
Chapter One

changing, as wraiths of a fog, as shadow
pictures in a mist beneath the moon,
leaning to her with bright, shining eyes

full of compassion for the little girl who was
to go so far away into an unknown land

;

she felt them, as the touch of a breeze

when the night is still, fondling her, clasp-

ing her, tossing her aloft in farewell. One
she felt plainly—a gaUant youth who held

her up for all to see. One she saw clearly

—a dewy-eyed, lovely woman who mur-
mured loving, broken words. One she

heard distinctly—a gentle voice that said,

« God's love be with you, little one, for you
have far to go, and many days to pass

before you see Quebec again." And the

girl's eyes suddenly swam bright, for the

northland was very drer.ry. She threw her

palms out in a gesture of weariness.

Then her arms dropped, her eyes widened,


