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INTRODUCTION.

To M. H X GARNEAD,

- QuEBEC, LOowER CANADA.

Monsieur,—In the second chapter of your excellent His-
tory of Canada, “ one of the best productions of the human
mind,” after having recounted the jealousies which the
nephews of James Cartier had to encounter on the shores
of the St. Lawrence, you say: '

“In order to avoid being exposed any longer to those attacks,

they solicited from the crown the renewal of the privileges, which
had been accorded to their uncle, namely, the exclusive right of

.trading with the savages, and to work the mines which they had

discovered. In consideration of the services of the great navigator,
letters-patent were granted to them in 1588. But as soon as the
affair was known, the merchants of St. Malo petitioned the
privy council to have those privileges revoked, and they succeed-
ed in doing so; but without profiting much by it themselves; for
from 1598, the year of the establishment of peace, the Marquis de la
Roche, of the province of Brittany, caused himself to be confirmed
by the king in the office of Lieutenant-General of Canada, of Acadia
and the adjacent countries, which Henry III had already granted
to him, but which the troubles of the kingdom had prevented him
from enjoying, with powers which had the same extent as those
ot Roberval, and which annihilated the liberty accorded to the
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merchants of 8t. Malo. He was authorized to select in the ports
of France such ships, masters, and sailors as he might require; to
raise troops, to make war, and to build cities within the limits of
his viceroyalty; to promulgate laws in the same, and cause them to
be executed; to make grants of lands to noblemen, as fiefs, lord-
ships, baronies, counties, etc.; in short, to regulate the commerce
left now under his absolute control. Thus clothed with an authority
as complete as despotic, he sailed for the New World with sixty
men. No merchant dared to raise his voice against the monopoly
of this nobleman, as had been done against the nephews of Cartier;
his rank imposed silence on them; but other causes were destined
to ruin his projects.

“The Marquis de la Roche, fearing the desertion of his people,
composed of malefactors and believing that place more convenient
until he had found on the main-land a territory more suitable to his
design, landed them at the Isle of Sable gt the entrance of the Gulf
of St. Lawrence. This island, in the form of a crescent, narrow,
arid, and of wild aspect, produced neither trees nor fruits—nothing
but a little grass and moss around a lake, situated in the centre.
After having placed his colonists in this-desolate place, surrounded
by sand-banks, indented by the sea, La Roche passed into Acadia.
On returning, he was surprised by a furious tempest, which in ten
days chased him to the shores of France, where he had no sooner
set foot than he found himself enveloped in a multitude of diffi-
culties, in the midst of which the Duke de Mercceur, who com-
manded in Brittany, detained him for some time, as a prisoner. It
was not until the end of five years that he had an opportunity of
relating to the king, who happened to be at Rouen, what had be-
fallen him in his voyage. The king, touched with the fate of the
unfortunate men -abandoned in the Isle of Sable, ordered that the
pilot who had left them there should immediately proceed in search
of them. Since left to themselves, these men, accustomed to give
full scope to their passions, would no longer recognize any master.
Discord had armed them against each other, and several had
perished in quarrels, which rendered their miserable situation still
more sad. At length, however, misery had subdued these fierce
characters, 8o that they finally assumed habits more peaceable, and
‘better calculated for their preservation. They constructed huts
with the debris of a ship wrecked on the rocks of the shore; and
they subsisted for some time on the animals which Baron de Léry
bhad disembarked there some twenty-four years previously, and

.
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which had propagated themselves in the island. They domesticated
some which furnished them milk. But this resource had begun to
fail ; and all that remained for them now, as a means of subsistence,
was to turn their attention to fasting. When their clothes were
worn they replaced them by seal-skins. On their return, Henry IV,
wished to see them dressed as they had been found. Their beard
and hair, which they had allowed to grow, hung in disorder on -
their bosoms and shoulders. Their forms had already assumed .a
hairy and savage appearance, which made them resemble Indians
rather than civilized men. The king caused fifty crowns to be
distributed to each, and permitted them to return to their families
with the privilege of being exempt from all punishment for their
former offenses.

“The Marquis de 1a Roche, who had invested all his fortune in
this enterprise, lost it in consequence of misfortunes, which did not
cease to oppress him. Ruined, and without any hope of being able
to resume a project which he had always so much at heart, griet
seized on him, and took him slowly to his grave. The history of
the voyages, and misfortunes, of colonists which followed him to
the Isle of Sable, form an episode worthy of exercising the pen of a
romancer.”

There is in your narration the outline of a beautiful
historical romance; I am happy to have responded to the
appeal which serious literature has made to light literature ;
would that I could have suitably done it, and been able
to secure for this book sufficient success to encourage me
to dramatize the most remarkable episodes of the history
of Canada !

Accept, Monsieur, with my sentiments of high con-
sideration, the assurance of my sincere friendship,

H. EMILE CHEVALIER.
Paris, January, 29 1860,
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ADVENTURES

COUNT DE GANA.
PROLOGUZE

IN BRITTANY.

CHAPTER 1.
THE® BANDITS.

Ox a fine morning in the moenth of May, 1598, two cava.
liers started from the city of St. Malo, took the overland
route which led to the South, and advanced towards a steep .
plateaun.

These two cavaliers wore a costume half military, half
courtly. The elder appeared to be forty-five years.

The other was a young man clad with a taste, at once
sobre and distingué. Although armed like his companion,
he seemed as if returning from a fete, or going to some
spruce reunion of lords. His physiognomy had an air of
feminine intrepidity which characterized the offshoots of the
old nobility ; his features were delicate, but his eye sparkled



2

with pride; his face was white as marble, but large and
full ; his nose fincly designed, but bold in its cast; his
mouth small, but sarcastic ; his chin agreeable, but elongat-
ed ; his body slim, but muscular and vigorously formed.
In a word, he was the type of that Frankish race which
imposed itself on Gaul, by brute force, after the decay of
the Roman Empire.

