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his fields and his tenants. He came back to the old 
house, altered a little, the room where miladi had spent 
her fretful invalid years was quite remodelled. Vines 
grew up about it. The narrow steps were widened.

Autumn came, and winter. The cold and somewhat 
careless living carried off many of the English. But 
Madame Hébert had married again, and Thérèse had «■ 
found a husband. There was Nicolas Revert, with 
some growing children. Duchesne, a surgeon, they had 
been glad to welcome. Thomas Godefroy, Pierre 
Raye, and the Couillards formed quite a French 
colony. They met now and then, and kept the old 
spirit alive with their songs and stories.

June had come again, and the town had begun to 
bloom. There were still parties searching for the 
north sea, for the route to India, for the great river 
that was said to lie beyond the lakes. The priests, too, 
were stretching out their lines, especially the Jesuits, 
about whom still lingers the flavor of heroic martyr­
dom. Father Breibouf coming back for a short stay, 
to get some new word from France, told the fate of 
one unfortunate party. Among them he said “was 
that fine Indian interpreter, Savignon, who you must 
remember went to the rescue of a party the last time 
he was in Quebec. He was a brave man, and a great 
loss to us. He had come to an excellent state of mind, 
and was one of the few Indians that give me faith in 
the salvation of the race.”

Rose’s eyes were lustrous with tears as she listened


