
2 A LITTLE GIRL IN OLD QUEBEC

was a courtyard with some fine walnut trees, and a 
few gardens stretching out with pleasant greenery, 
while doves were flying about in wide circles, a 
reminder of home. Ralph Destournier had a spirit of 
adventure and Champlain was a great hero to him. 
Coming partly of Huguenot stock he had fewer chances 
at home, and he believed there was more liberty in the 
new world, a better outlook for a restless, eager mind.

He went on climbing over the sun-baked cliffs, 
while here and there in a depression where rain could 
linger there were patches of verdure, trees that some
how maintained a footing. How unlike the level old 
seaport town where he had passed a good part of his 
youth, considered his grandfather’s heir, when in the 
turn of fortune’s wheel the sturdy old Huguenot had 
been killed in battle and his estates confiscated.

Something stirred up above him, not any small ani
mal either. It crackled the bushes and moved about 
with a certain agility. Could it be a deer ? He raised 
his gun.

Then a burst of song held him in amaze. It was 
not a bird, though it seemed to mock several of them. 
There were no especial words or rhymes, but the music 
thrilled him. He strode upward. Out of a leafy bower 
peered a face, child or woman, he could not tell at first, 
a crown of light, loose curling hair and two dark, soft 
merry eyes, a cherry-red mouth and dimpled chin.

“Hello ! How did you get up there ?” he asked in his 
astonishment. Indians sometimes lurked about.


