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Prologue
 
Bougainville, Reminiscing, 1781
 
 
Admiral Louis-Antoine de Bougainville was in his cabin on board L’Auguste, eighty guns, flagship of his squadron.  He was looking through the broad expanse of windows that covered the after section of the ship, windows that had somehow survived his encounter with the British fleet off the Virginia Capes a few weeks before.  And now, riding at anchor in the Chesapeake, he could look across to the Virginia shoreline where just beyond, at Yorktown, the American and French armies had bottled up Lord Cornwallis.  There was haze in the late summer air, or was it smoke from the guns, hanging in the trees and in the windless, humid atmosphere?No matter.It was now just a question of time.Cornwallis was finished and with him, the British in America, most likely.It was this fleet, with Bougainville’s squadron in the vanguard, that had created the opportunity.The French had driven off the British warships that had come to support Cornwallis, and now the battle on land could go on without interruption.Cornwallis was trapped, and the battle would end as so many others had ended with almost mathematical predictability.Siege warfare was a manageable art, almost a science, as long as the weather held good and the besiegers had sufficient and reliable supplies and the besieged did not.Bougainville smiled grimly at the thought.He had been on the other end of this sort of thing, more than two decades before, at Quebec, when these same Americans whom he was now supporting were then the enemy, along with the British who were always the enemy and would be, eternally, so it seemed.France and England were too much alike in their objects and too different in their ways of thinking not to be naturally antagonistic.This particular little war, this revolt of the American colonies, was to Bougainville just one more trick in the long game.This one to France. His ships were trump.
And the irony of it all was as heavy as the late summer air.Had these colonials not helped the British to drive the French from Canada twenty years before, they would not have dared to revolt against the British.As long as the French were there, the French and their Indian allies, the Americans needed the British army, especially since they could never agree on anything and were always squabbling among themselves over who should pay for what, always unwilling to tax themselves to support a regular army.But when the French were gone and the Indians mostly subdued, the British were no longer required.Then the siren calls of independence changed from a few whispers to an unignorable chorus, and these quarrelsome colonies were all at last able to agree on one thing – they wanted to govern themselves. 
“Ah,” he thought.“ My poor Quebec.What a pity.Twenty years ago and more, now.Can it really be that long ago?So it seems.And so it also seems that I am getting old.An even greater pity.”
There was a knock on the cabin door.
“Yes?”
Bougainville’s steward entered.
“The captain has asked if you would like to join him for dinner, tonight, Admiral.”
“What is he serving, do you know?”
“Canvasback duck, I believe, Admiral. A local specialty.I would recommend it.His wine is mediocre, as you know, but I would overlook that, I think.”
“Yes, all right.Tell him it would be my pleasure.”
“Is there anything I can do for you now, sir?”The steward had been with Bougainville many years now, since the time Bougainville left the army and went into the navy, before the expedition to the Malvines, before Bougainville’s epic circumnavigation.“Some coffee, perhaps?”
“No, thank you Henri.I am philosophizing.”He made a face designed to indicate deep thought and great wisdom.
The steward nodded and smiled approvingly.There was little he did not approve of when it came to his master.For his part, Bougainville had few pretensions but kept even these in check as far as Henri was concerned.It is far easier to impress a king than the servant who does your laundry.Bougainville knew this from experience.So he put on no airs with Henri.
“Ah.Well then, sir, I will see to your best coat.The captain will be flattered if you wear it tonight, with all the orders properly polished.In this weather ….” Henri shrugged resignedly.It was his constant battle to keep Bougainville’s decorations gleaming, his constant battle against the damp.
“Yes, thank you, Henri.”The medals meant more to Henri than they did to himself.He was proud of the achievements behind the decorations, but the medals themselves were only the gestures of some official who would just as easily have ordered Bougainville to the Bastille, had events unfolded differently.He did not much believe in government or the people behind the desks or in the ornate salons.He had seen what governments could do and seen what they would not do.
“What do you think, Henri?I wonder if the British understand that they should have let us be in Canada.Had they done so, they would not be suffering such embarrassment now at the hands of their own people, well deserved though it is.I suppose they must.They appreciate absurdity.Some of them, anyway.Do you suppose they are laughing ruefully at themselves just now?”
“It’s possible,” said Henri.“But when I think of their menus, I doubt it.They have no imagination when it comes to eating, which means they have no imagination at all, and without imagination such considerations confuse rather than enhance one’s understanding of things"
“Perhaps.But I sometimes think we would be better off without any imagination at all.Especially soldiers and sailors.It can make us timid, and what’s more, it can lead to an ironical disposition, which is worse. Too much irony leads to despair, which is a sin, or worse to cynicism, which is a luxury only politicians can afford.What do you say, Henri?”
“I say you are a veritable philosophe, sir,” said Henri, wryly.
“Ah.You think I am being pompous tonight.Perhaps you are right.But no matter.What is the sense of being an admiral if one can’t indulge in philosophy now and then, however flatulent?”
“What indeed, sir?Wind is an admiral’s metier.”
“Ha!Well said.But someday, Henri, you will go too far, and I shall have to have you flogged.”Bougainville smiled at his steward.He had great affection for the man, an old comrade in arms.
“I already have gone too far, Admiral.I have gone round the world, with you.Riding the wind.But I am still only a humble steward, and so I must now see to your coat.”
“You are a steward, yes, but hardly humble, Henri.But you are right about the coat.Il faut cultiver notre jardin.”
“Dinner is at eight, mon cher Admiral.Should we, perhaps, offer the other officers a bottle of brandy from our stores?”
“No, make it port, and perhaps some Stilton, in honor of our exasperated British friends.A nice touch of irony for us to enjoy.Now get out and leave me to my philosophy.”
For there was more irony to consider.A sadder kind.As he paced the cabin of L’Auguste, Bougainville remembered another ship, also named Auguste, in those days just after the loss of Quebec, twenty years ago.It had been a British ship carrying French and Canadian prisoners and their families from Quebec to France, after the surrender.But that Auguste had encountered storms off Cape Breton and had been blown on to the rocks, and only a handful of people had been able to swim ashore in the iron colored autumn water, and there they shivered and watched as the waves battered the ship and broke her apart, tossing their shipmates and friends into the sea to drown and then to drift in with the flood tide and litter the rocky beach, pathetic, sodden symbols of the end of New France. And now, years later, the French had returned in this other ship, this new L’Auguste, and helped turn the tables on the British and so leave the American rabble, whom they both despised, triumphant in the field.It was enough to make one laugh.But one must guard against that kind of laughter, he thought.That was the dangerous kind, the kind that can corrode the soul.
