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In the spring of the next year Champlain was again
commissioned Governor, and he set sail from Dieppe,
with three vessels freighted with goods, provisions,
and the farming implements of that day, clothing and
some of the new hand-looms, beside seeds of all kinds.
Two hundred persons, many of them married couples,
and farmers were to found a new Quebec.

One May morning, just at sunrise, there was a
great firing of bombards, and for a brief while all was
consternation and fear. But persons sent out to ex-
plore, brought the welcome news of Champlain’s re-
turn. Then went up a mighty shout of joy, and the
lilies of France were once more unfurled to the breeze.
There stood the stalwart old commander, whose life
work was crowned with success. All was gratulation.
He must have been touched by the ovation.

M. and Madame Destournier were among the
throng, while Wanamee carried the little son, who
stared about with wondering eyes, and smiled as if
he enjoyed the glad confusion.

Even the Indians vied with the French, as he was
triumphantly escorted up the cliff, with colors flying
and drums beating, and once more received the keys
of the fort. The spontaneous welcome showed how
deep he was in the affections of the people. He had
been thwarted in many of his plans, neglected, tra-
duced, but this hour made amends.

“Little Rose,” he said, “thou art a part of old Que-
bec, but thy son begins with the new régime. Heaven




