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“Very well,” answered Mr. Worthington ; “ "1l be in -

at two o'clock on Thursday.” And then, without an-
other word to either of them, he swung on his heel and
strode quickly out of the store. Jethro did not move,

William Wetherell’s hand was trembling so that he
could not write, and he could not trust his voice to speak.
Although Jethro had never mentioned Isaac Worthing-
ton’s name to him, Wetherell knew that J ethro hated the
first citizen of Brampton.

At length, when the sound of the wheels had died away,
Jethro broke the silence

“Er — didn’t laugh — did he, Will? Didn’t laugh
once — did he?”

“Laugh | ” echoed the storekeeper, who himself had
never been further from laughter in his life.

“ M-might have let him off easier if he’d laughed,” said
Jethro, «1f he’d laughed jJust once, m-might have let him
off easier.”

And with this remark he went out of the store and lefg
Wetherell alone.

CHAPTER XIII
MR. WETHERELL DESCENDS INTO THE ARENA

Tue weekly letter to the Newcastle Guardian was 1"_1(?13
finished that night, but Cn:)nistm:1 slept, pgztgeft:iliﬁ,i ;Jcr(l)a;::;:g
rthi ’s visit; and never, indeed, :
of Mr. Worthington’s visit; a ed, Giscons
it, si istorian for various reasons of his
it, since the historian ey e w2
ins he event in his plan o
not see fit to insert t s plan of the P08
istorv. “Before another sun had se _ _
gg;;;igd for the state capital, not choosfmg to rlelig?lmh :3
i aying of the many farms which
ke t unusual omission for him.
fallen into his hand,—a most unus for bl
7 y hty issue about the Tr
Presently rumors of a mig ; ut e
i i sed by the politicians a
Railroad began to be discussed y the pollto
i tore, and Jake Wheeler held himse .
Ii?a.lgllisrfg:s Sto answer a summons ‘to the capital — which
7er came. i
neg’;lg;ations from Brampton and.1 Ha_l‘wacill eﬁ;:;mjtoo
iti islatur p franchise, and th -
ion the Legislature for tl}e » and
%evflté?arion andgﬂarwich Sentinel decl%;edt;:}'mt ;?1;3 fi?g;i
' rec i in Isaac Worthing ag
of Truro County recognized in
and public-spirited man, who ought by all meslllns to be the
next governor — if the franchise went t-hroug . s
One evening Lem Hallowell, af}ter depos}ltllz;lgdﬁmvc; e
i ings at KEphraim Prescqtt s harness shop, ‘
:;:f)u’gﬂanpfatfcrm gf the store with the 1'911}a1'lc -that}“ tl'%u;[gls-;
were gittin’ pretty hot down to the capital .in that ir
chise ficht.” ; ; e
« Hain’t you ben sent for yet, Jake?” he Grl(??l, ‘LLIIOW.
ing his reins over the backs of his sweating Morgans 3
“well, that's strange. Guess the fight hain’t as hot as we
hear a‘bout. Jethro hain’t had to call out his best men.
1656
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“I'm a-goin’ down if there’s trouble,” declared Jake,
who consistently ignored banter.

“ Better git up and git,” said Lem ; “there’s three out
of the five railroads against Truro, and Steve Merrill layin’
low. Bijé Bixby’s down there, and Heth Sutton, and

Abner Parkinson, and all the big bugs. -Better git aboard,
Jake.”

At this moment the discussion was i
sight of Cynthia Wetherell
an open letter in her hand,

“It’s a message from Uncle J ethro,” she said.

he announcement was sufficient to warrant the sensa-
tion it produced on all sides.

“’Tain’t a letter from Jethro, is it?” exclaimed Sam

rice, overcome by a pardonable curiosity. For it was

well known that one of Jethro's fixed principles in life
was embodied in his own motto, “ Don’t write — gend.”

