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service. The highk pulpit, }@alﬁeﬁ frgg& El;estiléid 1;1331;;1111%
5 he cricket on which he u 2 '
%(;Eig,fioni tvhich he used to preach have I‘Gl‘{]&}ﬂ&_d ]fi]){?f:;i
of veneration in Coniston to this day. A for pmg . dql_
many tearful faces gazed after the Truro coa,clll as lt]%;re
loped out of Brampton in a cloud of dust, a?’c (1)1!?]?1 il
was, watching unseen from the spruces on t ed 1 {qrinu‘
saw within it a girl dressed in black, dry-eyed, staring

from the window.

CHAPTER VII

“ AND STILL THE AGES ROLL, UNMOVED”

Out of the stump of a blasted tree in the Coniston
woods a flower will sometimes grow, and even so the
story which I have now to tell springs from the love of
Cynthia Ware and Jethro Bass. The flower, when it
came to bloom, was fair in life, and I hope that in these
pages it will not lose too much of its beauty and sweetness.

For a little while we are going to gallop’ through the
years as before we have ambled through the days, al-
though the reader’s breath may be taken away in the
process. How Cynthia Ware went over the Truro Pass
to Boston, and how she became a teacher in a high school
there, — largely through the kindness of that Miss Lucre-
tia Penniman of whom we have spoken, who wrote in
Cynthia’s behalf to certain friends she had in that city ;
how she met one William Wetherell, no longer a clerk in
Mr. Judson’s jewellery shop, but a newspaper man with I
know not what ambitions — and limitations in strength
of body and will; how, many, many years afterward, she
nursed him tenderly through a sickness and — married
him, is all told in a paragraph. Marry him she did, to
take care of him, and told him so. She made no secret of
the maternal in this love.

One evening, the summer after their ‘marriage, they
were walking in the Mall under the great elms that
border the Common on the Tremont Street side. They

" often used to wander there, talking of the books he was
to write when strength should come and a little leisure,
and sometimes their glances would linger longingly on
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Colonnade Row that Bulfinch built across the way, where
dwelt the rich and powerful of the city —and yet he
would not have exchanged their lot for his. Could he
have earned with his own hands such a house, and set
Cynthia there in glory, what happiness ! But, I stray.

They were walking in the twilight, for the sun had
sunk all red in the marshes of the Charles, when there
chanced along a certain Mr. J udson, a jeweller, taking
the air likewise. So there came into Wetherell’s mind that
amusing adventure with the country lad and the locket.
His name, by reason of some strange quality in it, he had
never forgotten, and suddenly he recalled that the place
the countryman had come from was Coniston.

« Cynthia,” said her husband, when Mr. Judson was
gone, “did you-know any one in Coniston named Jethro
Bass ?”

She did not answer him. And, thinking she had not
heard, he spoke again. .

« Why do you ask ?” she said, in a low tone, without
looking at him.

He told her the story. Not until the end of it did the
significance of the name engraved come to him — Cynthy.
« Oynthy, from Jethro.”

« Why, it might have been you 1”” he said jestingly.
« Was he an admirer of yours, Cynthia, that strange, un-
couth countryman? Did he give you the locket "

« No,” she answered,  he never did.” :

Wetherell glanced at her in surprise, and saw that her
lip was.quivering, that tears were on her lashes. She laid
her hand on his arm.

« William,” she said, drawing him to a bench, ¢ come,
let us sit down, and I will tell you the story of Jethro
Bass. We have been happy together, you and T, for I
have found pedce with you. I have tried to be honest
with you, William, and I will always be so. I told you
before we were married that I loved another man. I have
tried to forget him, but as God is my judge, I cannot.
I believe I shall love him until I die.”

They sat in the summer twilight, until darkness
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fell, and the lights gleamed through the leaves, and
a deep, cool breath coming up from the sea stirred the

leaves above their heads. That she should have loved -

Jethro seemed as strange tosher as to him, and yet Weth-
orell was to feel the irresistible force of him. Hers was
not a love that she chose, or would have chosen, but some-
thing elemental that cried out from the man to her, and
drew her. Something that had in it now, as of yore,
much of pain and even terror, but drew her. Strangest
of all was that William Wetherell understood and was not
jealous of this thing : which leads us to believe that some
essence of virility was lacking in him, some substance that
makes, the fighters and conquerors in this world. In
such mood he listened to the story of Jethro Bass.

