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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
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:: ?frﬁtgﬁéuhggn;fegiml:eal tactful,” sai_él tht:,l Ho&u:;gb;es
Alyvy, sinking down again, ;;El)le’d have introduce :
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the next governor of the state. Everybody knows I want
to be governor, everybody knows I've got twenty thou-
sand,dollars in the bank to pay for that privilege. Every-
body knows I'm going to be governor if Jethro says so.”

William ,Wetherell was a little taken aback at this
ingenuous statement of the gentleman from Gosport. He
looked out of the window through the foliage of the park,
and his eye was caught by the monument there in front
of the State House, and he thought of the inscription on
the base of it, “ The People’s Government.” The Honor-
able Alva had not mentioned the people — undoubtedly.

“Yes, Mr. Wetherell, twenty thousand dollars.” " He
sighed. “Time was when a man could be governor for
ten. Those were the good old days— eh, Jethro ? ”

“A-Alvy, ‘Uncle Tom’s Cabin’s’ comin’ to town to-
morrow — to-morrow.”

“You don’t tell me,” said the Honorable Alva, acquies-
cing cheerfully in the change of subject. « We’ll go.
Pleased to have you, too, Mr. Wetherell.”

“Alvy,” said Jethro, again, “‘Unecle Tom’s Cabin’ comes
to town to-morrow.”

Mr. Hopkins stopped fanning himself, and glanced at
Jethro questioningly.

“A-Alvy, that give you an idea ?” said Jethro, mildly.

Mr. Wetherell looked blank : it gave him no idea what-
soever, except of little Eva and the bloodhounds. For a
few moments the Honorable Alva appeared to be gtoping,
%00, and then his face began to crease into a smile of Gom.
prehension.

“By Godfrey, Jethro, but you are smart: ' he ex-
claimed, with involuntary tribute ; « you mean buy up the
theatre ? ” - ¢

“ C-callate you'll find it’s bought up.”

“You mean pay for it? ” said Mr. Hopkins.

“ You've guessed it, Alvy, yon've guessed it.”

Mr. Hopkins gazed at him in admiration, leaned out of

the perpendicular, and promptly drew from his trousers’

pocket a roll of stupendous proportions. Wetting his
thumb, he began to push aside the top bills.

THE BACK SEATS ARE HEARD FROM 171

“ How much is it ?” he (1e(inanded.

ut Jethro put up his hand.

‘I‘BNO hurry, Alvy—n-no hurry. H—Honorable‘A_lvpr
Hopkins of Gosport — p-patron of ' the :theatre_. Hain’t
the first time you’ve b'en a patron, Alvy. ; s

s Jethro,” said Mr. HopKins, solemnl,y, putting up In‘{
money, “I'm much obliged to you. I'm free to say I'c
never have thought of it. If you ain’t t,he all-firedest
smartest man in America to-day,—1 don’t except anyf,
even General Grant,—then I ain’t the next governor o
his state.” g _

; I\Vhereupon he lapsed into an even more expressive

1 his face still glowing. P
Sﬂiﬂﬁi,— j‘-\,lvy,” said Jethro. presently, ¢ what’s the name

f your gal ?” 5
o Wel%,” said Mr. Hopkins, “I guess you've got me.
We did christen her Lily, but she didn’t turn out exactly
Lily. She ain’t the type,” said Mr. Hopkins, slowly, not
without a note of regret, and lapsed mtoA s.lxlen?c:a’.

“ W-what did you say her name was, Alvy !

“I guess her }name’s Cassandra,” said the Honorable
Alva. S

¢« (C-Cassandry ?” 7 S

« Well, you z;ee,” he explained a trifle apologetmall’),
“ghe’s kind of taken some matters in her own ]mndf;, my
gal. Didn’t like Lily, and it didn’t seem to ﬁh(,
anyway, so she called herself (Cassandra. Read it in a
book. ~ It means, * inspirer of love,’” or some such poetll.:yl )
but I don’t deny that it goes with her better than Lily
would.” o

“Sh-she’s a good deal of a gal, Alvy— fine-appearin

al, Alvy.” & ‘
g8 - Upoil my word, Jethro, I didn’t kan you ever llvc_)ol’uﬁ
at a woman. But I suppose you couldn’t help lookin
my gal —she does seem to draw men’s eyes as if she was
magnetized some ways’ Mr. Hopkins did not speak ag
though this quality of his daughter gave him gnrr;ll_x?]