“It’s very funny,” answered Cynthia, looking down at
the paper with a puzzled expression. ¢ Dear Cynthia :
Judge Bass wished me to say to you that he would be
pleased if you and Will wouid come to the capital and
spend a week with him at the Pelican House, and see the
sights. The judge says Rias Richardson will tend store.
Yours truly, P. Hartington.” That’s all,” said Cynthia,

looking up.

For a moment you could have heard a pine needle drop
on the stoop. Then Rias thrust his hands in his pockets
and voiced the general sentiment,

“Well, I'll be — goldurned! ” said he.

“Didn’t say nothin’ about Jake ? queried Lem.

“No® answered Cynthia, “ that’s all — except two pieces
of cardboard with something about the Truro Railroad and
our names. I don’t know what they are.” And she
took them from the envelope.

“Guess T could tell you if I was pressed,” said Lem,
amid a shout of merriment from the group.

“ Air you goin’, Will ?* said Sam Price, pausing with his
foot on the step of his buggy, that he might have the
complete news before he ‘left,

nterrupted by the
coming across the green with

-

MR. WETHERELL DESCENDS INTO THE ARENA 157

“(‘oﬁfrey Will,” exclaimed Rias, breathlessly, ¢ gmz

i ’Jtr a- oir;’ to throw up a chance to stay a hull‘ we? al
?I?EIPéligan be you?” The mere possibility of refusa
overpowered Rias.

#
* * * * e >

Those who are familiar with that delight-fu}_ Ft.je]r;cli
ng which treats of the leave-taking of one ﬁ[onisllelﬁ!. ue
sﬂoﬁet will appreciate, perhaps, the atte?tmuf? whie gleljr
Is]il:owered upon William Wetherell and cyntﬁ?} u;{;;z]ll L\E-

e for ital next morning. Althou .
departure for the capital g Sshone
: erell had at one time been actually ‘ -
&zighlehe received quite as many cautions f:ion?. th;s
neighbérs as Monsieur Dumollet. Billets doimi: m}; h{ggv(;i

cours ionec t it certainly be

re, of course, not mentioned, bu \ =
Eri?;e,when he should have arrived ixtltha.t place of in
7 )
ricues, to be on the lookout for cabals. ] |
tn%zz} took the stage-coach from ‘Bz-amplton ownerb (1):311.;
: pictur tage-coach with its apple-green
B to be laid away forever if the
and leather springs, soon )i_o e i : :
uro Fre 18 1 becomes a law; stage-coac
coveted Truro Franchise Bill be s S
1 ' : beside its own rival at Truro sta
which pulls up defiantly besid gt
] here our passengers take the train o
zlr;)‘;]’\;‘;terwws iFDd p{l?itu the little W%llt&i#l Vlfuagi's :;gtolgg
£36 troc i The thrill of antic
the fruit trees to the capital. Eelola .
ia’ ' 3 easure on her
vas in Cynthia’s blood, and the flush of p
E;:el;:, when they stopped at last udr.lder' tge ?‘hi‘(}l{:s ‘;I'q}';‘e
Y 1 cried, 1 ay,
conductor snapped his fingers anc e
e W hig swallow-tailed coa
Judge,” and there was Jethro in ] el
re-pi aiting them. He seized Wethere
and stove-pipe hat awaiting t 8¢ s
i : ¢ Jynthia’s arm with the
carpet-bag with one hand and Cyn .
othE)r, and shouldered his way through the peaple, who
arted when they saw who it was. r s
. Uncle Jethm?” cried Cynthia, breath_le;slj.o‘g?I”dldnt
¢ j [ T udge of
know you were a judge. What are you ] ;
"‘J-j)udg‘e of clothes, C;-'nthz.” D-don’t you wish you
had the red cloth to wear here ? !
“No, I don’t,” said Cynthia. “I'm glad enox?gh i?o be
here without it.”
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“G-glad to hev you in any fixin’s, Cynthy,”
ing her arm a little squeeze, and by that time t
the hill and William Wetherell quite winded.
was strong as an ox, and Cynthia’s muscles w.
Indian’s.