The first was William, Marquis de l1a Roche-Gommard ;
the second, John, Viscount de Ganay. The former was a
Breton, the latter a Burgundian,

Both numbered coronets among their ancestors, and al-
though the feudal ica had begun to thaw beneath the sun
of royalty, the De la Roches and De Ganays were forced
to follow the superannuated traditions of their fathers.
Hence it was that John had been sent into Brittany by the
Count Germain de Ganay, his father, there te learn his first
lessons in the use of arms under the patronage of the Mar-
quis de la Roche, with whom he had formed a friendly in-
timacy during the wars of the League. After having dis-
charged the duties of a page, John caused himself to be
promoted to the rank of grand equerry, and under this
title served William de la Roche.

For half an hour the two cavaliers rode on without say-
ing a word. The road they passed was zigzag and rugged,
and deeply incased between a double hedge of hawthorns
and cherry-trees in blossom. The marquis, grave and
thoughtful, abandoned himself to the easy gait of his
charger ; the viscount, not less thoughtful, looked closely
at the horizon, and no doubt would fain have pressed for-
ward the hands of his watch, but a sentiment of deference
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restrained him from leaving his companion, who followed at
a short distance. Suddenly, as they reached a place where
the road formed an angle, five cavaliers, fully armed, dashed
out before them, and ordered them to halt.

“ By the mass, what does this mean ?” exclaimed Wil-
liam de la Roche, drawing his sword.

¢ Surrender, or you are dead men!” commanded one of
the cavaliers, whose helmet was surmounted with a black
plume,

“ By my word,” retorted De la Roche ; “ the invitation
is as curious as it is courteous. "Who are you, my good
man, that you come into our presence without permission?
Back, clown! if you don’t, I will have you hung high and
short, both you and the cowardly bandits who accompany
you”

This menace did mnot intimidate the assailants, for they
replied only with a shout of derigive laughter, during which
the chief resumed his summons,

“J am of a good family, Marquis de la Roche,” said he;
“and I declare you my prisoner.”

& Wait till you have captured me before you indulge in
such bragadocia, chevalier-traitor and felon. Now, I will
knock you down, or fire on you, as on a mad dog.”

De la Roche, after a sign to De Ganay, rapidly replaced
his sword in the scabbard,and raised a pistol in each hand.
The young man imitated this movement with no less
promptitude.

“Comg on! Come on! Sieze the miscreants, my
braves [ shouted the chief of the ruffians,
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“«Coward! Come down and measure yourself with me
at arm’s length !

“ A hundred crowns of gold for you if you bring me the
marquis living,” he contented himself by saying to one of his
underlings. _

¢ Receive this, at all events, on account,” replied De la
Roche, pointing one of his pistols at his adversary.

But, although he took deliberate aim, the shot had no
effect. The ball rebounded from the cuirass of the chev-
alier without even indenting it, and the bandits sought to
surround our heroes, in order to cut off their retreat. Three
more shots were heard almost instantaneously. John had
fired with his two pistols, and De la Roche with the one he
had left. In the midst of the smoke, produced by the triple
explosion, it was impossible to tell the extent of the result.
However, a man vacated his stirrups, rolled on the ground,
and the issue of‘the combat was worse than doubtful when
a troop of gens d’armes debouched from a neighboring
underwood. .

¢ Mine, mine!” exclaimed William de la Roche,” dis
tinguishing the colors of his flag, and the newcomers im-
mediately put spurs to their horses, but the bandits fore-
seeing that they would be overwhelmed by numbers, turned
their reins and rode off at a gallop,

" The marquis selected some men to pursue them, then he
alighted to ascertain who was the victim of the attempt on
his person. John de Ganay wished to aid him in the in-
vestigation, but a glance prevented him. Covered with
blood and dust, the wounded man panted heavily under

1



his envelop of iron. He was struck on the right shoulder,
the cuirass being defective in that part, and writhed his
whole body a prey to horrible tortures. William de la
Roche approached him, rested his knee on his breast, un-
buckled the ties of his helmet, lifted his cap, and for an in-
stant examined the face of the bandit.

© “'Who are you ?” he asked,

“I want a drink—DI'm thirsty—I'm burning; for the
love of Heaven, give me something to dtink!” replied the
unknown, in a choking voice.

By order of William de 1a Roche, one of the armed men
ran to a neighboring spring, took some water in his helmet
and brought it to the wounded man, who drank with avid-
ity the réﬁ'eshing liquor.

% Ah !” gaid he, “that does me good 1"

¢“But who are you? To whom do you belong ?” reiter-
ated the marquis.

The stranger remained silent.

¢ Speak, or I will perforate you like a miserable heretic ;”
added De la Roche, with a significant- gesture,

¢ Monseigneur!” said the unfortunate, trembling with
freight.

¢ Will you speak ?”

¢ 'Well,” stammered he in a tone so low that William
was obliged to stoop almost to his mouth, in order to hear
him, “I am in the pay of the Duke de Mercceur.” ‘

“Duke de Merceur! Ah! I doubted it. It washe
_ who wore the dark plume. Was it not ?”



“I don’t know.”

¢ My God, you lie, soldier I”

“No, monseigneur; I swear it to you on the bones of my
happy patron.”

“Do you think you can deceive me by these impostures ?”

“] am suffering ; oh, I am suffering infernal pains and
chastisements!” groaned the soldier, the convulsions of pain
suffocating him.

“Let his cuirass be taken off, and let him be put on a
horse,” ordered De la Roche, jumping into his saddle. We
are but a short distance from the manor; there he will be
shaved by our barber, and to-morrow he will have to un-
dergo an examination. You will answer for it to me on
your neck.”

