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CANADA’S STORY
CHAPTER 1

HOW LIEF THE SON OF ERIC THE RED SAILED INTO 
THE WEST

Many hundred years ago, Lief, the son of Eric the Red, 
stood upon the shores of Norway. Ilis hair was fair 
and long, and his eyes as blue as the sea upon which he 
looked. And as he watched the sea-horses tossing their 
foam-manes, his heart longed to be out upon the wild 
waves.

For Rjarne the Traveller had come home. He had 
come from sailing far seas, and had brought back with 
him news of a strange, new land which lay far over the 
waves towards the setting of the sun. It was a land, he 
said, full of leafy woods and great tall trees such as had 
never been seen in Norway. Above a shore of white 
sand waved golden fields of com. Beneath the summer 
breeze vast seas of shimmering grass bowed themselves, 
and all the air was scented with spice, and joyous with 
the song of birds.

• I will find this land,’ cried Lief Ericson, * I will 
find this land and call it mine.’

All day long he paced the shore, thinking and longing, 
and when the shadows of evening fell he strode into his 
father's hall.

A



2 CANADA'S STORY
Eric the Red sut in his great chair, and Lief, his 

son, stood before him. The firelight gleamed upon the 
gold hands round his arms and was flashed back from 
his glittering armour. ‘ Father,’ he cried, * give me a 
ship. I would sail beyond the seas to the goodly lands 
of which lijarne the Traveller tells.’

Then Eric the Red poured shining yellow gold into 
the hands of Lief, his son. ‘ Go,’ he cried, * buy the 
ship of Bjarne and sail to the goodly lands of which he 
tells.’

So Lief bought the ship of Bjarne the Traveller, and 
to him came four-and-thirty men, tall and strong and 
eager as he, to sail the seas to the new lands towards the 
setting sun.

Then Lief bent his knee before his father. ‘ Come, 
you, () my father,’ he cried, * and he our leader.’

But Eric the Red shook his head * I am too old,’ 
he said. Yet his blue eyes looked wistfully out to sea. 
His old heart leaped at the thought that once again 
before he died he might feel his good ship bound beneath 
him, that once again it would answer to the helm under 
his hand as his horse to the rein.

* Nay, but come, my father,’pleaded Lief, ‘ you will 
bring good luck to our sailing.’

* Ay, I will come,’ cried Eric the Red. Then rising, 
the old sea king threw off his robe of state. Once again, 
as in days gone by, he clad himself in armour of steel 
and gold, and mounting upon his horse he rode to the 
shore.

As Eric neared the ship the warriors set up a shout 
of welcome. But even as they did so his horse stumbled 
and fell. The king was thrown to the ground. In vain 
he tried to rise. He had hurt his foot so badly that 
he could neither stand nor walk.
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'Go, iny son,’ said Eric sadly, ‘the gods will have 

it thus. It is not for me to discover new lands. You 
are young. Go, and bring me tidings of them.’

So Lief and his men mounted into his ship and sailed 
out toward the West. Three weeks they sailed. All 
around them the blue waves tossed and foamed but no 
land did they see. At last, one morning, a thin grey 
line far to the west appeared like a pencil-streak across 
the blue. Hurrah, land was near I On they sailed, the 
shore ever growing clearer and clearer. At length there 
rose before them great snow-covered mountains, and all 
the land between the sea and the hills was a vast plain 
of snow.

* It shall not be said that we found no land,’ said 
Lief ;11 will give this country a name.’ So they called it 
Hellaland.

Then on again they sailed. Again they came to 
land. This time it was covered with trees, and the long, 
low sloping shore was of pure white sand. They called 
it Markland, which means Woodland. Again they sailed 
on, until at length they came to a place where a great 
river flowed into the sea. There they made up their 
minds to stay for the winter.

So they cast anchor and left the ship and put up 
their tents upon the shore. Then they built a house of 
wood in which to live. In the river they found fish in 
great plenty, and in the plains grew wild corn. So they 
suffered neither from cold nor hunger.

When the great house was finished, Lief spoke: ‘I 
will divide my men into two bands," he said. ‘One band 
shall stay at home and guard the house. The other 
shall walk abroad and search through the land to discover 
what they may.’

So it was done. Sometimes Lief stayed with the men

■
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at home. Sometimes he went abroad with those who 
explored.

Thus the Northmen passed the winter, finding many 
wonderful things in this strange new land. And when 
spring came they sailed homeward to tell the people 
tliere of all the marvels they had seen and all that they 
had done. Then the people wondered greatly. And 
Lief they called Lief the Fortunate.

Afterwards many people sailed from Greenland and 
from Norway to the fair new lands in the west. This 
land we now call North America, and the parts of it 
which Lief discovered and called Hellaland and Markland 
we now call Labrador and Nova Scotia. So it was that 
five hundred years before Columbus lived, America was 
known to these wild sea-kings of the north.



CHAPTER IT
WESTWARD ! WESTWARD I WESTWARD I

Many hundreds of years passed. Amid strife and war­
fare the wild Northmen forgot about the strange country 
far in the West which their forefathers had discovered. 
They heard of it only in the old, half-forgotten tales 
which the minstrels sometimes sang. They thought of 
it only as a fairy country—a land of nowhere.

Then there came a time when all the earth was filled 
with unrest The world, men said, was round, not flat, as 
the learned ones of old had taught. Then, if the world was 
round, India might be reached by sailing west as easily 
as by sailing east. So brave and daring men stepped 
into their ships and sailed away toward the setting sun. 
They steered out into wide, unknown waters in search 
of a new way to lands of gold and spice.

Columbus, the great sailor of Genoa, sailed into the 
west, and returned with many a strange story of the 
countries which he had seen and claimed for the King 
of Spain. Then there came to England a sailor of 
Venice, called John Cabot. If the King of Spain might 
find and claim new lands, he asked, why not the King 
of England too ?

So one fair May morning the little ship named the 
Matthew sailed out from Bristol harbour. Crowds of 
people came to see it as it spread its white wings and 
sped away and away into the unknown. Followed by



« CANADAS STORY
the wishes and the prayers of many an anxious heart 
it glided on and on until it was but a speck in the 
distance, and the sailors turning their eves backward, saw 
the land dwindle and fade to a thin grey streak and then 
vanish away. They were alone on the wide blue waters, 
steering they knew not whither.

To the West they sped, week by week. A month 
passed. Still there was no sign of land. Six weeks, 
seven weeks passed, still no land. Master John Cabot 
walked apart on the deck, his sailors looked askance at 
him. Would their faith hold out ? he asked himself. How 
much longer would they sail thus into the unknown ? 
These were days of danger and dread. For Master John 
well knew that the passion of man's heart and the mad 
ness of famine and despair, were more to be feared than 
the howl of the winds and the anger of the waves.

But at length one bright June morning there came a 
cry from the sailor on the outlook, * Land a-hoy.’ Master 
John Cabot was saved. He had reached at last the port 
of his golden hopes. They still sailed, the tide running 
gently and bearing them onward, and so on the 24th of 
June 1497 a.d., John Cabot landed on ‘ New found land.'

Where he landed he planted a cross with the arms 
of England carved upon it. The flag of England fluttered 
out to the sound of an English cheer as the brave sailor 
claimed the land for Henry vit., King of England and 
France, and lord of Ireland.

Cabot called the country St John’s Land, because he 
first came there on St. John’s Day. The exact spot is 
not known, but it is thought to have been either at 
Cape Breton or at some point on the coast of Labrador.

After staying a little time, Cabot and his men set sail 
again, and turned their vessel homeward. The country 
that they had found seemed fertile and fruitful. But
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it was not the land of gold and spice, of gems and silken 
riches which they had hoped to find. So they returned 
with empty hands, and but little guessing upon what 
a vast continent they had planted the flag of England. 
They returned, little knowing that the people of England 
would carry that flag across the continent to the sea 
beyond, and that in days to come state should be added 
to state till the great Dominion of Canada was formed.

But although Cabot returned with empty hands, the 
King of England received him kindly. He was, how­
ever, ‘a king wise but not lavish.’ Indeed, he liked but 
little to spend his gold. So as a reward he gave Cabot 
£10. It does not seem much, even when we remember 
that £10 then was worth as much as £120 now. Still, 
Cabot had a good time with it. He dressed himself in 
silk and grandeur, and walked about the streets, followed 
by crowds who came to stare and wonder at the man 
who had found 'a new isle.’ Later, the king gave Cabot 
£20 a year. Not much more is known about his life, 
but it is thought that he, with his son Sebastian, sailed 
again—perhaps more than once—to the ‘ Isle beyond the 
Seas.’

CABOT
* Over the hasy diiUnce,

Beyond the sunset's rim,
For ever and for ever 
Those voices called to him, 
Westward ! westward ! westward ! 
The sc* sang in his head,
At mom in the busy harbour,
At nightfall In his bed— 
Westward! westward! westward I 
Over the line of breakers.
Out of the distance dim,
For ever the foam-white fingers 
Beckoning—beckoning him.
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All honour to this grand old Pilot,
Whose flag is struck, whose sails are furled, 
W'hose ship is beached, whose voyage ended 
Who sleeps somewhere in sod unknown, 
Without a slab, without a stone,
In that great Island, sea-impearled.
Yea, reverence with honour blended,
For this old seaman of the pA*t,
Who braved the leagues of ocean hurled, 
Who out of danger knowledge rended,
And built the bastions, sure and fast,
Of that great bridge-way grand and vast,
Of golden commerce round the world.

Yea, he is dead, this mighty seaman !
Four long centuries ago.
Beating westward, ever westward,
Beating out from old Bristowc,
Far he saw in visions lifted,
Down the golden sunset's glow,
Through the bars of twilight rifted.
All the glories that we know.
Yea, he is dead ; but who shall say 
That all the splendid deeds he wrought, 
That all the lofty truths he taught 
(If truth be knowledge nobly sought)
Are dead and vanished quite away ?

Greater than shaft or storied fane 
Than bronse and marble blent,
Greater than all the honours he could gain 
From a nation's high intent,
He sleeps alone, in his great isle, unknown. 
With the chalk-cliffs all around him for his 

mighty graveyard stone,
And the league-long sounding roar 
Of old ocean, for evermore 
Beating, beating, about his rest,
For fane and monument.'

Wn.reEn Camprki.j..



CHAFFER III

HOW A BRETON SAILOR CAME TO CANADA

Years passed on. England did little more than plant 
her Hag in the New World, as the lands beyond the seas 
came to be called. Now and again indeed the English 
tried to found colonies. But the settlers sickened and 
died, and the attempts failed. Sir Humphrey Gilbert, 
half-brother of the famous Raleigh, was among the 
gallant captains who sailed the seas and claimed strange 
lands in the name of the great Queen Elizabeth. He 
landed upon the shores of New-found-land—the island 
which is still called by that name to-day. There he set 
up the royal arms of England, and, with solemn cere­
mony, taking a handful of soil in his hand, Sir Humphrey 
declared the land to be the possession of Elizabeth, 
Queen by the Grace of God.

So Newfoundland became a British possession, and 
thus claims to be the oldest of all our colonies.

Meanwhile Spain and Portugal were busy gathering 
wealth and glory in the New World. But the King of 
France thought that he too should have a share. He 
sent a message to the King of Spain asking him if it was 
true that he and the King of Portugal meant to divide 
all the world between them without allowing him a 
share as a brother. ‘ I would fain see in father Adam’s 
will where he made you the sole heirs to so vast an 
inheritance,’ he added. ‘ Until I do see that, I shall
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seize as mine whatever my good ships may happen to 
find upon the ocean.’

So the French King sent men to explore America. 
And all that they explored he called New France, 
taking little heed to the fact that the flag of England 
had already been planted there.

Many daring men sailed forth with the French King’s 
orders, but Jacques Cartier, a Breton sailor, is perhaps 
the most famous. He made four voyages to the New 
World, and brought back many wonderful tales of the 
things he had seen there. He told how he had met with 
wild and savage folk with dark skins. They painted 
their bodies in strange fashions, and their only clothes 
were the skins of beasts. Their black hair was drawn up 
on the top of the head and tied there like a wisp of hay, 
and decorated with bright feathers sticking out in all 
directions.

These men were the Red Indians of North America. 
They are not really Indians at all. But when the first 
people found America they thought that they had 
reached India by sailing west, and they called the natives 
Indians. We have called them so ever since.

Cartier told too of great beasts like oxen which had 
two teeth like the tusks of elephants and which went in 
the sea. Strange fish he saw, * of which it is not in the 
manner of man to have seen,’ some with the head of a 
greyhound and as white as snow, some that had the 
shape of horses and did go by day on land and by night 
in the sea.

Besides these tales of strange beasts and men, Cartier 
told of a fairy city of which he had heard. This city 
was called Norumbega. The Indians believed that some­
where beyond the rivers and the mountains it lay full 
of untold wealth and splendid with starry turrets and
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glittering gem-strewn streets. There the sun shone for 
ever golden, the air was sweet with the scent of richest 
spices through which rang, all day long, the song of 
birds. And when they heard of it, many left their homes 
and sailed away to seek this city of Delight. Cartier 
himself sailed many a league. He went where no white 
man had been before. But he never found the Golden 
City.

The wild people were not unfriendly. They looked 
in wonder at the strange men with pale faces who came 
to their country in winged boats. For although the 
Indians had canoes made of birch bark, in which they 
travelled up and down their rivers and great lakes, they 
had never before seen a boat with sails.

It was while Cartier was exploring that Canada 
received the name by which we know it.

* Cannata,' said the Indians pointing to their village 
of huts.

Cartier thought that they meant that the country 
was called Cannata. So he called it Cannata or Canada. 
But the Indians had only meant to show the pale face 
their village, and the word in the Indian language really 
means a village.

