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14 EPISTLE DEDICATORY

In the press of the present-day commercialism, in
literature especially, it was not easy to reincarnate,
or rather revitalize, the ozone-bereft atmosphere of
the “lean days” when to exist was the chief end of
man; and I have touched hardly more than here or
there, like a bird in its flight northward through the
first spring days, hardly dropping the wing until the
rugged shores of the Passamaquoddy had been passed
and Du Monts’ famous Isle de St. Croix but filled
the vision.

It has been a most delightful journey, and its com-
panionships have been most varied and interesting.
Ghostly footsteps have kept me company and ghostly
voices have whispered their secrets in my ears. The
musty smell of long unused garrets has been the pre-
vailing odor,— the spiritless smell of long-ago gath-
ered mints and herbs that powder at the touch of
alien hands, the garnishings of the ancient rooftrees.
It has been a vision of delicately hand-carved wains-
cotings; of anciently tiled fireplaces; comfortable, old-
fashioned high-backed settles, and high-boys, too; of
quaintly-wrought door-knockers; silent, mouldy halls;
blear-eyed windows; fireless and long deserted hearths;
decrepit chimneys; houses sightless, tenantless, lone,
and friendless —and of unkempt hollows afield,
relics of human toil and hope and baffled aspiration,
“that speak of a people with hearts as warm and hands
as willing as our own.

Ghostly handwritings these, but possessing in-
finite charm and variety of story. It may be, how-
ever, that these volumes are worth more for the sug-
























22 PREFACE

But what is a preface other than a white feather
from the plumage of the farm chanticleer with which
the housewife tests the quality of the lye (this word
is readily susceptible of another spelling) in the soap-
making days! It may be a tuning-fork which one
lightly taps against one’s anticipations, as if to sound
the key to which the author has pitched his compo-
sition.

I prefer, however, to regard it as a boutonniére
which the author has pinned lovingly, solicitously,
to the lapel of his volume, with a hope to disarm, in a
degree, the hypereritical individual who is never
satisfied with his ink-horn until he has dropped a
lump of potash into it so he may color the nib of his
pen with its violet flame, and, as well, to win a glance
of pleased appreciation. The author is like a guest
whose foot for a moment presses the inner thresh-
old, who, after a pleasant greeting from those who
know him best, is merged into the throng which has
preceded him. Happy is he, indeed, if his hostess
kindly suggests: “ You must not hurry away, my
friend — we must have a talk over the old times.”
So he waits patiently, to be remembered and sought
out later, for all the multiplicity of gentle anxieties
that come with the entertaining of many guests; or,
to be forgotten.

I have somewhat more to write of the times so old
that the memory of man goeth not back to even their
latter days, and of a people whose ways were cast in
a rude mould, and whose burial-places Nature has
long since obliterated. Let me play the host with
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Where once the hoary hem-
locks leaned
O’er Panawanskek’s tide,
Or moored Du Monts his
hull of oak
Its yellow sands beside,
The sailors still lean o’er the
rail,
The sea-gulls seream and
wheel,
Not whiter than the smokes
that trail
From our swift steeds of

O, fast and far, the shad-

ows fly!
The mists steal up the
stream;
From Pentagoét’s dusky
pines

The fires of Castin gleam;
The phantoms of a hundred
brands
Athwart the woodlands
reel,

31

























THE LAND OF ST. CASTIN 45

London, to the Cardinal Wolsey. According to the
chronicles of Grafton and Hall, these ships were sent
out by the king, May 20, 1527. Rut’s ship was the
Mary of Guilford. The other was the Sampson,
which was supposed to have been lost in a storm
along the Norumbega coast, the northeastern ex-
tremity of which was Cape Breton. Rut was sup-
posed to have made some explorations of the country.
Hakluyt alleges the fact that Rut searched “the
state of those unknown regions.”

It was in 1539 that Norumbega caught the glory of
the western sum, when the Dieppe captain wrote a
narrative in which the country from Breton to
Florida was painted in glowing colors; and three years
later the River of Norumbega (Penobscot) was de-
seribed on Jean Alfonse Gastaldi’s map. Ramusio
narrows the territorial limits from Breton to the par-
allel of New Jersey. On Lok’s map (1582) Norum-
bega appears as an island, with the Penobscot as its
southern boundary. In 1620 Captain John Smith
bounds Norumbega on the south by Virginia, while
Champlain limits it to the Province of Maine; and it
was up the great river of the Panawanskek and around
the site of old Pentagoét that he sought for the fabled
capital in the early fall of 1604. It was a magnificent
dream, that lingered in the brain of Heylin as late as
1669,— a city of houses upheld by pillars of silver
and crystal, and of which Francis I. made Roberval
the patentee and, according to Charlevoix, Lord of
Norumbega, a freak of credulity that shook with
jolly laughter the sides of Mare Lescarbot, who had
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been able, of all this towered city, to find only a few
huts of bark.

The first Englishman here who can be located with
any certainty is the original promoter of ancient
Norumbega, David Ingram. His story was one of
hardship, having been marooned by Captain John
Hawkins in October of 1568 on the coast of the Gulf
of Mexico, by reason of lack of ship supplies. There
were about a hundred of these sailors set ashore when
Hawkins sailed away. Whither they drifted, or what
became of them, is unknown, with the exception of
Ingram and two companions. Ingram, aware of the
fact that the waters of northern America were fre-
quented for fish, and that, in that direction, he was
more than likely to come across his country-people,
and having a wholesome fear of the Spaniards, by
whom the country where Hawkins dropped him
was infested, turned to the trails tending in that
course. What became of his “twentie” companions
is not recorded, but Ingram, Brown, and Twid kept
to the coast, living on roots, or now and then supping
with the friendly savage, to cross Massachusetts into
Maine. So Ingram kept on until he reached the Penob-
scot River. It was here he, like John of Patmos, saw
unrolled before his wondering gaze a rich and splendid
city, populous and of wide extent, whose constructive
material was silver and precious stones, and whose
metalled roofs glistened in the sun like molten gold.
The miracle was so complete that he was able to
traverse its length, where he was amazed at the fine
and costly peltries which the people used for mats
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his Miinchausen-like stories. The more stories he told,
the more fertile grew his imagination, the wider his
vocabulary, and marvel crowded the heels of other
marvels. Greatest of all was the magnificent city
to which he held the keys for a little, which he located
in the deeps of the Penobscot woods, through which
ran a mighty river where pearls were to be had for
the fishing. It was a popular tale, and it had to be oft
repeated. It was infectious, for others had heard of
it, and corroborated Ingram, as if they hoped to share
with the sailor wizard something of his growing cel-
ebrity. He had a train of gaping listeners at his heels,
and for a time he held his audience fairly well, until
his embellishments had become so profuse that they
were stamped by the most credulous as figments of
a disordered brain, which was a sensible solution of
the wondrous tale.

Ingram’s stories were not without their use. The
public attention was attracted to the strange country,
and over their mugs of good brown ale the good folk
talked and drank and drank and talked until the
tavern-keeper was fain to rake up his fire and get to
bed. Cupidity was at the bottom of it all. It had the
glamour of a get-rich-quick-and-easy scheme, some
germs of which, it may truthfully be said, still linger
in the air one breathes. Vessels were fitted out and
men sailed away to look for themselves upon the
fabled scene. One of these expeditions was that of
Sir Humphrey Gilbert, 1578, of which Dee’s Diary
has a mention under the date of August 5, 1578:
“Mr. Raynalds, of Bridewell, took his leave of me as
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terprise was promoted by Sir Francis Walsingham,
Secretary of State. Three months later Ferdinando
had returned. It was the first recorded English ex-
pedition to Norumbega. It is uncertain as to what
part of the Norumbega country he made his way, but
it was no doubt in the vicinity of the Penobscot. No
account is given as to the results of the voyage. A
year later, however, John Walker, the first English-
man to part the waters of the Penobscot, made the
voyage in the service of Sir Humphrey Gilbert. He
sailed into the river of Norumbega, explored its shores,
and made the acquaintance of the natives, to cor-
roborate Allefonsce and Ingram as to its furs, which
were abundant and of great richness. He found a
silver-mine from which one writer avers considerable
gold and silver has been taken, but that could not
have been in Maine. He engaged in the fur trade,
loaded his ship, and then set sail for France, where he
disposed of his cargo at a round price, getting as much
as forty shillings each for the “hides’” he had secured
of the natives. He would have found as excellent a
market in England as in France; but, like the later
James Rosier, he perhaps did not care to take the
English public into his confidence, no doubt intend-
ing to return to the region of the Penobscot for further
commodities of a similar nature. Much secrecy was
practised in those days, as all such ventures from
English ports were of a private character and de-
pended upon individual resources for their prosecu-
tion.

Three years later, 1583, Sir Humphrey Gilbert
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try he saw to the southward he believed to be Asia.
Hakluyt mentions this voyage across Massachusetts
Bay, and Alfonce has been declared to be the discov-
crer of that wide expanse of water. It is a curious
coincidence that Alfonce and Champlain came from
the same Pyrenean province. The new world at that
time did not attract much attention in France, and
it has been said that Frenchmen had little, if any,
knowledge of the credulities of Hakluyt, or the more
curious work of Purchas. A history of France was
issued at Amsterdam in 1720 under the auspices of
the Jesuits, and written by Father Daniel, in which a
single mention of the settlements of New France is
made. One finds there the names of Cartier, Rober-
val, Champlain, and that is all; although over a hun-
dred years had elapsed since the founding of Port
Royal, and a full century had gone since the estab-
lishment of the Jesuit missions at Montreal, along the
Chaudiere, and amid the Norridgewock wilderness in
Maine. It was not for lack of space, for the work was
comprised in six huge volumes. It is possibly charge-
able to lack of data, which suggests ignorance.

The Gulf of Maine is one of the four great gulfs on
the east coast of North America. On the north is the
great hammer-head of Nova Scotia, while on the
south is the erooked out-reaching arm of Cape Cod.
The history of the early discoveries may be said to
have begun with this broad sheet of water, undigni-
fied by a name until the Spanish navigators desig-
nated it as the “ Arcipelago de Tramontana ”’ (North-
ern Archipelago), to afterward distinguish it by the
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ing down upon us from all sides in such numbers,
that you might have supposed them to have been a
flight of starlings. . . . And all this people was
clothed in skins of wild animals, which they call
‘Rabatatz.” Now considering their aspect and man-
ner of proceeding, we mistrusted them, and went on
board our vessel. But they, perceiving our fear,
lifted their hands into the air, making signs that we
should not mistrust them; and for making us still
more sure, they sent to our vessel some of their
principal men, which brought us provisions. In
recompense of this, we gave them a few trinkets
of alow price, by which they were highly pleased.
“The next morning I, with some others, was com-
missioned to meet them, and to know whether they
would be inclined to assist us with more vietuals, of
which we were very much in need. But having en-
tered into the house, which they call ‘Canoque,” of
a certain little king of theirs, which called himself
‘Peramich,” we saw several killed animals hanging
on the beams of the said house, which he had pre-
pared (as he assured us) to send to us. This chief gave
us a very hearty welcome, and to show us his affec-
tion, he ordered to kindle a fire, which they call
¢ Azista,” on which the meat was to be put and fish,
to be roasted. Upon this, some rogues came in to
bring to the king the heads of six men which they had
taken in war and massacre, which terrified us, fear-
ing that they might treat us in the same way. But
toward evening we secretly retired to our ship with-
out bidding good-bye to our host. At this he was very
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“Seeing the good affection and will of this old man,
some twenty of us went again on land, and every one
of us with his arms; and then we went to his lodgings,
where we were treated, and presented with what he
possessed. And meanwhile great numbers of people
arrived, caressing us and offering themselves to give
us pleasure, saying that they were our friends. Late
in the evening, when we were willing to retire and to
take leave of the company with actions of gratitude,
they would not give us leave. Men, women, children,
all entreated us zealously to stay with them, crying
out these words: ‘Cazigno agnyda hoa’ (my friends
do not start from here; you shall sleep this night with
us). But they could not harrangue so well as to per-
suade us to sleep with them. And so we retired to our
vessel; and having remained in this place five full
days, we weighed anchor, parting from them with a
marvellous contentment of both sides, and went out
to the open sea.”

Kohl accepts this relation and classes it with that
of Gomez and Ribero, 1525 and 1529, respectively.
What strikes one as most important in this story of
a visit to the River of Norumbega is the placing here
of a fort and a settlement of the French before 1556.
If the statement is to be believed, here then, upon
the upper tide-waters of the Penobscot, instead of
upon the little island off Calais, was the first Euro-
pean foothold. It may have been a summer station
for those who came into the Penobscot to fish, and
the fort nothing more than a barrier of palisadoes
of the rudest character; but were it nothing more
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departed from them, the people showed all signes of
discourtesie and disdaine, as were possible for any
creature to invent. We were in despight of them
two or three leagues within the land, being in num-

ber twenty-five armed
men of us. And when
we went on shore
they shot at us with
their bowes, making
great outeries, and
afterwards fled to
the woods.

“We found not in this land anything notable or of
importance saving very great woods and certaine
hills; they may have some mineral matter in them,
because we saw many of them have beadstones of
Copper hanging at their eares. We departed from
thence, keeping our course north-east along the coast,
which we found more pleasandt champion and with-
out woods, with high mountains within the land.”
[These were undoubtedly the White Mountains, often
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IV. It was burned in the Great Fire of London, and
was rebuilt, only to be removed years later, when it
was found to be in the way of those approaching Lon-
don Bridge. A statue of William IV. now adorns the
site of the old hostelry, once the scene of many a
wild carrousal, from old Sir John Falstaff, ne Sir
John Oldcastle, down to the days when David In-
gram sought its reeky atmosphere, its brown ale,
and its famous traditions.

The fog has choked Eastcheap with its smother-
ing damp and drizzle, and here or there the blinking
torch of the link-boy flares like a will-o’-the-wisp.
Huge shadows dance up and down, or grow and lessen
upon the opaque wall of the stagnant vapor. Across
the narrow street lays a bar of light, and above it
swings a cumbersome sign from its Flemish-wrought
iron crane. In the dim light one makes out the
bristly head of the boar, and near by is the gate to
the tavern yard. On the street gable is the wide
French window with its latticed panes, dripping with
wet outside, while within they are smudged, like the
oaken rafters and the wainscoted walls, with the reek
of two centuries. Flanked by huge red jambs, the
fire smolders on the ample hearth, and over the
sanded floor the little tables and the heavy stools are
thronged with roysterers who eat or drink between
their quips and jests, knight and swashbuckler ban-
dying oaths in turn, while the landlord, red-faced,
rotund, and smug, watches the lad at the spit, or
serves a turn at the ale-casks, where they

“Sit on their ale-bench with their cups and cans,”
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there were great heaps of shells. I made some con-
versation with them by signs, pointing to the east-
ward as the direction I was going, whereupon they
signified to me that there were many wide and deep
streams in my way. They were very friendly and in-
formed me that they had seen a ship going toward the
sun, a little before; but they gave me to eat and some
soft furs to rest myself upon, after which I found
myself greatly refreshed, and able to go on my jour-
ney, which I was about to do, but they restrained
me by their entreaties, so that I remained with them.
They cooked their fish by heating some stone piles
with great fires, after which they drew the coals and
brands to heap the hot stones with the fish which
had shells about them, covering them with sea-weed.
After they had cooked a while, the heaps were un-
covered, after which they fell to eating with great
appetites until nothing but the shells were left. This
feasting was kept up for some days, after which they
took to their canoas taking me along. They called
the place Saccadahock, and which was on the shore
of a river which had many mouths. They were a
comely people but for their skins, which were of a
copper color. The young women were handsome and
graceful, and so much were they taken with me that
I was offered one of the prettiest wenches to wife
would I consent tolive with them. They were finely
dressed in soft skins, and were very dignified in their
manner. They told me that their king, the Bashaba,
lived to the eastward in a great city, and pointing to
the gold ornaments in their ears, they told me the
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land, and our supper was made off the remains of the
fish which we had on the island.

“A fire was made as before, and guided by its
light, the other of the Sagamo’s people came who had
followed on behind, until all were gathered about the
fire, which was very comfortable as the wind had
risen and was blowing in freshly from seaward. The
fire was very cheerful, and the people sat around it
in a circle, the men smoking very handsome stone -
pipes, one of which was given me, wherewith I sol-
aced myself to my perfect contentment. There was
no conversation carried on, but one strange thing I
noticed the next morning; all were up betimes, and,
as the sun came up, they all turned to the east and
ducked their heads in that direction, soberly, by which
I gathered that they had some sort of a religion. They
have a devil they call Collochio, that appears as a
black dog with the eyes of a calf. When they raked
the ashes open wherein were great coals and the fire
was renewed quickly. It was a time of the year when
the salmon run in the river, and of which several were
caught by the use of a long picked stick of spruce-
wood with a fish-bone fastened to it by delicate
thongs, and which fish I at once recognized as having
seen occasionally in our London markets, but much
larger.

“A part of the forenoon was spent in waiting for
the tide to turn so we might go up stream the more
casily. When the tide had set in, we again took to
the river, which was of great width at that place,
and made a comfortable passage until the end of the
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ing me that strangers were allowed within its walls
only by the consent of the Bashaba to whom he
would send a messenger as soon as we made the
shore, which he did. We spent the night under the
shadows of some great trees from which hung mighty
lengths of gray mosses that were as soft as lace, the
tops of which I could not see, and I could hardly
sleep for the desire to see the city.

“Whenwe had shaken off our sleep, and the Sagamo
had bent his head several times toward the sunrise,
he called the messenger who said the Bashaba would
send an escort down the river to meet the stranger
with the royal insignia,— the tail of a horse,— and
that he should put himself into their hands, and des-
ignated the place of the meeting of the canoas. With
that, we went out upon the river again and paddled
up the stream to a place where the river forked, where
a fleet of gilded canoas awaited us, which were much
larger than those I had seen at the place they called
Saccadahock, and which were made of thin plates of
beaten copper and ribbed and curiously fastened,
while our canoas were made of the bark of the birch
sewed with the rootlets of the spruce and caulked
with the pitch from the pines that I saw everywhere.
In fact it seemed to be a country where there was
much pine, more than of other woods.