And thinking of the old days in Quebec, he naturally thought of Madame de Vienne.He did not know if she had been on board the lost Auguste.He had not seen her since that war.For the thousandth time he wondered what had become of her.She was a silly woman, or had been, vain and coquettish, unreliable and unfaithful, not only to her husband, but to her lovers, too.But she had been pretty and gay and insouciant, despite the rigors of the siege and the war, and over time he began to see her frivolity and gaiety as a species of courage, for although she was a flirt, she was no fool and she understood what was at stake and what would happen if the British army found a way to pierce the French defense.She understood, and the other women understood.Indeed, it was impossible not to be fearful now and then, but for the most part they, these ladies of fashion in remote Quebec, kept their countenance as well as they kept their toilettes.They might prattle on about millinery, but they did so within the sound of guns, and that was something to admire.And he had found that he liked her company, in the same way that he liked to be in a picture gallery or in a garden in the spring.There was a lightness about her that allowed him to forget the things that needed forgetting, at least for a time.And of course he was a man and so needed the company of a woman for more than just a few moments of diverting conversation in a salon.Madame de Vienne had served him well in that regard, too.Him, as well as a few others.He smiled and then chuckled at the memory of her.And that was all right.That sort of laughter was all right.
Not like the laughter of the court.The laughter of Versailles was of a different nature.There was rarely any humor in it.People strained to produce bons mots, while others laughed without mirth, artifice and effort on both sides.They liked that sort of irony there.It was, as Henri might have put it, their metier.
Yes, he remembered all that very well, remembered it from the time he went back to France, sent there in 1758 by Montcalm, his commander, to ask for, beg for, men and supplies to reinforce Quebec, for all the world knew that when the ice was gone from the river, the British would be coming.At that time Bougainville was a young man, not yet thirty, a professional soldier and Montcalm’s aide.He had fought in a number of engagements in North America, had seen much savagery, but he was unfamiliar with the political and social life of the French court.His father had been a notary, nothing like an aristocrat or even a petty squire.And so the court seemed too brilliant for Bougainville at first; he felt that he was being required to stare at the sun and then ask it to change directions.But those first feelings faded when he realized that most of the people there were paragons of little else but fashion.
He had many meetings.In the mild winter weather he walked along the tailored gardens of Versailles with this minister or that, always aware of the contrast between this highly stylized civilization, with its sculpted trees and fountains and pools and geometric walkways, and the wilderness he had come from, a place of cliffs and rushing streams and rivers and dark forests inhabited by native people who shared not only the forest with the wolves but also their instincts and appetites and their ferocity.At Versailles the delicacy was fois gras, in Quebec, moose nose – at least for the Canadians and Indians.As for himself, he could take moose nose or leave it.He preferred fois gras, but he also learned that he preferred, on balance, the city on the rock in the wilderness.The beauty and the cruelty of that country owed very little to man’s artfulness.And although the people there aped the fashions of the court, they did so with the knowledge of what lay beyond their city’s walls.And it was the kind of knowledge that the courtiers of Versailles did not dream of as they watched themselves in the mirrored salons.There were no wolves around Versailles, but they were very near the gates of Quebec.
He tried to explain it all to the ministers he met, tried to explain how it was in Quebec with its unwieldy and irrational political structure that led to squabbling between Montcalm, as commander of the professional army, and Vaudreuil, the governor, a native born Canadian who was suspicious of people sent from France and jealous of his prerogatives, real and imagined.To Bougainville, the governor was a timid egotist, vain and quick to claim credit for another’s success, quicker to evade responsibility for any failure, especially his own. Bougainville’s sympathies were entirely with Montcalm, an aristocrat from the south of France, a professional soldier who did his best to get along with the governor, but who would not be pushed.
And then there was the problem of supplies.The harvests had been poor of late.And the shortages were made worse by the rampant corruption in the government of the colony, managed by the Intendant Bigot, whose portfolio gave him control of the business of the colony and also gave him ample opportunity to speculate in vital commodities, driving the prices to ruinous levels while robbing the king’s treasury for his own gains and those of his henchmen.
As for the troops, they were a mixed bag.Montcalm’s three or four thousand professionals were good men, but the militia made up of farmers who reported directly to the governor were little more than undisciplined rabble.Like their Indians allies the militia fought well enough in the forests, but they could not stand against the kind of disciplined firepower the British would bring to bear.
Bougainville had tried to explain these things to the ministers he met, but they were not interested.Canada was a sideshow.The larger war in Europe was costing millions, and as one of the ministers said to Bougainville, when the house is on fire, one does not worry about the barn.
And so in the spring of 1759 Bougainville had returned to Quebec with only a few hundred troops along with munitions and supplies that might possibly last through the coming campaign.He felt that his mission had been largely a failure, but when Montcalm met him at the quay, he reassured his aide and thanked him for his efforts.
“A little is precious to those who have nothing,” Montcalm had said.“And now we have work to do.The British will be here soon, like ducks returning to their breeding grounds.Come, help me get ready for them.”
Yes, Bougainville remembered it all very well.
And now, after all these years, along with the memories, he carried with him a feeling of lingering sadness.Was it, he wondered, simple nostalgia for those days when he was still young, or was it the memory of what was lost?Was it regret for the things he had done there?Or, worse, for the things that he had not done?
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter One
 
Montcalm in Quebec, Spring 1759
 
 
Montcalm woke from a dream of olive groves. And of his estate at Candiac in the south of France.Letters from his wife, brought by Bougainville on the ship from France, told him that the groves were doing well and that the olive press he had built at Candiac was producing fine and delicate oil.
