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Chapter 1
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“Jacques! Jacques! Where are you?” Elnora peeked under
her parents’ bed but found nothing. Above her, the canopy moved.
“Aha! I got you now.” Elnora grabbed a stool and put it at the end

of the bed. She stood atop its footboard and peeked over the cano-

py.

“Oh it’s you. You’ve fallen through the roof again, have
ye?” Her cat, Adele, bathed herself in the luxury of the noonday
sun that burst its dazzling rays through the ceiling. Elnora looked
up where a gaping hole revealed a blue sky. The thatched roof
where Adele liked to chase birds and mice had broken through.

“So it’s raining cats today, is it?”” Elnora giggled. “Wait until Mama
hears about this. She’ll be shooing you off and putting Jacques to

work on that roof by and by.”


http://www.oldandinteresting.com/medieval-renaissance-beds.aspx
http://gouk.about.com/od/picturegalleries/ig/Thatched-Cottages-in-the-UK/Thatched-Roof--Buckinghamshire.htm
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Elnora climbed down, walked toward the large window and
peeked through one of the small rectangular panes of glass toward
the gray expanse of the gulf of St. Malo. She scanned the crowded
beach looking for her brother Jacques, but only saw men loading
cargo on and off ships, fishermen casting their nets, and waves

rolling on and off of the shore.
As usual, Jacques was nowhere in sight.

She made her way down the stairs and into the main area of
the house where her mother stood over a pot stirring lamb stew in

the fireplace.
“Mama, do you know where Jacques 1s?”

Mrs. Cartier turned from the pot and back to the apple pies
on the table. “If I know your brother, he’s down at the docks gettin’

in the way of the ship builders.”

“But he promised to play backgammon with me.” Elnora
sulked and plopped onto the bench beside the table.

“Elnora, don’t pout. If you want to play, go play. If not,
lend me your hands. The cook is out today and I’m trying to get

things ready for your father before he gets home tonight.”


http://www.buildingconservation.com/articles/windowfurn/windowfurniture.htm
http://www.st-malo.info/beaches-islands.html
http://www.historyforkids.org/learn/medieval/food/index.htm
http://www.godecookery.com/twotarts/twotarts.html
http://www.bkgm.com/rules.html
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Elnora picked up an apple and bit into it. “Adele fell

through the roof again.”
Mrs. Cartier sighed. “She was on the canopy?”
“Yes. Chasing a bug.”

“Likely the bug fell through the roof and she jumped up
there to get it. Go find your brother and have him check the thatch

just in case. I don’t want it raining both cats and dogs tonight.”

Elnora giggled. “Yes, Mama. Shall I take Papa some

bread?”

“Yes.” Mrs. Cartier walked to the counter behind her,
reached for a cloth bag and looked inside. One small piece of bread
remained. She opened another bag and pulled out two dried fish
and added it to the bread sack. “Here you go, Elnora. Tell your
brother his meal is here at home if he is hungry. It will hurry him

along. I know how hard it is to pull him away from the ships.”

Elnora took the bag, kissed her mother and skipped out of
the house onto the cobbled street. She ran down the main street
and turned left into an alley that led to the docks. As she neared

the shore, the aroma and sounds of the market overwhelmed her


http://www.medieval-life.net/food.htm
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senses. After rounding the last house, she was greeted with the
familiar sight of fishmongers waving dried and fresh fish, flustered
women wearing long tunic gowns and wimples haggling over cod,
and impatient mothers scolding their children. Men in stockings
and woolen tunics and peasants wearing dirty, threadbare tunics
over clean linen undergarments, strolled between the fish mongers,

searching for the perfect specimen for their evening meal.

There were many sea creatures to choose from. Countless
large baskets overflowed with all types of fish: cod, plaice and
pike. Lining the beach like giant stuffed pillows were tunas, mack-

erels, and porpoises. Further up shore a whale was being flensed by

fishermen as Louis XII’s men stood guard. Large strips of blubber
were cut from the great leviathan’s body and packed into barrels.
The king’s men waited impatiently to take it to the palace where it

was used for lighting the monarch’s home and making soap. Only

the king and his family and friends were allowed to eat whale and
porpoise meat. It was against the law for Elnora to take even a bite.
Her mouth watered wondering how delicious it must be for only a

king to partake.

She finally reached her father and noticed how his skin

glowed like copper in the sun as he sat on the edge of his boat,


http://slumberland.org/sca/articles/how_to_make_a_wimple.pdf
http://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Crescenzi_calendar.jpg
http://www.arkive.org/atlantic-cod/gadus-morhua/
http://www.arkive.org/european-plaice/pleuronectes-platessa/image-A23432.html
http://www.arkive.org/pike/esox-lucius/image-A16551.html
http://seagrant.gso.uri.edu/factsheets/tuna.html
http://www.cptdave.com/atlantic-mackerel.html
http://www.cptdave.com/atlantic-mackerel.html
http://animals.nationalgeographic.com/animals/mammals/harbor-porpoise/
http://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Whale_Fishing_Fac_simile_of_a_Woodcut_in_the_Cosmographie_Universelle_of_Thevet_in_folio_Paris_1574.png
http://dictionary.reference.com/browse/flense
http://www.luminarium.org/encyclopedia/louis12.htm
http://www.chateaudeblois.fr/?lang=en
http://www.goodscentscandles.us/soaphistory.php
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mending his net. His feet, in leather boots covered with pattens to
keep them dry, rested on a crate in front of him. He saw his daugh-
ter and his face lit with a smile of gapped teeth beneath a thick

bushy moustache.

