4 TIDE-CREEK. 281

Silence was kept a moment after Madame
La Tour’s name, between Antonia and her
illusive visitor. The dwarf seemed clad in
sumptuous garments. A cap of rich velvet
could be discerned ‘on her flaring hair in-
stead of the gull-breast covering she once
made for herself. -

“Yet I roved much out of the peasants’
way at the stockade,” she continued, sending
the night sounds again into background.
¢ Peasants who have no master over them
become like swine. We had two g,oats, and
I tended them, and sat ages upon ages on
the bank of a tide-creek which runs up
among ‘the marshes at the head of Fundy
Bay.. Madame Antonia, you should see that
tide-creek. It shone like wet sleek red car-
nelian when the water was out of it. I loved
its basin ; and the goats would go "down to
lick the salt. They had more sense than
D’Aulnay de Charnisay, for they knew where
to venture. I thought D’Aulnay de Charni-
say was one of our goats by his bleat, until I
looked down and saw him part, sunk in a
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