Immediately the little troop commenced its march, head-
ed by the two noblemen.

“The scoundrel!” muttered the marquis between his
teeth, “attempting to capture me by an ambuscade! He
has no more courage than a wet hen. Why not call me to
the field, and then, if he has so many griefs against me, we
shall see.”—

Turning himself suddenly towards John de Ganay, he
added:

“I hope, my friend, you have received no hurt.”

% No, sir, thanks to Heaven; the wretches failed to touch
me. But do you know the traitor-chevalier whom they
obeyed ?” ,

The marquis regarded his interlocutor with severity, and
lowered his eyebrows.

Famatan !
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“Pardon!” said John, disconcerted by t.he scrutinyof this
cutting look. ,

“Your curiosity is excusable, viscount,” replied De la
Roche, changing his tone. “Besides, it is time that I should
initiate you into the secrets of the family into which you
desire to enter. Do not blush; I kpow you are attached
to my niece, Laura de Kerskoén: and I believe the young
lady does not look on you with any unfriendly eye. I feel,
therefore, that I ought to confide to you certain affairs, of &
very grave nature, before accomplishing a project which
will perhaps cost me my life. 'Will you swear to me that,
in case I perish, you will take Laura for your legitimate
wife »

“I swear it, on the guard of my sword I said John de
Ganay, solemnly. ‘

“ Your oath satisfies me. Learn then, that I have in the

. Duke de Mercceur, governor of the beautiful province of
Brittany, an implacable enemy, who for twenty-five years
has done all in his power to sully the escutcheon of De la
Roche, and dishonor its chief. I will explain#o you the
motive of this hatred:—The duke was smitten® my young-
est sister, Adelaide de la Roche, the mother of Laura. As
he was a man of dissolute and perverse habits, my father
refused him the hand of his daughter, whom he married to
Count Alfred de Kerskoén., Thenceforward, De Merceur
breathed an enmity, which time only increases. After hav-
ing circulated odious reports about my sister, he challenged
her husband to single combat, and killed him. Then, with
his hand, dripping with the blood of my brother-inlaw,
he dared to renew his propositions to the widow. She re-
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pulsed him with horror, and died almost immediately giv-
ing birth to Laura. This took place in 1581 ; I was at the
siege of Cambray. On my return to Brittany I received
this sad news. Without waiting to change my dress, I
proceeded to Rennes, where the duke held his court, and
there, before all his fierce barons, I insulted him grossly.
Next day we fought on horseback, determined that one or
the other should die. He having been dismounted, we re-
commenced the combat on foot. His sword broke against
mine; and he was at my mercy, when by a sentiment of
compassion, for which I shall ever reproach myself, I
granted him his life. Far from manifesting any gratitude
for this act of generosity, he dreamed no longer but of
vengeance, and such is also the source of his profound ani-
madversion against our glorious Henry IV. After the as-
sassination of the late King Henry IIL., I espoused the cause
of the League against the Bearnais, and the Duke de Mer-
ceeur, although a fervent Catholic secretly promised his
support to the Calvinists. More reeently, Mayenne commit-
ted an irreparable fault in order to conceal his ambitious
designs ; he caused the Cardinal of Bourbon to be pro-
claimed under the name of Charles X., the seventh of Au-
gust, 1589. Then, seeing into what an abyss of evils, anar-
chy was going to lead our dear France, and bearing in
mind the usurping intentions of Philip II., who, under the
cloak of religion, looked forward to nothing less than the
monarchical unity of all Europe, and the degradation of
the pontifical throne, I united myself frankly with the par-
tisans of Henry. The Duke de Merceur, on the other
hand, turned about, entered into a coalition against that
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prince with the Dukes de Longueville, de Montpensier,
d’Eperon, d’Aumont, the Baron 4’0, and proclaimed to
all who would listen to him that I was a renegade, a re-
lapse, a heretic. But it was in vain that he distilled his
venom of calumny to alienate from me the affections of
the vassals of Brittany; my principles were too well
known. I was able to say that I had a large part in the
abjuration of Henry IV. The excommunication of Gregory
XIV. did not frighten me, because I was sure to gain &
soul for heaven, and a good sovereign for my country. And
when Clement VIIL, yielding to the solicitations of my
friends, D’Ossat and Duperron, accorded absolution to our
well-beloved king, I blessed Providence for the favor
vouchsafed to France by the interposition of the holy pon-
tiff. But the jealousy of the Duke de Mercceur increased
with all his failares. Furious at the triumph of the cause
which I had sustained, he tried to pass himself off here as
the heir of the ancient dukes, plotted with Philip IT., and
refused his allegiance to Henry IV. However, he feared
me, and not daring to attack me openly, he disguises him-
self to attack me with a band of assassins at the corner of
a wood.”

“ What!” said John surprised, “it was—"

“Hush! Let us advance nothing which we can not
prove; the Church forbids it; and we, though excited by
anger, must not gin; besides, to-morrow all doubt will be
removed. But to conclude, you are informed of the hatred
which animates the Duke de Mercceur against our house.”

“That hatred I despise,” warmly exclaimed the young
man,
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De 1a Roche shook his head with a sombre air.

“'The duke is powerful,” said he,.* too powerful |”

“The credit of the king ?” hazarded the equerry.

“The credit of the king is without influence over fanat-
ics, and I confess I apprehend strongly that, notwith-
standing the treaty of Vervins, the edict of Nantes, of the
18th of last April, an edict which insures to the Huguenots
equality of powers, honors, and dignities with the Catho-
lics, may seem wrong to the court of Rome, and entangle
France in new religious wars. In a word—"
~ The marquis passed over his face his large hand, which
was furrowed by a wound.