« My dear hu®hand,” said Cynthia, when she had finished,
her hand tightening over his, ¢ I have never told you this
for fear that it might trouble you as it has troubled me.
I have found in your love sanctuary, and all that remains
of myself I have given to you.”

«You have found a weakling to protect, and an invalid
to nurse,” he answered. “To have your compassion,
Cynthia, is all I crave.”’

® * * E # * #*

So they lived through the happiest and swiftest years of
his life, working side by side, sharing this strange secret
between them. And after that night Cynthia talked to
him often of Conistonl, until he came to know the moun-
tain that lay along the western sky, and the sweet hill-
sides by Coniston Water under the blue haze of autumn,
aye, and clothed in the colors of spring, the bright blos-
soms of thorn and apple against the tender green of the
woods and fields. So he grew to love the simple people
there, but little did he foresee that he was to end his life
among them !

But so it came to pass. She was taken from him, who
had been the one joy and inspiration of his weary days,
and he was driven, wandering, into unfrequented streets
that he might not recall the places where she had once
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trod, and through the wakeful nights her voice haunted
him, — its laughter, its sweet notes of seriousness; little
ways and manners of her look came. to twist his heart,
and he prayed God to take him, too, until it seemed that
Cynthia frowned upon him for his weakness. One mild
Sunday afternoon, he took little Cynthia by the hand and
led her, toddling, out into the sunny Common, where he
used to walk with her mother, and the infant prattle
seeriaed to bring at last a strange peace to his storm-tossed
soul.

For many years these Sunday walks in the Common
were Wetherell’s greatest pleasure and solace, and it
seemed as though little Cynthia had come into the world
with an instinct, as it were, of her mission that lent to
her infant words a sweet gravity and sweight. Many
people used to stop and speak to the child, among them
a great physician whom they grew to know. He was
there every Sunday, and at length it came to be a habit
with him-to sit down on the bench and take Cynthia on his
knee, and his stern face would soften as he talked to her.

One Sunday when Cynthia was eight years old he
missed them, and the next, and at dusk he strode into
their little lodging behind the hill and up to the bedside.
He glanced at Wetherell, patting Cynthia on the head
the while, and bade her cheerily to go out of the room.
But she held tight hold of her father’s hand and looked
up at the doctor bravely.

« 1 am taking care of my father,”-she said.

“So you shall, little woman,” he answered. “I would
that we had such nurses as you at the hospital. Why
didn’t you send for me at once?”

« T wanted to,” said Cynthia.

“_Bless her good sense,” said the doctor ; *“she has more
than you, Wetherell. Why didn’t you take her advice?
It {our father does not do as I tell him, he will be a very
Ei?er en.{zfm indeed. He must go into the country and stay

“ But I must live, Doctor,” said William Wetherell.

The doctor looked at Cynthia.
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“You will not live if ypu stay here,” he replied.

“Then he will go,” said Cynthia, so quietly that he gave
her another look, strange and tender and comprehending.
He sat and talked of many things : of the great war that
was agonizing the nation ; of the strong man who, harassed
and suffering himself, was striving to guide it, likening
Lincoln unto a physician. So the doctor was wont to take
the minds of patients from themselves. And before he loft
he gave poor Wetherell a fortnight to decide.

As he lay on his back in that room among the chimney
tops trying vainly to solve the problem of how he was to
earn his salt in the country, a visitor was climbing the
last steep flight of stairs. That visitor was none other
than Sergeant Ephrfim Prescott, son of Isaiah of the pitch-
pipe, and own cousin of Cynthia Ware’s. Sergeant Ephraim
was just home from the war and still clad in blue, and he
walked with a slight limp by reason of a bullet he had
got in the Wilderness, and he had such an honest, genial
face that little Cynthia was on his knee in a moment,

“How be you, Will? Kind of poorly, I callate. So
Cynthy’s b’en took,” he said_sadly. “Always thought a
sight of Cynthy. Little Cynthy favors her some. Yes,
thought I'd drop in and see how you be on my way home.”

