
t THE ROAD TO FRONTENAC.

the settlement on the water front to the nobler

city on the heights. Halfway down the steps

was a double file of Indians, chained two and
two, and guarded by a dozen regulars from his

own company. He watched them until they

reached the bottom and disappeared behind

the row of buildings that ended on the wharf

in Patron's trading store. In a moment they

reappeared, and marched across the wharf,

toward the two boats from Le Fourgon that

awaited them. Even from the height, Menard
could see that the soldiers had a stifif task to

control their prisoners. After one of the boats,

laden deep, had shoved off, there was a struggle,

and the crowd of idlers that had gathered

scatterec" suddenly. Two Indians had broken

away, and were running across the wharf, with

a little knot of soldiers close on their heels.

One of the soldiers, leaping forward, brought

the stock of his musket down on the head of

the nearer Indian. The fugitive went down,

dragging with him his companion, who tugged

desperately at the chain. A soldier drew his

knife, and cut off the dead Indian's arm close

to the iron wristlet, breaking the bone with

his foot. Then they led back the captive and

tumbled him into the boat, with the hand of