“In a word,” he resumed, “I have the letters-patent
which confirm me in the office of lieutenant-general of Can-
ada. In eight days we shall start for that virgin soil, of
which so many wonders are told, and Laura will enter the
convent of Blois, where she will await patiently the return
of her betrothed. If I succumb, John, you will protect
her, will you not ??

“Qh!” exclaimed the young man with warmth,



CHAPTER IL
LAURA DE EKERSKONN.

Ir was noon. Seated in a large sculptured chair, Laura
de Kerskoén, lady of the manor of Vornadeck, turned over
the leaves of her beautiful missal, printed on parchment
‘and embellished with miniatures of the Byzantine style of
art, enriched with a brilliant case, having clasps of emboss-
ed gold, with an Oriental amethyst at the centre, encased
in a silver plate after the manner of St. Eloi, goldsmith of
King Dagobert.

Laura de Kerskoén, heiress of Vornadeck, was at the
age of illusions, seventeen summers, like a rosebud, ready
to break the pod, of which the richness of its colors was
jealous of the sweetness of its perfumes. Nothing so pret-
ty, and at the same time 8o mutinous, as her countenance,
where temerity and gentleness harmonized their features.

Opposite to this young lady sat her nurse, Dame Catha-
rine, a native of Normandy, who, from the infancy of Laura,
had taken the place of her mother.
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“Tell me, nurse,” suddenly asked the young lady, rest-
ing the missal on her knees, “do you know what o’clock
it is 2”

¢ think it is neartwelve,” replied Catharine, “for Ihear
the bugle sound to relieve the guard at the castle. Pretty
soon our good Marquis de 1a Roche-Gommard will be home,
with his amiable equerry, the Lord of Ganay. I am sure
that your heart pants for him. Viscount John is as hand-
some a young man a8 he is an intreped cavalier.”

A slight disdainful smile rose to the lips of Laura, who
replied after a minute

“Were you not speaking this morning of going to see
the fishergirl, who has broken her Ieg?”

“Yes, dear girl ; I will go as soon as the great heat sub-
sides.”

T think it would be better to go at once. If my uncle
and guardian come home in the afternoon, it will hardly
be possible to quit the castle, nurse.”

% Very true, my daughter, you reason like an angel ; I
will go and get my mantle and immediately bring that
poor woman the herbs and potmns which the surgeon has
prescribed.”

‘While saying so, the old dame rose from her seat and
started. '

« Ah !” joyously exclaimed Laura, as she heard the door
of the apartment close after her “dudgne,” as she called
her. “Ah, I am then free at last! A few minutes more
and perhaps * * After all, Catharine i 8o indulgent to
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me! She would not breathe a word of me to the Marquis
de 1a Roche. It will not be long now until he comes, and
that John de Ganay with him. * * 'What weariness! But
she too will be soon here ; she will come before them, my
gentle messenger, 'What good luck” .

Bounding with gayety, the niece of the marquis ran to a
narrow arch, embellished with colored glass, and raised the
lower frame. An amorous ray of the sun enveloped her at
once in the waves of its brilliant light, and extended softly
on the ground.

“For twenty minutes, Laura, with her arms resting on the
window-stool, interrogated the extent of the azure vault,
stripping the petals, 8o to speak, of an adorable medita-
tion. She began to grow impatient, however; when, at the
North, there appeared a black point.

¢« Addresse! my dear Addresse!” murmured the young
lady.

The point enlarged insensibly, assumed proportions, a
form slight and lank. It was a pigeon cutting the atmos-
phere with its wings. It approaches—it approaches! Al-
ready one can distinguish its white plumage and its slender
neck, girded with a green band.

« Ah! dear Addresse,” repeated Laura ; “ then it is you;
I was not mistaken]”

Like a skilful pilot, examining the port after a perilous
voyage, the bird redoubled her zeal since she saw the beauti-
ful head of Laura extending over the embrasure of the
window. It had passed the wall of the castle, and glided
over the external ramparts, but had not time to receive
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the reward of its voyage, when suddenly a report was
heard, and the young lady grew pale, then uttered a
piercing cry. However, she immediately, recovered her
presence of mind. Then she projected her person outside
the windaw-stool, and saw the bird flapping its wings, and
entangled in the foliage of a moulding, a few feet above
her. Below, on the wall, were soldiers laughing loudly and
felicitating one of their companions, whose murderous arm
had wounded the innocent creature. Delighted with his
dexterity, the soldier who did the harm laughed louder
than the rest; but at the sight of the niece of their lord
all were silent, and soon disappeared. The young heiress
could then without the fear of being surprised, lower
herself more, stretch out her arm and seize the unfortunate
pigeon ; she took it softly, drew it to her, and returned to
her seat. .

The bird had its thigh broken. Laura could not restrain.
her tears.

¢ Poor thing !” said she, in broken accents, “ it will never
get well.”

o ‘washed the wound carefully, drew from
sh the bloody down which sullied it, and
ured herself that the lead had only grazed
- tendons, she took from the nock of the
ribbon, and brought it tenderly to her bed.
f good Succor,” said she, “have pity on my

I will burn in your honor four large
med wax, and give a beautiful napkin of
or your altar, if you will preserve her to me
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in life and health, or else put to death the scoundrel of a
soldier who has caused her death!”

This invocation being ended, Laura de Kersko&n unrolled
the ribbon, which she had put into her bosom, introduced
it into a bronze decanter, suspended from her waist by a
chain of the same metal, and withdrew it at the end of five
seconds. The original color had disappeared ; it was brown
and marked with brown characters. In the twinkling of an
eye, the young girl had devoured these characters, and all
her members trembled with fright.

At this moment the sound of a trumpet awakened the
echoes of the manor. Laura precipitated herself to the win-
dow, her eyes riveted on the esplanade near the draw-
bridge of the principal entrance.

