
274 TIIE LADY OF FORT ST. JOHN.

almost like an avenu o the ri-ýer. Antonia
fi need. scarcefy step ov her own domain to

meet her husband at the wharf. She had
lingered down the garden descent; for sweet
herbs were givinçý their souls to the summer

night there; and ýlnot a eloud of a sail yet
appeared on the river. Some fishing-boats

lay at the wharf, but no men were idling
around under the full moon. It was pleas-
anter to visit and smoke Trom door to door
in the streets above.

Antonia was not afraid of any savage am-
bush. Her husban'd, kept the Iroquois on

frie-ndly terms with the settlement. The
years through which she had borne her

dignity of being Madame Van Corlaer con--
stantly increased. her respect for that co-

loii*al statesman. The savagýs in the Mo-
hawk valley used the name : Corlaer wheu

they meant governor. Antonia felt sure
that the Jesuit missiohlary, Father Isaàe
Jogues, need not have died a mart 's death

if Vàn Corlaer had heard in time of his re-
turn to the Mohawks.
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