“I there left my Sagamo, to go with a salvage who
waved a horse’s tail in the air, nor did I see him again,
as he at once turned away and went down the river
to his people who belonged in another part of the
country. We passed up-stream swiftly and were soon
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followed as it ran away from the river, until, finally
we stopped before a house which I understood was for
the king’s guests, the entrance to which was rich and
massy in fine metals. Upon entering, I found the
room ample and hung with tapestries of exceeding
fine furs, the floor being covered with the same so
that our feet made not the slightest sound. The upper
part was reached by a rude stairway of polished cedar,
which suggested to me that these people were not so
expert in the use of woods as of metals. At their top
I found another room much like that below, with
abundance of furs whereon I was to sleep, and it was
then that my escort left me to my own conceit. As
I had eaten nothing through the day I began to feel
some need of food, and upon going below again, I was
much surprised to see a pretty wench who had brought
me in a platter of fish and venison, along with a pot
of wine. After I had eaten and she had taken the dish
away, which I noticed was of pure gold, she again re-
turned with a suit of clothes made of softly-dressed
skins of the deer and minded me of a fine chamois,
and which she signified was to take the place of the
tattered garb which I had kept about me on my
journey from that place where we were marooned.
For buttons, there were fine thongs of tanned deer-
skin which the wench showed herself very handy
about, after which she told, me she was my fsooes,
which was the salvage for woman, and would tend
my fire and which they make of a white turf that
smells like musk.

“I found my leather clothes and the moceasins
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1kizoos. One thing I noted, which was that the tsooes
did all the work, while all the warriors were much on
the hunt, or after furs. I saw as many fine furs as
would lade all the ships of the Thames, and Dart-
mouth and Bristol, besides. Their grain is as big as a
man’s fist. All the salvages wore rings of gold in their
ears, and strings of pearls about their necks, while
some of them had their hair, which is very long and
black, hooped with gold bands. Gold was more com-
mon with these people than lead is with us, and in al-
most every house was a bucket of pearls. I was much
inclined to stay with them longer but hearing that a
canoa with white wings had been seen to the east-
ward, I signified to the Bashaba that I must go to my
home over the sea. He embraced me, and with a
promise that I would come again, he set me on my
way to the St. John River, with a guide, whereat I
found a French ship in which I made my way to
France, and thence across the Channel to the Boar’s
Head where I have tried to interest divers adventu-
rers to make the voyage to this marvellous city of
Norombega.”

The fortunes of Ingram and his companions are
colored with all the romance and fascinating terrors
of the tales of days when piracy was rife along the
Carribean reefs from Great to Little Tobago Islands;
and one cannot forbear recalling for a moment their
relations, if for no more than a taste of the waters
that in boyhood days, and somewhat before the ad-
vent of Oliver Optic, made up the sum of a winter
evening’s pleasure, with only the light of the huge
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they were to depart; the weather was then somewhat
stormey and tempestuous, and therefore we were to
passe with greate danger, yet notwithstanding theere
was no remedy, but that we that were appointed to
go away, must of necessitie doe so.

“Howbeit those that went in the first boate were
safely set ashoare, but of them that went in the sec-
ond boate, of which number I was one, the seas
wrought soe high that we could not attayne to the
shoare, and therefore we were constrained through
the cruel dealing of John Hampton, Captain of the
Mqinion, and John Saunders, boatswain of the Jesus,
and Thomas Pollard, his mate, to leape out of the
boate into the Maine sea, having more than a mile to
shoare, and soe to shift for ourselves, and either to
sink or to swimme.”

One would hardly expect other treatment from a
hardened crew whose brutish instincts were so well
cultivated by the slave trader Hawkins, whose
vaunted exploits as a colleague of the famous English
sea-dog Drake had, after all this brutality, found
place in English story. Hawkins made the port of
London January 20, 1568, after a very favorable run
home.

There is a narrative by Job Hortrop, an English-
man of Hawkins’ crew, who was not heard of for
many years. It is a strange and unreal story, and is
curiously entitled, “THE RARE Trauailes of Iob
Hortrop, an Englishman who was not heard of in
three and twentie years space. Wherein is declared
the dangers he escaped in his voiage to Gynnie, when
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boy: but for so doing, the Indian Captaine smote the
boy with his bow in the necke, that he lay for dead,
and willed us to follow him, which we did.”

This party, hoping to save something of their chat-
tels by so doing, divided itself into halves and started
anew for the Pamlico, but only to be again set upon
by another band of savages. Hortrop. says these
last ““ left us naked as wee were born of our mothers.”
Eight more were killed, and it is supposed that the
remainder of the erew got to the Spanish settlement
safely.

As a whole, Hortrop’s story is a romance, and the
hardships which were his lot were various and almost
incredible. He was sold into slavery by the Span-
iards, and he did not get back to England until twenty
years after, a broken old man, whose recollection of
the slave-trading voyages of Hawkins was ever col-
ored by the Nemesis of an avenging spirit. One sees
him start in his sleep, smarting under the whip of his
taskmaster, and hears him erying out — only to find
it all a terrifying dream, and, while the chill perspira-
tion dries upon his face, he sleeps again, his brain re-
peopled with the weird phantasmagoria that begins
with the slave-decks of Hawkins, to run down through
the years of his own bondage.

In the year 1582 Ingram was subpcenaed by the
English Government to describe the countries through
which he had passed in his “ trauailes,” and the man-
useript is still to be seen in English State Paper Office.
It is an ineredible tale, but Sir Humphrey Gilbert was
sufficiently credulous, so that it accelerated his prep-
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air very red as they fly.” One finds this in Ingram’s
sworn statement: “The Kings in those Cuntries
are clothed with painted or Coulored garments &
therebie ye maie knowe them, & thei weare great
precious stones which commonly are rubies, being
VI (4) ynches long & 2 ynches broad, and yf the same
be taken from them eyther by force or fight, thei are
presentlie deprived of their Kingdomes.

“All the people generallie do weare manillions or
bracelets as big as a mannes fynger uppon eche of their
armes, and the like on the small of eche of their legge,
whereof commonly one ys golde & two silver, and
manie of the women alsoe doe weare greate plate of
golde covering ther bodies in manner of a paier of
Curette (Cuirass) & manie braceletts & chains of
greate perle.”

It was a tale to arouse the cupidity of the most
unimpressionable — a tale suitably embellished, and
which ranked him as one of the Munchausens of his
time. If it did not, it was not because he had not
practised at the tune whose harmonies became so
seductivetohis wonder-struck audiences at the various
London taverns he was wont to frequent. His tale of
marvels, seen and imagined, was bruited far and wide.
It crossed the channel to tickle the ears of the French,
whose ears were ever to the ground to catch whatever
might entertain, then as now. Then they began to
cast their eyes to the westward to this El Dorado,
and schemes of colonization began to ferment, until,
in 1604, De Monts sailed away, with Champlain and
Poutrincourt to keep him in good face. He sighted
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the country up coast in the region of Canceau fair to
look upon; but he had pitched upon Port Royal as
the better place for the planting of a colony.

On September 2d De Monts, with Champlain as
his annalist and chart-maker, along with seventeen
sailors, set out in a pattache (a small vessel of less than
twenty tons) to make a survey of the coast to the
south and westward, and to locate more particularly
the great river whose waters were said to reflect the
towers of the fabled city, and which was reputed to
be of great extent, of marvellous beauty, and numer-
ously peopled by a race possessed of exceeding skill,
and who were manufacturers of cotton. The nights
of the 5th and 6th they anchored off L’isles des
Monts-deserts, and it was here they discovered the
first sign of human occupancy on the voyage,—a
column of smoke spun its subtle thread skyward from
the tops of the wooded shore, toward which they
made their way. Here they met some of the natives,
towhom they made some slight gifts, and who in return
offered their guidance to the savage city of Peimte-
gouet, where the Bessabez had his seat of power.

He went up the stream to the confluence of the
Kenduskeag, and Champlain says of his voyage up
the ancient Norumbega (Abbé Lavardiére is of the
opinion that the River of Norumbega is identical with
the Bay of Fundy), “As one enters the river, there
are beautiful islands, which are very pleasant and
contain fine meadows.” Following the birch canoes
of the savages, they came to a little river (Kendus-
keag), near which they had to anchor by reason of the
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upon one of these stoned-up holes in the ground, and
usually not far from some hollow beside which the
ancient highway ran, and where was once the humble
roof of the pioneer of the wilderness.

The strangers were well received by the savages.
Champlain relates under the 16th of the month that
thirty savages came the next day, the Bessabez with
six canoes. They sat down and altogether indulged in
a quiet smoke, as was their fashion before the speech-
making began. Their speeches were of the most
friendly disposition. Then came the festivities.
“They did nothing but dance and sing and make
merry”’ through the night and until day broke, when
the Bessabez took to his canoes and paddied away.
The people were “very swarthy dressed in beaver-
skins and other furs.” One feels, in reading Cham-
plain, that the account is meagre, and that one would
have better liked his relation of his “ Voyages’ if he
had been less the geographer and more the narrator.
It is surprising that one finds so little of the descrip-
tive, when one recalls his artistic and romantic tem-
perament that everywhere shines out in his pages as
the stars shine out in the twilight sky,— one here and
another there, softly luminous and prophetic of the
glory of the night that is soon to fall.

He is silent as regards his search for the fabled city,
as if he were reluctant to be numbered as one of those
caught in its delusive mesh. He says, “There are
none of the marvels there which some persons have
described;” and with this he disposed of the Ingram
fable.






100 THE LAND OF ST. CASTIN

It is a sad but charming tale, this story of the Nor-
man knight and his henchman threading the deeps of
the dusky woods, with the song of the Penobscot ever
in his weary ears; scanning from the hilltops, wherever
there was a break in the foliage, the wide horizon, for
a glimpse of the glittering spires of the Lost City. It
is a hopeless search, a tiresome quest, and as the days
go by he tires of the ever-limitless sea of woodland
tops, before, behind, and all about. His brain is
thronged with lively fancies, so that in the notes of
the birds that sing at dusk he hears the soft, sweet
tones of the vesper bell. But the thrush sings on, and
the knight listens to the silvery notes that fly from
tree to tree; and as the sun goes down, he has visions
of far Normandy. The vine-clad slopes glow with the
beauty of the vintage-days. There is merry laughter
as the maids he once knew trip down the street of
the olden village; kindly faces look out upon him,
and the gray druids of the forest drop apart. The
mountains he once knew so well are painted with the
wondrous gilding of the sky. Down drops the wester-
ing sun, and a blaze of splendor lights the heavens,
flaming against the spires of the hemlocks and the
mast-like pines that hedge him in, so that they are
become the domes and minarets of Nature’s most
marvellous creation; while at his feet the insect life
awakes, from which rise sounds of chants and litanies;
but there is no tower or hall — only the stark rinds
of the huge tree-trunks that make up the interminable
forest, moss-scutcheoned, and lichen-painted.

It is a weary journey, but he is nearer the golden
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year 1567, so he must have been in the vigor of
manhood when he made his scrutiny of the strange
coasts that broke upon his vision as he followed their
contour, their indents of bay, inlet, and creek, in De
Monts’ little pattache of less than twenty tons’ burden.
Champlain had a good nose for the work, and the
keenness of his observation is well supported by a
chart, notable for its accuracy of coast-line and its
evidences of cartographic skill, published by Jean
Berjon, whose shop in those days was in the Rue St.
Jean Beauvais, Paris; or to be more exact, in the year
1613. Champlain had made his explorations of 1603—
07 and 1609, which were later followed by the story
of his voyages, which were the first narratives in de-
tail of special value. His “Des Sauvages’ appeared
in 1603, and his “ Voyages” in 1613, 1619, and 1632,
which contained the story of his explorations that
made his name famous. His ancestors were Basque
fishermen. He had naturally the disposition for ad-
venture, which led him into the service of the French
Marine in which, as an officer, he served with distine-
tion. His excellent parts commended him to his King,
who showed a kindly appreciation of his worth, and
issued to him a patent of nobility. He was in the army
in Brittany. To this was added an experience of three
years’ service in the West Indies and Mexico. This
knowledge of the New World but whetted his eager-
ness to engage in new ventures. He had the French
aptness for detail, was keenly observant, and something
of an adept with the pencil in the outlining of various
objects which came under his notice. In 1603 he was
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seeks for information. Champlain’s labors, performed
under arduous and often perilous circumstances,
marked the border-line sharply between the fanciful
tales of Ingram, the vague imaginings and superficial
observations of Gosnold and Pring, the misleading
narrative of Rosier, and the realities of the rugged
headlands, the down-rushing rivers, and the main har-

OLD WHARF, PASSAMAQUODDY BAY

bors of the New England coast. No disparagement is
meant toward the English navigator; but until Cap-
tain John Smith the English voyages were peculiarly
barren, barring Weymouth’s 1605, of accurate detail.
The coming of Champlain ended the mythical cen-
tury.

Since Verrazzano, this part of the New World had
been regarded as the peculiar heritage of France, and
under French domination. Some attempted occu-
pancy had been made by the Portuguese off the north-
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“Some leagues farther on, there is a little stream
called River Boulay, where the tide rises half a league
into the land.” Near by this place M. Simon found
traces of iron; and less than a quarter of a league
away he found iron ore in quantity. He assured De
Monts on his return that the ore would assay “ 50 per
cent good iron.” Three leagues northwest they sailed,
still following the shore trend, making land wherever
any object of interest presented itself, to come into
the mouth of another Acadian river “surrounded by
beautiful and attractive meadows.” To this river-
mouth Champlain gave the name of St. Margaret’s
Harbor, the attractions of which must have been es-
pecially seductive to have won from Champlain so fair
a designation, for his eyes were apt; his appreciation,
swift; and his adaptation, artistic.

Elated with their successful prospectings, they
turned the nose of their barque to the southward, and
made Port au Mouton without mishap, where they re-
ported to De Monts the results of their explorations.
They had been away from Port au Mouton twenty-
one days.

It was a hearty greeting that awaited them as they
came into the mouth of Port au Mouton Harbor out of
the mist that came up over the waters of Cape Sable
with the declining afternoon. De Monts had missed
Champlain, and his active spirit had kept step to his
pacing the deck of Captain Timothee’s ship, or its
vibrant straining at its cable as the tides lurched in or
out. He was like a vessel chafing its sides against the
wharf, for there was nothing for him to do but to keep
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they had at Sea-Wolves Islands; how they knocked
the penguins over with their clubs; and of the great
feast of the cormorants’ eggs at Sable Island. This
was the 19th of May, and the next day Morel had
come down from Canceau, bringing Pont-Gravé along;
and the ships again were anchored side by side.

The day after Morel’s arrival, De Monts shifted his
berth to Bay St. Mary, a fine harbor on the west shore
of Nova Scotia. There he made preparations for an
exploration over the course made by Champlain. He
wished with his own eyes to see the wealth that lay
bound up in the rocks along the shores to the west-
ward. Leaving his ship here, he dropped into his
shallop with a portion of his crew. Champlain and
M. Simon were along as well; and pushing off, they
up-sail to hold down the course according to Cham-
plain’s charts. They had a priest along with them
(Nicholas Aubrey), who later found the wilderness of
Nova Scotia to be hardly the streets of Paris.

De Monts went into Annapolis harbor, which he
found to be peculiarly attractive, and well-disposed
for the founding of a colony, though it did not appeal
to him at the time. Leaving this beautiful sheet of
water, he skirted the west coast of Nova Scotia, touch-
ing at the Bay of Mines, from whence he kept on to
the place where M. Prevet had discovered copper-
mines the year previous. He went on shore, as did
Champlain on his former voyage over these waters,
and it was on one of these occasions that the priest,
whom Lescarbot describes “un certain homme d’
Eng]ise,” lost his way in the woods. The party had
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look of currants. At last he came out upon the sea-
shore. It was the Bay of St. Frangoise, and there he
saw De Monts’ shallop, from which some of the sailors
were fishing. Aubrey made an effort to halloo, but
discovered that he had lost his voice somewhere in
the forest, so he hoisted his hat upon the end of a pole,
and waving it to and fro, at last attracted the atten-
tion of those on the shallop. It was the expedition of
De Champadoré, who had come to the bay for a ship-
load of silver ore, that brought salvation to the starv-
ing priest.

They went. into Port Royal and made a thorough
examination. It was preferable to St. Mary’s Bay;
but De Monts kept on to Bay Francoise to make
further search for the copper-mine discovered the
previous year by M. Prevert of St. Malo, but which
was believed to be mere hearsay, he having had it
from the savages who were from the country south
of the Northumberland Straits; but which, Cham-
plain says, had been found by Prevert. The copper-
mine was not to be found. Following the shore of
New Brunswick, he went down to the harbor of St.
John. Then they sailed out to four islands, where they
saw great flocks of magpies, many of which they cap-
tured, and out of which they made pot-pies, which
Champlain remarks “ are as good as pigeons.” Farther
west was the bold outline of Manthane (Manan).
Leaving the Magpie Islands behind, they set sail for
the “River of the Etchemins,” a tribe of savages so
designated in that country. Here they saw so many
islands they were unable to count them. All were bay-
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they had purple spots, whence there issued a very
black clotted blood.”

- The disease was not confined to the helpers of the
colony — the surgeons were afflicted with the others.
Spring was watched for with anxiety, and those of the
men who were ill, and who managed to sustain life
until the spring days came, were healed. The intense
cold and the lack of variety of food was the cause,
and, not being anticipated, the men were taken down
without opportunity for precaution. Champlain says:
“During the winter all our liquors froze except the
Spanish wine.” Cider was dispensed by the pound.
There were no cellars under these houses, and the cold
had a raking effect as it swept down the river; and
when the winds were still it rolled down the steeps
of the air and from off the highlands; and so it seemed
to these Frenchmen that the air “ that entered by the
cracks was sharper than that outside.” The river was
frozen over and the water in the well, so that they
were obliged to melt snow to get the wherewithal to
quench their thirst. They ground their grain in a
bhand-mill, which was laborious and fatiguing; there
was a lack of fuel, as if the men could not have got out
to the adjoining woods to replenish their supply. It
is not to be doubted but these men were terror-
stricken at the cold. Champlain notes that the wood
was not to be obtained on account of the ice, which is
somewhat obscure. Their meat was altogether salt,
and was the cause of much discontent. Sieur de
Monts was not above exhibiting something of a quer-
ulous disposition, and inclined to fret over a state






132 THE LAND OF ST. CASTIN

and not infrequently the moose, killing them with no
other weapon than a sharp hunting-knife.

