CHAPTER XV

“Then go we in, to know his embassy ;
Whieh I could, with ready guess, declare,
Before the Frenchman speak a word of it,”
—Kine HENRY V.

A FEW succeeding days were passed amid the privations,
the uproar, and the dangers of the siege, which was vigo-
rously pressed by a power, against whose approaches
Munro possessed no competent means of resistance. It
appeared as if Webb, with his army, which lay slumber-
ing on the banks of the Hudson, had utterly forgotten the
strait to which his countrymen were reduced. Montealm
had filled the woods of the portage with his savages, every
yell and whoop from whom rang through the British en-
campment, chilling the hearts of mien who were already
but too much disposed to magnify the danger.

Not so, however, with the besieged. Animated by the
words, and stimulated by the examples of their leaders,
they had found their courage, and maintained their
ancient reputation, with a zeal that did justice to the
stern character of their commander. As if satisfied with
the toil of marching through the wilderness to encounter
his enemy, the French general, though of approved skill,
had neglected to seize the adjacent mountains; whence
the besieged might have been exterminated with impunity,
and which, in the more modern warfare of the country,
would not have been neglected for a single hour. This
sort of contempt for eminences, or rather dread of the
labor of ascending them, might have been termed the
besetting weakness of the warfare of the period. I
originated in the simplicity of the Indian contests, in
which, from the nature of the combats, and the density
of the forests, fortresses were rare, and artillery next te
useless. The carelessness engendered by these usages

descended even to the war of the Revolution and lost™
the States the important fortress of Ticonderoga opening
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a way for the army of Burgoyne into what was then the
bospm of t}'ie eountry. - We look back at this ignorance
or mifatuatlon, whichever it may be called, with wonder,
knowing that the neglect of an eminence, whose diiﬁculi
ties, like those of Mount Defiance, have been so greatly
exaggerated, would, at the present time, prove fatal to
tl;etll;eputgtion of the engineer who had planned the works
a eir base, or to that of the . % it w

e e general whose lot it was

The_ tourist, the valetudinarian, or the amateur of the
beauties of nature, who, in the train of his four-in-hand
now roi‘]s through the scenes we have attempted to de:
seribe, in quest of information, health, or pleasure, or
floats steadily toward his object on those artificial wa’ters
which have sprung up under the administration of a
statesman ! who has dared to stake his political character
on the hazardous issue, is not to suppose that his ancestors
tr_a\-‘ersed those hills, or struggled with the same currents
with equal facility. The transportation of a single heavy
gun was often considered equal to a victory gained; if
happily, the difficulties of the passage had not so far
s?parated it from its necessary concomi{ant, the ammuni-
tion, as to render it no more than a useless tube of un-
wieldy iron.

The evils of this state of things pressed heavily on the
fm.'tqnes of the resolute Scotsman who now defended
William Henry. Though his adversary neglected the hills
he had planted his batteries with judgment on the plain’
angl caused them to be served with vigor and skill. Agains£
this assault, the besieged could only oppose the imperfect
and hasty preparations of a fortress in the wilderness

It wasin the afternoon of the fifth day of thesiege .and
the fourth of his own service in it, that Major Hey"zvard
profited by a parley that had just been beaten, by repair-
ing to the ramparts of one of the water bastions, to breathe
the cool air from the lake, and to take a sur"vev of the
progress of the siege. He was alone, if the so}ita}v senti-
nel who paced the mound be excepted; for the artillerists
had hastened also to profit by the temporary suspension

1 Evidently the late De Witt Clinton, who died goveraor of New York in 1828,
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of their arduous duties. The evening was delightfully
calm, and the light air from the  limpid water fresh and
soothing. It seemed as if, with the termination of the
roar of artillery and the plunging of shot, nature had
also seized the moment to assume her mildest and most
captivating form. The sun poured down his parting
glory on the scene, without the oppression of those fierce
rays that belong to the climate and the season. The moun-
tains looked green, and fresh, and lovely, tempered with
the milder light, or softened in shadow, as thin vapors
floated between them and the sun. The numerous islands
rested on the bosom of the Horican, some low and sunken,
as if embedded in the waters, and others appearing to
hover about the element, in little hillocks of green velvet;
among . which the fishermen of the beleaguering army
peacefully rowed their skiffs, or floated at rest on the
glassy mirror in quiet pursuit of their employment.

The scene was at once animated and still. All that
pertained to nature was sweet, or simply grand; while
those parts which depended on the temper and move-
ments of man were lively and playful.

Two little spotless flags were abroad, the one on a sali-
ent angle of the fort, and the other on the advanced bat-
tery of the besiegers; emblems of the truth which existed,
not only to the acts, but it would seem, also, to the enmity
of the combatants.

Behind these again swung, heavily opening and clos-
ing in silken folds, the rival standards of England and
France.

A hundred gay and thoughtless young Frenchmen were
drawing a net to the pebbly beach, within dangerous prox-
imity to the sullen but silent cannon of the fort, while the
eastern mountain was sending back the loud shouts and gay
merriment that attended theirsport. Some were rushing
eagerly to enjoy the aquatic games of the lake, and others
were already toiling their way up the neighboring hills,
with the restless curiosity of their nation. To all these
sports and pursuits, those of the enemy who watched the
besieged, and the besieged themselves, were, however,
merely the idle though sympathizing spectators. Here

and there a picket had, indeed, raised a song, or mingled
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in a dance, which had drawn the dusky savages around
them, from their lairs in the forest. In short, everything
wore rather the appearance of a day of pleasure, than of
an hour stolen from the dangers and toil of a bloody and
vindictive warfare.

puncan had stood in a musing attitude, contemplating
this seene a few minutes, when his eyes were directed to
the glacis in front of the sally-port already mentioned, by
the sounds of approaching footsteps. He walked to an
angle of the bastion, and beheld the scout advancing,
under the custody of a French officer, to the body of the
fort. - The countenance of Hawkeye was haggard and
careworn, and his air dejected, as though he felt the
dn_eepest d.eg‘radation at having fallen into the power of
h}s enemies. He was without his favorite weapon, and
his arms were even bound behind him with thongs, made
of the skin of a deer. The arrival of flags to cover the
messengers of summons, had occurred so often of late, that
when Heyward first threw his careless glance on this
group, he expected to see another of the officers of the
enemy, charged with a similar office but the instant he
recognized the tall person and still sturdy though down-
cast; fe_eatures of his friend, the woodsman, he started with
surprise, and turned to descend from the bastion into the
bosom of the work.