Upon the shores of the Bay of Gaspé, where Cartier 
landed, he raised a great cross of thirty feet in height. 
To the cross-bar he nailed a shield on which were carved 
three fleur x-de-Lx, the emblem of France. Above the 
shield, in large letters, were carved the words, • Long live 
the King of France.’ When the cross was planted in 
the ground Cartier and his men joined hands, and, kneel­
ing round it in a circle, prayed. About them stood the 
astonished, wondering Indians. They were a little ill- 
pleased that these pale strangers should raise this 
unknown sign upon their land without leave. But they
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could not guess that in years to come, before the sign 
of the cross, before the foot of the white man, the red 
man should vanish away as snow before the sun.

Cartier was kind to the Indians. They grew to love 
him, and when, upon his second voyage, they heard that 
he meant to leave them and explore inland they were 
very sorry. Perhaps, too, they did not want any other 
Indians to have the beads and ribbons and pretty things 
which Cartier gave them in exchange for their furs. 
So they did all they could to prevent him from going. 
They even tried to frighten him. Three Indians dressed 
themselves as evil spirits. They painted their faces 
black, stuck great horns a yard long upon their heads, 
and covered themselves with black and white dogskins. 
Then in a war canoe they came paddling down the river, 
howling dismally all the time. When they came in 
sight the other Indians began to shriek and howl too. 
They ran to Cartier and told him that these were spirits 
which had been sent by their god to warn him not to go 
up the river as he intended. * If you go, O Pale Face, 
fearful things will come upon you,’ they said. * Wind 
and storms, ice and snow, will bar your way. None 
will return alive. Our god will lead you into the spirit 
land.’

Hut Cartier was not at all afraid. He laughed at 
the Indians. * Your god is powerless,’he said. 'My God 
is all powerful. He Himself has spoken to me, and He 
has promised to keep me safe through every danger.’

So Cartier started on his journey and travelled up the 
river, now called the St Lawrence, to an Indian village 
named Hochelaga. There he climbed a hill and looked 
around upon the fair country. As far as the eye could 
reach land rolled before him. Over dark forest and wild 
prairie, over lake and hill and valley swept hii wondering
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HOW A SAILOR CAME TO CANADA 18
gaze. He followed the grand and shining river, as it 
wound its way along, until it was lost in the dim distance. 
It was not indeed the fairy land of which he had heard, 
but it was very splendid. ‘ It is Mount royal,’ he said. 
And to-day it is still called Mount Royal, for that little 
Indian village has grown into the great city of Montreal.

When Cartier returned to France after his first voyage 
to Canada, he took with him two Red Indians, sons of a 
great Indian chief. This he did so that they might learn 
French and be able, on their return, to translate for him 
all that was said.

Many times Cartier sailed to Canada. With him he 
brought men and women, so that they might settle in the 
land, and making their homes there, form a New France 
over the seas. Rut few people wanted to leave their 
comfortable homes and go to live in a far and unknown 
land. So, to get men enough, Cartier was obliged to take 
them out of the prisons. As might have been expected, 
people who had been put in prison for their evil deeds 
did not make good colonists. They met besides with 
many troubles. They suffered from sickness, cold and 
hunger. Many of them died, and at last those who 
were left sailed hack again to France. And so Cartier’s 
attempt at making a colony ended.

Awake, ray country the hour of dream» la done 
Doubt not, nor dread the greatneaa of thy fate.
Tho’ faint »oul« fear the keen confronting aun,
And fain would bid the mom of iplendour wait;
Tho' dreamer», rapt in «tarry viaionl, cry 
• Lo, yon thy future, yon thy faith, thy fame ! ’
And itretch vain hand» to «tar», thy fame i« nigh,
Here in Canadian hearth, and home, and name,

Thii name which yet shall grow 
Till all the nation» know 

U« for a patriot people, heart and hand 
Loyal to oar native earth, eur own Canadian land I
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O itrong hearts, guarding the birthright of our glory, 
Worth your best blood the heritage that ye guard I 
These mighty streams resplendent with our story,
These iron coasts by rage of seas unjarred,—
Whst fields of peace these bulwarks well secure I 
What vales of plenty those calm floods supply !
Shall not our love this rough, sweet land make sure,
Her bounds preserve inviolate, though we die?

O strong hearts of the North,
Let flame your loyalty forth,

And put the craven and base to an open shame
TUI earth shall know the Child of Nations by her name '

C. G. D. Rosaara



CHAPTER IV
THE STORY OF HENRY HUDSON

When brave men first sailed across the broad Atlantic 
they had no thought of finding new lands. What they 
sought was a new way to the old and known land of 
India—a new way to the lands of spice and gold. When 
they reached America, many of those old sailors thought 
that they had reached India. But when the new land 
proved not to be India, they said, * These are but islands. 
Let us sail beyond them and still reach India.’

Not until many voyages had been made, not until 
the white-winged ships had been turned back again and 
again from the rocky shores of America, were men con­
vinced at last that these were no islands, but a vast 
continent which barred the way. Then the vision of a 
new way to India took another shape. Then began the 
quest for a narrow inlet or passage round or through the 
great continent. By sailing north-westward it was 
hoped to find a way which, leading through snow and 
ice, should at last bring men beneath the glowing sun 
of India. And thus began the famous quest for the 
North-West Passage. So it was that Englishmen, instead 
of making use of the lands which Cabot had found and 
claimed, almost forgot that claim and gave their lives 
and spent their gold trying still to find the new way to 
the land of sunshine.

Among the many brave men who sailed the seas m
u
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search of this passage we remember Henry Hudson, 
because he gave his name to a great inland sea in the 
north of America, and to the strait leading to it.

Hudson sailed four times to the land of snow. He, 
too, like Cartier, met with Red Indians. On one voyage 
he gave them presents of hatchets, spades, and stockings. 
When he returned next time he was very much amused 
to find that the Indians had hung the spades and hatchets 
round their necks as ornaments, and had made tobacco- 
pouches of the stockings. Amid much laughter the 
Englishmen put handles on the spades and shafts to the 
hatchets, and showed the simple savages their proper use 
by digging the ground and cutting down trees.

One story told about Hudson is interesting, be­
cause it is very like a story found in English history. 
Perhaps Hudson had read that story when he was a 
little boy.

It is :,aid that once Hudson and his men landed. As 
usual, the Indians came about them, wondering at the 
great winged canoes and the pale faces of the men who 
had come in them. Hudson managed to make himself 
understood by the savages, and after a time he told them 
that he wanted some land as he would like to live there. 
The red men did not wish to give him any land. * Then 
give me as much as this bullock skin will enclose,’ said 
Hudson, throwing it down.

• Yes, you may have that,’ said the Redskins grinning 
and laughing at the white man's jest

Then Hudson and his men began to cut the skin 
round and round into a long rope no thicker than a 
child’s finger, being careful always not to break the rope. 
When it was finished they spread it out in a great circle 
enclosing a large piece of land.

The Indians were very much astonished when they
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saw how clever the white men were. They did not 
know that it was in this same way that the Britons had 
been cheated by the Saxons, hundreds of years before.

On the 17th of April 1610 a.d., Hudson, in the good 
ship Discovery, sailed out from the Thames. He had 
started upon his last voyage from which he was never 
to return. Up to the north of Scotland steered the 
brave adventurers, then away to Greenland and the land 
of ice. When June came, and the birds were singing 
in the sunshine at home, these daring men were sailing a 
wintry sea where great ice-mountains floated.

These ice-mountains were a terrible danger, for 
suddenly one would overturn and plunge into the sea. 
Had the little ship been near, it would have been crushed 
beneath the falling mass and sunk in the icy waters. 
So the sailors tried to steer away from them. But ever 
thicker and faster they gathered around the ship.

With despair in his heart but keeping a brave face 
Hudson sailed on. But still thicker and thicker the 
cruel, white ice-mountains gathered. They were like a 
pack of hungry wolves eager to crush the frail little 
vessel between their angry jaws. At last the ship was 
so shut in that it could move no more.

Then there were murmurs loud and angry among 
the crew, Hudson came to them. In his heart he 
never expected to see home again. Still be kept a brave 
face and tried to encourage his men. He brought his 
map and showed them that they had sailed further into 
the land of ice and snow than any Englishman had 
done before. Was that not something of which to be 
proud Î

' Now will ye go on or will ye turn back ? ’ he asked.
• Would that we were at home, ay, anywhere if only 

out of this ice,’ they replied.
B

I
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' Why has the master brought us to die like dogs in 

this Far North ? *
• Had 1 a hundred pounds I would give ninety of 

them to be at home.'
* But nay,’ said the carpenter, ' had I a hundred 

pounds I would not give ten in such a cause. Rather 
would I keep my money, and by God’s grace would 
bring myself and it safe home.’

And so there was much useless talk and many angry 
words. But at length, leaving their grumbling, the men 
set to work to save the ship from the ice, and after much 
labour and time they cleared the ice-blocks and steered 
again into the open sea.

Then once more they sailed onward escaping many 
dangers, enduring many hardships. Sometimes they saw 
land, sometimes there was only the sea around them. 
They suffered from cold and hunger too. In the ship at 
starting there was only food enough for six months. 
Now eight months had passed, it was November, and 
they were far from home. Their hands and feet were 
frost-bitten. Many of them fell ill and could work no 
more.

Hudson did all he could. He took great care of the 
food which was left, and he offered rewards to any of 
the men who should kill beast, bird, or fish. For they 
could not hope to live to see home again unless that they 
found much wild game to help out their scanty store of 
food. At one time they caught many sea-fowl. At 
another they could only find moss and such poor plants 
as grew upon the snowy land. So the winter passed and 
spring came and their store of food grew less and less.

They were fierce, unruly men, those daring sailors, 
and now they greeted their master with dark and sullen 
looks. They were starving, and they believed that he
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had stores of food which he kept hidden from them. So 
to quiet them Hudson served out a fortnight’s bread at 
one time. But this made matters no better. They were 
so hungry that they could not make it last. The terrible 
gnawing pain was such that one man ate his whole fort­
night's allowance in a day.

Louder grew the murmurs, darker the looks with 
which the master was greeted. Men met and whispered 
together in dim comers. They would no longer wait, 
they would no longer suffer, and at last their wicked plans 
were made. As Hudson stepped on deck early one 
June morning, two men seized him, while a third pinned 
his arms behind. In a few minutes he was bound and 
helpless.

• Men,’ he cried, • what is this ? What do you mean ? ’
• You will soon see,’ they replied, * when you get into 

the boat.’
Then looking over the side Hudson saw the ship’s 

boat ready launched. He understood. These cruel men 
meant to turn him adrift on the icy waters.

But all were not against the master. One man who 
had a sword fought fiercely. But several of the 
mutineers threw themselves upon him and soon he too 
was bound. Another, the carpenter, had been kept 
prisoner below. Now he broke free and rushed on deck.

‘ Men,’ he cried, taking his stand beside the captain, 
•what are you doing! Do you all want to be hanged 
when you get home ? ’

• I care not,’ answered one ; • of the two I would 
rather hang at home than starve abroad.’

' Come, let be, you shall stay in the ship,’ said another.
‘I will not stay unless you force me,’boldly replied 

the carpenter as he faced the sullen, angry men. • I will 
rather take my fortune with my master.'
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* Go, then,’ they said, ‘ we will not hinder you.'
Then the sick and the lame were dragged out of their 

cabins and thrust into the boat along with Hudson and 
his son who was but a boy of about sixteen. Only one of 
the sick they did not send away. He crawled to the 
cabin door, and there, on his knees, he prayed the 
mutineers to repent of what they were doing. * For the 
love of God,' he cried, * do it not'

‘Keep quiet,’ they answered, ‘get into your cabin. 
No one is harming you.’

At last, nine wretched men were packed into the little 
boat. Then the ship moved out of the ice dragging it 
behind. As they sailed slowly along, Hudson and the 
other poor fellows were not without hope that the 
mutineers would relent and take them aboard again. 
But there was no chance of that. Even while Hudson 
was still upon the ship, some of the sailors had begun to 
break open the chests and rille the stores. Now all law 
and order was at an end. They seized upon the food 
like hungry wolves. They sacked the ship as if it had 
been the fortress of an enemy. There was no thought of 
taking aboard again the master who had held them in 
check.

As they steered clear of the ice, a sailor leaned over 
the ship’s side. He cut the rope which bound the little 
boat to the stern. Then they shook out their sails and 
fled as if from an enemy. Soon they vanished from 
sight, and the little boat was but a speck upon the cold 
grey waters.

That little boat was never seen again. What became 
of brave Hudson and his son, of the gallant carpenter 
who stood by him, and of all the poor sick men thus 
cast adrift upon the icy waters, will never be known. 
Let us hope that death came to them quickly, that the
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blue waves upon which Hudson had loved to sail were 
kind to him, and that soon he found a grave beneath 
them. Where he lies we cannot tell, but the great bay 
and strait which bear his name are a fitting monument 
for so gallant a sailor.

Of the mutineers few reached home. Some were 
killed in a fight with savages. Others died from hunger 
and cold. The sufferings of those who remained were 
terrible. They had at length little to eat but candles. 
One of them, who lived to come home and who told the 
tale afterwards, said that the bones of a fowl fried in 
candle grease and eaten with vinegar made a very good 
dish.

At length the wretched men became so weak that 
they could no longer work the sails. Only one had 
strength to steer. They were but gaunt skeletons, 
haggard and pale, when their ship drifted to the coast of 
Ireland, and they at last reached home.

As soon as they arrived in England they were all put 
in prison. Rut they were soon set free again. Perhaps 
the sufferings through which they had passed had been 
punishment enough even for their ill deeds.

Our fathers died for Kngland at the outposts of the world ;
Our mothers toiled for England where the settlers’ smoke upcurled ;
By packet, steam, and rail,
By portage, trek, and trail,
They bore a thing called Honour In hearts that did not quail,
Till the twelve great winds of heaven saw the scarlet sign unfurled.

