it at a valuation fixed by chosen authorities, and of these they got much
more than had been expected. [Tt seems, according to their own account, that not a single circumstance of
importance occurred from first to last to hinder the furtherance of their design. We are told that if any one
thing had happened to assist the French or retard or defeat the movements of the New Englanders, the result
must have been fatal, so dependent were they upon the speeial Providence which they sought, and so much
had they to fear from the ordinary course of cvents. The autumn preceding had been very stormy, and
prevented the arrival of expected supplies from France, so that the defence of Louisburg was thereby
weakened. The winter was now exeeptionally tine, so that out-door work could be prosecuted with as much
facility ns in summer.  The harbours along the coast were all open, so that communiention could be kept up
and supplies received from all the outposts.  Had this not been so, the expedition could not have proceeded,
for if its departure had been delayed until store-ships and en-of-war arrived at Louisburg, the attempt
ngainst it would have been abortive. Shirley had communicated with the home government, asking for naval
assistanee, and in consequence Warren had been ordered to proceed northward and concert measures with
the Governor of Massachusetts for the good of the colonies. He was therefore now on his way to their
assistance, though they did not as yet know it.

But one of the principal eonditions involving the success of the enterprise was the appointment of a
suitable commander. This was no easy task. A force such as was now being raised would have to be
commanded by some one who above all things was popular. This has always been the first consideration in
the choice of American oflicers—at nall events, previous to the Revolution. Military experience, especially in
the species of service now to be undertaken, was not to be expected. No man in America knew how to
conduct a formal siege, and no one was sanguine, except Shirley himself, perhaps, that his plan of a surprise
would ever take effect. The force now enlisting was held together by no military or national bond. The
several quotas of men were voluntarily raised by the several colonies, and individually they were volunteers.
The bond which united them must therefore be one of their own choosing, or at all events of their own
liking, and this bond must be represented in the person of the officer who commanded. At last the choice
fell upon William Pepperell, a native and a resident of Kittery, in Maine—a gentleman who represented the
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best and most worthy development of ecolonial “life. He had grown with the country, had extensive interests
in it of different kinds, and was known to be a nan of unblemished character and fine executive ability.
His father, a native of Cornwall, had emigrated to America, and had commenced life in the fisheries. At
first he built and owned small fishing craft, and, by his prudence and ability, gradually acquired a com-
petency and became one of the most substantial men in the country. His son William inherited his good
qualities, and, following in his father’s steps, added largely to the fortune which had been left him. The
choice of the New Englanders seems to have been well and judiciously made. One seldom meets with a
character who appears to have combined so many good qualities as Pepperell. While controlling large
interests in maritime affairs, and in landed property as well, and while he was what is generally known as a
successful man financially, he seems to have had no enemies, and to have oppressed no one.  Of a kindly and
benevolent presence, and of bright and practical, if not brilliant qualities, he was the sort of man to make
the most of every situation in which he found himself. He knew how to conciliate and rule and lead
men without making them feel the power that directed them. He was thoroughly affable, upright, and
conscientious, and, from all that we know of him, he seems to have merited the name, aside from all
cant and pretence, of a Christian gentleman. Making the acquaintance of a man like this, in the
midst of somewhat sequestered early colonial life, comes upon one with a sort of pleasant surprise. He
had ncver been well educated, but he had a fine tact and quick perception, and a native goodness
and kindliness of manner, and had dealt sufliciently with the world and with men to remedy in great
measure these early defects. No one ever thought of considering Pepperell an inferior after making his
acquaintance. He was naturally a sincere, a judicious, and a kind man, and those qualities were taxed to
the utmost in the arduous and hazardous enterprisc in which he was about to emnbark. He was thoroughly
loyal to England, and on the best of terms with all Englishimen with whom he ever met. One cannot be
sorry that he passed away before the unnatural struggle between the colonies and the mother country
commenced—that he was saved the bitterness of seeing men arrayed against each other whom it had been
ais lot to lead to success, while making common cause against the enemy. He was no pretender—he never
strove for effect like Shirley. He knew perfectly the extent and value of his own knowledge, and there was
about him no vanity or ill-humour to prevent him making the most of it. We do not see men like him in
America now—he forms, as it were, a connecting link between the Old Country and the New, and he was
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thoroughly loyal to both. While courteously deferring to the opinions of those who might be expected to
have more acquaintanee with the military art than he had, he yet presented with dignity the claims which
his own performanees merited.

There was probably not another man in existence who could have done with those four thousand New
Englunders just what Pepperell did. It was to this man that the safety and suceess of the first national
enterprise in Ameriea was committed, and he played his part naturally and well, and there was no
gasconading over the result on his part. The slight misunderstanding hetween himm and Warren, if ever
there really was any at all, was more the fault of Shirley than of the prineipal parties coneerned. With
his usual suave duplieity, Shirley oflered the eommand of the expedition to Wentworth, of New Hampshire,
after it had been nceepted by Pepperell, wishing thereby to ingratiate himself with the former. Wentworth
had been lamed by rheumatism, and Shirley imagined that the possibility of aceepting the position eould
never oceur to the halting invalid.  He would make a graeeful offer, and it would eost nothing. But he was
somewhat diseoncerted when Wentworth flung away his cruteh and professed his eagerness to go. He was
then eompelled to assure his New Hampshire friend that upon a reconsideration of the matter it was found
that the sueeess of the enterprise depended upon the appointinent of Pepperell, and that uny different choiee
would be ruinous.  Ile placed the provineial armed vessels under Pepperell’s comnmand, and afterwards
transferred them to the direetion of Warren. In fact, he assures Warren that nothing could have given him
greater pleasure than to have plaeed him in command of all the foreces by land and sea. Indeed, it
appears Warren considered himself in a sense to be in that position, and if both he and Pepperell had not
been men of sense and good judgment the results might have been disastrous. Though there was some
little jarring between the two commanders towards the end of the siege, and after the surrender, the results
did not remain. They were afterwards fast friends until the end of their lives. Warren was a capable and
efficicnt otficer, who knew his duty and was impatient under the coneeption that other people were not doing
theirs. He knew nothing and eould realize nothing of the difliculties of the situation in which Pepperell was
placed. He heard the thunder of the cannonade as he lay outside in the fog day after day. He had
opportunity of communicating with Pepperell only at intervals. The capture of the Vigilant was the only
enterprise which varied the monotony of the siege for him, and he naturally grew impatient under what
seemed to him eulpable delay. Warren seems personally to have been a very good sort of man. When the
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colonies were afterwards indemmified for their expense in the expedition to Louisburg, Warren exerted his
influence with the ministry to have it paid. The amount paid was £187,000 sterling. It was received in
coin, and carted through the streets of Boston with great gusto. Warren gave his commissions on this
transaction, amounting to £750, to be appropriated to the founding of a charity school. He had married an
American wife, and he evidently took much interest in the colonies and the colonists. A eorrespondence was
maintained between his family and that of Pepperell until the death of Warren in 1753. His services at
Louisburg were not his only claimn to distinetion. Shortly afterwards he helped to win a great naval victory
over the French, and was raised to the rank of admiral.

While the expedition was in preparation, the fertile and ingenious New England brain was wisely
employed in devising plans for the capture of Louisburg without going to the trouble and danger of doing
it. The snow, it was said, lay very deep against a certain part of the ramparts, and it was thought the
troops might mareh over the hardened crust right over the wall; but this, of course, could only take effeet in
the event of a surprise. If the Freuch knew they were coming, they certainly would shovel away the
snow ; everyone saw this, so that too much dependence was not placed upon that method. The ingenious
minds that suggested the former probability suggested also the latter, and eonscquently they were left where
they were found. Then a flying bridge was projected, borne upon eanvas wings at one end, while the other
was kept stationary upon the ground. The mechanical structure of this engine of war it is difficult at this
distance of time to describe with any degree of accuracy, and probably it always was liable to this disadvantage.
At all events, it was intended to fly over the ramparts, and its convenience was sueh that, having overcome that
trifling difficulty, a thousand men could prance over in four minutes, two thousand in eight minutes, and so on.
The result to the unfortunate Freneh it was not difficult to imagine. But Louisburg, by this method, could
be assaulted successfully only in a gale of wind—a dead calm meant paralysis—and it was possible that
some shearing cannon-shot might strip this military contrivance of its pinions if taken upon the wing, and
so the utility of the bridge was gravely questioned. It is a pity that ingenuity is-a double-edged weapon—
it creates and destroys; it forins a plan, and then agonizes over the probabilities of its defeat. We are all
just like the New Englanders in this respect. Again, it was known, or at least suspected, that the glacis
of Louisburg was mined in certain parts. A method of detection was suggested by one whose proper calling
it was to warn men against underground mischiefs in general—a worthy minister. Two men were to
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proceed to a suspected spot, the one armed with that bucolic implement, a beetle. The other individual was
to lie down with his ear to the ground, while the first delivered blows upon its surface. If the sound
produced had any vacuity about it, that particular spot was to be avoided, lest the flying bridge and its
manipulators shonld all tly heavenwards prematurely, and defeat any practical results. So people planned
and worked, and got ready just the same in more sensible ways.

Before lenving, Governor Shirley saw fit, as became his position and ability, and the responsibility
attaching to these, to deliver to Pepperell a lengthy and detailed programme of instructions. He was to
take comtaand of the expedition by authority vested in him by the Governor, and proceed with all possible
speed to Canso. Here he was to land, drive the French thence, build a small fort, mount it with eight
canuon, and garrison it with eighty men. He was then to chase the French away from St. Peter’s. All
these things were done to the letter. Then, as soon as opportunity served, he was to set sail some fino
morning with a strong and fair wind, taking care all the while that the Freneh knew nothing of his
presence in those parts, and make directly for Gabarus Bay, arriving there about nine o'clock at night—
no sooner, for fear of being discovered, and no later, for fear that the night should be found too short for
the intended operations. Some of the little cruisers should be sent in the meantime to blockade the harbour
of Louisburg, and cut off’ communication. This part of the work had been done, and it appears the French
never knew that the New Englanders had been at Canso at all. The men, who were to bLe divided into
detachments of four and six hundred men each, were to be immediately landed, and each division was to
have its particular duty assigned to it. Two or three hours were allowed for the landing, a couple of hours
more for forming an order of attack, and then the business was to eommence in earnest. One division was
to march direetly to the Grand Battery, a distance of four or five miles, through bog and bush and mire,
scraable over rocks and through thickets that one only knows after having been there, through the
darkhess and in a strange country. Having arrived at the battery, they were to deliver an immediate
assault, and take it before the French had time to dress, for the enemy were all supposed to be asleep.
Another division was to occupy itself with an attack upon the West Gate, another upon the citadel, while a
division or two were to act as supports, and cover any rebuff that these insane projects might sustain. It is
lucky the invaders did not get on shore, as intended, in the night. They would probably have come to such
grief as would have made a short story of the siege of Louisburg. The wind died out on the day they left
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Canso, and they did not arrive at Gabarus Bay until the following morning, when the hope of surprise had
vanished with the darkness. The intended attacks upon the different points were to come off, according
to orders, at daylight in the morning. It was thought by the sagacious Governor that the several parties
would have arrived before their respective points of attack about that time. The French, it is said, had
a grand party on this very night—an “eve of Waterloo” affair. Had they known the design which the
truculent Shirlcy had projected against them, they would not have felt much like dancing.

The Viceroy of Canada seems to have feared that the hostile acts of the ¥rench would provoke reprisals
on the part of the English, and that Louisburg would be singled out as an object of attack. He had
accordingly offered to send a reinforcement to strengthen the garrison. But the Governor of Louisburg seems
not to have had the slightest suspicion that the attacks on Annapolis and Canso would produce this result.
He probably considered himself too secure in his fortress to fear any hostile enterprise on the part of the
English. But Duchambon was soon to be undeceived.