: The sounds of other voices, however, caught his atten-
tion, and for a moment caused him to forget his purpose.
At the inner angle of the mound he met the sisters, walk-
ing along the parapet, in search, like himself, of air and
relA:ef from confinement. They had not met from that
painful moment when he deserted them on the plain, enly
to assure their safety. He had parted from them worn
with care, and jaded with fatigue; he now saw them re-
freshed and blooming, though timid and anxious. Under
such an inducement it will cause no surprise that the
young man lost sight for a time, of other objects in order
to_address them. He was, however, anticipated by the
voice of the ingenuous and youthful Alice.

“Ah! thou truant! thou recreant knight! he who aban-
dons his damsels in the very lists,’’ she cried; ‘‘here have
we been days, nay, ages, expecting you at our feet, im-
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ploring merey and forgetfulness of your eraven backslid-
ing, or I should rather say, backrunning—for verily you
fled in the manner that no striken deer, as our worthy
friend the scout would say, could equal!”’

*“You know that Alice means our thanks and our bless-
ings,”’ added the graver and more thoughtful Cora. “In
truth, we have a little wonder why you should so rigidly
absent yourself from a place where the gratitude of the
daughters might receive the support of a parent’s thanks.”’

““Your father himself could tell you, that, though absent
from your presence, I have not been altogether forgetful
of your safety,’’ returned the young man; *‘the mastery
of yonder village of huts,’’ pointing o the neighboring
entrenched eamp, ‘‘has been keenly disputed; and he who
holds it is sure to be possessed of this fort, and that
which it contains. My days and nights have all been
passed” there since we separated, because I thought that
duty called me thither. But,”’ he added, with an air of
chagrin, which he endeavored, though unsuccessfully, to
conceal, ““had I been aware that what I then believed a
soldier’s conduet could be so construed, shame would have
been added to the list of reasons.”’

““Heyward! Duncan!”’ exclaimed Alice, bending for-
ward to read his half-averted countenance, until a lock of
her golden hair rested on her flushed cheek, and nearly
concealed the tear that had started to her eye; “‘did I
think this idle tongue of mine had pained you, I would
silence it forever. Cora can say, if Cora would, how
justly we have prized your services, and how deep—I had
almost said, how fervent—is our gratitude.”” ‘‘And will
Cora attest the truth of this?’’ cried Duncan, suffering
the cloud to be chased from his countenance by a smile of
open pleasure. ‘“What says our graver sister? Will she
find an excuse for the neglect of the knight in the duty
of a soldier?"”’

Cora made no immediate answer, but turned her face
toward the water, as if looking on the sheet of jthe Hori-
can. When she did bend her dark eyes on the young man,
they were yet filled with an expression of anguish that at
once drove every thought but that of kind solicitude from
his mind.
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““You are not well, dearest Miss Munro!"” he exclaimed;
“‘we have trifled while you are in suffering!’’

““'Tis nothing,”” she answered, refusing his support
with feminine reserve. ‘‘That I cannot see the sunnyside
of the picture of life, like this artless but ardent enthusi-
ast,”” she added, laying -her hand lightly, but affection-
ately, on the arm of her sister, ‘‘is the penalty of experi-
ence, and, perhaps, the misfortune of my nature. “‘See,”’
she continued, as if determined to shake off infirmity, in
a sense of duty; ‘‘look around you, Major Heyward, and
tell me what a prospect is this for the daulzhter of a
soldier whose greatest happiness is his honor and his
military renown.’’

““Neither ought nor shall be tarnished by circumstances
over which he has had no control,”” Duncan warmly re-
plied. “‘But your words recall me to my own duty. I go
now to your gallant father, to hear his determination in
matters of the last moment to the defense. A God bless you
in every fortune, noble—Cora—I may and must call you.”’
She frankly gave him her hand, though her lip quivered
and her cheeks gradually became of ashy paleness. “In
every fortune, I know you will be an ornament and honor
to your sex. Alice, adieu,—his voice changed from ad-
miration to tenderness—“‘adieun, Alice; we shall soon meet
again; as conguerors, I trust, and amid rejoicings!’?

Without waiting for an answer from either, the young
man threw himself down the grassy steps of the bastion,
and moving rapidly across the parade, he was quickly in
the presence of their father. Munro was pacing his nar-
row apartment with a disturbed air and gigantic strides
as Duncan entered.

“You have anticipated my wishes, Major Heyward,”’
he said; “‘I was about to request this favor.”’

““I am sorry tosee, sir, that the messenger I so warmly
recommended has returned in custody of the French! 1
hope there is no reason to distrust his fidelity?”’

“*The fidelity of ‘The Long Rifle’ is well known to me,’?
returned Munro, ‘‘and is above suspicion; though his
usual good fortune seems, at last, to have failed. Mont-
calm has got him, and with the accursed politeness of
his nation, he has sent him in with a doleful tale, of
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“knowing how I valued the fellow, he could not think of
retaining him.” A Jesuitical way that, Major Duncan
Heyward, of telling a man of his misfortunes!”’

““But the general and his succor?”’

““Did ye look to the south as ye entered, and could ye
not see them?’’ said the old soldier, laughing bitterly.

““Hoot! hoot! you’re an impatient boy, sir, and cannot
give the gentlemen leisure for their march!"’

“‘They are coming, then? The scout has said as much?’?

<«“When? and by what path? for the dunce has omitted
totell me this. There is a letter, it would seem, too; and
that is the only agreeable part of the matter. For the
customary attentions of your Marquis of Montealm—I
warrant me, Duncan, that he of Lothian would buy a
dozen such marquisates—but if the news of the letter
were bad, the gentility of this French monsieur would
certainly compel him to let us know it.”’