And little did they leave us of fame or land or gold ;
Yet they gave us great possessions in a heritage untold ;
For they said, ' Ye shall be clean,
Nor ever false or mean,
For God and for your country and the honour of your queen,
TUI ye meet the death that waits you with your plighted faith 

etweld.
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' We hare fought the long great battle of the liberty of man,
And only aak a goodly death uncraven in the van ;
We have journeyed travel-worn 
Through envy and through scorn,
And the faith that was within ua we have stubbornly upborne, 
For we saw the perfect structure behind the rough hewn plan

* We hare toiled by land and river, we have laboured on the sea; 
If our blindness made ua blunder, our courage made us free.
We suffered or we throve,
We delved and fought and strove ;
But born to the ideals of order, law, and love,
To our birthright we were loyal, and loyal shall ye be ! *

O England, little mother by the sleepless northern tide,
Having bred so many nations to devotion, trust, and pride,
Very tenderly we turn 
With willing hearts that yearn
Still to fence you and defend you, let the eons of men discern 
Wherein our right and title, might and majesty, reside.

Bliss Caamaw



CHAPTER V
THE FATHER OF NEW FRANCE

While Englishmen were seeking the North-West Pas­
sage, Frenchmen were working to found New France, 
for after Cartier, other men tried to found colonies in 
the lands beyond the seas. Each failed as Cartier had 
failed. But at last there came a man who was so deter­
mined and so brave that he succeeded in doing what 
others had not been able to do. This man was Samuel 
de Champlain, often called the Father of New France.

After the discovery of Newfoundland, sailors had 
been quick to find out what a splendid place it was for 
fishing. So men from all countries came to fish in the 
waters there. Others came to trade with the Indians 
for furs. But they all came and went again. None 
thought of making their home in that far-off land.

At length a Frenchman, seeing what a lot of money 
might be made out of furs, asked the King of France 
to allow him alone to have the fur trade. This is called 
a monopoly. Monopoly comes from two Greek words, 
monos, alone, and polein, to sell. So if you yet a mono­
poly of anything it means that you are the only person 
who is allowed to sell that thing to others.

The King of France said this Frenchman might have 
a monopoly of furs if he would found a colony in New 
France. To this he agreed, and set sail with some 
friends. All the other fur merchants of France were,
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however, very angry, because they knew that it only 
one man was allowed to buy furs from the Indians and 
sell them to the French, he would become very rich and 
they poor.

But the colony, which was now founded, did not suc­
ceed any better than those before it had done. It was 
not until Champlain and some other adventurers came 
to help that things went better. Champlain was a 
soldier-sailor. lie was brave, and wise, and kind too— 
just the very best sort of man to treat with savages and 
found a colony.

Champlain did not at first go as a leader, but only to 
help two gentlemen called Poutrincourt and I)e Monts. 
Soon, however, it became plain that he was the real 
leader, and later he was made Governor of New France.

Champlain and his friends landed first in Acadie 
That is the part of the Dominion of Canada which we 
now call Nova Scotia. On an island at the mouth of 
the river St. Croix they built their fort, and prepared 
to spend the winter. But they soon found that they 
had chosen a very bad place. It was cold and barren. 
There was neither wood for fires nor fresh water to 
drink. So after passing a winter of pain and trouble, 
during which many died, they went over to the main­
land, and there built their fort anew. There the city of 
Annapolis now stands. Then the colonists called it Port 
1 loyal.

The new colony had a hard struggle. The second 
winter was almost as bad as the first. The settlers had 
eaten all the food which they had brought with them 
from France, and as the ships which they expected with 
more did not arrive, they began to starve. Then Cham­
plain made up his mind to take all his people home to 
France. For he knew that it would be impossible to

1
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live through another winter without help. Two brave 
men offered to remain behind to take care of the fort 
until the others returned, and a friendly old Indian chief 
promised too to stay near.

So good-byes were said ; the little ship sailed out of 
the bay, and the two brave men prepared to spend the 
long autumn and winter alone between the forest and 
the sea, far from any white man, and with only savages 
near.

Hut about nine days after Champlain had sailed, the 
old chief saw a white sail far out to sea. The two 
Frenchmen were at dinner and did not notice it. The 
old chief stood for a little time watching the white sail 
as it came nearer and nearer. Then, in great excitement, 
he ran shouting to the fort, ‘ Why do you sit here?’ he 
cried, bursting in upon the two men. * Why do you sit 
here and amuse yourselves eating, when a great ship with 
white wings is coming up the river?’

In much astonishment and some dread the two men 
sprang up. One seized his gun and ran to the shore. 
The other ran to the cannon of the fort Both were 
ready to fight as best they might should the strangers 
prove to be enemies. Eagerly they watched as the 
ship came on. Was it friend or was it foe, they asked 
themselves. At last it was quite near. At last they 
could see the white flag of France, with its golden fieur-de- 
Hs. floating from the mast. With fingers which trembled 
with joy, the man at the cannon put a match to the 
muzzle, and a roar of welcome awoke the echoes of the 
bay.

Right glad were the newcomers to hear it, for they 
had been anxiously watching the fort which seemed so 
silent and deserted, and with thunder of guns and blare 
of trumpets they joyously replied.
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Soon the little fort was full of busy life again, and 

Champlain, who had not gone far on his journey, hearing 
that help had come, turned hack to join his friends again.

Among the colonists who came in this ship was a 
lawyer from Paris, called Marc Lescarbot He was 
very merry and gay. Always in good spirits himself, he 
kept others in good spirits too. After the newcomers 
had settled down, Champlain and some of the men sailed 
away to explore the country, leaving the others to take 
care of the fort They worked hard, felling trees and 
digging the ground, cutting paths through the forest, 
and planting barley, wheat, and rye. But when work 
was done there was plenty of fun, for Lescarbot kept 
them merry. Among other things he prepared a play 
with which to greet the travellers when they came 
hack.

Champlain returned somewhat weary and disheartened. 
He had not succeeded in exploring much further than 
before. The Indians had proved unfriendly, and several 
of his men had been killed by them. So with the coming 
of winter he turned back to Port Royal. They arrived 
there one gloomy November afternoon. But those who 
had been left behind were watching for them. As 
Champlain and his men drew near they saw that the 
whole fort was a blaze of lights.

Over the gateway hung the arms and motto of the 
King of France, wreathed with laurels. On either side 
hung those of De Monts and Poutrincourt, two of the 
leaders. The gate, as the travellers carne near to it, 
opened, and out came no less a person than old Neptune, 
sitting upon a chariot drawn by Tritons. His hair and 
beard were long, a blue veil floated about him, and in 
his hand he held his trident, and so with music and 
poetry he welcomed the travellers from the sea.
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After Neptune came a canoe, in which were four 
savages, each with a gift in his hand. These they pre 
sented, each in turn making a speech in poetry, l’out- 
rincourt, who entered into the game at once, listened to 
Lord Neptune, his Tritons and savages with drawn sword 
in hand. Then after he had made a speech of thanks, 
the Tritons and savages burst into song, and the re­
turned travellers passed beneath the wreathed gateway 
to the sound of trumpets and the roar of cannon.

Lescarhot wrote a history of New France in which 
he tells about all this. He gives there the poetry which 
was said and sung, not because it is very good poetry, he 
says, but because it shows that in that unknown country, 
far from friends and home, they were not sad.

Thus the long, cold winter began, but Lescarbot had 
many devices for making the dark, dreary days pass 
merrily. He formed all the chief men of the colony 
into an order which he called the Order of Good Times. 
Each member was Grand Master of the order for one 
day. It was his duty to see to the meals during that 
day. Each Grand Master tried to manage better than 
the one before. He would hunt and fish and invent all 
sorts of dainties, so it came about that there was always 
enough to eat, and plenty of change, and as a result 
there was not so much sickness nor so many deaths as 
there had been during the winters before.

The officers of the Order of Good Times did every­
thing with great ceremony. When dinner-time came 
the Grand Master marched into the hall wearing his fine 
chain of office round his neck, a napkin over his shoulder, 
and a start' in his hand. He was followed by the Brethren, 
each carrying a dish which he placed upon the table. 
Then they all sat down to dine. At supper there was 
much the same ceremony. Then when it was over and the
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great wood fire burned and roared up the chimney, its 
flames dancing and flickering and making strange shadows 
upon the wall, songs were sung and stories were told. 
And in the circle which gathered round the glowing 
hearth, many a time a dark-skinned chieftain, gay in 
paint and feathers, might be seen sitting side by side with 
the French gentlemen-adventurers, who listened with 
delight to the quaint tales he told. Then the wine cup 
and the pipe went round, and when the last pipe was 
smoked, the last bowl empty, the Grand Master of the 
day, his duties done, would give up his chain of office 
to the Brother who should succeed him. And so with 
laughter and with song the dark days passed and spring 
came once more.

With spring came bad news. The monopoly had 
been withdrawn. The colony must be given up. Sad 
at heart, the colonists left their new home, which they 
had worked so hard to found, and went back to France.



CHAPTER VI
THE FOUNDING OF QUEBEC

The little colony at Port Royal had to be given up, 
but in less than a year Champlain was back again. This 
time he did not go to Acadie but to the St. Lawrence. 
Up the great river he sailed, until he reached a place 
called, in the Indian language, Kehec, which means 
the narrows. There, on 3rd July 1008 A.D., he landed. 
The first tree was felled upon that wild and unknown 
river bank, and on the rocky heights above, the founda­
tions of the first house of the town of Quebec were dug. 
Once again a few brave, white men built their home, and 
settled down to live far from their friends, among the 
wild Indians.

The Red Indians were divided roughly into two great 
tribes, the Iroquois and the Algonquins. These two tribes 
hated each other bitterly and were nearly always at war. 
Roth the Iroquois and the Algonquins were divided into 
clans or families, each clan having its own name. But 
in war they all took sides, cither with the Iroquois or 
with the Algonquins. The Iroquois are sometimes 
called the Five Nations, from the five chief clans of 
which they were made up. They are also sometimes 
called the Long House from the shape of their huts.

The Red Indians were among the most fierce and 
cruel of all savages. After a battle they held wild orgies, 
at which the prisoners were tortured with dreadful cruelty,
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and which often ended with a sickening feast upon 
the dead bodies of the enemy. One of the horrible 
things they did was to scalp their enemies, that is, with 
their stone hatchets, called tomahawks, they would cut 
off part of the skin of the head with the hair upon it. 
The more scalps a warrior could gather the greater and 
braver was he thought Often a chiefs cloak would be 
decorated with a fringe of the scalps which he had taken.

Before the Indians went to battle, they would paint 
their faces and bodies and often shave their heads, but 
the 'scalp lock ’ was always left as a kind of challenge 
and defiance to the enemy.

Champlain was filled with two great ideas ; to found a 
colony, by means of which the fur trade might be carried 
on, and to explore and claim for France the vast unknown 
regions of Canada. He saw that to do this he must be 
friendly with one or other of the tribes of Indians. The 
Algonquins had their homes along the St Lawrence and 
around Quebec, so Champlain made friends with them, 
and promised to help them in their battles against the 
Iroquois. But Champlain did not know then, as he 
found out later, that the Iroquois were far stronger and 
more clever than the Algonquins.

About a year after the founding of Quebec, Champlain 
set out with the Algonquins to help them against their 
enemies, as he had promised. They travelled together, 
Champlain and two or three Frenchmen in a flat-bottomed 
boat and the Indians in their canoes, far up the River 
Richlieu and along the lake since called Lake Champlain. 
All went well for some time. Then one day the Red 
Men had a quairel among themselves, and in hot anger 
more than half of them went home, leaving only about 
sixty braves to fight the enemy. These however went 
on, nothing daunted, every day coming nearer and nearer
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the country of the Iroquois. Then they travelled with 
great caution, paddling up the river during the night, and 
hiding in the forests the most of the day. At last one even­
ing they saw a great crowd of canoes filled with savages 
coming towards them. These were Iroquois. Each side 
greeted the other with yells of hatred. They did not, 
however, begin to fight at once, but spent the night 
dancing, singing, and shouting insults at each other.

When day came Champlain and his few white men 
lay down in the bottom of the canoes to watch the 
savages land and begin the fight Both sides advanced 
slowly, uttering their horrible war shout or scalp cry,
‘ aw-oh-aw-oh-aw-o-o-o-o-h.’ But suddenly the ranks of 
the Algonquins opened, and Champlain with his loaded 
gun marched down the centre. The Iroquois, who had 
never before seen a white man, paused in fear and 
astonishment. Champlain took aim, fired, and two 
chiefs fell dead. Then the fear which took hold upon 
the savages was great indeed. What was this awful 
thunder and lightning which struck men dead in a 
moment ? They knew not Never before had they seen 
such magic. Champlain paused to reload, and one of 
his men fired. Again a savage fell dead. Then fear was 
turned into wild terror. The Red Men took to their 
heels and ran madly to the shelter of the forest, pursued 
by their shrieking, victorious enemies.

So ended the first battle between the French and the 
Indians. It was fought at a place called Ticonderoga, 
which means the meeting of the waters, and which after­
wards became famous for another great battle.

The Algonquins took many prisoners, whom they 
treated with abominable cruelty. Champlain at last 
cried out in horror against it, and himself shot one 
prisoner dead, rather than see him tortured more.
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To the French this battle was but the firing of a few 
shots. To the Iroquois it meant the beginning of a 
bitter hatred, a hatred which was never to be allowed to 
sleep. Ever after this day they were the enemies of the 
French and the friends of their old foes, the English.



CHAPTER Vil

HOW A BOLD ANSWER SAVED QUEBEC

Quebec was founded, and for many years the little 
colony struggled on in the face of difficulties. There 
were many comings and goings between France and 
New France. Again and again Champlain crossed the 
sea to plead his cause with king and councillors, with 
merchant and with prince. But in spite of all his pains 
and trouble, New France grew but slowly, and after 
twenty years Quebec was still hardly more than a village.