On board the little transports now lying becalined in sight of the ramparts of Louisburg, on Monday
morning, the 30th of April, were 3,250 men that had been raised in the colony of Massachusetts, which then
included the district of Maine. New Hampshire had sent 300 men, Connecticut 500, and Rhode Island 300.
The last did not arrive until after the place had surrendered. Hutchinson remarks that they waited until
“circumstances enabled them to make a better judgment of the event.” The New Hampshire writers resent
this eriticism, and endeavour to explain the delay. Pennsylvania sent a supply of provisions, but no men.
Each of the provinces had at that one or two little armed vessels, and there was a so-called frigate of twenty
guns upon the stocks. She was launched and named the Massachusetts, and was commanded by Capt. Edward
Tyng, who was made commodore of the little fleet. Two armed vessels from Rhode Island were hired. So,
when the little squadron was all collected, it was found to number fourteen vessels, each carrying from ten
to twenty guns—in all about two hundred. This fleet was a composite force in naval design; it consisted of
a “snow,” a galley named the Shirley, antique-looking sloops and little corvettes or frigates, but they were
all plucky enough, and manned by fellows who were well used to risky things at sea. A “snow ” appears to
have been a two-masted vessel with a flush deck, upon which guns were mounted fore and aft. There was
no commissary-general. Instead, a committee was chosen composed of members of the Legislature.
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The Massachusetts men had heen divided into eight regiments, commanded by Colonels Bradstreet, Waldo
(who was second in eommand of the expedition), Dwight, Moulton, Willard, Hale, Richmond and Gorham.
After the surrender of Louisburg, Bradstreet was appointed Governor of Newfoundland. The New
Hampshire regiment was eommanded by Colonel Moore, and the Conneetieut men by Colonel Burr. Colonel
Woleott, of New Hampshire, aeted as major-general, and Colonel Waldo, of Massachusetts, as brigadier-general.
Colonel Gridley, who afterwards marked out the redoubt at Bunker Hill, commanded the artillery. Vaughan,
of New Hampshire, who afterwards proved so enterprising and serviceable, went as a volunteer, with the
rank of lieutenant-eolonel. The whole force consisted of 4,050 men, exclusive of officers. The number of
transports was ninety. They had all assembled at Nantasket Roads, where the armed cruisers had joined
them, with the exeeption of a few who had been sent early in Mareh to erunise off the harbour of Louisburg.

Before the sailing of the expedition, there was observed a day of fasting and prayer, as became an
enterprise partaking of the nature of a crusade. One Parson Moody, it is said, earried with him a hatchet
with whieh to “hew down the idolatrous images of Baal” What particular significance the worthy parson
attached to the term “ Baal” we fail to understand. Probably he had no distinct eoneeption of his own
meaning.  If he had used his hatehet, as some symbolical spiritual weapon, to hew down the “high
imaginations” within himself, he would have been occupied in a work fully as commendable as that which
he had in eontemplation.

The eonduct of Duchambon previous to the siege was severely criticized by the French. His rejecting
the offer of reinforeements, it is said, “ was the first, but not the last error, to whieh his disgrace for the loss
of Louisburg may be imputed, as with the suceour offered he would have found himsclf at the head of a
body of men more than suflieient, not only to defend himself, but to sally out and drive before them the raw
and undiseiplined multitude whieh had come against him.” The provincial cruisers had been seen sailing
up and down outside, and had been observed from Main-a-Dieu by some soldiers and lumbtermen wintering
in the woods. No attempt was made to discover who they were, until Warren’s squadron appeared in the
otfing, when a citizen and soldier were sent with an Indian to guide them through the woods to the Strait of
Canso, “ to take prisoners,” but more likely to seek intelligence respecting the strange vessels. Duchambon
tells us that this party took four prisoners who rose upon them while asleep in the night.  Pepperell took a
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THE FIRST SIEGE OF LOUISBURG.

HERE had eome on board of the transports one Seth Pomeroy. He was a gunsmith of Northampton,
T and had now been ehosen major of Willard’s Massachusetts regiment. The New Englanders uncon-
sciously adopted the plan of Napoleon: they had a quick eye for the practical, and chose men
for office who possessed practical qualifications. Nothing else eounted with them. This man had the
soldier instinet strong within him. He afterwards fought in the battle of Lake George. When the
revolutionary troubles broke out, and war rumours eame thick and fast from Boston, he borrowed a
neighbour’s horse, rode to Boston, and reached Cambridge on the morning of the battle of Bunker’s Hill. He
carcfully bestowed his horse in safety and walked over Charleston Neeck, whieh was then swept by the fire of
the British ships of war. The regiments were just forming for the attack. Israel Putnam, Pomeroy’s old
comrade in the French war, who was in the breastworks the Americans had thrown up, saw the white-haired
veteran hastening up the hill with his musket. He shouted, with an oath “ Pomeroy, you here! A cannon-shot
would waken you out of your grave!” Those Puritans had long been making a bad use of their theology.
A eertain type of New Englander is to-day the most accomplished swearer in the world. We often misuse
our gifts.

The fleet of fishing vessels, transformed into transports, did not escape on their passage what onc may
surely expeet on that eoast in that season of the year—a north-east snowstorm. They had evidently a
rough time of it; and, as they lay to in the gale, were rolled about in such manner that the qualms of
sea-sickness drove, for the time being, all heroic thoughts out of their hcads. This Major Seth Pomeroy kept
a journal of the siege, in which he writes at this time, “ Sick day and night, so bad that I have not words to
set it forth.” Many a one since has been silent on this subject from the same cause. The gale continued, and
the Massachusetts fleet were scattered in a “ Very fierse Storme of snow, som Rain, and very dangerous
weather to be so nigh ye Shore as we was, but we escaped the rocks and that was all.” On Friday, April 5th,
1745, Pomeroy’s vessel entered the harbour of Canso, about seventy miles from Louisburg. Here was the
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English fishing settlement which the French had destroyed, and whose people had been sent to Louisburg
as prisoners, where they mused on their hard fate, looked askance at the defences of the place, and
meditated revenge upon the Frenchman. According to Shirley’s instructions, this place was taken. A
wooden fort was also built in accordance with the arranged plan, and mounted with eight cannon. There
were left here two companies to garrison the place, with Captain Ainmi Cutter in command. Before many
days sixty-eight of the transports had arrived at Canso. They had all come safely through the storm, and
had converged to their destination. Many of them on the way had anchored and found shelter at White
Head, as has been the manner of coasters ever since. The movements of this warlike fleet of fishermen have
a quaintly familiar sound coming from those old times.

Sunday brought to these homely warriors their wonted exhortation and religious cxercises.
Parson Moody preached from the text, “Thy people shall be willing in the day of Thy power” What a
narrow thing is human nature. These Puritans were willing to drive the French out of the country aud off
the Banks. Their sincerity in this respect was perfect; in other regards it was an unknown quantity. We*
are told that devotion only partially occupied the attention of the neophyte soldiery, for this martial son of
Vulcan confesses: “Several sorts of businesses was going on, som a exereising, som a Hearing Preaching.”
Aaron held up his hands while Moses fought, or prepared to fight. There may be room here for the satirist,
but it was not the worst way of doing things after all. The homespun heroes marched and stumbled and
countermarched, and heard in fantastic medley military shouts of command and enraptured bursts of
Hebraistic eloquence.

About the middle of March some of the Provincial cruisers were sent to watch Louisburg to prevent
communication and to cut off supplies. This was efficiently done. They presently brought in six vessels
that had been making for the harbour, laden with supplies. But Louisburg harbour and the shore to the
westward were blocked with ice, so that no landing could as yet be attempted. There was nothing for it but
to wait at Canso and have more drill and more preaching. These they had, and no doubt were the better
for both. But this delay involved serious possibilities. Ships of war might arrive, and they had no force to
keep them out. One did appear. On Thursday, the 18th of April, there was heard heavy firing out at sea.
It was the little sloops, pluckily attacking the Renowmmeée, a French frigate of thirty-six guns. They

badgered her into a running fight, but she got away from them, being a faster sailer than they, or, as she is
12
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called in quaint provincial talk, “a smart ship.” She had despatches for the Governor of Louisburg, and made
several attempts to run the plucky little blockade, but failed, and at last sailed back to France to report what
she had seen. But a piece of great fortune was in store for these adventurers, without which they might as
well have re¢mbarked and made the best of their way back to New England. On Monday, the 22nd, her
white sails swelling with a high north-wester, there swept into the harhour of Canso the English frigate
Eltham. She had been about to sail as convoy to the fleet from Portsmouth, when she was met off the
harbour by orders from Commodore Warren to proceed to Cape Breton and render what serviee she could
there. Her convoy was accordingly ordered back into port, and she proceeded on her mission, bringing the
welcome news that Warren himself would follow in a few days. He had received orders, while at the
Leeward Islands, with the Superbe, Launceston and Mermaid, to proceed to Boston and there concert measures
with Governor Shirley for the good of the colonies. At sea, off Boston, he fell in with a fishing vessel, from
whieh he learned that the expedition had already sailed. Out of this vessel he took an excellent pilot, who
had gone tishing to eseape impressment, and without whom Warren, it is said, would not have ventured to go
to Louisburg. So the yards were again squared, and off this old sea-dog swept to the help of the New
Englanders.  On the 23ed, mueh to their delight, his ship, accompanied by her two consorts, sailed into the
harbour of Canso. There was now some certainty that Louisburg would be effectually blockaded. Warren,
after communicating with Pepperell, sailed to cruise off the harbour. The Provincial cruisers, by the orders of
Shirley, were also placed under his command.

But still the ice clung about the coast. The transports had to wait in Canso nearly three weeks. The
men in the meantime had more drilling ; they were formed into divisions of four and six hundred men each,
in accordance with the requirements of Shirley’s patent for the reduction of Louisburg. At last they heard,
on Friday, the 26th, that Gabarus Bay was free from ice. They had to wait till the morning of the 29th for a
fair wind. There was now to be no more exhorting and drilling. There is much heaving of windlasses and
flapping of sails, and the bows of the little vessels are turned one by one in the direction of the doomed town.
They should arrive there at nine o'clock at night, according to the contract, so they must have been naturally
anxious about the wind. And, as is usual in sueh cases, it failed them ; and Shirley’s elaborate instructions
were now of no use, excepting the last clause, which directed Pepperell to act according to his judgment and
discretion in case of anything going wrong. Next morning they were four or five miles from the town, and
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separated from it by a stretch of the most difficult ground one can well imagine—swamp and rock, and
tangled undergrowth and matted shrubbery. “The worst ground it was” Amherst said, thirteen years
afterwards, “ that ever he saw.” Louisburg never presented a very imposing spectacle ; the site was not
elevated, and the massive walls that encircled them hid most of the buildings from sight.

The defences of Louisburg were formidable enough, considering the ridiculously light train of artillery
which the little transports were bringing to be directed against them. The embrasures, without counting
those in the outworks, numbered 148. The number of cannon in position is not accurately known.
Pomeroy says that after the surrender a little above ninety were found, and & “great number of swivels.”
Others place the number of cannon at seventy-six. The Grand Battery and Battery Island mounted sixty
heavy pieces more. The New Englanders brought against this formidable armament but thirty-four cannons
and mortars, of much inferior weight. But they hardly expected to use these at all when they left New
England. Shirley must have meant them as mere embellishments, and indeed they were litthe else.

