
44 The illfethodist jILaqazhie.

"Yes, da,-ughter," said lieuben, heartlly; "iail! Nothing but
good's ever corne yet of your way o' doin' things."1

"lAn' 1 don't in the ieast hanker after that Injuni," he cailed out,
as the cars began to miove. Draxy iaughed morriiy. Reuben
wsas a newv man already. They were very gay togethe',- and
feit wonderfully littie featr for the people to wvhom life Iiad been
thus far so bard.

There wvas flot a misgiving in Draxy's heart as she set out
agail on a two days' journey to ain unknown place. ilOh how
diff'erent froii the day when I starteci before," she thought, ïas she
looked out on the water sparkling under the bright May suni.
She spent the first night, as before, at the house of Captain Mel-
ville's brother, and set out -at eighit the foiiowing inorning, to
ride for ten hours steadily northward. The day wvas like a day
of June. The spring was opening early; already fruit trees wverc.
white and pink; biinks were green, and birds were noisy.

I3y noon mountaIns came in sight. Draxy wvas spell-bound.
ccThey are gr~and r than the sea," thought she, ccand I neyer
dreamed it; and they are ioving, too. I should like to rest my
cheek on them."

As she drew nearer and nearer, and saw soine tops stili wvhite
with snow, lier heart beat faster, and -%ith a suddcn pang alrnOSt
of conscience-strieken remorse, she exclaimed, "lOh, I shall neyer,
nieyer once rùiiss the sea! "

Eider Kinney had borrowed Eben Hill's horse and waggon to
dlrive over for Draxy. H1e wvas at the station haif ani hour before
the train was due. It had been years before the steady cturrents
of his life had had been so disturbed and hurried as they were by
this littie girl.

ciLooks like ramn, Eider; I 'speet she'ii bave have to, go over
wvith me arter ail," sa-id George rrhayer, the handsomest, best-
natured stage driver in, the whole State of New Hampshire. The
Eider glanced anxiously at the sky.

"iNo, I guess not, George," hie replied. 'I'Twvon't be anything
more'r a shower, an' V've got an umbrella and a buffalo-robe. r
can keep her dry."

Everybody at the station knew Draxy's story, and kilew that
the Eider had come to meet lier. When the train stopped, aIl cyes
hiad eageriy scanned the passengers ivho stepped ont on the plat-
form. Two men, a boy, and three women, one after the other; it
wvas but a moment, and the train was off again.

"iShe hain't corne," exciaimed voice after voice. The Eider said
nothing; hie had stooci a. littie apart from the crowd, watehing for
Ilis ideal Draxy; as soon as hie saw that she was flot tiiere, lie bad
fallen into a perplexed reverie as to the possible causes of hier de-
tention. 11e wvas soreiy anxious -about the ehiid. ciJest's likç's
not, she neyer changed cars at the Junction," thought lie, "lan' 's
haif way to Montreal by this time," and the Eider feit hot wvith
resentment against IReuben Miller.

Meantime, beautiful, dignified, and unconscious, Draxy stood on
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