Besides founding a colony, Champlain wished to 
make the wild Red Indians Christian. * To save a soul,' 
lie said, 4 is of more importance than to conquer a 
kingdom.’ So he brought priests and ministers from 
France, and tried to teach the heathen about Christ. 
But already Christian people had begun to quarrel 
among themselves about religion. They were divided 
into two parties. Those who kept to the old religion 
were called Roman Catholics, those who followed the 
new were called Protestants. In France the Protestants 
were called Huguenots.

At first both Roman Catholics and Huguenots came 
to New France. But they hated each other. Even on 
board ship while they were sailing over the sea to teach 
the heathen to love each other, they would quarrel, and 
the quarrel often ended in a fight Then the sailors 
would gather round to watch, some crying, 4 Down with 
the Huguenote,’ others,4 Down with the Papists.’ The

c
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landing. ' This pleasant land seemed to us an abode of 
weariness and an eternal prison,' wrote one of the com­
pany. Sickness and death thinned their numbers, till at 
the end of these two years, of the two hundred men and 
women whc had set sail, scarcely forty remained. And 
these were but a ragged and forlorn band. Their clothes 
were in such tatters that they were glad to make coats of 
sail cloth; their food was near an end. Gladly would 
they have left their prison, but they knew not how. 
In vain they strained their eves seawards, hoping for the 
sight of a friendly, fearing to see a Spanish, sail. Sadly 
they thought of their beloved France, which they had 
left with such light hearts. They longed to return, but 
no ship came. They were alone, forsaken, and lost in 
that far land.

At length La Salle made up his mind to try to find 
his way back to Canada by land, and bring help from 
there to the forlorn colony. So one morning there was 
a sad scene within the walls of the little fort, as those 
who went said farewell to those who stayed. Many 
tears were shed as last handshakes were given, last good­
byes said. Then the little band set out on the long and 
terrible journey northward.

They were a quaint and ragged party. Some wore 
the clothes they had brought from France, now much 
patched and darned ; some wore coats of sailcloth ; some 
the skins of wild animals. They were but ill prepared 
for their long and perilous journey through prairie and 
forest, by stream and lake. Yet in the brave, unyielding 
heart of La Salle, there was still hope.

La Salle was brave and strong, and his friends loved 
him well. But these friends were few. To most people 
he was cold and haughty, and he made many enemies. 
Now bitter hate and discontent filled the hearts of some
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of his men. As the difficulties and hardships of the way 
grew greater, their hatred grew deeper, and at last one 
morning they shot their leader dead. ‘ There thou liest, 
there thou liest, great Bashaw,’ cried one, rejoicing as he 
saw his enemy lie dead upon the ground. The mutineers 
then stripped the body of all its clothes and left it naked 
and unburied, a prey to the wild beasts. So he who 
would have founded a kingdom and made France great 
among the nations, lies in a nameless, unknown grave. 
Of what became of his murderers little is known. By 
inan, at least, they went unpunished.

No help ever came to the little colony La Salle had 
left behind him. It was attacked by Indians; nearly 
all the colonists were killed, the rest scattered. La Salle’s 
brilliant dream ended in nothingness, but he had shown 
his countrymen the way. Other great men followed 
him who were more successful, and it seemed for a time 
as if France would indeed hold the great possessions 
claimed for her in the New World.



CHAPTER XIV

COUNT FRONTENAC

YVhii.e La Salle was struggling down the Mississippi, 
Frontenac, the great Onontio, was having his troubles 
too. The Indians who had been at peace for so long were 
growing restless. It needed all Frontenacs cleverness 
to keep them quiet. And though he kept peace with 
the Red Man, he could not do so with his white brother. 
He quarrelled with the Intendant and he quarrelled with 
the Bishop. At last the quarrels became so bad, that 
King Louis in anger called both Frontenac and the 
Intendant home.

Frontenac was followed by a governor who could not 
manage the Indians at all. They grew insolent, he grew 
frightened. Then King Louis, more angry than ever, 
ordered him to come home.

Again, under the next governor, the troubles with the 
Indians grew no better but rather worse, till the Iroquois 
prowled about like wolves, and no white man's life was 
safe. The French plotted, and the Indians plotted. 
Treachery was met by treachery, blood was wiped out in 
blood. The Iroquois’ hatred of the French, which for 
a time they seemed to have forgotten, burst out again 
with wilder fury than before.

One stormy August night, amid the lashing of hail and 
the scream of the wind, the Indian war-whoop was heard
by the sleeping settlers of Fort La Chine, not far from 

u
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Montreal. Leaping from their beds they made ready 
to defend themselves. From all sides yelling, painted 
warriors poured in upon them. Muskets Hashed and 
roared, tomahawk and hatchet gleamed and fell. Many 
fled in the darkness, but few escaped the awful vengeance 
of the Indian. When the sun rose it shone upon the 
ruined, deserted village in the ashes of which lay the 
dead bodies of two hundred men, women, and children. 
More than a hundred others were led away captive, 
many of them to be done to death with horrible tortures 
in the Indian encampment

The people of Montreal were filled with horror, the 
governor was helpless with fear. For two months the 
Indians prowled about, ravaging and destroying at will. 
Then they went off to their own country, carrying their 
prisoners with them. Before they went they gathered 
around Montreal, filling the air with hideous yells—giving 
a yell for every prisoner they had taken, and thus show­
ing their scom of the governor.

Besides this fearful Indian warfare, quarrels between 
the British and the French colonies were every day 
becoming more bitter. For many years, while the French 
north of the St. Lawrence had been founding scattered 
colonies and trying to make the heathen people Christian, 
the British colonies south of the St. Lawrence bad been 
growing stronger and stronger. The British had not 
claimed so much land as the French, but there were far 
more people in the small part that they had claimed, 
and they held it with far firmer hands.

Now there began a struggle between the British and 
the French for the fur trade, for the possession of the 
waterways by the rivers and great lakes, and for the friend­
ship of the Indians. The Indians had already found out 
that the British gave them more for their furs than the
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French. So even those who were friendly with the 
French were not unwilling to trade with the Hritish. 
There is no room in this little book to tell of all the 
quarrels and of the exciting fights which took place 
when white men fought against each other, and side by 
side, with yelling savages whose faces were painted red 
and green, or spotted with black and white. They were 
indeed often painted all over, and naked except for tails 
of wild beasts hanging down their hacks. Upon their 
heads they wore horns, in their noses and ears iron 
ornaments, and round their necks chains of beads. They 
were somewhat terrible friends to have, and very fearful 
enemies.

The Iroquois had nearly wrecked the colonies of New 
France, when the news came that Frontenac, the great 
Onontio, was coming back. He was now seventy years 
old, he was old and grey, but he had not forgotten 
how to rule. His coming struck terror to the Indian heart. 
With them he would have made peace, but with the 
British he waged war. For he believed that they had 
been to blame for many of the quarrels, and that they 
had stirred the Iroquois to fight.

So against the British Frontenac sent three armies of 
French and Indians. It was dead of winter when they 
set out Shod with snow-shoes, wrapped in fringed 
blankets, daubed with paint and decked with feathers, 
French and Indian alike sped over the snow 
fields.

The British were not prepared for war. At one fort 
the gates were open, the doors unbarred. And so secure 
did they think themselves that, instead of sentinels, there 
stood by the gateway two snow men. But in the dead 
of night, over the silent snow, French and Indian stole. 
With fierce war-whoops they fell upon the sleeping men.
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The slaughter was awful, and soon the village was a 
smoking ruin.

All three armies were alike successful, if armies they 
might be called, for they were rather wild marauders. 
The Indians began again to respect the French and were 
no longer so insolent. Hut the British now gathered in 
strength to repay the blow. Sir William Phips sailed 
out from New England, attacked and took Port Royal, 
and once more claimed Acadie for the British.

Then the New Englanders decided to take Quebec. 
And one October morning a Meet of thirty four British 
ships, big and little, sailed up the St. Lawrence and 
anchored before Quebec.

A little boat, flying a white flag, put off and made 
for the shore. In it was an officer carrying a letter to 
Count Frontenac. As he came to shore the Frenchmen 
met him, and before he was allowed to land they blind­
folded him. Then with a soldier on either side he was 
led through the streets to the governor.

Up and down steep and stony pathways he was 
dragged, followed by a jeering crowd of women and 
children who laughed aloud as he stumbled over rough 
places, telling him it was but a game of blind man's 
buff.

At length, bewildered and out of breath, the young 
officer was led into a room, and the bandage was taken 
from his eyes. Then he found that he was standing 
before the governor and his officers. For a moment, 
dazzled by the sudden light, he gazed in confusion at 
the crowd of Frenchmen in their gay uniforms, glittering 
with gold and silver lace. Then recovering himself, he 
gave the letter which he had brought to Frontenac.

This letter, in very proud words, demanded the 
surrender of Quebec, in the name of William and Mary,
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King and Queen of England, Scotland, France and 
Ireland. It gave Frontenac one hour in which to 
return an answer.

The letter was read aloud, and when the reading was 
at an end the British officer pulled out his watch. * It 
is ten o’clock,' he said, showing it to the governor; ' I 
require your answer by eleven.'

‘By heaven ! ’ thundered Frontenac, * I will not keep 
you waiting so long 1 Tell your commander that I do 
not recognise King William, and that the Prince of 
Orange, who calls himself so, is a usurper. I know no 
king of Britain but King James. I will answer your 
general with the mouths of my cannon. Let him do his 
best, I will do mine.’

With the French commander’s proud answer ringing 
in his ears, blindfolded once more, the British officer 
was led stumbling down the steep streets to his boat.

So the siege began. But although Phips was brave, 
he was leading men little used to war. They had courage 
enough, but little discipline. They were farmers and 
fishermen rather than soldiers. They threw away their 
lives, they wasted their shot against the solid wall of 
stone upon which Quebec is perched, while the French­
men riddled their ships with shot and shell.

At last, with splintered masts and torn rigging, the 
British sailed away. Yet, had they but known it, Quebec 
had almost been within their grasp. For although there 
were men enough and powder and shot enough within 
the walls, food was scarce, and the horror of famine 
stared the defenders in the face.



CHAPTER XV

THE STORY OF MADELEINE DE VERCHERES

War still went on—war between French and British, 
between French and Iroquois. The houses in the 
country were deserted, the fields lay untilled, the people 
crowded to the towns for safety. Here and there the 
people of a village would gather and work all together. 
But while they worked, sentinels were on the watch to 
give warning at the first sign of danger. Everywhere 
the red terror lurked. No man was safe, no life was 
sure. The trader paddling down-stream with his store 
of furs, the trapper returning from the woods, each knew 
that he held his life in his hands. ‘ The enemy is upon 
us by land and sea,’ wrote Frontenac ; 1 send us more 
men if you want the colony to be saved.’

Many stories are told of brave deeds done at this 
time. But one of the most famous is that of Madeleine 
de Vercheres, a girl of fourteen, who held her father’s 
fort against the Indians for a whole week.

It was autumn, and all the settlers at Vercheres had 
gone to work in the fields some miles from the fort 
Two soldiers only had been left on guard. Besides them 
there was an old man of eighty, some women and 
children, and Madeleine with her two little brothers of 
ten and twelve.

All seemed peaceful and quiet But through the 
thick forest, which already glowed gold and red beneath
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the autumn sun, Indians were stealing. Thinking that 
all was safe, Madeleine had gone down to the river which 
flowed not far from the fort. Suddenly, through the still 
air, was heard the sound of gun-shots. Hardly had the 
sound died away when there came a cry from the fort.
• Run, miss, rim ! ’ shouted the old man ; * the Indians are 
upon us 1 ’

Madeleine turned. There, not a pistol-shot behind 
her, was a band of forty-five or fifty Indians.

How Madeleine ran I Fear seemed to give her wings. 
But oh, the way was long I As she ran, she prayed in 
her heart, * Holy Virgin, Mother of God, save me 1 ' The 
bullets of forty-five muskets sang and whistled round her 
as she fled. Would she never reach the fort? Oh, how 
far off it seemed 1 'To arms, to arms I’ she shouted, 
hoping that some one would come out and help her. 
No one came. At last she reached the gate and 
fled within. With trembling hands she closed and 
barred it.

For the moment she was saved. But it was only for 
the moment Wasting no time, Madeleine ran round 
the fort to see that all was safe. Here and there logs 
had fallen out on the palisades, leaving holes through 
which the enemy might get in. These she ordered to be 
replaced, herself helping to carry the logs. As soon as 
that was done she went to the guardroom where the 
gunpowder and shot were kept. Here she found the 
two so-called soldiers hiding in abject terror. One had 
a lighted match in his hand. ‘ What are you going to 
do with that ? ' she asked quickly.

* I am going to set the powder on fire and blow us 
all up,’ he answered.

‘ You coward I ’ cried M adeleine, 'got'
She was only a girl of fourteen, but she spoke so
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sternly that the soldier was ashamed. He blew out his 
match and left the room.

Madeleine now threw off the white muslin bonnet 
which women used to wear in those days. Putting on a 
steel cap, and taking a gun in her hand, she turned to 
her two brothers. ‘ Boys,’ she said, ' let us fight to the 
death. Remember what father has taught you, that 
gentlemen must be ready to die for their God and their 
king.'

The boys were as brave as their sister, and, taking 
their guns, they went to the loopholes and began 
to fire upon the Indians who were now close round the
house.

Although Madeleine was so calm and brave, the 
women of the fort were much frightened. They cried 
pitifully, and so did the little children. Madeleine 
comforted them as well as she could, and told them that 
they must not cry, for if the Indians without heard, they 
would learn how hopeless the state of the fort was, and 
would attack more fiercely.

All day long the fight lasted, and with the darkness of 
night came a terrible storm. The wind howled rout d the 
walls, snow and hail beat against the windows. t was 
a fearful night, and Madeleine anxiously wat ng the 
movements of the Indians, became sure that they were 
making ready to attack the fort under cover of the 
darkness and the storm.