“The Marquis de la Roche and John de Ganay!” ex-
claimed she in a fright. “ Holy Virgin! Bertrand is lost!”



CHAPTER IIL

THE MANOR.

Burer on the plateau of an abrupt rock, the manor 6f
Roche was one of the most redoubtable fortresses in Brit-
tany. Its general configuration resembled that of a tra-
pezium, of which the axis was directed to the northwest,
and of which the small side extended to the northeast.
This configuration was described by a boundary of ram-
parts, with an elevation of thirty feet. In the rear was
the chateau properly so called. Four large wings,
composed of cut stone, united to each other by square
towers, composed it. Still more to the rear, at the centre
of a vast court, rose the citadel to the height of twenty
toises, a sort of octagonal fortress, surmounted by a diadem
of projecting turrets. It was here the arms and munitions
were deposited, and where, in cases of necessity, the pris-
oners of war were confined to prevent their being rescued.
A deep sloping ditch, cut in the solid rock, and a wall
bristling with iron spikes, surrounded the fortress at the

L # O—— .
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. base. Five gates led to it; the two first situated beneath
a vault in the exterior rampart, and separated by an inter-
mediate portcullis, or-herse ; the two following being in the
body of the inhabited edifice, equally separated by an inter-
mediate portcullis; and the fifth placed at the base of the
fortresd. No surrounding ditch protected the first line of
fortifications, which were founded on perpendicular rocks,
impossible to be scaled. One could arrive at the chateau
only by a zigzag path, incrusted, so to speak, in the flank of
the mountain, and which crossed a drawbridge, under
which & very deep well had been made. Two masses of
granite, in the form of half moons, provided with numerous
battlements and loop-holes, defended this bridge.

. 'The chateau of La Roche had been constructed in the
fifteenth century by Aymon de la Roche on his return from
the crusades.. To this it is needless to add that the build-
ing was of the feudal style of architecture.

At the time the bugle sounded, an archer appeared
on the platform of the gate.

“Brittany and Navarre!” oried the marquis.

Immediately a rattling of chains on rollers was heard,
and the bridge was promptly lowered. The cavalcade en-
tered, the Marquis de la Roche taking the lead. Arrived
at the court of honor, he halted, gave some orders concern-
ing the captive, jumped from his horse, and made a sign to
the equerry to follow him. Taking a large stairway, they
descended to the armory and penetrated into an apartment
of the narrowest dimensions, contiguous to the hall. This
was the chamber of the Marquis de la Roche-Gommard.
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It bad a very sombre and very austere air; ome
might easily have mistaken it for the cell of a dominican.
Nothing to gratify the eye. The furniture consisted of
a camp-bed, simply covered with a bear’s skin, two tables,
covered with books, cards, stools, mathematical and astro-

" nomical instruments, some chests, and a sealéd casket on
the white-washed wall. The only ornament, worthy of at-
tention, was a large crucifix, in black wood, and of exquisite
purity of form. It was said that this crucifix was the work
of the famous Michael Angelo, which had been taken away
from the church of the Holy Spirit at the time of the civil
wars in Italy, and sold for a hundred silver marks to the
father of William de la Roche.

The Marquis took a seat, and drew from his pocket-book
a parchment, sealed with the arms of France and Navarre ;
he glanced over the contents, while John de Ganay stood a
few paces distant, in a respectful attitude. The pamhmenf.
contained these lines:

“We, Henry the Fourth, of the name, by the grace of
God King of France and Navarre, to our friend and faithful
subject of the Mesgonnets, chevalier of our order, counsell-
or in our council, and captain of fifty armed men, the Lord -
de la Roche, Marquis de Cotemmineal, Baron de Las, Vis-
count de Caventon et St. Lo, in Normandy, Viscount de
Travallet, Lord de 1a Roche-Gommard and Quermolac, de
Cornac, Benteguyno et Lescuit, conformably to the will
of the late King Henry IIL, have created Lieutenant-
General of the country of Canada, Hocheleja, Newfound-
land, river of the Great Bay Norembegne and the lands
adjacent, on the following conditions:-
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“That the Lord de la Roche will have particularly in
view the establishment of the Catholic faith; that his
authority will extend over all the men of war, both on
gea and land; that he will choose the captains, masters
of vessels, and pilots ; that he shall have a right to com-
mand them in all cases which he may deem necessary,
while- they can not, under any pretext, refuse to obey
him; that he may put the ships and crews, which he
will find in the ports of France, in,a seaworthy condi-
tion, raise as many troopa as he may wish, to make war,
build forts and cities, give them laws and punish their
transgressors or pardon them; grant to noblemen fiefs,
lordships, manors, counties, baronies, and other dignities,
subject to our sovereignty, according as he may deem
conducive to the good of the service, and to the others
of lower condition at such charge and annual rent as it
may please him to impose, but from which they will be
exempt the six first years, and longer, if he deems it
necessary; that on the return of his expeditiofi, he can
divide between those who made the voyage with him,
one third of all the gains and profits, retaining another
third for himself, and employing the remaining third to
meet the expenses of the war, fortifications, and other com-
mon expenses; that all the noblemen, merchants, and
others who will accompany him at their own expense, or
otherwise, can do so in full liberty, but that they will
not be permitted to carry on commerce without his
permission, and that under pain of the confiscation of their
ships, merchandise, and other effects ; that in case of dis-
ease or death he can, by will or otherwise, name one or

4
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two licutonants to tako his place; that he will have the
liberty in the whole kingdom to make a levy of workmen,
and other men necessary for the success of his enterprise 3
finally, that he will enjoy the same powers, privileges, im-
munities, and authorities of which the Lord of Roberval
had been gratified by the late King Francis L

