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house was built — if they ever were children, which
is hard to believe when one looks at them. I wouldn’t
be in that orphan’s shoes for anything. My, but I
pity him, that’s what.”

So said Mrs. Rachel to the wild rose bushes out
of the fulness of her heart; but if she could have
seen the child who was waiting patiently at the
Bright River station at that very moment her pity
would have been still deeper and more profound.




