
THE GREAT TEST

brave young warrior, Tayoga, whom they all knew, 
had just returned from the Stadacona of the Mohawks, 
which the French had seized, and where they had built 
their capital, calling it Quebec. They had covered 
it with stone buildings, palaces, fortresses and 
churches, but, in truth and right, it was still the Stada
cona of the Mohawks. When Tayoga and Willet and 
he walked there, they saw the shades of the great Mo
hawk sachems of long ago, come down from the great 
shining stars on which they now lived, to confound the 
French, and to tell the children of the Ganeagaono 
never to trust them.

Stirred beyond control, a fierce shout burst from the 
nine Mohawk sachems. It was the first time within 
the memory of the council that any of its members had 
given evidence of feeling, while a question lay before 
it, but their cry touched a common chord of sympathy. 
Applause swept the crowd, and then, deep silence com
ing again, the orator continued, his fervor and power 
increasing as he knew now that all the nations of the 
Hodenosaunee were with him.

He enlarged upon his theme. He showed to them 
what a victorious France would do. If Quebec pre
vailed, the fair promises the priest and the cheva
lier had made to the Hodenosaunee would be forgotten. 
Even as the Mohawks had lost Quebec and other vil
lages they would lose now their castles, the Upper, the 
Lower and the Middle, the Cayugas and the Oneidas 
would be crushed, and with them their new brethren 
the Tuscaroras. The French would burst with fire and 
sword into the sacred vale of Onondaga itself, they 
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