delight. ¢ But she’s a good-hearted gal, Cassy is, lgt-
gpirited, and I won’t deny she’s handsome and smart.
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She’ll kind of grace my position when I’'m governor. But
to tell you the truth, Jethro, one old friend to another,
durned if I don’t wish she was married. It’s a terrible
thing for a father to say, I know, but I’d feel easier about
her if she was married %o some good man who could hold

. her. There’s young Joe Turner in Gosport, he’d give his
soul to have her, and he’d do. Cassy says she’s after bigger
game than Joe. She’s young —that’s her only excuse.
Funny thing happened night before last,” continued M.
Hopkins, laughing. « Lovejoy saw her, and he’s b’en out of
his head ever since. Al must be pretty near my age,
ain't he ? Well, there’s no fool like an old fool.”

“A-Alvy —introduce me to Cassandry sometime —
will you?”

% Why, certainly,” answered Mr, Hopkins, heartily, « I’ll
bring her in here. And now how about gettin’ an ad-
journment to-morrow night for ¢ Uncle Tom’s Gabin’?
These night sessions kind of interfere.”

Half an hour later, when the representatiyes were pour-
ing into the rotunda for dinner, a crowd was pressing
thickly around the desk to read a placard pinned on the
wall above it. The placard announced the coming of Mr.
Glover’s Company for the following night, and that the
Honorable Alva Hopkins of Gosport, ex-Speaker of the
House, had bought three hundred and twelve seats for the
benefit of the members. And the Honorable Alva him-
self, very red in the face and almost smothered, could be
dimly discerned at the foot of the stairs trying to fight
his way out of a group of over-enthusiastic friends and
admirers. Alva —so it was said on all sides— was doing
the right thing. s

S0 it was that one sensation followed another at the
capital, and the politicans for the moment stopped buzzing
over the Truro Franchise Bill to discuss Mr. Hopkins and
his master-stroke. The afternoon Chronicle waxed enthu-
siastic on the subject of Mr. Hopkins’s generosity, and
predicted that, when Senator Hartiugton made the motion
in the upper house and Mr. Jameson in the lower, the
General Court would unanimously agree that there would

THE BACK SEATS ARE HEARD FROM 173

be no evening sessiﬁn on éol;i foﬁlowing day. The Honor-
a was the hero of the hour.
ab}flﬁ:‘;}t::;c)on Cynthia and her father walked through
the green park to make their first visit to the St&.te }dlfg.lse.
They stood hand in hand on the cool, 11}&1'ble-p3\i;a 7 oocli
of the corridor, gazing silently at the stained an da, ter% '
battle-flags behind the glass, and Wetherell See‘r_rée : 20 ;
listening again to the appeal of a great Pl;lebl i{l gl
great Country in the time of her dire nee —11 1e 5
galling on the body to fight for itself. ~Wethere blseenri ¢
to feel again the thrill he felt when he saw the et a,d
men of this state crowded in the train at Bo}iton; a,nrs
to hear again the cheers, and the sobs, anq t edpltd‘j.fees
as he looked upon the blood that stained st;tls and s ni)
alike with a holy stain. With that blood the coll_mt}iy
had been consecrated, and the state — yes, ‘anc thg
buildin® where they stood. So they wrent on I;Pou :
stairs, reverently, nor heeded the noise of t-llc:'s,ehnnub1:f tlple
about them, and through a door into the great hall o
i ives of the state. e
repﬁ{%ieit:‘t;ixture of emotions, a jumble of joy. aﬁg fso;-
row and reverence and mirth and flippancy, of }lg . fe(i
ing and heresy. In the morning William Wet mre1 Hla
laughed at Mr. Hopkins and the twenty thousaudi) dollars
he had put in the bank to defraud the people; 1utlnow'
he could have wept over it, and as he lookec] down
upon the' three hundred members of that I-Iops.eij he WO}lll-
dered how many of them represented their nelgi%'{orSL w (1
supposedly had sent them here—and hm.v many : r ov?s
joy’s railroad, Mr. Worthington’s railroad, or another man
ilroad. :
- But gradually he forgot the battle-flags, and his 111023
changed. Perhaps the sight of Mr, Speaker Sutgonnq f
ering above the House, the very essence and ]llh{ : cil
authority, brought this about. He aroused in Wet mtea
unwilling admiration and envy when he a.rols? {ch_n pu :
question in his deep voice, or rapped sternly with his ga\rf
to silence the tumult of voices that arose from tum; j(;
time; or while some member was speaking, or the ecler
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was reading a bill at breathless speed, he turned with
wonderful nonchalance to listen to the conversation of the
gentlemen on the bench beside him, smiled, nodded, pulled
his whiskers, at once conscious and unconscious of his high
position. .And, most remarkable of gl to the storekeeper,
not a man of the three hundred, however obscure, could
rise that the Speaker did not instantly call him by name,

