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An opinion I have stated before is that a writer of romance is not an

historian, nor can he ever be judged as such, though his pages may

carry more of history and truer history of a certain people and time

than has been written.  For, as there are times in an historical novel

when fact insists upon drawing a sombre cloud between romance and its

fulfilment, so there are times when the necessities of romance make

permissible that poetic licence which writers of fiction have been

granted from the remoteness of the ancients, and which will persist

further ahead than we can possibly see into the future.  In The Plains

of Abraham I have made an humble effort to "carry on" with the same

fidelity to truth that I prescribed for myself in my first historical

romance, The Black Hunter, and it is probably a deeper satisfaction

to me than it is to my readers to know that Marie Antoinette Tonteur

and her fierce old father lived and loved as I have described; that

Catherine Bulain and her valiant son were flesh and blood of their day;

that Tiaoga and Shindas, Silver Heels and Wood Pigeon, and Mary

Daghlen, the Thrush, are not creatures of fancy, and that The Plains

of Abraham, like The Black Hunter, is largely a romance of life as

it was lived and not as it might have been lived.  It is with a keen

sense of my own limitations that I realize I have been only partly

successful in bringing back to life those men and women whom I chose

from the accumulation of material at hand.  The gathering of this

material has been the most thrilling adventure of my life; the

travelling foot by foot over the hallowed ground, the reading of

letters written by hands dead a hundred and fifty years or more, the

dreaming over yellow manuscripts written by priests and martyrs, the

winning of the friendship of holy nuns of the Ursulines and devout

fathers of Quebec who still guard the treasures of the New World

pioneers of their faith—and, lastly, the unveiling of loves and hates

and tragedies and happiness of the almost forgotten period embracing

the very birth of both the American and Canadian peoples, and weighted

with happenings that shook the foremost nations of the earth and

largely made them what they are to-day.




While The Plains of Abraham and The Black Hunter are in no way

dependent upon each other, it has been my intention that they shall,

together, give a more complete picture of the men and women and

stirring events of their times than it would be possible for either to

do individually.  The present novel begins approximately where its

predecessor left off, the first terminating with the episodes closely

following the battle of Lake St. George and the second finding its

finale on the Plains of Abraham.  Anne St. Denis and Nancy Lotbinière

of The Black Hunter play their small parts in the lives of Antoinette

Tonteur and Jeems Bulain of The Plains of Abraham, so close is the

intermingling of the periods.




That we, as a people, know little of the more intimately human side of

our history, and that its most picturesque and dramatic incidents are

buried under a mass of printed versions which recognize only the great

and the near great, is illustrated in no way better than by the

forgotten report of an officer who was under Colonel Henry Boquet when

he invaded the Hidden Town of the Indians described in this story and

"released" the white prisoners there, later assembling them in a camp

to which white men and women came from the near-by provinces to find

their lost ones. This remarkable document was printed in the provincial

correspondence of the Register of Pennsylvania in 1765, and since that

time, in so far as I have been able to discover, has rested in

oblivion, though it throws more light on Indian character than any

other thing that has been written.




A part of this report is as follows:








The Indians at first delivered up twenty prisoners, but promised to

restore the remainder. The Colonel, having no faith in their promises,

immediately marched into the very heart of their country, where he

received a large number, even children born of white mothers, but these

little children were so completely savage that they were brought to the

camp tied hand and foot; for in no other way could they have been taken

from the wigwams. Two hundred were now given up, but it was supposed

that at least one hundred yet remained in the interior, scattered among

different tribes.




Language cannot describe the joy, terror, disappointment, expectation,

horror, and gloom; every face exhibited different emotions.  The scene

baffled description; husbands found wives, parents children, and

sisters brothers.  The brother embraced the tender companion of his

early years, now the mother of Indian children.  Various were the

groups thus collected—some, not understanding the language of their

new-found relatives, were unable to make their wishes known—others

recovered children long supposed dead—some stood in despair, living

monuments of wretched uncertainty.  Embracing their captives for the

last time, the Indians shed torrents of tears and gave up all their

little property as an evidence of their affection.  They even applied

and obtained the consent of Boquet to accompany them to Pittsburgh; and

during that journey they hunted and gave venison to the captives on the

march.  Among the captives was a young Virginian who had captured the

heart of a young Mingo.  Never was there seen an instance of more real

affection, regard, and constancy.  The young Mingo was told to beware

of the relatives of her he loved.  He replied, "I would live in her

sight or die in her presence—what pleasure shall the Mingo have—who

is to cook the venison—who to thank him for the soft fur?  No one!

The venison will run—the fur will not be taken—the Mingo can hunt no

more."  The Colonel dismissed him with a handsome present.  Every

captive left the Indians with regret.  The Indian children shed tears,

and considered the whites as barbarians.  Several women eloped in the

night and ran off to join their Indian friends.  One young woman was

carried off tied by her friends, to prevent her from joining the

Indians.  There had not been a solitary instance among them of any

woman having her delicacy injured by being compelled to marry.  They

had been left liberty of choice, and those who chose to remain single

were not sufferers on that account.  There was one young woman whose

relation was such as to excite an unusual degree of interest.  It had

been her fate to be captured at an early age.  She had been captured

and taken away to a distant tribe, far from the dwelling of the whites.

