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that ever lived, I do believe, but 'taint just my idea of obedience
for all that.” . ‘

Draxy smiled. «I never said a word to him about obeying me
in his life; I never shall. I can’t explain it, father, dear, but you
must let me do my way. I shall tell him all I know about righs,
and be will decide for, himself more and more. I am not afraid\”

She need not have been. Before Reuby was seven years old his
gentle manliness of behaviour was the marvel of the village. «It
beats all how Mis’ Kinney brought that boy o’ hern up,” was said
in the sewing circle one day. «“She told me herself that she’s
never so much’s said a sharp word to him; and as for whippin’,

- she thinks it a deadly sin.”

“So do 1,” spoke up young Mrs. Plummer, «I never did believe
in that; I don’t believe in it, even for hosses; it only gets’em to go
a few rods, and then they’re lazier'n ever. My father’s broke more
colts than any man in this county, an’ he’d never let ’em be
struck a blow. He said one blow spiled 'em, and I guess ye've
got more to work on in a boy than ye have in a colt.”

These discussions often ran high and waxed warm. But Draxy’s
adherents were a large majority. Butshe was to do more yet for
these men and women. ‘Slowly, noiselessly, in the procession of
these beautiful and peaceful days, was drawing near a day which
should anoint Draxy with a new baptism, and set her apart to a
holier work.

It came, as the great conscerations of life are apt to come, sud-
denly, without warning. While we are patiently. and faithfully
keeping sheep in the wilderness, the messenger is journeying to-
ward us with the vial of sacred oil, to make us kings.

It was on a September morning. Draxy sat at the eastward bay-
window of her sitting-room, reading to Reuby. The child scemed
strangely restless, and slipped from her lap again and again,
running to the window to look out. At last Draxy said, « What
is it, Reuby ? Don’t you want to hear mamma read any longer?”

“Where is papa?” replied Reuby. «I want to go and find
papa.”

“Papa has gone way down to the Lower Mills, darling; he
won't come home till dinner,” said Draxy, looking perplexedly at
Reuby’s face. She had never known him to ask for his father
in this way before. Still his restlessness continued, and finally,
clasping his mother’s hand, he said, earnestly,—

“«Come and find papa”

« We can’t find him, dear,” she replied; «it is too far for Reuby
to walk, but we will go out on the same road papa has gone, and
wait for papa to come;” so saying, she led the child out of the
house, and rambled slowly along the road on which the Elder
would return. In a few moments she saw moving in the distance
a large, black object she could not define. As it came nearer she
saw that it was several men, walking slowly and apparently
bearing something heavy between them.

Little Reuby pulled her hand and began to run faster. «Come



