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face and into the depths of her great dark eyes. But her
lips were very red, and into her cheeks a glow had come
that was not alt<^ether of returning health.

Beside he , on the bank, were her bonnet and the Umg
cloak sh . had worn.

Afanoi ^. breathless I stood, but when I would have spoken
she plac d her finger 1 on my lips.

"Comcl ' ;»:c ':.'id and stepped into the canoe.

Silently I followed her and took my place, pushing my
hand against a spur of root to send the Ught craft o&t
towards the current.

Already she was kneeling in her place, beginning to wield

the paddle, and so, with her body swaying with the stroke,

and her long hair blowing on the light breeze, we passed

out upon the water, &11 checkered with the sunset and the

deep shade of the trees along the shore.

Thus they went their vxty to the Wigwam in the Penah'
quenvene Keesis, the moon of the falling leaf, and sh$
paddled the cmoe.

The End


