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Dogger Bank was, to my mind, as far off as that place 
you call York Factory, in Hudson’s Bay, is to me now. 
And yet I did not know how very far it was until our 
schoolmaster showed me on a globe how few days’ sail 
it is to the Dogger Bank, and how many to York Fac
tory.

“ But I will tell you of my reading of your letter, and 
of what I thought. But first I must go back a little. 
When you went away that wild, dark night, with bitter 
words on your lips to me, Cousin Dick, I thought I 
should never feel the same again. You did not know it, 
but I was bearing the misery of your trouble and of an
other’s also, and of my own as wTcll; and so I said over 
and over again, Oh, why will men be hard on women? 
Why do they look for them to be iron like themselves, 
bearing double burdens as most women do? But after
wards I settled to a quietness which I would not have 
you think was happiness, for I have given up thought 
of that. Nor would I have you think me bearing 
trouble sweetly, for sometimes I was most hard and 
stubborn. But I lived on in a sort of stillness till that 
morning when, sitting by my window, I read all you 
had written to me. And first of all I must tell you how 
my heart was touched at your words about our child
hood together. I had not thought it lay so deep in 
your mind, Cousin Dick. It always stays in mine; but 
then, women have more memories than men. The 
story of that night I knew; but never fully as you have 
told it to me in your letter. Of what happened after 
Lancy Doanc left the inn, of which you have not writ
ten, but promised the writing in your next letter, I think 
I know as well as yourself. Nay, more, Cousin Dick. 
There are some matters concerning what followed that 
night and after, which I know, and you do not know.