So Madeleine gathered her little garrison and made a 
speech to them. * God has saved us to-day from the 
hands of our enemies,’ she said. ‘ Hut wre must watch 
to-night lest we fall into their snares.' Then to each she 
gave his orders, posting her few men as well as she could 
round the walls. So all night long the Indians heard 
the steady tread of sentinels on duty. Every hour from
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fort and block-house came the cry, ‘All’s well.' The 
wily Indians were completely deceived, and thinking 
that the fort was strongly garrisoned they dared not 
attack.

Towards morning there was an alarm. The sentry 
nearest the gate suddenly called out, ‘ Lady, I hear 
something.'

Hurrying towards him, Madeleine peered anxiously 
through the loophole. Yes, there, against the whiteness 
of the new-fallen snow, black moving figures could be 
seen coming close round the house. For a few moments 
Madeleine watched anxiously. Then soft lowing and 
snuflling was heard. Madeleine gave a sigh of relief. 
These were no Indians, but some cattle belonging to the 
fort which bad found their way through the snow to the 
gate. There were only a few, for the Indians had 
captured nearly all the herd.

‘ We must open the gate and let them in,’ said some 
one.

* God forbid,’ replied M adcleine, ‘ you do not know the 
wiles of these Indians. Very likely they arc behind the 
cattle, wrapped in skins and ready to rush in the moment 
we are silly enough to open the gate.'

Hut after some talk it was decided to risk it. For 
if they were long besieged they might be glad of the 
cattle to keep them from starving.

Calling her two brothers, Madeleine placed them one 
on each side of the gate, with their fingers on the triggers 
of their guns ready to fire. Then the gate was carefully 
opened. One by one the cattle came in, and the gate 
was again closed in safety.

At last the long night ended. And as the sun rose 
and the darkness fled, the fears and terrors of the night 
fled too.
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The day passed, and another, and another. The 

Indians still prowled without, the brave little garrison 
still kept watch within. Hour by hour Madeleine 
marched round the posts, always smiling, always speak­
ing cheering words, however heavy her heart might be. 
For the first two days and nights she hardly slept, never 
laying down her gun or taking off her clothes.

And so a week went by.
Upon the seventh night Madeleine sat in the guard- 

room. She was very weary. With her gun lying across 
her arms, and her head resting upon the table, she fell 
asleep. Suddenly she started wide awake to hear the 
tramp of men around the house. Springing up, she 
seized her gun. * Who goes there ? ’ she called out into 
the darkness.

‘ French,’ came the reply ; ‘ it is La Monnerie come to 
help you.’

Ah, that was good news I Running to the gate, 
Madeleine threw it open. But even now she did not 
forget to be careful. Posting a sentinel, she marched out 
to meet the Frenchmen.

• Sir, you are welcome,' she said, giving La Monnerie, 
the leader, a military salute. * I render you my arms.’

• Lady,’ replied the captain, bowing low before her, 
‘they are in good hands.’

* Better than you know, perhaps,’ replied Madeleine 
proudly.

La Monnerie and his soldiers marched into the fort. 
Wonderingly he made a tour of the posts and found all 
in good order, each ‘ man ’ at his post. It was perhaps 
the strangest, bravest garrison he had ever seen. Among 
them were an old man of eighty, and a boy of ten, and 
their leader was a girl of fourteen.

* Sir,’ said Madeleine, a little wearily but with a joyful
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pride, ‘ relieve my men. We have not been off duty for 
eight days.’

' And this ii my little garrison, my brothers Louis and Paul ;
With soldiers two, and a cripple. May the Virgin pray for us all.
But we're powder and guns in plenty, and we'll fight to the latest 

breath,
And if need be, for Ood and country, die a brave soldier's death.

■ Load all the carabines quickly, and whenever you sight the foe,
Fire from the upper turret and loopholes down below,
Keep up the fire, brave soldiers, though the fight may be fierce and 

long,
And they 'll think our little garrison is more than a hundred strong.'

So spake the maiden Madeleine, and she roused the Norman blood 
That seemed for a moment sleeping, and sent it like a flood 
Through every heart around her, and they fought the red Iroquois 
As fought in the old-time battles the soldiers of Carignan.

And six days followed each other, and feeble her limbs became,
Yet the maid never sought her pillow, and the flash of the carabine's 

flame
Illumined the powder-smoked faces, ay, even when hope seemed gone, 
And she only smiled at her comrades and told them to fight, fight on.

And she blew a blast on her bugle, and lo, from the forest black 
Merrily, merrily ringing, an answer came pealing back.
Oh, pleasant and sweet it sounded, borne on the morning air,
For it heralded fifty soldiers, with gallant De la Monniere.

And when he beheld the maiden, the soldier of Carignan,
And looked on the little garrison that fought the red Iroquois 
And held their own in the battle, for six long weary days,
He stood for a moment speechless, and marvelled at woman's ways

Then he beckoned the men behind him, anil steadily they advance,
And with carabines uplifted the veterans of France 
Saluted the brave young captain so timidly standing there,
And they fired a volley in honour of Madeleine Vèrrheres.

W. H. Daumsown.



CHAPTER XVI

THE WAR OF THE BOUNDARY LINE

Thf.re is no room here to tell of all the struggles of 
Britain and France in America. But you have read 
enough to see how these two great powers had laid hold 
of the mighty continent, and how, in spite of all the 
thousands of miles of prairie and forest, of lake and 
stream, there was not room for both. One must go. 
But which ? Was it to be the stolid, dogged race, who 
had painfully felled the trees and ploughed the land, 
reclaiming it bit by bit from the vast forest, building 
there, homes and churches and clustering towns? Or 
was it to be the gay adventurers and earnest black-robed 
priests, who reared crosses upon the borders of desolation, 
and claimed with the roar of cannon and singing of 
hymns, unexplored and unknown countries and peoples, 
for God and their king ?

‘Do you not know the difference between the King 
of Frame and the King of Britain ?’ a Frenchman once 
asked the Indians. ‘Go, look at the forts which our 
king has built. You will see that you can still hunt under 
their very walls. They have been built for your good, in 
places where you go. The British, on the other hand, 
are no sooner in possession of a place than they drive the 
game away. The trees fall before them, the earth is 
laid bare so that you can scarcely find a few branches with 
which to make a shelter for the night’
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It was truc. The British turned the wild forest into 
meadow land and corn-fields. The French claimed the 
forest, and left it forest still, still the Red Man’s hunting- 
ground.

The King of France was a despot at home. He 
was just as much a despot in his colonies. Everything 
the French settler did, was done by the French king's 
orders. In the French colonies there was no more 
freedom for the people than there was at home. In the 
British colonies it was very different. British settlers 
sailed to the New World because they were unhappy 
at home, because they could not worship God as they 
wished, or because they could not have the king they 
wanted. They sought freedom and they found it At 
home the people rose against their king. They cut off 
his head and said they would have no more kings. But 
after a little they grew tired of having no king, and they 
asked Charles n. to come to rule over them. I .ater, the 
people rebelled again, and a new race of kings came to 
the throne. But all these changes did not make much 
difference to the colonies. The colonists remained 
British subjects whether King or Protector ruled the 
British Isles, this, too, although they received little help 
or attention from home.

So by degrees thirteen colonies were founded in 
America. Little by little they grew strong and 
prosperous, and at length the king and people at home 
began to see what a great state had grown up beyond 
the seas.

Yet although these thirteen colonies were all British, 
there was very little union amongst them. It was a long 
time before they learned that if they did not wish to be 
crushed out by the French, they must join together and 
help each other.
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Years rolled on. There was no peace—there could 

be no peace between the two peoples. Even when 
France and Britain were not fighting at home, there 
was almost always fighting in America. And if the roar 
of cannon was quiet, and the white man’s sword in sheath, 
the Red Man’s tomahawk gleamed and his war-cry made 
the darkness terrible.

At last the great struggle in America began. It has 
been called the War of the Boundary Line.

Slowly, as the British colonies grew, they pressed 
westward. The country where Pittsburg now stands 
came to be called the Gate of the West. Both French 
and British wished to possess that gate, and l>oth claimed 
the land. Here the French built a fort which they called 
Fort Le Bœuf.

When the Governor of Virginia heard of this, he 
sent a young man called George Washington to tell 
the French commander of the fort that he was upon 
British ground, and that he must leave at once.

After a long and difficult journey Washington reached 
the French camp one evening just as the officers were 
sitting down to dinner. They received him most cour­
teously, but they told him that they meant to take and 
keep possession of the valley of the Ohio. * You Britishers 
are two to our one,’ they said, * but you are so slow, you 
cannot prevent us doing what we want.'

The commander himself was grave and polite. * I 
will send the British governor’s letter to Canada,’ he said, 
‘ but in the meantime my men and I will stay where we 
are. I have been commanded to take possession of the 
country, and 1 mean to do it as best I can.'

With this answer Washington had to go back to his 
governor. But in the spring, he returned with about 
three hundred men. He was not able, however, to dis-
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lodge the French, and, after some fighting, he was forced 
to march away again.

All this time France and Britain were supposed to 
be at peace. War had not been proclaimed, but now 
a thousand men were sent out from home to help the 
colonists. When the French heard this, they too sent 
men. Yet the King of France and the King of Great 
Britain kept on being polite to each other, and pretend­
ing that nothing was meant.

But at sea the French and British vessels met. Up 
went a red flag to the masthead of the British flagship.
• Is this peace or war ? ’ asked the French captain.

* I don’t know,’ replied the British, ' but you had 
better prepare for war.’ And quick to point his words 
came the roar of cannon. The Frenchmen made good 
show of fight, but the British were the stronger, and soon 
the French struck their colours.

So, without being declared, war began.
But at first things went ill witli the British in Canada. 

The home troops were sent out under the command of 
Major-General Edward Braddock. He was brave, but 
obstinate and old-fashioned. He had a contempt for 
the colonial soldiers, and a still greater contempt for 
their Indian friends. He was so rude to these that 
the haughty savages, instead of helping the British, 
stalked away offended, and took no part in the fight
• He looks upon us as dogs,’ they said.

Before setting out to attack the French, Braddock 
spent many weeks in making preparations, in gathering 
men, stores, and wagons. At last all was ready, and 
the long train of men and horses started for Fort 
Duquesne.

Braddock was used to fighting in Europe. He knew 
nothing of fighting in the wilds of America. Never
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before hsd he had to face the difficulty of taking an army, 
with all its train of baggage and ammunition, through 
pathless forest. Three hundred men with axes led the 
way, cutting down the trees to clear a path. Slowly 
behind them, now jolting over stumps and stones, now 
sinking axle deep in dust or mud, followed the wagons 
and cannon. So great were the difficulties of the road 
that the army crawled along at the rate of scarcely 
three miles a day, and so narrow was the path that the 
line of march was over four miles in length. But with 
British doggedness they toiled on ; the red coats of the 
soldiers and the white-covered wagons lighting up the 
dark forest ; the sound of trumpet-calls and the clash of 
arms awakening the silence.

On this slow and painful march many of the men 
fell ill. So Braddock resolved to divide his army. 
Leaving the heaviest baggage, the sick men and some 
of his soldiers behind, under another officer called Dunbar, 
he pressed on with about twelve hundred men. But 
even thus lightened the march was not very fast, and 
the colonists were disgusted to find that their ideas of 
what a rough road meant, and those of the British, were 
quite different. The British, they said, * halted to level 
every molehill and build bridges over every brook.’

News of the march soon reached the French at Fort 
Duquesne. And when they heard how great the num­
bers were, they were much afraid, and almost decided 
to leave the fort and march away before the British 
arrived. But a brave officer named Beaujeu, said, 1 No, 
let us rather gather some of the Indians and go out to 
meet them.’ Then council fires were lit. and Beaujeu, 
dressed like an Indian brave, flung the war-hatchet down 
and talked to the Red Men until they were athirst for 
blood and ready to join the tight. So the war-dance was
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(i an red. Then daubed with paint and decked with 
feathers, six hundred red warriors and two hundred and 
fifty Frenchmen inarched out to meet the British. They 
were led by Beaujeu, who looked almost like an Indian, 
wearing a fringed shirt as they did, under his steel breast­
plate.

The summer sun was shining, the sky was blue and 
clear, as the British force wound slowly across the river 
Monongahela. The men were in good spirits, for their 
journey wits nearly at an end, Fort Duquesne being only 
nine miles oflf. Of victory they had no doubt, so to the 
sound of drum and trumpet they marched gaily along. 
Then suddenly, from the dark and silent forest, dashed 
a crowd of Indian warriors, uttering piercing, hideous 
war-cries. At the same moment a hail of bullets mowed 
down the British soldiers. Quickly they returned the 
tire, and shouting, ‘God save the King,' they rushed at 
the foe.

But the Indians scattered through the forest. Hiding 
behind trees and bushes they shot in safety at the British, 
whose red coats made them an easy mark. Gallantly the 
British fought. But it was like fighting against puffs of 
smoke. They could not see the foe ; they were guided 
only by the smoke ; their bullets tore through the bushes 
and were buried in the tree trunks, doing little harm, 
while from every side death rained upon the redcoats.

The British were unused to this savage warfare. 
Had they scattered like the Indians, and fired from 
behind shelter as they did, there might have been some 
hope. The American colonists, who were with the army 
under George Washington, knowing the ways of the 
Indians, fought them in their own manner. But to 
llraddock, that seemed unsoldierly and cowardly. If 
his men tried to scatter, he drove them together again.
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so they stood a brilliant target in the sunshine to be 
mown down by the murderous fire of savages.

Braddock himself fought and shouted like a madman. 
Horse after horse was shot under him, and at last he 
fell, sorely wounded.

