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the piatformi, quietly iooking at face atter face, seeking for the
white hair and gentie eyes of her trusted friend, the oid minister.

George Thayer, with the quick instinct of a stage-driver, ivas
the firat to sec that she was a stranger.

"cWhiere d'ye wishi to go, m'?"said lio, stcpping toward
lier.

ccThank you," said Draxy, "cI expecteci sorne one to mneet nme,"
and she looked uneasy; but reassurcd by the pleasant face, she
wecnt on: ,"the minister froin Ciairvcnd village ivas to meet nie
here."

George Thayer said, two lîours aftcrward, in rccounting his
share of the adventure, «"I tell ye, boys, when she said that ye
might ha' knocked me down with a feather. I hain't neyer heard
ilo other woman's voice tliat's got jest the sound to't hier has; an'
îvhat witlî thiat, an' tijinkin' how beat the Eider 'd be, an' wonder-
in' who she ivas anyhow, I don't believo I opcned iny duni' Lips
for a full minute; but she kind o' sîniicd, and sez she, ' Do you
know Mr. Kinney?' -and that brouglit me to, and jest then the
Eider he corne corne along, and so, I introduced 'eni."'

It was not cxactly an introduction, however. The Eider, en-
tirely absorbed in conjecture as to poor littie Draxy's probable
whereabouts, stuinbled on the platforni stops and nearly fell at
hor very feet, and was recalied to huiseif only to, be plunged
into stili greater confusion by George Thayer's loud "cHailo!
here lie is. llere's Eider Kinney. Here's a lady askin' for you,
Eider! .

Even yet it did not dawn. upon Eider Kinncy whio this couid
be; his littie golden-ha ired girl. vas too vividiy stamped on
his brain; he iooked gravely inito the face of this tali and fine-
iooking youing ivoma-,n, and said kindly, ccDid you wish to sec me,
ma'arn?"y

Draxy smiled. She began to understand. " I arn afraid you
did not expeet to, sec nie so tali, sir," shie said. ,"I arn Reuben
.Miiler's daughiter-Draxy," she added, smuling again, but begin-
ning in lier turn to look confused. Could tis erect, vigorous
man, withi a hiaif-stcrn look on lis dark-bearded face, be the
right fNIr. K inney? her ministe--? It was a moment whichi neither
Eider Kinney nom Draxy ever forgot. The unsentimentai, but
kindly George gave the best description of it which could be
given.

,&I vow, boys, I jest wishi ye couId hia' scen our Eider; an' yet,
1 dunno's 1 do wishi so, nuther. He stood a-twistin' his hat, jest
like any o' us, an' lie kind o' stamimered, an' I don't believe
neither on 'ein knew a word he said; an' ber ehecks kep' gittin'
î'edder'n redder, an' slc looked's cf she ivas ready to cry, and yct
,,he couidn't keep frorn larfin, no how. Ye see she thought he was
ain old man and lie thought she was a littie gai, an' somiehoîv't first
they did n't either of 'cm feel 1like nobody; but îvhcn I passed 'eni
in the road, jest out to, Four Corners, they was taikin' as easy and
naterai as eouid 1)0; an' the Eider lie looked some like hiniseif,
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