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And, indeed, the haughtiness of Amanda did not disturb Roxy so mucir
as the tearful entreaties of Janet, whom she loved now with her whole

girl's heart. Janet came into the place that Twonnet had occupied.
She had so taken her colour from Roxy that she had even braved her
sister's scorn in making an attempt to take up the teaching of Bobo.
But no patience or tact less than Roxy's could effect that.

Along with all of Roxy's other troubles she found herself a prey to
what seemed to her a mean feeling, and this was a ew and bitter ex-

perience for one struggling to lead the highest and most ideal life. Shel
was unable any more to think of that dark Kirtley girl with composure.
It pained her to recdl how lustrous were lier black eyes, how magnifi-
cent her tout ensemble. What truth was there behind Colonel Boramy's
hints I Had Nancy Kirtley any claim on Mark î Her growing know-

ledge of the vain and self-indulgent element in ber husband's disposition
did not re-assure her. The only feliig in her heart that rivaled her re-
ligious devotion was ber passionate love for Mark, and in proportion to
ber love was her desire to be sure of her entire possession. Lurking in
a dark corner of lier mind into which she herself was afraid and ashamed
to look, was a suspicion that served as a spur to lier pious resolution to
carry the Texas mission into execution at once.

The farewell meeting was duly appointed to be held on the last Sun-
day that Mark was to be in Luzerne, but on Saturday morning Haz
Kirtley's dray rattled up in front of Colonel Bonanmy's door. The dray-
man called Mark out and told him that "the w'arf-master had just
beerd from the ' Duke.' She laid all last night at Warsaw takin' on a
hundred bar'ls of whisky, and would be down this evenin' about four
o'clock."

So the farewell meeting must be given up. Haz was to call for the
boxes and trunks at two o'clock that afternoon.

As for Nancy, she was not capable of forming any plan for detaining
Mark except that of trying to regain her influence over him, and this
seemed impossible since lie steadily avoided meeting lier, and she wa
dreadfully afraid on her part of a collision with the Colonel. But when
at last she heard that Mark was about going she determined at least to
gratify the resentment of wounded vanity. She put the Testament and
the watch-seal in her pocket and took her stand on the wharf-boat at
noon. When all the curiosity-seekers and ail the church members
should stand around to tell Brother Bonamy good-bye, she would make
her speech, exhibit her trophies and thus " send that hateful Adams

girl away with the biggest kind of a bumble-bee in her bonnet." And
so for hours she paced up and down the wharf waiting for the arrival of
the " Duke of Orleans."

The persistent Colonel Bonamy had not shown his usual self-control