They were among the glories of Main Street now.
The capital was then, and still remains, a typically
beautiful New England city, with wide streets shaded
by shapely maples and elms, with substantial homes set
back amidst lawns and gardens. Here on Main Street
Wwere neat brick business buildings and banks and shops,
with the parklike grounds of the Capitol farther on, and
everywhere, from curb to doorway, were knots of men

talking polities; broad-faced, sunburned farmers in store
clothes, with beards that hid their shirt fronts ; keen-
featured, sallow, country lawyers in long black coats
crumpled from much sitting on the small of the back;
country storekeepers with shrewd eyes, and local pro-
prietors and manufacturers.

“Uncle Jethro, I didn’t kn
man,” she gaid.

“H-how did ye find out, Cynthy ? »

“The way people treat you here.
great, of course,” she hastened to add.

“ H-how do they treat me ?” he asked, looking down at
her.

“You know,” she answered, « They all stop talking when
you come along and stare at you. But why don’t you
speak to them ?

Jethro smiled and squeezed her arm again, and then they
were in the corridor of the famous Pelican Hotel, hazy
with cigar smoke and filled with politicians. Some were
standing, hanging on to pillars, gestieulating, some were
ranged in benches along the wall, and a chosen few were
in chairs grouped around the spittoons. Upon the’ ap-

pearance of Jethro’s party, the talk was hushed, the groups

gave way, and they accomplished a kind of trinmphal
march to the desk. The clerk, descrying them, desisted
abruptly from a conversation across the cigar counter,

he said, giv-
hey were up
For Jethro
ere like an

OW you were such a great

I knew you were
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i ith

d with all the form of a cer?imgqgr tdlﬁgi%rghe pen wit

o =y | d handed it to ;
vish into the ink an . J

; f‘l‘o Sl}l;lir rooms are ready, J nge, he ssmd(:1 v B

As they started for the stairs, Jethro an l'iyelbow B
ing é:,d]e E;ay Wetherell felt a touch on his
mng 3

< ; Sovi s
turned to confront Mr. Bijah Bixby — at very close rang

% “uéugi-me down at last, Will?” he said. “Thought ye

is time — you understand.”
d everybody this time you . -
Wg‘?}d;:amliezn ple;{sure,” retorted Mr. Wetherell, some
d rily. z : .
Wlﬁt'%%g;clbir appeared hugely to enjoy th\% ]2]1;;131‘611,8 e
4 Slo 1 r;a.liat-ed,” he cried, still holding o ete 5', o
in a mild, but persuasive grip. « So 1 callated.
done you an injustice, Will.
pa oy at ?7” r i
: Il_}o“’rse L'?'llueetle mite smarter than I thouglzlte 352;1‘(‘1{‘3
So 1(:-1?5:;l ((}ot a leetle business now — you und
: e business.” _ - o
: I%frﬂ: i?zus(l)zsihle, indeed, for the smlple;-mmbé;eit: ?to \‘,Jﬁj')ir,h
thi‘ ca Etal and not become involved in ]cal o B
zgme mi(qlcvivings William \Ve}i;hf:ll'fall wati;;;:e;lq .behind,
. ; icking up s be
7 o g the throng, kicking R -
dilb:l% IRZ?I: :x?{:gzbupstairs. On the first floor Cynthia w
a
i 7 door. ekl
b d see the rooms Unc
§ i 1, “come an 4 f
s got for s 1 Sho took Wetherells hand nd led
i?[tlni?qb “«See the.lace curtains, and the chandelier,

i /ith the marble top.” _
thzé)glg,;ri)uiz%u ;zﬁ?ed his coat tails and seated himself

joy the bed. _ : ol e
. %)ﬁlc)llo}ilguncome often,” he said, *“m-might as well ha

th?‘geeﬁl.ro ? said Wetherell, coughing m‘i)re\;zui}gr;nlfi jgn;c-)
it sket, of his coat, ¢ you've ; oo
Eémgnlél 31: ﬁgﬁdley know how to thank you. I-I didn
- e dboard which had come in
the pieces of cardboard ¥ :
Cyl;lltBhlil:’lsdlgﬁi;r. = I-P}e dared not look at Jethro, and his eye