Champlain notes their first visitors. It was in
March when some savages came in bringing some
game they had killed, which the colony found very
acceptable. It is not a far stretch of the imagina-
tion to see the settlement of these colonists with the
plot of the place before one. One gets an idea that the
dwellings could not have been very large, and they
certainly were not wind-proof, for Champlain says
they were not. It was an idle space for the majority
of the colony, but those who made the voyage up the
Penobscot and down to the mouth of the Kennebec
had much to talk about, and much to recall. But they
were in the rigors of the frost-bound winds, tasting
their first experience of a New England winter. These
deep snows were a revelation to the Frenchmen, as
they were to be to the Popham Colony three years
later at Sabino. There was begun the first New Eng-
land graveyard, where, when the flowers bloomed in the
spring, were to be counted thirty-five fresh mounds,
over which Nature had not as yet time to cast her
mantle of greenery. Whether the winds blew, or the
snow came, to make a grotesque sculpturing of all vis-
ible objects, or whether the gale had lost itself in the
maze of the forests that surrounded the little settle-
ment, the smokes were always spinning away from
the chimneys, lending to the bleak air the perfume
of its woodland saps to conjure up the romance of the
woods and their secret mysteries. Those thin spirals
of pungent vapor were suggestive of a rare compan-






134 THE LAND OF ST. CASTIN

for it was the suggestion of motion, which was life.
But when the sun, blown and blood-shot, had been
bowled over the brush of the woodland tops, and the
stars began to blink, and then to flash and scintillate,
until the opaque blue of the sky glistened with a weird
splendor, then it was that the listening ear caught the
faint music of the spheres, and the ice on the river
began to boom like some far-off Hohenlinden, and the
frost-rimmed nails in the cabin-walls to pull and snap
like mimic musketry; then the libretto of the fire writ
across the back-log or along the sooty jamb of the
fireplace is audibly translated, and the songs of sum-
mer, the low voicings of the south winds, the chan-
sons of the feathered tribes, and the murmurous med-
ley of insect life haunting the wild bloom of the sea-
son, make symphonies of the flapping flames, while
its ruddy halo becomes the romance of summer’s riant
coloring. These were apparent to Champlain, and
they influenced his style, so that as one sails with him
one sees the things he saw, and one’s appetite is whet-
ted for more.

With De Monts it was different. He had dyed his
anticipations with the roseate hue of morning; but
winter, bleak and smothering, had nipped their bloom
and sapped his ambitions. Before the ice had gone
out the streams he watched with fretting spirit the de-
pletion of his colony to one half its original comple-
ment. He had hoped for a lucrative trade, but the
deeps of snow precluded that. They had embargoed
the savage trapper as himself. Of a more mercurial
temperament than Champlain, a man of lesser talent,
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he had not anticipated the realism, the isolation, phys-
ical inanition, the mental wear and tear, of a Canadian
winter. There were rigors to be withstood, he knew;
but his temperament was not sufficiently elastic to
enjoy so intimate an acquaintance with Dame Nature
as a winter at St. Croix called for. Champlain says
nothing of winter sports, of sledding or skating, or
even snow-balling. There does not seem to have been
any outdoor diversion, or attempt at such —otherwise
there would have been a leaner graveyard. That
stinging air was a microbe-killer, and the congealed
breath of the pines a deodorizer and an antiseptic;
but the Frenchmen hugged their fires and huddled
from the cold like so many sheep, and shunned an
icicle as they would a red-hot poker, shutting their
thin noses in from the bracing weather, and cheat-
ing their lungs from the delicious ozone of zero
weather. ‘

De Monts’ experience was the forerunner of all the
colony-founders after him. The colony of 1607-08 at
Fort St. Georges, and that of 1620 at Plymouth,
passed the same ordeal. Popham’s Colony succumbed,
to fade away with the melting of the snows and the
coming of Captain Davies, unless some few might have
lingered at Pemaquid, which is even probable; but
the colony of the Mayflower, despite hunger and grim
death, clung to the sands of Cape Cod — from which
was to grow a great civilization, greater even than
the wildest prophecy of the time could have fore-
shadowed. The secret of it all lay in accumulate ex-
perience.
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rounds a little before midnight, Pont-Gravé came in
a shallop with the news that his ship was but six
leagues away, lying safely at anchor. There was great
rejoicing at the St. Croix settlement, and everybody
was routed out to extend his greetings to the new-
comer after such manner as suited him best. There
was little sleep for the rest of the night, for Pont-
Gravé had to relate all the news from France, and his
listeners were never tired of his tale. De Monts’ spir-
its arose with the occasion, and they mounted higher
when the next morning the French ship came loom-
ing out the greenery of the river-banks to seaward.
It was then that Pont-Gravé vouchsafed the further
information that the St. E’stienne, of St. Malo, was not
far behind with abundant store of provisions; but
this did not effect a change of De Monts’ purpose to
return with the first ship for France. He had tired of
the Island of the Holy Cross. It was France, or a more
propitious location, “better adapted for an abode, and
with a better temperature.” De Monts acted promptly;
for on the 18th of June, with some other gentlemen,
among whom were Champlain and M. Simon, and
twenty sailors, taking along Panounais and his squaw
as guides, he sailed away down the river and over the
course taken the previous autumn, to complete his
explorations to the west and south.

This was Champlain’s second voyage down the
coast, which took the party as far as Cape Cod, which
Champlain nominated, “Cap de Malabarre.” It was
an eventful voyage, and added to De Monts’ knowl-
edge of the country, and perhaps confirmed him in his
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With the first day of November they were able to
make a landing upon an island where they found the
ice of a thickness of two inches, and Champlain was
impressed with the difference between the climate of
Cape Malabarre and these islands about the mouth
of Passamaquoddy Bay. It was a slight foretaste of
winter; but the following day the barque was beached,
and there it was they got the first news of the happen-
ings about the St. Croix region since their departure
in June. A few days before, a massacre had taken
place here. One tribe of savages had made an on-
slaught upon some of their neighbors, the result being
the killing of some, and the capture of a few squaws
who were executed at Mont Desert after the savage
fashion.

A new rudder shipped, they left Cap Corneille for
the eastward, and the next day they were anchored
in the “little passage of Sainte Croix River.” The
following day they anchored south of Manan. On the
twelfth they again made sail, when the shallop was
thrown against the stern of the ship “so violently
and roughly that it made an opening and stove in her
upper works, and again in the recoil broke the iron
fastenings of our rudder.” The wind was stiff and the
seas ran high, so they ran under a foresail, but they
kept on until they reached Port Royal safely.

This year was colored with a single tragedy,— it
was the killing of their savage guide, Panounais, by
the Indians about the Penobscot. He was brought to
the French settlement from Norumbega, where an im-
posing funeral obsequy was held. Champlain de--
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likewise; and binding it very securely, they kept it for
a larger gathering of savages so a larger number of
presents would be given to the widow and children.”

This ceremony may have taken place at St. Croix;
but Champlain describes the rite as an eye witness,
after which, with De Monts, he went direct to Port
Royal, the domain of the Indian chief, Mambretou.
There is no record of what took place at St. Croix
after De Monts and Champlain left in June; but in the
autumn the settlement was transferred to Port Royal,
and De Monts sailed for France. At Port Royal their
shelters were no better than at St. Croix, but Cham-
plain says, “We spent the winter very pleasantly.”
He mentions as of the 24th of May the coming of a
small barque to Port Royal bringing a letter from De
Monts in which was announced the birth of Mon-
signeur d’Orléans, whereat bonfires were lighted, and
the Te Deum was chanted.

It was not an utter desertion of St. Croix with the
departure of De Monts, for the houses were habit-
able, and in the summer season it was a delightful
place. The island of itself was an attractive spot,
abundantly clad with towering forest trees, perhaps a
mile and a half about its shores, and containing per-
haps fifteen acres. It was secluded, and commanded
the river which became finally the southern boundary
of Acadia. But for the extreme inclemency of the
winter, the French Protestant nobleman De Monts
might have founded a considerable city. Its seaward
extremity ascended from the river-bank by an easy
incline to make a commanding hilltop. Here was set
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Everything was built to an elaborate plan, and,
according to Lescarbot, religious services were held
here. These Frenchmen were Huguenots, and their
church service was undoubtedly modelled after the
form of the Reformed German Church. Champlain
locates the house of the curate in his “ Habitations
Uisle Ste. Croix,” but the location of the chapel is not
given. Champlain does not make mention of any
church service during the winter at St. Croix. These
Huguenots were earnest in the propagation of the
Protestant religion, and if such a service was a fact
it would antedate the labors of the Episcopal Church
at Popham’s Colony, which began three years later at
Fort St. Georges, which is claimed to have been the
first regular church service on Maine soil.

It is here one hears first of La Tour, whose bitter
warfare with D’ Aulnay furnished some of the romance
of the time, and who is supposed to have come over
with De Monts. La Tour’s operations were distributed
farther tothe eastward, along the shores of Port Royal.
After De Monts went to France, and Poutrincourt to
Port Royal, the Island of St. Croix was under the
charge of Plastrier, of Honfleur. He was here in
1608-09, and maintained the French post also,in 1610.
It was while here, in the interests of the expansion of
the French territory, that he planned his expedition
to Pemaquid to dislodge the English who were using
that place as a trading-station. He sailed down to
Pemaquid with the purpose of establishing the Crown
rights of his government over the Sagadahoc coun-
try; but only to fall a prey to the ships of the Pop-
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Queen, young Biencourt was compelled to take along
the Jesuits Biart and Massé. Not long after, fretted
and exasperated by their interference with his ad-
ministration of the affairs of his colony, he left it to
his son, who was finally betrayed by Biart into the
piratic hands of Argall. Poutrincourt, with De Monts,
who had anticipated him, thought the sunny hills
and the purpling vineyards of old France a more at-
tractive setting for his ambitions than the virgin
charms of Port Royal. Fated to the persecution of
the priests, young Biencourt found himself a wan-
derer in a strange country, his settlement plundered.
The sack of his Arcady complete, he, with other
Frenchmen, including young Charles de la Tour,
maintained a precarious existence in the country;
whereby Biencourt asserted the jurisdiction of the
French Crown to the region. He threw up a fortifi-
cation at Cape Sable, which he called Fort St. Louis.
Young La Tour was his lieutenant, and when Bien-
court died, 1622-23, the mantle of the French honor
dropped to the shoulders of La Tour. That it was
safe in his hands was verified when approached by
his father in the English interest with a suggestion
that he surrender his fort and his colony to the Eng-
lish jurisdiction. The father was one of the baronets
constituted under the patent of Sir William Alexan-
der. Each baronetcy was entitled to twenty-four
square miles of the Province lands.

Young La Tour was of stern stuff. He had written
home in hopes that the command of the Province of
Acadia would be given him. He had not asked for




































164 THE LAND OF ST. CASTIN

tale St. Castin poured into the ear of the dusky
Mathilde;—this Pentagoét lives as do the waters that
lap viciously at her granite sandals, or softly fret the
reedy marge of her emerald gown, as the summer
nights come and go at old Castine.

But Pentagoét is as old as the hills, and one knows
that should be antique enough for all ordinary pur-
poses. Prior to 1555 Thevet found a little fort here
and some French traders, and he left them for De
Monts and Champlain to search out, but which these
later adventurers failed to find.. The following spring,
1605, Weymouth dropped into one of the little ha-
vens along the Monhegan shore,— for there is no
hawser of rhyme or reason by which it would seem
possible to pull Weymouth into the mouth of the
Penobscot River, despite the desperate efforts of some,
— and, for all that, Rosier lives, de nominis umbra,
like a huge brass handle on the greater door of the
Penobscot, to remind one of another who, instead of a
spit of land at a river-mouth, acquired a whole con-
tinent with even less exertion. If Rosier had even
secen Penobscot River he would perhaps have been
as indefinite and elusive as he was in his intended
narrative of the Sagadahoc. Had he been like Cap-
tain John Smith, he might have written the follow-
ing: “The most northern part I was at was the
Bay of Penobscot, which is east and west, north and
south, more than ten leagues; but such were my oc-
casions I was constrained to be satisfied of them I
found in the bay, the river ran far up into the land,
and was well inhabited with many people; but they












168 THE LAND OF ST. CASTIN

Strachey, the annalist of the Popham venture at
Sabino, describes the immediate country as that of
“a Sagamo or chief commander under the graund
bassaba.” In another reference to the Sachem of sa-
chems, he notes, “The salvadges departed in their
canoas for the river of Pemaquid, promising Captain
Gilbert to aceompany him in their canoas to the river
of Penobscot where the bassaba dwells.” Here,
Strachey locates the seat of the Bassaba.

In looking over Gorges’ Brief Narration, one finds
this: “That part of the country we first seated in
seemed to be monarchical, by name and title of a
Bashaba.” Smith, 1614, had some intercourse with
the savages along the Maine coast. He counted sev-
eral tribes, and he writes that certain of them re-
garded “the Bashaba to be the chief and greatest
among them, though most of them had Sachems of
their own.”

Of all these, it is apparent that only Champlain
met this dignitary. This was in the autumn of 1605.
The Frenchmen had been led up-stream to Kadesquit
by the savages whose acquaintance they had made at
Pematiq; and opposite the mouth of the Kenduskeag,
just below where the river forks on the white rocks,
was where their barque was moored. Champlain says
the savages who had led them to the “rapids of Nor-
umbega . . . went to inform Bessabes, their Captain,
and gave him warning of our arrival.”

The embassy was successful, for he notes that on
the sixteenth day of the month he was visited by
many savages, some thirty in number, who came












172 THE LAND OF ST. CASTIN

Call it by whatever name suits the ancient annalist
best, it is always the Penobscot River that is meant.

The Jesuits were here in 1611, and in their “Rela-
tions” one finds mention of Betsebes, “Sagamo of
Kadesquit.” It is evident that the Bashaba of
Strachey, the Bessabes of Champlain, and the Betse-
bes of Biart are one and the same; for Biart writes of
his landing on Mont Desert: “On our first visit and
landing at St. Savior, we made as though the place
did not please us, and that we should go to another
part; the good people of the place wept and lamented.
On the other hand, the Sagamo of Kadesquit, named
Betsebes, himself came for us to allure us by a thousand
promises, having heard we proposed to go there to
dwell.”

This savage people have been the subject of much
discussion. The interest has doubtless arisen from
the importance which the great river has always held
from the earliest voyagings, and among whom the
pioneer settler has cast his uncertain lot. According
to the accounts of Purchas, Winthrop, Prince, Hub-
bard, and others, the Penobscot tribe was known as
the Tarratine. In Smith’s account one finds this:
“The principal habitations I saw at the northward
was at Penobscot, who are at war with the Tarra-
teens, their next northerly ncighbors;” and Gorges
follows, making confusion worse confused by saying,
“The war growing more violent between the Bash-
aba and the Terrentines,” ete. It does not occur to
the writer that the remark of Gorges would have any
weight in the settlement of the tribal occupancy of this
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on the Quinebequil, was another. Anmessukkantti
was the third within the Province of Maine. The re-
maining two were located in Canada.

La Hontan mentions the Mahigans (Mohicans),
Soccokis, and the Openango as nomadic, but says of
the Abenake that they have “fixed habitations.”
Kidder, who is accepted as the best modern authority,
places the Tarratines along the Penobscot. According
to M. Ventromile, the Abenake were an original peo-
ple, and were possessed of a marked docility of man-
ners. Their shelters were more elaborate and more
effective than those of neighboring races, and they
were more gregarious in their habits. Their dress was
substantial, modest, and ornamented with their own
handiwork of shells, beads, belts, and fringes, which
they wrought out of crude material with much
artistic skill. They were agriculturalists. Their corn-
fields were of notable luxuriance. They planted as
the snows went, and gathered their crops with the
waning days of August. They were notably pure in
their morals. These were the Abenake of the days
when Father Dreuillettes first came among them.
When he told them they must renounce their strong-
waters, bury all their hatchets, abandon their medi-
cine-men, throw away their drums when they came
among the sick of their tribes, in order to be baptized,
they consented, making no difficulty of doing away
with their superstitions.

Their love for their offspring was great. From its
birth the babe was swathed in the soft fur of the bear-
skin, and tenderly nourished; and as soon as the child
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their purpose, and ferociously vengeful in the cruel-
ties incident to the carrying on of their system of
savage warfare. Their treacheries were the result of
their acquaintance with the English, who set them to
making bricks without straw from the beginning, de-
moralizing and debauching their integrity with
watered rum and open cheating. If they were good
haters of the English settler they were good lovers of
the French, which was a proof that they could be
loyal where it was for their interest to be so—wherein
they were not much different from the common run
of to-day.

The Jesuit was the great factor in cementing the
bond of their loyalty to the French, and it was nat-
ural that the French should use them in conquest.
Others would have done the same. Things are not so
much different in matters of war in later times. Ter-
ritorial aggrandizement, the quarrels of kings, the
wild ambitions of politicians, and the sickly barriers
of effete barbarisms are sufficiently acute causes. It
may not be that victory is followed by butchery,
ruddy and indiscriminate,—a savage assault upon Old
York at break of a winter dawn, the fiery pit of Port
Arthur, or the trenches of Mukden,—its resultant
effects are the same. It is a reversal of conditions. It
seems to be a means, however unjust or disreputa-
ble, to a desired end, as it was three centuries ago.
Human greed seems to have come down through the
generations with its faculties unimpaired, while its
inventions have multiplied until robbery and oppres-
sion are able to go about in the garb of legality.
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sophisticated in the ways of the European, that the
trader Isaac Allerton set up his shop. Here at Penta-
goét, upon a peninsula of the same name, which
has, at one time and another, passed under other
aliases, like Matchebiguatus, Bagaduce, and Penob-
scot, and now identified as Castine, is a place of much
historical interest in the early provincial- history of
Maine. It wasin 1611 that Biart, who came over to
Port Royal with Biencourt, found his way hither at
the solicitation of the great Bessabes, and it was from
this central point among the Abenake tribes that the
Jesuit wrought outward.