For two hours ur more the slaughter lasted. Then 
the troops could stand no more. They tied, leaving 
more than half their number dead or dying upon the 
field. All night they fled, pursued by the savage foe. 
Day came, still on they fled until they reached Dunbar's 
camp. Even here their panic did not cease. Dunbar 
and his men were seized with terror too. But it was 
not possible to flee with such baggage as they had 
So stores were destroyed, barrels of gunpowder were 
thrown into the river, wagons were burned, lest they 
should fall into the hands of the enemy. Then the 
whole army marched back the way it had come. The 
rout was complete.

But meanwhile, swept along with the fleeing host, 
Braddock was dying. His life was ending in the dark 
ness of defeat and disaster. Gloomy and silent he lay 
in his litter. ‘ Who would have thought it ? ’ was all 
he said. Then, as if with some returning hope, he mur 
mured : ‘ We shall know better how to do it another 
time.’ Then he died. For him, there was to be no 
•other time.’



CHAPTER XVII

THE PATH OF GLORY

* Quebec, the grey old city on the hill,
Lies with a golden glory on her head,
Dreaming throughout this hour so fair, no still,
Of other days and all her mighty dead.
The white doves perch upon the cannons grim,
The flowers bloom where once did run a tide 
Of crimson, when the moon wan pale and dim 
Above the battlefield so grim and wide.
Methinks within her wakes a mighty glow 
Of pride, of tenderness—her stirring past—
The strife, the valour, of the long ago
Feels at her heart-strings. Strong, and tall, and vast,
She lies, touched with the sunset’s golden grace,
A wondrous softness on her grey old face.’

R. Bishop.

The story of the first years of the great struggle in 
America is a story of mistakes, defeat, disaster, ill-luck, 
and had management. 11 dread to hear from America,’ 
wrote Pitt the great Commoner. * We are undone both 
at home and abroad. We are no longer a nation,’ sighed 
another gloomily. These were dark and perilous days for 
Rritain and lier colonies. There was war, there was 
disaster abroad ; there was discord at home.

Then Pitt came into power. He was very certain of 
himself. ' I am sure that I can save the country,’ he 
said, • and that no one else can.’ Then he set himself to 
the task.
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Pitt cared not one jot whether people had great 
names or tine friends. He looked only for men—men 
fit for the work to which they were sent. So he recalled 
the blunderers, and sent in their places men whom he 
could trust.

Soon the tide began to turn. Soon, in place of news 
of disaster and defeat, came news of victory. Louisburg, 
the strongest fortress possessed by the French, fell. 
Frontenac was taken, so, too, was Fort Duquesne, and 
the memory of ISraddock's defeat was wiped out. The 
name of the fort was changed to Pittsburg in honour 
of the great statesman. It bears that name still.

But while the outposts of Canada were falling, while 
British officers were drinking to * British colours on every 
French fort, port, and garrison, in America, Quebec, 
perched high upon its frowning rock, guarded the St. 
Lawrence. It was the key of Canada. So with eight 
thousand men at his back, Major-General Wolfe was 
sent to take it.

Up the St. Lawrence sailed the British warships 
making their way safely through the rocks and sand­
banks of the treacherous passage, passing where the 
French would hardly have dared risk small merchant 
vessels. ‘ Ay, ay, my dear,’ laughed one brave old 
salt, ' I ’ll convince you that an Englishman shall go 
where a Frenchman dare not show his nose.’

Wolfe made his camp upon the Island of Orleans, 
just below Quebec, and the siege began. But the days 
and weeks went past, and in spite of all that he could do, 
Quebec seemed no nearer being taken. The country 
round about was a desert. The houses of Quebec were 
shattered and ruined by the British guns, but safe within 
the walls the brave and warv French general, Montcalm, 
waited and watched. He waited the coming of winter,
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when the mighty St Lawrence would be one frozen 
mass. For before then, he knew that the British ships 
must sail away, or be crushed like matchwood in the 
hungry jaws of the ice king.

* You may ruin the town,’ said one Frenchman, ‘ but 
you will never get inside.’

• 1 will have Quebec if I stay here till the end of 
November,’ replied Wolfe.

Day by day the British army was weakened by 
disease and death. Wolfe, himself, who had never been 
strong, became so ill that he could no longer go among 
his soldiers cheering them with brave words and smiles. 
He lay in bed, helpless and in pain, downcast, and almost 
in despair.

But as he lay there he resolved to make one more 
effort to gain the town. Up the steep cliffs there 
led a little pathway, so narrow that only one man could 
go at a time, so dangerous that it was but carelessly 
watched. Up this pathway Wolfe determined to lead 
his men. It was a plan daring almost to madness. Had 
it failed, it would have been called madness. It did not 
fail.

When Wolfe had once made up his mind, no danger 
made him afraid. Soon his plans were ready. Yet he 
had little hope of success. Before he made the attempt 
he wrote home to Pitt a letter showing how sad he was, 
‘despairing as much as heroes can despair,' it was said 
of him.

The night chosen for the adventure was dark and 
clear. There was no moon, but thousands of stars 
glittered and twinkled, as silently Wolfe’s men stepped 
into the boats, and were carried across to the point where 
they were to land.

No one spoke, the gentle dip of muffled oars was the
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only sound. Wolfe, pale and thin, feeble of body, but 
eager of spirit, sat among his officers. As the boats 
moved slowly along, he repeated softly a poem called 
‘An Elegy in a Country Churchyard,’ which had been 
written not long before by the poet Gray. ‘ Gentlemen,’ 
said Wolfe, as he finished, ' I would rather have written 
that poem than take Quebec.’

Slowly the boats drifted on through the silent dark­
ness. Suddenly a voice rang out through the night
• Who goes there ?’ cried a French sentry from the shore.

‘France,’ replied a Highland officer, who was in one 
of the first boats, and who could speak French well

• What regiment?’ asked the sentinel.
'“The Queen’s,’” replied the officer. Fortunately he 

knew that the French were expecting some boats with 
food to come down the river, and that ‘The Queens' 
regiment would be guarding them.

The sentinel was satisfied. * Pass,’ he said, and the 
boats passed on with their loads of anxious, eager 
men.

Hut the danger was not over. Again they were 
challenged. Again the Highland officer replied. He 
spoke softly, fearing to speak too dearly lest his accent 
should betray him. Hut the sentinel was suspicious.
• Why don’t you speak louder?' he asked.

‘ Hush I ’ said the Highlander, * we are boats with food. 
Don’t make a noise, the Hritish will hear us.’

Once more the sentinel was deceived, and in safety 
the boats at length reached the landing-place.

Wolfe was among the first to spring to shore. 
Quickly the men followed. For a moment their leader 
stood looking up at the rugged, frowning cliff which rose 
two hundred feet sheer above him. It was far more steep 
than even he had thought. ‘You can try it,’ he said
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calmly to an officer near him, ‘ but 1 don't think you will 
get up.’

Not get up 1 With such a leader I The climb began. 
Hot and panting, clinging to roots of trees, branches, 
bushes, slipping and stumbling, the men went on.

As they neared the top, the rustling of the bushes 
caught the car of the sentinel above. ‘ Who goes there ? '

‘ France,’ replied the same Highland officer who had 
already saved the boats from discovery.

But this time the sentinel was not deceived. A few 
shots were fired at random into the darkness. It was 
too late. The first man had gained the top. In a few 
minutes Highlanders swarmed over the edge of the clifF. 
The French guard was overpowered and silenced, and 
when the sun rose it shone upon four thousand red coats 
drawn up in battle array upon the Heights of Abraham, 
as the place was called.

Breathless, panic-stricken messengers hurried with 
the news to the brave French commander. With white 
set face, and eyes hard and fixed, Montcalm looked across 
the plain to where the silent army stood. The long, red 
line showed clear against the dark wood and heavy sky, 
and where the sun broke through the clouds it caught 
the glitter of steel.

• We must crush them,’ said Montcalm.
Not till ten o’clock did the battle begin. Then 

Montcalm’s men advanced. Indians terrible in war-paint 
and scalps, gay French soldiers, daring reckless Canadians, 
on they came. In quivering silence the British awaited 
them. Then the order to charge was given. The air 
was rent with British cheers, and the defiant scream of 
the bagpipes mingled with the Indian xvar-cry.

The fight was short and deadly. Everywhere amid 
the havoc strode Wolfe, pale and calm. A shot struck
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him in the wrist. Hastily tying his handkerchief round 
it, lie went on. Again he was struck. Still he kept on. 
A third shot sent him staggering to the ground.

Quickly his officers carried him out of the fight ‘ It 
is all over with me,’ he said, as they laid him gently 
down. Then lie lay still.

Suddenly one of the officers who stood beside him 
cried out, * They run ! they run 1 ’

• Who run?’ asked Wolfe, raising himself.
* The enemy, sir,’ replied the officer ; ‘ they give way 

everywhere.'
• Now, God be praised 1 ’ cried Wolfe, * I die in peace ! ’ 

Then he turned on his side and spoke no more.
Carried along by the rush of fleeing soldiers, Mont­

calm, sorely wounded, was borne back to Quebec. 
Streaming with blood, reeling in pain, he still sat upon 
his horse, and so was hurried within the gate. There all 
was terror and confusion. ‘ Alas 1 alas 1 ’ cried a woman 
in the crowd, as she saw the general's stricken face and 
blood-stained coat, ‘ Alas 1 alas ! the Marquess is killed I ’

* It is nothing, it is nothing,’ he replied. * Do not 
trouble about me, my good friends.’ But even as he 
spoke he fell from his horse.

Montcalm too, like his gallant foe, was dying. ‘ So 
much the better for me,’ he sighed ; * I shall not live to 
see Quebec surrender.’ So he died, and with him died 
the hope of France in America.

Montcalm was buried in a convent within the walls 
of Quebec in a coffin hastily made, in a grave more 
hastily dug. Years later a British governor placed a 
marble slab over the spot Upon it were the words, 
‘ Honour to Montcalm. Fate robbing him of victory 
gave him a glorious death.’

When the great news of the taking of Quebec
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reached England there was much rejoicing. Rut it was 
a sort of mournful triumph, and although Ixmfires blazed 
and bells rang, hearts were sad for the loss of the brave 
young leader.

In one village there was no rejoicing. No bonfire 
was lit, no bell was rung, no cheer was heard in the 
street, for there, in a darkened house, a widowed mother 
mourned her boy. And the villagers, who had known 
and loved him too, felt her loss greater than a nation’s 
triumph.

Upon the Heights of Abraham there stands a monu­
ment It was placed there in memory of the heroes of 
the siege of Quebec. Upon the one side is carved 
• Montcalm,’ upon the other, * Wolfe.’

* The breezy call of incense-breathing mom,
The swallow twitt'ring from the straw-built shed,

Tbe cock’s shrill clarion, or the echoing horn,
No more shall rouse them from their lowly bed.

For them no more the blazing hearth shall bum,
Or busy housewife ply her evening care ;

No children run to lisp their sire's return,
Or climb his knees the envied kiss to share.

The boast of heraldry, the pomp of power,
And all that beauty, all that wealth e’er gave,

Awaits alike th’ inevitable hour,
The paths of glory lead but to the grave.

Can storied um or animated bust
Hack to its mansions call the fleeting breath t

Can Honour s voice provoke the silent dust,
Or Flatt’ry soothe the dull cold ear of Death P ’

These are a few verses of the poem which Wolfe 
repeated as he crossed the St. Lawrence. Perhaps no 
more beautiful words could be found in which to mourn 
a hero’s death.
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CHATTER XVIII

FOR THE EMPIRE

* There where the Loyaliste came,
And the houses of men were few,
Little was all their wealth,
And great were the hardships they knew.

Rut greater the hardy faith 
They kept unflinching and fine,
And chose to be naught in the world 
For the pride of a loyal line.'

Bliss Carman.

After the taking of Quebec the war dragged on for 
another year. Then Montreal fell, and on 8th Sep­
tember 1760, the Marquess of Vaudreuil, the French 
Governor, gave up Canada to the British. In 1768, 
the Peace of Paris was signed, and by it, all Canada, 
and all the land east of the Mississippi, became British 
Possession.

• With a handful of men,’ said Pitt,‘ General Wolfe 
has added a Kingdom to British rule.’ By the Peace 
of Paris the story of New France was ended, and the 
story of British Canada began.

Britain is a Protestant country. It is also a free 
country, where no man is made to suffer for his religion. 
But at this time, the Roman Catholics were harshly 
treated. They were not allowed to hold any public 
office. They could not be members of parliament, or
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officers in the army or navy. In no way were they 
allowed to serve their country. King George wanted to 
make these same rules for Canada. But nearly all the 
people in Canada were Roman Catholic, and many saw 
how unfair this would be. So in 1774 the Quebec Act 
was passed. Among other things, this Act did away with 
the differences between Protestant and Catholic, and gave 
the Canadians many of their old French laws again. 
Thus their religion was left to the people of Canada, and 
in many other ways they had far more freedom than ever 
before.

This pleased the Canadians, but it made many of the 
old British Protestant colonists angry. They declared 
that the French rebels were treated better than they 
were. They grew angry about other things too, and at 
last they rose in rebellion against the mother country. 
Then the great war began which ended in the loss of all 
the British colonies in America except Canada. For 
Canada, which had been so lately won, not only refused to 
join the rebellion, but fought against the United States, as 
these lost colonies are now called. Once again Quebec 
was besieged. This time it did not fall. The Americans 
were driven away, and Canada became more surely a 
British possession.

But although the Americans had rebelled against their 
king, there were many among them who were still loyal, 
that, too, in face of scorn and persecution. After peace 
was made, these loyalists would not remain in the United 
States. They would not be ruled by a rebel President. 
To prove their loyalty to king and country, they chose 
rather to leave land, houses, money, friends, and all that 
they had. Some went home to England, but most 
journeyed across the boundary line and found a refuge 
in Canada.
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Many a weary mile they trudged on foot, carrying their 
children and the few things they had been able to save 
on horseback. Houseless and tentless they slept at night 
under the open sky. They suffered from cold, hunger 
and weariness, often having to beg their bread, glad to 
accept kindness from the Indians on the way. But no 
hardship made them turn back.