“What I would not give for a taste of it,’ he thought.‘But not here.No, not here, but rather under my own trees, on a table spread with white linen, some bread from our ovens, still warm, with olive oil set in a dish of Limoges, a little wine, perhaps a Gaillac from Languedoc.And my wife and all the children around the table.All of them.And there would be sunlight.”He looked out his bedroom window, through the leaded casements.The glass was covered with clear ice on both sides, for though it was spring by the calendar, the Canadian winter was lingering, no longer ferocious but still reluctant to give way.The wind was moaning through the window seams, and the sky was gray and somber, like his mood.For Bougainville had brought sad news along with the letters.Just before he had left France Bougainville had heard that one of Montcalm’s daughters had died, although he could not learn which one before having to leave.
‘I fear it is my poor Mirete, thought Montcalm.‘We were very much alike, we two.But perhaps it was another.Which one?I will not know until another ship arrives, with more letters from my wife, poor woman.Perhaps no ship will ever come.Perhaps the British will come first.What then?Can it be the will of God that I should have been here in this wilderness of savages and endless turmoil, endless winter, while so far away my child lay dying?It must be so, or otherwise there is no sense to any of it. But still it breaks my heart to think that they have put a child of mine into the ground, and I cannot know which one it was, cannot know which one to pray for, which one to weep for.
‘And could I pray, now, after this?Is it possible?Yes, thank God, especially now.God has His reasons.It must be so.I do believe it.But they are difficult for man to see.No, not difficult.Impossible.We must accept that it is so.What choice is there?Despair is a denial of God.
‘And what of my ambition?Was it vanity that brought me here, some contemptible striving after glory?I hope it was not so.I hope it was the knowledge of my duty as a man.But to be away at such a time….It is a bitter price to pay for a few trifling honors and a mention now and then in the gazettes.A cordon rouge!What is that in exchange for poor Mirete, if that is who it was.Was ….Mon Dieu.It cannot be that we are wrong about You.No, that cannot be.We would not have the idea of You, if You had not created it.What man could invent such a thought?And all this wilderness is Yours as well, as well as my bright Candiac.There must be a reason that the two exist, the darkness and light.All pictures must have shadows, or else we cannot know the light.Is that from Augustine?It may well be; I don’t remember.But surely my poor girl is in the arms of Jesus now.Without that belief, there is nothing.’
He lay there for several more minutes, thinking these same thoughts, over and over, all the while hoping that the sun would break through the clouds and add a little warmth to his room.But it did not.Finally, he rang for his servant.Despite his sadness Montcalm knew he must begin the day, for there was work to be done. 
“I would appreciate it, Andre, if you would light the fire and then bring me some chocolate.”Now that the supply ships had arrived there would be chocolate, for a while, anyway.That was something, at least.Little enough, though.
In the afternoon Montcalm and Bougainville met with the governor, Vaudreuil, in the governor’s mansion.The walls of his office were covered with large maps of Canada, from Michilimackinac in the western lakes to Acadia, unhappy island to the east.Montcalm never entered this room without thinking of the study of Doctor Faustus with its globe that symbolized Faustian ambition.But Vaudreuil was not a Faustus.He did not have the strength of character, although he had the same desire for glory.
“I have heard of your sorrow, monsieur,” said the governor.“I am sorry for it.”
“Thank you, monsieur.It was a heavy blow.Very heavy.But we have our duty to attend to.”
“Yes, yes,” said the governor, relieved to be able to move on.“Well then, no doubt you have received the intelligence about the British.”
“I know that they are coming, and in strength.”
“Yes. I expect to be sharply attacked.Our enemies will make their most powerful efforts to conquer this colony.But, gentlemen, understand this -- there is no ruse, no resource, no means which my zeal does not suggest to lay snares for them, and finally when the circumstances demand it, to fight them with an ardor, and even a fury, which exceeds the range of their ambitious designs.The troops, the Canadians and the Indians are not ignorant of the resolution I have taken, and from which I shall not recoil under any circumstances whatever.”Vaudreuil had prepared this speech prior to the meeting and had adapted it from a letter he had already sent to Versailles.“In short,” he said, drawing himself to his full height, “I intend to fight them.”
Montcalm smiled slightly and glanced at Bougainville who raised his eyebrows.
“I expect that is why they are coming, governor,” said Montcalm.
“Eh?Ah, well, of course.But the question is, how best to do that.”
“How indeed.”
“I have a plan, and I wanted to go over the basic ideas with you, so that you may be in a position to support me.I mean, so that we can coordinate effectively.”
“Coordination is essential, I agree.”
“Good.I’m glad we see things the same way.Now, my information is that the British are planning to attack in three prongs, as it were.”He went to his map in order to illustrate his points.He was taller than either Montcalm or Bougainville, a well made man, not bad looking, and he enjoyed standing at the map.It gave him a sense of his domain and also let him look down at the other men who were seated.“First, from the sea and up the St Lawrence, here; second, from New York, by way of Lake Champlain and the River Richelieu toward Montreal, and third by way of Lake Ontario against Fort Niagara, here.In all, they are sending 50,000 men against me.”
“You will be outnumbered, it seems,” said Montcalm.
Vaudreuil did not detect the mild sarcasm, or if he did, he chose to ignore it.
“Yes, but we must remember that these forces are not combined but represent three separate armies.”
“Of course.And fortunately it is difficult in this country to coordinate three such efforts.In fact, I doubt that they are capable of it.Still, it is a formidable challenge.”
“Yes.Now recently I have had a census made of the area of Montreal, Three Rivers and Quebec, and the total of men available is somewhere around 13,000 from which we can draw militia. Some of them of course are unfit, so that the total will be somewhat less.Then there are 1500 or so of my Canadian regulars and as many as 2000 Indians.Add to that regular army – under your command – of about 3500 men.That is the total force available throughout Canada.So, we are at a disadvantage.” 
“So it would seem.”
“Still, we must ensure that all of the garrisons are fully manned and ready to repulse an attack from whatever source.”
“You advise keeping the forces dispersed.”
“Of course.I will not give an inch.Nowhere.From Acadia to the northern outposts.”
Montcalm paused, as though considering the proposition and thereby giving it a semblance of rationality, which he knew it lacked, utterly.
“Ah,” he said after a few moments.“I wonder, governor, if you have ever seen a pack of wolves attack their prey.”
“What?”