For locality it is beautiful of situation, affording an
ample harbor, which is environed by a wealth of
scenic attractions, and invested with a continuity of
subtle charm of land and waterscape, almost unri-
valled in its constantly changing perspective. Here
was the once-time theatre of many a stirring episode
whose yarns have gone into the parti-colored woof of
its traditions, its legends, and romances; for here was
where the Wizard of Romance wrought his finest fab-
rics and his choicest patterns after the coming of
Baron Castin.

It was just within the edge of the trapping coun-
try of the savage, in close contiguity to their villages,
and by the roadside over which they went from the
inland to the sea, the mighty Penobscot, and it be-
came a place greatly resorted to for trade after the
coming of Allerton. It offered an available site for
military occupancy, which both English and French
in turn improved with the varying fortunes of war.
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was divided between the London and the Plymouth
companies.

The settlement at St. Croix may be regarded as of
a permanent character, while the attempt of the Pop-
ham Colony on the Sagadahoc came and went with
the snows of a single winter,— that of 1607. What-
ever claims may be made of the subsequent per-
manency of the Pemaquid settlement by the “forty-
five”” of Popham’s planters must be regarded as of
some weight outside of the lively imagination of the
romancer. The French are credited with an occu-
pancy of the Penobscot as early as 1555, if the Thevet
narration is to be accepted; and yet there is some
record of an Ananias at a still earlier date. I appre-
hend most of those old voyagers outside of Champlain
drew something of a long bow—not so much with a
view of deluding people, as of adding something to
their own stature as accomplishers of incredibilities.
Smith, truthful in the main, was a romancer of the
first water; yet he is to be accepted as a truth-teller.
Levett was not troubled with qualms of conscience;
while Rosier, correct evidently in detail, was not
averse to covering his fox-trap with ashes; or, in other
words, deftly covering his footprints. Their prede-
cessors, Gosnold and Pring, had more to say-about
sassafras, Biscay shallops, and Indians dressed a la
mode, with an English trip to their tongues, than of
sounds, bays, and inlets. Unlike the scrutinies of
Champlain and Lescarbot, they were after a profit-
able home-lading. In 1621 Sir William Alexander
procured from James a patent of the immense re-
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assets, and its exchequer was as dry as a well in a
sand-pit. It was at this time that a score of energetic
colonists undertook to retrieve the situation, which
was one of commercial inanition. It was certain that
without some form of lucrative trade the Plymouth
Colony must starve. Its location was not productive
of anything but grit, of which there was an abundance,
and of good quality. This sandy rib of Cape Cod was
fertile soil for the rugged traits of character which
made the Puritan and his General Court famous;
and the rigidity of the Puritan spine is suggestive of
the stubbed hard pines of the region, that buffeted
the salt winds from the sea, and held the shifting
sands of the barren cape to its rocks.

The control of the settlement trade, its coasting-
craft, its incident production, vested in these pro-
moters, was to be compensated for by an annual con-
tribution to the colony of shoes and stockings to the
value of fifty pounds, to be paid for in corn at six
shillings the bushel; or, if the consumer preferred,
three bushels of corn, or six pounds of tobacco. The
syndicate was going into the peltry business, and
the contract with the colony, which began with Sep-
tember, 1627, was to be operative for six years. To
be exact as to numbers, there were twenty-seven of
these colonists who had an itching for trade, and, as-
sociating with themselves four English merchants,
they called themselves the “ Undertakers.” As events
subsequently developed, this somewhat imposing firm-
name smacked of prophecy.

The company employed as their general agent and
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shipped direct to the English merchants the consid-
erable stores of furs, still obtaining from Cape Cod
such goods as the settlement was wont to supply.
This was not satisfactory or pleasing to the Plymouth
partners and, with their lack of confidence in the
fellow at the start, was not productive of favor
toward him. For all this inattention to their rights
they were compelled to contribute a vessel and man
1t for the furtherance of the Penobscot traffic. It was
apparent that Ashley was too alert for the Hollander,
at least for the space of a year or more; but Willet
bethought himself of a snare, and he laid it. Like the
rabbit-hunter going the rounds of his bended twigs,
to here or there make a more delicate adjustment of
his loops and wires, Willet kept to his scrutiny of
Ashley’s dealings. Ashley “was taken in a trape for
trading powder and shote with ye Indians,” accord-
ing to Bradford. This was a flagrant violation of
the proclamation of the Crown, and by reason of
which the authorities levied on a half-ton of beaver
which Ashley had not had time to ship. The Plym-
outh partners showed that Ashley had given bond
in the sum of five hundred pounds “not to trade any
munition with ye Indeans, or otherwise to abuse him-
selfe;” and thereby the beaver was saved from con-
fiscation. It was, however, the means of terminating
Ashley’s connection with the post at Pentagoét, and
of sending him to the Fleet in London.

The discharge of Allerton followed. His own mat-
ters were so tangled with those of the “ Undertakers,”
and the losses were so apparent, that nothing else was
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they might put safely to sea. There was along with
this pirate crew a Scotchman. Through him the
French learned the state of affairs, and by a ruse of
curiosity they got the fire-arms into their possession,
whereupon they compelled the servants of the com-
pany to carry the goods in the truck-house, in fact
everything they could lay their hands to, to their
vessel — which included three hundred pounds of
beaver. Having looted the place, the freebooters
sent the servants ashore, when their captain thanked
them for their kindly courtesy, and bade them tell
the trader when he returned that “some of the Isle
of Rhé gentlemen had been there.” It was at the
Isle of Rhé, but five years earlier, that the French
had defeated the Duke of Buckingham. The applica-
tion was clear. This war had been terminated in
1629, but the treaty was not fully entered into until
the early part of 1632, at Germain en Laye. It wasby
this treaty that the country of Pentagoét was ceded
to France, being, as it was considered, the southern
limit of Acadia.

The “Undertakers” paid no attention to the treaty,
but kept to their selling of wampum and buying of
pelts,— it is so difficult to part with a good sup when
you have it, though your stomach be full.

The treaty closed, Isaac de Razilli was made Gov-
ernor of Acadia. He assumed his dignities at once
(1632). Two years later he erected a fort at La Have,
on the Nova Scotia coast, but it was not until
1635 that he assumed jurisdiction over the entirety
of Acadia. He divided his jurisdiction between his
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“You will pay me for the house and fortification?”

“That is a different matter. Those who will build
on another man’s ground do forfeit the same. I can
say nothing for the buildings.”

Here was Inglish tenacity; but the Frenchman
had the whip-hand and the Plymouth man was en-
tirely in the wrong, yet he was showing the feathers
that ever ruffled the Puritan crest when disturbed at
the feast, actual or prospective. D’Aulnay gave Wil-
let his shallop and sufficient provision so that he got
to Boston safely, where a tempest in a teapot was
soon started, with the result that the Massachusetts
Bay folk furnished a vessel, the Great Hope, which
was under the command of “one Girling,” who had
made a contingent contract with the Plymouth part-
ners, in which one catches the Willet accent. It was
a shrewd bargain, in the which Girling would “ deliver
them ye house (after he had driven out, or surprised
ye French,) and give them peacable possession thereof,
and of all such trading commodities as should there be
found; and give ye French fair quarter and usage, if
they would yield.” The contingent consideration was
seven hundred pounds of beaver, deliverable when
the contract was completed. To see that the business
" was properly supported, Myles Standish, doughty
and warlike, went along in his own private yacht
with about twenty men, not only to lend some dig-
nity to the enterprise, but as well to hand over the
beaver on the occasion of success, which he took along
to spur Girling to great deeds.

The weather was propitious. The voyage was rich
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and an insignificant party of two or three as a re-
connoitering-line. The farmhouse was apparently
abandoned. The skies were serene, and the sunlight
dropped into the clearing to curl the dusky green
corn-leaves into Pipes o’ Pan, or lay across the river
in folds of glimmering heat, or dipped its slant shafts
into the cooling deeps of the woodland beyond. The
herds of D’Aulnay browsed ruminantly along the
edge of the open lands, or stood knee-deep in the
lapping tide where the cove shallowed to its grassy
marge. The chimneys of the farmhouse were smoke-
less. It was the drowsing of a summer noon, that
unsuspicious hour in Nature when all things seem to
sleep.

Perhaps D’Aulnay had caught some warning of the
approach of the invader, and had sought the obscurity
of the woods. Over the narrow trail La Tour’s men
had come, and Wannerton was at last at the door of
the farmhouse. He tapped against the sturdy lintel.
It swung apart, and from it came two musket-shots,
one of which killed the predatory Wannerton out-
right, and wounded another of his party. The retal-
iation was swift, for one of the party returned the
fire, and Wannerton’s slayer paid the penalty of his
loyalty to D’Aulnay. At this, the La Tour force came
up on the run, and, making a dash, were at once in
possession of the farmhouse. D’Aulnay’s men were
made prisoners. Finding nothing else upon which to
expend their enmity, they killed the cattle and then
put the farmhouse to the torch, after which they
made their way to their ship and sailed away to Bos-












202 THE LAND OF ST. CASTIN

their movements of acquiring possession; for it was
not until three years later that Captain Walker was
called upon by Monsieur Hubert d’Andigny, Chev-
alier de Grandfontaine, to deliver the place into his
hands.

During the English occupancy Cromwell issued a
patent to Stephen de la Tour, a son of the Lord of
St. John, Sir Thomas Temple, and William Crowne,
confirming in them the territory of Acadia. This was
in 1656, and included the Penobscot country. A lit-
tle later La Tour disposed of his interest to his co-
patentees, and Colonel Temple left Pentagoét to the
command of Captain Thomas Bredion.

A quotation from Sir Thomas Temple’s letter to
the Lords of the Council, of the date of November 24,
1668,—for with the death of Cromwell came theacces-
sion of Charles II., by which the acts of the Cromwel-
lian Commonwealth were abrogated,—is of impor-
tance as making up a part of the history of the local-
ity. Colonel Temple writes: ¢ May it please your Lord-
ships, 'T is my duty to acquaint you that I received
his Majesty’s Letter dated the 31st of December, 1667,
for the delivering up of the Country of Acadia, the
20th of October, 1668, by Monsieur Morillon du Bourg,
deputed by the most Christian King, under the Great
Seal of France, to recieve the same; . . . I thought fit
also to let your Lordships know, that those Ports and
Places named in my first order, were a part of one of
the Colonies of New England, viz: Pentagoet, belong-
ing to New Plymouth, which has given the Magis-
trates here (Boston, probably, and from whence this
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to decide where he will make his principal establish-
ment — which it appears to us ought to be at Penta-
goét, as being the place nearest the territory under
the English rule, and where he will be better able to
support and protect the lands under the rule of his
Majesty, which are, as has been said before, extend-
ing towards the north, from the middle of Penta-
goét, as far as Cape Breton. (This suggestion on the
part of Colbert was equivalent to a command.)

“And when the Sieur de Grandfontaine shall be
settled he ought to pay great attention in regard to
putting himself promptly in a state of defense, and
protecting himself against all the accidents which
might happen in the course of time and affairs, by for-
tifying himself and providing himself with everything
necessary for that purpose — for which, besides that
already furnished him, his Majesty will provide for
what more will be necessary for him in the memo-
randa of them which he will take care to send.”

Sieur de Grandfontaine is authorized to use all the
forces which may be given him to increase and
strengthen the traffic that may be made “either for
permanent or transient fishing, dressing of furs, erect-
ing of dwellings, tillage of lands, or such other things
as they desire to attempt there — and that without
the exclusion of anyone, allowing full and entire lib-
erty to all subjects of his said Majesty, to go and come,
and to carry on such traffic as they shall wish; but
interdicting and taking away this same freedom of
trade and residence from all strangers, unless they
are provided with an express order of the King.”’
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his command; but that he ought to endeavor to take
a position in some place, upon the said coast of Acadia,
either at La Heve, or such other place as he shall
judge fit, in order to give an account of his anxieties,
and of the difficulties that he will have met in the
execution of his orders, whereupon his Majesty will
let him know what he shall do.”

These steps were not only taken to emphatically
mark the Penobscot as the boundary on the west of
the French possessions, but as well to afford a place
of offense and defense against the English in the con-
flict which was about to begin between the English
and the Indians, who were being actively fomented
by the Jesuits, who had at that time made some con-
siderable advance into the wilderness, where they had
taken great pains, along with the tenets of their re-
ligion, to impress the Indian that the French were
their natural brothers; that the English were to be
extirpated; and that whatever they might do in
driving them from the country would redound to
their future salvation. They taught the savages that
the mother of Christ was a French woman, and that
the English hated her and would not worship her.
This and other religious fallacies were instilled into
the Indian mind. This was apparently the mission
of Thury at Pentagoét, who, of all the Jesuits, was
the most ferocious and bloodthirsty. There had been
an abundant seedtime, and the harvest was about to
be reaped with a ruddy sickle.

When the English turned the Pentagoét fort over
to the French it had been made into a somewhat
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Chapel of about six Paces long, and four Paces broad,
covered with Shingles, and built with Terras, (patie
sur une terrasse,) upon which there is a small Turret,
wherein there is a little Bell, weighing about eighteen
Pounds.

“More, upon the left Hand as we entered into the
Court, there is a Magazine, having two Stories, built
with Stone, and covered with Shingles, being in
Length about thirty-six Paces Long, and ten in
Breadth, which Magazine is very old, and wanted
much Reparation, and which there is (a) little Cellar,
wherein there is a Well.

“And upon the other Side of said Court, being on
the right Hand, as we enter into the said Court, there
is a House of the same Length and Breadth as the
Magazine is, being half covered with Shingles, and the
rest uncovered, and wanted much Reparation.”

Upon the ramparts were mounted twelve iron guns,
of which two were eight-pounders; six, six-pounders;
two, four-pounders; and two, three-pounders, with six
murtherers. These constituted the armament turned
over by Captain Walker. Outside the fort was the
barn for the cattle, and not far from that was a gar-
den which contained fifty or sixty trees that bore
fruit. This garden was fenced in. The fort had four
bastions, well flanked, “which bastions, taking them
as far as the verge of the terrace inside, are sixteen
feet.” On the inside the terraces were eight feet high.

The chapel, with its slender steeple and its eighteen-
pound bell, was that of “Our Lady of Holy Hope,”
but not much is known of the clergy who officiated
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With the gray bastions frowning above the river,
the little chapel, perched almost upon the top of the
rampart, like a sentry-box, afforded a pertinent sug-
gestion of the militancy of the Jesuit, so far as the
English heretic might be concerned. The musket,
the tomahawk, and the torch went along with the
priest and his crucifix. The entire lack of a moral up-
building of the savage wherever the Jesuit established

TRASK'S ROCK, BLOCKHOUSE HEAD

his mission is the unanswerable arraignment of his
sincerity. The work at Pentagoét was allied to that
of Norridgewock in a way, but until the coming
of Castine the history of the Jesuit Mission was the
slender history of the French occupancy and meagre
settlement of D’Aulnay, Grandfontaine, and Chambly.

To the Jesuit is to be charged the ferocity of the
savage, as he made his depredations upon the Eng-
lish settler. That the savage mind was susceptible of
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captains have bin upon the French forts, taken Penob-
scot, with loss of men on both sides; what they have
done further east, we understand not.”

Chambly wrote the story of the adventure to Fron-
tenac, at Quebec, which is given in the words of the
latter:

“What I have learned, from a letter that Monsieur
Chambly has written me, is that he was attacked by
a crew of buccaneers, who had just come from St.
Domingo, and who had crossed ‘over from Boston,
with one hundred and ten men, who after landing,
kept up their attack for an hour.

“He received a musket-shot through the body,
that compelled him to leave the field, and which also
injured his ensign; and the rest of his garrison which,
with the inhabitants, was composed of only thirty
disaffected and badly armed men, surrendered at dis-
cretion. The pirates have pillaged the fort, carrying
away all the guns; and while they ought to have
brought Monsieur Chambly to Boston with Monsieur
Marson, he has been taken to the St. John’s River,
by a detachment who hold him as a ransom, and wish
to make him pay a thousand beavers.”

Frontenac closes his letter thus: “I am persuaded
that these people from Boston have employed these
men there to do us this injury, they having given them
even an English pilot to conduct them, they impa-
tiently enduring our neighborhood, and the fear which
this gives them for their fisheries and their trade.”

Frontenac colored his report to suit his inclination,
which was to so far as he could embroil the English
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one would build up the pine woods again, and the
garish-hued roofs of the summer cottage would melt
away into the dense verdure of the forest, and under
the shelving bank where the beaver was cutting wood
and the mink was doing a bit of trout-fishing one
would wait for the coming of Champlain’s voyagers
for a lift to the home of the Bessabez. What an outing
for an August vacation!— and the wild shores what a
picture-gallery, with leaves, and limbs, and huge boles
of tree-trunks, and wrinkled ripples of the tide along
the river-banks for brush-marks, slashed and crossed
by purple shadows such as the sun paints up and
down the aisles of the woods! And the arrows of
silence shot from the woodland solitudes,—they have
pinned the vagrant winds, after they have swept the
sky of its clouds, to the sleeping waters, so that one
seems sailing through the blue depths of the upper
air rimmed by another woodland in the deeps of the
river. One would have enjoyed the feasting and danc-
ing of the Tarratines down by the mouth of the
Kadesquit, a taste of the venison served al fresco,
an after-dinner smoke with the Sagamores, and the
after-dinner speeches.

