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Pr-esently Antonia looked up. Her eye
was, first caught by a 'coming mil on the
river. It shone in the moonlight, moving
slowly, for there was so little wind. He.r
husband must be there. She turned to,
say so toLe Rossignol; who was gone.

Antonia opened the gate and stepped out-
sidè, look*n&g in every direction for dwarf

and swan. She bad not even noticed a
rustle, or the -pat of Shubenacadie's feet

upon sand. But Le Rossignol and her fa-
miliar had disappeared in tWwide expanse
of moïonlight; whether deftly behind tree
or rock, or over wall, -or tlïï--ugh air' above,

Antonia had no mind to find out.1 do
Even thé approaching sail took weird-

ness. The ship was toio distant for her to,
yet hear the hiss of water around its prow.
But mi that, Van Corlaer and the homely
good happineýýjof common life was ap-
proaching. With tl;e dwarf had disappeared
that -misty sweet sorrowful Acadian world,


