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thing. I'111l have the legal transfer made in the morning, and
give it to you before you leave.

Thjis wvas not very intelligible to Draxy. The thin and tattercd
old paper lookzed sirigularly worthless to hier. But rising again,
she said siinply, as before, ciI amn very sorry for you, Mr. iPotter;
and 1 thank you for trying to pay us! Will you let some one go
and show me to tie hiotel whcre I ought to slcep? "

Stephien Potter wvas embarrassed. It eut him. to the heart to
send this daugliter of lieuben Miller's out of his house to pass thie
nig-ht. Hie hesitated only a moment.

"No, Miss Miller'. You must sleep here. I will have you shown
to your room at once. 1 do flot ask you to sec my wife. Lt would
flot be pleasant for you to do so." And lie rang the bell. We
the servant came hie said,-

"lWilliam, have a fire kindled in the blue room at once; as sooii
a-s it is donc, come and let me know,,."

Thien hie sat down nxear Draxy and asked many questions about
her family, ail of which she answercd with childlike candour.
She feit a strange sympathy for this miserable, st.rieken, wicked
man. When she bade hirn good-nighit, she said again, "I1 amn very
sorry for you, Mr. Potter. My fathe"r wvould be glad if lie could
help you in any way.'

Stephen Potter wvent into the parlour wvherc his wife sat, reading-
a novel. She wvas a very silly, frivolous woman, and she cared
nothing for her husband, but wýhen she saw his face she ex-
claimed, in terror, "iWhat wvas it Stephen? "

"Only Ileuben MN-iller's daugliter, corne two day's journey afuci-
some rnoney I owe lier father and cannot pa,,y," said Stephent,
bitterlv'.

ililer? NMiller?" said Mrs. Potter, Icone of those old canal
debts? "

IlYes," said Stephen.
"cWèll, of course, ail those are outlawed long ago," said she. I

don't sec wvhy you necd wrorry about that; she can't touch you.'
Stephien looked seornfully at lier. She -had a. worsc heart thian

hie. At that moment Draxy's face and voice, "i1 arn very sorry
for you, Mr. Potter," stood out in the very air before him.

I suppose not," said lie moodily; ciI wish she could! But I
shall gîve lier a deed of a piece of New Hampshire land wlîich
thcý may get some good of. I hope she may," and hie left the
roorn, turning baek, howcver, to add, "cShe is to, slecp here to-niglit.
I eould flot have lier go to the hotel. But you need take>n
trouble about hier."

al should think not, Stephen Potter," exclaimed Mrs. Potter,
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