They were under orders to capture the place “ while the enemy were asleep.” The New Englander must
certainly have learned a good deal of his natural presumption from Governor Shirley. They had borrowed
ten 22-pounders from New York, which was the only respectable battery they had. But with characteristic
confidence they brought with thein a good store of 42-pound balls to be used in the cannon of the Grand
Battery—after they had taken it. This, as Governor Hutchinson pertinently remarks, “was too manifest
a disposal of the skin before the bear was caught.”

A French resident says that at this time the garrison consisted of 560 regular troops. Of these two or
three companies were Swiss. There were also some 1,300 or 1,400 militia, inhabitants partly of the town
and partly of the neighbouring settlements. The regulars were discontented ; they had worked, we are told,
on the fortifications, and got no extra pay for it. They were dissatisfied with their rations, consequently
they had mutinied early in the winter. Order had again been restored ; but the result was that the officers lost
confidence in the men, and this event proved disastrous to the defence. They were afraid to send them out
upon a sally lest they should desert to the enemy. Duquesnet, the Governor, had died in the autumnn. He
was succeeded by Chevalier Duchambon, who, if not deficient in ability, was lacking in decision of
character. It is said, though it scarcely appears credible, that he expected an attack. “We were informed
of the preparations from the first,” says the Habitant de Louisburg. Some Indians who had been at Boston
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carried to Canada the news of what was going on there; but the story was thought so improbable that it
excited noalarm. It was not so at Louisburg, where, observed the same writer, “We lost precious moments
in useless deliberations and resolutions, no sooner made than broken. Nothing to the purpose was done, so
that we were as much taken by surprise as if the enemy had pounced upon us unawares.” This was, then,
the nature of the surprise—the surprise which comnes upon a man who knows his danger and meekly puts
the evil day afar off.

The garrison tirst saw the provineial eruisers hovering on the horizon about the 25th of March. The
Americans say the Freneh took them for privateers in search of their prey, but this does not compare with
the stateinent that the Freneh knew of the intended attack. 1If they had known of it, it is almost incredible
that they should have left the landing-places in the defenceless eondition in which the New England men
found them, except upon the presumption that Duchambon had reached the sublimity of apathy. The little
men-of-war appeared at intervals ofl' the coast until the morning of the 30th of April. Then was seen the
whole tleet of transports, like a flock of sea-birds, standing in towards Flat Point, which juts out into the sea
three miles west of the town. A feeble and ridieulous attempt was made to oppose the landing. Morpain,
a famous buceanecer, accompanied, it is said, by an oflicer named Bouladire, was sent with eighty men to
drive off the invaders. Forty men more were on the wateh near the spot where it was supposed the enemy
would land. The firing of guns and the ringing of bells in the town gave the alarm to the militia in the
neiglibourhood.

The eritical experiment of landing was tried without delay. It was managed with mueh judgment and
skill. The men were full of ardour and enthusiasin, and this, of course, was not lessened by the sight of the
feeble resistance that would apparently be offered to their landing. The rocks and the surf presented the
greatest dangers. One finds it difficult to understand what the French eould have been doing while the boats
and men were floundering in the surf. They were outwitted, however, and the New Englanders probably
gained a footing on the shore before they had a shot fired at them. The way it was done was this: Several
boats filled with men rowed towards Flat Point to decoy Morpain and his men in that direction. On a given
signal they rowed back again, and Morpain aud his men thought they had been frightened off. American
astuteness was perhaps new to Morpain. On reaching the flagship the returning boats were joined by others
that had lain coneealed behind the vessels, containing men enough to make a hundred in all, and off they
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dashed for another landing-place called Freshwater Cove, or Anse de la Cormorandiere, now called Kennington
Cove, two miles farther west. There was now a race between the boats on one side, and Morpain and his
men on the other. But the water, though somewhat uneven from the swell, was not so rough as the bogs
and rocks across which the Frenchmen had to flounder and seramble. The tough arms of the fishermen
sent the boats flying through the water, and they got there first, as our solemn but humorous ecousin
generally does. No doubt many of the New Englanders were hardy privateersmen, and others men
of the woods who had often faced Indians and the like, and they were eager for a set-to. Probably it was
for them a graver sort of lark. Excited by hard pulling and the thought of danger, and the seething surf
and the hard scramble out of the boats and up the steep and slippery shore, they rushed upon the grimacing
and gesticulating Frenchmen, no doubt thoroughly bemired and beaten out by this time, like hounds upon
the deer. There was not the ghost of a chance for Morpain. Six of his men were killed, six more taken
prisoners, among whom was Bouladire, and the rest took to their heels. The invaders did all this at the expense
of two men slightly wounded. Further resistanee was useless, for a erowd of boats now ecame dashing against
the steep and rocky beach, and the men kept floundering through the surf all day. By night two thousand
men had landed. Bigot, the French Intendant, says that six thousand were landed the first day. This was
two thousand more than the whole New England foree. It was a lucky thing for the invaders that the
French constantly overestimated their number. In faet, the French were bewildered generally. They were
not at all able to comprehend the number, the method, the daring eontidenee of the men they had to deal
with. The whole thing was a new military, or rather unmilitary development for them, and they gave it up.
The remaining two thousand imen landed at their leisure the next day. So the New Englanders got ashore
without much fighting. It was not so afterwards with the British—they encountered a spirited and well-
organized resistance, and had a hard struggle before they effected a lodgement on the shore at all.

Two days after the landing, Vaughan led four hundred men through the woods to the rear of the town
and saluted it with three cheers as they passed, mueh to the disgust of the Frenechmen. There was much
more of energy and bustle than order in the crowd that followed Vaughan. Of the last the French say
there was none. The next movement of Vaughan and his New Hampshire mast-cutters startled the French
still more. They kept at a safe distance from the Grand Battery, and passed in its rear till they came to the
north-east harbour. Here were large magazines of naval stores. These they set on fire, and the wind blew the
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dense black clouds of resinous smoke right across the Grand Battery. The French fell into a fright, thinking
that under cover of this odorous canopy the New Englanders meditated an assault npon them. Nothing
is so awe-inspiring as that which is invisible, and nothing was to be seen. The lively Gallie imagination
doubtless filled this smoke with thousands of enemies, and so they thought it safest to leave this magnificent
battery to take ecare of itself. Vaughan was returning the next morning with a few inen, sixteen in
number. From behind the hills he eould see when he came opposite the Grand Battery that there was
neither tlag on the staff nor smoke from the ehimney. It certainly had a eurious look—What did it mean ?
There is with him a Cape Cod Indian who has learned the value and delights of alechol; and Vaughan, in
his present need, takes advantage of the fact. Vaughan had a flask of brandy—some say New England
rumm—in his pocket, and the Indian is bribed with it to go and see what is going on in the battery. The
Indian pretended to be drunk—whieh was an unneeessary exhibition of himself if he had known all—and
meandered towards the battery to investigate. There was nothing moving. He elimbed in past the muzzle
of one of the 42-pounders, and found nobody. Dr. Belknap explains that, though Vaughan had the
means, just as it happened, to bribe the Indian, he never drank himself. Of ecourse it is an orthodox
explanation.

The rest of Vanghan’s party entered the battery. One of them, William Tufts, of Medford, a boy of
eighteen, elimbed the staff.  He held in his hand his red eoat, which he nailed to the staff as a flag. This
drew the fire of the batteries of the town upon them, but no one was hurt. Vaughan then, Casar-like, sent
this brief notice to Pepperell: “ May it please your honour to be informed that, by the graee of God and
the courage of thirteen men, I entered the Royal Battery about nine o'clock, and am waiting for
reinforcements and a flag” The grace of God had certainly more to do with this business, so far, than the
courage of his thirteen men. A great degree of eourage was not requisite to take possession of an empty
battery. But their courage was soon to be more cffectually tried, for presently four boats were seen
approaching from the town, filled with men intent upon driving out the courageous occupants and hauling
down their extemporized symbol of British occupation. They wanted, perhaps, also, to save the munitions
and stores, and more effectually to render the cannon useless. Vaughan and his thirteen men—it does not
appear what had beeome of the other three—stood upon the open beach, under the fire of the town and ‘the
Island Battery, and plied the approaching boats with musketry, keeping them off. Presently Lieutenant-
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Colonel Bradstreet approached with reinforcements, and the French pulled back to the town. The French
themselves make the somewhat strange confession that they did not leave the battery in a panic. It is
difficult to understand what other reason they could have had. By their own shewing they did not them-
selves know. So it probably must be set down to sheer fright and incapacity. The Habitant de Louwisburg
says:—* A detachment of the enemy advanced to the neighbourhood of the Grand Battery.” This was
Vaughan’s four hundred men, whom the excited Frenchmen probably magnified to four thousand—doubtless
thcy made noise enough to justify such an estimate. “At once we were seized with fright,” the writer
declares, “and on the instant it was proposed to abandon this magnificent battery, which would have been
our best defence if our commanders had known how to use'it.  Various councils were held in a tumultnous
way. It would be hard to tell the reasons for such a strange proceeding.  Not one shot had yet been fired
at the battery, which the enemy could not take except by besieging it, so to speak, in form, making regular
approaches as if against the town itself. Some persons remnonstrated, but in vain; and so a battery of
thirty cannons, which had cost the King immense sums, was abandoned before it was attacked.”

Duchambon says that soon after the landing of the English he reccived a letter trom Thierry, the officer
commanding at the Grand Battery, advising that the cannon be spiked and the works blown up. It is
difficult to understand what the battery was there for at all in the light of this fact. On receipt of this letter
a council was held. A vote was passed to follow Thierry’s advice. It was said that the fortifications of the
work were in bad condition, and that four hundred men could not hold it against three or four thousand.
The number four hundred is probably an error, as there were not above two hundred men in the battery.
The blowing up of the works was opposed, and they were left untouched. Thierry and his men left in boats.
They had hastily spiked the guns, but did not stop to knock off the trunions or destroy the carriages. Their
loose gunpowder they threw into the well, leaving for Vaughan and his men a goodly number of cannon
cartridges, 280 large bombshells, and other ordnance stores.

The only use of the Grand Battery was to defend, in conjunction with the Island Battery, the mouth of
the harbour, which was at a distance from it of thirteen or fourteen hundred yards. If properly defended, it
might further have sustained a siege in itself. Its water-front, guarded by a high and stcep ascent, and
swept by thirty heavy guns, was impregnable. It would have been a more serviceable work had it been
mounted with cannon on the landward side, defended by a deeper and wider moat, and above all, kept in
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repair; but it was not. It would then have rendered necessary an organized and determined assault in order
to its capture. But the defenees on the land side, though formidable enough, consisted only of a loop-holed
wall of masonry, a ditch ten feet deep and twelve feet wide, and a covered way and glacis, forming a line of
outer defenee similar to the works at Louisburg itself. Even these are described as unfinished. This was a
fatal oversight, but is in accordanee with the unthorough way in which everything was done among the
colonial French.  Aslong as the King’s lonis d’ors went into the pockets of villainous officials and stayed
there, of course the forts had to suffer, and did suffer, and so fell an easy prey to the English. From first
to last, during either siege, not n shot was fired in defence of the Grand Battery.

It is saidd that at this particular juncture the rear works of the fort had been partly demolished, with a
view to reeonstruction.  The two towers flanking the rear wall, Duchambon says, had been destroyed; but
the New Englanders testify that swivels were still mounted on them, and that “two hundred men might
have held the battery against five thousand.” But two hundred men could not have done anything of the
sort, practically without eannon and with a ditch in front of them only ten feet deep and twelve feet wide.