CONISTON

t grandiose signature

ton, which they hore, Jethro took

them and tore them g » and slowly tossed the Ppieces into

a cuspidor convenient]y situated near the foot of the bed,
© rose and thrust his hands into his pockets,

“ Er— when Jyou get freshened up, come into Numbep
7,7 he said.

Number 7! Byt we shall ecome to that later. Supper
first, in a great pillared dining room filleg with notables,
if we only had the key. Jethro sits silent at the head of
the table eating his crackers and milk, with Cynthia on
his left and William Wetherel]l on hisright. Poop William,
greatly embarrassed | y his sudden Projection into the lime.
light, is helpless in the clutches of a lady-w:
demanding somewhat fiercely that he make an immediate
choice from a list of gj i s shooting at him
with astonishing rapidity. But who js this, sitting beside
him, who comes to William’s rescue, and demands that the

as
a generous presence, and jet-black ‘whiskers which catch
the light, which give the gentleman,as Mr. Bixby remarked,
“quite a settin’,” ‘Yes, we have met him at lagt. It ig
none. other than the Honorable Heth Sutton, Rajah. of
Clovelly, Speaker of the House, whe has condescended to
help Mr. Wetherell.

Is chamberlain, My, Bijah Bixby, sits on the other side
of the Honorable Heth, and performs the Presentation of
Mr. Wetherell. But Mr, Sutton, as becomes 3 man of high
Position, says little aftep he has rebuked the waitress, and
presently departs with a carefully chogen toothpick ;
whereupon Mr. Bixby moves into the vacant seat — not to
Mr. Wetherel]’s unqualified delight.

“I've knowed him ever sence we was boys,” said My,
Bixby ; “you saw how intimate we Wwas.  When he wants 5
thing done, he says, ¢ Bije, you go out, and git ’em.’ Never
counts the cost. He Was nice " to you — wahn’t he,
Will?”  And then Mr. Bixby leaned over and whispered

in Mr. Wetherell’s ear, “ He knows-——you understand —
he knows,”