“Well, consider.A single stag, however brave its defense, will ultimately be overwhelmed by sheer numbers.And when they have finished that single, albeit noble stag, the pack goes on to the next noble, but isolated stag, and kills him.And from there, on to the next.And so on.In military parlance it is called destroying the enemy in detail.It seems to me that your plan is admirably suited to bring about that sort of result.If that was your intention, you have designed a masterpiece.” 
Vaudreuil bristled and opened his mouth to say something, but thought better of it.Montcalm felt the old impatience with this man boiling up.He had had too many such conferences with the governor over the last few years, and though he had tried to maintain cordial relations and to protect the governor from a clear understanding of his inadequacies in the art of war, the time now seemed too short to worry about the niceties of diplomacy.
“If, on the other hand,” Montcalm continued, “your intention is to preserve the colony, which it obviously is, I suggest we assemble the stags so that they can -- to use your word -- coordinate.We can defend the approaches from Lake Champlain from our post at Fort Carrillon, and the St Lawrence from here in Quebec, and since they are the most practicable avenues into the colony, we can keep the wolves at bay.And with luck, starve them out, or let them freeze.”
“You advise concentration?”
“I think it is the only way.But it is not just my opinion.I have had some correspondence from the Minister of War who strongly advises this course.Perhaps M. Bougainville would read the letter.
“I have it here, governor,” said Bougainville.
‘As we must expect the English to attack you on several sides at once, it is necessary that you limit your plans of defense to the most essential points and those most closely connected, so that being concentrated in a smaller space, each part may be within reach of support and succor from the rest.How small soever may be the space you are able to hold, it is indispensable to keep a footing in North America; for if we once lose the country entirely, its recovery will be almost impossible.’
“Merde!” said the governor.
“Perhaps,” said Montcalm.“But it is in my view the best strategy.”
Montcalm could see the governor vacillating.On the one hand, Vaudreuil was a man who admired his own ideas, but on the other he was a man who dreaded failure, and in his heart of hearts he knew that Montcalm was a masterful soldier, a man who had beaten the English at each opportunity in the past.And, after all, if the Minister of War concurred, then there would be at least an easy explanation if things should go badly.He imagined himself at the court, saying ‘I advised against this concentration strategy, but M. Montcalm insisted, and after all, the court had instructed me to acquiesce to his judgement on military matters.What else could I have done?’And he would have documents to support him, for the ships had brought him correspondence ordering him to defer to Montcalm on matters of war and further ordering him not to take command personally even of his own militia unless first consulting Montcalm.It was an order that he detested and intended to evade, if possible, but it was an order that would give him a bolt hole in the event of disaster.
“I must consider this,” he said finally.
“I would advise thinking quickly, monsieur.There have been reports of British ships already approaching the mouth of the river.It is, indeed, a miracle of sorts, that M. de Bougainville and the supply ships were able to avoid the British fleet.”
“Yes, yes.I have heard these reports as well.”He paused for a moment as though thinking things over in the light of new information.Then, as though coming to some resolution, he said: “Let us assume we follow your strategy of concentration, monsieur.For the sake of argument.And let us concentrate for the moment on Quebec.When the British arrive, how shall we attack them?How do you suggest we bring them to battle?”
Montcalm drew a breath and then let it out slowly, to calm himself.
“A battle is precisely what they desire, governor.To accommodate them would be the simplest of things.We could find a pleasant flat field somewhere, line up and wait for them to form and then attack with the bayonet after a volley or two, hurrah and may the best man win.That is indeed what they are praying for even as we speak.But in war the idea is to give the enemy what he does not want, make him accommodate himself to you.That is what I intend to do.Or, rather, what I advise that we do.”
“You do not intend to fight!?”Vaudreuil drew himself up in an imitation of offended honor.
“I did not say that.I intend to fight very vigorously, but not on their terms.They come looking for a Cannae.I suggest we do not give them one.In this case I would rather be Fabius than Hannibal.”
“You fear we could not beat them?”
“I think we do not have to.Winter will do that for us.Fortunately, the ships have brought enough supplies.Barely.We will stand behind our cliffs and let them blow holes in the rock, but like Fabius we will harass them and make their lives miserable.The days will pass and begin to shorten, their navy will grow nervous as the season changes and the ice begins to form along the shoreline, and after a while they will go away, with noses running from the cold and from the bloodying we will have given them.C’est ca.”
“I see.Yes, I suppose it could work.But they will also harass the colony.If we stay bottled up here, they will range across the countryside and lay it in ruins.”
“Possibly.But farms may be rebuilt.Colonies, once lost, are difficult to recover.Besides, there are your Indians.Perhaps they can be persuaded to divert the British from these forays.What do you think, eh?They might enjoy that sort of business.”Montcalm smiled conspiratorially, for he knew that Vaudreuil placed great faith in Indian warfare and in his ability to motivate the tribes to fight.
“Yes, that’s true.That is the way to use them, surely.Turn my expert hairdressers loose to do their work.”Vaudreuil grinned, as if to indicate that he and Montcalm were of the same mind and had been, more or less, from the start.
“A few tonsures for the heretics,” said Bougainville.
“Bravo, Colonel,” said Vaudreuil.“Well, messieurs, there is a great deal to be done, and I will think over these things and let you know my decisions as soon as possible.As you say, there is no time to waste. But I think we are all of the same mind in general, and I thank you for your unflagging support, as always.”
“The man’s a fool,” said Bougainville when they had left Vaudreuil. 
“Yes, but in fairness, I do believe that he loves the colony.His intentions are generally pure enough.It is in the selection of methods that he lacks a certain something.”
 “Forgive me, general, but I think you are too kind.He is like some mad Pygmalion. When he produces an idea, he falls in love with it.At least Pygmalion created a masterpiece.But the governor’s ideas are ….”
“Decidedly ugly, I agree.But to give him his due, he is more prolific than Pygmalion.He produces new and different statues by the hour. One can hardly turn around in his studio.What do you think the penalty would be for strangling a governor, Louis?”
“In this case, a dukedom, I should say, if all the facts were known.”
“Ah, there’s the rub.All the facts are never known.Well, no one is perfect, I suppose.As Voltaire has said, the best is the enemy of the good.By the way, Louis, I have heard that the officer commanding the expedition against Quebec is General Wolfe.A pretty irony, don’t you think, given my trope about stags at bay.”
“I see nothing pretty about it, sir.”