Years had removed every prospect of restoration to her former home.

She had been adopted in the family of an Indian chief.  Her delicacy of

form and feature made an impression on a young Indian.  He would attend

and aid her in the performance of her duties; sympathize with her

distress, and alleviate her cares—thus by a thousand kind attentions

he won her heart.  They were married—they had children—they were

happy—she felt happy because she possessed the affection of her

husband and children.  When she heard she was to be delivered up to her

former friends her grief knew no bounds.  Thus would she reason: "As a

wife of an Indian, as a mother of Indian children, can I enter the

dwelling of my parents; will my parents be kind; will they receive my

children with affection; will my former companions associate with the

wife of an Indian Chief; will they not shun my steps?  And my Indian

husband who has been so kind, so very kind, can I desert him?"  No, she

would not surrender him—and that night she eloped from the camp,

accompanied by her husband and children.  When Colonel Boquet was

informed of the circumstance, he requested that no pursuit should be

made, as she was happier with her Chief than she would be if restored

to her home.








Upon his return from this expedition, Colonel Boquet was immediately

elected to the rank and pay of Major General, Commander in Chief of His

Majesty's forces in the Southern Department of America.




My great-grandmother was a Mohawk, and it is with pardonable pride and

satisfaction that I find myself able to present to the public an

occasional evidence of the nobler side of Indian character, suppressed

through a period of centuries by the white man's egoism and prejudice.

The Indian was the greatest of all friends, the greatest of all

patriots, the greatest of all lovers of his country.  Despoiled,

subjugated, annihilated, he died a savage.










JAMES OLIVER CURWOOD.




Owosso, Michigan, November 20th, 1926.
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On a sunny afternoon in May, 1749, a dog, a boy, a man, and a woman had

crossed the oak opens of Tonteur's Hill and were trailing toward the

deeper wilderness of the French frontier westward of the Richelieu and

Lake Champlain—the dog first, the boy following, the man next, and the

woman last.




It was a reversal of proper form, Tonteur had growled as he watched

them go.  A fool's way of facing a savage-infested country that had no

end.  The man should have marched at the head of his precious column

with his long gun ready and his questing eyes alert; the woman next, to

watch and guard with him; then the boy and the dog, if such nuisances

were to be tolerated in travel of this kind, with evening coming on.




Tonteur was the one-legged warrior seigneur from whose grist mill down

in the valley the four were going home.




His eyes had followed the woman with a subdued and appraising hunger in

them.  Henri Bulain was a strange man, he had thought.  He might be a

little crazy, might even be a fool.  But he was also a very lucky

husband to possess a woman with the sweet face and form and the

divinely chaste heart of Catherine, his wife.




Jeems was a fortunate boy to have her for a mother.  Even the dog was a

scoundrel for luck.  An Indian dog at that.  A sneaking,

good-for-nothing dog.  A wreck of a dog without a soul, to be fed by

her, petted by her, smiled at by her—as he had seen her smile.




Tonteur had prodded the heel of his wooden leg into the soft earth as

they disappeared across his meadow bottom lands.  The King of France

had honoured him, and he was first of the long string of heroic

fighting barons settled along the Richelieu to hold the English and

their red barbarians back.  He was Doorkeeper to the waterway that led

straight to the heart of New France.  If the English came with their

scalping fiends, the Mohawks and the Senecas, they would have to pass

over him first of all.  No general could be given greater distinction

than that.  Honour.  Wealth.  A wide domain over which he was king.




And yet——




He envied Henri Bulain.








It was midafternoon.  Maytime shadows were growing longer toward the

east.  The sun was still a mellow glory over the land, a golden

radiance without sting or glare, a lambent sea which spread itself in

warm pools and streaming veils over an earth which seemed to be purring

gently with peace and joy.  It had been like that since morning.  It

had been like that for days.  Sweet rains had come, pulling up green

shoots from the soil; there had been winds, dark clouds, and deep

thunder, but only at night since two weeks ago this Thursday afternoon.

With each dawn had come the glow of the sun, the singing of birds, the

building of nests, the opening of flowers, the deepening a little more

of the plastic greens in the forest.




It was so quiet this afternoon that one could hear clearly the humming

of bees, and with this friendly and comforting sound the tinkling

symphony of running water finding its way in a hundred little creeks

and rills down to the meadowed lands of the Richelieu.  There was no

wind that moved a leaf or twig, yet all about there seemed to be a

living breath of something—a spirit of growing things, a song of

flowers, a perfumed laughter rioting on the hilltop and in the valley,

almost too mysterious for human eyes to see or human ears to hear.




It was the hour when birds were singing softly.  Morning had heard

their defiance, a glorious and fearless challenge of feathered

minstrelsy to all the spirits of darkness; but with late afternoon,

sunset, evening, these same slim-throated songsters found a note of

gratitude and of prayer in their chastened voices.  A thrush sang that

way now.  A catbird's melody joined it.  Silver-throated brush warblers

piped their subdued hymns in the thickets.  Flowers crushed underfoot.

In the open spaces they carpeted the earth with white and pink and

blue.  Flowers and birds and peace—a world filled with a declining

sun—a smiling heaven of blue over the tree-tops—and with them a dog,

a boy, a man, and a woman advancing westward.




Three of these, even the dog, Tonteur envied.




