
WITH ROGERS ON THE FRONTIER

answer in an hour;” the doughty Scotchman 
gave his answer at once, and it was that he and 
his soldiers would defend themselves to the last, 
emphasizing his refusal by a broadside from his 
cannon so soon as the truce was ended.

While the white flags were flying the Indians 
swarmed over the fields before the fort; and 
when they learned the result of the parley, an 
Abenakis chief shouted exultantly in broken 
French:

"You won’t surrender, eh I Fire away then, 
and fight your best, for if I catch you, you shall 
get no quarter"—a threat that was only too 
awfully fulfilled in the sequel.

At this time Fort William Henry was an 
irregular bastioned square, formed by embank­
ments of gravel, surmounted by a rampart of 
heavy logs laid in tiers crossed one upon an­
other, the interstices being filled with earth. 
The lake protected it on the north, the marsh 
on the east, and ditches with chevaux-de-frise 
on the south and west. Seventeen cannons, 
great and small, besides mortars and swivels were 
mounted upon the ramparts.

Montcalm’s first proceeding was to open 
trenches for the protection of his soldiers—a 
task of extreme difficulty, as the ground was 
covered with half burned stumps, roots, and 
fallen trunks. All night of the 4th of August 
eight hundred men toiled with pick and spade 
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