“Perhaps not.Well, speaking of Voltaire, we must now do our best to cultivate our remote little garden and preserve it ….”
“From the weeds inside and the wolves outside?”
“You are mixing your metaphors, Louis, but I take your point.”
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Two
 
Knox, Late June
 
 
Captain John Knox of the 43rd regiment had enjoyed the voyage so far.He was aboard the Goodwill, one of the dozens of transport ships that, along with twenty two ships of the line, made up the fleet.All told there were 9000 troops on the transports along with artillery and provisions for several months.All of the troops were British regulars except for a regiment of American Rangers.
The weather was good and the river was wide and to this point easy to navigate.As the fleet moved slowly upriver Knox watched the shoreline through his telescope and saw farms and small villages, well built stone houses, windmills and water wheels, and churches.Now and then the people of the villages would come to the edge of the river and wave, for they thought the fleet was another convoy of French supply ships.
Indeed, Knox was surprised as they approached Ile aux Coudre to see several canoes coming out from the village there.The men in the canoes were waving happily and paddling vigorously. This was the place where all shipping waited for local pilots to come to them and guide them through the treacherous channels, especially those that lay between Cap Tourmente and the lower end of the Ile d’Orleans, the large islandacross the river and slightly downstream from the city.
“What’s all this, Mr. Killick?” said Knox pointing to the canoes.Killick was the master of the Goodwill.
“ ‘Pears to be some trickery afoot, Captain,” said Killick with a wink.“You see that flag flying from the ships ahead?Admiral Durell has raised the French ensign, and Jean Crapaud and his mates there in the canoes think their cousins have arrived with another load of frog legs, vive le roi, so they’re coming out to pilot us through the narrows.Quelle bloody surprise, eh?Ha ha.Damn their eyes.Then when they climb on board all eager to embrace their countrymen and kiss em on both cheeks, the Admiral will say ‘Welcome, monsieurs, pleasant day for a cruise.Thank you for joining us, and we will appreciate it if you’d guide us the rest of the way, but if you’d rather not, we’ll hang you from the yardarm and be just as pleased, so which is it to be, my garlic eating friends?Will you be a pilot or a decoration?’”
Knox laughed and raised his glass to watch the canoes as they approached the lead ship.
“All’s fair, eh, Mr. Killick?”
“That’s what they say, Captain. Though to my mind it’s as necessary as ballocks on a Berkshire sow.If I can’t take this ship though this passage, I’ll boil my head.Why, I’ve seen worse water on a rainy day at Henley.The day I need Jean Crapaud to pilot me, I’ll quit the sea and take up skittles. Still, it’s a good one on the Frenchies.They’ll be dancing an indignant hornpipe in a few minutes, once they find out they’ve been fooled. They’re an excitable race of people, generally, bless em.”
Knox watched as the canoes pulled along side and the Frenchmen clambered up the side.In a few more minutes, Knox saw the French ensign being struck and replaced by the red cross of the Royal Navy.
“Ha!” said Killick.“They know they’re in the bouillabaisse now.The ones on shore know it, too. Quelle bloody chagrin!Well, as the executioner said to King Charles, ‘Let that be a lesson to you.’Ah!There’s the signal to get underway again.And the wind is with us, Captain.Lovely.Seems the luck is with us, too, touch wood.”
The line of ships continued to move upstream.The tide was with them along with the wind, so they moved steadily, warships leading the way, although some others were interspersed among the transports.Ahead and behind Knox could see a forests of masts, bowsprits and yardarms, some sails set, white and billowing in the summer sun.Set against the deep green of the forests and the wide blue of the river, it seemed to Knox as beautiful a sight as he had ever seen.Now and then along the tops of the cliffs he could see bonfires, signals from the people there who now understood who was coming.And as the night came on, the light from these fires spread over the heights and drifted over the river, illuminating the line of ships that was moving in almost complete silence up the river.Only the creaking of the rigging and the occasional orders to the helm interrupted the silence.
By morning they were sailing into narrowing channels.The weather held good, as did the wind.On their right the forested and rocky cliffs of Cape Tourmente loomed.
“I wonder why the French have not placed batteries on those heights,” said Knox to Killick.They were standing on the quarterdeck, where Killick was conning the ship and Knox was having his morning coffee.“They could do some frightful execution on us, if they had.”
“Aye, they could have made it hot for us.Confidence, I suppose Captain.Gallic confidence.I expect they figured we couldn’t navigate this mill pond.Figured we’d burst into tears and run for home at the very thought of sailing this water.”He raised his telescope and trained it on the flagship.“Bah!Now what?Another signal to heave to.At this rate we’ll get there in time for Christmas.”
The first ships in the line had reached the channel between Cape Tourmente and the upper end of Ile d’Orleans.This was the worst of the journey, for although the river was wide, there were submerged rocks, shoals and sandbars scattered throughout the river at this point, so that the navigable channel was only a narrow twisting route through what seemed to be a broad expanse.Beyond lay the basin and the city.
“What now, Mr. Killick?”
“Well, Captain, it’s like this.Navy captains are always fearful of running aground.Looks bad in the gazettes.So, I figure what’s going to happen is they’ll take these ships through the channel one by one using the French pilots we borrowed.And since there are more ships than pilots, we’ll probably just wait here till one becomes available and it’s our turn in line to make the run.Damned nuisance, if you ask me.Well, I’ll not put my ship at the mercy of some frog eating Canadian.Bosun!”
“Yes sir?”
“I’ll have the sounding boats put out, if you please.”
“Aye, aye, sir.”
“We’ll show Monsieur Crapaud a thing or two about seamanship, damme if we don’t”
Ahead the first few ships started moving again.Knox watched as they slowly maneuvered their way around unseen obstacles, now turning this way, now that way, slowly pivoting and apparently feeling their way.It seemed to Knox a wonderful sort of art to be able to control a ship in those conditions using only the wind and the current to propel them.It was agonizingly slow, but gradually the first ships passed through the channel, and Knox watched as they lowered the boats which would bring the handful of pilots back to the other ships that were waiting to make the run.
The Goodwill was somewhere in the middle of the line, so it was several hours before they had moved into position to begin their run.All of the ships that had preceded them had made the passage successfully.And now there was a boat coming along side, bringing a French pilot to take them through.
