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Il Oh, father, wve eau almnost live off the garden," sa-,id she. cil
told vou we should not starve."

But stili new sorrows, and stili greater changes were in store for
the pour, dishecartened fiamily. In June a inalignant foyer broke
ont in the village, and in one short inonth Ileuben and Jane hiad
laid tleir two youngest boys in the grave-yard. Thore wvas a
d ogged look, which iras flot ail sorrow, on Reuben's face as hc
wvatcled the sexton I up the last grave. Sain and .Jamie, at ans'
rate, would flot know any more of the discouragement and hard-
ship of life.

Jane, too, inourned hox' boys not as mothers mnourn whose sons
have a birtlrighit of gladness. Jane was very tired of the world.

On the evei,,21ig afmr Samn's funoral, as Reuben was sitting on
the stops, with his head buried i hiis hands, a ncighbour drove
uip and threw hit a letter.

"I1t's been lyin' iii the office a week or more, Merrili said, and
reckoned I'd 1)etter bring it up to you," lie ealled out, as hie drove
on1.

IlIt miglht lie there forever, for ail iny goin' after it," thouglit
Reuben to himself, as he picked it up froîn the dust; ciit's no good
news, l'Il be bound."

But it was gooci news. The letter iras froiuî Jane's oldest sister,
who had mnarried only a few years bet'ore, and gone to live iii a
seaport town on tAie Ncw England coast. Her husband îvas an
uld captain, who had retired from his seafaring life with just
money enough to live on, in a humble way, in an old house which
had belonged to his grandfather.

Emma Melville wrote, offering the Millers a home; their last
miisfortunie hiad just coine to her knowledge, for Jane had been for
inonths toc nîuch out of heart to write to hier relatives. Emma
wrote:

"lWe are very pour, too; ire haven't anything but the, house,
and a littie money ecdi year to buy what we need to eat and
wear. the plainest sort. But the house is large; Captain Melville
and me nover su inueh as set foot upstairs. If you can manage
to live on the upper fluor, you're more than welcome, ive both say;
and we hope you won't let any pride stand in the way of your
coming. It will do us good to have more folks in the bouse, and
it ain't as if it oost us anything, for ire shouldn't nover be
willing, neitiier meý nor Captain Melville, to rent the rooni te
strangers, not while we've got enough to live on wîthout."

There was silence for somne minutes between Reuben and Jaîte
and Draxy after this letter had been road. Jane looked steadiiy
a wav from Reuben. There ivas deep doîvu in the patient woxnan's
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