““He keeps the letter, then, while he releases the mes-
senger?’’

““Ay, that does he, and all for the sake of what you
eall your ‘bonhommie’ I would venture, if the truth was
known, the fellow’s grandfather taught the noble science
of dancing.”’

“‘But what says the scout? he has eyes and ears, and a
tongue. What verbal report does he make?’’

““Oh! sir, he is not wanting in natural organs, and he
js free to tell all that he has seen and heard. The whole
amount is this; there is a fort of his majesty’s on the
banks of the Hudson, called Edward, in honor of his
gracious highness of York, you’ll know; and it is well
filled with armed men, as such a work should be.”’

““But was there no movement, no signs of any intention
to advance to our relief?”’

““There were the morning and evening parades; and
when one of the provincial loons—you’ll know, Duncan,
you’re half a Scotsman yourself—when one of them
dropped his powder over his porreteh, if it touched the
coals, it just burned!’”” Then, suddenly changing his
bitter, ironical manner, to one more grave and thoughtful,
he cofttinued: ‘‘and yet there might, and must be, some-
thing in that letter which it would be well to know!"’
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““Our decision should be speedy,’’ said Duncan, gladly
availing himself of this change of humor, to press the
more important objects of their interview; ‘I cannot con-
ceal from you, sir, that the eamp will not be much longer
tenable; and I am sorry to add, that things appear no bet-
ter in the fort; more than half the guns are bursted.’’

‘““And how should it be otherwise? Some were fished
from the bottom of the lake; some have been rusting in
woods since the discovery of the country; and some were
never guns at all—mere privateersmen’s playthings! Do
you think, sir, you can have Woolwich Warren in the
midst of a wilderness, three thousand miles from Great
Britain?’’

““The walls are erumbling about our ears, and pro-
visions begin to fail us,’’ continued Heyward, without
regarding this new burst of indignation; ‘‘even the men
show signs of discontent and alarm.’’

‘‘Major Heyward,’’ said Munro, turning to his youth-
ful associate with the dignity of his years and superior
rank; ‘‘I should have served his majesty for half a cen-
tury, and earned these gray hairs in vain, were I ignorant
of all you say, and of the pressing nature of our circum-
stances; still, there is everything due to the honor of the
king’s arms, and something to ourselves. While there is
hope of succor, this fortress will I defend, though it be
to be done with pebbles gathered on the lake shore. It
is a sight of the letter, therefore, that we want, that we
may know the intentions of the man the earl of Loudon
has left among us as his substitute.’’

““And can I be of service in the matter?’’

€“Sir, you can; the marquis of Montealm has, in addi-
ti_on to his other civilities, invited me to a personal inter-
view between the works and his own camp; in order, as
he‘says. to impart some additional information. Now, I
think it would not be wise to show any undue solicitude
to meet him, and I would employ you, an officer of rank,
as my substitute; for it would but ill comport with the
honor of Scotland to let it be said one of her gentlemen
was outdone in civility by a native of any other country
on earth.’’

Without assuming the supererogatory task of entering
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into a discussion of the comparative merits of national
courtesy, Duncan cheerfully assented to supply the place
of the veteran in the approaching interview. A long and
confidential communication now succeeded, during which
the young man received some additional insight into his
duty, from the experience and native acuteness of his
commander, and then the former took his leave.

As Duncan could only act as the representative of the
commandant of the fort, the ceremonies which should
have accompanied a meeting between the heads of the
adverse forees were, of course, dispensed with. The truce
still existed, and with a roll and beat of the drum, and
covered by a little white flag, Duncan left the sally-port,
within ten minutes after his instructions were ended. He
was received by the French officer in advance with the
nsual formalities, and immediately accompanied to a dis-
tant marquee of the renowned soldier who led the forces
of France.

The general of the enemy received the youthful mes-
senger, surrounded by his principal officers, and by a
swarthy band of the native chiefs, who had followed him
to the field, with the warriors of their several tribes.
Heyward paused short, when, in glancing his eyes rapidly
over the dark group of the latter, he beheld the malignant
countenance of Magua, regarding him with the calm but
sullen attention which marked the expression of that subtle
savage. A slight exclamation of surprise even burst from
the lips of the young man, but instantly, recollecting his
errand, and the presence in which he stood, he suppressed
every appearance of emotion, and turned to the hostile
leader, who had already advanced a step to receive
him.

The marquis of Montealm was, at the period of which
we write, in the flower of his age, and, it may be added,
in the zenith of his fortunes. But even in that enviable
situation, he was affable, and distinguished as much for
his attention to the forms of courtesy, as for that chiv-
alrous courage which, only two short years afterward,

induced him to throw away his life on the plains of Abra-
ham. Duncan, in turning his eyes from the malign
expression of Magua, suffered them to rest with pleasure
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on the smiling and polished features ili
taryNz[iir, of the French general. P Lol

““Monsieur,’’ said the latter, “‘j’ai isi

a—bah!—o1 est cet interpréte?”J e

““Je crois, monsieur, qu’'il ne sera pas nécessaire,’’

Heyward modestly replied; ‘‘je parle un peu frangais.”,

““Ah! j’en suis bien aise,’” said Montealm, taking Dun-
ean familiarly by the arm, and leading him deep into the
marquee, a little out of earshot; ‘‘je déteste ces fripons-
lq; on ne s-c_zit jamais sur quel pié on est avee eux. Eh
!J‘len! monsieur,’’ he continued, still speaking in French:

though I should have been proud of receiving your"
commandant, I am very happy that he has seen proper to
t_arnploy an officer so distinguished, and who, I am sure
is so amiable, as yourself.’’ : .

_Dunean bowed low, pleased with the compliment, in
spite of a most heroic determination to suffer no arti'ﬁce
to_allure him into forgetfulness of the interest of his
prince; and Montealm, after a pause of a moment, as if
to collect his thoughts, proceeded: :

“Your commandant is a brave man, and well qualified
to rfapel my assault.- Mais, monsieur, is it not time to
begin to take more counsel of humanity, and less of your
courage? The one as strongly characterizes the hero as
the other.”’