This dog had a name which fitted him, Tonteur had thought.  For he was

a wreck of a dog—even more a wreck than the splendid seigneur himself,

with his stub of a shot-off leg and a breast that bore sword marks

which would have killed an ordinary man.  The dog, first of all, was

big and bony and gaunt, a physical ensemble of rough-edged joints and

craggy muscles that came by nature and not because of hunger.  He was a

homely dog, so hopelessly homely that one could not help loving him at

sight.  His hair was bristly and unkempt.  His paws were huge.  His

jaws were long and lank, and his ears were relics of many a hard-fought

battle with other beasts of his kind.  His tail was half gone, which

left him only a stub to wag.  He walked with a limp, a heavy,

never-falling limp that seemed to shake his long body from end to end,

for his left fore paw—like Tonteur's foot—was missing.  A crooked,

cheery, inartistic, lovable dog to whom the woman—in a moment's

visioning of the fitness of things—had given the name of Odds-and-Ends.




So Tonteur was half right in thinking of him as a wreck of a dog, but

in one other thing he was wrong.  The dog did have a soul—a soul that

belonged to the boy, his master.  That soul had a great scar seared

upon it by hunger and abuse in an Indian camp where Henri Bulain had

found him four years before, and from which, out of pity for a dying

creature, he had taken him home to Jeems.  It was a scar cut deep by

clubs and kicks, a wound that had never healed and that made the dog

what he was—a tireless and suspicious hunter of scents and sounds in

the woods.




He was always ahead by a step or two, even when the song of birds and a

softly stirring melody of peace filled the day.  He was ahead this

afternoon.  Of the four who were filing westward, he seemed to be the

only one who watched and listened for danger to come out of the beauty

and stillness of the world about them.  Now and then he glanced up at

his master.  Trouble lay in the boy's face and eyes, and the dog sensed

it after a little and whined in a questioning way in his throat.




Daniel James Bulain was the boy's name, but from babyhood his mother

had called him Jeems.  He was twelve and weighed twenty pounds more

than his dog.  Odds-and-Ends, called Odd for short, weighted sixty, if

the scales in Tonteur's gristmill were right.  One would have known the

dog and the boy belonged together even had they been in a crowd, for if

Odd was a battered old warrior, the boy, on the other hand, gave every

evidence of an ambition to achieve a similar physical condition.




"Why, he's dressed up like a bold, bad pirate come to abduct my little

girl and hold her for ransom," Tonteur had roared, down in the valley,

and Jeems's father had joined the baron in his laughter; then, to make

the thing worse, Tonteur had turned him round and round, slowly and

appraisingly, with lovely little Marie Antoinette looking on, her

dainty nose upturned in patrician disdain—and with Paul Tache, her

detestable cousin from the great city of Quebec, openly leering and

grimacing at him from behind her back.  And this after he had prepared

himself with painstaking care for Marie Antoinette's eyes should she

happen to see him!  That was the tragedy of it.  He had put on his new

doeskin suit on this day when they were going to Tonteur's mill for a

bag of meal.  He carried a gun which was two inches longer than

himself.  A big powderhorn swung at his waist, in his belt was a knife,

and over his shoulder hung the most treasured of his possessions, a

slim ash bow and a quiver filled with arrows.  He had worn his coonskin

cap of fur in spite of the warmth of the day, because it looked better

than the lighter one, which was stripped, and in this cap was a long

turkey feather.  Odd, the dog, was proud of his martial-looking master,

but he could not understand the change that had come over the boy or

why he was going home with such a strangely set and solemn face.




Henri Bulain was aching to describe the little scene to his wife as

soon as Jeems was out of hearing.  But Henri was always seeing either

the bright or the funny side of things.  That was one reason why

Catherine had married him, and it was why she loved him now even more

than fifteen years ago, before Jeems was born.  It was the big and

all-embracing reason why the wilderness with its trees and flowers and

dangers loved Henri Bulain.  It was because he loved life—loved it in

such a vastly inclusive and mysteriously trustful way that Louis Edmond

Tonteur, the lion-hearted baron of the seigneurie, had called him a

fool for his simplicity and predicted the day when his scalp and those

of his wife and boy would adorn the small round hoops of the savages.




From her position behind the dog, the boy, and the man, Catherine

Bulain looked upon her world with a joyous and unafraid pride.  No boy,

in her opinion, could equal Jeems, and no man her husband.  That

challenge always lay in her dark eyes, rich with sleeping lights

because love was there.  One could see and feel her happiness, and as

Tonteur secretly built up the fire of his yearning when he was alone,

so she loved to exult in her own possessions when her men folk were

ahead and could not see all that came and went in her face.  This

desire to hold within herself some small and sacred part of her

rejoicing was because she was English and not French.  That was why

Daniel James had an English name, inherited from her father, who had

been a New England schoolmaster and afterward an agent of the Penns

down in Pennsylvania.  It was on the frontier of that far province that

Henri had found and married her two years before her father's death.1




"And for fifteen years you have been growing younger and more

beautiful," he was fond of telling her.  "What a tragedy it will be

when I am old and bent and you are still a girl!"




