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starvation, no more digging of roots, and searches
for edible food products. Their anxious faces gave
way to French gayety. Up and down the steep road-
way, leading from the warehouses to the rough, tum-
ble-down tenements by the river, men passed and re-
passed with jests and jollity, snatches of song or a
merry good-day, for it was indeed good. There were
children of mixed parentage, playing about, for In-
dian mothers were no uncommon thing. The fort, the
church, and the dwellings high up above, gave it a
picturesque aspect. You heard the boatmen singing
their songs of old France as they went up and down the
beautiful river. Stone houses began to appear, though
wigwams still remained. New streets were opened,
but they were loth to level the hills, and some of them
remain to this day.

Ralph and Rose Destournier had a happy life.
Children grew up around them. A large, new house
received them presently, but they kept a fond remem-
brance for the old one that seemed somehow to belong
exclusively to Miladi and a dreamy sort of old life.

A mixed population it was, shaped by the sincerity
of their religion. There were priests in their gray and
black cassocks, officers in brave trappings, traders,
Indians, farmers, stout and strong, and the picturesque
coureurs de bois, that came to be a great feature, and
added not a little to the romance of the place. They
were: not all mere adventurers, but they loved a roving
life. Settlements were made here and there, an impor-




