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The French guard stationed there could not or

would not keep out the rabble. By the advice of

Montcalm the English stove their rum-bjirrels ; but

the Indians were drunk already with homicidal rage,

and the glitter of their vicious eyes told of the devil

within. They roamed among the tents, intrusive,

insolent, their visages besmirched with war-paint;

grinning like fiends as they handled, in anticipation

of the knife, the long hair of cowering women, of

whom, as well as of children, there were many in the

camp, all crazed with fright. Since the last war the

New England border population had regarded Indians

with a mixture of detestation and horror. Their

mjTsterious warfare of ambush and surprise, their

midnight onslaughts, their butcheries, their burnings,

and all their nameless atrocities, had been for years

the theme of fireside story; and the dread they

excited was deepened by the distrust and dejection

of the time. The confusion in the camp lasted

through the afternoon. " The Indians, " says Bougain-

ville, " wanted to plunder the chests of the English

;

the latter resisted; and there was fear that serious

disorder would ensue. The Marquis de Montcalm

ran thither immediately, and used every means to

restore tranquillity: prayers, threats, caresses, inter-

position of the officers and interpreters who have

some influence over these savages."* "We shall be

but too happy if we can prevent a massacre. Detest-

able position I of which nobody who has not been in

1 Bougainville au Ministre, 19 AoiU, 1767.
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