“We con§ider the qualities as inseparable,’’ returned
Duncan, smiling; ‘‘but while we find in the vigor of your
excellency every motive to stimulate the one, we ecan, as
yet, see no pazrticular call for the exercise of the othe,r 7

Mo_ntca!m, in his turn, slightly bowed, but it was Wi'th
the air of a man too practised to remember the language
of‘t"iatt(.zry. After musing a moment, he added:
yourIt is k[;ossi}_olf my glasses l};ave deceived me, and that

works resist our cannon
e o ristont s etter than I had supposed.
"‘Our accounts vary,”’ said Dunecan, carelessly; ‘‘the
highest, however, has not exceeded twenty tbt;usand

T};e Frenchman bit his lip, and fastened his e

£ . ves keenl
on the othe_ras if to read his thoughts; then, with a reads:
iness peculiar to himself, he continued, as if assenting to
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the truth of an enumeration which quite doubled his
army: i :

<Jt is a poor compliment to the vigilance of us soldiers,
monsieur, that, do what we will, we never can conceal
our numbers. If it were to be done at all, one would be-
lieve it might succeed in these woods. Tl'}ough you think
it too soon to listen to the calls of humanity,” he added,
smiling archly, ‘I may be permitted to believe that gal-
lantry is not forgotten by one so young as yourself. _The
daughters of the commandant, I learn, have passed into
the fort since it was invested?”’ !

“‘Tt is true, monsienr; but, so far from weakemr}g our
efforts, they set us an example of courage in their own
fortitude. Were mothing but resolution necessary to repel
so accomplished a soldier as M. de Montealm, I would
gladly trust the defense of William Henry to the elder
of those ladies.”’ ;

<“We have a wise ordinance in our Salique laws, which
says, ‘The crown of France shall never degrade the lzfmce
to the distaff,” *’ said Montealm, dryly, and with a little
hauteur: but instantly adding, with his former frank and
easy air: ‘‘as all the nobler qualities are hereditary, I can
easily credit you; though, as I said before, courage has
its limits, and humanity must not be forgotten. I trust,
mensieur, you come authorized to treat for the surrender
of the place?”’

“‘Has your excellency found our defense so feeble as to
believe the measure necessary?”’ )

““I should be sorry to have the defense protracted in
such a manner as to irritate my red friends there,’” con-
tinued Montealm, glancing his eyes at the group of grave
and attentive Indians, without attending to ti_ae other’'s
guestions; ‘I find it difficult, even now, to limit them to
the usages of war.”’

Hey:vgard was silent; for a painful reco]lectioq of‘the
dangers he had so recently escaped came over h:s mind,
and recalled the images of those defenseless beings who
had shared in all his sufferings.

“‘Ces messieurs-1a,’’ said Montealm, following up the
advantage which he conceived he had gained, ‘‘are most
formidable when baffled; and it is unnecessary to tell you
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with what difficulty they are restrained in their anger.
Eh bien, monsieur! shall we speak of the terms?’’

““I fear your excellency has been deceived as to the
strength of William Henry, and the resources of its gar-
rison!’’

““I have not sat down before Quebec, but an earthen
work, that is defended by twenty-three hundred gallant
men,’’ was the laconic reply.

““Our mounds are earthen, certainly—nor are they seated
on the roeks of Cape Diamond; but they stand on that
shore which proved so destructive to Dieskau and his
army. There is also a powerful force within a few hours’
march of us, which we account upon as a part of our
means.”’

‘‘Some six or eight thousand men,’’ returned Montealm,
with much apparent indifference, ““whom their leader
Erilséely judges to be safer in their works than in the

e ‘3!

It was now Heyward’s turn to bite his lip with vexation
as the other so coolly alluded to a force which the young
man knew to be overrated. Both mused a little while in
silence, when Montealm renewed the conversation, in a
way that showed he believed the visit of his guest was
solely to propose terms of capitulation. On the other
hand, Heyward began to throw sundry inducements in the
way of the French general, to betray the discoveries he
had made through the intercepted letter. The artifice of
neither, however, succeeded; and after a protracted and
fruitless interview, Duncan took his leave, favorably im-
pressed with an opinion of the courtesy and talents of the
enemy’s captain, but as ignorant of what he came tolearn
as when he arrived. Montcalm followed him as far as
the entrance of the marquee, renewing his invitations to
the commandant of the fort to give him an immediate
meeting in the open ground between the two armies.

There they separated, and Dunecan returned to the ad-
vanced post of the French, accompanied as before; whence

he instantly proceeded to the fort, and to the quarters of.
his own commander.

12




CHAPTER XVI

“ pig.—Before you fight the battle ope this ietbeﬁ.}':'

Major HeywarD found Munro attended only by his
daughters. Alice sat upon his knee, parting the gray
hairs on the forehead of the old man with her dghf:ate
fingers; and whenever he affected to fm\yn on her t!‘lﬂlr.lg,
appeasing his assumed anger by pressing her_rnby lips
fondly on his wrinkled brow. Corawas seated nigh them,
a calm and amused looker-on; regarding the waywa:rd
movements of her more youthful sister with that species
of maternal fondness which characterized her love for
Alice. Not only the dangers through which they had
passed, but those which still impended above the_m, ap-
peared to be momentarily forgotten, in the soothl_ng in-
dulgence of such a family meeting. It seemed as if they
had profited by the short truce, to devote aninstant to
the purest and best affections; the daughters forgetting
their fears, and the veteran his cares, in the security of
the moment. Of this seene, Duncan, who, in his eager-
ness to report his arrival, had entered unannounced, stood
many moments an unobserved and a delighted spectator.
But the quick and dancing eyes of Alice soon caught a
olimpse of his figure reflected from a glass, and she sprang
blushing from her father’s knee, exclaiming aloud:

““Major Heyward!”’

¢“What of the 1ad?’’ demanded her father; “‘I have sent
him to erack =z little with the Frenchman. Ha, sir, you
are young, and you’re nimble! Away with you, ye h_ag-
gage; as if there were not troubles enough for a'Sledlel‘,
without haying his camp filled with such prattling hus-
sies as yourself!”’

