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scarce believe that you are here once more. Have
you good news?"

"It was to come back with good news that I

went," her brother answered smiling, his face lighted

by an inner exaltation.

"Dear, dear Fille!" She always called him that

now, and not by his Christian name, as though he

was a peer. She had done so ever since the Govern-
ment had made him a magistrate, and Laval Univer-

sity had honoured him with the degree of doctor of

laws.

She was leading him to the pony-carriage in which

she had come to meet him, when he said:

"Do you think you could walk the distance, my
dear? ... It would be like old times," he added
gently.

"I could walk twice as far to-day," she answered,

and at once gave directions for the young coachman
to put "His Honour's" bag into the carriage. In

spite of Fille's reproofs she insisted in calhng him
that to the servants. They had two servants now,

thanks to the legacy left them by the late Judge
Carcasson.

Presently M. Fille took her by the hand. "Before

we start—one look yonder," he murmured, pointing

towards the mill which had once belonged to Jean

Jacques, now rebuilt and looking almost as of old.

"I promised Jean Jacques that I would come and

salute it in his name, before I did aught else, and so

now I do salute it."

He waved a hand and made a bow to the gold Cock

of Beaugard, the pride of all the vanished Barbilles.
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