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il1He neyer spoke a word arter -we lifted him up. tic ecouldn't
ha' sufl'ered aniy,.lMis' Kininey."

ciP'raps, Mis' Kinney, it'd be a good plan to ondo his elothes
,afore the doctor gits hiere," caime in confused and trembliîtg tones
frorn one after another of' the men whio stood alinost paralyzed i
presence of Dralxy's teL'rible silence.

Il 0 Mis' Kiinney, jest speak a, word, eanii't ye ? O she'll die if'
she don't. Whieîe's iReuby ? MI fetch hini," excla.irned Ike, and
left the rooin; the moen follow'ed himi irresolutely, looking back zit
Draxy, wlio stîli stood motionless, gazing down iinto the Elder's
face.

",Do not look for- Reuby-hc liais hi id," came iii a slow, inca sured
-whisper froin lier lips. " And leave me alone. Yes, 1 know. You
need not ho afraid. I understand that Mi'. Kinney is dead," she
added, as the nien hecsitated and ioolzed bewildered in lier face.
"iI will stay aloiie with inm tili the doctor cornes," and Draxy
gently closed the door and locked it. In a short time the littie
hall and (boor-yard weî'c crow(bod with. sobbing men and woînen.
There wvas littie to be told, but that little was told over and
over. The EIder had walkcd down to the village store witli old
Ike, and had just given him soine parcels to carry home, saying,
IlTell Mrs. Kinney,"ý-when a runaway horse had cor-ne dashing
furiously down the street, drawving a waggon in whieh clung,
rather than sat, a woman holding a baby in lier arrns. The EIder
had sprung into the middle of the road, and caught the hiorse by
the bridle as he swerved a little to one side; but the horse ivas
too strong and too înuch frighitened to be held by any man"s.
strength. Rearing high, hie hiad freed bis head, and plunging
forwaî'd liad knocked the EIder down in sueh ax way that both
waggon-wheels had run over his neck, breaking it instantty.

That Draxy should be aIl this time alone with hier husband's
body seemed dreadful to these symipathi1zing, simiple-hearted.people.
No sound came from the room, though tlie windows were alI wide,
open.

,(O Mr'. Millcer! don't ye think somne on us hiad better try to git.
in to lier," said the woinen; ",she don't make iio noise."

ilNo," replied Reubeni, feobly. Hie, too, wvas pî'ostrated like Ik-e,
by the fearful blow, and looked years older within the houî'. "iNo t
Draxy knows îvhat's best foi' liei'. She's spoke to me once throug-h
the door. She hasn't fainted."

"Wlien the doctor came, Reuben called to Di'axy
"Daughter, the doctor's corne."

The door opened instantly, but closed as soon as the doctor,
hiad entered. In a few moments it opcned again, and the doctor
hianded a, slip of paper to I<euben. Ho unfolded it and î'ead it
aloud:

IlFatheî', deai', please thank al[ tlîe people for' me, and ask themn
to go J-tome now. Tliere is nothing they can do. Tell themi it
grieves me to hiear thiemi cry, and Mr'. Kinney w'ould flot wvislî it."

Slowly and reluctantly the people wvent, anci a silence sadder