Sergeant Ephraim had much to say about the great war,
and about Coniston. True to the instincts of the blood of
the Stark hero, he had left the plough and the furrow at
the first call, forty years of age though he was. But it
had been otherwise with many in Coniston and Brampton

' and Harwich. Some of these, when the drafting came, had

fled in bands to the mountain and defied capture. Mr.
Dudley Worthington, now a mill owner, had found a sub-
stitute; Heth Sutton of Clovelly had been drafted and
had driven over the mountain to implore Jethro Bass
abjectly to get him out of it. In short, many funny
things had happened — funny things to Sergeant Ephraim,
but not at all to William Wetherell, who sympathized
with Heth in his panic.

“So Jethro Bass has become a great man,” said
Wetherell. '
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« Great | ” Ephraim ejaculated, ¢ Guess he’s the biggest
_man in the state to-day. Queer how he got his power —
began twenty-four years ago when I wahn’t but twenty.
I call that town meetin’ to mind as if ’twas yesterday —
never was such an upset. Jethro’s be’n first Selectman

ever sence, though he turned Republican in ’60. Old -

folks don’t fancy Jethro’s kind of politics much, but times
change. Jethro saved my life, I guess.”

« Saved your life ! ” exclaimed Wetherell.

« (ot me a furlough,” said Ephraim. ¢ Guess I would
have died in the hospital if he hadn’t got it so all-fired
quick, and he druv down to Brampton to fetch me back.
You'd have thought I was General Grant the way folks
treated me.” e

«“You went back to the war after your leg healed ? ”
Wetherell asked, in wondering admiration of the man’s
courage.

«Well,” said Ephraim, simply, the other boys was
gettin’ full of bullets and dysentery, and it didn’t seem
just right. The leg troubles me some on wet days, but
hot to amount to much. You hain’t thinkin’ of dyin’
yourself, be ye, William ?”

William was thinking very seriously of it, but it was
Cynthia who spoke, and startled them both.

« The doctor says he will die if he doesn’t go to the
country.”

« Somethin’ William ?”  asked
Ephraim.

S0 the doctor said.”

«So I callated,” said Ephraim.
ton with me; there hain’t a healthier place in New England.”

« How could I support myself in Coniston 2”7 Wetherell

asked.
Ephraim ruminated.

like consumption,

Suddenly he stuck his hand into
the bosom of his blue coat, and his face lighted and even

flushed as he drew out a crumpled letter.
«It don’t take much gumption to run a store, does if,

William ? Guess you could run a store, couldn’t you ?”

«T would try anything,” said Wetherell.
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“ Well,” said Ephraim, * there’s the stor i
Wztll folEs goin’ West, and all that, nobog;'esea;ncs}?)lfj;f t
it much.” He looked at the letter. “Lem Hall ;ll
says there hain’t nobody to take it.” -

:: g gna};l ‘Vl&lCI_];S L2 gxclaimed Wetherell.

nah made 1t go, but that was before a i
loo ab?ut Temperance Cadets and what notl'j th}if:alfl?{slgfci
Eoo.d rum, but now you can’t get nothin’ in Coniston but
ard cider and. potato whiskey. Still, it’s the place for
somebody without much get-up,” and he\eyed hlis co in
by marriage. “ Better come and try it, William.” i

So much for dreams ! T
eams ! Instead of a successor to Irvi
and Eme_rson, William Wetherell became a succe \lv‘mg
Jonah Winch. 55
That journey to Coniston
: was full of wonderto C i
and cif' wonder :\md sgulness to Wetherell, for it ‘;J;‘;ﬂ;lha(;
:;:fe his (')Ehlei,] (Jynt}lna, had come to Boston. From the
capital the railroad followed. the same :
same deep vz
?ioﬁile old coach road, but ended at Truro, and tl?ex? :ﬁi:y
Ephr:it;gz‘;);fsrd'.[‘;ﬁu'o Paas for Brampton, where hones{
aited them and their slender 1 i
team. Brampton, with its wi il
s wide-shadowed or
terrace-steepled church ; 1 e
B o 1; home once of the Social
etia Penniman, now fam
: ous; h
:tcgzeo(fi I‘Iiiif;chliéldloqy_\Ylorthmgton, whose great mills 0311:
g : inted out t is '
th?l}‘rheutered o Iiown. ut to them on Coniston Water as
en came a drive through the ¢ i
I L ‘ ool" eveni i5-
’jn[t‘)ns, E;slhrftlm showing them landmarks. ThEI'eD\%aZDD%gEIS
- gdaéln (:E sthriuse;, where_lit-tie Rias Richardson lived nmslf
T -a a.d sb?_pe and hldlden in its forest nook, among thé
e lea.rund tners, the little schoolhouse where Cynthia
E weo 0dso 3)&11}1; éuare, where the road made an aisle
1 ods, she had met Jethro. The choir ¢
i){::vii v;&sf.: SIgINg an evening anthem now as Ctill?:lll ?;g ‘:Eee
i c(; ees5 ;)I]:Ele (f:;lston V}’ater, and the moist, h(:thouse
s rose from the d 1
ot eep places.
last they came suddenly upon the little hamlet of
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Coniston itself. There was the flagpole and the triangu-
lar green, scene of many a muster ; Jonah Wineh’s store,
with its horse block and checker-paned windows, just
as Jonah had left it;- Nathan Bass's tannery ghed, now
weather-stained and neglected, for J ethro lived on Thou-
sand Acre Hill now; the Prescott house, home of the Stark
hero, where Ephraim lived, ¢ innocent of paint ” (as one of
Coniston’s sons has put it), “innocent of paint as a Gon-
iston maiden’s face”’; the white meeting-house, where
Priest Ware had preached —and the parsonage. Cyn-
thia and Wetherell loitered in front of it, while the blue
shadow of the mountain deepened into night, until Mr.
Satterlee, the minister, found them there, and they went
in and stood reverently in the little chamber on the right
of the door, which had been Cynthia’s.

