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1648, 1649.
SAINTE MARIE.
THE CENTRE OF THE MISSIONS. FORT. CONVENT. HOSPITAL. CARAVANSARY.  CHURCH. THE INMATES OF SAINTE MARIE. DOMESTIC ECONOMY. MISSIONS.  A MEETING OF JESUITS. THE DEAD MISSIONARY.
The River Wye enters the Bay of Glocester, an inlet of the Bay of Matchedash, itself an inlet of the vast Georgian Bay of Lake Huron.  Retrace the track of two centuries and more, and ascend this little stream in the summer of the year 1648.  Your vessel is a birch canoe, and your conductor a Huron Indian.  On the right hand and on the left, gloomy and silent, rise the primeval woods; but you have advanced scarcely half a league when the scene is changed, and cultivated fields, planted chiefly with maize, extend far along the bank, and back to the distant verge of the forest.  Before you opens the small lake from which the stream issues; and on your left, a stone's throw from the shore, rises a range of palisades and bastioned walls, inclosing a number of buildings.  Your canoe enters a canal or ditch immediately above them, and you land at the Mission, or Residence, or Fort of Sainte Marie.

Here was the centre and base of the Huron missions; and now, for once, one must wish that Jesuit pens had been more fluent.  They have told us but little of Sainte Marie, and even this is to be gathered chiefly from incidental allusions.  In the forest, which long since has resumed its reign over this memorable spot, the walls and ditches of the fortifications may still be plainly traced; and the deductions from these remains are in perfect accord with what we can gather from the Relations and letters of the priests.  The fortified work which inclosed the buildings was in the form of a parallelogram, about a hundred and seventy-five feet long, and from eighty to ninety wide.  It lay parallel with the river, and somewhat more than a hundred feet distant from it.  On two sides it was a continuous wall of masonry,  flanked with square bastions, adapted to musketry, and probably used as magazines, storehouses, or lodgings.  The sides towards the river and the lake had no other defences than a ditch and palisade, flanked, like the others, by bastions, over each of which was displayed a large cross.   The buildings within were, no doubt, of wood; and they included a church, a kitchen, a refectory, places of retreat for religious instruction and meditation,  and lodgings for at least sixty persons.  Near the church, but outside the fortification, was a cemetery.  Beyond the ditch or canal which opened on the river was a large area, still traceable, in the form of an irregular triangle, surrounded by a ditch, and apparently by palisades.  It seems to have been meant for the protection of the Indian visitors who came in throngs to Sainte Marie, and who were lodged in a large house of bark, after the Huron manner.   Here, perhaps, was also the hospital, which was placed without the walls, in order that Indian women, as well as men, might be admitted into it.  

No doubt the buildings of Sainte Marie were of the roughest, rude walls of boards, windows without glass, vast chimneys of unhewn stone.  All its riches were centred in the church, which, as Lalemant tells us, was regarded by the Indians as one of the wonders of the world, but which, he adds, would have made but a beggarly show in France.  Yet one wonders, at first thought, how so much labor could have been accomplished here.  Of late years, however, the number of men at the command of the mission had been considerable.  Soldiers had been sent up from time to time, to escort the Fathers on their way, and defend them on their arrival.  Thus, in 1644, Montmagny ordered twenty men of a reinforcement just arrived from France to escort Brébeuf, Garreau, and Chabanel to the Hurons, and remain there during the winter.  These soldiers lodged with the Jesuits, and lived at their table.  It was not, however, on detachments of troops that they mainly relied for labor or defence.  Any inhabitant of Canada who chose to undertake so hard and dangerous a service was allowed to do so, receiving only his maintenance from the mission, without pay.  In return, he was allowed to trade with the Indians, and sell the furs thus obtained at the magazine of the Company, at a fixed price.  Many availed themselves of this permission; and all whose services were accepted by the Jesuits seem to have been men to whom they had communicated no small portion of their own zeal, and who were enthusiastically attached to their Order and their cause.  There is abundant evidence that a large proportion of them acted from motives wholly disinterested.  They were, in fact, donnés of the mission,   given, heart and hand, to its service.  There is probability in the conjecture, that the profits of their trade with the Indians were reaped, not for their own behoof, but for that of the mission.   It is difficult otherwise to explain the confidence with which the Father Superior, in a letter to the General of the Jesuits at Rome, speaks of its resources.  He says, "Though our number is greatly increased, and though we still hope for more men, and especially for more priests of our Society, it is not necessary to increase the pecuniary aid given us." 