It was true that Catherine did not look her thirty-five years.  Her

face, as well as her eyes, was young with the softness and radiant

changeableness of girlhood, and especially on this Thursday afternoon

when she walked behind her boy and her husband from the Richelieu

bottom lands.  The climb over Tonteur's Hill had brought a flush to her

cheeks, and with the glow of the sun in her glossy hair she was a

witching picture for Henri to look back on now and then as he shifted

the heavy bag of meal from one shoulder to the other.




Tonteur was aware, possibly even more than Henri Bulain, that

Catherine's adoration of her men folk and of everything that went with

them, even to the primitive discomforts of the wilderness life which

had claimed her, was built up against a background of something more

than merely being the mate of a man and the mother of a son.  Culture

and learning and broadness of vision and thought, nurtured in her first

by a gentle mother, and, after her death, developed and strengthened by

a schoolmaster father, had given to her a medium of priceless value by

which to measure happiness.  Sometimes she yearned a little for the

things outside this happiness—dreamed of brocades with gold

embroidery, of buttercup silks and blue satins, of white moires and

dainty Valenciennes, and for that reason in Henri's cabin were roguish

caps with pink and lavender ribbons, and cobwebby lace for Catherine's

hair, and many simple but pretty things made by her own clever hands.

She could make frills and fichus as fine as any that Madame Tonteur

ever wore, with all their cost, and to-day her simple gown of sprigged

muslin, caught up with blue love-knots, and her cloak and hood of

bakneesh red had given her a loveliness in Tonteur's eyes that made his

heart thump like a boy's in his battle-scarred breast.  Because of her

feminine adroitness in fashioning beauty and perfection out of simple

and inexpensive things, and also because she was of the spawn of the

despicable English, Madame Henriette Tonteur had come to regard her

with much the same aversion and dislike with which she would have

looked upon a cup of poison.




Tonteur knew this and cursed in his honest heart at the woman who was

his wife, with her coldly patrician face, her powdered hair, her jewels

and gowns and her platonic ignorance of love—and then thanked his God

that little Marie Antoinette was growing less like her with each day

that passed over her pretty head.  For Marie Antoinette was

tempestuous, like himself, a patrician without doubt, but with a warm

and ready passion to offset that curse, and for this, too, he blessed

the fortune which in one way had been so unkind to him.




Behind her husband and boy Catherine had been thinking of Tonteur and

of his wife, the aristocratic Henriette.  For a long time she had known

of Madame Tonteur's hatred, but it was not until this afternoon that

the other discovery had come to her, for, in spite of his most heroic

efforts, Tonteur had betrayed himself when suddenly she had caught him

looking at her.  Catherine had seen the shadow of his secret—like a

ghost swiftly disappearing.  Up over the Hill she had added many twos

and twos together, until, in the sure way of a woman, she knew what

Tonteur was thinking and did not fear or distrust him for it.




At the same time her thoughts inspired her with a warm appreciation of

her own great fortune, for against another man's unhappiness and

another woman's failure as a wife she could see more clearly the things

for which she, in the fullness of her felicity, should offer up the

devoutest of prayers.  The man ahead of her was humming a French tune

as he carried his hundred pounds of whole-corn meal, and one could see

that he was French in every drop of blood that ran through his veins.

Catherine loved the spirit of this blood even more than she did the

English which was in herself.  Just as she had become French, so Henri

in his heart had become as wholly English, and never tired of swearing

that he would not trade one tiny breath of the precious life in

Catherine's body for all of his beloved New France.  From the

beginning, his influence had been stronger than his wife's, for while

Catherine kept everything that was English alive in her memories, and

taught her boy in English as well as in French, and sang her English

songs and treasured her English books, she loved New France as she had

never loved the more forbidding aspects of her New England home, and

she loved the warm-hearted and sunny people in it with a sympathy and

devotion which might have come from birth and not adoption.




Yet Madame Tonteur hated her.  Disbelieving whatever good might have

been said of Catherine, she hated her first as a deadly enemy of her

race, and hated her then because she dared hold her head as proudly as

a baron's lady, and hated her last of all because, nothing more than

the wife of a worthless backwoodsman like Henri Bulain, she was

impudent enough to be the prettiest woman anywhere near the Tonteur

seigneurie.




And, so far as it was in her power, she had planted and nurtured this

hatred to growth in the heart and mind of her proud daughter, Marie

Antoinette, until Tonteur, blind to the feline subtlety of a woman in

such matters, wondered why it was that his girl, whom he worshipped

above all other things on earth, should so openly display

unfriendliness and dislike whenever Jeems came to Tonteur Manor.
















 



1 Daniel James Adams, Catherine's father, was killed in a feud

between a village of Tuscaroras and a rival village of Delawares, in

Pennsylvania, in the summer of 1736.
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Of this same thing Jeems had been thinking as he walked ahead of his

father and mother.  His mind, at present, was busy with the stress of

fighting.  Mentally, and physically in a way, he was experiencing the

thrill of sanguinary battle.  Half a dozen times since beginning the

long climb over Tonteur's Hill he had choked and beaten Paul Tache, and

in every moment of these mental triumphs Marie Antoinette looked on

with wonder and horror as he pitilessly assailed and vanquished her

handsome young cousin from the big city of Quebec.1




Even in the heat of these vivid imaginings, Jeems was sick at heart,

and it was the shadow of this sickness which Odd caught when he looked

up into his master's eyes.  From the day Jeems had first seen Marie

Antoinette, when she was seven and he was nine, he had dreamed of her,

and had anticipated through weeks and months the journeys which his

father permitted him to make with him to Tonteur Manor.  On these rare

occasions he had gazed with childish adoration at the little princess

of the seigneurie and had made her presents of flowers and feathers and

nuts and maple sugar and queer treasures which he brought from the

forests.  These tokens of his homage had never served to build a bridge

across the abyss which lay between them.