Long Wetherell lay awake that night, in his room at
the gable-end over the store, listening to the rustling of
the great oak beside the windows, to the whippoorwills
calling across Coniston Water. But at last a peace
descended upon him, and he slept: yes, and awoke with
the same sense of peace at little Cynthia’s touch, to go out
into the cool morning, when the mountain side was in

- myriad sheens of green under the rising sun.  Behind the
store was an old-fashioned garden, set about by a neat
stone wall, hidden here and there by the masses of
lilac and currant bushes, and at the south of it was
a great rose-covered boulder of granite. And beyond,
through the foliage of the willows and the low
apple trees which Jonah Winch had set out, Coniston
Water gleamed and tumbled. Under an arching elm near
the house was the well, stone-rimmed, with its long pole
and croteh, and bucket all green with the damp moss
which clung to it.

Ephraim Prescott had been right when he had declared
that it did not take much gumption to keep store in
Coniston. William Wetherell merely assumed certain
obligations at the Brampton bank, and Lem Hallowell,
Jock’s son, who now drove the Brampton stage, brought
the goods to the door. Little Rias Richardson was will-
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ing to come in and help move the barrel
occasions wore carpet slippers to save his s]fé):;.ld ‘(v)\IP}iIT?aCh
still had time for his books; in that Coniston air I?(:
began to feel stronger, and to wonder whether he might
not be a Washington Irving yet. And yet he had one
Wogrjghand Ic;ne fear, and both of these concerned one man
= e }fod ass. Him, by her own confession, Cynthiz:
are had loved to her dying day, hating herself for it:
and he, William Wetherell, had married this woms: %
Wh;)[l] “.; :Etllngo lliag:]l?l lov;d so violently, and must always inot[et
— re ought: that was th
Jethro treat him ? tlga,t was the fear.e “;C‘g;l{i.amHV(?:t?oulﬁ
was not the most courageous man in the world £
J_ethro Bass had not been in Coniston sincé William’s
‘aigiﬂml; _No need to ask where he was. Jake Wheeler
o 1[;(]; s j;e;ﬁ;:;arf‘q}fréﬁe()}gnlstom_l, g-gvePWiHiam a glowing,
> oom in the Pelican Hotel at ti
eapl_t.a,l, from whence Jethro ruled the state duri 1 -
:,:S;l;mi Off the f}eneral Goqrt. This legislature :;irtc% hti}ig
aod );)1 of advisory committee of three hundred and fifty :
i ObE;ce)lllsgvefadwsory committee to the people, relic of
now all-;oivel?flnll ; ;Etiioove{f‘?}ﬁ_ent. ]Maﬁy S o
coterie which made their headl l;:ﬂ; ’18_&1 _fl‘an - htFle
of how those methods of w]'lic(:lh ‘ieegim Ebplse L
ve read v radu-
%]Ela).q: 3[;1&&(1 %vili other towns and other counvlra?;se, glalt}gt
i 152 1e1_ mortgages in these towns and counties
e ’?‘h leutenants did, and bowed to him as aI;
venweanée h_ex}'f were funny stories, and grim stories of
ne Mightwnlgt }Vliham ‘_,Vetherell heard and trembled
= ethro wish to take vengeance upon
kn?‘;leii.j:oryN {})le dldknot hear, because no one in Coniston
L one knew that Cynthia Ware and Jethr
. la ever loved each other. -
e th«;st,r’;o:mrd the end _(:f June, it was noised about
beautifulgafta man was coming home for a few days. One
e ternoon ‘W_llham Wetherell stood on the plat-
e store, looking off at Coniston, talking to 'Mposes
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Hatch — young Moses, who is father of six children now
and has forgotten Cynthia Ware. Old Moses sleeps on
the hillside, let us hope in the peace of the orthodox and
the righteous. A cloud of dust arose above the road to
the southward, and out of it came a country wagon drawn
by a fat horse, and in the wagon the strangest couple
Wetherell had ever seen. The little woman who sat re-
tiringly at one end of the seat was all in brilliant colors
® ¢ .om bonnet to flounce, like a paroquet, red and green
predominating. The man, big in build, large-headed,
wore an old-fashioned blue swallow-tailed coat with.brass
buttons, a stock, and coonskin hat, though it was summer,s.
and the thumping of William Wetherell’s heart told him
that this was Jethro Bass. He nodded briefly -at Moses