William Wetherell was occupied by such reflections ag
these when suddenly there fell a hush through the House.
The clerk had stopped reading, the Speaker had stopped
conversing, and, seizing his gavel, looked expectantly over
the heads of the members and nodded. A sleek, com-
fortably dressed man arose smilingly in the middle of the
House, and subdued laughter rippled from seat to seat as

he addressed the chair,
“Mr. Jameson of Wantage.”

his throat impressively and #looked

Mr. Jameson cleared
smilingly about him,

“Mr. Speaker and gentlemen of the House,’
“if I desjred to arouse the enthusiasm — the j
siasm — of any gathering in this House, or in this city, or
in this state, I should mention the name of the Honorable
Alva Hopkins of Gosport. I think T am right.”

Mr. Jameson was interrupted, as he no doubt expected,
by applause from floor and gallery. He.stood rubbing his
hands together, and it seemed to William Wetherell that

the Speaker did not rap as sharply with his gawel as he
had upon other oceasions.

“ Gentlemen of the House,”

continued Mr. Jameson,
presently, “the Honorable Alva Hopkins, whom we all

know and love, has with unparalleled generosity — un-
paralleled, I say — bought up three hundred and twelve
seats in Foster’s Opera House for to-morrow night ”
(renewed applause), “in order that every member of this
august body may have the opportunity to witness that most
classic of histrionie productions, ¢ Uncle Tom’s Cabin.’
(Loud applause, causing the Speaker to rap sharply.)
“That we may show a proper appreciation of this compli-
ment, I move you, Mr. Speaker, that the House adjourn

> he said,
ust enthu-
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t later than six o’clock to-morrow, YVledn,e,sday evening,
not to meet again until Thursday morning. T
noMr Jameson of Wantage handed tlie Teso 1411\111(‘) L

and idst renewed applause. Mur. -
il bers turned in their seats as
oticed that many members tu ‘ :
2;:;11 Ela,pl)ed, and glancing along the gfxlleb_ y hfa og;lmgﬁei
ﬂ‘s:{l of red and perceived the radiant MISS aissx_a,n ¢S s
alf leaning over the rail, her hands clasped in ecf rrg{i
ij"\?[r Lovejgy was not with her —he evidently prefe
bay his attentions in private. .. |
% ‘Pi}yhlellli she is again,” whispered Cyr{ﬂil'?:e “;1(;0 ’\Illflsg
incti aordinary dislik N
aken an instinctive and extraordinary d
%ﬁ?nﬁ?ﬁ Then Mr. Sutton rose majestically to put the
quﬁs(?;lllf:lemen, are you ready for the (%lltlastigé; 1‘;11]:;1011?;?)?11
se in favor of the resolution of the o
:ﬁtllit%(:eﬁl:' Jameson — ” the Speaker stoppe(% ab&&!p}iﬁ
: , e g ats o around, a -
islators in the front seats swung and p
Tllel;eh}etgi;: gallery craned forward to see a member Smn]fi{;?l%
IE:t his seat in the extreme rear of the hall. Helw:as a,l i
an in an ill-fitting coat, his wizened face F}Gd.lliﬁ'z 1h o
m e for the broom-shaped beard under his chin, whic v
;ﬁv held in his hand. His thin, nasal voice 1wa,s Sorl\lfllr
how absurdly penetrating as he addressed the\ c‘m.}irs:e Mo
Sutton was apparently, for once, t:dken _bybb‘u_lgnf{); e
stared a moment, as though racking his brair
m‘rfl'i"he gentleman from Suffolk, Mr. Heath,” he said, and
iling a little, sat down. ; j e
Snl’i};:égé*;ut-lelna11 from Suffolk, still holding on to his beard,
itched in without preamble. . e, :
Pl ‘?i’(\:’?e farmers on the back seats don’t often git ‘21011‘122;3
to be heard, Mr. Speaker,” said he, amidst a gener e
ing from the front seats. “ We come down here w1k1 i
a.ngy Parnin’ of parli'ment’ry law, and beforel“i?l . ];a,id
what’s happened the session’s over, ,and’ we u;Od e
nothin’.” (More daughter.) There_s!b en a acljr e
times when I wanted to say somethin’, and this

