The Race for Copper Island.
CHAPTER I.
THE WAR WITH THE IROQUOIS.

THE war against the Iroquois was at an end.
For a quarter of a century these savages had
terrorized the inhabitants of New France. They
fell upon the defenseless farmers along the banks
of the Saint Lawrence, intercepted the flotillas
carrying rich furs from the great Lakes to the
French post, attacked and burned the villages of
the converted Hurons, and finally became so bold
as to threaten the settlers grouped around the fort
at Quebec. Nowhere was life secure, cultivation
of the fields was impossible, the lucrative fur
trade was discontinued; ruin and starvation
seemed inevitable.
Count Frontenac, the Governor of Canada,
resolved to assault the villages of the Iroquois, as
the only means of drawing these enemies to their
homes. With a thousand Frenchmen and six
thousand converted Hurons he marched into the
country of the Iroquois, within the present State

of New York. The savages tried in vain to check
him, for his scouting parties scoured the woods
and gave timely notice of the approach of the foe.
Slowly but firmly he drew near the fortified
villages of the Iroquois, the inhabitants of which
fled in dismay at his approach; of six villages
only two offered any resistance. Dire indeed was
the disaster which followed the capture of these
strongholds; for the governor not only burned the
palisades and houses, but destroyed the spring
crops and provisions, leaving the Indians no
support for the coming winter.
The defeated and humiliated Iroquois sent their
delegates to Quebec to plead for mercy, and
promised never again to wage war against the
Canadian settlers.
Peace was granted, and throughout Canada
there was universal rejoicing. Farmers began the
cultivation of their small clearings, traders
launched their canoes upon the Ottawa River to
barter with the natives; trappers left the forts and
sought the forest for the deer, and the plains of the
west for beaver and buffalo; fishermen mended

their nets and started for the upper Saint
Lawrence or the island-dotted waters of the
Georgian Bay.
But there was in Canada one at least who did
not participate in the general rejoicing—Paul
Guibeau, a brave, impetuous lad of sixteen, who
had served in the Iroquois war as a volunteer and
had been the first to mount the palisaded fort of
the enemy; for which bold deed Count Frontenac
had honored him with a medal. Paul had seen just
enough of the excitement and fascination of a
soldier's life to make peace and inactivity
distasteful to him. The war, he thought, had come
to a close all too soon, and he did not relish the
idea of returning to work upon his father's farm.
Could he not continue the life of a soldier? Were
there no forts to be guarded along the Saint
Lawrence? Would not Count Frontenac give him
a commission? He resolved to visit the governor
at the Castle of Quebec.
“Good morning, Paul,” said an old settler,
called Pierre, to the lad, as the latter was walking
briskly down the narrow street in the lower part of

the city. “I am proud of you, my boy; they say
that you were the first to climb the Iroquois fort,
and that the king's soldiers from France only
followed when you had put our flag on the
highest wall.”
“I thought I'd prove that the Canadian soldier
was not a coward,” replied the boy, conscious of
the fact that his act was a brave one.
“I am glad of it for Canada's sake,” affirmed
the man. “I see that you have the cross which the
governor gave you.” He approached to examine
the silver trophy.
“I'm thinking of enlisting and becoming a
regular soldier; am I too young?”
“And how old are you?”
“Sixteen.”
“I'd give you eighteen at least.”
“No, I was sixteen last March.”
“You have the shoulders of a man.” Pierre
gazed with evident pride and satisfaction at the
youth. He was low of stature, but muscular, with
jet-black hair and black eyebrows. His short
jacket and trousers were made of bluish-gray

cloth, and around his waist a yellow sash was tied
with a double knot. His French boots reached to
his knees.
“Do you think the governor will listen to me?”
asked Paul, unconsciously raising himself to his
greatest height.
“I know he will.”
“I was afraid he'd tell me I was too young; then
my parents think I should wait for two years.”
“You were born to be a soldier, and you can
not start too soon to learn your trade,” contended
Pierre, proud to be the counsellor of the young
hero.
Pierre was known in every fort and settlement
in Canada. This was his only name. He had
neither family nor friends, but for a quarter of a
century had made his living as a trapper until the
rheumatism forced him to remain in Quebec,
where he lived on alms. He limped slightly, and
was stooped, and his face bore marks of exposure
and suffering.
His words to Paul were both flattering and
encouraging, and had the effect of strengthening

the lad in his resolve to visit the governor.
In Canada at this period, 1669, there were not
more than ten thousand French settlers, and
Quebec could not claim a population of over three
hundred. The city consisted of two parts—a low,
narrow strip along the water's edge, and the
official buildings, fort, and church, perched high
above on a rocky cliff.
Leaving the cottages and the huge magazine of
the Fur Company which stood close to the water's
edge, the boy and his friend followed the single
foot-path which led to the Castle of St. Louis, the
residence of Count Frontenac. At the top of the
hill they parted.
“Don't be afraid—the governor will be only too
glad to have you enlist,” were the last words of
Pierre, who limped away to the convent of the
Ursulines, where the good nuns often gave him
alms and some salve for his rheumatism.
With quick and buoyant steps the boy walked
to the castle. As he approached he saw coming in
the opposite direction a government official who
had already performed with credit several

important public commissions—Louis Joliet. He
was tall and erect, with shaven face and black
mustache. Although born and educated in Canada,
he had all the refinement of a courtier and the
soldierly bearing of a royal guard.
The two met at the door. Joliet saluted Paul and
passed on into the castle, where he was graciously
received by Frontenac and ushered into a private
room. He had evidently come to consult about
something of importance.
The count bowed to Paul and bade him wait in
the adjoining room until the business with Joliet
should be transacted.