One lights his fragrant pipe at the thought of it,
for the Indian weed begets dream fantasies; and while
the fire crackles, and the smoke curls upward from the
well-filled bowl,

““the steepled town no more
Stretches its sail-thronged shore;
Like palace domes in sunset’s cloud,
Fade sun-gilt spire and mansion proud;
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As the barque goes with the stream,

“I hear the low
Soft ripple where its waters go;
The wild-bird’s scream goes thrilling by,
And shyly on the river’s brink
The deer is stooping down to drink;”’

and Champlain notes it all and reads it as the adept
reads the book of Nature. And so he sailed with the

PLATE FOUND AT PENTAGOET

tide, out the great river and across the bay, leaving
his memory forever associated with the unravelled
mystery of Norumbega. After Champlain came the
years as they had gone before, their tales written by
the rude hand of Nature, that held alike the gentle
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But make you a magic staff, for which one has to
“gather on the morrow of All Saints, a strong branch
of willow, of which you will make a staff, fashioned
to your liking. Hollow it out, by removing the pith
from within, after having furnished the lower end
with an iron ferule. Put into the bottom of the
staff the two eyes of a young wolf, the tongue and
heart of a dog, three green lizards, and the hearts of
three swallows. These must all be dried in the sun,
between two papers, having been first sprinkled with
finely pulverized saltpetre. Besides all these, put into
the staff three leaves of vervain, gathered on the eve
of St. John the Baptist, with a stone of divers colors,
which you will find in the nest of the lap-wing, and
stop the end of your staff with a pomel of box, or any
other material you please, and be assured that this
staff will guarantee you from the perils and mishaps
which too often befal travellers;” and if you use it
aright it will enable you to see much that will please
and surprise you, especially of those things which
have already transpired, once you are in the neigh-
borhood.

With your magic staff hie you to Winslow’s Cove,
by the phantom trail that threads the six-mile stretch
of woods that tower and climb skyward along the
huge limbless shafts of the golden-hearted pines,
your feet shod with wings, noiseless as they keep the
brown woodland floors, following the blaze of the
axe, for one knows there is an Eden at its end. See!
there is a brown roof in the edge of the clearing. Its
low eaves meet the tassels of the corn. It is a drowsy
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comes down from Chamberlain Lake, taking by Web-
ster’s Brook something of the Allegash waters. Its
tributaries of brook and pond are legion, and comprise
the greater fisherman’s Paradise of New England.
There are no mountainous heights reflected in its
pellucid depths; only the wild shag of the wilderness
woods, where the lumberman spends his winters,
drop their dusky shadows off shore. It twists in tu-
multuous writhings over its worn boulders, leaps in
wild abandon their shifting barriers, or winds with
sinuous and graceful bendings among the farming-
lands nearer the sea. The Penobscot is not much of a
loiterer by the way, and its walls are hung with a
picturesque and fascinating scenery. If one begins
his journey among the islands of the Penobscot Bay
to go up the river, parting the waters of Heron, Eagle,
and Churchill Lakes to pass into the Allegash stream,
and thence down the St. John to the sea, one may
well doubt if elsewhere can be found so wonderful a
display of natural beauty as is strung along these
three streams —all of which are as clear as streaks of
sunshine, and as sweet and cold as the virgin saps of
April.

In the days of the Parish of Sainte Famille it was
the great aboriginal highway. The dense forests
crowded its banks with uneven folds of green and
buff and scarlet, as the season served, and above were
the flying clouds; but the gray roofs of the villages of
the present day were not etched into the landscape,
for, to the English vision, it was a mystery to be un-
folded only when the savage had been eliminated
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acquiring their language, their manners, and modes of
thought. He became one of them, as it were, sharing
with them their lean fare and exposure to the winter
cold in their frail huts. He won their hearts so that
they listened to the preaching of the true faith will-
ingly. Father Joseph le Caron found his way to
the Wyandots, farther inland and on the borders of
the great lakes, and in that same year had erected
an altar in his lodge of bark at Caragouha, a Huron
town near Thunder Bay, where, like Dolbeau, he be-
gan the study of the Indian tongue and the manners
of the rude race among which his lot was thus cast,
so he might the more readily bring them into the
Church.

It was thus that the Recollects had undertaken the
evangelization of these two powerful savage tribes,
whose connection with the savage tribes inhabiting
the country from the Atlantic to the Mississippi, and
from the rivers of the Chesapeake and Ohio to the
lands beyond the Hudson Bay country, was one of
kinship and family influence. It was a strange lan-
guage they had to acquire, and it was a life of stern
and self-denying poverty to which they had commit-
ted themselves. It was an unfertile ground they had
undertaken to till, as well, for the Indian idea of a fu-
ture state was notably obscure. They were controlled
by their knowledge of natural objects, and whatever
was to appeal to them was necessarily to be colored
by that which they could see, and hear, and touch.
The religion of the Recollects was not rich in natural-
ness, and the work was at once difficult and arduous,
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Jesuits and Franciscans, and which, after all their
fourteen years of strenuous church-work, afforded but
a meagre few of converts. It was a despondent sea-
son for the priest, and his only resource was to leave
the pleasant places where he had passed his summers,
the French settlements, and to plunge deeper into the
savage wilderness, or leave the St. Lawrence Valley
wholly. They were in the former case entirely at the
mercy of the savage, which is instanced by the fate
of Father Nicholas Viel, who had his rude chapel at
Quieunonascaran, and who had undertaken the work
begun by Father le Caron. This Quieunonascaran
was in the Huron country, and here the priest taught
and cultivated his little patch of ground, upon which
the eaves of his lodge dripped. In 1625 he undertook
the journey to Quebec in a canoe with a Huron guide.
There is a stretch of rapid waters near Montreal
still called the “Sault au Recollet,” and it was while
making these rapids that the guide threw the priest
from the canoe, where the latter was drowned. The
Iroquois were not less obdurate and brutal in their
purpose to torture Father Poullain at the stake; but
he fortunately became the object of an exchange
by the French, and thus escaped his otherwise certain
martyrdom.

But this interregnum or lapse of the Jesuit labors
was to be of short duration. Three years after the
surrender of New France to the English, 1632, came
the Treaty of St. Germain, by which the great terri-
tories of the Canadas were restored to the French. It
was from this period that the story of the Jesuit in
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that were at peace with them. The Huron Mission
was destroyed by the Iroquois in 1650, and the Jesuits
abandoned the Huron country. The Hurons had been
swept away by the Iroquois, and the same fate had
fallen to the Montagnais and the Algonquins on the
St. Lawrence and Ottawa rivers. The trading-posts
of the French at Montreal, Three Rivers, and Quebec
were practically deserted, and many of the Jesuit
missionaries returned to France. Not long after, much
to the surprise of the French in Canada, the Iroquois
proposed peace. They had made captive a Jesuit,
Father Poncet, whom they returned in safety to his
friends at Quebec, and in their peace propositions
they asked that missionaries be sent them. War
with these savages had continued almost without in-
terruption since the settlement of the St. Lawrence
by Champlain. The tribes of Canada had joined in a
mutual defense against the bloodthirsty Iroquois,
and Champlain at the head of his savage allies had
carried the war into the heart of the Iroquois coun-
try. It had the disastrous result of exterminating
their allies and bringing the French to the verge of
absolute defeat.

This offer of peace was peculiarly acceptable and
afforded an opening into the great west. D’Allion
had in the early mission days crossed the Niagara
" from the westward. The cross had been planted at
Sault Ste. Marie by Jogues and Raymbault — the
former of which had attempted to found a mission
on the Mohawk, but with Goupil and Lalande he had
died in the wilderness.
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of the French came on the wind. Father Dablon re-
turned to Canada, and the Jesuits Le Mercier and
Menard set out for Onondaga with a party of French
under Captain Dupuis, whose intention was to form a
settlement at Onondaga. They received a cordial
welcome, and while the Frenchmen began the put-
ting up of their shelters, the Jesuits had built a sec-
ond chapel at the Castle of Onondaga, which was not
far from the Chapel of St. Mary’s of Ganentaa. Other
Jesuits came to this promising field, going among the
Senacas and the Cayugas, and Father Le Moyne had
prepared the way for a mission among the Mohawks.
And so it happened that in 1656 the Jesuits had made
the acquaintance of the Five Nations, and new mis-
sions were projected.

The following year there were indications of an out-
break of savagery when a party of Hurons were massa-
cred, which the Iroquois charged to the Jesuits Rague-
neau and Duperon, but who had in reality endeav-
ored to save the Hurons from their fate. When Le
Moyne had reached the Mohawks he found them hos-
tile, though they allowed him to come among them.
The Iroquois were about to drop the mask, for they
followed their attack on the Hurons by a hostile dem-
onstration upon a party of Ottawas at Montreal, and
in the mélée Father Garreau was killed. It was evi-
dent that a like disposition awaited the Jesuits at the
Onondaga Mission; and so open and threatening was
the hostility of the Five Nations that, by order of
D’Ailleboust, the Governor of Canada, all the Iro-
quois in Canada were arrested, to be held as hos-
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to Montreal as a peace envoy. He brought along
some French people who had been captured in one
raid after another, who had escaped the stake, and
demanded that the French authorities send a priest
to the Onondagas. Father Le Moyne answered the
demand. On his journey he was waylaid by the
Oneida savages, but escaped to Oswego. Peace was
again entered into, and nine prisoners accompanied
the Iroquois Garakonthié to Montreal; but it was a
slender compact, to be immediately broken by the
Mohawks and Onondagas, who came so near Montreal
that they were able to slay Vignal and Le Maitre,
two Sulpitian priests whose zeal exceeded their dis-
cretion. But Le Moyne remained at Onondaga, teach-
ing among the captive Hurons and the Iroquois, to
finally return to Montreal the year after, with other
French captives.

The Iroquois were treacherous, and while entering
into negotiations for peace, and making applications
for Jesuits to be sent them, they were still making war,
killing and burning at will, without regard to their
professions of friendliness. The French Government,
exasperated and sore, determined to carry war into
the Iroquois country, and a considerable body of reg-
ular troops was sent over from France, with whom
came many colonists. Immediate preparations were
made for a vigorous campaign. Forts were built along
the Sorel and on the shores of Lake Champlain for the
reserves and the necessary stores, and the Mohawks
and Oneidas were to be attacked at once. The Indi-
ans, with their usual celerity when danger threatened,
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Oléron, in the District of Bearn, Lower Pyrenees. He
was a young man of lively disposition, fond of ad-
venture, his youthful mettle tempered by a multi-
colored experience, his intellect quickened and broad-
ened by association with matured minds, and pos-
sessed of a high order of courage and daring. His mil-
itary training was of the most arduous character, and
well fitted him for the service in Canada, under De
Tracy, in his raid upon the Mohawks. After the per-
manent peace was assured the Regiment Carignan
Saliéres was disbanded. The officers were granted
considerable areas of the new country up and down
the St. Lawrence, which were known as seignories,
and upon which they disposed themselves, building
such shelters as suited their fancies, and gathering
about them their soldiers, who served them as vassals.
The settlement on the St. Lawrence at the coming of
Castin and his regiment was weak, possessing but a
slender population, and being confined to its peltry
trade for its resources. It was undeveloped country,
and to men inclined to a military career it offered
ampler opportunity for idleness and indulgence in the
sports of the chase, or of the hunt, than inducement to
more serious employment. St. Castin’s example was
doubtless willingly followed by his brother officers,
who, like himself, were not particularly pleased with
their abrupt dismissal from the service. The French
were always adepts at love-making, and the Indian
maidens of the Montagnais, like the petalled flowers
of the woodland, lent the sweet fragrance of their
companionship to the pleasure of these titled adven-
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ten argent at Pentagoét ebbed and flowed with the
rippling pulse of the sea.

Mayhap the wily sagamore whispered in his ear the
wanton tale of the dusky beauties who flitted in and
out the Penobscot shadows, and who grew like the
wild-flowers of the woods—sweet, lithe, and willowy
of figure; whose moods were as various-as the winds
that kissed the Penobscot waters; whose eyes were the
color of the leaves of the ash as the autumn days went;
whose voices were as softly and wondrously musical
as the twilight song of the thrush, and as seductive
as the Serpent of Eden. What more was needed to
woo the adventurous Castin?

St. Castin listened to Madockawando, and as he
looked forward into the possibilities of the future,
struggling with unavailing fingers at the strings that
held the seroll of its mysteries intact and unrevealed,
so he looked backward over the way he had come
from the old chiteau at Oléron. He recalled his fam-
ily, which was of noble rank, but of which no tradition
exists—possibly being extinguished or overwhelmed
in the tide of the French Revolution, which swept
away so many of the French nobility in its wild course.
Only the story of the son remains, who left his home,
a raw youth of some fifteen years, whose heart beat
high, and whose mind over-brimmed with visions of
great achievement in the armies of his country. In
those days it was the customary thing in France for
young men to seek the army, or the Church for pre-
ferment; but St. Castin was not cut out for a monk,
so he went to the wars.
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first shock; the mass of the Turkish army paused and
recoiled on itself; the Confederate (Leopold’s) army,
reanimated by the example of the French, rushed for-
ward and charged on the whole line; the Turks fell
back, at first slowly, their faces toward the enemy,
then lost footing and fled precipitately to the river to
recross it under the fire of the Christians; they filled
it with their corpses.” It was a famous fight and ter-
minated the war, the Turks retiring to their own do-
minions, never to forget the vicious onslaught of the
Carignans that turned the day against them.

It was the following year that this regiment was
sent to the Canadas, where, as has been observed,
their service was short. It is not to be supposed that
these young officers, gentilhommes they were, were
other than soldiers of fortune, with only their swords
for capital, supported by their stern sense of honor,
and in no wise fitted for the improvement of the
leagues of land donated them by the Governor,
and whose accomplishments were those of a notable
gallantry polished by the manners of the Court, and
tinctured with a deal of vanity. They were not of the
laboring class — to them labor was demeaning and
a Jowering of caste. Undoubtedly they were poor,
but to those who accepted their seignories a small
sum of money was given, as was a smaller sum to
their vassals. It was a virgin country for hunting and
fishing, and if they in any way engaged in business,
it was in the accumulation of furs and the selling of
them to the traders, after a vagabondish fashion.
Champigny, the French Intendant, says of the chil-






246 THE LAND OF ST. CASTIN

Castin seems to be, of all the French officers at Penta-
goét, that one to whom the romance of its wildness
has attached itself with perennial freshness. His abil-
ities were undoubtedly most excellent, forceful, and
productive of results. He was possessed of great
daring, which was equalled by his enterprise. His
manners and address were gentle, and as well fascina-
ting; while his education, for the times, may be re-
garded as amply competent for all his needs, either as
a leader of his people or as a diplomat. A devout
Catholic, he was generous, forbearing, and kindly
solicitous for others. In other words, St. Castin was a
gentleman by birth and culture. He was held in great
esteem by his own people, possessed credit at the
French Court, and was respected by those who re-
sented his and the French occupancy of the Penob-
scot country. And this, in the face of some charges of
undue freedom with the Tarratine belles, and his de-
tention by M. Perrot for the space of seventy days
upon charges “of a weakness he had for some fe-
males,” stood him in good stead—as those who knew
him best were inclined to wink at his follies among
the softer sex. The savages held him in great venera-
tion. He had absolute control over them, and he was
their tutelar divinity. Later, he was feared and hated
by the English, alike, for whom he had little consid-
eration. He classed them all with Andros, and he had
for them all what he would have rendered to Andros
could he have reached him.

We are not sure of the time of St. Castin’s coming
to Maine, but it may be asserted to have been about
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simply stranded on the shores of the St. Lawrence,
which offered him nothing more than that which might
come to an ordinary mortal. The outlook for his
fortunes in France was no better. He was a free lance,
and he followed Madockawando down the headwaters
of the St. John’s to the Allegash, thence up and across
the triple lakes, and down the great Penobscot to the
fair peninsula where was later the Parish of Sainte
Famille, then only an Indian village, a cluster of
brown-walled wigwams whose smokes, mirrored in the
stream, subtly

“Etched with the shadows of its sombre margent
And soft reflected clouds of gold and argent,”

were not wilder or less unrestrained than the slender
hands that fed them.

St. Castin may have seen Madockawando more
than once at Montreal as he came with his peltries;
and, at last, fired with the tales of the chief, of the
stores of beaver, otter, and sable to be had for the
trapping, and the chances for immediate and consid-
erable wealth, he had shouldered his kit into the
canoe of the savage and crossed the Rubicon. The
rest was easy. The life before him had no terrors; for
five years of life beside a camp-fire with a soldier’s
fare had weeded out those finer sensibilities which
afford only seed-ground for antipathies that are for-
gotten once one is within the portals of the woods,
where Nature’s feasting-board is the common ground
whereon one walks. He had no qualms, moral or
otherwise, in his intimacy with the savages. He ate,
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patriots in Acadia, who were inclined to become jeal-
ous of his increasing wealth and influence. There had
been a strife for years between the English and the
French for the rich lands between the Kennebec and
the St. Croix. It was coveted territory, and there is
no reason to doubt but the French, by right of discov-
ery and occupation, were rightfully in possession.

As has been before noted, the French were credited
with having a small trading-post here in 1556, but it
was not until 1613 that they made an attempt to for-
tify the peninsula of Pentagoét. De Monts and Cham-
plain were the first explorers of the river, and they
were the first to exploit its resources. It was a rich
country. The river teemed with salmon, haddock,
cod, and other profitable commodity to be secured
with hook and line by those who followed the indus-
try of fishing, while its upper waters were thronged
with the habitations of the beaver, and afforded
countless haunts for the otter. Its woods were abun-
dant in sable and other fur-bearing animals, which
were easily captured by the Indians even with their
rude weapons and traps. It was an immense hunting-
ground, and approached by a most incomparable and
magnificent highway. Here at Pentagoét was an
important colonial foothold, of which the Tarra-
tines were the original proprietors, and which after
the coming of St. Castin was zealously guarded.