The pilot, a small dark man, was still incensed at being dragooned this way.He strutted up to Killick on the quarterdeck and delivered a speech, one that sounded as though he had given it several times before.
“I protest, monsieur, against being kidnapped and forced to work against my own country.It is against all notions of fair play in war.It is a scandal, monsieur.Yes, I say so.”He stood there before Killick, who towered over him.Killick was smiling, for although he only knew a little French, he knew enough to understand and to make himself understood.
“Yes, monsieur, it is a scandal, I agree.”
“Mark my words, monsieur,” continued the pilot.“Some of these ships may see their home again, but they will have a dismal tale to tell when they get there, for all of Canada is risen in arms against you, and this will be the grave of your army.The walls of Quebec will be festooned with English scalps.The Indians are waiting.Their knives are sharpened.And our army is waiting, too.Yes, I say it is so.The wives of your army will weep rivers of tears.What do you say to that, monsieur?Eh?”
“What I say, monsieur, is that the only time my old woman weeps bitter tears is when we run out of beer.And what I also say is that I have no need of a pint sized Frenchman to get me through these narrows.Why, a child could do it.”
The pilot regarded Killick with exaggerated surprise.
“Eh? Bon!I long to see you try such a thing.No French ship presumes to pass through here without a pilot.No.Never.”
“Aye, aye, my dear fellow, but damn me, I’ll convince you that an Englishman shall go where a Frenchman dare not show his nose.Even such a noble nose such as yours, monsieur.Now, kindly stand aside and let me read you a lesson.”
Killick went to the bow of the ship and Knox went along.There were sounding boats on either side of the channel, checking the depths and signaling back to Killick as the Goodwill began to move forward into the channel.
“Aye, my lads, thank you all the same, but I can see the road clear enough.And mind, now, don’t drift too close to the shore.Our little Frenchman tells me there are Indians about, the creatures.They might like a shot at a jolly English tar.”
“Can you actually see the channel, Mr. Killick?”To Knox the river seemed everywhere the same, a flat surface with no distinguishing features.
“Oh, aye, Captain.It’s as plain as the garlic on a Frenchman’s breath.See there, those ripples and that difference in color, why that’s shoal water sure as I’m a Christian.It’s all in the color and in the way the water moves, here smooth and dark, there lighter and disturbed.”He held up his speaking trumpet and shouted at the helmsman.“Port your helm, my boy.That’s it.Now, midships.Steady as you go.That’s a merry looking little shoal there, isn’t it Captain?Starboard a point, now!That’s lovely.Now midships!”
The men in the boats shouted soundings and Killick nodded complacently.“A lovely passage, this.Yes.Port, now, helmsman!Steady!Yes, that’s fine.Midships!Steady as you go!”
Gradually they inched their way along, Killick smiling and joking with the men in the boats who seemed alarmed now and then as the Goodwill veered toward the shallows, only to turn at the last moment and avoid the hazard.“Aye, my dears, a damned dangerous navigation, this.You can tell your grandchildren about it one day.”
Back and forth they twisted through the channel, Killick calling out each maneuver as calmly as if he had been ordering dinner.And after what seemed like dozens of turns they were through and into the deep water beyond.Knox and Killick went back to the quarterdeck where the French pilot stood staring in amazement.
“That was very well done, Mr. Killick,” said Knox.
“Ah! Damn me if there are not a thousand places in the Thames more hazardous than this; I am ashamed that an Englishman should make such a rout about it.You there!Steward.Get me a cup of tea, if you please.And now, Monsieur Crapaud, we will put you in a boat and send you on your way.”
The pilot stood immobile for a moment, still staring at Killick.
“One question, monsieur, before I leave.Do you say that you have never made this passage before?Truly?”
“Never laid eyes on this river before, mon ami.But water’s water, and rocks are rocks.It’s not that hard to tell the difference, if you know your business.”
“Mon Dieu,” said the pilot, still astonished.
“Don’t take it so hard, monsieur,” said Killick slapping the Frenchman on the back.“There was a time I couldn’t have done it.Though I can’t remember when.”
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Three
 
Wolfe, June 27
 
 
Major General James Wolfe stood on the highest point of the Ile d’Orleans and looked through his telescope to the French positions across the river.He had to sweep his glass through a wide arc to take it all in. To his left, maybe three miles away, the city sat atop a huge rocky cliff.Wolfe could see the spires of the churches, the stone houses and government buildings, convents and hospitals, the gray of the stone mixed with green gardens here and there.It looked like some medieval fortress, on the one hand, and on the other, like some lovely city of a fairy tale somehow come to life.But if it was a fairy city, it was one that bristled with batteries of cannon.And just upstream of the citadel was the even higher cliff of the Cape Diamond.From Cape Diamond, stretching upriver as far as he could see, more cliffs.Below the rock of the upper city was the lower town, a collection of houses and warehouses along the quay around which were placed more cannon and floating batteries.
But the French had done more than just fortify the city, for the bulk of the French lines were directly across from where Wolfe was standing.They stretched from the city itself on Wolfe’s extreme left, down the steep eastern side of the rock to a river, the St. Charles that ran south and poured into the St. Lawrence.The mouth of the St. Charles was protected by a heavy boom that would prevent any warship from entering.Beyond the boom there was a bridge of boats that connected the French right to the city. From that point the lines ran along the tops of sheer cliffs eastward, down the St. Lawrence, for six miles or so, until they ended at a huge cataract, some two hundred and fifty feet high at the outlet of the Montmorency River.All across the cliffs opposite him, between the St. Charles and the Montmorency Rivers, Wolfe could see the tents of the soldiers and the wigwams of Indians, hundreds of temporary dwellings indicating thousands of troops.Through his glass Wolfe could also see a hundred or so cannon placed along the edges of the cliffs.The cliffs were perpendicular, virtually treeless and covered with shale and loose rocks that would give way under the feet of anyone trying to make an ascent.The lines were well entrenched and supported here and there by redoubts along the summit of the cliffs and occasionally lower down, almost to the water’s edge.And on the river, a few floating batteries.In the middle of the line was the village of Beauport, Montcalm’s headquarters.
