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CHAPTER I

IN THE DEPTHS OF OLD FRANCE

" Drink, Monsieur Angelot," said the farmer
His wife had brought a bottle of the soarkling

white wine of the country, and two tall old treas-
ures of cut glass. The wine slipped out in a
merry foam. Angelot lifted his glass with a
smile and bow to the mistress.

"The best wine in the country," he said as he
set It down.

The hard lines of her face, so dark, so worn
with perpetual grief and M*], softened suddenly
as she looked at him, ar/ e farmer from his
solemn height broke into a uugh.

" Martin's wine," he said. " That was before
they took him, the last boy. But it is still rather
new, Monsieur Angelot. though you are so
amiable. Ah, but it is the last good wine I shall
ever have here at La Joubardiere. I am growing