Alice laughingly followed her sister, who instantly led
the way from an apartment where she perceived their
presence was no longer desirable. Munro, instead, of
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demanding the result of the young man's mission, paced
the room for a few moments, with his hands behind his
back, and his head inelined toward the floor, like a man
Jost in thought. At length he raised his eyes, glistening
with a father’s fondness, and exelaimed:

““They are a pair of excellent girls, Heyward, and such
as any one may boast of.”’

““You are net now to learn my opinion of your dangh-
ters, Colonel Munro.”’

““True, lad, true,’’ interrupted the impatient old man;
f“vou were about opening your mind more fully on that
matter the day you got in; but I did not think it becom-
ing in an old soldier to be talking of nuptial blessings and
wedding jokes when the enemies of his king were likely
to be unbidden guests at the feast. But I was wrong,
Dunecan, boy, I was wrong there; and I am now ready to
hear what you have to say.”’

““Notwithstanding the pleasure your assurance gives
me, dear sir, I have just now, a message from Mont-

‘““‘Let the Frenchman and all his host go to the devil,
sir!”’ exclaimed the hasty veteran. ‘‘He is not yet mas-
ter of William Henry, nor shall he ever be, provided
Webb proves himself the man he should. No, sir, thank
Heaven we are not yet in such a strait that it ean be said
Munro is too much pressed to discharge the little domes-
tic duties of his own family. Your mother was the only
child of my bosom friend, Duncan; and I’ll just give you
a hearing, though all the knights of St. Louis were in a
body at the sally-port, with the French saint at their
head, craving to speak a word under favor. A pretty
degree of knighthood, sir, is that which can be bought
with sugar hogsheads! and then your twopenny marqui-
sates. The thistle is the order for dignity and antiquity;
the veritable ‘nemo me impune lacessit’ of chivalry. Ye
had ancestors in that degree, Duncan, and they were an
ornament £o the nobles of Scotland.” _

Heyward, who perceived that his superior took a mali-
cious pleasure in exhibiting his contempt for the message
of the French general, was fain to humor a spleen that
he knew would be short-lived; he therefore, replied with
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as much indifference as he could assume on such a subject:

“‘My request, as you know, sir, went so far as to pre-
sume to the honor of being your son.”’

““Ay, boy, vou found words to make yourself very
plainly comprehended. But, let me ask ye, sir, have you
been as intelligible to the girl?’’

¢“On my honor, no,”’ exclaimed Duncan, warmly; “‘there
would have been an abuse of a confided trust, had I
taken advantage of my situation for such a purpose.”’

“Your notions are those of a gentleman, Major Hey-
ward, and well enough in their place. But Cora Munro
is a maiden too discreet, and of a mind too elevated ana
improved, to need the guardianship even of a father.’’

““Coral!”’

< Ay—Cora! we are talking of your pretensions to Miss
Munro, are we not, sir?”’

]I was not conscious of having mentioned her
name,’’ said Dunecan, stammering.

< And to marry whom, then, did you wish my consent,
Major Heyward?’’ demanded the old soldier, erecting him-
=elf in the dignity of offended feeling.

“¥ou have another, and not less lovely child.”’

<t Alice!”” exclaimed the father, in an astonishment equal
0 that with which Duncan had just repeated the name of
her sister.

<¢cuoh was the direction of my wishes, sir.’’

The young man awaited in silence the result of the ex-
traordinary effect produced by a communication, which,
as it now appeared, was so unexpected. For several
minutes Munto paced the chamber with long and rapid
strides, his rigid features working convulsively, and every
faculty seemingly absorbed in the musings of his own
mind. At length, he paused directly in front of Hey-
ward, and riveting his eyes upon those of the other, he
said, with a lip that quivered violently:

““Duncan Heyward, I have loved you for the sake of
him whose blood is in your veins; I have loved you for
your >wn good qualities; and I have loved you, because
I thought you would contribute to the happiness of my
child. But all this love would turn to hatred, were I
assured that what I so much apprehend is true.”’
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«¢God forbid that any act or thought of mine should
lead to such a change!’’ exclaimed the young man, whose
eye never quailed under the penetrating look it encoun-
tered. Without adverting to the impossibility of the
other’s comprehending those feelings which were hid in
his own bosom, Munro suffered himself to be appeased by
the unaltered countenance he met, and with a voice sen-
sibly softened, he continued:

““You would be my son, Duncan, and you're ignorant
of the history of the man you wish to call your father.
Sit ye down, young man, and I will open to you the
wounds of a seared heart, in as few words as may be
suitable.’’

By this time, the message of Montealm was as much
forgotten by him who bore it as by the man for whose
ears it was intended. Each drew a chair, and while the
veteran communed a few moments with his own thoughts,
apparently in sadness, the youth suppressed his impa-
tience in a look and attitude of »espectful attention. At
length, the former spoke:

“You’ll know, already, Major Heyward, that my family
was both ancient and honorable,’’ commenced the Scots-
man; ‘‘though it might not altogether be endowed with
that amount of wealth that should correspond with its
degree. 1 was, maybe, such an one as yourself when I
plighted my faith to Alice Graham, the only child of a
neighboring laird of some estate. But the connection
was disagreeable to her father, on more accounts than my
poverty. 1 did, therefore, what an honest man should—
restored the maiden her troth, and departed the country
in the service of my king. I had seen many regions, and
had shed much blood in different lands, before duty called
me to the islands of the West Indies. There it was my
lop to form a connection with one who in time became my
wife, and the mother of Cora. She was the daughter of
a gentleman of those isles, by a lady whose misfortune it
was, if you will,”’ said the old man, proudly, ‘‘to be de-
scended, remotely, from that unfortunate class who are
S0 basely enslaved to administer to the wants of a luxu-
rious people. Ay, sir, that is a curse, entailed on Scot-
land by her unnatural union with a foreign and trading
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people. But could I find & man among them who would
dare to refleet on my child, he should feel the weight of
a father’s anger! Hal! Major Heyward, you are your-
self born at the south, where these unfortunate beings
are considered of a race inferior to your own.””

