
these terrible gusts that cry past the corners of
the house," said jessie, tremulously.

" How light,&i grows upon the New Marsh
now! " continued her husband, in the same still
voice. " The Eye shines everywhere. I hear
no more the children crying with the c Id; but
on the Marsh I see an old man standing. He is
waiting for the ships. He waves his stick exult-

ingly to welcome them. I know him,-it is old
Remi Corveau. They told me he died and was
buried when the ships sailed away from Grand

.,Pré.
There comes a great ship heading for Long

Island shoal. Cannot the captain see how the
waves break furiously before him ? No ship will
live a moment that strikes the shoal to-night.

She strikes! 'God have-No! she sails straight
through the breakers!-and not three fect of

water on the shoal!
Two ships have reached the creek," con.

tinued Desbra, speaking more rapidly. How
the violet light shines through their sails! How
crowded the decks are! AU the faces are turned
toward shore, with laughter and with streaming

eyes4 and hands outstretched. to the fields of
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