
404 THE ROAD TO FRONTENAC.

Chapel stood Menard and Valerie. They
watched canoe after canoe glide up and
empty its load of soldiers, not speaking as
they watched, but thinking each the same
thought. At last, when the straggling line
was pouring into the fort, and the bugles were
screaming, and the drum rolling. Val€rie slipped
her hand through the Captain's arm and
looked up into his face.

" It was you who brought them here," she
said; and then, after a pause, she laughed a
breathless little laugh. "It was you," she
repeated.


