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bay, which did not seem very far away, he said, “You
may encamp just past that point. We will walk; be sure
and have supperready.” Barrette, Rolette’s serving-man,
remained with us. Rolette never went unattended, as he
was a very helpless person.

‘We sat awhile when we had dined, then started off on
our walk. The fleet of boats presented a handsome ap-
pearance, disappearing and reappearing with the inequal-
ities of the shore. We had not walked far when we came
to a bluff which extended into the bay, and which was per-

_fectly perpendicular. There was no path around it, none
over it, and the water at its base was deep. What was I
to do? Good Barrette immediately said he could carry me;
and he did so. How I pitied him. The distance around
the bluff was several yards. When we had‘doubled the
promontory and got upon dry land, we stopped to rest.
Starting off again we soon came to a small stream, narrow
but deep. It had not been observed by the men in the
boats, owing to the rushes. Now, what was to be done?
The crew were out of sight, hidden by the point of land at
first mentioned, and consequently were out of hearing.
But the same faithful servant again undertook the task of
carrying me, although the water was now quite deep — too
deep for my husband to be of any assistance to me, as he
was a short man. Mr- Kinzie, being taller, walked beside
us and held my feet out of the water. The gentlemen were
up to the armpits in the stream, which fortunately was
narrow.

We soon after met some of the other gentlemen of our
party coming to meet us, and were not long in reaching
the encampment, which looked very inviting. The tents
were pitched, my cot all ready for a good rest, a bright fire
at a little distance, and supper ready.

But in the mean time a storm was brewing, another egg
storm! As we arrived at the camp, we all noticed the
strange appearance which Edward Ploudre presented. He
had on white duck pantaloons and a frock coat, and had



