
PREFACE

It still seemed to have no past. True, near the
village church, a fair-sized house stood, em-
bowered in trees, with a fine view out over the
bay and the wide St. Lawrence. A high fence
shut in a beautiful old garden, with a few great
trees : as one drove past one got a glimpse of
shady walks and old-fashioned flowers. The ex-
tensive out-buildings near this manor house,
stables, carriage-house, dairy, showed that the
establishment was fairly large. There were sleek
cattle in the farm yard. On one of the out-
buildings was a small belfry, with a bell to sum-
mon the work-people from afar to meals, and this
seemed like the olden times when the seigneur
fed his labourers under his own roof. On making
a formal call at the manor house one noted that
some of the rooms were of fine proportions and
that a good many old portraits and miniatures
hung on the walls. This all spoke of a past; and
yet of it one asked little and knew nothing.

Just across the bay stood another manor house;
of stone, too, in this case not concealed by a cover-
ing of wood. Thick walls crowned by a mansard
roof spoke of a respectable age. This manor
house, also looked out on the bay and across
the St. Lawrence. One knew that it was named