Brigadier Waldo was now sent to occupy the battery with his regiment, while Pomeroy, the Northampton
gunsmith, went to work upon the spiked cannon. The bear being now caught, they proeeeded to utilize
the skin.  Pomeroy and twenty soldier mechanies are drilling away assiduously at the touch-holes of the
42-pounders.  No doubt they look askance at the walls of the town, and wish it were done. There were in
the battery twenty-cight 42-pounders and two 18-pounders. Some of the French writers call the heavy guns
36-pounders.  The English say they were $2-pounders, and no doubt they were, for the 42-pound shot sent
from Boston fitted them. Pepperell landed his cannon near Flat Point. This place was four miles froin the
Grand Battery. Across this space of bog and tangle and roek and underbrush, the guns would have to
be dragged in order to operate against the Grand Battery. This, no doubt, would have taken a long time,
even for the New England log-rollers. But a detecrmined assanlt would have taken the Grand Battery in the
condition in which it then was, without the help of cannon, if Peppercll had men who had ever seen such
a thing done. It is said: “ The Grand Battery might have held out long enough to save the munitions and
stores, and effectually disable the cannon which supplied the English with the only artillery they had
competent to the work before them.” But how the Grand Battery could have disabled cannon attacking
it from the landward side does not appear, as it had no artillery armament on that side. Doubtless the
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French had some reasons for evacuating the fort, the prineipal one being the conscious weakness of their
position on the land side. A battery taken in the rear is not eapable of much resistance.

Some of the captured cannon had recovered their usefulness by the next morning, thanks to Powmeroy
and his assistants, and soon opened fire upon the town, distant about a mile; and now began the miseries
of the wretched inhabitants. The shot “damaged the houses and made the women ery,” writes a soldier.
Says the Habitant de Lowisburg: “The enemy saluted us with our own cannon and made a terrible fire,
smashing everything within range.” This is overdrawn. The New Englanders had only a few guns eleared ;
and, according to their own account, they “ threw several shots into the town, one of whieh went through the
roof of the Citadel.” After this there were often artillery fights between the battery and the town, and the
latter got the worst of it, as it had more to suffer and was a better mark.

On the night after their landing, the New Englanders had scant accommodation. They slept, if they
slept at all, in the woods. Some had blankets, others had none. In the morning they set to work encamping
with such soldierly belongings as they had, and they were not many. There was a child-like and easy-going
dependence upon Providence, or something else, about these men that the world had never seen before,
and probably never will again—of the same sort. A brook ran into the sea about two miles from the town.
The ground on each side was rough but dry, and here the regiments made their quarters—on the east side,
Willard’s, Moulton’s and Moore’s; on the west side, Burr’s and Pepperell's. Some extended themselves on the
east towards Louisburg, among the low, rugged hills on the border of the marsh, but were soon warned
back by the cannon shots from the ramparts that came tearing among them. There were not nearly tents
enough. Some were reduced to the use of old sails stretched over poles. The use of these was natural to
these semi-aquatic invaders. We are told that all the spare canvas in New England had been used up in
making tents, but still there were not enough. On the low, rough hills near Louisburg, rendering more
rugged and difficult the surfacc of the ground, are yet to be seen numerous rudimentary stone-girt
depressions, which are doubtless the sites of huts built by the New Englanders as shelter from the weather.
These huts were built of turf, with the spruce boughs lapping overhead. Here for these Puritan warriors
was a sort of Feast of Tabernacles. Bark could not be used to cover their huts, as at this early season it
would not peel from the trees. All this was wretched at this time of the year in Cape Breton, and no other
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men ecould have come through it all and have been able to work. And there was hard and killing work ¢o
do. The guns, munitions and stores had to be landed on a rough, surf-beaten beach. In this service they had
many boats destroyed, and so had Amherst afterwards at the same place. Altogether, it was a terrible place
in whieh to toil at siege-making. To land the guns, large flat boats, brought from Boston, were used. The
men waded through the iey surt waist-deep, carrying loads of powder and the like on their heads all day long.
Then they slept on the ground during the chill and foggy nights, and laid the foundation of future pains and
cramps.  But the lively and hardy New England spirit, the sympathy of numbers, and it may be allowable
to add, New England rum and French brandy, bore them through it all, and they worked like beavers, and
somewhnt under the same amphibious conditions. It was all one to them—surf or mud waist-high, and
often more so, was nothing to these fellows, who had come to see what soldiering was like; and, as far as
pulling, and lugging, and lifting, and getting wringing wet and “ powerful” muddy was coneerned, they saw
enough of it.  The author of the “Importanee and Advantage of Cape Breton,” says: “ When the hardships
they were exposed to come to be considered, the behaviour of these men will searcely gain eredit. They
went ashore wet, had no dry elothes to cover them, were exposed in this condition to cold, foggy nights, and
yet cheerfully underwent these difliculties for the sake of executing a project they had voluntarily
undertaken.”

But the worst was vet to come. The guns must be got across the marsh—(the writer and his friend
have somewhat oozy reminiscences of that marsh)—to the broken ground on the north-west of the town, on
a series of low heights that approach near the ramparts. It was necessary to get within striking distance.
This was a distance of more than two miles, and the French thought the way was imnpassable. But
it was not—not to New England ingenuity and endurance.

Of course the first eannon that was respeetably trundled off on its wheels behaved with becoming and grim
decorum until it eame to the edge of the marsh. Here down it went, slowly but determinedly; first the
carriage, and then the piece itself, in silent but effectual protest against the siege of Louisburg. But among
the disconeerted spectators was one Lieutenant-Colonel Meserve, a New Hampshire man. He was, by trade,
a ship-builder, but had now exchanged the broad-axe for the sword. No doubt he had often got timber out
of the woods over soft places, and there were plenty of men about who had helped him do it, as there were
scores of others who had worked at cutting and handling masts for the king's navy. It was a difficult thing
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to stick these men, especially in a bog. That little cannon could not do it anyway. It was not so
cumbersome or unwieldy as an unhewn mast for a line-of-battle ship, and if it would not go of itself it must
have a mud-shoe put under it and be made to go. So sledges of timber were made—they were sixteen feet
long, we are told, and five feet wide. Meserve had, no doubt, his rule on his thigh and his pencil between his
teeth. A cannon was trinmphantly lashed upon one of these and dragged ignominiously through the moss
and ooze by a long row of two hundred men yoked with rope traces and breast-straps, loundering through
mud and water like big lizards in a primeval fen. Laughing and shouting and getting blissfully dirty, as big
schoolboys like to do, they trail the guns over the swamp day and night, and in thick fogs, for at last they
have to look out for the enemy’s fire. Horses or oxen would have fared like the first cannon did, even if they
could have been had. They could not go the same way very often. The path had to be changed, and so in
time the most of the marsh was worked into the consistency of what these men were familiar with as “ hasty
pudding.” Thirteen years after, Amherst, in his matter-of-fact way, made a passable road over this same
swamp; but he had all the material at hand to do it with. It was a hard piece of work even for him and his
engineers and eleven thousand old soldiers. After his road was made he covered it from the enemy’s fire
by an epaulement, or bank of earth at the side. But the New Englanders, we are told, “laughed at zigzags
and epaulements, and went on, void of art, in_their own natural way.” They could not make these things—
they had never seen them. But they could make a timber sledge, which served the same purpose, and they
were not too lazy to hanl it through the mud. _

Pepperell was much gratified with the behaviour of his men,” under almost incredible hardships.” They
wore out their shoes and clothing till many went in tatters and barefooted, yet they worked on with uncon-
querable spirit. Within four days they broke ground and planted a battery of six guns on one of the
Green Hills, about a mile from the King’s Bastion. A week after they had dragged four 22-pound cannon
and ten coehorns to within a thousand yards of the ramparts. These last Pomeroy affectionately calls
“cowhorns.” Two of the 22-pounders burst—a catastrophe which often befell from the practice of double-
shotting and overloading—and they were replaced by four more, and a large mortar sent by Shirley
from Boston. The mortar soon burst, and Shirley was petitioned for another. This was slow siege work.
Meanwhile the invaders had stolen their way forward and fixed a battery of coehorns on a hillock within four
hundred and fifty yards of the West Gate. This battery greatly annoyed the French; but they were to be
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annoyed still more.  On the next night the indefatigable New Englanders appeared behind an advanced
battery of fascines, just opposite the same point and within two hundred and fifty yards of it. This by the
old historians is gravely ealled a “nachine ” battery.

The West Gate was the principal entrance of Louisburg, and communicated with the high, firm ground
that lay round the head of the harbour, and on the left of the besiegers. At the extreme head of the harbour,
and separated from it by a beach, lay the barachots, a generic name given to all ponds of that nature, and
around the head of this little lake the besiegers were now working their way, still intent upon mischief. On
the north-west of this arm of the harbour, the ground rose to a good height and presented fine opportunities
for entrenching.  Here, on the 20th of May, a fifth battery, and the most formidable of them all, was planted.
It mounted at first but two of the 42-pounders taken in the Grand Battery, but three others were soon
added. These five guns had all been dragged to their position by a file of three hundred men from the Grand
Battery, a distanee of over a mile.  This was ealled the North-West, or Tideomnb’s Battery, and, it is said, soon
beat down the West Gate and the adjacent curtain.  This Major Tideoml was a brave and eflicient officer.
He fell afterwards in Braddoek's defeat, shot through the head while fighting from behind a tree like a
conunon soldicr,

The Freneli were amazed as well as territied by these proceedings. The New Englanders were so active
and shewed themselves in so many ditferent positions that they were thought to be many times more
numerous than they really were.  So restless were they day and night, so energetic and full of confidence—
one might ahuost call it martial efltontery, military impudence—that the defenders were bewildered in the
presence of such an absence of soldierly form and etiquette. Some say that Bastide, the English engineer,
tried to improve their manners somewhat in this respect.  But this could not have been. Bastide was not
here.  His post was at Annapolis, and he did not reach Louisburg until the siege was nearly finished and the
batteries completed.  Besides, what could Bastide have done? Those fellows were irrepressible—that was
their strength; and to have taught them, even had that been possible, would have been to spoil themn. A
French writer makes the odd statement that it was their minister who taught them how to tight, and there
is just as much truth as humour in the Frenchmnan’s mistake. If the minister did not teach them to fight,
the system which he represented was that which made the New Englander the manner of man that he was—
it zave him his courage and contidence, and sense of doing as he liked, and practical intelligence, and so on.
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The minister has always made mistakes when he has played officer. It is not his forte—his work lies deeper
and farther back than that.

So the French were perplexed in presence of the self-satistied eonfidenece of the besiegers. But it was
something to be taken advantage of if Duchambon had been a different sort of man. He and the officers
immediately under him were afraid to make sorties, lest the soldiers should desert. But the danger of
this seems to have been but small. A more courageous and capable commander would not have stood idle
while the cannon were first removed from the Grand Battery. The risks of making a sortie were great, yet
not so great as was imagined. The New Englanders were always vulnerable enough had everything been
known. So many of them were sick at one time that there were scarcely any men in reserve; they were all
needed to man the batteries. “ Both troops and militia eagerly demanded a sortie,” says the Intendant Bigot,
“and I believe it would have succeeded.” One or two weak and ineffectual sallies were indeed made; one on
the 8th of May, when the advanced battery was attacked, but the French were repulsed with little loss on
either side.

The Habitant de Lowisburg writes: “ The enemy did not attack us with the least regularity, and made
not the least entrenchments to cover themselves.” This last is notably incorrect. Men could not have
endured in the batteries, so close as they were to the ramparts, without being under eover. The Frenechman
probably means that they did not advance under cover—they “had no zigzags or epaulements ”—but the
batteries themselves were certainly well enough constructed. They advanced under cover of the night or of
thick fog. But still, when the danger to which they were exposed, and the apparently reekless manner in
which they presented themselves as a target to the enemy, and the close and coneentrated fire of the French
batteries, are considered, the smallness of their loss seems almost incredible.

