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“ He was stuck in no bog,” said Le Ros-
signol, *“for I alone was beside him at the
time. And I ride from Port Royal to tell
thee the whole of \it and free my mind, lest
I be obliged to.fling it in my new lady’s
face the next time she speaks of his happy
memory. Widows who take second _hus-
bands have no sense about the first one.”

Antonia slightly coughed. It is not pleas-
ant to have your class disapproved of, even
by a dwarf. And she did still secretly re-
spect her first husband’s prophecy. Had it
not been fulfilled on the friend she best

loved, if not on the husband she took?

“ Mynheer Van Corlaer will soon be home
from New Amsterdam, whither he made a
voyage to confer with the governor,” said
Antonia. ¢ Let me take you to the house,
where we can talk at opr ease.”

“I talk most at my ease on Shubenaca-.

‘die’s back,” answered Le Rossignol, hold-
ing her swan’s head and rubbing her cheek
against his bill. “You will not keep me a
‘moment at Fort Qrange. I fell out of pa-



