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than tlîey oivied Vo theinsclvoe that they hiad noV been nmet at the
station. At last thcy fouudf the 'nouse. Tinily Draxy i iftcd tho
great brits3 knockcr. IV lookeci to lier like, splendour, and mado
lier tifre-idc. It fell more hecavily than slie supposed iL îvoul, ani
the cliang sounded vo lier ovcr-wrouglit nerves as if it fillcd 'thic
wh'cle, street. No une came. Thcy lookcd at the windows. The
eurtains were ail down. Tiiere were no sig-ns of life, about tlic
place. Tears came into Janc's eyes. She wvas wvorn ont witli the
ftdigue of the jeurncy.

"cOh dear, oh dear," slîe stiid, "Il wishi we hadn't corne."
ccPslîaw, mother," said Ieul-en, îvith a voice cheerier thai hlis

hecart, ccvery likely tlîey nover got our Iast letter, and doni't know
we w'e:ce Vo bc here to-day, and lie knocked again.

Inistantly a window opened in the opposite house, and a jolly
voice said, ilMy gracions! " and iii the tw%ýinkling- of. an oye, the
joliy owner of the jolly voice had opencd lier front door eand Puyi
barehecadêdl across the street, and ivas shakiiîg liands -with Ileubein
and Jane and Draxy, ail thrc at once, and talking se fast that
they could hardly understand lier.

"cMy gracions! my gracious! Won't Mi,,. Melville bc Leat! 0f
coursýe, you're, lier folks slue wvas expectingr frorn the West, ai't
yon? 1 iiiistrnsted it, someli, as soon as 1 lîcard the big knock.
Now 1*11 jnst lot you in the baek door. Oh rny, Mis' Melville 'Il
never get ever this; Vo tliink of lier be'n' away, an' she's beeiî
lookin' an' lookin', and wvorryin' for tvwo weoks, because slhe
didn't hear frorn you; and only last nighlt Captaiti Melville hoc
said é'he'd write to-day if they didn't lcr'

ccWo %vrote," saici Draxy, in lier swe.et, low% voice, ccwe wroto to
Aunt Emma that we'd corne to-day."

ccNow did you 1 " said the jolly voice. "lWelI, that's jest te
ivay. You sec your Ietter's gone, somewlioee cisc, and now Mis'
Melville slîe's gone Vo "--Vhe rest of Vhe sentence ivas 103V, for the
breathlcss little woma.n was runining around the bouse to the back
door.

iiWeIl, wcll, you're just ail tired out with yonr journey, an' a
cup o' tca's tho Vhing yen want, an' none o' my ta 1k; but you sec
Mis' Melville 'n ine's se intirnate, that I feel's if I'd knewn you
aIvays, 'n Fin meal glad Vo sec you hiere, roui glad; 'n V'Il bring
the tea rig-ht over; Vue ket*ie wvas a boilin' il I run ont, 'n 1*1l
send Jiin rigrht down towvn for Captain Melville; ie's sure Vo L;e Vo
the library. Oh, but won't Mlis' Melville Fe bealt."

Reuben and Jane and Draxy sat down with as bew'ildcred a
feeling as if they had been transported Vo anotiier world. Pres-
ently they observed the* bare, wooden floors, the flag-bottomcdl
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