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The naine roused no0 associations in Stephien Potter; for years
tfie thought of Reuben Miller had flot crossed bis mind, and as hie
looked in the face of the tali, beautiful girl whlo r'ose as lie entered
the room, he wvas utterly confounded to hear bier say,

"'-I arn Reuben MilIer's daughiter. 1 hiave corne to see if you
wvill pay me the money you owe hirn. We are very poor, and
need it more than you probably can conceive."

Stephen Potter was a bad 'man, but flot a hard-hea rted bad man.
Hie had. been dislionest always; but it was the dishionesty of a
weak and unscrupulous nature, flot; without generosity. At that
moment a sharp pang seized hini. le remnembered the simple,
uprigbt, kindly face of Reuben Miller. Hie saw the samne look of
simple uprightness, kindled by strength, in the beautiful face of
Reuben Miller's daugliter. Hie did flot know what to say. Draxy
wvalted in perfect composure and silence. Lt seerned to himi hours
before hie spqke. Then lie said, in a mniserable, shufling wa.y,

"I1 suppose you thinkr me a rich man."
"iI think you must be very ricb," said Draxy, gently.
Tben, rnoved by some strange impulse in the presence of this

pure, unworldly girl, Stephen Potter suddenly spoke out, for the
first time since his boyhood, with absolute sinceritv.

"cMiss Miller, you are your father over again. I reverenced
your father. 1 have wronged many men witbout caring, but it
troubled me to wrong him. I would give you that ynoney to-niglit,
if I bad it, or could raise it. I ar n ot a rich man. I bave flot a
dollar in the wvorld. This house is flot mine. It may be sold
over my head any day. I amn deep in trouble, but flot; so deep as
I deserve to be," and he buried bis face in his hands.

Draxy believed him. And it wvas true. At that moment
Stephen Potter was really a ruined man, and many others, were
involved in the ruin wvbich wvas impending.

Draxy rose, saying gravely, cI arn very sorry for you, Mr.
Potter. We heard that; you were rich, or I sliould flot have corne.
We are very poor, but we are flot unbappy, as you are."

",Stay, Miss Miller, sit down; I have a thing wbich. might be of
value to your father; " and Mr. Potter ope ned bis safe and took
out a, bundie of old yellow papers. 1,Here is the title to a lot of
land in the nortbeËn part of New Hampshire. I took it on a debt
yea.rs ago, and neyer thoug'ht that it wvas wortb anything. Very
likely it bas run out, or the town bias taken possession of the land
foi, the taxes. But I did think the other day, that if worst came
to worst, I might take rny wife up there and try to farmi it. But
I'd î'ather your father shoùld have it, if it's g'ood for anytbing. I
took it foi' three thousand dollars, and it ought to be worth. some-
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