litress who is

lady repeat the bil] of fare ? Surely a notable, for he h
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« Knows what ?” demanded Mr. ‘!(V_etherelli.
Mr. Bixby gave him another admiring lo_oth. T
& Knows you didn’t come down here wi
sights.” : e
¥ zetet‘iﬁz :i:n?stant the talk in the dlﬂ_l]l%’l mo::-tf;llrgﬁ;ﬁﬁg
i /illiam ‘Wetherell perceived a p - :
100]{11(1)% ?l?iCEUB age being shown to his se'ﬁt b){‘ t-llllleml;s?g
maqi o Ihe gem?lemau wore a great, ghtteung‘ﬁ ? o
s ]Ej':t and a watch chain that contained muc ;;u -—%uno-
hlsst}lll real cause of the silence was plainly mﬁ t 15. 36 g
L :uf wﬂo walked beside him, and whose effec Sli‘;e -
gg.?ce argued no little practiee‘andlexger.lleynifl.d e
pe that catches the eye involuntarily a olds ]
¢ Eda.ltl5 %3@33011{1(1&1, fresh-com plexloned,' with heffxr\; g’ E%lrls
Eshil;mlering gold hair._ I’Ier_%l(mgi}l}:) ;Zh;ﬂ}; S\v$it}; o
ing, was in keeping with t g |
unéjuefg rl?g.?lgéudowed her. %he carried her head fiﬁg’ ggg
ﬁzqtmved swift and evideintly f{}lt(;i giz:;gg?s tgh‘ bBi\{by’s
l 1 rogress through the : -+ Mr. Bis
lecfitcedlll*zlt?sgedhirhéj I;:?)rekeeper from this contemplation of
£
th?‘ %e];‘?-utfs};..c‘ﬂvy Hopkins of Gosport and his cIa}lgIIJ;e;;
i d-l hain’t she? Ever sence she come dow“n.lr 2
E"uil;l? gzé; 4 :she’s stirred up more turmoil than any 1:11‘ Or’s
1"k;)'(;l Ierver}seed. She was most suffocated at the gfm,ex nc; i
'b:a\ll x{:’ith fellers tryin’ to git dances Hfﬁl?e‘??’ em
fellers, too. And you understand about Alvy ?
=y him ?” ;
:‘ }Eg;ts?g;u}fe’s a-goin’ to be the next go(iviarnoy, lfgil;?;;%
i Dok ;
N Bt voicomnk to a whisper, an 1e751. :
R}): ,V\‘:r\i;helzsrle‘ﬁzz 2':1‘. “ Alvy says he has twenty -flviotill?rl:l
sa;-d dollars to put in if necessary. I'll mtroducenyffllie o .
Will,” he added meaningly. "« Guess you ca
— derstand ? ” - ] -
Sor‘?ilr %[)1{;1;1;1 !”” cried Mr. Wetherell, putting down his
i k. _ : :
kﬂif%ﬁgi ffo’l’ said Mr. Bixby, reassuringly, 1‘1‘ tw}(zré fhl;i ﬁ;
bother. Iknow him as well as Itﬁo f)im;; —;H gz hgas(; o
i I was the fir
our given names. Guess
M
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spring. He knows I go through all them river towns,
He says, ¢ Bije, you git "em,” I understood,”

William Wetherell began to realize the futility of trying
to convince Mr. Bixby of his innocence in political mat-
ters, and glanced at Jethro.

“You wouldn’t think he was listenin’, would you, Will ?
Mr. Bixby remarked.

¢ Listening ? ”’

“Kars are sharp as a dog’s. Callate he kin hear as
far as the governor’s table, and he don’t look asif he knows

anything. One way he built up his power— listenin’

when they're talkin’ sly out there in the rotunda. They’re
almighty surprised when they 'arn he knows what they’re
up to. Guess you understand how to go along by quiet
and listen when they’re talkin’ sly.”

“I never did such a thing in my life,” cried William
Wetherell, indignantly aghast.

But Mr. Bixby winked.

“So long, Will,” he said, “see you in Number 7.”

Never, since the days of Pompadour and Du Barry, until
modern American politics were invented, has a state been
ruled from such a place as Number 7T in the Pelican House
— familiarly known as the Throne Room. In this historie
cabinet there were five chairs, a marble-topped table, a
pitcher of iced water, a bureau, a box of cigars and a Bible,
a chandelier with all the gas jets burning, and a bed,
whereon sat such dignitaries as obtained an audience, —
railroad presidents, governors and ex-governors and pro-
spective governors, the Speaker, the President of the Senate,
Bijah Bixby, Peleg Hartington, mighty chiefs from the
North Country, and lieutenants from other parts of the
state. These sat on the bed by preference. Jethro sat in
a chair by the window, and never took an ¥ part in the dis-
cussions that raged, but listened. Generally there was
some one seated beside him who talked persistently in his
ear ; as at present, for instance, Mr. Chauncey Weed,
Chairman of the Committee on Corporations of the House,