These militia-men were not skilled in gunnery. This was one of the greatest hindrances with which
they had to deal. The same confident recklessness with which they acted generally led them to overload
and doubhle-shot the guns. Pepperell continually complains of the searcity of powder, and borrows time and
again from Warren, who no doubt thinks there ought to be great doings ashore, but does not in reality think
so as a matter of fact. Warren is also repeatedly asked for gunners—it is explained at one time that of those
previously sent, one has been killed, and another has lost a leg. One can hardly understand how a great
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many more were not killed. The guns, of eourse, had to be loaded under the fire of the enemy, under cover
of volleys of musketry, and still the loss was comparatively trifling at the batteries.

The advanced battery was commanded by Captain Joseph (or Josiah) Sherburn. He tried to get as many
gunners as possible.  In a day he had enlisted six, of whom Warren sent one. He went with these and a
number of raw men to his post of danger, where he found “a very poor entrenchment. Our best shelter
from the Freneh fire, which was very hot, was hogsheads filled with earth.” Their target was the West Gate,
but before they could get a good view of it, they had to shoot away some intervening fish-flakes. Captain
Pierce was killed by a cannon-shot—he was almost cut in two, we are told, and only lived long enough to
say, “It's hard to die”  Thomas Ash was killel by a “bomb,” others by musketry. This was the hottest
work they had yet seen. The battery must have been better defended than is represented. Casks filled
with carth make a very good barricade, otherwise they must all have been destroyed, being within 250 yards
of the Circular Battery, and the guns flanking the West Gate and those on the west face of the King's
Bastion. By the next day their defenecs were improved and three guns more were mounted—two 42's and
one 18-pounder. These guns had been dragged round the head of the barachois, from the Grand Battery, a
distance of nearly two miles. There was a eonstant fire of musketry kept up between this advanced battery
and the ramparts, the fire from which was well direeted. A soldier mounted the battery and stood on the
parapet for an instant in bravado, and was shot dead with four bullets. The men kept bantering each other
in such language as they conld mutually eommand—in grim humour drinking each other’s health and
desiring the honour of each other’s company to breakfast. This sounds like the French and English guards
at Fontenoy.

Sherburn’s diary informs us: “Sunday morning.—Began our fire with as much fury as possible, and
the Freneh returned it as warmly from the Citadale, West Gate, and North East Battery, with Cannon,
Mortars, and continual showers of musket-balls; but by eleven o’clock we had beat them all from their guns.”
This seems to have been a fair trial of strength and endurance, and the French got the worst of it. The men
in the battery had to cease firing at noon for want of powder, and Sherburn went with his gunners to get some.
While he was gone, it is said that Vaughan came with a supply. Two of the 42.pounders were then
loaded carelessly and fired. One was dismounted and the other burst. Two men were killed and two
wounded by the blowing-up of a barrel and a-half of powder. “ Wednesday.—Hot fire on both sides till
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the French were beat from their guns. May 29th.—Went to the Two-Gun (Tidecomb’s) Battery to give the
gunners some directions ; then returned to my own station, where I spent the rest of the day with pleasure,
seeing our Shott Tumble down their Walls and Flagg Staff.” This scems to have been sharp practiee, though
managed with a good deal of bungling.

Bigot says of the New England fire : “ The enemy established their batteries to such purpose that they
soon destroyed the greater part of the town, broke the right flank of the King’s Bastion, ruined the
Dauphin’s Battery with its spur, and made a hreach at the Porte Dauphine (West Gate), the neighbouring wall
and the sort of redan adjacent.” The battery on the right flank of the King’s Bastion was rendered useless,
the New England fire being so hot that the guns could not Le served, and the embrasures were knoeked to
pieces. When they were repaired they were destroyed again. Nobody eould keep his stand behind the wall
of the quay, which was pierced through and through and eompletely shattered. The town was in ruins from
the effects of the cannon-shots. The streets had been raked from end to end, nearly all the houses damaged,
and the people had been driven into the stifling easeniates for shelter. These were fearful results of a
bombardment directed by noviees in artillery practice. The frequent bursting of guns was oeeastoned by the
practice of overloading and double-shotting, as has been said. There was no rule or regulation observed in
anything. Zeal, a confident and impetuous zeal, was everywhere when there was work to do. There was
no thought even of duty or responsibility, there was no ealeulation of forees or events; these men seem to
have been under some better sort of infatuation, and it seemed as if everything conspired to remove difliculties
out of their way. They listened to a thanksgiving sermon preached from the text, “The Lord hath done
great things for us, whereof we are glad.” They were doubtless glad, and it eannot be denied that they did
their own part more than manfully.

1t is said that not a man was punished during the siege. This is cited as a proof of the good conduet of
the men. But Pepperell himself is entitled to as much credit as anyone for this result. No better man in the
world could have been found to lead such an expedition, or rather to be at the head of such an enterprise.
If Pepperell’s profession was not that of arms, his whole life and training and character were sueh as to fit
him for his present position. The camp over which he was supposed to rule was a rough and tumaltuous
one—irr a military sense, at all events—and would have driven the conventional soldier stark mad. The
condition of the camp is described by Dr. Douglas as resembling a “Cambridge Commencement.” The opening
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day at this institution of learning no doubt resembled, but surpassed in riotous noise and good-natured
rowdyism, similar seenes in the British universitics. As there was more license and life and spirit in the
Colonies than in England, doubtless the faet manifested itself everywhere—in Church and State and in the
halls of learning ; and as the opening of a eollege is an occasion of uproar, and perhaps excusable horseplay
everywhere, one can ecasily imagine the kind of seene that Cambridge presented upon those occasions. It was
no doubt a babel of babels.  We are informed that disorderly erowds, black and white, bond and free, swarmed
among the booths on Cambridge Common, and, in sympathy with the boys, and knowing no doubt that many
a misdemeanour would be winked at upon that day which would have been punished at any other time, went
in “for a time,” and had it too. Young Ameriea, in all its independence of mischief, was there and then in its
glory. This same Dr. Douglas was no friend of the expedition. He describes it as an “ enterprise planned by a
lawyer, headed by a merchant, and eomposed of farmers, fishermen and mechanics.” But we judge by results.
The orthodox and judicious Dr. Belknap settles himself punectiliously in his chair and proceeds to inform
us: “Those who were on the spot, have frequently in iny hearing laughed at the recital of their own
irreqularities, and expressed their admiration at the almost miraculous preservation of the army from
destruetion.”  The immediate connection between the irregularities so-called and the destruction of the army
does not distinetly appear.  We suspeet that the reverend gentleman thought it strange that the judgment
of hieaven did not visibly deseend upon the perpetrators of these irregularities. The stings of the Anathemna
Maranatha were perhaps in his heart. We fail to see what these men could have done that was so very bad.
It appears that when they got to be old men they laughed at the pranks they used to play; so, as they were
removed from the opportunity of indulging in monstrous vice, they doubtless did no more than a set of wild
lusty fellows might have been expeeted to do under the circumstances. We are told that “ while the cannon
were bellowing in the front, frolic and confusion reigned in the camp, where the men raced, wrestled, pitched
quoits, fired at marks”—these are not damning sins—*“and ran after the French cannon-balls ”—it appears
they were paid for these—* which were earried to the batteries to be returned to those who sent them.”
Further, we are told that at one time fifteen hundred of them lay sick, and it took all the available men to
man the batteries; so while this was the case, it is difficult to see how those who had such hard work to do
could find time over and above what was necessary for rest and sleep. The Puritan minister and the soldier
in calup were at the opposite poles of existence, and the worthy divine no doubt looked on with stern dismay
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at the antics of the boys. A deep emotional wave had just passed over New England, and had stirred the
hearts of the people to the very core. It is said the Anglo-Saxon races are subject to such periodie stirrings
of spirit. This religious movement was called “ The Great Awakening,” and was oceasioned by religious
contention and discussion, in which Whitefield took a prominent part. This movement, no doubt, had a good
deal to do with the invasion of Cape Breton. When Pepperell asked Whitetield’s counsel and advice in the
matter, the latter gave no positive counsel, but advised his friend if he went at all to go “with a single eye.”
We do not understand by this, of course, that Whitefield counselled a Cyelopean invasion of Cape Breton.
Nevertheless his suggestion of a motto for the flag, “ Nil desperandum Christo Duce,” was adopted. So here
was a miniature crusade. Parkman says very well and very truly : “The New England soldier, the produet
of sectarian hotbeds, fancied that he was doing the work of God, and was the objeet of His speeial favour.
The army was Israel, and the French were Canaanitish idolators. Red-hot Calvinism, aeting throuch
generations, had modified the transplanted Englishman ; and the deseendant of the Puritans was never so well
pleased as when teaching somebody else his duty, whether by pen, voice or bombshell. The rugged
artilleryman, battering the walls of papistical Louisburg, tlattered himself with the notion that he was a
champion of Gospel truth.”

But all their enthusiasm could not save them from the effects of fatigue and exposure, which were more
than flesh and blood could endure. Rapidly and in great numbers they were prostrated with diarrheea and
fever, till ont of four thousand men Pepperell reports only twenty-one hundred fit for duty. But they nearly
all recovered. The weather was wonderfully good. No rain of any consequenee fell all the while the siege
lasted, though fogs were prevalent enough. Had the season been wet, as it generally is at that time in Cape
Breton, they must inevitably have perished under their miserable tents and huts. The faet that the rain
came on and continued incessantly for ten days after the surrender was looked upon as another special
intervention of Providence in their favour. While the siege was in progress, and so many lay sick,
reinforcements were asked for, but none came until they were no longer needed.

Pepperell’s character coincided entirely with the position to whieh he was ealled in this expedition. He
well knew the men with whom he had to deal, and perhaps it was well that his knowledge of military affairs
was not greater than it was. Detail and technique of war were not here needed. We ean well believe that

not a man under his command was afraid of hard work or of danger, or refused to perform what in the
13
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regular soldier is called “ duty;” and in this sphere the men were at their best. Pepperell seems to have been
a good man in the theologieal sense. It would be very harsh to conelude or suspeet that his expressions of
dependence upon Divine Providence were mere conventionalities, or gotten up for the oceasion. His letters
breathe an unmistakable spirit of what we know as piety. And about his general eonduet there is a “sweet
reasonableness,” a patience in the presence of trial and difficulty, and an utter absence of that seclfishness or
haughtiness which so readily takes offence or ignores the rights or opinions of others. He always adopted a
coneilintory tone in his ecorrespondence with Warren, who at last got impatient hanging about in the fog
without being able to see very well what he wasabout, or what was going on ashore. The somewhat haughty
and dictatorial style of the Commodore would have elieited a corresponding reply from any ordinary man, and
thereby mischief might have resulted. But Pepperell patiently explains everything, and is never tempted
beyond the limits of affability or of courteous language. He probably felt that he was not an officer in the
regular service, and for that rcason deferred to Warren’s often unjust eriticisin, but in a smaller man this
feeling would have produced the opposite result. Those of the British oflicers who knew him best spoke
highly of his services. He spent, it is said, ten thousand pounds of his own in the expedition, and he
afterwards applied to the British Government for compensation. He kept a bountiful table, to the support of
which he was voted a hundred pounds by the Council of Massachusetts at the outset of the expedition. His
officers were his friends; and his judicious and kind behaviour soothed their jealousies and allayed their
disputes and quarrels.