He had stood this hurt and still kept Marie Antoinette in his thoughts,

for there was no other child to help fill her place.  But since last

autumn, when Madame Tonteur's sister and her son Paul had come to the

seigneurie, his dreams had grown more clouded until, on this Thursday

afternoon, they were replaced by grim and merciless visions of a future

vengeance on the young man who had laughed at him and humiliated him,

and who, without any grace whatever that he could see, basked warmly in

the smiles and graciousness of Marie Antoinette's favour.




For all his shattered hopes of friendship with Toinette, he now found

an excuse to blame this rich and high-toned youth with his green and

crimson velvet suits, his lace ruffles and gold brocades, his

silver-handled sword and supercilious, conceited airs.  His antagonism

was not a thing brewed only in his mind, for Paul Tache, who was the

son of a Quebec army officer deep in the intrigues of the Intendant,

was the last straw to break down whatever hopes he had possessed of

ultimately making an impression on the seigneur's daughter.  With the

coming of Paul, who was two years older and a head taller than himself,

and who paraded all the fine and courtly manners taught to young

gentlemen in Quebec, she had regarded him more haughtily than ever, and

that very day had made no effort to hide her amusement when Paul said,

with a sneer on his dark face, "Doesn't it make you tired to walk all

the way in from the woods, little boy?  And does your mother allow you

to load that old gun of yours with powder and ball?"




It was the memory of this moment which rankled in his breast—a moment

in which he had stood speechless, his face hot and red, his tongue

hopelessly tied, his heart only half beating as the Quebec boy walked

away with Toinette, strutting like a turkey cock and looking back

contemptuously as he went.  It was the knowledge of his own failure to

reply or to do anything but stand red-faced and dumb, like a fool,

accepting the insult without protest, that deepened his gloom and

increased his bitterness.




He was glad when his mother and father paused to rest on the edge of a

great rock near the trail, for this interval gave him opportunity to go

on alone, and when he was alone he could tear and thrash Toinette's

cousin in a much more admirable way than when the others were tramping

close at his heels.  By the time Odd had preceded him to the edge of a

high plateau, which was richly covered with grass and thickly grown

with big chestnut trees, his mental orgy of vengeance and blood-shed

was beginning to subside.




Suddenly Odd stopped so that his gaunt body made a barrier against

Jeems's knees.  He stood with his pawless leg off the ground, and when

he slowly rested it to earth again it was in a manner which sent a

thrill of anticipation through his master.  They stood at the edge of a

flower-strewn open among the chestnut trees, a dancing place for the

wood fairies, his mother had called it that morning, and all about this

lovely open was a thick growth of hazel, like a fence put there by the

fairies themselves to shut out prying eyes from their frolics.  It was

a hundred yards across this sun-filled playground of the wild, and on

the far side of it, concealed in the bushes, Jeems knew there was game

of some kind.




He dropped to the earth and drew himself behind the decaying mass of a

monster log that had fallen a hundred years before.  Odd crouched at

his side with his muzzle level with the top of the log.  Thus a minute

passed, and after that another, and more on top of them, yet Odd gave

no sign of discouragement, nor did Jeems.  They were so still and

motionless that a red squirrel studied them curiously for a sign of

life and a chickadee almost stopped to rest on the end of Jeems's gun.

A fragile sweetness of violets and anemones rose from the ground, but

Jeems did not look down at the white and pink and blue masses of them

crushed under his knees.  He watched the far side of the clearing on a

line as straight as a die with the pointing of Odd's nose.




Another minute of this rustling stillness, and a magnificent turkey

cock strutted majestically out into the sun.  He weighed twenty pounds

if an ounce, thought Jeems.  His head was like blood, his beautiful

body a gold and purple bronze, and his gorgeous breast plume touched

the ground.  He was a proud and immaculate bird, defying all the world

in the empty open, and he shuffled his wings and began to swagger about

in a circle while the chuckling and clucking sound of his satisfaction

clearly reached the watchers' ears.  In this moment Jeems thought again

of Paul Tache, for the Quebec boy was like this turkey cock, always

flaunting his clothes and disporting himself with the importance of a

man.




He caught his breath short as a slim brown female bird came out from

the bushes to join her red-headed monarch.  A flutter of velvety wings

followed her and in as many seconds six more females joined the

gathering in the open.  The turkey cock paraded more proudly than

before and puffed himself up until he was twice his honest size, and it

seemed to Jeems that the lady turkeys were all crowding about him like

so many Marie Antoinettes attracted by his fine clothes and his manner

of making himself big in their eyes.  At the sight before him, Jeems

hated Paul Tache more than ever and was possessed with the inspiring

thought of wreaking his first vengeance upon his rival's head by

killing the turkey cock.




