
CEDAR CREEK.

CHAPTER I.

WHY ROBERT WYNN EMIGRATED.

NIGHT train ilrew up slowly alongside the
platform at the Euston Square terminus
Immediately the long inanimate line of
rail-carriages burst into busy life : a few

minutes of apparently frantic confusion, and the indi-
vidual Items of the human freight were speeding
towards all parts of the compass, to be absorbed in
the leviathan metropolis, as drops of a shower in a
boundless sea.

One of the cabs pursuing each other along the
lamplit streets, and finally diverging among the almost
infinite ramifications of London thoroughfares, contains
a young man, who sits gazing through the window at
the_ rapidly passing range of houses and shops with
curious^ fixed vision. The face, as momentarily
revealed by the beaming of a brilliant gaslight is
chiefly remarkable for clear dark eyes rather deeply
set, and a firm closure of the lips. He scarcely alters