To complicate matters further, there was the river itself.Any landing force would have to cross this wide expanse, boats would have to struggle against the current, and they would be under fire from about the midway point.Worse, despite being miles from the sea, the St. Lawrence at Quebec was subject to severe tides.At ebb tide there were muddy flats all along the base of the French cliff positions.Any landing force would have to struggle through that mud before they could reach the base of the cliffs, if they landed when the tide was low.And as they waded through the muck, they would be subject to fire from a variety of redoubts built along the base of the cliffs and from the guns mounted above.If they tried an assault at high tide, there would be little room for the landing, and the boats carrying the troops would receive the same sort of crossing fire.And in either case, once the troops reached the base of the cliffs, if they did, how would they ascend them?
All in all it was a formidable line with natural obstacles across its entire front and on both flanks.
“Damned awkward,” said Wolfe to his chief of engineers, Major MacKellor.
“It appears to be a strong position, General,” said MacKellor.
“Not surprising, I suppose.Montcalm knows what he’s about.”
But in fact, Wolfe had been surprised.His original plan, developed before he left and based on maps of the area, had been to land his troops precisely where the French lines were, on the cliffs downstream of the city.He had assumed that Montcalm would fortify only the city itself, which would leave Wolfe free to land somewhere along the St. Charles and then to open a siege.He would place his artillery on the eastern banks of the St. Charles and batter the city into rubble.And ultimately that would force to French either to surrender or sally from the city and attack Wolfe’s entrenchments, giving Wolfe the pitched battle that he desired on grounds he had chosen and prepared.Now, none of that would be possible.
‘All in all,’ he thought gloomily, ‘It is the strongest position in the world.’
“How long did it take the Greeks to capture Troy, Major?”
“Ten years, I believe, General.”
“Well, we shall have to be quicker.We have only until the end of summer.”
“It looks as though the lower city could be taken easily.There are guns there, but the navy could deal with them.”
“Yes, Major,” he said with some asperity.“It would be as simple as jumping into a boiling cauldron.But, as usual, the problem lies not in getting in, but in getting out.Those guns on the upper city would make many a widow, and we’d be no closer to capturing the place than we are right here.And we’d make much prettier targets.No one is going to ascend that rock under fire.I see only one narrow road from the lower city to the top.Two cannon loaded with grapeshot and serviced by a half dozen nuns could block that access.If I had a hundred thousand men ….Perhaps.But not as it is.”
“There is the navy, sir.They can bombard the place.”
“Oh, quite.At maximum elevation I think the navy could do fearful execution on that grove of trees about halfway up the rock.Doubtless they could destroy the warehouses and buildings in the lower city, and doubtless we will do just that, if only for the sake of form.But no naval gun will hit that upper city from the river.No, we must find another spot from which to discomfort the good burghers of Quebec.”
He looked upstream, to the west.On his side of the river, just beyond the Ile d’Orleans, was a point jutting out from the mainland, Point Levy.That was closer to the city and might offer a good position for artillery.The range to Quebec would be extreme, especially given the height of the upper city.But it might work.For now, though, he had to disembark his army, and he had decided to make his first camp here on the island.He looked down at the fleet that was anchored below, just barely out of cannon range from the opposite shore.The transports were running their boats into shore loaded with troops and guns and provisions.Things appeared to be going smoothly.That was something, at least.
An orderly came up to Wolfe.
“Lt. Meech is here, sir,” indicating an officer who was standing a few feet away.Meech and a company of American rangers had been the first to land on the island the night before. He was dressed in the traditional ranger outfit of green, with a tomahawk, heavy knife and bullet pouch hanging from his belt.He wore a powder horn on a strap over his shoulder and carried a musket in his left hand.He saluted, somewhat too casually for Wolfe’s taste. 
“Ah, Meech,” said Wolfe.“I understand there was a little trouble last night.”
“Not much, General.A scrap with the Indians or Canadians, we couldn’t tell which it was.It was pitch dark.”
“Any casualties?”
“We had one man killed.Found him this morning, scalped, his hands cut nearly off and his skin slashed open.They nailed him to the ground with a stake through his stomach.”
Wolfe grimaced.
“Indians, then.”
Meech shrugged.He had seen this sort of thing before.The American rangers had been fighting alongside the British in America since the start of the war, and they were familiar with the tactics of the forest. 
“Might have been.Might have been Canadians, though.They work pretty much the same way.We’ll get our own back, though, General.”He fingered his tomahawk.“Once you’ve seen one of your people carved up like that, you take a different view on the subject of scalping.Like the Old Testament says, a scalp for a scalp.”
“Yes, no doubt.”Wolfe did not much care for these American troops, but he understood their value in this style of war.It was not war the way he wanted it; he wanted to bring the French to battle in the formal way, but he knew that this campaign would involve a great deal of irregular warfare, between small groups, on the fringes of the main bodies, often at night, from ambush, with savagery on both sides.Montcalm had his Indians and Canadians for this work; Wolfe had his American rangers and a scattering of Mohawks. There would be much of that sort of fighting before Wolfe could lure the French into the kind of battle he wanted.
“Have you scouted the rest of the area, Lieutenant?”
“Yes sir.It’s empty as far as we can tell.Folks here have skedaddled across the river, seems like.We found one village where the priest had left us a message nailed to the church door, inviting us to pick his asparagus and asking us not to burn the place down.Very polite.The asparagus was in very poor condition, though.”
“All right, Lieutenant.That will do.But don’t relax your vigilance.I want all the rangers out and about.I don’t want to look up and see a tribe of screaming savages coming into camp for tea.You understand?”
“Yes sir.We’ll keep our eyes peeled.”
“That’s all then.”
“Barbarians,” said MacKellor, when Meech had gone.
“Yes.Canailles,” said Wolfe with obvious distaste.It was his favorite word whenever he encountered Indians or Americans.Rabble.“Ours are no better than theirs, I’m afraid.But they are a necessary evil, unfortunately.Well, Major, we must look to the camp.It appears we will be here for a while.Everything possible must be done to ensure things are clean and orderly.Illness will inevitably be a problem; who can say what this blighted country will offer in terms of weather. I want the men well looked after, so that they are constantly in condition to fight.I can’t afford too long a sick list.And speaking of that, this appears to be as good a spot as any for the hospital.”
“Yes, sir.”
