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chairs, and faded chintz cushions, the row of old tin uteusils, and
plain, cheap crockery in the glass-doored cupboard, and felt moro
at home.

« You know Aunt Emma said they were poor, t0o,” said Draxy,
auswering her own unspoken thought, as well as her father's and
wother's, .

Reuben pushed his haif off his warm torehead, and sighed.

« [ suppose we might go upstairs, mother,” e said ; « that's to be
our house, as [ understand it.”

Draxy bounded at the words. With flying steps she aseended
the stairs and opened the first door. She stood still on the thresh-
old, unable to move from astonishment. It was still light cnough
to see the room.

«Oh, father, it's all tixed for a sitting-room! Father, dear, I
told you!”

This was sumething they had not drecamed of. They had
understood the cffer to e merely of rooms in whieh they could
live rent-free.

In a minute the door burst open, and a red-faced, white-haired
old man, utterly out of breath, bouncec into the room, and scizing
Reuben by the hand gasped out, pufting Fetween the words like a
stfeam-cngine

«Wreck me, if this isn’t a hard way to make pert.  Why, man,
we've keen looking for some hail from you for two weeks, till we
hegan to think you'd given us the go-by altogether. Welccme to
Melville Harbour, I say, welcome! ” and he had shaken Rcuken’s
han”, and kissed Jane and turned to Draxy all in a breath. At
the tirst full <ight of Draxy’s face he started and felt dumb. He
had never scen so teautiful a girl. He pulled out a red silk
haundkerchief and wiped his face nervously as she said, « Kiss me,
t, unele” Then Reuten began to say something atout grati-
tude, and the old sailor exclaimed : « Now, wreck me if I have a
word o’ that.  We're glad enough to get you all here; and as for
the few things in the rooms, they're of no account anyhow.”

Captain Melville and Reuben were friends tefore ted-time.
Reuten’s gentle simplicity and unworldliness, and patient de-
meanour, roused in the rough sailor a sympathy like that he had
always felt for women. And to Reulen the hearty good cheer,
and brisk, bluff sailor ways were infinitely winning and stimu-
lating. .

The next day Mrs. Mclville came home. In a short time the
little household had adjusted itself, and settled down into its
routine of living. When, in a few days, the great car-load of the
Millers’ furniture arvived, Captain Melville insisted upon its all



