
CHAPTER III

SUMMER TIME

The child sat in a dream on a rude, squarely-built 
settle with a coarse blanket on it of Indian make and 
some skins thrown over the back, for often at sundown 
the air grew cool and as yet women were not spinning 
or weaving as in old France. A few luxuries had been 
brought thither, but the mother government had a 
feeling that the colonists ought mostly to provide for 
themselves, and was often indifferent to the necessary 
demands.

Mère Dubray went out to the kitchen and began to 
prepare supper. There was a great stone chimney 
with a bench at each side, and for a fireplace two flat 
stones that would be filled in with chunks of wood. 
When the blaze had burned them to coals the cooking 
began. Com bread baked on both sides, sometimes 
rye or wheaten cakes, a kettle boiled, though the home­
brewed beer was the common drink in summer, except 
among those who used the stronger potions. The teas 
were mostly fragrant herbs, thought to be good for the 
stomach and to keep the blood pure.

Mère Dubray dressed half a dozen birds in a trice. 
It was true that in the summer they could live on the 
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