¢ Given at our palace of the Louvre, in our good city of
Paris, this second day of January, of the year of grace one
thousand five hundred and ninety-eight, and of our reign
the ninth,

Signed, .
“ HENRY OF FRANCE AND OF NAVARRE.” *

¢ John,” said the marquis, when he had concluded the
reading.
¢ Monseigneur {”
“You have read the narrative of James Cartier ?”
~The equerry nodded affirmatively.
¢ And you are still resolved to accompany me ?” added
William de la Roche, closely scrutinizing the yonng man.
“Yes, sir,” replied the equerry without hesitation.
“The perils and dangers don’t frighten you 2”

*]t will be understood that the letter, which we have given here,
is but a very succinct abridgment of that which granted to Wil-
liam de 1a Roche the Lieutenancy of Canada. To have given the
letter entire would have been a superfluity, which would be in-
Jurious to tho dramatic interest of our recital,

o

.
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“T have descended from & family in which the term fear
has no meaning. On our coat of arms is engraved ‘Aduda-
ces fortuna juvat I’ which signifies that 8 man should never
be afraid when Ae is engaged in a noble enterprise.”

“Well,” said William, “I like to hear you speak of
fortune. But you understand the object of our expedi-
tion ?”

¢ To found a ocolony.”

“'This is not all,” replied the marquis warmly. ¢ Oh, it
isnot all! Isayitis the least inducement! My son, we
have to propagate the doctrines which Jesus Christ, our
Saviour, transmitted to the world through the medium of
the holy Roman Catholic and Apostolic Church ; we must
carry the torch of truth into the midst of ignorant and idol-
atrous people, who inhabit the forests of North America;
we must work out our own salvation, to merit heaven in con-
verting the Indians to our religion ! we must *(De la Roche
lowers his voice)” prevent the heretics—the Huguenots—
you understand me, John—from distilling on New France
the venom of their lying dogmas, as they have already tried
to do at Charlefort, at the instigation of Coligny !”

After this sortie, dictated by the religious fanaticism of
the time, De la Roche inclined his head on his breast, and
indulged in profound meditation. But if he had cast his
eyes on his equerry, he would have been surprised at the
change he had undergone in a few minutes. John de Gan-
ay was pale to lividness; his features contracted; his
muscles trembled, he seemed to combat with himself against
bitter anger, furiously bit his lips, as if to repress the
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words that flowed to his lips. By degrees, however, he
recovered his self-control, so that, when the marquis had
got over his revery, he was calm, or at least seemed so.

¢ You understood me ?”’ asked the Marquis de la Roche.

«I did,” coldly replied John.

¢ And you will come, the cross in one hand and the hoe
in the other, and if I succumb—"

-¢] will undertake the accomplishment of your last

wishes.”

¢ Mark you, J ohn,” said the marquis, rising, and taking
the hand of the viscount, which he found moist and eold :
¢“thank you, you will one day be the glory of Chris-
ti'anity.”

De Ganay retired, and William de la Roche went to
prostrate himself before his crucifix,




CHAPTER IV.
THE UNCLE AND HIS NIBNOH.

Lavra de Kerskoén was again seated in her chair, ab-
sorbed in thought.

¢ 'What folly! to write me that he will come this even-
ing! Did I not tell him that I expected my uncle? But
what signify these words: ¢ Fear nothing, my precautions
are well taken ; to-morrow, if you wish, we shall be united
by indissoluble ties.” Oh, .I tremble! What am I to do?
Dear Bertrand! heis capable of all—he loves me so much !
Why is it that a mortal enmity divides our parents?
But no, no! I shall never be the wife of any man in the
world but him! Oh, I would rather berry myself in a
cloister! Is notmy love just,is it not legitimate? Do Inot
owe my existence to this brave champion? Where should
I be without him, good St. Mary? At the peril of his life
he rescued me from the flames which devoured the con-
vent of my aunt. How handsome he is, how brave! And

yet so timid with me! confronting every danger, in order ,
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tc come and respire opg instant under the window of his
queen! What a differc 1o between him and that John de
G aay, whose a.ss'dmtles importune me! Besides, what can
the Marquis de la Roche think of him ? he seems to me not
a ~vyal Catholic, the Burgundian. I cease to think of him,
a1 .1 I have made the sign of the cross, and he always finds
sc_ e pretext for not being present at the holy sacrifice of
the mass. On the contrary, Bertrand mever fails to be
pr sent. Every Sunday, disguised as a serf, I see him
pi usly humhled in a corner of the village church, where
I regularly ace the death of our worthy chaplain. * *
T« some this evening, what imprudence! Would that I
ccdd warn him! Impossible, Addresse is too seriously
wounded! What resource then! Would that I knew where
he ' * * And that equerry who is strolling incessantly
on -, ramparts, telling the Marquis de la Roché to double
the guards, because that—because that—Bad plan, bad
plan; my uncle would suspect at once. What fatality!
Some magician has made a charm, that’s sure. * * I must
implore the aid of my merciful patroness!”

Having formed this design, the devoted young lady ran
to kneel before her crucifix. While thus prostrated, Wil-
liam de l1a Roche entered, without interrupting her. Not
wishing to trouble her meditations, he was about to retire,
for the rigid guardian was far from suspecting that it was
a nundane thought—a thought of a disobedient lover,
which thus absorbed the attention of his ward ; but sud-
denly the latter exclaimed :

% Oh, thank you, thank you, happy patroness, you have
gi'anted my petitions; he is saved !”
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«Who is this ?” asked the matq: 5. '
“ Monseigneur de la Roohe,” sta. mered Laura,
% Well, dear child, is it thus you,receive your uncle, a:m,r
. an absence of two months ?”