" Between the aborigine and the French, as to the
latter’s occupancy of Pentagoét, there was no ques-
tioning. In their intercourse with the savages the
French were unlike the English. The former were
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and burning D’Aulnay’s property at Pentagoét, while
the latter, peaceably enough inclined, when he heard
the storm coming, sought the shadows of the woods,
to begin the rehabilitation of his shattered premises
when the sails of the raiders had disappeared down the
river. La Tour was finally ordered back to France,
but owing to changes in the home administration the

FISH-HOUSES, OLD CASTINE

prosecution against him fell inert, and D’Aulnay kept
his fort until he was drowned, in 1650-51. With La
Tour’s marriage to the widow of D’Aulnay the strife
for this part of Acadia ceased. In 1654 Pentagoét was
again under the English supremacy, to be afterwards,
in 1667, by the Treaty of Breda, restored to the
French, under the governorship of Chevalier Grand-
fontaine, to whom Colbert, Minister of Finance, gave
instructions to hold the place.
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was trade and the making of money. He carried on
a contraband trade with the English, which was mu-
tually profitable, and the latter well appreciated his
influence with the Indians of the Penobscot, and
courted his favor with much assiduity. St. Castin
also had a trading-post at Port Royal. M. Perrot was
Governor of Acadia at that time, and had become St.
Castin’s debtor as a borrower of money, which brought
him nothing but perplexity. The Governor was in-
clined to go into the fishery industry, and bought
some vessels for that purpose; but being unable to
obtain further influence from St. Castin, and being
unable also to secure the assistance of the French
fishermen, he was compelled to man his fishing-ves-
sels with English, who robbed him so unmercifully —
stealing his fish and sending them to Boston for sale—
that he was perforce compelled to return the vessels
to those of whom he had purchased them, being un-
able to pay for them. Whether he repaid the debt to
St. Castin is uncertain, but it was apparent that the
latter was indifferent to the Governor’s success, who
ungraciously rewarded St. Castin with a series of petty
annoyances, charging him with licentiousness among
the filles of Port Royal, and making that an excuse
for holding the commandant of Pentagoét a prisoner
for a six weeks’ space, which certainly did not mend
matters.

If St. Castin felt any resentment to Perrot he did
not show it, but kept the even tenor of his way, main-
taining an admirably pleasant exterior, always capa-
ble and ingenious in devices, a diplomat and ex-
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Nelson, Watkins & Company, Boston merchants, a
cargo of wine and fruit. The bill of lading called for
seventy pipes of Malaga wine, one of brandy, two of
oil, and sixteen barrels of fruit. The cargo was shipped,
and was to be landed at a point down-stream. The
skipper, hailing from Piscataqua, landed his wines
at the place previously determined upon, and before
St. Castin could come at them they had been at-
tached by one Thomas Sharpe because the duties had
not been paid at Pemaquid; but the English court
ordered the wines restored, after which their owner
had some time on his hands which he might devote to
M. Perrot.

St. Castin was not a man to sit down quietly under
the abusive and insolent attitude assumed by Perrot,
0 he resolved to carry the war into the camp of his
persecutor. But his troubles with the Government of
New England were not wholly over, for in 1687 St.
Castin was asked to surrender the fort at Pentagoét.
He ignored the demand, being engaged at Port Royal
in the erection of a mill, other than to ask of the Gov-
ernor of Canada for a force of thirty soldiers, offering,
if they were promptly sent him, to sustain the fort at
Pentagoét, and to collect a settlement of four hun-
dred Indians. He found time in this note to write the
Governor-General concerning M. Perrot, charging
him with neglect of the Provincial matters, and re-
ferred him to the priest at Port Royal for full infor-
mation of the shortcomings of the Governor of
Acadia, as it was not proper that the same should
come from himself. He writes in his letter of himself,
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for the most part destroyed by the excessive drinking
of brandy.”

It is not charged to the account of St. Castin that
he debauched his Tarratines with brandy, and it is
doubtful if he allowed the sale of strong liquors to the
tribe in unlimited quantities. He says in his letter to
De Denonville, in which he writes of the obstacles
Perrot placed in his way in the building of the mill at
Port Royal, a part of which has been a little before
quoted, and which throws a side-light upon the char-
acter of the man, referring to Perrot: “If I was not on
bad terms with him, from a feeling that every upright
man ought to have, when he is ill-treated by his ruler
as I have been, I should have informed you of his
conduct; but I prefer to suffer a little longer, and that
the matter should come to you through the letters of
M. Petit, Priest at Port Royal, who will not fail to
acquaint you with all, without passion, which I might
not be able to do.” And in a postseript to this letter
one notes the following: “ This that I say is very true;
not that I am certain of anything; for I ought not to
advance anything that I cannot sustain, even to the
last word, and which also cannot be confirmed in the
course of time.”

One can but admire the frankness of the man,

M. de Menneval succeeded Perrot at Port Royal.
He wrote a Memoir upon Acadia, and one finds this
in it:

“The Sveur de St. Castin is absolute master of the
savages, the Canibas, and of all their business, being
in the forest with them since 1665, and having with
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ment.”  The pertinent suggestion was also submitted
that “there was reason to hope that he would con-
tribute towards the construction of the fort at Penta-
goét, having the reputation that he had amassed con-
siderable property.” This was sufficiently sharp to
have penetrated the most obtuse understanding, and
St. Castin was not slow in comprehending what was
expected of him; but he evidently did not care enough
for the Government to make friends with it by levy-
ing tribute upon himself or rebuilding the fort —
probably the same occupied by the English and the
Duteh in succession, and situated on the site of the
old Plymouth trading-house which was close by the
river-bank. It was the same as when we saw it upon
our visit to Pentagoét in the previous chapter. The
little turret with its brazen bell was there, and the
well and the garden of fruit-trees wherein St. Castin
was wont to solace himself and dream of the fruits
that as a boy he thought so delicious in olden France.
St. Castin was independent of his Government. He
did not claim to represent the Government, but
rather to be and hold himself as a private citizen, the
sachem of the Tarratines, which was infinitely safer
for him, and more to his liking.

It has been supposed that St. Castin’s house was
without the fort. Probably it was, and for the reason
that the fort was Government property. His inclina-
tion to enjoy his freedom of person to its fullest ex-
tent, and to throw off the irksome trammels of a sub-
ordinate position, would lead him to remain outside.
He had an abundant force of retainers in the numer-
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shared with him the cordial hatreds of the New Eng-
landers, which they took occasion to vent with every
favorable opportunity. Andros was but the faithful
agent of the Crown. One of his duties was to make a
personal acquaintance with the lands to the east-
ward, especially to the eastward of Pemaquid. His
royal master claimed that territory, and he had much
curiosity to see St. Castin, of whom he had heard
much. He had heard, too, of his wives; and being
something of a judge of such stock, he was not averse
to passing his criticism upon St. Castin’s possibly
good taste. The stories of his debaucheries at Pem-
aquid on his return from Pentagoét are known to
every reader of contemporary history.

He had sailed down to Pemaquid, where he sated
his appetite with its muttons and fish, and, laying in a
supply of carpenter’s stock, with the intent of putting
the fort at Pentagoét in some reasonable sort of con-
dition, he boarded the Rose under Captain George,
and headed for the mouth of the Penobscot. He had
caused notice of his approach to be sent to St. Castin,
and, arraying himself in his most gorgeous and im-
posing apparel, the Rose made her way up the river
to the peninsula of Pentagoét, only to discover that
St. Castin had shut up his residence and retired with
his family and all bis retainers to the interior, having
little interest with any of the English, and especially
in Andros, to whom in some degree he charged the
seizure of his wines. The Governor had it all his own
way, and could make his inspection of the locality at
his leisure. Dropping anchor opposite the fort, and
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sachem, for, as Hutchinson says, he proved “a most
virulent enemy.” It was a time of peace between
England and France, and from any point of view
Andros’ appropriation of the property of St. Castin
was utterly indefensible. It was to be paid for, how-
ever, in coin of a different character than that of the
realm.

One can see the pompous Andros strutting through
the humble abode of St. Castin, followed by his ob-
sequious train, glancing with curious eye. He noted
the small windows that were so high up that one from
the outside could not look in. He counted the prints
on the rude walls. There was a great fireplace in either
gable, but it was mid-summer and the jambs were
inhospitably cold and black. The ceilings were neither
high nor low, and the floors were covered with soft
furs. There were indubitable signs of feminine em-
ployment, as if things had been dropped in a hurry —
but the singing-bird had flown the cage. The altar
was suggestive in its silence, but Andros had no use
for it, and it was left as he found it; so the priest
had no complaint to make. As for the fort, he saw it
to be in so dilapidated a condition that he did not
think it worth while to get out his carpenter’s stock of
plank and nails and the needed material for its re-
habilitation. It was hardly more than a mound of
turf and stone thrown up into a low environing scarp;
s0 he left it as he found it,— a ruin.

One finds a suggestive note in the Andros Tracts,—
“that after Sir Edmund Andros had sent the Rose
Frigott eastward and had robbed Casteen, a French
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a pleasant habitation: One’s heart felt sorrow that it
had ever been destroyed.”

This destruction, however, was due rather to the rav-
ages of time and the decimation of its original people
than to the assaults of the English; for the latter were
not much inclined to the throwing away of that which
could be of use. In fact, there was never much of a
French contingent here in Pentagoét’s most prosper-
ous days. Its population, according to the census of
1689, was one priest, one married man, one married
woman, and one boy under the age of fifteen. This
was no doubt the family of St. Castin.

It was in this year that Father Thury, who had for
some time officiated at the altar of Sainte Famille,
appreciating the danger to the Jesuit cause and his
own personal influence, convened the Indians within
the walls of the Chapel of our Lady of Holy Hope,
and with an air of sadness and affliction told them
the story of absorbing ambitions of the English, by
which he aroused their sympathies as well as their
animosities when he began to unfold his purpose.
Thury, thoroughly cognizant of the history of Acadia,
realized the weakness of the French apart from the
support of the savages, who were like tow —only wait-
ing for the fire and the wind to start the conflagra-
tion. Among his people he brooked no rival; he al-
lowed no competition. He held his office superior to
that of St. Castin. If Ralé was an enthusiast, Thury
was a bigot, and a virulent one at that, whose hatred
of the heretical English knew no bounds, and whose
wit was always whetted to a keen edge to encompass
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Dartmouth, so snugly clustered among the hills of
the Sheepscot stream. Thury’s listeners were swept
from their feet; their fury burst from their throats
to make the walls of the little chapel tremble, and a
hundred devils crowded around its altar, where they
made a vow to go at once to Pemaquid and never
come back until they had captured the fort and killed
or driven the English away. Their rage knew no
bounds; and all this has been laid at the door of St.
Castin, from whom, perhaps, the entire proceeding
had been kept a secret. The latter was too politic a
man to allow his rancor to get the better of his com-
mon sense. The making of war on his neighbors was
something which he left to his government. That
this is true is justified by a quotation from the sub-
stance of a letter written by him to his government
from La Rochelle in 1701. One reads:

“He has gone to France, to justify his conduct as
regards the complaints that have been made that he
traded with the English.

“He grants that residing upon the frontier of the
colony, where no Frenchman has carried thus far any
goods, and not having been permitted to buy at Que-
bee or in Newfoundland, he has been obliged to take
them from the English for his most urgent wants,
and that he has no other traffic with them than this.”

St. Castin’s entire interest lay on the side of main-
taining peaceful relations with his neighbors on the
west. James II. had made a successful escape from
England, and had found refuge on the French coast.
The Andros régime was terminated by the arrest of
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tered in their sleep and afterward burned amid the
brands of the cabins. The second fell upon the hap-
less village of Salmon Falls, where Waldron paid the
terrible penalty of his earlier treachery. The last
sortie to leave Canada was led by Portneuf, straight

A CASTINE STREET

across the wilderness to Fort Loyal (Kaskabé, of the
French), where he was reénforced by Madockawando
and his Tarratines under St. Castin.

Phipps had just sailed down the bay on his way to
Nova Scotia to establish the English colors along the
coast from Penobscot to Port Royal, which he did.
With Phipps well on his voyage, the French soldiery
and the savages made short work with the settlement
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west and south, who were of a more cruel and treach-
erous disposition.

It was natural, upon the opening of the war, that
St. Castin should side with his countrymen, nor was
it unreasonable that the English should credit St.
Castin with some feeling of satisfaction at the English
disaster. He would hardly be human did he not re-
gard the punishments of the English as just, after the
affronts and injuries put upon him without provoca-
tion. Hutchinson says: “ The Indians informed some
of their captives that Castine furnished every Indian
engaged against the English with a pound of powder,
two pounds of lead and a quantity of tobacco.” Sup-
pose it were true,—and some annalists have suggested
that the report wants confirmation,— was he at all
without his right in so doing? The English dealt out
the same commodity to the Mohawks, to be used
against the French interest. The earlier annalists were
not averse to smirching St. Castin upon all occasions;
but time has smoothed over the rough places, and
one delights to look at the man as he might have ap-
peared upon acquaintance under his house-roof at
Pentagoét. Few men are without their passions, their
likes and dislikes, and environment has much to do
with their conduct. It is not to be imagined that a
man, isolate upon Robinson Crusoe’s Island, would
be quite the same in concept of manners as at a so-
ciety levee.

That he was an excellent adviser of the French was
certain, but he was apparently willing to lend his
good offices to the English prisoner whenever he had
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hostages while they went on their treacherous mis-
sion.

One can imagine the midnight conferences of these
amateur conspirators, the talking over of the numer-
ous plans and traps whereby the lion was to be caught
in the toils; how he was to be disposed of, once cap-
tured; and remind one of Alsop’s fable of “Belling
the Cat.” It must have required numerous meetings, .
and much good liquor must have been abused, be-
fore matters had been properly adjusted; but it was
no new business to the authorities of good old Boston,
for it was always a nest of conspirators from the time
the Episcopalians began their settlements in the
county of New Somersetshire. Anything was legiti-
mate that would redound to the temporal or spiritual
welfare of the Puritan propaganda, and much was
furthered under its sheltering wing that Winthrop
forgot to mention in his quaint old Journal.

But the kidnappers started on their journey, the
Acadians anxious only to get beyond the jurisdiction
of Massachusetts Bay, while the deserters, Vignon
and Albert, jingling a part of the purchase-price in
their pockets, Judas-like, went along, on treachery
intent. Once in French territory, the Acadians re-
vealed the plot to the authorities, detailing the plan,
and the part the deserters had in it as the ring-lead-
ers. They were immediately arrested and taken to
Quebec, where, after being confronted with Nelson,
they were shot in the presence of the Englishman, who
was afterward sent to France, where he was shut up
in the Bastille. After eleven years Nelson found his
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D'Iberville, the chief officers of the frigate “ Legare,
now anchored at the Isle of the Desert Mountains,”
that these simple yet honest Acadians should be given
goods of thevalue of five hundred and fifty-four francs
“for the important service they had just rendered to
Canada,” in their revelation of the identity of Vignon
and Albert, “ who had carried letters to-the English,
and who had come back with the intention of cap-
turing M. St. Castin and of giving him up to the Eng-
lish.”” That there was ever any possibility of success,
had these kidnappers held together, is much to be
doubted, as St. Castin was an astute man, who had
grown watchful in these latter days. Thiswas in 1692,
and affairs were rather mixed, though sharply enough
defined, with Phipps beginning the erection of Fort
William Henry at Pemaquid, which the French had
anticipated for themselves, only that they were fore-
stalled by the energetic Governor from Boston.

The building of the fort went on, and the Indians
kept at their atrocities, in which St. Castin does not
seem to have taken any part. The French were still
weak along the coast, and the English were extending
their operations. St. Castin saw that it would not be
long before the English would be able to maintain
their supremacy, and it so came about that in 1693 he
gave in his adhesion to the English Crown; though the
English possession of the Penobscot was but nomi-
nal, and St. Castin’s allegiance could not have had
much heart in it, for shortly after that Sieur Villieu,
a French officer, was in command at Pentagoét. The
census this year gave Pentagoét a total of fourteen:
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it was in this month of February that he was visited
by the sagamores, Egeremet of the Machias Tribe,
Abenaquid of the Penobscots, and Toxus of the
Norridgewocks. Some of their savage followers came
along with them. Raising a flag of truce, the savages
were admitted to the fort, where they declared their
errand, which was to effect an exchange of prisoners.
From the moment of their entering the fort, Chubb
had entertained the idea of violating the truce and
making the three famous chiefs his prisoners. It was
the English way. No sooner did its feasibility pre-
sent itself than Chubb proceeded to dispose of his
men to carry out his treachery, which resulted in the
killing of Egeremet and Abenaquid, and the escape
of the fierce Toxus. With the exception of one or two
of the train, the savages all got away. It was a de-
testable performance and sounded the knell of Fort
William Henry, for the savages were aroused to an
unwonted fury and revenge.

The ice had gone out of the streams, and for the
white mantle of winter had come the leafage of the
early summer. Life at Fort William Henry kept its
wonted quiet, but it was the lull before the storm.
There was a cloud in the east no bigger than a man’s
hand, but as it came nearer it loomed into the white
sails of the L’Envieux and the La Profonde. D’Iber-
ville commanded the former, and De Bonaventure
the latter. This was the expedition despatched by
Frontenac for the subjugation of Pemaquid. The
Newport, a twenty-four gun ship, was captured off
Mont Desert and sent into St. John, while D’Iberville
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and nothing could be better devised or more conve-
nient that the quarters for the officers and men.”
During the night D’Iberville had landed two mor-
tars and two heavy guns within a half-league from
the fort, and he had posted Villieu and the savages
opposite its easterly wall. Chubb was summoned to
surrender, but boastingly refused. At that, the sav-
ages answered with a musket fire to which the guns
of the fort responded, and with which the activities
of the first day were closed. That night the mortars
and guns from the ship were placed in position and
every preparation was made for a vigorous assault
with the break of day. A second summons was sent
in demanding the surrender of the fort, but Chubb
was obdurate. The chip on his epaulettes had grown
over night, and he had a mind to taste the soup of the
French before taking what shortly after seemed to
him the course of sound discretion. Then the echoes
of ancient Pemaquid awoke and the Dutch pavements
vibrated to the urgent tread of the mortars. One after
another of the bombs rose into the sunlit air to leave
along their curving trajectories slender trails of smoke,
to hurtle downward into the midst of Chubb’s sol-
diers, until six had fallen within the walls of the fort,
where they burst, as it was expected they would,
creating a dire confusion and great palpitation of the
heart among the besieged. The English found the first
course too hot to suit their taste and were inclined to
look over the bill of fare the second time. Much to
their dismay, they found the French bombs accom-
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Once in possession, De Villieu and his soldiers be-
gan the dismantling of the fort, after which it was
reduced to a picture of complete devastation, upon
which Chubb and his soldiers were compelled to look
before their conveyance to Boston. Here Chubb was
charged with cowardice and imprisoned, but only for
a few months, when he returned to his family in An-
dover, to be slain by the savages some two years later
in repayment of his cruelty to their people at Pema-
quid. It was a delayed vengeance, but it was sure,
and affords a trite illustration of the tireless hatred
of the savage once it was aroused.