During the siege Pepperell was assailed by petty annoyanees of every kind and degree. Complaints and
requests of the most ridiculous and unsoldierlike kind poured in upon him from all quarters. The men
complained they had neither elothes, shoes nor rum. This latter was the New Englander’s elixir. Everybody
drank it and thought no harm; it made them spry and smart, and doubtless helped to spirit the guns over the
marsh, and contributed to many of the irregularities of which the worthy Dr. Belknap speaks. Wives and
fathers sent letters entreating that husbands and sons might be sent back. A eaptain, after the surrender,
“humbly begs for leave to go home,” beeause lie lives in a dangerous country, and his wife and children are in
a “ declining way ” without him.  We do not doubt that he lived in a dangerous eountry, and there is no
room for wonder that his wife and children were in a declining way while bands of blood-thirsty Indians
were, doubtless, prowling about the woods. Two entire companies, raised on the frontiers, asked for their
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discharge on the same ground. Sometimes one company complained that they had had more than their share of
work assigned to them. He was beset with requests for favours and promotion. One Morris, of Cambridge,
had a slave, Cuffee, who had joined the army. He writes a melting petition that he be restored to his master.
But the most ridiculous for its cool impudence and stupid ignorance of the fitness of things comes from John
Alford. He sends the General a packet of the Rev. Mr. Prentice’s late sermon for distribution, assuring him
that “ it will please your whole army of volunteers, as he has shewn them the way to gain by their gallantry
the hearts and atfections of the ladys.” So the Rev. Mr. Prentice was an instruetor in the lighter and tenderer
departments of knight-errantry. He might possibly have been the producer of “ Courtin’ on Sunday Night;”
but we don’t believe, out of respect to Mr. Prentice’s memory, that he dictated either that or any other
expression of homespun chivalry. Mr. John Alford should have been tried for libel. Gallantry to ladies
and Puritanic severity, it must be aecknowledged, are shocking ineongruities, and Mr. John Alford should,
we think, most certainly have been set astride the wooden horse for a week. Pepperell received budgets
of congratulatory epistles after the siege, all of Puritanie impress, whether from elerk or layman; and if he
had not been a man gifted with the grace of humility heretofore, he eertainly was now in a position, if he
improved his opportunity, to graduate with honours in that department. “ The Lord hath done great things
for us, whereof we are glad,” preached the Puritans. But when a man begins to think that “the Lord hath
done great things for him,” he is in danger; he has historically been in danger, and often eame to grief
through that very conviction. He is so apt to think that he deserved it all, and that he was chosen as an
object of favour because he deserved it. The worthy merchant-seldier is continually reminded that he is but
an instrument in the hands of Providence ; but no doubt he had sense enough to read between the lines, and
estimate the true import and value of conventionalities of speech. .

One of his most indefatigable and inspiring correspondents is his son-in-law, Nathanael Sparhawk. This
Mr. Sparhawk was a thriving trader, and his letters are an amusing mixture of domestic and filial speeeh, and
of grave commercial calculation, with a decided emphasis laid upon the latter. His lengthy and formal
epistles usually begin with an elaborate report of “ Mother Pepperell’s” health and general eondition. His
father-in-law’s emotional proclivities being thus recognized and appreeiated, the prudent Nathanael burdens
the future baronet with some commission of a more or less mercenary nature. There are French prizes
being brought in, and the doting father-in-law is requested to keep his eyes open and buy a cargo now and
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then if it is to be had cheap; and we read: “If you could procure for me a hogshead of the best claret and
a hogshead of the best white wine, at a reasonable rate, it would be very grateful to me.” These are
soothing words to a man who hears a hundred eannon thundering in his ears, and has four thousand ragged,
hungry and thirsty men to look after, with fifteen hundred of them lying sick, and guns bursting, and
eountless irregularities to guide and restrain, and letters to read that, in number and form, would drive an
ordinary man from his tent into a lunatic asylum.  After torturing his parent-at-law with other commissions
of dignity and interest, he informs him “the General’s ehildren (Andrew and Betsy) send their proper
compliments "—who ever heard of an improper eompliment ?—and then comforts his affectionate relative by
concluding with antique phrases peculiar to the patent letter-writer, “ With all possible respeet, Honoured
Sir, Your Obedient Son und Servant.” We ean hear the sigh of relief with which the worthy merchant
militant folds up his letter, and turns round to see some frowsy artilleryman striding into his tent, and
deelaring that times are as dry as a powder-horn. The masters of transports gave him great trouble—the
muritime population of New England, what between smugglers and privateersmen, and perhaps worse, were a
hard lot about these times.  He says: “ The unaecountable, irregular conduct of these fellows is the greatest
fatigue I meet with.” Of course, family dignity demanded that he should make an exception in the case of
his son-in-law, Mr. Nathanael Sparhawk.

There is preserved quite a lengthy correspondence between Pepperell and Warren, whiech was kept up
during the siege.  Warren’s duty was arduous and harassing, and at the last he began to manifest signs of
impatience. The fleet under his command had now inereased, ineluding the captured Vigilant, to eleven
ships; and as soon as the batteries of the enemy had been reduced sufficiently by the bombardment, it was
his intention to enter the harbour with his ships and assist in a general assault upon the town; and to this
end he began with some impatienee to look. The Island Battery was the most formidable obstaele in the way
of this result. He is not willing to risk the King’s ships within range of this heavy battery as long as it is in
the hands of the enemy, or in an efficient condition, and he asks in rather a peremptory tone why attempts
upon it have not been made, and insinuates that the land forces have not been doing all that might be
expeeted, and that if they are not deficient in courage, they must at least be so in energy and decision.
But Pepperell was not to blaine, as he takes pains to patiently explain. Five attempts had been made upon
the Island Battery, and the last one had resulted disastrously for the New Englanders. It was the only
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reverse of importance they sustained during the whole siege. The first four attempts were altogether
abortive, but resulted in no loss. The surf was raging around the rocky islet so wildly that no attempt to
land was made. The operation of landing at this point was, in the face of the least resistance, a formidable
task. There was a narrow beach at the west of the island, but only practicable for a boat or two at a time,
and it was swept by the western face of the battery. At the north-east, among the sharp and slippery
ledges of rock, there was a landing-place, accessible only in the smoothest weather. There were two hundred
defenders in the battery, part of whom, at least, appear to have been Swiss, and an assault upon the place
was a matter for grave consideration. The only hope, while the guns of the battery remained effective, was
in a surprise. The Lighthouse Point, directly opposite and distant about eight hundred yards, had been
taken possession of by the English, and a battery placed in position, whieh was soon strengthened by
some cannon which they discovered had been thrown down the rocks into the water. There were thirty
of these cannon, we are told, ranging from 4-pounders to 12-pounders. There were now trials of strength
between these guns and those on the island, and, according to accounts, the garrison of the latter had
frequently a serious time of it. We read that they were repeatedly driven from their guns, and had to take
to the water upon one occasion for shelter, so thickly were the shot and shell flying about their ears from
the guns at the point. However this may be, no regular assaunlting party had as yet set foot upon the island.
But a more determined and systematic attempt was now made, probably in response to Warren’s somewhat
unjust insinuations and remonstrances. “For God’s sake,” he had said, “let us be doing something, and not
waste our time in idleness.” He was idle because lie could not help it, and because he was averse to risking
the King's ships into the harbour, as he said; but Pepperell had not been idle—his guns had been thundering
away manfully, and bursting with vehemence ; and, besides, it was open for Warren himself to make a sea
attack on the Island Battery in boats from the ships, had he so desired. Consequently, the captious language
he uses in addressing Pepperell does not seem justifiable under the circumstances.

Four hundred men left the Lighthouse Point in boats one dark night. They were volunteers who had
determined to try conclusions with the garrison at the Island Battery. They are led by one Captain Brooks,
of New Hampshire, a brave and determined man. The sea is not so smooth as had been hoped. As they
near the frowning battery in the darkness, they can hear the rush of the surf upon the ragged shore and the reefs
near it ; still they are determined to make the attempt. While yet a good way from the narrow landing-
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place, the shouts of the garrison and the flashing of wusketry in the darkness tell them that their mission is
no longer a seeret. Still amid the hissing of bullets they force their way shorewards through the broken
surf and sharp roeks. The boats surge inwards and backwards, and some are crushed upon the jagged points
of the sunken reefs.  Hotter and hotter grows the enemy’s tire, and many are killed before they get on shore.
At length Brooks and some of the party have splashed and stumbled out of the water, and are engaged in a
desperate hand-to-hand fight with the garrison. Still the assailants press their way forward, and Brooks, it is
said, had reached the flag-statl’ when his skull was eleft by a Swiss soldier. His followers, being disheartened,
are forced back to the beach and into their boats, trampling upon their dead and wounded comrades. They
still keep up a useless fire upon the Freneh, which is obstinately sustained for some length of time. At last
they draw off and leave behind them sixty killed and over a hundred prisoners. This was the only success
the Freneh met with during the siege, and they made the most of it, as Frenchmen do.  There were cheers
and shouts of exultation all round their line of defence the next morning. At Battery Island, the garrulous
fisherman, swollen big with loeal tradition, will shew you what he calls the leap of “Captain Grenadier.”
This is at the spot where the English boats landed. “Captain Grenadier” probably stands for Captain
Brooks. You are shewn the point at whieh this somewhat mysterious personage jumped ashore. The
distance between the two partially submerged rocks whieh he is supposed to have leaped over is about thirty
feet.  So if this tradition will hold water at all, the agility of Captain Grenadier was at least equal to his
courage, or the fond imagination of the fisherman is greater than either. We do not believe that any ordinary
wortal ever jumped over there ; he eould not do it. And the Colossus of Rhodes was not at the mouth of
Louisburg Harbour. He might, whoever he was, have jumped off the outside rock into the water, for
there it is only about five feet deep, and then waded a distance and serambled up on the other one—he might
have done that, but no man with a normal allowance of legs ever jumped across there. Even New England
never produced a pair of legs equal to an emergency of that nature. But local tradition tells you strange
things at times. History, stilted on tradition, is hardly recognizable.

But poor Captain Brooks was killed, as were many of his party, and the grim Island Battery still keeps
guard over the mouth of the harbour, and Commodore Warren frets and fumes, and swears some, and the
patient Pepperell tells him how it all went. They don’t see very much of each other, these two commanders,
while the siege lasts. Of course they all meet at intervals, do the officers, and hold Councils of War, and
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deliberate as to what it is best to do; but Pepperell finds it diflicult to get on board the Commodore’s ship, for
which he courteously expresses his regret, and Warren does not often get ashore, so the consultations are few and
far between. Powder is often wanted at the batteries, for Pepperell’s boys like to be emphatic with their guns,
and Warren lends it, wondering with a grave face where it all goes. The Commodore is not wanting in
expedients; he has plenty of time on his hands and no doubt looks at the situation from every side. He gives
Pepperell the following counsel: They have as prisoner the captain of the captured ship Vigilant, M. de
Maissonforte. It is rumoured that certain English prisoners have heen ill-treated by the French. It is
proposed to send this captured officer to his countrymen with a letter of remonstrance, and at the same time
to inform the Commandant at Louisburg that his ship has been taken, and that consequently there is less
chance of a successfnl resistance. The Vigilant, the most powerful ship now in the tleet, was in fact ready
to be manned by an English crew. Captain MeDonald, of the Marines, an officer in whoin Warren seems to
have much confidence, accompanies the messenger, and, pretending not to understand French, hears all that
their officers have to say about this misadventure; and it is evident that they are very much discouraged.
This piece of policy had probably an effeet in hastening the surrender.