Much of this prosperity was no doubt due to the excellent management of their resources, and a very successful agriculture.  While the Indians around them were starving, they raised maize in such quantities, that, in the spring of 1649, the Father Superior thought that their stock of provisions might suffice for three years.  "Hunting and fishing," he says, "are better than heretofore"; and he adds, that they had fowls, swine, and even cattle.   How they could have brought these last to Sainte Marie it is difficult to conceive.  The feat, under the circumstances, is truly astonishing.  Everything indicates a fixed resolve on the part of the Fathers to build up a solid and permanent establishment.

It is by no means to be inferred that the household fared sumptuously.  Their ordinary food was maize, pounded and boiled, and seasoned, in the absence of salt, which was regarded as a luxury, with morsels of smoked fish.  

In March, 1649, there were in the Huron country and its neighborhood eighteen Jesuit priests, four lay brothers, twenty-three men serving without pay, seven hired men, four boys, and eight soldiers.   Of this number, fifteen priests were engaged in the various missions, while all the rest were retained permanently at Sainte Marie.  All was method, discipline, and subordination.  Some of the men were assigned to household work, and some to the hospital; while the rest labored at the fortifications, tilled the fields, and stood ready, in case of need, to fight the Iroquois.  The Father Superior, with two other priests as assistants, controlled and guided all.  The remaining Jesuits, undisturbed by temporal cares, were devoted exclusively to the charge of their respective missions.  Two or three times in the year, they all, or nearly all, assembled at Sainte Marie, to take counsel together and determine their future action.  Hither, also, they came at intervals for a period of meditation and prayer, to nerve themselves and gain new inspiration for their stern task.

Besides being the citadel and the magazine of the mission, Sainte Marie was the scene of a bountiful hospitality.  On every alternate Saturday, as well as on feast-days, the converts came in crowds from the farthest villages.  They were entertained during Saturday, Sunday, and a part of Monday; and the rites of the Church were celebrated before them with all possible solemnity and pomp.  They were welcomed also at other times, and entertained, usually with three meals to each.  In these latter years the prevailing famine drove them to Sainte Marie in swarms.  In the course of 1647 three thousand were lodged and fed here; and in the following year the number was doubled.  Heathen Indians were also received and supplied with food, but were not permitted to remain at night.  There was provision for the soul as well as the body; and, Christian or heathen, few left Sainte Marie without a word of instruction or exhortation.  Charity was an instrument of conversion.

Such, so far as we can reconstruct it from the scattered hints remaining, was this singular establishment, at once military, monastic, and patriarchal.  The missions of which it was the basis were now eleven in number.  To those among the Hurons already mentioned another had lately been added, that of Sainte Madeleine; and two others, called Saint  Jean and Saint  Matthias, had been established in the neighboring Tobacco Nation.   The three remaining missions were all among tribes speaking the Algonquin languages.  Every winter, bands of these savages, driven by famine and fear of the Iroquois, sought harborage in the Huron country, and the mission of Sainte Elisabeth was established for their benefit.  The next Algonquin mission was that of Saint Esprit, embracing the Nipissings and other tribes east and north-east of Lake Huron; and, lastly, the mission of Saint  Pierre included the tribes at the outlet of Lake Superior, and throughout a vast extent of surrounding wilderness.  

