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on which low, white houses with dormer-windowsand b,g stoops flashed to the passer-by the message

A ..^Tf'• ^^' '^ '"'"=• I triumph."
^

At the Manor Cartier. not far from the town ofV.lray where Jean Jaeques was master, and Zve?tand below ,t, there had been battles and the ra™of war. At the time of the Conquest thestubbo™
h-buants refusing to accept the yielding of Que^as the end of French power in their proud provincehad remained in arms and active, and had onTvyielded when the musket and the torch had done theXwork, and smoking ruins marked the places wShomes had been. They took their fortune Ssomething of the heroic calm of men to whom an 7dea

grandfather, a. d great-great-grandfather had livedhere, no one of them rising far, but none worthless orunno iceablc. They all had had "a way of theirown as their neighbours said, and had been p ov
'

dent on the whole. Thus it was that when JelnJaeques father died, and he came into his own hefound himself at thirty a man of substance un!

Snt ."'th-
'"""^ T^ '^^'^ '""^ P-k of theprovince. This was what the Old Cur6 said in

sibfthin H-^'"" ^^^T' ^''^ *»^« incomprehen

i cie" ^;i,^",
.'"^"'"'^ i'£^Pag«.fe, or "the Span-

^^Z '^u ^^T^
'^ "^^^ spring-time, and aU the

sTn HJ ^"'^'^'"g;, ^''"ding joy and hope, with thesun dancing over all. It was the time between thesowing and the hay-time, and there was aTeeling
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