Slowly he withdrew the long-barrelled gun from the top of the log and

tautened the string of his bow.  He waited until the big bird stood

less than eighty yards away.  An inch at a time he rose higher on his

knees, and Odd's body grew stiffer with his movement.  A choking sound

came from the dog's throat as the long bow was bent.  The twang of the

string was like the ring of a steel tuning fork, and across the open

sped a grayish flash.  There followed a mellow sound, a great

commotion, a leaping of gorgeous colour high into the air, then a wild

beating of wings and a speeding away of seven brown forms to the safety

of cover.  Paul Tache, the turkey cock, was down and dying, and in the

space of a dozen seconds his seven Marie Antoinettes were gone.




A moment later, Jeems and Odd stood looking down on the turkey cock,

and gladness leapt once more into the boy's face and eyes—for here was

not only a splendid dinner for to-morrow, but also, in his imagination,

the first blow struck against his enemy.








There was a point on the ancient Indian trail over and beyond Tonteur's

Hill where a narrow path made by generations of Caughnawaga, Algonquin,

and Ottawa feet ran close to the edge of a precipitous height with

miles and miles of glorious country under it.  This valley lay to the

westward and was rich with deep forests and glimmering lakes, a quietly

slumbering land filled with mystery and beauty and with seldom the

smoke of an Indian camp fire rising out of it.  It was a fortunate

valley in many ways, for it was far enough from the Richelieu to escape

the desecration of white men's axes, too near to the long-houses of the

Mohawks for the safety of the red hunters of their enemies from above

the St. Lawrence, and too closely a part of the French and their allies

to be more than adventurously invaded by the hunting parties of the Six

Nations.  So it had lain for many years in peace and silence.  Yet

countless eyes must have looked upon it in the centuries that had gone

by, for on its valleyward side the shelving rock was worn smooth by

those who had rested there to gaze down into its forbidden lure, where

life would have been so pleasant to live.




Viewed from where Catherine and Henri paused to rest, the valley under

them was a huge oriental rug of greens and golds and blacks and

silvers—greens where the meadows ran in and out and the hardwoods were

bursting into tender leaf, golds where the slanting sun struck floods

of yellow light upon poplars and birch, blacks where the thick

evergreens grew in deep masses of darkening gloom, and silvers where

the still waters of three small lakes gleamed with the warm splendour

of jewels.  As they sat on the rock there came to them a faintly

exquisite and lulling melody, a droning and unchanging cadence which

enchanted and rested the senses, mingling as it rose with sweet air

laden with the delicate fragrance of flowers and the gossamery breath

of growing things.  Only at dawn and at an hour when the sun was poised

for its drop behind the curtain of the western forests did this sound

rise from the valley—the song of thousands of squirrels.  And as it

was this afternoon so it must have been from the beginning, for, as far

back as the oldest Indian story went, the huge gray stone had been

called Squirrel Rock.




As Henri's eyes rested upon the pleasant scene, he told the story of

Jeems, and he was still chuckling over the humour of what had happened

when he discovered the clouded and serious look in Catherine's face.




"It is what I have been guessing of late," she said, and there was no

laughter in her voice.  "Madame Tonteur hates me and she has been

training Toinette to hate Jeems!"




"What are you saying?" cried her husband.  "Madame Tonteur hate you!

It is impossible.  Of all people in the world not to like——"




"I am the one," said his wife.  "And you, poor Henri, with your foolish

notion that everyone must love us, have never been able to guess the

truth.  She hates me so much that she would like to poison me, and not

being able to do that, she has turned little Antoinette's mind against

Jeems."




"You went in to see her to-day!"




"Yes, because I am a woman."




"She cannot hate you!"




"No more than she can hate bugs and snakes and poison."




"But—Tonteur.  It is impossible, I tell you!  He does not feel that

way."




"No, I am sure he does not," said Catherine.




"If Tonteur likes us and treats us so well, why should his wife dislike

you?" he demanded.




"First, because I am English.  You must always remember that.  Though I

have come to love your country as dearly as my own, I am still English,

and Jeems is half English.  We are of a people who are your country's

enemies.  That is one reason why she hates me."




"And there is another?"




"Yes.  She hates me because her husband sees fit to look upon me in a

kindly way," answered Catherine.  She was ready to say more, but the

glad laugh which she loved came from Henri's lips, and in a moment she

was tightly held in his arms.




Then he thrust her from him with playful roughness and pointed down the

valley.




"As long as we have that, what do we care about Madame Tonteur or all

the rest of the world?" he cried.  "Let it fight, I say, and let women

like Tonteur's wife quarrel and hate if they must.  So long as you are

not unhappy in a land such as this we look upon yonder, I would not

trade my place for all the kingdoms on earth!"




"Nor I, as long as I have you and Jeems," said Catherine, and as Henri

turned to his corn again she added, "but I am not thinking of you or of

myself.  I am thinking of Jeems."




They started slowly up the trail.




"Madame Tonteur's dissatisfaction with me has been amusing, and I have

had my innocent frolics out of it, like to-day, for instance," she

continued in the silence of her husband's pondering thoughtfulness.

"With you and Jeems I need no other company to keep me happy, and so

Madame Tonteur's dislike has caused me no special pain.  I have even

liked to tease and plague her, for which I should properly feel shame.