But the Island Battery is occupying wore and more scriously the attention of the besiegers. Warren is
anxious to get into the harbour with his ships, but does not care to risk too much. The battery is bombarded
from the Point, but all its guns are not silenced yet. There is some little trouble just now in the councils of
the besiegers, Warren asks for six hundred rien from on shore to man the Vigilant, and for a strong force
besides to reénforce the crews of the other ships, with the view of entering the harbour and attacking the
batteries from the seaward side. A New Hampshire sea captain volunteers to find men to man the French
prize and to lead the attacking fleet. It does not appear that Warren proposed to do that himself. Pepperell
objected at first to have his force weakened to the extent that the Commodore’s demand involved. This is
no matter for surprise. The land forces were weak enough already, and, as they were expected to make an
assault by land in conjunction with the attack by sea, it is evident that Pepperell was justitied in his
hesitancy. At length an accommodation appears to have been reached. Six hundred men are to be sent to
man the Vigilant, the crews of the other ships are to be reénforced to render their batteries more effective,
and Captain McDonald is to go ashore with a party of marines, and dircct the assault upon the land face of
the works. In all these dispositions Warren appears to have adopted a dictatorial demeanour, and seems to
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assume that Pepperell and his foree are nnder his direction, while it must be admitted that he had done very
little himself except eapture the Vigilant and blockade the harbour. One cannot help thinking that Nelson
would have gone in there with those eleven ships and knocked the remnants of the batteries into splinters.
The North-East Battery, we are told, was the most formidable in the place—it mounted seventeen guns in two
tiers, but they were dismounted and useless, all but three or four, it is said. It is difficult, however, to
understand how this could be the case, as that battery was not immediately exposed to the fire of the New
Englanders.  But it is evident that the Circular Battery at the West Gate was nearly demolished, and that the
Island Battery was very mueh erippled. Still it took some time for the besiegers to decide upon a general
assault. Tt was proposed to assail the Island Battery from the ships of war by tnking it in the flank, but there
was diffieulty about getting the ships near enough to attack with effeet from that direetion. At length pilots
were found who were willing to undertake the risk, and it was determined to attempt it.

The besteged meanwhile had not been idle. Inside the West Gate, and in front of the breaches near it,
they had erceted barrieades bristling with eannon and swivels. They had planted guns at the west flank of
the King's Bastion; and, where the sea defence was only a palisade, they had added to its security by erecting
wooden defences twenty feet high, so that some went so far as to say that the place was as strong as ever.
But this was not true. The batteries had evidently been reduced to at least half their original strength. The
town was riddled with shot and shell, the inhabitants were in a wretehed plight, the women and children
were pent up in the sickening easemates, their supplies were eut off, and Warren'’s fleet was sufficient to
intercept any force that would be sent from Franee that summer; so that the surrender of the place was
inevitable, in the ordinary course of events. On the other hand, it is not certain that the intended assault
would have taken place on the day intended, nor that it would have been successful if it had been attempted.
It does not appear that any practieable breach had been made in the walls, nor that the New Englanders had
cither the means or the diseipline to carry the place by storm. It was well, probably, for both parties that
Duchambon and his advisers were not men of more courage and conduct than they were, and that they gave
up the struggle before much needless blood had been shed.

It cannot be said that any day had been fixed upon for the final assault. Preparations had been made for
it, in the fleet at all events, and the French expected it. Quantities of moss and oakum had been sent off to
pack the boarding-nettings of the ships, and to protect them as much as possible from the fire of the batteries.
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It was Warren’s intention to make for the harbour the first favourable wind—so he wrote to Pepperell—and
he desires the latter to make “ three smoaks” as a signal that he is ready for the assault. On seeing this
signal, Warren promises to be ready in balf an hour to begin the attack, and desires Pepperell to “ mareh
towards the town with drums beating and eolours flying.” But all this sounds just as mueh like a
demonstration in force as it does like a serious attack. It does not appear that the transfer of men had been
made aecording to the prearranged plan. However, the assault was never made, as the surrender of the town
rendered it nnnecessary.

While the siege had been in progress, it was necessary to protect the rear against marauding parties of
French and Indians. Rumours were continually afloat of large bodies of the enemy being on the march to
assail the rear of the English, but they never appeared in any foree. Meanwhile parties of men were sent
out to destroy the French settlements on the island at Niganische, St. Ann’s, and at Spanish Bay (Sydney),
where there was a small fort. The settlement at St. Peter’s had been destroyed and the inhabitants driven
away. This wanton destruetion of property did more harm than good, while it unnecessarily distressed the
people of those settlements. The surrender of Louisburg was not by this means hastened, for the wretehed
people, thus driven from their homes, helped to swell the marauding parties who were continually threatening
to harass the rear of the besiegers.

On May 10th, we are told, a scouting party of twenty-five men was sent from the Grand Battery,
under the command of James Gibson, a subaltern of Brigadier Waldo’s detachment. Their objeet was to
obtain information respeeting the movements of the Indians. They eame to ajharbour on the north-east
coast, after marching twenty-five miles—this must have been either Cow Bay or Glace Bay—and were
plundering some houses, when they were set upon by 140 French and Indians. Nineteen of the party were
killed and three taken prisoners. Gibson and two others concealed themselves in a house, and eseaped during
the night to the Grand Battery. They saw from their place of concealment the Indians exeeuting their war-
dance, and then murdering all the prisoners in cold blood. Among these was a sergeant named Coehran, who
had his fingers and tongue cut off while still alive. Gibson returned with a party next day to avenge this
disaster. They buried their murdered comrades, and burned every house in the settlement, including the
chapel and several stores. They “hewed down the idolatrous images of Baal”” About one hundred boats
and all the fishing stages were destroyed, and forty of the inhabitants made prisoners. This act of vengeance
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seems to have frightened the Indians. Nothing more was heard of them for a little time. After the
surrender, Gibson, at the request of his brother officers, wrote an aceount of the siege. It was published in
London in 1745, He had held a commission in the royal regiment of Foot Guards at Barbadoes, and had
volunteered in this expedition without pay or allowance. He left Louisburg on July 4th, with the ships that
carried the French prisoners to Rochelle, and received the thanks of his brother ofticers before he left for
his journal, so it must have been written or finished direetly after the events which it records. Parlinment
granted him £550 sterling for his serviees.

Warren, with his own fleet and the eolonial cruisers, had in the meantimme kept up a striet blockade.
Not a single vessel had been able to enter the harbour. At length, on the night of May 13th, a brig from
Bordeaux ran in with an easterly wind, and grounded opposite the King’s Gate. She was laden with stores
for the fishermen. A schooner fitted up as a fire-ship was sent against her, but the scheme failed. One of
the erew of the schooner was killed and several wounded by the musketry from the city.

To Colonel Gorham was entrusted the construetion of the battery at the Lighthouse Point. To do this,
artillery had to be dragued from the Grand Battery a distance of three or fonr miles. He was fortunately
assisted in the work by the diseovery of the submerged cannon near the careening wharf. Duchambon says
in his report © “ The lieutenant of artillery eame to inform me that the enemy had discovered many cannon
left as a reserve near the lighthonse ten years ago; that he had reported to former governors many times
how an enemy might easily transport them to the lighthouse, and turn thein against the vessels passing in
or out, and might also attaek the Island Battery. Upon advice so important, and the enemy having already
made a breastwork there, I sent one hundred men to surprise them and stop their works. They landed from
three shallops, north of the harbour, and next day approached the lighthouse, but they were repulsed by two
hundred of the cnemy stationed there”” The English say that a sharp fight occurred, in which the enemy
lost five or six men killed, and several prisoners. The rest escaped in their shallops. There was no further
attempt made to interrupt the work at the Lighthouse Point.

On the same day that the advanced battery opened fire, an event occurred which Pepperell says
“produeed a burst of joy in the army, and animated the men with fresh courage to persevere.” It was
customary to send a vessel from Brest to Louisburg with supplies early in the spring, in order to reach her
destination as soon as possible after the clearing away of the ice. The ship detailed for this service in
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1745 caught fire in Brest harbour and was consumed. There was no other ship in the port ready to take
her place. On the stocks was a sixty-four-gun ship, the Vigilant. She was finished and sent on this
errand with all possible haste. She ought to have reaeched Louisburg before the arrival of Warren’s
squadron, but owing to the detention she did not appear before the city until the 18th of May, and then
in a thick fog. While beating about, waiting for the fog to clear away, she was seen by the frigate
Mermaid, Captain Douglas. She was too powerful an antagonist for the frigate, but Douglas kept his
wits about him. He made all sail towards Louisburg, in the direction of Warren’s squadron, closely
pursued by his adversary. The fog clearing off just then, the eaptain of the Vigilunt found that he had
been entrapped. This vessel was so deep in the water that she was unable to use her lower tier of cuns;
but M. De Maissonforte, who was a brave and able officer, though surrounded by numerous enemies, and
greatly over-matched, made a gallant defence. After a sharp encounter, and having lost many men, the
Vigilunt gave up the unequul contest, and struck her colours.

The Abbé Prevost, in his innoeent boasting, says that this ship was nearly a mateh for the whole
English fleet. He says: “The Vigilant was at first attacked by the frigate, by which 3Maissonforte had been
misled ; then by twoships, one of fifty, the other of sixty guns, and in the end by the whole squadron. The
fire, which began two hours after mid-day, was terrible on all sides. Maissonforte and his people performed
prodigies of valour. The victory wavered till nine p.m. nearly, when the French, having their rudder broken,
all their rigging cut up, and their forecastle shattered to pieeces, saw that their ship was near sinking, and
yielded with more honour than their enemies could claim for their vietory.” That is true—one ship cannot
fight a squadron.

The Vigilant was deeply laden with various stores, including the rigging for a line-of-battle ship. Her
crew were distributed round the fleet as prisoners of war, and New England earpenters were engaged upon
the work of repairing.

The French say that the capture of this ship oecasioned the fall of Louisburg. It might have appeared so
to their view. It was the heaviest blow they had as yet received, and greatly discouraged them. But it was
a result that they might have expected. It was, in the nature of things, impossible for one ship to foree her
way in past Warren’s squadron, increased, as it now was, to eleven ships. They assert that if the Vigilunt
bad not been captured, the New Englanders would have been beaten off; but there were no signs of their
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being beaten offt  There was, of course, great rejoieing when the ship was taken, but the bombardment had
been kept up with great vigour all along, and there was no thought of giving over the struggle on the part
of the English.

At first, Warreu had good cause for uneasiness. He had as yet been joined by none of the ships he had
ordered from Newfoundland, and he had heard that a squadron of four line-of-battle ships and two frigates
were at Brest ready to sail for the relief of Lounisburg. He was, in consequence, eager to get into the
harbour and attack the town from the seaside before this aid should arrive. If he should suffer a defeat
outside the harbour, the transports in Gabarus Bay must inevitably be destroyed, the eommunicatian
between Boston and the army would be cut off, and they would have been compelled to surrender as
prisoners of war. Hence his anxiety to foree a way past the Island Battery. We have seen that his first
proposal was rejected by Pepperell, but the latter in the meantime continued the bombardment with the
utmost vigour.

On the night of the 24th, Lieutenant Gibson and five men towed a fire-ship from the Grand Battery,
which drifted against the King's Gate. When the flaming vessel beeame a mark for the enemy’s guns,
Gibson and his men had to row elose under the sea-wall past the muzzles of the cannon, until they had
passed the West Gate.  “ The fire-ship,” we are told, “ burnt three vessels, beat down a pinnacle of the King's
Gate, and a great part of a stone house in the eity. . . . Being done in the dead of the night, it caused
great eonsternation.”

