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heart a latent pride, which was grievously touched. Reuben turned
to Draxy: her lips were parted ; her cheeks were flushed ; her eyes
glowed. «Oh, father, how kind, how good of Aunt Fmma’s hus-
band!” .

« Would you like to go, my daughter?” said Reuben, earnestly.

« Why, I thought of course we should go!” exclaimed Draxy.
turning a hewildered look to her mother, who was still silent.
«What else is the letter sent for? It means that we must go.”

Her beautifal simplicity was utterly removed from any false
sense of obligation. She accepted help as naturally from a human
hand as from the sunshine ; she would give it herself, so far as
she had power, just as naturally and just as unconsciously.

There was very little discussion about the plan. Draxys in-
stinct overbore all her father’s misgiving and all her mother’s
unwillingngss.

«0h, how can you feel so, Ma,” she exclaimed more than once.
«If T had a sister I could not. [ love Aunt Emma already next to
vou and father; and you don’t know how much we can do for her
after we get there, either. I can earn money there, I know I can;
all we need.”

Mrs. Melville had written that there were many strangers in the
town in the summer, and that she presumed Draxy could soon find
all the work she wished as seamstress; also that there were many
chances of work for a inan who was accustomed to gardening, as.
of course, Reuben must be.

Draxy’s sanguine cheerfulness was infectious; even Jane began
to look forward with interest to the new home ; and Reuhen smiled
when Draxy sang.

The store was sold, the furnituve packed, and Reuben Miller,
with his wife and child, set his face eastward to begin life anew.
Draxy could not speak for delight; tears stood in her eyes, and
she took hold of her father’s hand. But Reuben and Jane saw
only the desolate rocks, and treeless, shrubless, almost-—it seemed
to them—grassless fields, and an unutterable sense of gloom came
over them. -

Captain Melville lived in the older part of the town, near the
water. The houses were all wooden, weather-beaten, and gray,
and had great patches of yellow lichen on their walls and voofs;
thin rims of starved-looking grass edged the streets, and stray
blades stood up here and there among the old sunken cobble-
stones which made the pavements.

They had some difficulty in finding the house. The lanes and
streets seemed inextricably tangled; thelittle party was shy of ask-
ing direction, and they were all disappointed and grieved, more