The British were, and are, proud of these Loyalists. 
Parliament voted a large sum of money to help them in 
their troubles, and they were allowed to put the letters 
U.E. after their names. These letters mean United 
Empire.

The money sent from Britain was spent on food, 
clothes, and tools for the United Empire Loyalists. To 
each was given a hoe, spade, and axe. A plough and a 
cow were given between each two families, and many 
other things to help them to begin life over again were 
divided amongst them. Each one, too, received two 
hundred acres of land in Canada. But in spite of all 
that was done, the first few years were very hard for the 
Loyalists.

A great part of the west of Canada was still unknown. 
It was wild prairie-land or dark and tangled forest. But 
there, most of the United Empire Loyalists found a 
home. But at first it was a life of hardship. Many of 
them had left rich and beautiful homes where they had 
been accustomed to every comfort Now before they 
could find a shelter for their heads, they had to fell 
the trees and build their houses. They had to clear 
the ground and sow and reap, before they could get 
com for bread. They had to hunt and trap wild animals 
for food, often in the end having scarce enough to eat 
One year the harvest failed, and things were so bad that 
It was called the Famine Year. That year, many of the



102 CANADAS STORY
loyalists had to live on roots, wild berries, and nuts. 
But, through all the suffering and the struggle, none 
wished to go back to America. And we may be proud 
to remember that it is from such brave and loyal men 
and women, that many of the Canadians of to-day are 
descended.

Some of the Loyalists scattered through Canada, some 
went to what is now Nova Scotia, but most went to the 
west. That part became known as Upper Canada, and 
the part along the St. Lawrence already settled by the 
French, Lower Canada. So it came about that Canada 
was really divided into two. Upper Canada was peopled 
by British Protestants, Lower Canada by French 
Catholics. Each part had its own Legislative Council 
and Assembly, that Ls, a kind of parliament. In the one 
there was British law, in the other, for the most part, 
French law. One would think that there was no union, 
or likelihood of union, between the two. But they had 
one bond of union—loyalty to their king. And out of 
these widely different peoples came the United Canada 
of to-day, and the French Canadians, through every 
storm and trouble, have proved themselves as staunch 
and true as any Briton born.
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CHAPTER XIX

THE STORY OF LAURA SECORD

At home the great Napoleon was fighting Britain. He 
was fighting her on many a bloody battlefield ; he was 
fighting her in other ways, doing his best to ruin British 
trade and shipping. He forbade any country to trade 
with Britain, and his ships watched the seas, ready to 
attack any ship carrying goods to Britain.

King George replied by forbidding any nation to 
trade with France, and threatening to seize all ships 
carrying goods to French ports. Here was a state of 
things likely to ruin the trade of many lands. The 
United States did much trade with France, and the 
Americans were very angry with King George for his 
Orders in Council, as his decree was called. They quite 
forgot that Napoleon had begun the quarrel by forbidding 
people to trade with Britain.

Great Britain, being an island, needs a large navy to 
watch her shores. At this time it was difficult to find 
enough sailors to man her ships, and sometimes, too, the 
sailors would run away. So the British claimed the right 
to search all ships belonging to neutral lands (that Ls, 
all lands taking neither one side nor the other, in the 
quarrel), in order to find runaway sailors. Countries at 
war have always had this right, but it made the 
Americans angry, and on 18th June 1812 they declared 
war against Britain once more.

Mi
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Rut the Americans of course did not sail over to 

Britain to fight there. They had no thought of that. 
But they longed to possess another and much nearer 
land. They marched into Canada and fought there. 
The Canadians had really nothing to do with the quarrel, 
and it was hard that they had to suffer. The Americans 
thought, too, that Canada having been so lately conquered, 
would not want to fight for Britain. They were much 
mistaken.

If you look on the map, you will see that all across 
the continent of America the United Suites and Canada 
lie side by side. The line where one country touches 
another Ls called a frontier. Canada had seventeen 
thousand miles of frontier to defend, and not six 
thousand men with which to do it. And Great Britain 
fighting at home against Napoleon had few soldiers to 
spare.

But the people of Canada, both French and British, 
gathered to defend their homes. Many Indians too, well 
pleased with British rule, joined them, and the Americans 
found they had no easy task in front of them.

One of the great heroes of this war is Major-General 
Sir Isaac Brock. He was not a Canadian bom, for he 
had been only about ten years in the country. But he 
w’as a true Canadian at heart. He was a gallant soldier 
and a wise general, and his men loved him, and were 
ready to follow him anywhere. Again and again he led 
his soldiers to victory, beating armies twice or three 
times more numerous than his own. But at last at the 
battle of Queenston Heights on the Niagara he was 
killed. ' Don’t mind me 1 ’ he cried, as he fell, ‘ push on, 
boys I’ And with a cry of ‘ Revenge the general 1’ his 
men rushed on, scattering the enemy in flight. Swearing, 
cheering, sobbing, they pursued the fleeing foe till night
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fell. It was a victory indeed, but one dearly bought 
with the life of their brave commander.

There were many other men who in this struggle won 
for themselves great and honourable names. But it was 
difficult to find another commander as brave and as clever 
as Brock. So back and forth the fortune of war swayed, 
now one side winning, now another. Many battles were 
fought, many brave deeds done, but I must tell of how 
a woman once saved the British from defeat. A British 
officer named Fitzgibbon had been sent to hold a post 
called Beaver Dams, about twelve miles from Niagara. 
He had only sixty men, half of whom were Red Indians. 
The post was important, and the Americans made up 
their minds to seize it. With great secrecy they made 
their preparations in order to take the post by surprise, 
for a few miles off, at a place called Twelve Mile Creek, 
lay another force of two hundred men. But the 
Americans hoped to surprise Fitzgibbon, so that he should 
have no time to get help.

The secret, however, leaked out A Canadian named 
.lames Secord overheard their talk and learned their plaas. 
But he was lying ill He had fought with Brock at 
Queens ton where he had been badly wounded, and he 
was still unable to move.

With five hundred men, fifty horse and two cannons, 
the Americans were marching upon the handful of men 
at Beaver Dams. Secord knew it, but could do nothing. 
To the helpless sick man the knowledge was torture. 
Only twenty miles away, his fellow-countrymen were 
awaiting certain death, and there was no means of 
warning them. There was no man he could send, for 
all the country was watched by American sentries. Even 
if any man had been willing to risk his life, Secord knew 
of none he could trust—none but his wife. And to her
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he whispered the thought that tormented him. ' They 
must all die.’ he said, * for lack of a word of warning.’

' But that shall not lie,’ said Laura Secord, * 1 will go.’
So as the sun rose on a still June morning, Laura 

Secord started on her long and dangerous walk. There 
was no sign of haste, nothing to show that she was setting 
out upon a journey. Slowly driving a cow before her, as 
if she were taking it home to be milked, she passed the 
American sentries. Slowly down the country road she 
passed. The birds were singing in the dawn, the air was 
sweet with the scent of wild Howers, and as Laura walked, 
her dress brushed the dew from the grass. Rut no eyes 
had she, or ears, for the beauty of the day. With beating 
heart, and breath that came and went sharply, she strolled 
along. At last the edge of the forest was reached. Under 
the shadow of the great trees passed the woman and the 
cow. Soon they were deep in the forest, shut from all 
eyes. Then there was no more need of pretence. Leaving 
her cow to find its way home as best it might, Laura ran. 
On and on she went, panting, breathless, gasping, now 
stopping a moment to rest, now hurrying on again, startled 
by a rustle in the bushes, trembling at the howl of some 
wild animal.

A walk of twenty miles along a level, well-made road 
may not seem a great task for a strong woman used to a 
country life. But to go twenty miles through pathless 
forest, over bridgeless streams, through mire and swamp, 
haunted every moment by the fear of discovery, needed all 
the strength and all the courage of a right brave woman.

Hour by hour Laura walked, and ran, and scrambled 
onward. The sun rose high, and sank again, and the 
moon shone out ere she reached her journey’s end. Then, 
just as she thought that her labour was over, Red Men 
rushed out upon her from behind a tree, and barred her



■RHIMJ.NMR NVOIHHÎVV MM.!. HMRPVJ HMOf-MH Y71HVI !MM MHOMMf? A\03 V flKIAlHa





THE STORY OF '.AURA SECORD 107
path. For a moment it seemed to Laura that her pain 
and toil had been of no use, and that a death of torture 
was to be her fate. Then joyfully she saw that the 
Indians were friendly. In a few minutes she was led 
before Fitzgibbon.

Quickly Laura's story was told, and as the soldier 
listened, he bowed in reverence before the brave lady. 
Then with glowing words of thanks and praise ringing in 
her ears, I .aura was led away to a farmhouse near to rest

Quickly Fitzgibbon made his plans. First he sent a 
messenger hurrying towards Twelve Mile Creek to ask 
for help. Then he ordered his Indians to scatter through 
the wood, and watch for the approach of the enemy.

The night passed quietly, but as the day dawned, the 
gleam of steel was seen, the tramp of men heard. As the 
Americans came on, the Indians, yelling horribly, fired 
upon them from all sides. They made so much noise, 
they fired with such deadly sureness, keeping out of 
sight all the time, that the Americans believed that there 
were hundreds against them. For two hours the tight 
against an unseen foe lasted. Then the Americans began 
to waver. Their leader was uncertain what to do. Re­
lieving himself surrounded, he hesitated whether to go on 
or to go back. At this moment Fitzgibbon, at the head 
of his thirty redcoats, appeared bearing a flag of truce. 
The firing ceased, and after a few minutes’ parley the 
American commander gave in.

Fitzgibbon had hardly expected to succeed so easily. 
Now he scarcely knew what to do. How could thirty 
soldiers and a few savages guard five hundred prisoners ? 
But soon two hundred men arrived from Twelve Mile 
Creek, and his difficulties were at an end.

Canada did not forget Laura Secord and her brave 
deed. Nor did Britain forget her. Years later, when
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King Edward, then Prince of Wales, visited Cana< 
he found time, in the midst of balls and parties, 
go to see an old woman, and hear from her own lips 
how, when she was young, she had carried a message 
through wood and wilderness to save her country from 
defeat.
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CHAPTER XX

RED RIVER SETTLEMENT

For two years the war of 1812, ax it was called, went on. 
From beginning to end it was a wicked, useless war, 
thrust upon an unwilling people And when at last 
peace came, neither side seemed to have gained any­
thing. The boundary lines were hardly changed, and 
in the treaty of peace, the pretended causes of the war 
were not even mentioned.

Hut Canada did really gain something. The popula­
tion of Canada was now very mixed. There were French 
Canadians, United Empire Loyalists, English, Scottish 
and Irish settlers, and they had often been jealous of 
each other, and had misunderstood each other. Now 
that a common danger had drawn them together, they 
had all joined in fighting for their country, and Canada 
had shown, as she has shown ever since, that she was 
• for the Empire.' Strange to say, too, when the heat of 
battle was past, the bitterness which had been between 
America and Canada began to pass away, for each nation 
had learned to respect his neighbour beyond the frontier.

But while the war was going on, a struggle of another 
kind was taking place in the Great North-West.

You remember how the Hudson Bay Company had 
been founded, and how, in spite of fearful difficulties it 
had grown and prospered. Soon after the Conquest (that 
is the conquest of Canada from the French), another
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fur company was formed called the North-West Com­
pany, and later still there was a third called the X. Y. 
Company. Soon all these three companies began to 
quarrel, and whenever their men or officers met, there 
was sure to he fighting. They stole each other’s furs 
whenever they could, and often the skins passed through 
the hands of all three before reaching the market

Things were in this state when a Scottish nobleman, 
the Earl of Selkirk, began to take a great interest in the 
fur trade and in the Hudson Bay Company. From the 
Company he got a grant of a large piece of land near Lake 
Winnipeg, and began to form a settlement there.

Lord Selkirk brought his settlers from the Highlands 
of Scotland. They were men and women used to a 
rough climate and a hard life. But hard as their life had 
been, they came to a much harder. On the way out 
they suffered from fever and hunger on board ship. 
When they arrived they had to pass a winter on the icy 
shores of Hudson Bay in clothes warm enough perhaps 
for Scotland, but not half warm enough for the icy north.

At last, however, the bitter cold winter passed, spring 
came, and the settlers journeyed to Red River, where they 
were to build their new homes, and begin life afresh.

But the Nor’-Westers were the sworn enemies of the 
Hudson Bay Company, they were the enemies too of 
these new settlers. They wanted to keep the North- 
West to themselves, and they vowed to root out these 
• gardeners ’ and shepherds who came to turn their 
hunting-grounds into wheat-field and pasture. Besides 
the Nor’-Westers, Lord Selkirk had another enemy in the 
Métis or Bois-Brulés. These were a race half French, 
half Indian, the children of the roving Coureurs de Bois. 
They loved the wild wastes and solitudes. Their home 
was the rolling prairie, their roof the sky. They wanted
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no towns and churches, no herds and wheat-fields, and as 
more and more land was settled by farmers, as trees were 
felled, and the earth furrowed by the plough, the Métis 
retreated to the wilds. Now they gladly joined the Nor’- 
VVesters in ousting the new comers, who wanted to turn 
yet more of their beloved wilderness into ploughed land.

So scarcely had the Scottish settlers arrived when 
there swooped down upon them an armed company of 
Nor'-West men, fierce in Indian war-paint, and very 
terrible to the eyes of these simple Highlanders.

The Nor’-Westers succeeded in what they had set out 
to do. The tittle band of settlers were so terrified that 
they fled for refuge to the Hudson Ray Company's fort 
at Pembina, leaving all their scanty wealth in the hands 
of the enemy.

But Highlanders are not easily beaten. They bided 
their time, and the next year they returned to Red River, 
built their houses, ploughed and sowed their land, and 
settled down in peace

But the peace was not for long. Once again the 
Nor’-Westers swooped down upon the new colonists. 
Again, they were scattered, and, where their homes had 
been, lay a heap of black and smoking ruins.

