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moment more there was a clearing up of the smoke, and a lull in
the trampling of the crowd. Draxy touched the conductor on
the arm.

«Is this the train' I am to take, sir?” she said, showing him her
ticket.

He glanced carelessly at it. “No, no,” said he; «this is the
express; don’t stop there. You must wait till the afternoon ac-
commodation.”

«But what time will that train get there?” said Draxy, turn-
ing pale.

« About ten o’cloek, if it's on time,” said the conductor, walking
away. He had not yet glanced at Draxy, but at her «Oh, what
shall I do!” he turned back; Draxy’s face held him spellbound,
as it had held many a man before. He stepped near her, and
taking the ticket from her hand, turned it over and over irreso-
lutely. «I wish I coyld stop there, Miss,” he said. «Isit any one
who is sick ? "—but Draxy’s evident distress suggested but one
explanation.

«Oh no,” replied Draxy, trying in vain to make her voice steady.
«But I am all alone, and I know no one there, and I am afraid—
it is so late at night. My friends thought I should get there be-
fore dark.”

« What are you going for, if you don’t know anybody?” said
the conductor, in a tone less sympathizing and respectful. He
was a man more used to thinking ill than well of people. -

Draxy coloured. But her voice became very steady.

«I am Reuben Miller’s daughter, sir, and I am going there to
get some money which a bad man owed my father. We need
the money, and there was no one else to go for it.”

The conductor had never heard of Una, but the tone of the
sentence, I am Reuben Miller’s daughter,” smote upon his heart,
and made him as reverent to the young girl as if she had been a
saint.

«I beg your pardon, Miss,” he said, involuntarily.

Draxy looked at him with a bewildered expression, but made
mno reply. She was too childlike to know that for the rough man-
ner which had hurt her he ought to ask such pardon.

The conductor proceeded, still fingering the ticket :—

«] don’t see how 1 can stop there. It's a great risk for me to
take. If there was only one of the Directors on board now.”
Draxy looked still more puzzled. «No,” he said, giving her back
the ticket: «I can’t do it no how;” and he walked away.

Draxy stood still in despair. In a few minutes he came back.