<¢ »Pis most unfortunately true, sir,”’ said Dunean, un-
able any longer to prevent his eyes from sinking to the
floor in embarrassment.

¢ And you cast it on my child as a reproach! You scorn
to mingle the blood of the Heywards with one so de-
graded—lovely and virtuous though she be?’’ fiercely
demanded the jealous parent.

““Heaven protect me from a prejudice so unworthy of
my reason!’’ returned Duncan, at the same time con-
seiotis of such afeeling, and that as deeply rooted as if it
had been ingrafted in his nature. ““The sweetness, the
beauty, the witchery of your younger daughter, Colonel
Munro, might explain my motives without imputing to
me this injustice.”’

‘“Yaare right, sir,”’ returned the old man, again chang-
ing his tones to those of gentleness, or rather softness;
“‘the girl is the image of what her mother was at her
years, and before she had become acquainted with grief.
When death deprived me of my wife 1 returned to Scot-
land, enriched by the marriage; and, would you think it,
Duncan! the suffering angel had remained in the heart-
less state of celibacy twenty long years, and that for the
sake of a man who could forget her! She did more, sir;
she overlooked my want of faith, and, all difficulties being
now removed, she took me for her husband.”

<« And became the mother of Alice?”’ exclaimed Dunean,
with an eagerness that might have proved dangerous at a
moment when the thoughts of Munro were less occupied
than at present.

“‘She did, indeed,’’ said the old man, ““and dearly did
she pay for the blessing she bestowed. But she is a saint
in heaven, sir; and it ill becomes one whose foot rests on
the grave to mourn a lot so blessed. I had her but a
single year, though; a short term of happiness for one
who had seen her youth fade in hopeless pining.”’

There was something so commanding in the distress of
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the old man, that Heyward did not dare to venture a syl-
lable of consolation. Munro sat utterly uncenseious of
th-e other’s presence, his features exposed and working
with the anguish of his regrets, while heavy tears fell
from his eyes, and rolled unheeded from his cheeks to the
floor. : At length he moved, and as if suddenly recover-
ing his recollection; when he arose, and taking a single
turn across the room, he approached his companion with
an air of military grandeur, and demanded:

““Have you not, Major Heyward, some communication

that I should hear from the marquis de Montealm?”’
: Duncan started in his turn, and immediately commeneced
in an embarrassed voice, the half-forgotten message. It
is unnecessary to dwell upon the evasive though polite
manner with which the French general had eluded every
attempt of Heyward to worm from him the purport of
the_communicatiun he had proposed making, or on the
decided, though still polished, message, by which he now
gave hi.s enemy to understand, that, unless he chose to
receive it in person, he should not receive it at all. As
Munro listened to the detail of Duncan, the excited feel-
ings of the father gradually gave way before the obliga-
tions of his station, and when the other was done, he saw
before him nothing but the veteran, swelling with the
wounded feelings of a soldier.

““You have said enough, Major Heyward!”’ execlaimed
the angry old man; ‘‘enough to make a volume of com-
mentary on French civility. Here has this gentleman in-
vited me to a conference, and when I send him a capable
substitute, for ye’re all that, Duncan, though your years
are but few, he answers me with a riddle.”’

““He may have thought less favorably of the substitute,
my‘dear sir: and you will remember that the invitation
which he now repeats, was to the commandant of thé
works, and not to. his second.”’

““Well, sir, is not a substitute clothed with all the
power and dignity of him who grants the commission?
‘He wishes to confer with Munro! Faith, sir, I have mueh
H}Cliﬂ&tiﬂn to indulge the man, if it should only be to let
h}m behold the firm countenance we maintain in spite of
his numbers and his summons. There might be not bad
policy in such a stroke, young man.”’




184 THE LAST OF THE MOHICANS

Duncan, who believed it of the last importance that
they should speedily come to the contents of the letter
borne by the scout, gladly encouraged this idea.

«“Without doubt, he could gather no confidence by wit-
nessing our indifference,’’ he said.

<Vou never said truer word. I could wish, sir, that
he would visit the works in open day, and in the form of
a storming party; thatis the least failing method of prov-
ing the countenance of an enemy, and would be far pref-
erable to the battering system he has chosen. The beauty
and manliness of warfare has been much deformed, Major
Heyward, by the arts of your Monsieur Vauban. Our
ancestors were far above such scientific cowardice!”’

“‘It may be very true, sir; but we are now obliged to
repel art by art. What is your pleasure in the matter of
the interview?”’

<] will meet the Frenchman, and that without fear or
delay; promptly, sir, as becomes a servant of my royal
master. Go, Major Heyward, and give them a flourish of
the music; and send out a messenger to let them know
who is coming. We will follow with a small guard, for
such respeet is due to one who holds the honor of his king
in keeping; and hark’ee, Dunean,”’ he added, in a half
whisper, though they were alone, ‘‘it may be prudent to
have some aid at hand, in case there should be treachery
at the bottom of it all.”’

The young man availed himself of this order to quit the
apartment; and, as the day was fast coming to a close,
he hastened without delay, to make the necessary arrange
ments. A very few minutes only were necessary to parade
a few files, and to dispatch an orderly with a flag to
announce the approach of the commandant of the fort.
When Duncan had done both these, he led the guard to
the sally-port, near which he found his superior ready,
waiting his appearance. As soon as the usual ceremo-
nials of a military departure were observed, the veteran
and his more youthful companion left the fortress, at-

tended by the escort.