But the struggle was not over. More men came from 
Scotland, many of the scattered colonists returned, and 
once more Red River rose from its ashes.

Then followed months of hardship and struggle, a 
fight with cold and hunger, with difficulties and dangers 
of all kinds. Even to these sturdy Highlanders, bred to 
hardship and toil, the life proved too dreadful. Many of 
them gave up the struggle, and fought their way back 
through wilderness and forest to Canada, or died on the 
way. Others, false to their friends, took the easier way, 
and joined their enemies, the Nor'-Westers.

H



CANADAS STORY112

Rut the Nor’-Westers were not content. They had 
sworn the utter destruction of the colony, and they meant 
to keep their word. So one June day, three hundred 
half-breeds, fearfully bedaubed with paint, gay in savage 
splendour, rode down upon the settlement The governor 
and about thirty men went out to meet them. They were 
ipiickly surrounded, and he and about twenty of his men 
were shot dead.

Those who were left fled back to the fort, where soon 
all was terror and confusion. Children cried out in fear, 
women wept for their dead, or, stricken and white, 
awaited they knew not what fate.

Two days later, roblæd of all they possessed, the 
remaining colonists left their homes to the flames and 
the destroyer, and wandered forth again houseless and 
penniless.

Hut while the Nor-Westers drank and sang, and 
rejoiced at the utter downfall of Red River, Lord Selkirk 
was on his way to avenge his people With about a 
hundred men he arrived at Fort William, the chief post 
of the Nor’-Westers. Forcing the gate he took posses­
sion of the town, and the murderers were soon made 
prisoner and sent to Montreal to be tried.

Again the colonists returned to their ruined, forsaken 
homes, but the summer was gone, and the harvest poor. 
Famine stared them in the face, and after fearful suffer­
ings and long endurance, they once more took refuge 
at l’embina.

In the spring, however, they came back again. This 
time all seemed to go well. In peace the fields were 
ploughed and sown. In peace the com sprang up, grew 
and ripened. Then one summer afternoon the sky was 
darkened. The air was filled with the hum and buzz of 
insects, and a flight of locusts settled on the land.



RED RIVER SETTLEMENT 118
They covered the trees and the fields, they swarmed 

in the houses. At night the earth was smiling and 
green. In the morning it was a grey wilderness.

Once again ruin and famine stared the settlers in the 
face. The onslaught of wild half-breeds had been easier 
to bear than this. They at least could be fought. But 
against this new enemy the stoutest arm, the bravest 
heart, was helpless. Stricken with despair, many a 
strong man bowed his head and sobbed as if his heart 
would break.

Once more, with weary feet, the colonists trudged 
the well-known way to Pembina, there to spend the 
winter on the charity of the Hudson Bay Com­
pany.

The next year it was found to be useless to plough 
or sow, for the locusts still swarmed everywhere, killing 
each green blade as it sprang to life, and poisoning 
both air and w ter with their dying millions. But the 
colonists lit great fires which attracted the locusts ; they 
fell into the fires in thousands, and at last the plague was 
burned out. The land was sown once more, and after 
eight years of struggle and disaster Red River Settle­
ment began to prosper. Then tired of fighting, the 
Hudson Bay Company and the North-West Company 
joined together and shared the fur trade between them. 
So there was peace.

But the struggles of the Red River colonists were by 
no means over. For many a year their life was full of 
hardship, but bit by bit they won success. And to day 
the great com prairies of Manitoba stretch mile upon 
mile. The golden grain ripens in the summer sun, 
falls beneath the sharp knives of the reaping-machine, 
and is carried far and wide to give food to the world 
and bring wealth to Canada. And we look back, and

H 1
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reinember with pride, the Scotsman who first saw that 
these lands were good for corn-growing, and the brave 
colonists who would not be beaten, and who returned 
again and yet again with unconquered courage, until at 
last they won the battle against misfortune.



CHAPTER XXI

LOUIS RIEL

During the war of 1812 Upper and Lower Canada had 
been drawn together. French and British forgot their 
differences and jealousies. But when peace had once 
more come these differences and jealousies were felt 
again, and the French especially thought that they had 
not enough voice in the ruling of the land. Many of 
them were still very ignorant, being able neither to read 
nor write. These scarcely knowing what they wanted, 
but easily led by a handful of clever and discontented 
men, rose in rebellion.

This Rebellion they called the Patriot War. There 
was never any real reason for it, and it was soon over. 
But it made wise people see that something must be 
done to prevent such discontent in the future. So it 
came about that Canada, which, in 1791, had been divided 
into British Canada and French Canada, was, in 1841, 
united again. It was decided that there should be only 
one Parliament, to which both French and British should 
come in equal numbers. It was also decided that the 
colony should have * responsible government' Respons­
ible government means government by those who are 
responsible, or answerable to, the greater number. They 
may continue to rule only so long as the greater number 
of the people wish them to do so. When they can no
longer get the greater number to vote for them they

u«
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must cease to rule. Then there is a ' General election,’ 
and people choose again those whom they wish to have 
power.

The Assembly of Upper Canada had met at Toronto, 
that of Lower Canada at Quebec. The new parliament 
now met at Kingston, on Lake Ontario, which was 
between the two, and beautiful romantic Quebec was left 
lonely on its rock.

For the next few years parliament was moved from 
place to place, no one being able to fix which was best. 
At last Queen Victoria was asked to settle the question. 
She chose a little village on the river Ottawa And 
there at Ottawa line new buildings were built, and there 
the Parliament of the Dominion of Canada has sat ever 
since.

Hut this union of Upper and Lower Canada did not 
mean the whole of Canada as we see it marked on our 
maps to-day. It meant only the two states of Ontario 
and Quebec. Nova Scotia, New Brunswick, and all the 
great land known as the North-West Territory were still 
separate provinces. But gradually these lands joined 
the union, and now the Dominion of Canada stretches all 
across the north of America from sea to sea Ontario, 
Quebec, New Brunswick, Nova Scotia, Manitoba, British 
Columbia, and Prince Edward Island, are the names of 
the provinces which make up the great Dominion. New­
foundland alone has a separate government

As time went on and Canada grew into a united whole 
it was no longer thought well that any province should 
be ruled by a company, and all the lands belonging to 
the Hudson Bay Company were brought under the direct 
rule of tiie Canadian Government

Since the days of Ixird Selkirk Red River had proa- 
pered. Bit by bit the wild prairie had been reclaimed.
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It had been ploughed and sown, and now corn-fields 
waved where lately the bison had roamed. Houses, 
schools, and churches stood where pine and hemlock tree 
had towered their dark heads for ages. The wild Métis 
had forgotten their hate, and side by side thrifty Scottish 
settlers and adventurous French half-breeds lived in 
peace, the one careful and saving, the other careless, 
passionate and spendthrift.

Hut most of these half-breeds knew, and cared, 
nothing for Canada. To them the Company was every­
thing, and they were content to live beneath its rule. 
Rut when they heard that Canada, not the Company, 
was to rule in future, they thought that they were being 
given over to some foreign power.

The Métis were very ignorant, and it was a pity that 
no one was sent to explain to these simple people what 
was really happening ; it might have saved the shedding 
of much blood and many tears. No one was sent, and 
so they rose in rebellion, led by a man called Louis 
Riel

Louis Riel, himself a Méti, was a clever, but half- 
educated man. He thought himself a patriot, and soon 
had an army of six or seven hundred men behind him. 
They took possession of Fort Garry, one of the strongest 
of the Hudson Hay Company's forts. They made many 
of the settlers prisoners, and proclaimed a new govern­
ment, of which Riel was president.

Backed by his army the new president did as he 
liked, taking prisoner and banishing whom he chose. 
One of the worst things he did was to condemn a young 
man named Scott to death, because he had spoken scorn­
fully of his government After a mere mockery of a 
trial, Scott was led out and shot mercilessly by some half­
drunk Métis.
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The news of this murder rang like a war-cry through 

all Canada. It roused to indignation every fair minded 
Canadian, and Colonel Garnet Wolseley, a young British 
officer then in Canada, was sent to Fort Garry to put 
down the rebellion. But when Hiel heard of his coming 
he ran away to the United States, and the rebellion 
was at an end.

This disturbed part of the dominion was now made 
into the province of Manitoba, and many of the things 
for which Hiel had fought were granted by the Manitoba 
Act

But fifteen years later Hiel came again, and there 
was another and far more serious rebellion. It is diffi­
cult to explain all the causes for this rebellion. The 
Métis thought that they were being badly treated by 
the Government They thought that their land was 
being taken from them, and that they had not enough 
power in Parliament. They could get no one to listen 
to their grievances, so at length they sent to Riel, and 
asked him to come to help them.

Riel came, but this time he seemed more like a 
madman than a patriot He called himself'The Libera­
tor,’ and said that he was the bearer of a message from 
God. He lived in a curious fashion, eating chiefly blood 
boiled in milk, and did many things to try to make 
people think that he was truly the messenger from God 
that he said he was.

But in spite of his mad antics, or perhaps because 
of them, Hiel had soon a large army of Métis at his 
back. And not only Métis, but Red Men followed him. 
Tribe after tribe smeared their faces with war-paint, 
danced the war-dance, and set out to join the rebels. 
The North-West was full of the nameless horror and 
terror of the Red Man, as Canada had been long years
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before. Great and terrible as their names, were some of 
the chiefs who took part in the war—Big Bear, Wander­
ing Spirit, Yellow Mud, Bare Neck, and Man-Who-Wins 
were some of them—and there were many more with as 
strange and high-sounding names.

As soon as the rebellion began, the news of it flashed 
like wild-fire over Canada, and from all sides volunteers 
came, eager to fight for their country. For weeks and 
months the rattle of firearms and the terrible Indian 
war-cry was heard in the North-West, and all the land 
was filled with blood and tears. But in the end the 
rebels were beaten. Riel was taken prisoner, tried, and 
condemned to death for high treason, for he * did mali­
ciously and treacherously levy and make war against our 
Lady, the Cjueen.’

With Riel were hanged eight Indians, and a few 
others were imprisoned. So ended what is known as 
the Saskatchewan rebellion.

With this rebellion, war in Canada came to an end, 
so that since then the country has found time and 
strength to grow great And thus we leave a united 
and peaceful Canada. From that June day, hundreds 
of years ago, on which John Cabot landed to plant the 
red cross of St. George upon ‘ the new isle,’ it has grown 
step by step until it is a mighty Dominion, stretching 
from sea to sea It is a nation within a nation, strong 
and prosperous in itself, and yet a part of our great 
Empire.

[The above chapter was written prior to the Great War, in 
which Canada played such a glorious part and drew closer 
than ever the bonds that unite her to the Old Country.]
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LIST OF KINGS AND GOVERNORS

Kives op Grkat Bri­
tain AND IrBLAND. Kinos op PuNei. Rulsiu op Canada.

J.mW v,. 1603 Henry ip. . 1689
Samuel de Champlain . 1608

leOUil Kill. . 1610
Charles l . 1626

Louie xiv. . 1643
Chevalier de Montmagny 1636

Chevalier d'Aillebonet 1648
Commonwealth 1849

Jean de I*nton . . . 1661
Vicomte d’Argennon . . 1668

Charles n. 1660
Baron IXAvaugour . . 1661
Sieur de Mcay .... 1663
Chevalier de Courcelles . 1666
Comte de Frontenac . . 1872
Sieur de la Barre . . . 1682

James n. . 1606 Marquis de Dcnonville . 1685
William and Comte de Frontenac . . 1689

Mary
William m.

1688

(alone) . 1694
Chevalier de Callièree 1698

Anne . . 1702
Marquis de Vaudreuil . 1703

George i. . 1714
Louis xv. . 1716

Marquis de Beauharnols 1726
Georg. n. . . 1727

Comte de la Gallssonière 1747
Marquis de la Jonquiere 174»
Marquis Duquesne . . 1762
Marquis de Vaudreuil 1766

BRITISH OOVXBNOie

George in. . 1760 Lord Amherst .... 1760
Sir James Murrav . . . 1763
Sir Guy Carleton . . . 1766

louis xn. . 1774
Major-General Haldeman 1777
Henry Hamilton . . . 1786
Lord Dorchester . . . 1786

(Sir Guy Carleton)
Republic . 1782
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1 Gen. Sir R. Prescott . . 1796
Napoleon i. . 1804

(Emperor)
! Sir James Craig . . . 1807
Sir George Prerost . , 1811

Louis zvm. . 1814
Sir J. Sherbrooke . . . 1818
Duke of Richmond . . 1818

. < #eorge iv. 1820
Charles z. 1824

Lord Dalhousie . , , 1820

Sir James Kempt . . . 1828
William ir. , 1830 Louis Philippe 1830 Lord Aylmer .... 1830

Lord Gosford .... 1836
Victoria . . 1837

Sir John Colborne . . 18.38
Ixird Durham .... 18.38
Hou. C. Poulett . . . 1838

GOVERNORS GKNZRAL OF
UNITED CANADA

Lord Sydenham . . . 1839
(Hon. C. Poulett)

Sir Charles Kagot . . . 1842
Ixird Metcalfe .... 1843
Earl Cathcart .... 184A
Earl of Elgin • , . , 1847

Republic . . 1848
Napoleon in. 1882

(Emperor)
Sir Edmund Bond Head . 1864
Viscount Monck . . . 1881

GO VKRNORS-GBNURAL OF THE
DOMINION.

Sir John Young . 1868
(Lord Lisgar)

Republie , , 1870
Earl of Dufferin . , . 1872
Marquis of Lome . . . 1878
Marquis of iAnsdowue . 1883
Karl of Derby .... 1888
Earl of Aberdeen . . . 188.3
Earl of M into . . . . 181)8

Edward rn. . 1901
Earl Grey................................. 1904

Georg. t. 1910
H R. H. The Duke of

Connaught .... 1911
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