After the laying waste of Pemaquid came the peace
of Ryswick, September 11, 1697. Madockawando was
dead. In October the Massachusetts Commissioners,
‘Major Converse and Captain Alden, came down to
Pentagoét to hold a conference with the Indians.
They were met by six sachems and a great body of
savages, and although they were mourning the death
of the great Madockawando, they went through their
usual indulgence of song and dance, to finally smoke
the pipe of peace. One of the conditions laid down
by the Commissioners was that the Jesuits should be
banished. The savages consented to the release of
the prisoners in their hands, but insisted that the
“good missionaries must not be driven away.”

The next year Alden was trading here with St.
Castin, buying furs of him and a son-in-law, and sell-
ing goods in return; for the inhabitants were unwilling’
to make disposition of their furs to the French. The
English suited them better. One of the priests here
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snare, are all that seem left to him; but they are so
old that the span of his absence has widened out in-
terminably.

Though St. Castin has come to his own. again, he
has difficulty in fitting himself into the old places, so
pygmy-like seems everything after the great out-
doors of the Pentagoét wilderness; and compared with
his Tarratines, these Oléron folk are a stunted race.
He glances furtively at the old chateau from founda-
tion-stone to turret-top as he strolls under the lime-
trees in the park, as if its intimacies were not yet fully
accomplished. Even the mountains and the skies are
not the same. The Pyreneces are but huge pinnacles
of rock that have lost their mystery, while the sky
seems but a patch of blue above the verdurous fres-
coes of the tree-tops.

Within the chaiteau it was the same. The turret-
stairs were strangely shortened and narrow, and the
window, half way up, was but a slit in the wall; then
he seemed always hitting his elbows against things.
His thought flew away to Pentagoét, Mercury-like.
Think of it as he would, it was hardly the great place
in which his boyhood was swathed, else the lodge-
gates, smaller and narrower than ever, had taken a
stride nearer the stone steps of the pillared portico.
The village streets, dwindled to a yellow path between
the thatched roofs, were being swallowed up amid
their overgrown hedges, and the old family coach
seemed to sway perilously near the low eaves as it
went up or down —and a stuffy affair it was, to
double one up so uncomfortably! He knew it was the
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touch, just a touch, of the old wild things, —an
inbreathing of the sweet odors of the swamp-rose;
for the great wide woods with their brown carpetings
that begin at the crest of the hill that overlooks the
mouth of the silvery Penobscot. She sees pictures
when her eyes are closed to the yellow flame on the
curiously tiled hearth,— where the bay runs up into
the land, while the warm sun lays over all so softly;
the old fort she knew in her girlhood, that overlooks
the ripples of the tide from uplifted banks, is painted
against her closed lashes; and then, there is the slow
rise of the lands behind, and half way up the slope,
the orchard, whose fruits to her were the sweetest
and rarest in the world. Below is the wide stretch
of the mighty river, twisting and bending like a
hunter’s bow between the woodland rims, and the
canoes, and the loose-flapping sails of the infrequent
ships off-shore. Nothing of the white-capped Pyr-
enees reminds her of the blue hills to eastward; the
isolate dome of huge Katahdin; or the bald rocks
of Mont Desert, down the bay; the smell of the salt
winds, or the pungent breath of the pines; — yet she
inbreathed them all, over seas that they were.

But the fire burned on and the lights in the chiteau
windows shone like low-down stars while the visions
came and faded out. A wonderful place was the old
chiteau, and there was magic in its airs, for she was
seeing Pentagoét as she never saw it before; but it
was the Baron’s home,— as if that were not enough,
— and here was a land of peace, of plenty, where the
skies were ruddy, but not with the fires which ate up
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They were no doubt hidden here by St. Castin, as he
likewise buried his gold in other places; for there was
no safety in keeping it at the fort. In all the raids
made by one and another of the expeditions against
St. Castin’s trading-house there is no record of any
money being taken. It wasalways merchandise, arms,
and ammunition. St. Castin was too wise to trust his
wilderness-earned gains to the times, for they were
unsettled, and the buccaneers sailed into the Penob-
scot Bay whenever they were in the region, whereupon
St. Castin usually took to the woods. Other coins have
been found in the vicinity of the old fort.

Anselm and his brother were the last of the race at
Sainte Famille, and not altogether are they forgotten.
The soil of beautiful Castine is rich with the tradi-
tions of the ancient Jesuit parish, for it was here
that, for a quarter of a century, the St. Castins made
history. Only their story is left of it all.

St. Castin, the Baron, was a romantic character,
and it is unfortunate that he had Perrot and De Men-
neval for_enemies; for it is from the former springs
the gossip of St. Castin’s alleged libidinous disposi-
tion, and from the latter the retouching of the loose
pictures painted by the covetous and unprincipled
Perrot; and while these unpleasant tales have through
them beécome matters of documentary record, they
are nothing but hearsay. La Hontan, who was his
personal friend, says St. Castin had but one wife,
““showing the savages that God is not pleased with in-
constant men.” That he may have had his youthful
follies is beyond controversy. The gross charges
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is through the September voyage of 1604, when De
Monts and Champlain sailed away from the Island of
the Holy Cross for the Penobscot, in search of the
fabled city of which Ingram told such wild and fan-
tastic tales. The first island to be christened as they
left the St. Croix was Isle au Haut, leaving which
they ran upon a hidden reef, staving a ragged hole in
the keel of their pattache, or little bark, to find them-
selves under the lee of a mighty heap of bald rock,
where they dropped anchor; where, on an adjacent
spit of land, they saw the upcurling smoke of a sav-
age wigwam, their first meeting with the aborigines
of Norumbega, who led them a few days later beyond
the peninsula of Pentagoét into the country of the
famed Bessabez, the Kadesquit for which the Guerche-
ville Colony was to set out a short seven years later.
The aborigine told Champlain that this baldly moun-
tainous island was called Pematiq, which he at once
christened ‘‘ L’isle des Monts Déserts.”

Its rugged scenery has been served rare, medium
rare, well-done, and over-done, yet all who have
essayed to write of its singularly elusive marvels of
Nature-wrought beauty have scarce compassed the
periphery of a single patch of lichen on the boll of one
of its rugged trees, or spanned the length of a single
scar along the face of one of its beetling cliffs. It is
impossible to describe the indescribable, and that
is what Nature has here hung out to dry above the
environing waters. From the writer it is words,
words; and from the artist, it is just paint,— oil for
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turned backe to seeke it; but hauing found it, forget-
ful from what part hee came, and not considering
whether hee should go East or West, or otherwise
(for there was no path) hee tooke his way quite con-
trarie, turning his backe from his companie, and so
long trauelled that he found himselfe on the sea
shoare, where no ships were to be seen (for they
were at the other side of a nooke of land farre reach-
ing into the sea), he imagined he was forsaken, and
began to bewaile his fortune vpon a rocke. The night
being come, euery one being retired, he is found
wanting; hee was asked for of those who had beene
in the woods, they report in what maner he departed
from them, and that since they had no newes of him.
Whereupon a Protestant was charged to haue killed
him because they quarrelled some times for mat-
ters of Religion. Finally they sounded a trumpet
throu the forest, they shot off the Canon diuers times,
but in vaine; for the roaring of the Sea, stronger than
all that, did expell backe the sound of the said Canons
and trumpets. Two, three and foure dais passe, he
appeareth not. In the meane while the time hastens
to depart, so hauing tarried so long that he was then
held for dead, they weighed ankers to go further, and
to see the depths of a bay that hath some 40 leagues
length and 14 (yea 18) of bredth, which was named
La Baye Francotse, or the French Baye.”

The ships went back to the Island of the Holy
Cross on the St. Croix River, where the settlement of
De Monts was then building, and Aubrey was left to
the mercies of the savages, the wolves, and with such
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English formerly used to come here for them.” It will
be noted that Cadillac’s account is purely from a
utilitarian point of view. He mentions no settlements
of the past or present. He refers to Paincuit (Pema-
quid) as being the place where a “fort was taken in
1688 by the Indians. They put eighty men to death,
but gave quarter to the Governor and six of the peo-
ple at the request of one of the chiefs, called Matek-
nando, whose son is now in France.” St. Castin did
not go to I'rance until about 1701, so Cadillac must
have been here after that; and he found Mont Desert
as lonely as a desert isle without habitant or habita-
tion, unless there may have been some nomad sav-
ages here on a fishing-trip, as was not infrequent.
The savages inland went to the seashore periodically
for fishing, and to enjoy a clambake, as the consider-
able shell-mounds here and there by some river-mouth,
or on some easily accessible peninsula, would sug-
gest. Much speculation has been aroused as to the
origin of the shell-heaps along the coast, and it leads
one to remark in passing that, as a speculation in
sweetening for an acidulous soil, it is likely to be emi-
nently safe and profitable, and as a field for the culti-
vation of the seductive flowers of romance it is not
less fertile; for here were held the Feasts of the Gor-
mandizers, and that these accumulations of shells are
the results of human agency is not to be doubted.
They are local in their deposits, being found between
the Sagadahoc and Penobscot streams, and most in
the neighborhood of the Damariscove waters. Who
knows but the savage may have dried his clams, as
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mer of 1605, and did not return. Not only was he
discouraged by the terrors of the winter, but he had
begun to be hampered by the jealousies and machi-
nations of the envious. His high and exclusive priv-
ileges, confirmed to him by his patent from Henry IV,
were the source of his trouble. M. de Poutrincourt,
who came over with him, charmed by the beauty of
the country about Port Royal, wished to found a
colony there, and De Monts gave him that immedi-
ate territory. The remainder of his grant he conveyed
to the Marchioness de Guercheville.

Loyola had, on his return from his pilgrimage to
the Holy Land, in 1534, established the Order of the
Company of Jesus, whose followers were nicknamed
Jesuits by Calvin. The former had soon gathered to
himself a zealous and considerable constituency. All
the peoples of the earth were to be brought under its
influence, and missions were to be everywhere planted
where people could be found to be baptized, and there
was sufficient water with which to perform the sol-
emn and holy service. Their attention was early
turned to the North American Indian, and then be-
gan the sacrifice of life and money to bring them into
the fold of the Church of Rome.

Henry had confirmed De Monts’ cession of Port
Royal to De Poutrincourt, and, being in France, the
latter was making extensive preparations for the suc-
cess of his colony. The royal order was issued to him
to provide suitable accommodations for a Jesuit mis-
sion within his domain. The Jesuits had been expelled
from France in 1594, but by the subtle influences of
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He sent him to France for supplies, only to find the
Huguenot merchants detaining the ship for advances
made on account of the colony. The priests, Biart
and Enemond Masse, who had become anxious in
their waiting, were much delighted with the idea that
Biencourt had made arrangement for their conduct
to the colony, but only to have their vision again
clouded with disappointment, when the Huguenots
declined peremptorily to allow the Jesuits to go in
the ship. Henry had met Ravillac in the Rue de la
Ferronerie and had felt the knife of the assassin in his
heart. Marie de Medicis held the royal reins. She
at once issued an order to the Governor of Dieppe to
compel the Huguenots to allow the priests to take
passage with Biencourt, but the-mandate was un-
availing. The Huguenots were firm; and it was only
upon the payment to them of their claims by Antoi-
nette de Pons, the wife of the Governor of Paris, and
Marchioness de Guercheville, that the obstacle was
removed from the pathway of the Jesuits. The Mar-
chioness was a woman of deeply religious character
and of wide influence, by which she was enabled to
procure the needed funds from the lords of court,—
and so the ship was sent on her voyage, reaching Port
Royal in June of 1611. Poutrincourt, incensed at the
coming of the Jesuits, left Port Royal the following
month for France, where he spent the remainder of
his days.

With their accustomed disposition to dominate in
affairs temporal as in spiritual, they began at once to
attempt the direction of the affairs of the colony; but






334 THE LAND OF ST. CASTIN

left the Bay of Honfleur with forty-eight in the com-
pany, with Charles Flory de Hableville master of the
ship. It was an uneventful voyage that brought them
into the harbor of Port Royal on the twenty-second
day of June of that year, and here Fathers Biart and
Masse met the Jesuits, Jacques Quentin, the priest,
and Du Thet, the lay-brother, who had come along in
the ship.

Were it not for Biart’s“ Relations des Jesuits,” which
has been the well from which the latter historians have
derived their inspirations, only a vivid imagination
would have remained as the resource of the relator of
the incidents that made up the ill-starred adventure
of La Saussaye. But one likes to glean in the old fur-
row, and so the reader may pick up the thread of the
tale in the language of Biart; or, in other words, he
may place his hob-nails in the footprints of the in-
defatigable Jesuit, or touch elbows, as he prefers.

The Jesuit details with photographic minuteness
the incidents that gave their sad and tragic color to
the picture. He relates:

“We were detained five days at Port Royal by
adverse winds, when a favorable north-easter having
arisen, we set out with the intention of sailing up
the Pentagoét River, to a place called Kadesquit, (the
present Bangor,) which had been allotted for our new
residence, and which possessed great advantages for
this purpose. But God willed it otherwise, for when
we had reached the south-eastern coast of the Island
of Menan, the weather changed, and the sea was cov-
ered with a fog so dense that we could not distinguish
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singing praises with the holy Sacrifice of Mass. We
named the place and harbor St. Savior. [Possibly
Northeast Harbor.]

“Now in this port of St. Savior a violent quarrel
arose between our sailors and crew and the other pas-
sengers. The cause of it was that the charter granted,
and the agreement made in France, was to the effect
that the said sailors should be bound to put into any
port in Acadia that we should designate, and should
remain there three months. The sailors maintained
that they had arrived in a port in Acadia, and that
the said term of three months ought to date from this
arrival. To this it was answered that this port was
not the one designated, which was Kadesquit, and
therefore that the time they were in St. Savior was
not to be taken into account. The pilot held obsti-
nately to a contrary opinion, maintaining- that no
vessel had ever landed at Kadesquit, and that he did
not wish to become a discoverer of new routes. There
was much argument for and against these views,
discussions were being carried on incessantly, a bad
omen for the future.

“While this question was pending, the Savages
made a fire in order that we might see the smoke.
This signal meant that they had observed us, and
wished to know if we needed them, which we did.
The pilot took the opportunity to tell them that the
Fathers from Port Royal were in his ship. The Sav-
ages replied that they would be very glad to see one
whom they had known at Pentagoét two years before.
This was Father Biard, who went immediately to see
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well satisfied with it ourselves, and having brought
these tidings to the remainder of the crew, it was
unanimously agreed that we should remain there,
and not seek further, seeing that God himself seemed
to intend it, by a train of happy accidents that had

ST. SAVEUR

occurred and by the miraculous cure of the child,
which I shall relate elsewhere.

“This place is a beautiful hill, sloping gently from
the seashore, and supplied with water by a spring on
cach side. The ground comprises from twenty-five to
thirty acres, covered with grass, which in some places
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not to occupy the workmen in that manner, and so
delay the erection of dwellings and fortifications. He
would not comply with their request, and from these
disputes arose others, which lasted until the English
obliged us to make peace in the manner I am about to
relate.

“The English colonists in Virginia are in the habit
of coming every year to the islands of Pencoit, (Pem-
aquid,) twenty-five leagues from St. Savior, in order
to provide food (fish) for the winter. While on their
way, as usual, in the summer of the year 1613, they
were overtaken at sea by fogs and mists, which in
this region often overspread both land and sea, in
summer. These lasted some days, during which the
tide drifted them gradually farther than they in-
tended. They were about eighty leagues farther in
New France than they supposed, but they did not rec-
ognize the place.”

Digressing for a moment, it may be averred with
some certainty that this is the only reference to the
Treasurer (carrying fourteen guns and a complement
of sixty fighting-men) as a fighting-vessel to be found
in the annals of history. The legalized pirate Samuel
Argal was the leader of these freebooters, for such
they were, with England and France at peace each
with the other. He was as much a sea rover as was
Captain Kidd. He had a commission based on the
shadowy claim of the Virginia proprietors to the lands
of the Acadia country, and he had about as much hu-
manity as had Kidd, if one is to judge by what fol-
lows in the Biard relation.
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themselves. La Saussaye remained ashore, and with
him the greater number of the men. Lieutenant La
Motte, Ensign Ronfere, Sergeant Joubert, and the
rest went on board the ship.

“The English vessel moved quickly as an arrow,
having the wind astern. It was hung with red flags,
the arms of England floated over it, and three trum-
pets and two drums were ready to sound. Our pilot
who had gone forward to reconnoitre, did not return
to the ship, fearing, as he said, to fall into their hands,
to avoid which he rowed himself around an island.
Thus the ship did not contain one-half its crew, and
was defended only by ten men, of whom but one,
Captain Flory, had any experience in naval contests.
Although not wanting in prudence or courage, the
Captain had not time to prepare for a conflict, nor
had his crew; there was not even time to weigh anchor,
so as to disengage the ship, which is the first step in
sea-fights. It would, however, have been of little use
to weigh the anchor, since the sails were fastened;
for being summer, they had arranged them as an
awning to shade the decks. This mishap, however,
had a good result, for our men being sheltered during
the combat, and the KEnglish unable to take aim at
them, fewer of them were killed or wounded.

