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the women were much atove the average size and strength.
Reubten Miller’s cyes filled with tears often as he watehed his
daughter, and said to himself, «Oh, what is to be her fate? What
man is worthy of the wifc she will be?” But the village yeople
saw only a healthy, handsome girl, «overgrown,” they thought,
and «as queer as her father tefore her,” they said, for Draxy,
very carly in life, had withdrawn herself somewhat from the
companionship of the young pecople of the town.

As for Jang, she loved and reverenced Draxy, very much as she
did Reuben, with touching devotion, but without any real com-
prehension. of her nature. If she sometimes felt a pang in seeing
how much more Reuben talked with Draxy than with her, how
much more he sought to be with Draxy than with her, she stifled
it, and, reproaching herself for disloyalty to each, set herzelf to
work for them harder than before.

In Draxy’s sixteenth vear the final blow of misfortune fell apon
Reuben Miller’s head.

A brother of Jane’s, for whom, in an hour of foolish generosity,
Reuben had indorsed a note of a considerable amount, failed.
Reukben’s farm was already heavily mortgaged. There was noth-
ing to be done but to sell it. Purchasers were not plenty nor
cager; everybody knew that the farm must be sold for whatever
it would bring, and each man who thought of Buying hoped to
profit somewhat, in a legitimate and Christian way, by Reuhen’s
extremity.

Reuben’s courage would have utterly forsaken him now, exeept
for Draxy’s calmness. Jane was utterly unnerved ; wept silently
from morning till night, and imjlored Reukten tosee her brother’s
creditors, and ez them to release him from his obligation.  But
Draxy, usually so gentle, grew almost stern when such suggoes-
tions were made.

«You don’t understand, ma,” she said, with flushing cheeks.
« It is a promise. Father must pay it. He cannot ask to have it
given back to him.”

But with all Draxy’s inflexibility of resolve, she could not help
being disheartened. She could not see how they were to live;
the three rooms over the store could easily be fitted up into an en-
durable dwelling-place ; but what was to supply the food which the
farm had hitherto given them ? There was literally no way open
for a man or a woinan to earn money in that little farming vil-
lage. Each family took eare of itself and hired no service, except
in the short season of haying. Draxy was an excellent seamstress,
but she knew very well that the price of all the sewing hired in
the village in a vear would not keep them from starving. The