They had proceeded only a hundred yards from the
works, when the little array which attended the French
general to the conference was seen issuing from the hol-
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low way which formed the bed of a brook that ran between
the batteries of the besiegers and the fort. From the
moment that ,Mun_ro [eft his own works to appear in front
of his enemy s, his air had been grand, and his step and
c?pntenance h1gh1y_mi]itary. The instant he caught a
gilmpse of the white plume that waved in the hat of
too;it;;lem, his 'eyhe lighted, and age no longer appeared
ss any influence over hi 3 i usecn
o is vast and still m lar
“‘Speak to the bo i
ys to be watchful, sir,”’ he said, i
i 24 y » , 1IN an
uncclleltone, to Dunc.an; and to look well to their flints
i_n _s,tefel, for one is never safe with a servant of these
O;u{;sei, at she same time, we shall show them the front
in deep s i > : j
T S p security. Ye’ll understand me, Major
He was interrupted by the clamor of a drum from the
‘avlilpmacht }?g Frenchmen, which was immediately answered
en each party pushed an orderly i ing
) y in advance, bearin
alwh;te ﬂha‘g, and the wary Scotsman halted with his guarg
¢l osﬂe datMl-S back. As soon as this slight salutation had
pa.s:.ef,l ontcalm _move_d toward them with a quick but
graceful step, baring his head to the veteran, and drop-
?fmtgi]hls_spotless plume nearly to the earth in courtesy
e w;nta;g obft?-!h;llro was more commanding and manly-
0 e ease and insinuatin Lisk .
of the Frenchman. Neither ok R
I 5 er spoke for a few mo
't;‘ai]ch regarding the_other with curious and interestetlin gﬁ:'
] en,rlas became his superior rank and the nature of thé
lﬁtenlew, Montealm broke the silence. After utterin
zoﬁt;]rf&m} “‘0}35 of greeting, he turned to Duncan an%
ed, with a ] ; 1ti i ;
and, smile of recognition, speaking always
““I am rejoiced, monsieur, ti
£ ur, that you have given us th
g{laeans:rﬁegf ygm;; compainy on this occasion. There Wfﬁ.
I >cessity o employ an ordinary interpret
: 3 er; f
;n your hands, I feel the same security as if Ips oke’ o
anguage myself.’’ > Lo
tuf)t_mcan aci_;nowledged t}}e compliment, when Montealm
3 ning to his guard, which in imitation of that of theil"
n?‘mE];S, pr_'a;sed close upon him, continued:
arriére, a i i : i
o ere. mes enfans—il fait chaud—retirez-vous
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Before Major Heyward would imitate this proof of con- ‘

fidence, he glanced his eyes around the plain, and beheld
with uneasiness the numerous dusky groups of savages,
who looked out from the margin of the surrounding
woods, curious spectators of the interview.

‘“Monsieur de Montcalm will readily acknowledge the
difference in our situation,’”’ he said, with some embar-
rassment, pointing at the same time toward those danger-
ous foes, who were to be seen in almost every direction,
““Were we to dismiss our guard, we should stand here
at the merey of our enemies.?”’

‘“Monsieur, you have the plighted faith of ‘un gentil-
homme Francais,” for your safety,’’ returned Montcalm,
laying his hand impressively on his heart; ‘‘it should
suffice.”’

““Itshall. Fall back,”” Duncan added to the officer who
led the escort; ‘‘fall back, sir, beyond hearing, and wait
for orders.”’

Munro witnessed this movement with manifast uneasi-
ness; nor did he fail to demand an instant explana-
tion.

‘Is it not our interest, sir, to betray distrust?’’ re-
torted Duncan. ‘‘Monsieur de Montcalm pledges his word
for our safety, and I have ordered the men to withdraw a
little, in order to prove how much we depend on his
assurance.’’

‘It may be all right, sir, but I have no overweening
reliance on the faith of these marquesses, or marquis, as
they call themselves. Their patents of nobility are too
common to be certain that they bear the seal of true
‘honor.”?

“You forget, dear sir, that we confer with an officer,

_-distinguished alike in Europe and America for his deeds.
From a soldier of his reputation we can have nothing to
apprehend.’’

The old man made a gesture of resignation, though his
rigid features still betrayed his obstinate adherence to a
distrust, which he derived from a sort of hereditary con-
tempt of his enemy, rather than from any present signs
which might warrant so uncharitable a feeling. Mont-
-calm waited patiently until this little dialogue in demi
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voice was ‘ended, when he drew nigher, and opened the
subject of their conference. : :

57 have solicited this interview from your superior,
monsieur,’” he said, “‘because I believe he will allow h{m-—
gelf to be persuaded that he has a.lreat_iy dqne everythn}g
which is necessary for the honor of his prince, and will
now listen to the admonitions o'f humanity. I will for-
ever bear testimony that his resistance has bEen gallant,
and was continued as long as there was hope.

When this opening was translate_d to Munro; he an-
gswered with dignity, but with sufﬁqlent courtesy:

‘‘However I may prize such testimony _from Monsieur
Montealm, it will be more valuable when it shall be bet-

ited.”’ b
tel;rll:éezﬁ‘rench general smiled, asdDuncan gave him the
rt of this reply, and observed:
pu‘l?\%lfat is now sli)yfreely accorded to approved courage,

may be refused to useless obstinacy. Monsieur would

i ee my camp, and witness for himself our num-

;::;1, t;).nil theyimpol?ssibilty of hig resisting them with
‘P’l‘
su??les?iﬁow that the king of France is well served,’’ re-
turned the unmoved Scotsman, as soon as Duncan ended
his translation; ‘‘but my own royal master has as many
faithful troops.”’ .
am‘i‘TalSm:gh not at hind, fortunately for us,”.sald Mont-
calm, without waiting, in his ardor, for the interpreter.
“‘There is a destiny in war, to which a brave man kno“'rs
how to submit with the same courage that he faces his
fo??.Had I been conscious that Monsier Montealm was
master of the English, I should have spared myself the
trouble of so awkward a tra.nslation,”_ said the vexed
Dunesn, dryly; remembering instantly his recent by-play
0.

WIP‘hYIc\)ﬁmpardon, monsieur,’” rejoined the Frenchman,
suffering a slight color to appear on his da.rk' cheek.
“There is a vast difference between understanding and
speaking a foreign tongue; you will, therefore, please to
assist me still.”” Then, after a short pause, he _adds_ed.
“‘These hills afford us every opportunity of reconnoitering
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your works, messieurs, and I am possibly as well ae-
quainted with their weak condition as you can be your-
selves.”’ :

“¢Ask the French general if his glasses ean reach to the
Hudson,’’ said Munro, proudly; “and if he knows when
and where to expect the army of Webb.”’