“As soon as they approached, our sailors hailed
them, but the English replied only by cries of menace,
and by discharges of musketry and cannon. They
had fourteen pieces of artillery, and sixty artillery-
men, who ranged themselves along the side of their
vessel, firing rapidly, without taking aim. The first
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this, Du Thet was wounded by a musket and fell
across the helm. Captain Flory and three other men
were also wounded, and they cried out that they
surrendered. The English, on hearing this cry, went
into their boat to board our vessel, our men impru-
dently rushed into theirs in order to put off to shore
before the arrival of the victors. The conquerors
cried out to them to return, as otherwise they would
fire on them, and two of our men, in their terror,
threw themselves into the water and were drowned,
‘either because they were wounded or, more probably,
were shot while in the water. They were both prom-
ising young men, one named Le Moine, from Dieppe,
and the other named Neveu, from Beauvais. Their
bodies were found nine days afterwards, and care-
fully interred. Such was the history of the capture
of our vessel.

“The victorious Englishmen made a landing in the
place where we had begun to erect our tents and
dwellings, and searched our Captain to find his com-
mission, saying that the land was theirs, but that if
we would show that we had acted in good faith, and
under the authority of our Prince, they would not
drive us away, since they did not wish to imperil the
amicable relations between our two Sovereigns. The
trouble was they did not find La Saussaye, but they
seized his desk, searched it carefully, and having
found our commissions and royal letters, seized them,
then putting everything in its place, they closed and
locked the desk. On the next day, when he saw La
Saussaye, the English Captain welcomed him politely,
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he had better do. He did this to oblige the Jesuits,
for he came to Father Biard, and taking his hand,
begged him not to distrust him, assuring him that he
would be faithful to him and the other Fathers. As
he seemed to speak sincerely, Father Biard thanked
him affectionately, and promised to remember his
kindness. The Father also said that he would not
think of himself until the others had set out, that
then he would seek counsel of God; and he warned
the pilot not to fall into the hands of the English, be-
cause the Captain was very anxious to catch him.

“The pilot profited by the warning, for in two or
three days after, he retired behind some of the islands,
to be in shelter, and to watch for what might happen.
The English Captain then resolved not to inflict any
farther injury on us, although he might have desired
to do so, as I conjectured by his previous conduct.
He was a very able and artful man, but nevertheless
a gentleman and a man of courage. His crew were
neither cruel or unkind to any of us.”

What the Jesuit wishes one to understand from the
last sentences is somewhat obscure. It is evident
that in his heart Biard was pleased at the outcome
of the venture, secure in the respect likely to be paid
to “the cloth,” else he could not have called the filcher
of La Saussaye’s commissions something to be con-
ceived only by a wit of the most vicious quality, or
have so readily forgiven the murder of Du Thet, the
despoiling of their dwellings, and pirating of their
ships, and the casting off of his Governor, La Saus-
saye, and Father Masse, along with thirteen others
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done, but Argal’s conscience, or what there was left
of it, was startled into speech, and he told the Gov-
ernor that these poor French colonists were innocent;
that La Saussaye had the proper commission from
the French Crown, but that he filched it from the
Governor’s private desk, the which he was obliged to
do, to enable him to put a good face on his enterprise,
which was none other than the baldest of piracies.
And this was the man whom Biart credited with be-
ing a gentleman, eating at his table, enjoying his com-
panionship, and perhaps planning already the de-
struction of Biencourt’s little colony at Port Royal.
It is for the reason that Biart’s character may be
better understood that his “Relation’ is given in
extenso, for he has been held -up in various lights by
various literati in historic matters. His motives are
clear, a great deal clearer than the waters that float
them; for he betrays himself, unwittingly, as a man
of elastic conscience; not lacking in guile; truckling;
the instigator, undoubtedly, of the casting off of his
brother priest in the open boat; withal, a man of deep
and abiding animosities,— in fact, he was a typical
Jesuit who made religious duty wholly subservient
to policy.

Dale listened to the story of Argal, and with an
itching for further adventuring of the same sort he
forgave the pirate and put him in such good counte-
nance that he at once fitted out hisown ship, the French
vessel, and a smaller eraft for the invasion of the Bay
of Fundy. His purpose was the destruction of Port
Royal, and he had soon set out on this enterprise;
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thought of, as one of Biencourt’s men told him to
“Begone, or I will split your head with this hatchet!”
De Costa thought his character needed looking into,
with Biart looking on complacently at the destruction
of the Port Royal Colony and Biencourt’s ruin.

Leaving Virginia, Argal sailed direct to the Island
of Mont Desert, where he thought he might find
another French vessel. He anchored at the scene of
his former exploits. It was a picture of Nature in re-
pose that greeted this adventurer on plunder bent,
with the slow-sinking sun gathering its slant arrows
into its golden quiver, varied only by the slender
smokes from the fires of the savage, that gleamed
more brightly as the dusk fell. And then the stars
came out, and one can see Argal pacing his deck in
anticipation of the destruction he intended to visit
on the remnants of the St. Savior settlement the next
day; for, says Biart, “They burnt our fortifications
and pulled down our crosses, and put up one as a sign
that they were taking possession of the land as Lords.
This cross had the name of the King of Great Britain
engraved upon it.”

Not even the graveof the valorous Du Thet escaped
Argal’s vandalism, and the spot where lie the ashes
of that loyal son of France was at once obliterated,
along with the sites of these first rude homes and the
slender trenches of its first defenses. St. Savior was
destroyed, and its colony scattered, and all the Mar-
chioness de Guercheville was able to recover from
the ruins of her fond dreams for the proselyting of
the savage was the ship of La Saussaye. Perhaps
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naturalized the Gregoires, and their three children as
well, and confirmed her in the possession of the island,
notwithstanding it had in 1762 been granted by the
same body to Governor Bernard, with the approval
of the King; but his conduct in the Revolutionary
days wrought a forfeiture, and opened the way to the
Gregoires. The year before the arrival of these French
people one-half the island had been granted to Sir
John Bernard, but that fell through by non-compli-
ance of contract. The recognition of the Gregoires was
an exhibition of comity, as Lafayette had made some-
what strenuous exertion in her behalf, and with a
desire on the part of the new republic “to cultivate
a mutual confidence and union between the subjects
of His Most Christian Majesty and the citizens of this
State.”

Thus it was that sixty thousand acres of island
estate fell to the Gregoires, which included, as well,
some part of the mainland, that already occupied by
actual settlers being exempted. They went from
Boston to Mont Desert, where they immediately
offered their lands at the minimum charge of one
dollar the acre, even at which price the sales were
limited. With their coming one notes that this is the
second occupancy of the island after the landing of
Champlain, and the coincidence, as well, that it was
by the naturalized heir of its first and only French
patentee. :

They built their house back from the shore some
half-mile or more, and the site is still pointed out to
the curious visitor. It is not difficult to rebuild the
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dreams of the regal splendors of the French Court,
and the memories of a great family name. Tradition
has it that M. Gregoire had his French vintages, del-
icate and sparkling, which were reénforced by the
more robust and sustaining qualities inherent in a
prime Santa Cruz, with the sweetening of the Bar-
badoes to allay its roughness.

It is said that an old French friar was wont to
come to see the Gregoires, and how late they sat up
nights before the ruddy hearth that lent a cheerful
glow to the chateau hall, with their sparkling Langue-
doc or their hot Santa Cruz between them, no one
knows; for it is safe to assume that between their sips,
and whiffs of tobacco, many a story was told of sunny
France, and much was brought by the priest by way
of gossip as to what was going on in the old country in
politics, for that was the Jesuit’s stock in trade, —
to entertain in order that he might convert. It is
barely possible that Madame, stately and proud, or
generously solicitous of good humor, or sedately ex-
clusive, kept them fair company, and Monsieur saw
that her glass was kept filled as well.

There is a burying-ground a little way up the road,
and here are the graves of these people, marked by
some rude stones, Nature-hewn, just outside its bar-
rier near the southeast corner. It is said that Mon-
sieur was the first to set out on the lone journey, to
be followed some three years after by the Madame.
When she was arrayed for her burial a belt stuffed
with gold was taken from her body. After that next
to nothing is known of the children of these first per-
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As she nears the land one discerns the misty forms
of her crew standing by her thwarts like statues.
Her master leans over the rail and points to the
depths of the sea. Taut-rigged, and shapely as a sea-
fowl, she skims the waters, and so real is the illusion

THE CAVE, SCHOONER HEAD

one shouts, “Ahoy!” A sepulchral flame flares from
her tops; her masts quiver like the wrinkle of their
reflections in the sea; her stays are loosed and the
snowy sails blow away on the winds. The weird vision
is faded, only to come again when the mists roll in;
for this is the land of mists and vaporous mysteries.
Whenever the winds blow hither the coolness of the
northern waters there comes a sensitized film of low-
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to Kidd and his men. It was there they put the gold
and silver into a smaller, swifter keel, and Kidd gave
its command to a lieutenant, with directions to sail
for Mont Desert, where was an isolate, unfrequented
cave used by the pirate as a place for the secreting
of their plunder.

The sails were run up on the little schooner, and
once out on the wide sea she flew with the wings of
a bird. It was a pleasant voyage despite the sailor
superstition that a woman aboard ship is as bad as
a parson, and that was ominous enough, for the
lieutenant had his wife along with him for company;
but the skies held fair and the winds were kind until
they reached the coast of Maine, where the craft ran
into a fog so dense that the helmsman could not see
the forecastle chains. The craft nosed along toward
the island, cutting the fog with a light breeze until
about sundown, when the wind stiffened and the fog
melted away like a breath on a mirror, revealing, a
mile or more to windward, the trim lines of a British
corvette.

The corvette had a keen nose for suspicious charac-
ters, for, descrying the schooner, she immediately
sent a shot from her Long Tom after the little craft,
which was already showing a pretty wake astern.
With the going of the mists the wind slackened to a
light breeze, giving the schooner the advantage for
a little; then it freshened, to kick up a nasty sea, and
the corvette had the best of the chase. There was
nothing for the schooner to do but to run for the shore,
with the hope of finding some one of the many sounds
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And, over sick-beds whispering low,
Your prophecies fulfil.

Some home amid yon birchen trees
Shall drape its doors with woe;

And slowly where the Dead Ship sails,
The burial boat shall row.”

It is a tale to tell as the moon comes up over the
waters, as one sits in the shadows of the Mont Desert
cliffs, while out of the slow-rising mists one carves the
low rakish hull of Kidd’s treasure-laden schooner,
with its bellying sails, until the vision is a reality, and
one finds relief only by looking off to the cheerful
lights of Desert Rock.

It is true that Somes’ Sound affords the most
picturesque scenery of the island. The mountains are
painted in its drowsing waters so that their rugged
outlines are more clearly discerned and their beauty
appreciated; but one’s powers of deseription fail when
the essay is made to portray in words the subtle and
elusive charm that holds one silent in admiration.
Here are jagged peaks and deeps of tangled woods
where the sun paints pictures all day long in marvel-
lous colors, colors that were never on the palette of
the painter. Valleys are grooved everywhere, and a
thousand feet in air tower the sunlit crags of the
overhanging mountain. One never tires of this mag-
nificent display of Nature. Here one may go moun-
tain climbing, trout-fishing, or essay the pastoral
delights of raking the odorous hay in season, or

“drink with glad still lips the blessing of the sky.”

Mont Desert was a favorite hunting-ground for the
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stories of the beaver-houses he saw there, for the re-
mains of their dams are to be found nowadays, as
they may be in many parts of Maine where the settle-
ments are older than those at Mont Desert. Here were
the haunts of the otter and the mink, for wherever
there is an abundance of trout these fur-bearers are
likely to be; for they are great and industrious fishers
along the wild streams of the interior, though the
otter is growing more scarce as the fisherman makes
his summer outing farther into the deeps of the
woods.

Not all the wildness of Mont Desert is shorn, for
one does not find a compass amiss whose feet are
strange to the shadows of its hooded rocks and the
jungles that crowd upon their graniteankles. Onefinds
here not infrequently the aboriginal wildeat, and the
red deer roam its woodland aisles as in the days when
Argal choked them with the smokes of the burning
cabins of La Saussaye. Right here it may be men-
tioned that at the destruction of Port Royal by the
Virginia freebooter, as the Jesuit Biart, Nero-like,
looked on, he expressed the hopeful reflection that it
might please the Lord “that the sins therein com-
mitted might likewise have been consumed in that
conflagration.”

What a virulent fellow he must have been!

What the fate of the Guercheville Colony might
have been had it been planted at Kadesquit is only
to be guessed; but it is not likely that it would have
shared the untoward fate of the settlement on Fer-
nald’s Point, for that is where Mr. Hamlin has located
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impossible that there may be a Dutch narration hid-
den away somewhere, or lying in wait for the anti-
quarian nose.

From 1613 to the coming of the Gregoires in 1788
there was no settlement here of white people. It was
a desert island indeed so far as its occupation by
Europeans is to be considered. Monhegan was occu-
pied from an early day, and the occupation was con-
tinued with the exception of a few blanks in the grow-
ing years, mainly by fishermen; but no diversion
seems to have been made to the eastward. Mont
Desert was in the neutral zone, and while the slender
contingent at Pentagoét was busily occupied in
schemes of self-preservation, the English at Pema-
quid, along the Sheepscot, and on Arrowsic Island
were content with their holding so long as they were
undisturbed. It was unfortunate that the authorities
of Massachusetts Bay could not have seen their duty
clearer, and have kept their itching palms cooled
with some soothing lotion other than the soft pile of
a Penobscot beaver-skin. Tradition locates the Somes
family here about 1760, coming from Cape Ann, and
the site of his cabin is still pointed out. He was fol-
lowed by settlers from Cape Cod, but this conflicts
somewhat with the Gregoire account.

There is a very interesting tradition that has found
lodgment along these green slopes above Southwest
Harbor, which is that the famous Talleyrand was born
here, where he spent some portion of his boyhood.
It is a romantic story, with its high-lights and shad-
ows mingling in a tale of love and misplaced confi-
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The tale has come down from the older French resi-
dents and is something after this fashion. In this old
house, now rotted away, there lived a man and his
wife who had passed the meridian of life. They were
French, and with them lived a granddaughter, whose
mother had been laid away in the little burial-ground
that overlooked the sea, upon which the father at that
time was away on a voyage to a distant port. The
girl was turning sixteen, a wild blossom, and a beau-
tiful girl whose budding charms had almost blown
into the petals of the full flower. It was in these days
of 1754 that a French trading-vessel was driven into
the harbor in a stress of storm, by reason of which it
was here sometime delayed on its voyage. Among
its passengers was a fine fellow, whose dress and car-
riage bespoke the gentleman. He found his way to
the shore, where he made the acquaintance of these
islanders, and to whose humble home he found his
way daily so long as the vessel remained in the harbor.
The attraction was evidently the charming grand-
daughter. The acquaintance ripened, so that they
were seen much together by the neighbors, in their
daily rambles, who boded no good from so sudden an
intimacy, as neighbors sometimes will. For all that,
the course of their love ran smoothly enough when
the man and the maid were together. The days sped
and were too soon done, for it was morning only to
merge into nightfall. Nature existed for these two
alone, and they forgot all but themselves,— the world
was theirs, such was the alchemy of Love.
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him, a lithe and comely little fellow, active and of
fine physique. He was a lad of promise and the
stranger wished to take him away at once, but the
mother demurred, for he was all left of those too
few days of her romance.

But the stranger was persistent, and yet she would
not spare him, despite promises of good.care, educa-
tion, and a noble position in life. He came again and
again, his efforts unavailing, to at last bring a heavy
sack of coin, which he threw upon the table, and the
little fellow had dropped out of sight as if the earth
had yawned and swallowed him. The grandparents
never saw him again, but the mother lived to hear of
her son as the greatest statesman and diplomatist of
Europe,— the famous Charles Maurice de Talley-
rand-Périgord, Prince de Bénévent. The stranger
had kept his word, but whether that was sufficient
compensation for the lonesome days that fell to her
lot one may never know. It was years later that the
French celebrity came to Mont Desert, but whether
the mother was living the tradition does not re-
late.

Talleyrand was an exile from France in 1794 and
was in this country. He was at the Hancock house in
Boston, an old hostelry that may still be seen border-
inga little alley at the rear of Faneuil Hall. Hewas in
Machias, and at that time was a man of perhaps forty
years, and is said to have remarked to Judge Jones, at
whose house he was one day taking dinner, that he
would like to see “the mountain on the sea,” and
which he exhibited “an innate childish longing to
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French and English expeditions pass, as did Richard
the ghosts as he slept on Bosworth Field. It is a
mingling of knightly adventurers, of Jesuits, sol-
diery, peasant, and untutored savage, all smirched
with blood, befouled with smut and smoke, and all
clinging to the thread of Fate that felt the scissors at
untoward times. It was an olla podrida of honest
men and thieves, with papists and protestants in
their train, and with all their bickerings and quarrels;
the era of poisoners and legalized piracies, and Rav-
illacs. History of the most repulsive sort was made
with a surprising degree of rapidity, and yet the crags
of this “mountain in the sea” still turn their rugged
yet peaceful faces to the sun as it comes up over the
waters that bore these olden adventurers hither, and
gaze into the mysteries of its setting beyond the west-
ern woods with the same silent grandeur as when the
ships of La Saussaye anchored under their shadows,
to be swept into oblivion by the greed of Argal.

It is a famous island, of famous memory, short
though it be, and it stands now, as it once did, the
grand warden of the “Baya fermosa” of the times of
the adventurous Gomez, the great stone guardian
of the sail-flecked Penobscot, and where

“The harp at Nature’s advent strung
Has never ceased to play;
The song the stars of morning sung
Has never died away.”

Its mountains are grandly inspiring, and at their feet
are the mysteries of the dusky valleys in which are
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