Hatch, who greeted him with genial obsequiousness.

« Legislatur’ through?” shouted Moses.

The great man shook his head and drove on.

« Has Jethro Bass ever been a member of the Legisla-
ture?” asked the storekeeper, for the sake of something

to say. ;
« Never would take any office but Chairman of the

Selectmen,” answered Moses, who apparently bore no
ill will for his father’s sake. «« Jethro kind of fathers
the Legislatur’, I guess, though I don’t take much stock
in politics. Goes down sessions to see that they don’t
get too gumptious and kick off the swaddlin’ clothes.”

« And —was that his wife?” Wetherell asked, hesi-
tatingly.

* & Aunt Listy, they call her. Nobody ever knew how he
come to marry her. Jethro went up to Wisdom once, in
the centre of the state, and come back with her. Funny
place to bring a wife from — Wisdom ! Funnier place to
bring Listy from. He loads her down with them ribbons
and gewgaws — all the shades of the rainbow! Says he
wants her to be the best-dressed woman in the state.
Callate she is,” added Moses, with conviction. Listy’s
a fine woman, but all she knows is enough to say, ¢ Yes,
Jethro,” and ¢ No, J ethre. Guess that’s all Jethro wants

in a wife ; but he certainly 1s good to her.”
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“ And why has he
overé” . ){V e 1(fome. back before the Legislature’s
“Cuttin’ of his farms. Always com
2l L] 5 i 8
f;m;61ftil{;islagls1(ltllle way J,ethro spends the 1?12112&0]11( ha}l’{m
: he hain’t no more of a f Tk
M?s% 1oolked at Wetherell. gleu
¢ Lhan 1'm a storekeeper,” said the 2 ili
(1 . 2 : ‘
Tﬁelm?v i m a lawyer,” said Moses, plorllﬁg;;'.bmﬂmg.
- 0}; Jall;i {%t]-crrlupted at this moment by the appea
e W reeler and Sam Price, who came pp_ o
£ t]far ness of the store. g
i :-I]dt Jethro, Mose?” demanded Jake. «G
o %u ;z_ S)ug up and see if there’s any 01'de.1's 5
e IM{{};e:e the ?mmblest of God’s eritturs h-a's thei
- ;-etreatincr ?emz\ilked contemplatively, as he watecl I&‘
e igures of Sam and Jake. * Leastwise th e
you'll no‘Fi;I Oi‘?OPhy. When you come to know -h{?ts
ol ¢ how much those fellers walk like l'im’
e t& ntJ(alal_w‘hq had 80 many imitators. Somnmf
Bixty Overg élkm like him, even to stytterin’ B'e"oh
. 10ad2d hqvelly, comes pretty nigh it, £00.” -
] 1s sugar and beans into his wagon, and
An air of suppressed i
i excitement seeme ;
o ;?e_wllilzs%zlmmi thgt afternoon to the storedtcfotrgggv: dg
e remem%ero talk. After such purchases as thu
£ o were made, they lingered on the barr ely
- I?E, in the hope of seeing Jethro, whose haﬁ'i
e, hty,f to come down and dispense such n <
et or circulation. That Wetherell sh e'x v&s
e toi), he could not deny, but for a diﬂ'e?le
e . when the shadows of the big trees ];enf{
e 1)01:ch ; (;3 green, he came, the customers ﬁockigc
L t}?relet him, Wetherell standing curiouslg
e e w(_at]( oor. Heedless of the dust, he strodjer
e h'i 1 the awkward gait that was all hi
kicking 2 Tik p his heels behind. And behind hi h s
ewise, followed Jake and Sam.J ethrom;p; -
: ar-

