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' In parucular T w:tnessed the fate of Lieutenant

Jemette
s I had, inthe’ room in which I was, afowhng

piece, loaded with swan-shot. This I immediately

seized;and held it for a few minutes, waiting tohcar
the drum beat to arms. In this dreadful interval,
I saw several of my countrymen fall, and more than
one strugglmgbetw%en the knees of anIndian, who,
holding him in this manner, scalped him, whxfe
vet living. » .

At length dxsappomted in the hope of seemg re-.
| sistance made to the enemy, and sensible, of course,
that no effort, of my own unassisted arm, could
avail against four hundred Indians, I thought only
of seekmg shelter. Amid the slaughter which
was raging, I observed many of the Canadian inha-
bitants of the fort, calmly looking on, neither op-
posing the Indians, nor suﬁ'ermg injury ;- and,
from this circumstance, I conceived a hope of
‘ ﬁndmg secunty in thezr houses.

Between the yard-door of my own house, and
that of M. Langlade, my next neighbour, there was
enly a low fence, over which I easily climbed, At-
my entrance, I found the whole family at the win-
dows, gazing at the scene of blood before them. I
addressed myself immediately to M. Langlade,

 hegring that he would pat me into some place of