To-day I let my braids down, feigning a bit of headache as I did it,

but truthfully to let her see how long and thick they are and how

skimpy her own hair is, for she is only a little older than I.  You

should have heard her sniff when her sister from Quebec said my hair

was beautiful and that it would be a crime to pomade or powder it.  I

may be wicked, Henri, but I cannot hold myself from pestering her in

these ways, for all the trouble she has taken to make me so distasteful

to her own unreasonable self.  I tried so hard to be her friend, but

when at last there ceased to be a hope, why, I began to see the humour

of it, just as you have always taught me to catch the whimsies in

unpleasant things.  But with Jeems and Toinette—it is different.  He

has dreamed of her for a long time and has made her a spirit companion

in his adventures and play."




Henri looked at Catherine.  "I know—I can see—I was stupid to laugh

at him down there.  But Tonteur laughed, too.  I did not think a boy so

young would take it to heart."




"A child is like a woman," said his wife.  "Both are more easily hurt

than man ever dreams."




"I will hurry to Jeems and tell him how sorry I am," said Henri.




"You will do nothing of the kind," replied Catherine.




"But if I have done wrong——"




"You will keep it to yourself—this once," decided his wife.  So he

waited discreetly, and after a moment she said, "Henri, I know that

Louis Tonteur is a good and noble man and that in his heart is a great

loneliness and want of something, although he worships Toinette.  No

man could love his wife, even with her blue blood and high ways.  He is

so pitifully lonely that I am going to ask him to come to our place

often and bring Toinette with him."




"You think he will come?" asked Henri eagerly.




"I am sure he will," replied his wife, and now that she was thinking

only of Jeems, she was glad she had not told her husband what had been

at her tongue's end—the secret of her discovery that afternoon.  "He

will come," she added, "and I am sure, if I ask him, he will bring

Toinette."




Henri laughed his pleasure.




"Tonteur is one man I love," he said.




"He is a man made to love," agreed Catherine.




"But—Toinette——" and Henri shifted the bag of milled corn to his

other shoulder.  "If Madame Tonteur says no, what then?"




"Monsieur Tonteur will still bring her," replied Catherine.  "That is,

if I tell him it will please me very much," she added, smiling up at

him.




"That he will!" cried Henri confidently.  "He will bring Toinette if

you look at him like that, angel But if he does such a thing, and

Madame Tonteur protests, and he dares to do it again——"




"Possibly she will accompany him after that," said Catherine.  "It may

add to Madame Tonteur's liking for me, Henri."  She laid her hand on

his arm, for they had come to the edge of the woodland open, and ahead

of them Jeems and Odd were standing over their slain turkey cock.




The wild hot pride of youth and achievement possessed the lad as his

father and mother came toward him, and like a bristling gargoyle on

four legs Odd stood joyously wagging his stump of a tail.  Here was

triumph, and the boy's eyes lighted up when he saw his mother's

interest in what he had done, and the unfeigned amazement in his

father's face as he dropped his milled corn to the ground and looked

down upon the magnificent turkey cock with the feathered arrow

transfixing it.




Catherine regarded her boy unobserved by the two whose hunting instinct

drew their eyes to the fallen game.  Her own eyes were shining, and

after a moment Henri saw what she was seeing and thinking and placed

one of his big hands tenderly on his son's slim shoulder.  Yes, Jeems

was like his mother except for his blond hair and gray eyes, and in

these two things he resembled his mother's brother, that worthless,

wandering, always fighting and forever lovable vagabond, Hepsibah

Adams.  Henri's heart was happier at his wife's proud contemplation of

her son, and he burst forth in praise of the lad's exploit.




"What a shot!" he cried, bending low to examine the bird and the arrow.

"Straight through from wing to wing as clean as a bullet—and right up

to the shaft of the feathers!  I'd swear you did not have that strength

in your arm, lad!  Yet the arrow was sped from back there at the edge

of the open, you say?  I scarce believe it!  It is a shot for Captain

Pipe and White Eyes and Big Cat, and not for you!"




These three were the Caughnawaga Indian friends who had taught Jeems to

shoot, and it was Captain Pipe who had made his bow of choice seasoned

ash.




They went on as the sun was setting behind the wilderness, and the

golden pools of light grew dimmer about them and shadows grew heavier

and more velvety dark among the trees.  Because of this approach of

evening with all of its stillness and beauty, an instinct born of the

solitudes made the four travel so softly that one could scarcely hear

the footsteps of the others.  The sun was not yet down and would light

the western sky with springtime glow for another hour, but the forest

through which the old Indian trail wound its way had grown thick and

gloomily vast, so that it made a dusk like night within itself.  To the

boy and the dog this timbered country which lay between the seigneurie

and their home was a silent and mysterious realm of adventure, a place

filled with whispers of mighty things to happen, and with

ghosts—ghosts everywhere—of promising and lureful things of which

neither was afraid.  To the man and the woman it was different, for to

them, with their experience and understanding, the beauty and greatness

of God in nature had never grown common or old.  In this great forest,

with its age-old trees and battlemented tops, Catherine's heart beat

faster and her soul rose to the awe and majesty of spirit which she

could not see, but which, like a warm presence closing in softly about

her, she could clearly feel.  Through the woods, though the trail was

narrow, she walked with her hand in Henri's, and for half an hour they

spoke no word except in whispers.  A little more, and there was sky to

see again with its glow in the west, and then small opens and scattered

maples and chestnuts and beech, with green meadows running like ribbons

between them, and at last, coming to a broader meadow that looked down

a gentle slope into the forbidden valley which they had viewed from

Squirrel Rock, the four saw their home.