¢ Pardon, pardon,” said Laura, blushing. «I —"

You did not expect me, naughty girl,” replied Willia. .,
tenderly kissing her forehead. “But, thank heaven, o
have returned safe and sound, and all is ready for our a -
proaching departure [”

“ Your approaching departure

% Ah, my friend, you tremble beocause T take with me t. a
object of your thoughts] John de Ganay will accompax.y
me to New France. There, do not grieve, my 1 Lanra do nnt

lower your eyes to conceal your affliction. I prom ?
return him to you in a year, at most.” -

P © 2

¢ But, monseigneur ——” B

“ But what, mademoiselle ?” said he, sitting down and
taking her on his knee. v

“ But —" .

% Since I promise to return him to you, you are not
goingto be jealous of your old uncle. The separation will
fortify you both, and you will like me all the better for
having kept you asunder some time. You will pass your
widowhood under the abbess of the monastery of Blois.”

¢ But, uncle,” said the young lady, who recovered by de-
grees from her emotion, “have you not told me that you
had deferred the project of founding a colony at New
France ?”
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“Ah!” replied the marquis, smiling, “it is less my pro-
Ject of colonization than the colonist, whom I take with me,
that calls forth this insidious question.”

“You have then obtained your letters-patent ?” said she,

with an agitation which escaped the attention of her inter-
locutor.

¢ Better still,” replied he, “I have escaped the trap
which had been set for me by the Duke de Merceeur.”

Laura started.

“Dear child,” said De la Roche, pressing’ her affection- -

ately to his bosom ; “you will pardon me for leaving you,
but the voice of God speaks to my conscience—I must go.
A new Peter the Hermit, I bear the banner of the Roman
Church in the midst of infidels, and soon the opposite
shores of the Atlantic will ring with the praises of the All-
Powerful. Courage, my da.ughte’r ! Offer your soul to God,
this will aid you to support this trial.”

Laura was sensible. Brought up by William de la
Roche, who had spoiled her, she cherished him as a father.
If the long expeditions of her guardian had never fright-
ened her, at that epoch of civil wars, theidea of a voyage
across the Ocean to countries supposed to be much more
distant than they really were—this idea, we say, could not
fail to make her sad. She burst into tears. Persuaded
that these tears had his equerry for their object much more
than himself, William tried to console her with caresses.
Then, imagining that he supplied a sovereign balm for the
grief of his niece, he said, when withdrawing:

ISP VS
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¢ Never mind, my child; dry your tears. You will be
betrothed before we embark.”

Assgoon a8 he had left the room, Laura tapped three times
on a gong with asilver wand. Her waiting-maid, a young,
courteous, and handsome Picardian appeared.

¢ Luzette, who is the sergeant of the guard at the gate
of the chateau?” The abigail turned her eye with a know-
ing air and replied :

“It is Goliath!”

“ Go down to the office, and tell the butler not to forget
his post to-night. You understand me!”

¢ Mademoiselle will be obeyed,” said Luzette, bowing.

% Ah, I am indisposed—I will not go to supper |”

Luzette made a second bow and retired.

“ By this means,” exclaimed the niece of the marquis,
¢ perhaps I may succeed in securing his safety.”



CHAPTER V.
THE TROUBADOTUR.

¢ CoMz, Sergeant Goliath, another glass of that gener-
- ous cider with which we have been gratified by the noble
Laura de Kerskoén.”

“Fill up, fill up, Hare-Ear, for by the good day my
tongue is as dry as charcoal, and my-stomach resounds like
an empty barrel.”

A brave demoiselle is our young lady of the manor!” ;

added Hare-Ear, filling a wooden porringer, which he
handed to the sergeant. A
“By my life, you speak truly,” replied the latter; ¢a
brave demoiselle, without doubt!” He raised the goblet
to his lips: but suddenly he stopped, and cocked his ear.
%“'What’s the matter, Goliath? It would seem that you
hear something.”

¢ Surely I do, by jingo I hear—=—, Don’t you hear ?”
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By the halfopen door of the guard-house the evening
breeze bears these well-known words, chanted in slow and
harmonious style:

Jadis souloilent par prouesce,

Des aventures qu’ ils ciolent

Faire des lais par remembranes
Lu’on ne les mist en oubliance . . .

¢ Oh, oh, by jingo, this announces to us, if I don’t very
much mistake, the jovial troubadour who has given us so
much solace and pleasure of late. This will be a precious
windfall for us to receive into our chamber. He will recount
to us the valiant histories of the brave Americans, and will
not fil to relate to us once more the marvelous adven-
tures of the Chevalier Bertrand of Guesclin.”

“ And also the expedition of the four sons of Montglave,”
eaid Hare-Ear. “At the end of winter, when the pleasant
weather of summer commences, and one sees the trees flou-
rish and the flowers bud.”

% Not so fast, comrade—not so fast!” interposed a third
halberdier; ¢let us haste and make merry—that’s all very
well, but let us enforce the countersign. The alarm is
sounded.”

% Oh, that’s but a small affair,” said Goliath. “Let our
gallant minstrel be introduced. I will answer for all”

% No, indeed, sergeant ; no, indeed,” replied the other
obstinately ; “you will answer perhaps with your neck.
That’s your affair; but my intention is not to neglect on
any account the duties for which I am responsible.”
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% By Jupiter, it is my opinion, old whiner, Balafi, that
you will not be satisfied until I cool your blood with the
. balm of my steel.”

Balafié was going to retort, but one of the halberdiers
handed him the porringer, which still continued to go the
rounds. The perfume of the sparkling liquor appeased the
wrath of the trooper, and after having drunk, he said :

« At all events, do as you like; I will wash my hands
out of it as Pontius Pilate did on the-occasion of pronounc-
ing judgment against our Redeemer.”

¢ By jingo, you are right in consenting ——

% But, sergeant,” objected some of the soldiers, ¢if our
redoubtable master, the Marquis de Ia Roche, came to know
that we had received a strangerin our guard-house.?

