
4 THE ROAD TO FRONTENAC.

Capturing a hunting party by treachety and
shipping them off to the King's galleys was a
bold stroke, — too bold, perhaps. Governor
Frontenac would never have done this; he
knew the Iroquois temper too well. Governor
la Barre, for all his bluster, would not have
dared. It was certain that this new governor,

Denonville, was not a coward ; but as Menard
reflected, going back over his own fifteen years
of frontier life, he knew that this policy < f

brute force would be sorely tested by the tact

and intrigue of the Five Nations. His own
part in the capture little disturbed him. He
had obeyed orders. He had brought the band
to the citadel at Quebec without losing a man
(saving the poor devil who had strangled him-
self with his own thongs at La Gallette).

To such men as Menard, whose lives were
woven closely into the fabric of New France,

the present condition was clear. Many an
evening he had spent with Major d'Orvilliers,

at Fort Frontenac, in talking over the recent

years of history into which their two names
and their two lives had gone so deeply. Until

his recall to France in 1682, Governor Fron-
tenac had been for ten years building up in the

Iroquois heart a fear and awe of Onontio, the