malde up lny lllllld I was c‘l.-gOIIl tO——LLW or no 1“‘“‘-
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(Applause, and a general show of interest in the gentle-
man from Suffolk.) « Naow, Mr. Speaker, I hain’t ag’in’
‘ Uncle Tom’s Cabin.” It'sa good play, and it’s done an
almighty lot of good. And I hain’t sayin’ nothin’ ag’in’
Alvy Hopkins nor his munificence. But I do know
there’s a sight of little bills on that desk that won’t be
passed if we don’t set to-morrow night —little bills tHat
are big bills for us farmers. That thar woodchuck bill,
for one.” (Laughter.) « My constituents want I should
have that bill passed. ~ We don’t need a quorum for them
bills, but we need time. Naow, Mr. Speaker, I say let all
them that wants to go and see ¢ Uncle Tom’s Cabin’ go and
see it, but let a few of us fellers that has woodchuck bills
and other things that we’ve got to git through come down
here and pass ’em. You kin put ’em on the docket, and I
guess if anything comes along that hain’t jest right for
everybody, somebody can challenge a quorum and bust up
the session. That’s all.”

The gentleman from Suffolk sat down amidst thunder-
ous applause, and before it died away Mr. Jameson was on
his feet, smiling and rubbing his hands together, and was
recognized, :

“ Mr. Speaker,” he said, as soon as he could be *heard,
“if the gentleman from Suffolk desires to Pass woodchuck
bills ” (renewed laughter), “he can do so as far as I'm
concerned. I guess I know where most %f the members of
this House will be to-morrow night —” (Cries of ¢ You're
right,’ and sharp rapping of the gavel.) «Mr, Speaker,
I withdraw my resolution.”

“The gentleman from Wantage,” said the Speaker,
smiling broadly now, * withdraws his resolution.”

As William Wetherell was returning to the Pelican
House, pondering over this incident, he almost ran into a
distinguished-looking man walking briskly ‘across Main
Street.

“It was Mr. Worthington ! ”” said Cynthia, looking after
him. .

But Mr. Worthington had a worried look on his face,
and was probably too much engrossed in his own thonghts
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i i had, in fact, just come
ice his acquaintances. He ; : :
Eoll;l‘??hc: Throneql{oom, where he haddbcteu tci{ rilgn;ln(; i]1 z:hlllg
{ session was almost over, and to as _
th:i:(fi}mtz%i:)m:tbout the Truro Bill. Jethro had given
med :
i satisfaction. . : .
th]g?n::an and Lovejoy have their people. d};}au?:i %c;e,svx‘g
there nightand day,” Mr. Worthington had ssa,z1 el
ot a bare majority on a full House; but you }(j e
%are to risk it. What are you going to do about it,
Bass ?” : o
« W-want the bill to pass — don’t you ! .
:‘ éir‘tignly,” Mr. Worthington had cried, on the edge o
losing his temper. il 5
-left it to me —didn’t you ! S :
::I{';: blllt I’'m entitled to know what's being done. I'm
aying for it.” _ 04
E Xﬂc-hain’t paid for it yet — 1}0\:’ you ?
“No, I most assuredly lgwgn £ :
-be ait till you do. ; ' = i
i}]ﬁe?-;tt%;v very 1)i(tt-1e satisfaction in th&&, a.-néﬁ3 ;Ir]t.-, Z
Worthington had at length been compellve \-IEO 3 Ecan,
fuming, to the house of his frlen_d t}?i _eneugg s plers-ﬂade Mr:
! tempt for the twentieth time to | :
%ﬁi&aﬁj 1?(? gal{}oﬂf -his dogs who were s1ttm% Wﬁ; s;ilé
praiseworthy pertinacity in thgn‘ seatst.h o ;n e
friends walked on the lawn, Mr. Wor ;ggb i,
explain, likewise for the t‘;rentlelt%ii;n?]%, o :y e
1 f the Truro Railroad coulc y 1%
%gﬂagian traffic of the Central, Mr. Dunca.r(i 8 :Sgﬂ'to i
Mr. Duncan “could not see it that way, qnt ’Elank i
present ally, Mr. Lovejoy, arﬁd ;efused poin
his dogs. Business was business. -
Oﬂltuii m}gappa.rcnt-ly inexplicable fact, howe:i;;et}gi ]}lca,n
Worthington and his son Bob were guests a oD
mansion at the capital. Two countries ma}y non3sent _mz
but their sovereigns may be friends. In!t l'eilli‘oqd.s v
stance, Mr. Duncan and Mr. Worthington .S Iqwhff dove
‘opposéd, diplomatically, but mmthe_r year l‘drlc |
Truro Railroad and the Central acting as one. :
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Worthington had no intention whatever of sacrificing Mr,
‘Duncan’s friendship. The first citizen of Brampton pos-
sessed one quality so essential to greatness — that of look-
' ing into the future, and he believed that the time would
come when an event of some importance might create a
perpetual alliance between himself and Mr, Duncan. In
short, Mr. Duncan had a daughter, Janet, and Mr. Worth-
ington, as we know, had a son. And Mr. Duncan, in
addition to his own fortune, had married one of the richest
heiresses in New England.  Prudens futuri, that was Mzr.
Worthington’s motto.
The next morning Cynthia, who was walking about the
town alone, found herself gazing over a picket fence at a
great square house with a very wide cornice that stood by
itself in the centre of a shade-flecked lawn. There were
masses of shrubbery here and there, and a greenhouse, and a
latticed summer-house: and Cynthia was wondering what
it would be like to live in a great place like that, when a
barouche with two shining horses in silver harness drove
past her and stopped before the gate. Four or five girls
and boys came laughing out on the porch, and one of them,
who held a fishing-rod in his hand, Cynthia recognized.
Startled and ashamed, she began to walk on as fast as she
could in the opposite direction, when she heard the sound
of footsteps on the lawn behind her, and her own name
called in a familiar voice, At that she hurried the faster;
but she counld not run, and the picket fence was half
a block long, and Bob Worthington had an advantage over
her. Of course it was Bob, and he did not scruple to run,
and in a few seconds he was leaning over the fence in front
of her. Now Cynthia was as red as a peony by this time,
and she almost hated him.

