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chance of Mr. Potter’s being really unable to pay. She told her
husband, who was a lawyer, the story of the deed, and he said
at once: “Of course it isn’t worth a straw. If Potter didn’t pay
the taxes, somebody else did, and the land’s been sold long ago.”

Mrs. White tried to comfort herself by engaging Draxy for one
month’s steady sewing. And Draxy tried steadily and bravely
to forget her journey, and the name of Clairvend.

About this time she wrote a hymn, and showed it to her father.
It was the first thing of the kind she had ever let him see, and
his surprise and delight showed her that here was onz way more
in which she could brighten his life. She had not thought, in her
extreme humility, that by hiding her verses she was depriving
him of pleasure. After this she showed him all she wrote, but
the secret was kept religiously between them.

DRAXY’S HYMN.

I cannot think but God must know
About the thing I long for so;

I know He is so good, so kind,

I cannot think but He will find
Some way to help, some way to show
Me to the thing I long for so.

I stretch my hand- it lies so near :
It looks so sweet, it looks so dear.
“Dear Lord,” I pray, ¢ Oh, let me know
If it is wrong to want it so?”
He only smiles—He does not speak:
My heart grows weaker and more weak,
With looking at the thing so dear,

" Which lies so far, and yet so near.

Now, Lord, I leave at Thy loved feet
This thing which looks so near, so sweet;
I will not seek, I will not long—

I almost fear I have been wrong.

T'll go and work the harder, Lord,

And wait till by some loud, clear word
Thou callest me to Thy loved feet,

To take this thing so dear, so sweet.

On, lead me, Lord, that I may lead

The wandering and the wavering feet !
Oh, feed me, Lord, that I may feed

Thy hungering ones with manna sweet !
Oh, strengthen me, that while I stand

Firm on the Rock, and strong in Thee,
I may stretch out a loving hand

To wrestle with a troubled sea !



