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draggled state of Shubenacadie's feathers.

She phiced her hands on his back and

pressed him downward, as if liis phunago

foamed up from an over-full packing-ease.

Shubenacadie waddled a step or two re-

luctantly, and squatted, spreading his wings

and curving his head around to look at her.

The dwarf sat upon him as upon a throne,

stroking his neck with her right hand while

she talked. She seemed a part of the river's

whisper, or of that world of summer night

insects which shrilled around.

" I have come to tell you about the death

of D'Aulnay de Charnisay," said this pigmy.

" We have long had that news," re-

sponded Antonia, "and worse which tol-

lowed it."

Madame Van Corlaer despised Charles

La Tour for repossessing himseli: of all he

had lost and becoming the first power in

Acadia by marrying D'Aulnay's widow.

" No ear," declared the dwarf, " hath ever

heard how D'Aulnay de Charnisay died."

" He was stuck in a bog," said Antonia.