“Well, of all people, Cynthia Wetherell ! he cried ;
“didn’t you hear me calling after you ?

“Yes,” said Cynthia.

“ Why didn’t you stop ?*

“1 didn’t want to,” said Cynthia, glancing at the distant
group on the porch, who were watching them. Suddenly
she turned to him defiantly. «T didn’t know you were in
that house, or in the capital,” she said.
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« And Isdidn’t know you were,” saide]ob, upg?d:rh‘zﬁg
ine intelligence the meaning of her w
n:i?’.(;gll;rnfos;. “Igf I had known it, you can l‘)?e:, I would
zave looked you up. Where are you staying ¢
L Pelican House.” i :
“ %fthg;? » said Bob, ¢ with all the politicians? How did
rou happen to go there ?” :
}0:} L{R-l.}l)lsass asked my father and me to come down (fT(')l.lina
few days,” answered Cynthia, her color heightening aolaré
Life is full of contrasts, and Cynthia was becoming aw
of some of them. .
s Jethro ?” said Bob. : g :
:t g::: leUnile Jethro,” said Cynthia, smiling in spite of
4 ¢ > smile.
self. He always made her smi S
he%‘s %ncle Jethro owns the Pelican House, SaﬁdtBIDb(iidn’t
“Does he? I knew he \Yasi a greftlt man},]erl;”
oreat he was until I came down = ;
kng"rnlzl(;;; said this so innocently that Bob 1epe1?tedl 1]}‘;2
ﬂippyancy on the spot.  He had heard occasional remar
is elders about Jethro. it ; :
Of‘l‘nls g.iiln’t mean quite that,” he said, growmg‘; re;i El-
his turn. “Uncle Jethro— Mr. E)ass_ls a great m
. That’s what I meant.” o :
. ‘??ﬁf{ehe’s a very good man,” said Cynthia, whfo ,}Etl%?f)
stood now that he had spoken a little lightly of Jethro,
resented it. g
anf} Il’?ieim-e of it,” said Bob, eagerly. Then ﬂ(]yn&};g;
began to walk on, slowly, and he followed her on l?to %
sidge of the fence. “Hold on,” he 9}rled, «] haven’t sa
If the things I want to say — yet. s _
ha“f\Vlﬁat do you want to say ?”’ asked Cynthia, still
alking. “I have, to go.” : "
- l‘1‘]x(1)1111gnc>, you don’t! Wait just a minute — won’t y((lju ?ut;
C}'n‘;hia, halted, with apparent un\r\glllmgnleis, sil\]v t%at
] 3 sh
t her toe between the pickets. hen she ¢ s
Ec)llllerelwa,s a little patch on that toe, and dre\\é it 1‘1} Iaggg::t
“ What do you want to say ?” she ):ep’t,aa,tfj,A - saddodly
believe you have anything to say at all.” n L
she flashed a look at him that made his hear p:
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“I do—T swear I do,” he protested. « Tan coming
down to the Pelican to-morrow morning to get you to
go for a walk.” ; i