“ By my life, who would dare to tell him? has he a spy
among us ”

This interrogation imposed silence on the reluctant. For
therest, the song of the troubadour was so poetical, so har-
monious, that it would have softened a rock. At this mo-
ment he began to sing the old romance of Brittany, of
which Thibault, Count de Champagne, has left us a trans-
lation,—accompanying himself on his fiddle:

Las! si j’avais pouvoir d’ oublier

Ba beauté, sa beauté, son bien dire,
Et son trés-doux, trés-doux regarder,
Finirait mon martyre,



81 '

“There are not two throats like that in all the world, by
jingo ; it is that of our bard; he will not sleep at the tav-
ern, if for that act of charity I were to be flogged with
rods until the blood began to flow. There, send for the
sentinel” ‘

In a few minutes the sentry arrived in the guard-room
of the chateau De la Roche, where this scene passed.

¢« Ah, ’tis you, Courtevue,” said Goliath, “ who has been
singing at such an hour under the walls of the chatean ?”

“The American troubadour.”

« Alone.”

“ Alone, sergeant.”

“Let the bridge be lowered, by Jupiter! we have stilla
pitcher full, and we will spend a pleasant night.”»

After these words, the commander of the pbst went out
to meet the host that chance brought him.

The enormous pannel of thick planks described slowly
its quarter of a circle, and re-covered the well which was at
the entrance of the fortifications.

“ Qui vive ?” cried Goliath, perceiving a shadow cross
the darkness of night. In response to his query he received
this stanza:

“ Pour débaucher, par un doux style,
Femme ou fille de hon maintien,
Point ne faut de vieille subtile,
Frore Lubin le fera bien.”
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“Is it you, by jingo, my bard ?» Squatted before the
bridge, the shade continued its ballad :

“ Je presche en théologien ;
Mais pour boire de belle eau claire,
Faites-la boire & votre chien:
Frere Lubin ne le peut faire.”

¢ Ah, bravo! bravo!” exclaimed Goliath, wringing his
hands, ¢ Come, my gay nightingale, you will pump at an-
other reservoir, than a cold fountain. And by the horns
of the devil—"

But before he had finished this phrase, ten vigorous fin-
gers pressed his neck with their steel mnsclesé a poignard
‘was placed at his breast, and he fell into the well without
uttering even a sigh, .



CHAPTER VL
THE ATTACK.

Duzine this time Viscount de Ganay promenaded on the
rampart, a8 well to assure himself that the sentinels were at
their posts as to meditate.

The weather, delightful in the morning, became gloomy
in the afternoon, and at this moment the dark heavy
clouds glided lazily through the sky. The darkness was
profound ; but at short intervals a dazzling flash tore with
sloping flame the thick mantle of the firmament, and illu-
minated the high towers of the chateau.

No breeze disturbed the air; one respired a thick atmo-
sphere, charged with electricity.

In the distance the sea roared, bresking its waves
against the beach, and betimes the hoarse cry of the
screech-owl also disturbed the silence of the night.

; . \

The equerry felt himself overwhelmed with sadness;
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“She has not come to meet me,” thought he; * she has
not presided at supper, under pretext of indisposition ;-and
yet, I am pretty sure, I have seen her at the window when
the marquis caused the bugle to be sounded for lowering
the drawbridge. It is strange! Could I be deceived?
Has she not loved me? Not to love me! Oh, it is im-
possible! A hundred times I have spoken to her of my
love; mever, it is true, has she avowed me. 'What an im-
penetrable mystery is the heart of 8 woman! Ah! I am
foolish to make myself weary; is it not she that sprigged
the scarf I wear round my waist? Is it not she that has
given it to me? Still these cursed suspicions! Eh, who
would she love then? Since she left the convent she has
remained at the chateau, neither receiving nor seeing any-
body. Bah, I am, indeed, foolish to ! What's this ?
It seems to me that some one calls.”

J ohn, who happened to be beneath the window of Laura,.

raised his head. This window, we have omitted to say,
opens towards the south, opposite the outside gate of the
manor.

¢ Bertrand, is it you ?” said a voice. The viscount made
a vain attempt to pierce the obscurity which enveloped
him with its opaque folds; nothing; he distinguished
nothing ! ‘

Nevertheless, he was about to reply, when suddenly the
west was in a blaze of phosphorescent light, followed by a
formidable rolling of thunder, and a cry of terror.

“Laura de Kerskosn,” murmured De Ganay, who had
seen the young lady crouching at the window.

PSP SRR ———
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But before he was able to account to himself for the im-
pression made upon him by this incident, the celestial fire
bhad vanished, darkness had resumed its place, usurped
only for a moment, and a second cry, vigorous, wild, ex-
citing, disturbed the echoes of the manor :

“ Attention | attention! To arms! to arms!”

“ What’s this ?” asked John of an archer that passed
near him.

“The chatean is invested ! the chateau is invested !”’ re-
plied the latter, running as fast as his legs could carry him.

‘Without troubling himself, the equerry ran towards the
upper guard-house, where was deposited the handle for
raising and lowering the portcullis. The greatest confusion
reigned among the soldiers.

“ Lower the herse!” cried the viscount.

“ But the enemy has already passed the fortifications,”
observed one of the guards.

% No matter ! no matter! Let his retreat be cut off.”

And while the soldiers hastened to obey this order, John
ran to the staircase, which led to the gate of the chateau
proper. It debouched on the southern part of the trape-
zium ; the equerry pressed his steps in that direction ; but,
quickly as he went, he was odtstripped by the assailants
who rushed tumultuously towards the drawbridge.

Already the noise of the attack was heard all over. The
big clock of the fortress sounded the alarm. Aroused from
sleep,- the ga