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store must bc given up, because hier father would have no uîîoney
wiLlh whichi to, buy goods. Stili Draxy neyer wavercd, and be-
caiuse sie did flot w'avcr Reuten did flot die. The farmi w'as sold

n uction, with the stock, the utensils, and ail the house.furnituro
wvlich xvas flot needed to inake the store chanibers habitable. Tho
huyer boasted in the village that hie bad flot given more than. two-
thirds of the reai value of the rice. After Reuben's dcbts Nverû
aili paid, there remained just one thousand dollars te, bc put into
the bank.

a"Why, father! That is a fortune," said Draxy, wheîî ho told
lier. IlI did flot suppose we should have anything, and it i%
giorions flot to owe any man a cent"

It was eariy in April wlicn the Milcrs moved into, the "store
ehiamberis." The buycr of their farmn vas a hard-hearted, penu-
rious man. He had neyer been known to give a penny. is wifo
and ehildren hiad never received at lus hands the srnaliest gift.
But oven bis heart was touched by Draxy's cheerful acquiescence
in the liard change, and hier pathetie attcmpts to make the ncw
hiome pleasant. The next morning after Deacon White took pos-
session, lie called out over the fonce to, poor Reut-en, wvho stood
listlessly on the store steops, trying flot to iook across nt the lbeuse
wvhieli had been his.

«I say, Miller, that rai e' your'n is ivhat I1al the ri.rht sort o'
woman, up an' down. I hain't said much to lier, but I've noticed
dhat she set a heap by this garding; an' I expeet she'Il mniss the
flowers more'n anything: now my woiinenfciks they won't have
anythin' to do îvith sueh truck; a-n' if she's a. nuind to take caro
oni'tjest'sq she iiscd ter, nI' 1vli' guess -we shal lie the gainers

IlThank you, Deacoiî White; l)raxy 'Il bo vcry glad," was ail
Reuben could reply. Something in his tone touched tbe inan's
flinty lieart stili more; and before hie haif knew wliat hoe ias
going to say, he had added-

"An' there's the vegetatla part on't, too, Miller. 1 nover ivas no0
hatnd to putter with gardon sass. If yeu'Il jest keep tha-it up and
go haives, fair and reg'lar, you're welconie."

This îvas tangible help. ]Reuben's face lighited up.
I thank you with ail my heart," hie replied. IlThat'll Le a

great heip to nme; and I reekon you'l like our vegetables, too," hie
saiid, haif smuling, for lie knew very weli that nothing b ut pota.-
tocs and turnips had been scen on Deacon White's table for years:

Thon Ileuben -%vent to find Draxy ; -%vhen hie told her, the coleur
caie into hier face, and she shut both lier hands -%itli a quick,
nervous m-otion, which was habituai to ber under excitement.