These missions were more laborious, though not more perilous, than those among the Hurons.  The Algonquin hordes were never long at rest; and, summer and winter, the priest must follow them by lake, forest, and stream: in summer plying the paddle all day, or toiling through pathless thickets, bending under the weight of a birch canoe or a load of baggage, at night, his bed the rugged earth, or some bare rock, lashed by the restless waves of Lake Huron; while famine, the snow-storms, the cold, the treacherous ice of the Great Lakes, smoke, filth, and, not rarely, threats and persecution, were the lot of his winter wanderings.  It seemed an earthly paradise, when, at long intervals, he found a respite from his toils among his brother Jesuits under the roof of Sainte Marie.

Hither, while the Fathers are gathered from their scattered stations at one of their periodical meetings, a little before the season of Lent, 1649,  let us, too, repair, and join them.  We enter at the eastern gate of the fortification, midway in the wall between its northern and southern bastions, and pass to the hall, where, at a rude table, spread with ruder fare, all the household are assembled, laborers, domestics, soldiers, and priests.

It was a scene that might recall a remote half feudal, half patriarchal age, when, under the smoky rafters of his antique hail, some warlike thane sat, with kinsmen and dependants ranged down the long board, each in his degree.  Here, doubtless, Ragueneau, the Father Superior, held the place of honor; and, for chieftains scarred with Danish battle-axes, was seen a band of thoughtful men, clad in a threadbare garb of black, their brows swarthy from exposure, yet marked with the lines of intellect and a fixed enthusiasm of purpose.  Here was Bressani, scarred with firebrand and knife; Chabanel, once a professor of rhetoric in France, now a missionary, bound by a self-imposed vow to a life from which his nature recoiled; the fanatical Chaumonot, whose character savored of his peasant birth, for the grossest fungus of superstition that ever grew under the shadow of Rome was not too much for his omnivorous credulity, and miracles and mysteries were his daily food; yet, such as his faith was, he was ready to die for it.  Garnier, beardless like a woman, was of a far finer nature.  His religion was of the affections and the sentiments; and his imagination, warmed with the ardor of his faith, shaped the ideal forms of his worship into visible realities.  Brébeuf sat conspicuous among his brethren, portly and tall, his short moustache and beard grizzled with time, for he was fifty-six years old.  If he seemed impassive, it was because one overmastering principle had merged and absorbed all the impulses of his nature and all the faculties of his mind.  The enthusiasm which with many is fitful and spasmodic was with him the current of his life, solemn and deep as the tide of destiny.  The Divine Trinity, the Virgin, the Saints, Heaven and Hell, Angels and Fiends, to him, these alone were real, and all things else were nought.  Gabriel Lalemant, nephew of Jerome Lalemant, Superior at Quebec, was Brébeuf's colleague at the mission of Saint  Ignace.  His slender frame and delicate features gave him an appearance of youth, though he had reached middle life; and, as in the case of Garnier, the fervor of his mind sustained him through exertions of which he seemed physically incapable.  Of the rest of that company little has come down to us but the bare record of their missionary toils; and we may ask in vain what youthful enthusiasm, what broken hope or faded dream, turned the current of their lives, and sent them from the heart of civilization to this savage outpost of the world.

No element was wanting in them for the achievement of such a success as that to which they aspired, neither a transcendent zeal, nor a matchless discipline, nor a practical sagacity very seldom surpassed in the pursuits where men strive for wealth and place; and if they were destined to disappointment, it was the result of external causes, against which no power of theirs could have insured them.

There was a gap in their number.  The place of Antoine Daniel was empty, and never more to be filled by him, never at least in the flesh, for Chaumonot averred, that not long since, when the Fathers were met in council, he had seen their dead companion seated in their midst, as of old, with a countenance radiant and majestic.  They believed his story, no doubt he believed it himself; and they consoled one another with the thought, that, in losing their colleague on earth, they had gained him as a powerful intercessor in heaven.  Daniel's station had been at Saint  Joseph; but the mission and the missionary had alike ceased to exist.

