CEDAR CREEK:

FROM THE SHANTY TO THE SETTLEMENT.

CHAPTER I
WHY ROBERT WYNN EMIGRATED.

A NIGHT train drew up slowly alongside the platform at the
Luston Square terminus. Imme«hatelv the long inanimate line of
rail-carriages burst into busy life: a fcw minutes of apparentiy
frantic "confusion, and the individual items of the human freight
were speeding towards all points 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 rapldlv passing ranges of houses and
" shops with curiously fixed vision. The face, a8 momentarily
revealed by the beaming of a brilliant gaslight, is chiefly. re-
markable for clear dark eyes rather deeply set, and a firm closure
of the lips. He scarcely alters his posture during the miles of
driving through wildernesses of brick and stone: some thoughts
are at work beneath that broad short brow, which keep him thus
still. He has never been in London before. He has.come now
on an errand of hope and endeavour, for he wants to push himself
into the army of the world's workers, somewhere. Prosaically, he




