
10 A LITTLE GIRL IN OLD QUEBEC

young and adventurous and desirous of seeing more of 
this strange country. At last he cast in his lot with 
them for the year at least.

October was a gorgeous month with its changing 
colors, its rather sharp nights when the log fires were a 
delight, and its days of sunshine that brought a summer 
warmth at noon. At night the sky sparkled with stars.

The buildings were calked on the outside and hung 
with furs within. Harsh winds swept down from the 
northwest, everything was hooded with snow. Now 
one counted stores carefully and wasted nothing, 
though Champlain’s ever sympathetic heart dealt out 
a little from his not too abundant supplies to the wan
dering Montagnais and gave their women and children 
food and shelter. There was a continual fight to keep 
even tolerably well. Scurvy was one enemy, a low sort 
of fever another.

There were many plans to make for the opening of 
spring. Yet Ralph Destournier would have found it in
tolerably dull but for the little girl whose name was 
Rose. He taught her to read—Champlain fortunately 
had some books in French and Latin. There were bits 
of old history, a volume of Terence, another of Virgil, 
and out of what he knew and read he reconstructed 
stories that charmed her. Most of all she liked to hear 
about the King. The romances of Henry of Navarre 
fired her rapidly-awakening imagination.

Destournier took several little excursions with the 
intrepid explorer before the severest of the winter set