who took the additional precaution of putting his hand to

his mouth when he spoke.
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hen Merrill was in the Throne Room that even-
iné},d ;;lds t:eolilﬁdentially explained to the be\vil‘dered_\‘fVQh?zu
Wetherell the exact situation in the Truro K l“(.l].l(thlh{.}‘flg)f :
Inasmuch as it has become our duty to describe this ce ‘?i
brated conflict,—in a popular and engaging mariner,u,l
possible, — we shall have to do Sor‘ghrough Mr. Wet Eere 8
eyes, and on his responsibility. The blographlefs ]o dsomg
of the gentlemen concerned have since been published, 8.1]1l
for some unaccountable reason contain no mention of the

ranchise. ‘ _

Tr‘l‘ljfllf aaul,” said Mr. Merrill —he was speaking to a
literary man—“all Gaul is divided into five railroads.
I am one, the Grand Gulf and N Ol‘t;h(:‘l'll, the impecunious
one. That is the reason I’'m so nice to everybody, Mr.
Wetherell. The other day a conductor on my \I‘OELd lla(‘l a
shock of paralysis when a man pa}d h}s fare. Then t.hﬁlf? 8
Balch, president of the ‘ Down EKast 1'0{1,(1,, as we call it.
Balch and I are out of this fight,—we don’t care whether
Isaac D. Worthington gets his franchise or not, or I
wouldn’t be telling you this. The two railroads which
don’t want him to get it, because the Truro would eventu-
ally become a competitor with them, are the Central and
the Northwestern. Alexander Duncan is president of the
Cfi?j{?e;(ander Duncan ! ” exclaimed Wetherell. “He's
the richest man in the state, isn’t he ?"’ . :

“ Yes,” said Mr. Merrill, “and he lives in a big square
house right here in the capital. He ain’t a bad fellow,
Duncan. You’d like him. He loves books. I wish you

1d see his library.”
COl‘l‘ %’rieafra.id there}’s not much chance of that,” answered
Wetherell. '

‘? Well, as I say, there’s Duncan, of the Central, e_md, the
other is Lovejoy, of the Northwestern. Lovejoy’s a
bachelor and a skinflint. Those two, Duncan and Love-
10y, are'using every means in their power to prevellkt
Worthington from getting that franchise. Have I made
myself clear ?” o

i Do you think Mr. Worthington will get it?” asked
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Wetherell, who had in mind a certain nocturnal visit af
his store.

Mr. Mérrill almost leaped out of his chair at the ques-
tion. Then he,mopped his face, and winked very delib-
erately at the storekeeper. Then Mr. Merrill laughed.

“Well, well,” he said, “for a man who comes down
here to stay with Jethro Bass to ask me that | Where-
upon Mr, Wetherell flushed, and began to perspire him-
self. “Didn’t you hear Isaac D. Worthington’s” virtuous
appeal to the people at Brampton ?” said Mr. Merrill.

“ Yes,” replied Wetherell, getting redder.

“I like you, Will,” said Mr. Merrill, unexpectedly,
“darned if I don’t. ~ I'll tell you what I know about it,
and you can have a little fun while you're here, lookin’
on, only it won’t do to write about it to the Neweastle
Guardian. Guess Willard wouldn’t publish it, anyhow.
I suppose you know that Jethro pulls the strings, and we
little railroad presidents dance. We're the puppets now,
but after a while, when I'm crowded out, all these little
railroads will get together and there’ll be a row worth
looking at, or I'm mistaken. But to go back to Worth-
ington,” continued Mr. Merrill, * he made a little mistake
with his bill in the beginning. Instead of going to
Jethro, he went to Heth Sutton, and Heth got the bill as
far as the Committee on Corporations, and there she’s
been ever since, with our friend Chauncey Weed, who’s
whispering over there.”

“Mr. Sutton couldn’t even get it out of the Com-
mittee | ” exclaimed Wetherell.

“Not an inch. Jethro saw this thing coming about a
year ago, and he took the precaution to have Chauncey
Weed and the rest of the Committee in his pocket — and
of course Heth Sutton’s always been there.”

