
Epilogue

Have "Jean Jacques BarbiUe says that his head is unhke yours M. le Coq, and he wishes you many

T^LTJ^l'"
'°'"''" ^' '''^""' '^^it^ -rio-l™and

world ^ ^^' "°' °"' °^ *""^ ^'th the mcidern

The gold Cock of Beaugard seemed to understandfor
1 swung to the left, and now a httle to the right'and then stood still, as if looking at the httlepRexiles from an ancient worldA.f which the Tnlyvest^es remaining may be found in old QuebecThis ceremony over, they walked towards MontViolet, averting their heads as they passed the ManorCartier in a kind of tribute to its departed master-as a Stuart Legitimist might pass the big palace

P ll /t ^^ '^'^f '" ^"'^°"- I" the wofd pSFille took his sister's hand. ^ '

he'if -'ThZ Ty^^'
^°" ^'^ '° ''"^^^^S t° hear."ne said. There they are at peace, Jean Tacoues andVirgime-that best of best women '

thZVtS^T^''^ .*° ^'''^'"'•= Poucette-to

"But entirely. There was nothing in the wav-and she m^nt to have him, the dear soul I InotWame her, for at bottom he is as good a man as livesOur Judge called him 'That dear fool, JeanJ™sa man of men in his way, after all,- and our Judge wasalways nght-but yes, nearly always right"'

sumS' ''^^"1°^ ^?"*""'"^ meditation he re-sumed. Well, when Virginie sold her place hereand went to live with her sister out at Shu5i In theWest, she said. 'If Jean Jacques is alive, h^^nt
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