“Well, now that we know what Monsieur Le Marquis de Montcalm has in mind for us, we must see what we can do to disappoint him.I am going back to the flagship to have a word with the Admiral and the brigadiers. Carry on, Major.”
“Yes sir.”
That afternoon a storm arrived, sudden and furious.The wind swept down the river in gale force, whipping the water into whitecaps and sending spindrift across the decks of the ships, tearing at the rigging, battering the boats and landing barges, scattering some against the banks and swamping others, driving still others far downstream where they washed up on the banks or sank in midstream.Some of the ships dragged their anchors and fetched up along the stony beach.The troops huddled beneath the trees along the shore, ducking whenever a lightening bolt shot across the river to be followed an instant later by deafening thunderclaps.
“It seems the French are trying to drown us, General,” said Admiral Saunders to Wolfe.Saunders was the Admiral commanding the fleet, with Admirals Durell and Holmes as his subordinates.
“A Catholic wind, Admiral,” said Wolfe miserably, as he sat in the Admiral’s cabin, enduring the rolling of the ship in the storm.He suffered greatly from seasickness and had hoped that this sort of thing would have been over with, now that they reached Quebec.Over at least until the voyage home.
But seasickness was not the worst of Wolfe’s troubles.Though still a young man, just thirty-three, his health had never been good.He suffered cruelly from rheumatism and what he called ‘gravel,’ kidney stones.He was tall and thin, gangly, red haired and pale.He moved as though the various parts of his body were in conflict with each other, each having a different opinion about the best way to proceed.He was virtually chinless and his forehead sloped back severely, so that, had it not been for his upturned nose, his profile would have resembled a trout.
He did not care much for the glittering decorations of rank.He preferred an unadorned and unpretentious uniform, a simple red frock coat and black three cornered hat.No man looked less like a warrior.He would have made an unimpressive country curate.True, his eyes were bright and steady and might suggest courage and force of will.But many men had bright and fearless expressions in their eyes, when the enemy was at a distance.Often these expressions changed when the enemy drew close.
What’s more, he was susceptible to bouts of depression, which accompanied his frequent physical breakdowns.Indeed, his favorite poem, Gray’s Elegy Written in a Country Churchyard, ended with the line: ‘And melancholy marked him for her own.’He knew the poem by heart.
But few people doubted his ability as a soldier, although he could be difficult at times, for he was prickly and sensitive and intolerant of men who worked less hard or less well in the service of the king.His father had been a major general of marines, and Wolfe had joined the army at age fifteen, had fought the Jacobite rebels at Culloden, had fought in Europe and again at the capture of Louisbourg.And in all these engagements he distinguished himself by his courage and coolness under fire.He seemed to be utterly fearless in combat.He was devoted to the army, ambitious and aggressive.And he knew his business.
When Wolfe had been assigned to capture Quebec, vaulted over the heads of more senior officers, the feeble Duke of Newcastle, to whom Wolfe’s single-minded professionalism and devotion to duty were incomprehensible, suggested to King George that Wolfe was mad.‘Mad is he?’ replied the King.‘Then I hope he will bite some others of my generals.’
The ‘Catholic wind’gradually blew itself out, and after the navy put its ships and boats back into some sort of order, the landing continued as before.Wolfe then sent for his three brigadiers to join him and Admiral Saunders on the flagship. 
Wolfe was generally satisfied with his three subordinates.The senior man, the Hon. Robert Monckton, was a competent officer, pleasant and easy going and lacking in the sort of jealousy that often caused bitterness and strife among ambitious officers.Wolfe trusted him and felt comfortable in his presence.The most junior man, James Murray, was more active and aggressive than Monckton, but he was also a professional and could be relied upon to carry out Wolfe’s orders with energy and precision.Wolfe had personally selected both men.
The middle man in terms of seniority was a slightly different story.The Honorable George Townshend had been assigned to Wolfe.Townshend’s family was prominent in English politics, and he owed this assignment to his family’s influence.He was an aristocrat with some military experience, but not at this level of command.He had a taste for malicious irony, and in fact was an accomplished caricaturist.At times he was aloof and disdainful and scathing in his witticisms.But he was extraordinarily brave and proverbially cool under fire.Once, when serving as a junior officer in Germany, a cannon shot had removed the head of a German officer standing near him.As he dabbed at the remains of the man’s head which had scattered themselves over his coat, Townshend said, “I never knew before that Scheiger had so many brains.”
“Gentlemen,” said Wolfe.“I have reconnoitered the enemy’s position.He has done well for himself, I must say.He is strongly entrenched on the cliffs across the way, and his line is anchored on both sides by a river, one of which, on his left, ends in a waterfall that seems impassable.On his right, the river is blocked by a boom, and of course that flank is commanded by the heights of the city.The problem is to bring him out from his position and give battle.The question is, how best to do that.”
“I doubt he’d respond to an invitation,” said Townshend, airily.“The French have very poor manners.”
Wolfe ignored the remark.
“What do you think, Admiral?” he said to Saunders.“Can the navy batter those positions?”
“I doubt if it would do much good,” said Saunders.Those cliffs are too high for our guns, although we can do something about the redoubts that are lower down the cliffs.And certainly we can address the problem of floating batteries.A few bomb ketches might be able to get close enough to drop shells on the upper cliffs, but they would be subject to hot fire while they were doing it.Still, it’s worth a try.”
“I agree.”Wolfe was satisfied with Saunders.Unlike many other naval officers, Saunders regarded his job as something more than simply delivering the army to the point of attack.The wide St. Lawrence added immense complexities to this operation, and the navy’s cooperation would be essential.“Now in order to bring him to battle, we have three choices.We can attack directly, once the navy has discouraged them in the center.”
“Attack those cliffs?” said Murray.“That would be costly.”
“Yes, of course, but it may be possible.Alternatively, we can find a way around one of the flanks, either downstream across the Montmorency ….”
“But the waterfall might prove awkward,” said Townshend.
“No doubt, but if we were to force a landing downstream from the falls, we might be able to move across country, find a ford and take the French in the rear.”
“I’d be surprised if Montcalm did not anticipate that move, General,” said Monckton.“Most likely any ford will be heavily guarded.”
“More than likely, I would say.But it is an option we must consider.The third option is to get upstream of Quebec and find a place to land and invest the city.If we do that
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