390  The Plains of Abraham

been wedded to your mother he would have been a
rich man. Yes, rich, for her father left her a big
property. That will be yours, Steve, when I am
gone.”

Steve took his pipe and went away to think over
the matter. His father’s conversation had cleared up
a mystery which had often troubled him. Now he
understood why at times his father found need
to absent himself. He had to go to France to
look to the welfare of this property which had come
to him through his wife. And now, too, he gathered
why this unfortunate young Jules had followed him
so often, and with such bitterness. He was a dis-
appointed man, who considered that this English
family had filched wealth from his own.

“And in the end his strange bitterness brought
about his downfall,” thought Steve. “ He would
have done better had he left us alone, and settled
peacefully in the country. But there. I know now
why he had a spite against nie, and I forgive him.”

In the course of years Mr. Mainwaring died, and
Steve found himself a rich man, the owner of many
broad acres in America, and of more in France and in
England. But he never left his native country. The
charm of the backwoods held him a prisoner, while
he could never forsake Jim and Mac and Pete and
many another trapper, now grown old and feeble and
dependent upon him. The storm of the American
revolution, which lost us one of our finest possessions,
passed over his head like a huge rumbling cloud,
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