Cynthia could not but think that the remoteness of

the time he set was scarce in keeping with his ardent
tone.

“I have som
she answered.

“ Then I'll come to-morrow afternoon,” said Bob, in.
stantly.

“ Who lives here?” ghe asked irrelevantly.

“Mr. Duncan, I'm visiting the Duncans.”

At this moment g carryall joined the carriage at the
gate. Cynthia glanced at the porch again. The group
there had grown larger, and they were still staring.
She began to feel uncomfortable again, and moved on
slowly,

“ Mayn’t I come?” asked Bob, going after her, and
seraping the butt of the rod along the palings, z

“Aren’t there enough girls here to satisfy you ? ”” asked
Cynthia,

“ They’re enough — yes,” he said, «
could hold a candle to you.”

Cynthia laughed outright. .

“I believe you tell them all something like that,”
she . said. ;

“I don’t do any such thing,” he retorted, and then he
laughed himself, and Cynthia laughed again.

“I like you because you don’t swallow everything
whole,” said Bob, « and — well, for a good many other
reasons.” And he looked into her face with such frank
admiration that Cynthia blushed and turned away.

“I don’t believe a word you say,” she answered, and
started to walk off, this time in earnest.

“ Hold on,” cried Bob, They were almost at the end
of the fence by this, and the pickets were sharp and
rather high, or he would have climbed them,

Cynthia paused hesitatingly.

“I’ll come at two o’clock to-morrow,” said he; “we're

ething else to do to-morrow morning,”

but none of ’em
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oing onva picnic to-day, to Dalton’s Bend, on the river,
% wish I could get out of it.” e

Just then there came a voice from the gateway.

“Bob ! Bob Worthington ! ” ; i

vagy both turned i11301unta,r11y. A slender glil_ with
light brown hair was standing there, waving at him,

¢ Who's that ? 7 asked Cynthia. _ AeS

:"Flrlllg;” said Bob, in some confusion, * oh, that’s
Janet Duncan.” 2

5 -by,” said Cynthia.

:‘ %?E? %oglaing to-morrow,” he called after her, but shlel,
did not turn. In a little while she heard the carrya
b]ehincl her clattering down the st-i}'eet,blts plasiﬁilggg

3 1 2 e( o 1
ing and joking merrily. Her face el 5
}:a}i;%];l}?tgthat tgley ‘;§ere laughing at heli ;tSh‘? ﬁ. 1.~,h.etclil t;?ii;]i
e sk stopped to talk wi
* heart that she had not stopr talk
:hu El: I;:e:linn*'s. The girls, indeed, were giggling as the
ca.fryall [J&.SSZd, and she heard someli)ody c;ﬂl o?t h;i :c?lﬁfé
g ' t of the seat and wa :
but nevertheless he leaned ou S
i f laughter. Poor Cynthia
hat at her, amid a shout o g _ e
i i ‘ears of vexation were in he
She did not look at him. Tears of vexation v e
i : his visit to the eapita
and the light of her joy at t isit to
tfalji:?]i:ared, and she wished she were back in C-omst?n'. 'Shg
thought it would be very nice to be rich, and to live in
reat house in a city, and to go on picnics. :
gl?I?‘hellicrht flickered, but it did not wholly 1go ggtwitllf 15
1 mthia was endow ;
s not been shown that Cynthia was
}fla%,lir 1amc»unt of sense, many of fthese 1;4.%'35_ hz:ig l;iiﬁ
i i e in :
itten in vain. She sat down for a whi
'l.wnrtil thought of the many things sh? hadlt'() f;ees‘cghanlifl?&
i ; i ras Jethro’s kindness. /
for — not the least of which was ndne \nd
she remembered that she was to see “ Uncle Tom’s Cabin
that evening. ;
Such are the Joys and sorrows of fifteen !