entl“ ObllVlOlI 0 lle eI ]ll“[le Ce W
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maintained from the stoop, broken at 1eng;o1h I?r 1:11}?)?,]}3311;-
lowell, who (men said) was an exact reproductio bashe(i
the meeting-house builder. Lem alone was not a
i resence of greatness. _ ;
7 ‘Eh}eloliv be you, Jethro?” he g;il}d heartily.
Legislatur’ behavin’ themsillv?st;h -
@ B_hout as common,”’ said Jethro. £
Sxﬁ'e]i;unothiug very profound in this remark, but re
i ; L it were Solomon's. A :
cel]‘;gdp?gpz.lsgélgflor a change in Jethro, a.f'gefl tthlf garlll;rngxgeg
e i 7 he mig e a -
s He is now fifty-seven, but | Yy 88
%e: 1‘iss still smooth-shaven, hlsbskmdxs ?}1_83?1 in;imlllfssg :“1!2
i he lives largely on bread and 1%,
Esfglitl%iouz eBut the hi'mes in his fac}:a_ have deepened and
: - hio features seem to have grown bigger. o
hlsub;\%h: be you thinkin’ of _fdolr next governor, Jethro?
ies Rias Richardson, timidly. e = :
quﬁr'i?ﬁey say Alvy Hopkins of Gospglrt ﬁsy Wﬂélliles:?:r p":%
i i ins, sarcastically. ) W
for it,” said Chester Perkins, sar ol
o 'n .agitator, fated to remain alway y
?al, lsigehigl;lti'ﬁg:i Democrat, and Jethro, as 18 well ]-.nc;w:g
hl:f: “extended the mortgage so as to include Chester

fmztn\'Vouldn’t give a Red Brook Seedling for Alvy,”

jaculs he nasal Mr. Price. : ; ,
BJ%?%‘TSZC}YE tfike Red Brook Seedlings, Sam? D-dfl?lz
like’em ?” said Jethro. He had parted his blue1 c?a.t (Ti::;o
and seated himself on the stoop, his long legs hanging

over it. _ g
« Never seed a man who had a good word to say

‘em.” said Mr. Price, with 1}353 convict‘i‘m.}.d a8
“,Done well on mine,” said Jmt}m’drd_ O’Pe well.
was satisfied with-my Red Brook Seedlings.

« Air the

i
|
4

Mr. Price’s sallow face looked as if he would haye cons i

tradicted another man.

« Haow was that, Jethro?” piped up Jake Wheeler, !

ici he general desire. ]
vo?elzl};grotlgo]%ed off into the blue space beyond the moun

tain line.
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“ (-got mine when they first come round — seed cost
me considerable. Raised more than a hundred bushels —
L-Listy put some of ’em on the table —t-then gave some
to my old hoss Tom. Tomsaid: ¢Hain’t I always been
a good beast, Jethro ? Hain’t I carried you faithful, sum-
mer and winter, for a good many years? And now you
give me Red Brook Seedlings ? *”

Here everybody laughed, and stopped abruptly, for
Jethro still looked contemplative.

“ Give-some of ’em to the hogs. W-wouldn’t touch ’em.
H-had over a hundred bushels on hand —n-new variety.
W-what’s that feller’s name down to Ayer, Massachu-
setts, deals in all kinds of seeds? Ellett—that’s it.
Wrote to Ellett, said I had a hundred bushels of Red
Brooks to sell, as fine a lookin’ potato as I had in my
cellar. Made up my mind to take what he offered, if it
was only five cents. He wrote back a dollar a bushel. I-I
was always satisfied with my Red Brook Seedlings, Sam.
But I never raised any more — n-never raised any more.”

