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bless and prosper thee and thy husband. I should
have missed thee sorely had any untoward event hap-
pened.”

The settlement at the foot of the cliff had been
burned, but the upper town, as it came to be called,
had stretched out. The Héberts were on the sum-
mit of the cliff, that part of the town where the an-
cient bishops’ palace stood for so long. Many of the
former settlers had come up here.

“I had hoped Madame de Champlain would return
with him,” Rose said. “I wonder if any time will ever
come when I shall love myself better than you.”

He bent over and kissed her. He had never quite
understood love or known what happiness was until
now.

When the Indians learned of the return of their be-
loved white chief, they planned to come in a body, and
salute him. Algonquins, Ottawas, Montagnais, and
the more friendly Hurons, came with their gifts, and
smoked the pipe of peace.

In the autumn Champlain commenced the first
parochial church, called, appropriately, Notre Dame
de Recouvrance. The Angelus was rung three times

a day. For now the brave old soldier had grown more

religious, there were no more exploring journeys, no
more voyages across the stormy ocean. He had said
good-bye to his wife for the last time, though now,
perhaps, he understood her mystical devotion better.
It was indeed a new Quebec. There was no more




