
3o8 A LITTLE GIRL IN OLD QUEBEC

tant one at Three Rivers, where the Récollets estab
lished a mission. The summers were given over to 
work and business, thronged with traders and trap
pers, but they found time in the winters for much so
cial life.

If the Sieur missed his old friend Hébert, there 
were others to take an active interest in horticulture. 
Pontgrave was no more, but his grandson kept up 
the name. A few years later the earnest young René 
de Robault gave his fortune for the building of a col
lege, and this kept the young men from returning to 
old France for an education. Convent schools were 
established, and Indian girls were trained in the ameni
ties and industries of social life. Montreal spread 
out her borders as well, the Beauport road came to be 
a place of fine estates. All the way to the mouth of 
the great river there were trading stations. The fur 
company’s business was good, there were new explora
tions to Lake Huron, Georgian Bay, Lake Michigan, 
up to the Fox river.

Of the sons and daughters growing up in the Des- 
tournier household, Hélène, who should have been a 
devotee, was a merry madcap, who exceeded her 
mother in daring feats, a dark-eyed, laughing maid 
the Indian girls adored. She could manage a canoe, 
she could fly, they said, she took such wonderful leaps. 
Rose could sing like a bird and had a fondness for all 
animals. Little Barbe was a dainty, loving being, 
always clinging to her mother, and three sons were