It lay in a sheltered dip which was like a diminutive child of the

larger valley, a low and cheerful cabin of peeled logs, with more

windows in it than a cautious man would have had, and with a huge

chimney of clay and stone at the end.  It was not a "rolled-up" house,

with logs standing endwise in a trench, and possibly built around the

stump of a great tree which could be used for a table within, but a

home of beauty and comfort and luxury, as those things were measured on

the frontier, and the best that Henri Bulain could build.  Catherine's

love for this home was next to her love for Henri and her boy.  From

its windows, which were unshuttered against foe of any kind, she could

look east, west, north, and south from the knoll in the dip on which it

stood—south and east over the forbidden valley, where every morning

she could see the sun rising over the Tonteur seigneurie and Squirrel

Rock; northward up the slope into the dark depths of the forest; and

westward to the sinking sun where lay the vast reaches of unexplored

country of which Henri Bulain was always dreaming, and toward which

Jeems was beginning to turn wondering and sometimes yearning eyes as he

grew older.




But Catherine possessed the feminine glory which would forever hold her

men folk back.  Close about the cabin was her own domain—her flowers,

her gardens of shrubs, her bird houses built of chestnut bark, her box

hedges among the thinned-out trees, with pretty paths edged with

whitewashed stones winding in and out among them.  Her daffodils and

wild-flower plots were in bloom, and from this day until the white

frosts there would be no end of flowering things.  Most of all she

loved her kit-run-abouts which Jeems called Johnny-jump-ups, and her

sweet Williams and bouncing Bets, the last of which was the plumed

ancestor of all the carnations.  From daffodil-time until the autumnal

marigold there would be hollyhocks, celandine, roses, lewpins and

candy-tuff, larkin-spur and sweet-scented pease, sunflowers and

catchfly, pinks and Queen Margarets, and a score more of grasses and

flowers in her gardens, until a stranger coming upon her wilderness

home would scarcely have believed that it lay at the edge of a raw

frontier.




Running up to the borders of these gardens were Henri's work fields,

beginning first, because of Catherine's artistic eye, with the gentler

growths of husbandry—carefully groomed and plotted soil for herbs and

vegetables, lettuce, sorrel, parsley, mallows, chervil, burnet, thyme,

sage, carrots, parsnips, beets, radishes, purslain, beans, cabbages,

squashes, asparagus, musk melons, cucumbers, and pompions; and beyond

these marked-out patches lay the broader fields for heavier grains and

foods, ten acres of well-tilled land in all, ending up against the

hard-maple wood out of which, in the preceding month of April, Henri

had taken his year's supply of fifty gallons of maple syrup and four

times as many pounds of sugar.




These precious possessions the four saw as they came down the green

slope, and not one half of them would Catherine have exchanged for all

of Madame Tonteur's riches.  Only a pallid glow of the sun was left,

and the world was preparing itself for the close of day.  Overhead an

endless column of pigeons was on its way to a great roost in the

forbidden valley, flying crows settled into the gloom of the Big

Forest, and black and gray squirrels in the hardwoods ceased their

chatter and slipped like shadows from tree to tree.  Catherine's

chickens were gathered about their shelter, and up from the fenced-in

meadow, through which a creek ran to lose itself in the woods, their ox

and cow had come to the log-barn gate.




Catherine was smiling at her husband, and in Henri's eyes was an

answering light of happiness, when out of the peace and beauty which

lay about their home rose a piercing and blood-curdling cry—a cry

which seemed to stop every sound that was in the air, which reached the

pigeons and swerved them affrightedly, which startled the phlegmatic ox

at the gate, a cry of monstrous depth and vastness, and with that cry a

wild figure came toward them from its hiding place in the greening

shrubbery of Catherine's garden.




With a lurch of his shoulder, Henri sent the bag of corn to the ground,

while ahead of him Jeems swung his long gun into the crook of his arm

and Odd stiffened and let out a sullen growl.  The scraggy and

mysterious figure advanced up the slope, and Jeems had looked to his

flint and priming and stood with a ready thumb on the hammer of his

weapon when from behind her husband and her boy Catherine gave first a

startled gasp, then a little scream, and sped past her protectors to

meet the advancing stranger with open arms.




"It's Hepsibah!" she cried.  "It's Hepsibah!"
















 



1 In 1749, the population of Quebec City, metropolis of New France,

whose wealth and culture and courtly life made it at that time the

Versailles of the New World, was less than seven thousand.
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The stirring words had scarcely fallen from his mother's lips when

Jeems laid his gun on the ground and ran after her, but with all his

haste she was in her brother's arms before he could overtake her, while

his father, carrying the turkey cock but without the corn, came

hurriedly out of his amazement and down to meet them.  When he arrived,

Hepsibah Adams was holding Catherine with one arm and with the other

had hoisted Jeems halfway to his shoulder.  In a moment he freed

himself enough to hold out a hand as rough and knotted as the old oak

tree which sheltered the cabin from the afternoon sun.
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