
CAPTAIN MENARD HAS A LAZY DAY. 3

his comrade dangling at the end of the chain
The incident had excited the soldiers, and they
kicked and pounded the prisoner. A crowd
gathered about the body on the wharf the
bolder ones snatching at his beads and warn-
pum belt.

Menard raised his eyes to the lands across
the river and to the white cloud-puffs above
After months of camp and canoe, sleeping in
snow and rain, and by day paddling, poling
and wading, -never a new face among the
grumbling soldiers or the stolid prisoners —
after this, Quebec stood for luxury and the
pleasant demoralization of good living. He
liked the noise of passing feet, the hail of good-
will from door to door, the plodding shop-
keepers and artisans, the comfortable priests in
brown and gray.

The sound of oars brought his eyes again
to the nver. The two boats with their loads
of redskins were passing the merchantmen that
lay between the men-of-war and the city. On
the wharf, awaiting a second trip, was a huddled
group of prisoners. Menard's face clouded as
he watched them. Men of his experience were
wondering what effect this new plan of the
Governor's would have upon the Iroquois