On May 25th, a detachment of 153 men was sent out towards Miré to intereept a party of Indians and
French who were said to be on the move from that direction. Gibson tells the story thus: “ We marched to the
west by north-west part of the Island, about twenty-five miles from the Grand Battery. Found two fine farms
on a neek of land that extended nearly seven miles in length. First, we came to a very handsome house,
with two large barns, two large gardens and fine fields of eorn. In this house we took seven Frenchmen and
one woman prisoners. Not more than five hours before our arrival, 140 French and Indians had been
killing eattle here, and baking bread for provisions on their march against our men who held the Lighthouse
Battery. This was the very same band that inurdered nineteen of our men at the North-East Harbour, on
the 10th. The other was a fine stone edifice, six rooms on a floor, and well finished. There was a fine walk
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before it, and two barns contiguous to it, with fine gardens and fields of wheat. In one of these barns were
fiftcen loads of hay, and room sufficient for sixty horses and cattle. At our departurc from the first farm,
we set it all on fire. Turning back at a considerable distance, we saw some hundreds of the enemy hovering
round the flames. Here we took three men in a boat laden with provisions and sailing down to Louisburg.
The last housec was situated at the mouth of a large salmon fishery, which was some few rods wide, and
about half a mile above it was a large pond of fresh water which was nearly four miles over. On the 27th
the scout rcturned to Grand Battery, all well and in high spirits.” These farms were probably ncar the
junction of the Salmon and Miré rivers.

The disaster of May 10th, before alluded to, would have produced much discontent among Pepperell’s
men had any of them been disposed to be in that frame of mind. But there were no signs of anything of
the sort, though it was well known that Peppercll had been forced into making the movement against his
own better judgment. But the men ncver lost confidence in their leader, nor doubted the result. They were
as ready as ever to go upon any diflicult or dangerous enterprise. They loved to be sent on scouting
expeditions in pursuit of French and Indians, who were reported to be assembling in great numbers. And
they had plenty of this work to do. Pepperell tells Warren, on May 28th, that “six hundred of his men
had gone in pursuit of two large bodies of French and Indians to the eastward and westward of us.”
Douglas says these men, “900 ragamuflins, Canadians, other French and Indians,” had appeared before
Annapolis in the beginning of May. “They captured two Boston schooners laden with provisions. They
could make no impression on the fort, and retreated on the 24th to Minas. There they met with a messenger
from Duchamnbon, asking them to go to the relief of Louisburg. About 400 of them cmbarked for that
purpose, but were attacked and dispersed by two provincial cruisers near Cape Sable.” Here is another
account that Gibson gives of an expedition to Scatari: “On May 28th, a scout of 400 men marched towards
Scataree, upon information that a great number of French and Indians were coming towards our camp, in
order to cut them off.  As our scout was marching down a hill at the North-East Harbour, they came all on a
sudden on 160 French and Indians. A skirmish took place, in which the enemy had thirty-seven killed and
forty-one wounded, as we were told by the French captain’s wife, whom we took prisoner. They killed only
ten of ours. Enemy made off without burying their dead. This was the same company that was on the
west by north-west neck of land on Sunday, the 26th. We took their shalloways laden with provisions. On
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the 29th, the scout marched to Scataree, where we burnt several houses, and took six men and three women
prisoners. Last night we (for T was among them) lodged in the woods. The French and,Indians drew off.
On the 30th we returned to the Grand Battery in great spirits.”

The attention of all was ultimately turned towards the Lighthouse Battery. From that point the Island
Battery had to be silenced, in order that the ships might force an entrance into the harbour. Until this was
accomplished, the reduetion of the place seemed as far off as ever. The submerged guns were difficult to
raise. It was the 10th of June before Gorhan was ready to open fire upon the island. As these cannon were
only of moderate calibre, heavier cannon and a large mortar had to be transported from a cove more than a
mile to the eastward of the lighthouse, and dragged by hand through bogs and over rocks. Stores and
ordnance were sent from (Gabarus Bay in the face of the Island Battery. On the 11th, three 18-pounders
were wounted.  This being the anniversary of the King's birthday, a grim celebration was resolved upon. A
tremendous tire from all the batteries opened at noon, and continued till night-fall. The English had only
three guns at the lichthouse, but the French were driven from their guns at the island into the water, it is
said, while six guns were dismounted which had been planted the night before near the West Gate.

On June 2nd the French laid a boom from- the West Gate to the Batterie de la Greve, to keep out
fire-ships and to prevent an assault in boats upon that part of the eity. There was brought into Gabarus
Bay, on the 5th, a Freneh prize of three hundred tons, and mounting fourteen guns, laden with provision for
the fishery. On the 7th all the French prisoners, numbering about one thousand, ineluding the crew of the
Vigilant, were sent to Boston in transports and prize-ships. They were convoyed by two of the Provincial
cruisers. Two Swiss deserters came into the English camp on Sunday, the 9th. They reported that the
carrison was kept constantly on the alert—that they expeeted an assault every night. This goes to show
that the Knglish bomnbardment had been terribly effective; that if help did not arrive soon, they would be
compelled to surrender; that they were short both of provisions and ammunition, and that they were
apprehensive of the effeet of the fire from the Lighthouse Battery. Two rich prizes were taken on the same
day, and sent to Boston, and a sloop of one hundred and ten tons from Canada, with provisions, was chased
ashore behind the lighthouse, hy one of the cruisers, when the crew made their escape. These made in all
twenty prizes that had been taken.

Warren had by this time been reénforced by three additional large ships. The fleet now comprised the
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Superbe, Sunderland, Canterbury and Princess Mary, of sixty guns each; the Vigilant, of sixty-four guns;
and the Launceston, Chester, Mermaid, Hector, Lark, and Eltham, of forty guns each. It appears he now
felt himself strong enough to run the Island Battery and attack the town in front. Scaling ladders were
put on board the boats and into the advanced battery, ready to be carried to the walls, and the ships, cleared
for action, were paraded off the mouth of the harbour to shew their strength. The eamp and stores
were surrounded with a palisade to protect them while the assault should be made. Mecanwhile the fight
between the Lighthouse and Island Batteries was constantly growing hotter. One of the Swiss deserters
said that a mortar at the Lighthouse Battery would greatly annoy the besieged. Acting upon this suggestion,
a large mortar was brought from Gabarus Bay. This, with four morc guns, was ready for use on the morning
of the 14th, and a brisk fire was opened upon the Island Battery. The French werc driven from their guns,
and compelled to take shelter under the cliff on the south side of the island. Several guns were dismounted,
and the barracks almost demolished. Colonel Gridley, under whose direction the battery had been erected,
said that out of nineteen shells fired in the course of the day, seventcen had fallen inside the fort, and one
burst on top of the magazine.

On the 14th, everything, it is said, being ready, Warren went ashore to confer with Pepperell. The
troops, being paraded, were in stirring spceches exhorted by both commanders to show their valour and
heroism in the designed attack.

During the last few days Duchambon had observed the significant preparations which were going
forward. He saw that in the ordinary course of events he, in a very short time, would literally be betwecn
two fires, and he knew that he was not strong enough to resist both at once. While resisting a land attack,
the fleet would demolish the sea-face of the works; and while repelling the ships of war, the walls would
have to be left comparatively defenceless. So Duchambon reasoned; and reasoning in this manner, he
resolved to surrender. While Warren was ashore on the afternoon of the 15th, Duchambon communicated
with Pepperell, proposing a suspension of hostilities until terms of capitulation could be agreed upon.

The following answer was issued at once :

To GoverNOR DUCHAMBON: Camp, 15th June, 1745.

We have yours of this date, proposing a suspension of hostilities for such a time as shall be necessary for you to
determine upon the conditions of delivering up the garrison of Louisburg, which arrived at a happy juncture to prever.t
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the etlusion of Christian blood, as we were together, and had just determined upon a general attack. We shall comply
with your desire till eight o'clock to-morrow morning; and if, in the meantime, you surrender yourselves prisoners of
war, you may depend upon humane and generous treatment.
We are, your humble servants,
PeETER WARREN,
WiLLiaM PEPPERELL.

The eonditions upon whieh Duchambon proposed to surrender were communicated to Warren and
Pepperell the next morning. They were deemed inadmissible, and they sent him their ultimatum as
follows:

To Goverxor Ducuamnox: Camp BerForr Loulsnure, 1604 June, 1745.

We have before us yours of this date, together with the several articles of capitulation on which you have proposed
to surrender the town and fortifications of Louisburg, with the territories adjacent under your government, to His
Britannic Majesty's obedience ; to be delivered up to his said Majesty’s forces now besieging said place under our
command, which articles we can by no means aceede to. But as we are desirous to treat you in a generous manner, we
do again make you an offer of the terms of surrender proposed by us in our summons sent you May 7th, last; and do
further consent to allow and promise you the following artieles, namely :

[. That if your own vessels shall be found insuflicient for the transportation of your persons and proposed effects to
France, we will supply such a number of other vessels as may be suflicient for that purpose; also any provisions necessary
for the vovage which you cannot fornish yourselves with.

2, That all the commissioned ofticers belonging to the garrison, and the inhabitants of the town, may remain in
their houses with their families, and enjoy the free exercise of their religion, and no person shall he suffered to misuse or
molest any of them, till such time as they ean conveniently be transported to France.

3. That the mnon-commissioned oflicers and soldiers shall, immediately upon the surrender of the town and
Tortresses, be put on board His Britannic Majesty's ships till they all be transported to France.

. That all your sick and wounded shall be taken eare of in the same manner as our own.

5. That the commander-in-chief, now in garrison, shall have the liberty to send off covered waggons, to be inspected
only by one otlicer of ours, that no warlike stores may be contained therein.

6. That if there be any persons in the town or garrison which may desiro not to be seen by us, they shall be
permitted to go off masked.

7. The above we do consent to and promise, upon your compliance with the following conditions :

(1) That the said surrender, and due performance of every part of the aforesaid promises, be made and completed
as soon as possible.

(2) That, as a security for the punctual performance of the same, the Island Battery, or one of the batteries of the
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town, shall be delivered, together with the warlike stores thereunto belonging, into the possession of His Britannic
Majesty’s troops before six o’clock this evening.

(3) That the said Britannic Majesty’s ships of war, now lying before the port, shall be permitted to enter the
harbour of Louisburg, without any molestation, as soon after six of the clock this afternoon as the commander-in-chief of
such ships shall think fit.

(4) That none of the officers, soldiers nor inhabitants in Louisburg, who are subjects of the French king, shall

take up arms against His Britannic Majesty, nor any of his allies, until after the expiration of the full term of twelve
months from this time.

(5) That all subjects of His Britannic Majesty, who are now prisoners with you, shall be immediately delivered uyp
to us.

In case of your non-compliance with these conditions, we decline any further treaty with you on the affair, and
shall decide the matter by our arms, and are, etc.,

Your humble servants,
P. Wanrugn.
W. PEPPERELL.

Duchambon had no alternative but surrender. He sent a hostage with a letter to Pepperell on the
same day, accepting the terms proposed, stipulating to surrender the town and fortresses and territories
adjacent, only requesting that the troops be allowed to mareh out of the town with their arms, and colours
flying, which should be given up immediately afterwards. This request was complied with, and Pepperell
sent a hostage on his part for the faithful fulfilment of the conditions of the surrender. Duchambon evidently
conceived that he had no alternative but a surrender. This is evident from his report to the Minister of War,
in which bc says: “On the 15th, the fleet drew up in a line off White Point, two lcagues from the fort, and
piles of brushwood were made on Green Hill for signals. The fire of the enemy from cannon and mortars
was without cessation from the beginning of the siege; the houses of the eity were perfectly riddled with
balls; the flank of the King’s Bastion was demolished; the wooden and turf embrasures, that had been
frequently repaired, were destroyed; a breach was made in the West Gate, through which an entrance was
now practicable, by the help of fascines, which the enemy had been bringing forward for two days in their
trenches ; and all