CHAPTER II.
NEWS OF COPPER ISLAND.

I HAVE a very important mission to the far
Lakes, and you are the only man in the colony
with the experience and daring to undertake it,”
began the governor, walking the floor impatiently,
and placing a copper kettle on a rough table in
front of Joliet. “The war is over now and we must
do something to fill our treasury; we must send
something to the king to repay him for his
liberality in supplying us with men and arms; we
must prove to him that there is more in this
country than furs—that there is mineral wealth.
We must begin with copper; later on we may find
gold and silver, but we must begin with copper,
for we are sure that it exists, and in large
quantities.”
“And what am I to do?” asked Joliet.
“You are to find the copper region. There are
large and rich mines along Lake Superior; but
some one must find the exact locality, survey the
country and give a description of the mines—one

which will enable us to send a lengthy report to
the king.”
“You can rely on my doing my best,” replied
Joliet.
“Yes, I am aware of that, and for that very
reason sent for you; if we had a few more faithful
servants like yourself the king's colony would fare
better than it has in the past.” The governor was
sincere in this compliment. The listener bowed his
head without responding.
“It will be no small honor to have your name
connected with this project,” continued the count,
placing several other articles on the table, all
made of pure copper. “You see this knife, and this
axe, these beads, and most of all this kettle. How
do you suppose the savages fashioned it so well
and welded the sides together? One would think it
was made in France.”
“And is it the work of Indians?” asked the
latter, examining the utensil carefully.
“It was sent to me by the Jesuits from Lake
Superior. These spear heads and arrows and beads
came with it.”

“And they do not know the exact locality of the
mines?”
“No, the Fathers have no time to search for
them; they have heard the strangest stories from
the Indians, many of whom say that the copper
comes from a large island which floats around the
lake.”
“Another of their foolish legends,” put in Joliet.
“Yes, this is certainly a legend; but the copper
is there, and I trust that you will be the first to find
the mines.”
The door had been left partly open, so that Paul
could follow the drift of the conversation. He
became more and more interested, and almost
unconsciously crept closer to the speaker. When
he heard the words: “You will be the first to find
it,” his heart gave a sudden bound.
“The undertaking will be accompanied with
many hardships and perhaps dangers,” continued
the governor.
“I am used to the hardships,” replied Louis,
“and as for the dangers I trust that Louis Joliet
will not prove a coward, although he has had but

little experience as a soldier.”
“I expect the greatest results from this
expedition,” asserted the governor. “Copper is not
as valuable as gold or silver, but if we can show
the king that rich mines exist he will easily be led
to hope for richer minerals.”
“What is to be the exact nature of my
mission?” asked Joliet.
“You are to represent me.”
“Am I to take a force of men with me?”
“Just as you wish.”
“As I said before I am not a soldier. Perhaps it
would be better to go with but a single
companion; it would attract less attention and the
Indians would not suspect us of wishing to rob
them of their copper.”
“If you are prepared to undertake the
commission with but a single companion you may
do so. But do you not think it too dangerous and
hazardous?”
“It may be less dangerous for two than for
twenty or a hundred. Certainly it will be less
expensive.”

“Yes, and we have not too much money in the
treasury; still I should not wish to have you lose
your life or risk the success of the expedition for a
little money.”
“And when is the expedition to start?”
“To-morrow.”
“Why so soon?” asked Louis Joliet.
“I understand that a party of Indians leave the
city for the Ottawa country to-morrow, and think
it better that you accompany them to the head
waters of the Lake of the Illinois.”
“I may not be ready to start to-morrow, but I
promise that I shall be on the way the day after.”
“And how many do you think you will take
with you?”
“A single companion. With him I can reach the
lake long before the Indian flotilla, and since the
Iroquois are quiet I do not fear to travel alone.”
“And you will try to return by the end of
September so that I can send the good news to His
Majesty by the last boat which sails for France?”
“Certainly.”
“And whom will you choose for your

companion?”
“Whom would you suggest?”
Count Frontenac looked toward the halfopened door, then went and closed it. “You saw
that young lad as you came into the castle?”
referring to Master Paul Guibeau.
“We met at the door.”
“And you heard of his bold deed at the
storming of the last Iroquois village?”
“Is he the lad?”
“He is—and as brave a boy as ever enlisted in
His Majesty's army.”
“Is he strong enough to endure such a trip?”
“He has the endurance of a man.”
“Then at your suggestion he will be my
companion.”
“Let us call him in and see what he thinks
about the matter; I am under the impression that
he wishes to be a soldier; if so, this will be useful
experience for him.” As the count spoke he
walked toward the door. “Come in, my brave lad,
come in; Joliet and I have something to tell you.”
There was no answer. Paul was gone; the room

was empty.