William Wetherell thought of that imposing and manly
personage, the Honorable Heth Sutton, being in Jethro’s
pocket, and marvelled. Mr. Chauncey Weed seemed of
a species better able to thrive in the atmosphere of
pockets.

“Well, as I say, there was the Truro Franchise Bill
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gound asleep in the Committee, and when I_saac D',
Worthington saw that his little arrangement with Heth
Sutton wasn’t any good, and that the people of Phe state
didn’t have anything more to say about it than the Crow
Indians, and that the end of the session was getting nearer
and nearer, he got desperate and went to Jethro, I suppose.
You know as well as I do that Jethro has agreed to put
ill through,” :
i;]m‘j‘:.i{‘hel:l whyg doesn’t he get the Committee to report it
and put it through ?” asked Wetherell. g

“Bless your simple literary nature,” exclaimed Mr.
Merrill, «“ Jethro’s got more power than any man in the
state, but that isn’t saying that he doesn’t have to fight
occasionally. He has to fight now. He has seven of the
twelve senators hitched, and the governor. But Duncan
and Lovejoy have bought up all the loose blocks of repre-
sentatives, and it is supposed that the franchise forces
only control a quornm. The end of the session is a week
off, apd never in all my experience have I seen. a more
praiseworthy attendance on the part of members. fs

“ Do you mean that they are being paid to remain in
their seats ?” cried the amazed Mr, Wetherell. e

“ Well,” answered Mr. Merrill, with a twm_kle in his
eye, “that is a little bald and —and unparliamentary,
perhaps, but fairly accurate. * Our friend Jethro is con-
fronted with a problem to tax even his faculties, and to
look at him, a man wouldn’t suspect he had a care in the
world.” ; : :

Jethro was apparently quite as free from anxiety the
next morning when he offered, after breakfast, to show
Wetherell and Cynthia the sights of the town, though
Wetherell could not but think that the Throne Room and
the Truro Franchise Bill were left at a very crucial
moment to take care of themselves. Jethro talked to
Cynthia — or rather, Cynthia talked to Jethro upon
innumerable subjects ; they looked upon the statue of a
great statesman in the park, and Cynthia read aloud 13]18
quotation graven on the rock of the pedestal, “The
People’s Government, made for the People, made by the

»
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People, and answerable to the People.”  After that they

went into the state library, where Wetherell was intro.
duced t& the ‘librarian, Mr. Storrow. They did not go
into the State House because, as everybody knows, Jethro
Bass never went there. Mr. Bijah Bixby and other lieu-
tenants might be seen in the lobbies, and the governor
might, sign bills in his own apartment there, but the real
seat of government was that Throne Room into which
we have been permitted to enter. :

They walked out beyond the outskirts of the town,
where there was a grove or picnic ground which was also
used as a park by some of the inhabitants. . Jethro liked
the spot, and was in the habit sometimes of taking refuge
there when the atmosphere of the Pelican House became
too thick. The three of them had sat down on one of the
board benches to rest, when presently two people were
seen at a little distance walking among the trees, and the
sight of them, for some reason, seemed to give Jethro
infinite pleasure. .

“ Why,” exclaimed Cynthia, “one of them is that horrid
girl everybody was looking at in the dining room last night.”

“D-don’t like her, Cynthy ?” said Jethro.

“ No,” said Cynthia, «“I don’t.”

“Pretty — hain’t she — pretty ?”

“She’s brazen,” declared Cynthia.

It was, indeed, Miss Cassandra Hopkins, daughter of

that Honorable Alva who —according to Mr. Bixby —
was all ready with a certain sum of money to be the next
governor. Miss Cassandra was arrayed fluffily in cool,
pink lawn, and she carried a fringed parasol, and she was
gazing upward with telling effect into the face of the
gentleman by her side. This would have all been very
romantic if the gentleman had been young and handsome,
but he was certainly not a man to sweep a young girl off
her feet. He was tall, angular, though broad-shouldered,
with a long, scrawny neck that rose out of a very low
collar, and a large head, scantily covered with hair—a
head that gave a physical as well as a mental effect of hard-
ness. His smooth-shaven face seemed to bear witness that

¢ It was, indeed, Miss Cassandra Hopkins."
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1ts owner was one who had pushed frugality to the borders
of a vice. - Tt yas not a pleasant face, but now it wore an
almost benign expression under the influence of Miss Cas-
sandra’s eyes. So intent, apparently, were both of them
upon each other that they did not notice the group on the

bench at the other side of the grove. William Wetherell
ventured to ask Jethro who the man was.