“My sweet Elnora, come and hug your Papa.” He dropped
the net, swung his legs around to the outside of the boat and held

open his arms.

Elnora ran eagerly inside her father’s embrace as he swung
her onto the boat. “You are the sweet one, Papa. And look. I've
brought you something to eat.” She handed him the bag of bread

and fish. “Where is Jacques?”

“The last I saw him he was at Gilroy’s ship, asking ques-
tions. That child, always asking questions. I hope he doesn’t get
in Gilroy’s way. If I could get him as interested in fishing as he
is in ships, I could bring home more cod.” Father shook his head
and looked down at the nets, torn from snagging an unseen path of

jagged rocks.

“He promised to play a game of backgammon with me.

And he left without doing so.”

“Well, now, we can’t have that, can we? Fetch your brother


http://thehistoryscroll.blogspot.com/2012/01/who-knew.html

quCmM

and tell him Papa says to play backgammon with the apple of his

2

eye.

“Me, Papa?”

“Who else?”

“But what about Jacques? Isn’t he your apple, too?”

“Non. Jacques is the plum. You, my sweet daughter, are the
apple.”

“Papa, you’re teasing.”

“Aye, indeed I am. Go on now. Find your brother. And
don’t forget to be good to your mother. I’ll be home early tonight.

We can see how good your backgammon is then, yes?”
“I shall win, Papa. Wait and see.”

Elnora jumped out of her father’s boat and toward the
builder’s cottage. The ship he was constructing was nearly fin-
ished, and Elnora could see sailors hoisting the sails and painting

the outside of the vessel.

“Jacques! Jacques!” Elnora ran up the ramp and climbed

aboard the huge vessel. She made her way through busy men sand-
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ing boards, tying knots, and washing the deck. “Jacques!”

“What are you doing here, Missy? This is no place for a
little girl.” The foreman, Marc Le Meur stopped Elnora. “Aren’t

you Cartier’s girl?”
“Yes, I’'m looking for Jacques. Have you seen him?”
“Try looking up.”

Elnora placed a hand over her eyes and looked up into the
sky. Atop the foremast stood Jacques in the crow’s nest, holding a
cross-shaped instrument to his eyes and looking toward the hori-

Zon.
“Jacques! Jacques!”

Jacques peered down at his sister, jumping and waving on

the deck below.
“I see you, Elnora. What are you doing here?”
“I want to play. Come down and play with me.”

Jacques sighed and turned back toward the ocean. There
was nothing about it he didn’t love: the way the waves grew with

white tops and pounded their frothy heads against jagged rocks;


http://www.marinews.com/knots/

quCmM

how the sea rocked him to sleep on his father’s boat, and yield-

ed up food for hungry bellies. He vowed to one day ride upon its
shimmering, undulating surface and sail to places yet unseen, like
his hero Columbus. No one yet had found a route to the Far East by
sea, but he would. The only way to get there now was by traveling
a dangerous route through Turkey and the Middle East where the
Islamic Empires fought for control of the region. The way was also

rife with thieves who robbed merchant caravans.

Cartier promised himself that he would study hard and
become the greatest sea captain anyone had ever known. He would
slay any sea monster in his wake, and be so brave that the fiercest

storm would fail to sink his ship. He would...
“Jacques! Are you coming down or not?”

His sister’s voice snapped him back to reality. He looked
down at her and back again at the ocean. Ever since the day they’d

installed the crow’s nest, Jacques had spent every second in it.
“Jacques! Does Mama know you’re up there?”

“Why don’t you come up and join me, Elnora? You should

"9

see what it’s like. You can see all the way to China
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Elnora grinned and tied up her pellote . She placed her bare
feet on the rope ladder’s rungs and climbed halfway up before she
realized how far above the ground she was. She looked down and
the wind moved the ladder. Her dress flapped in the wind and the

force caused her to grab tighter to the ropes.
“Jacques! I'm affrighted!”

“Don’t be affrighted. I do this all the time. Don’t look

down. Look up at me.”

Elnora looked up at her brother and slowly climbed. But
the higher up she went, the harder the wind blew, and her tunic

kept getting tangled in her feet.

“Jacques! I can’t!” Tears shone wet on her cheeks and her
wimple came loose and covered her eyes. Her small hands were

tired from clinging to the thick ropes. She began to slip.

“Jacques!” There was no strength left in her hands, and her
legs felt like the jellyfish Papa found in his nets. She felt the wind

push against her skirts and her limbs fall away from the ladder.
“Jacques! Help!”

“Elnora!”


http://lua-media.blogspot.com/2008/11/pellote.html
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Find out what happens to Elnora and Jacques Cartier as he
makes three historic voyages across the Atlantic to the New World.
Jacques Cartier is available as a Kindle ebook at Amazon.com.
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