‘Tt General Webb be his own interpreter,’’ returned
the politic Montealm, suddenly extending an open letter
toward Munro as he spoke; “‘you will there learn, mon-
sieur, that his movements are not likely to prove embar-
rassing to my army.’’

The veteran seized the offered paper, without waiting
for Duncan to translate the speech, and with an eager-
ness that betrayed how important he deemed its contents.
As his eye passed hastily over the words, his ecountenance
changed from its look of military pride to one of deep
chagrin; his lip began o quiver; and suffering the paper
+o fall from his hand, his head dropped upon his chest,
like that of a man whose hopes were withered at a single
blow. Duncan caught the letter from the ground, and
without apology for the liberty he took, he read at a
glance its cruel purport. Their common superior, so far
from encouraging them to resist, advised a speedy sur-
render, urging in the plainest language, as a reason, the
atter impossibility of his sending a single man to ibeir
rescue.

<‘Here is no deception!’’ exclaimed Duncan, examining
the billet both inside and out; “‘this is the signature of
Webb, and must be the captured letter.”’

“The man has betrayed me!’’ Munro at length bitterly
exclaimed; ‘‘he has brought dishonor to the door of one
where disgrace was never before known to dwell, and
shame has he heaped heavily on my gray hairs.”’

¢<Say not so,”’ cried Duncan; ‘‘we are yet masters of
the fort, and of our honor. Let us, then, sell our lives
at such a rate as shall make our enemies believe the pur-
chase too dear.”’

““Boy, I thank thee,”’ exclaimed the old man, rousing
himself from his stupor; ‘‘you have, for once, reminded
Munro of his duty. Wewill go back, and dig our graves
behind those ramparts.”’
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“Mgssieurs,” saﬁd Montealm, advancing toward them a
stz\ep, in generous interest, “‘you little know Louis de St.
Véran if you believe him capable of profiting by this let-
ttgi'to l%um}li‘ie brave men, or to build up a dishonest repu-
me??fl or himself. Listen to my terms before you leave

“What”says the Frenchman?’’ demanded the veteran
sternly; : does he make a merit of having captured ::l.
scout, vxflth_a note from headquarters? Sir, he had bhetter
raise this siege, to go and sit down before Edward if he
wishes to fnght‘en his enemy with words.”’

DuMncaq explained the other’s meaning.

*“Monsieur de Montealm, we will hear you,”?

, We ar you,’’ the vete
ade‘i'ed, more ealmly, as Dunecan ended. o
TC‘).I'e‘f:Silln_the fort. is now impossible,’’ said his liberal
enemy; ‘‘it is necessary to the interests of my master
that it should be destroyed; but as for yourselves and
your brave comrades, there is no privilége dear to a
sol‘dler that shall be denied.”’
“8111' co]}?rs?” demanded Heyward.
arry them to England, ; i
g e o and show them to your king.’?
“Iasipmthen}':, none can use them better.”’
g aﬁcb, the surrender of the place?’?
all a e done i S :
e hel in a way most honorable to your-
Duncan now turned to explai
; » explain these proposals to hi
commander, who heard him with amazement, and a sens;?

bih ha wWas dE‘e )l V touch&.’d b S0 U al a
Nusu Ild unex

“*Go you, Dunecan,’’ he said; * i i
: ; 5 - ; ““go with this marquess
as, indeed, marquess he should be; go to his marque?e anci

arrange it all. I have lived to see two thi i
' ! se ngs in my ol
zfg:a;:gatt never chtzd fI expect to behold. An Englisgn?ag
o support a friend, and a Frencl :
pr{éﬁt by his advantage.’’ e
o saying, the veteran again dropped his head i
to h
fEESt’ :_amd‘returne‘d s[9wly toward the fort, exhibiting k:;
e de_}ectloq of his air, to the anxious garrison, a l;ar
binger of evil tidings. ¢ L

From the shock of this unexpected blow the haughty
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feelings of Munro never recovered; but from that moment =

there commenced a change in his determined character,
which accompanied him to a speedy grave. Duncan re-
mained to settle the terms of the capitulation. He was
seen to re-enter the works during tbe first watches of t_he
night, and immediately after a private conference with
the commandant, to leave them again. It was then opeply
announced that hostilities must cease—Mumq having
signed a treaty by which the place was to be yle_Ided to
the enemy, with the morning; the garrison to retain their
arms, the colors and their bagga‘ge, and, consequently,
according to military opinion, their honor.

CHAPTER XVII

“Weave we the woof. The thread is spun.
The web is wove. The work is done.”
—GRraAY.

THE hostile armies, which lay in the wilds of the Hori-
can, passed the night of the ninth of August, 1757, much
in the manner they would, had they encountered on the
fairest field of Europe. While the conquered were still,
sullen, and dejected, the victors triumphed. But there
are limits alike to grief and joy: and long before the
watches of the morning came the stillness of those bound-
less woods was only broken by a gay call from some
exulting young Frenchman of the advanced pickets, or a
menacing challenge from the fort, which sternly forbade
the approach of any hostile footsteps before the stipu-
lated moment. Even these occasional threatening sounds
ceased to be heard in that dull hour which precedes the
day, at which period a listener might have sought in
vain any evidence of the presence of those armed powers
that then slumbered on the shores of the ““holy lake.”?

It was during these moments of deep silence that the
canvas which concealed the entrance to a spacious mar-
quee in the French encampment was shoved aside, and a
man issued from beneath the drapery into the open air.
He was enveloped in a cloak that might have been in-
tended as a protection from the chilling damps of the
woods, but which served equally well as a mantle to con-
ceal his person. He was permitted to pass the grenadier,
who watched over the slumbers of the French com-
mander, without interruption, the man making the usual
salute which betokens military deference, as the other
passed swiftly through the little city of tents, in the
direction of William Henry. Whenever this unknown
individual encountered one of the numberless sentinels
who crossed his path, his answer was prompt, and, as it
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