
C.ANADIAN COURIER.

Jo hn G yl1es Captiv e
Hou> a Mere Poy Met a Great Responsibiliry

THE yellow light of an October sunset shne
over the hills and water about the fort up
the Jemseg, brightening into gloriaus green
the great reach of pilles bordering the

lower bend of the river, burnishing the russet ochre
of elmn and walnut, and freshening the f ull grey of
the low, hewn-stone buildings.

The Jemseg was a channel-like stream, three miles
in length, conniecting the River Saint John with
Grand Lake, a great sheet of water to the north.
The Fort, built here by the French, had been one
of their chief strongholds. Fromn it, under Villebon,
had gone forth many an expedition against the
English settlernents. But as frequent washings of
the river, in flood, mnade the defences unsafe,
Villebon had moved up River St. John, to Nash-
waak, and the fortress at jernseg with its gardens
and its broad extent of marsh, was now~ the peace-
fui habitation of Louis d'Amours de Chauffour, a
French Seiguior.

The small silver bell in the turret of the littie
chapel was pealing its call for evening prayers.
Not a sound, besides, broke the stillness of the
lonely scene. Leading the way to the chapel walked
the wife of Louis d'Amours, the lovely Margaret
Guion, of Quebec. Following her were ber two
chlfdren, an old man, physician and servitor ta the-
farnily, the maidservants, and a youth wbose f air
hair easily bespoke bis English blood. The Sieur
d'Amiours, hirnself, was not of the number. He
had been for saine rnanths ini France on important
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not reach homne for a two vweeks yet. Where is
ît ?" and b'oth she and the o1d. man followed the
Sentry as lie led the way ta the little court, in full
view of the river. Thec approaching canoe could
now be plainly distinguished. Two men plied the
paddles, a third sat betweenl, and swiftly over the
yellow water they were urging the bark boat.

"Some news from the Grants below," said the
lady, witb forced calmniess. "Are they strangers,
Gyles ?",

"Two are Indians, Madame, the third face I
cannot see."

"I hardly think they came to harm us, dear lady,"
said the old Servitor"; if tbey be Indians they are
our friends."

And now the canoe made straiglit for the littie
cove on the shore, dIirectly under the waIl, where
stood the waiting group, and Madame d'Amours
gave a glad cry as she saw the face of the centre
Indian. "'Tis old Franceway," she exclairned. "He
is always ta be trusted. Gyles, will you speak with
him for me ?"

"I wiIl do as I arn bid," lie replied, '"but I hate
and fear every copper face of them, friend or foe."
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were safe away froin the.place."
"And then you can be free yourself 1" she said.

"How do 1 know that this is flot a prete t ta get
aIl our stores besides! This Colonel Church would
take you away ta your home again, in I'emaquid."

"Yes, Madame, 'l know that."
"And yet you ask me ta trust you 1" she cried.
"No,, Madame, your husband, the Sieur d'Amours,

lie asked you ta trust me, and bade me care for
yau."l

Her face flushed at the quiet, grave words, and
she moved ta him, off ering ber hand. "I did flot
mean ta be so bard," she said, "but it is not easy
ta believe you could do this thing for us when
freedom, and home are in your grasp. My husband
bade you, and gave you the trust, and lie would
expect you ta be true ta it, because lie is that sort
of a man. He does right for rigbt's Fake, niot foi
any one's command. And he wouild think you were
our servant and must obey orders. But because I
ami a waman 1 can see your chance, and 1 know
how you long for your own home and your awn
people, and how verily a prisoner you are here even
thougli you have freedom af foot. But, Gyles, the
Sieur d'Amouirs, lie would believe that you would
do your duity now, sa do 1. I would like well ta
stay here and face the grizzly old Briton and save
my treasures, but I dare flot disobey my busband's
commands, and I will do as you have said lie bade
me. Must we leave this ver y nigit ?"

"We dare not wait," said the youth. "Franceway
is going down the portage witb bis brothers. They
are strangers bere and on their way ta their hoime
in Norridgewick. But they can malce their way
ta one of the villages on foot, and he will corne
baek here by midnight. Witb bis large canae for
the maids and the luggage, and your owp for your
children, you cari aIl bci in safety by dawn."

"And wben you have made readly the place, as
the Sieur cornmanded, there is the little pirogue ini
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