“ N-name’s Lovejoy,” said Jethro.

“Lovejoy!” ejaculated the storekeeper, t'hinking of
what Mr. Merrill had told him of the opponents of the
Truro Franchise Bill. ¢ President of the *N orthwestern ’
Railroad ?”

Jethro gave his friend a shrewd look.

“ G-gettin’ posted — hain’t you, Will ?” he said.

“Is she going to marry that old man ? ” asked Cynthia.

Jethro smiled a little. « G-guess not,” said he, * guess
not, if the old man can help it. Nobody’s married him yet,
and hain’t likely to.”

Jethro was unusually silent on the way back to the hotel,
but he did not seem to be worried or displeased. He onl
broke his silence once, in fact, when Cynthia called his
attention to a large poster of some bloodhounds on a fence,
announcing the fact in red letters that “ Uncle Tom’s
Cabin” would be given by a certain travelling company
at the Opera House the next evening.

“ L-like to go, Cynthy ?

“Oh, Uncle Jethro, do you think we can go?”

“Never b’en to a show—hey Yyou — never b’en to a
show ? 7

“Never in my life,” said Cynthia.

“We'll all go,” said Jethro, and he repeated it onece or
twice as they came to Main Street, seemingly greatly
tickled at the prospect. And there was the Truro Fran-
chise Bill hanging over him, with only a week left of
the session, and Lovejoy’s and Duncan’s men sitting so

tight in their seats | William Wetherell could not under-
stand it,

CHAPTER XIV
IN WHICH THE BACK SEATS ARE HEARD FROM

p ked
ter, when Mr. Wetherell knocl
i ﬁ(‘i&f_‘F&‘ta%l}ll}?l%I;rl'?,—, drawn thither by an 1rx"§‘351st1k§§
1nm!osij‘rc — the door was opened by a portly pelionhx;rin
cur:e ay,shining silk hat and ample gold wafc (& ain
‘;ﬁe entleman had, in fact, just a1‘1:1ved; but hle S?rble-
erfegtly at home as he laid down his hat on }; 16 glwater
Eo ed bureau, mopped his face, took a glass o }lclze i
tpp ulp, chose a cigar, and sank down gradually I
%ec? ¢ Mr. Wetherell recognized him instantly as

father of the celebrated Cassandra.

> sai n, “I’ve got to come
in’;:)‘gﬁau%["}]ligllll?,lic?glf %g%eg:;n;{;;l?;yhow, jgst to make
e v e s
v&tﬁsaé{ﬁrtig‘l i f&rvlfﬁ:i t(})ja nI}f:sB;alzie Alvy Hopkins of
rt.”
B Topins s trom the b R
im}‘) 11.3?::51);011 }11;2%0‘1?11 vzggn‘lr? r{l;n m\%f;(‘at;ui}::izlrl,’;rilé?} ds:.a.ii{i
11:::31,‘:12};orr;g}iiigghlroglf:;;? }Z[(;Ju1nfraagg something to me,
anzl{%‘;rﬁ’;min’t a politician,” said Jethro. «Hr— Alvy 27
“Hello | ” said Mr. HO,I,)kHlS.
:: ?frﬁtgﬁéuhggn;fegiml:eal tactful,” sai_él tht:,l Ho&u:;gb;es
Alyvy, sinking down again, ;;El)le’d have introduce :