Uproarious laughter greeted the end of this story, and
continded-in fits as some humorous point recurred to one
or the other of the listeners. William Wetherell perceived
that the conversation, for the moment at least, was safely
away from politics, and in that dubious state where it
was difficult to reopen. This was perhaps what Jethro
wanted. Bven Jake Wheeler was tongue-tied, and Jethro
appeared to be lost in reflection.

_ At this instant a diversion occurred — a trifling diver-

sion, so it seemed at the time. Around the corner of the

- store, her cheeks flushed and her dark hair flying, ran’

~ little Cynthia, her hands, browned already by the
% Coniston sun, filled with wild strawberries.

“See what I've found, Daddy!” she cried, “see what
I've found ! » )

Jethro Bass started, and flung back his head like a man
who has heard a voice from another world, and then
he looked _at the child with a kind of stupefaction.
The cry died on Cynthia’s lips, and she stopped, gazing

.up at him with wonder in her eyes.

?.
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«F-found strawberries ? ” said Jethro, at last.

% Yes,” she answered. She was very grave and serious
now, as was her manner in dealing with people.

« S-show ’em to me,” said Jethro.

- Cynthia went to him, without embarrassment, and put
her hand on his knee. Not pnce had he taken his eyes
from her face, He put out his own hand with an awk-
ward, shy movement, picked a strawberry from her fingers,
and thrust it in his mouth.

“ Mm,” said Jethro, gravely. ¢ Er— what’s your name,
little gal — what’s your name ?”

“ Cynthia.”

There was a long pause.

¢ Er-er — Cynthia ? ” he said at length, “ Cynthia ?”

“ Cynthia.”

« Fr-er, Cynthia —not Cynthy ?”

“ Cynthia,” she said again.

He bent over her and lowered his voice.

“ M-may I call you Cynthy — Cynthy ?” he asked.

“Y-yes,” answered Cynthia, looking up to her father
and then glancing shyly at. Jethro.

His eyes were on the mountain, and he seemed to have
forgotten her until she reached out to him, timidly, another
strawberry. He seized her little hand instead and held
it between his own — much to the astonishment of his
friends.

“ Whose little gal be you ?” he asked.

S ad s L

“She’'s Will Wetherell’s daughter,” said Lem Hallo-
well. “He's took on the store.  Will,” he added, turn-
ing to Wetherell, “let me make you acquainted with
Jethro Bags.”

Jethro rose slowly, and towered above Wetherell on
the stoop. There was an inscrufable look in his black
eyes, as of one who sees without being seen. Did he
know who William Wetherell was? If so, he gave no
Sgn, and took Wetherell’s hand limply.

_“ Will’s kinder hipped on book-'arnin’,” Lemuel con-
tinued kindly. ““ Come here to keep store for his
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have heerd, Jethro, 'E,hat Wi}l
You call Cynthy to mind, don’t

health. Guess you may
married Cynthy Ware.
e?”

Jethro Bass dropped Wetherell’s hand, but answered
nothing.

CHAPTER VIII

IT IS SOMETHING TO HAVE DREAMED

A WEEK passed, and Jethro did not appear in the
village, rgport having it that he was cutting his farms on
Thousand Acre Hill. When Jethro was farming, — so it
was said, — he would not stop to talk politics even with
the President of the United States were that dignitary to
lean over his'pasture fence and beckon to him. On a
sultry Friday morning, when William Wetherell was
seated at Jonah Wineh’s desk in the cool recesses of the
store slowly and painfully going over certain troublesome
accounts which seemed hopeless, he was thrown into a
panie by the sight of one staring at him from the far side
of a counter. History sometimes reverses itself.

“ What can I do for you — Mr. Bass ?” asked the store-
keeper, rather weakly.

“Just stepped ‘in — stepped in,” he answered.
“W-where’s Cynthy ?”

“She was in the garden — shall T get her ?”

“ No,” he said, parting his coat tails and seating himself
on the counter. “Go on figurin’, don’t mind me.”

The thing was manifestly impossible. Pé&rhaps Weth-
erell indicated as much by his answer.

. Like storekeepin’ ?” Jethro asked presently, perceiv-
ing that he did not continue his work.

* A man must live, Mr. Bass,” said Wetherell ; «T had
to leave the city for my health. T began life keeping
sto’z;e,” he added, “but I little thought I should end it
s0.

“Given to book-I'arnin’ then, wahn’t you?” Jethro
remarked. He did not smile, but stared at the square of
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