CHAPTER XV
THE WOODCHUCK SESSION

Mg. AMos CUTHBERT named it 80 —our old friend
Amos who lives high up in the ether of Town’s End
ridge, and who now represents Coniston in the Legisla-
ture. He isthe same silent, sallow person as when Jethro
first took a mortgage on his farm, only his skin is begin-
ning to resemble dried parchment, and he is a trifle more
cantankerous. On the morning of that memorable day
when “Uncle Tom’s Cabin® came to the capital, Amos
had entered the Throne Room and given vent to hig
ntleman in the back seat

feelings in regard to the ge
who had demanded an evening sitting on behalf of the
- farmers.

“Don’t that beat all |” cried Amos.
their darned woodchuck session ;
to it. For cussed, crisscross co
moss-back Democrat from a one-hoss, one-man town like
Suffolk. I'm a-goin’ to see the show.”

“ G-goin’ to the show, be you, Amos??”
“Yes, 1 be,” answered Amos, bitterly.
goin’ nigh the house to-night.”

he departed.

“I wonder if he really is going ?”
looking at the ceiling. And then h

“ Why shouldn’t he go?”

Mr. Merrill’s answer

whereupon he, too, departed. And while Wetherel] was
pondering over the Possible meaning of these words the
Honorable Alva Hopkins entered, wreathed in smiles, -
and closed the door behind him,
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“Let them have
there won’t nobody go
ntrariness, give me g

said Jethro.
“1 hain’t a-
And with this declaration

queried Mr. Merrill,
e laughed.
asked William Wetherell.

to this question was a wink,
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« It’s all fixed,” he said, taking a seat near Jethro in the
indow. 2 o
Wl‘rfS—seen your gal — Alvy —seen your -glal\l.
Mr. Hopkins gave a glance at Wethere s
« Will don’t talk,” said Jethro, and resume his insp e
tion through the lace curtains of what was going on
(=]
: tl' . . . ]
th?‘ ét;:seandry’s got him to go,” f;l(tl Mr. Hogﬁnsﬁhe; Iliiﬁ
d, as sure as Sunday. If it misses fire, tl ,
ilévgf em;ant-ion the governorship again. But if 111:1 ddonuz
miss fire,” and the Honorable Alva leaned over and p

i X i ir et the
. his hand on Jethro’s knee, ¢ if it don’t miss fire, I g

nomination. Is tha.1(:l r.igii 1‘? i
-you've guessed it, Alvy :
:t %h}a.(‘é:; ;llgI want to know,” declared the EOEorabilte
Alva ; “ when you say that much, y:}u nevtsllfso Jiﬁh ::)n :
y and give the orders, Jethro. .
And you can go ahead an e o
ee that the boys get the tickets. '
gzzeatﬁeid on her shoulders, and she tl;xlldd{;fo ;mg’ffe;o Eg
too.” He got as far as the 5
%1?:118;30&!1’1(1 bestowed upon Jethro a glance of} gndo,l,ﬂ;;ei(cil
tribute. ¢ You've done a good many smart t 1‘111%5i ”
he, « but I guess you never beat 1}3}115, and ngvs—‘f]zeril;m. e
; ; 3 ~r *? ere hro,
“ H-hain’t done it yet, Alvy,” answer
looking out through the window curtains ~atttheTi‘é§;
cha.ngi?]q groups of gentlemen in the stllee‘ o
groups had a never ceasing il};tel'eft {folreJ g; (31,11101311;:31};031;
idn’ g t had he be
Mr. Wetherell didn’t talk, bu )
incuiable of gossips he felt that he could 11:& e (SloneI nng
damage to this mysterious affair, wha.?-ever% wa e
certain event, Mr. Hopkins was promised the _gloxi e
ship: so much was plain. And it was also eviden iba
Migs- Cassandra Hopkins was in some way to hi? jl;ihro
mental. William Wetherell did 1;(_)1; hli?rt-{)ﬁse”m . |
t he thought a little of sounding Mr. o
El?en T;e camg to the conclusion that it would be wiser for
him not to know.
113‘1E1-—Will,” said Jethro, preientiy, “you know Heth
Sutton — Speaker Heth Sutton ?

”
.
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“Yes.”

“ Er — wouldn’t mind askin’ him to
before the session — if he wag comin’ b

“ Certainly not.”

“ Er — if he was comin’ by,” said Jethro.

Mr. Wetherell found Mr. Speaker Sutton glued to a
pillar in the rotunda below. He had some difficulty in
breaking through the throng that pressed around him,
and still more in attracting his attention, as Mr. Sutton
took no manner of notice of the customary form of placing
one’s hand under his elbow and pressing gently up.

ummoning up his courage, Mr. Wetherel] tried the sec-
ond method of seizing him by the buttonhole. He paused
in his harangue, one hand uplifted, and turned and glanced
at the storekeeper abstractedly.

“ Mr. Bass asked me to tell you to drop into Number 7,”
said Wetherell, and added, remembering express instruc-
tions, “if* you were going- by.”

Wetherell had not anticipated the magical effect this
casual message would have on Mr. Sutton, nor had he
thought that so large and dignified a body would move

step in and see me
¥y —would you 2.

80 rapidly. Before the astonished gentlemen who had -

penned him in could draw a breath, Mr. Sutton had reached
the stairway and was mounting it with an agility that
did him credit. Five minutes later Wetherell saw the
Speaker descending again, the usually impressivé quality
of his face slightly modified by the twitching of a smile.

Thus the day passed, and the gentlemen of the Lovejoy
and Duncan factions sat as tight as ever in their seats,
and the Truro Franchise bill stil] slumbered undisturbed
in Mr. Chauncey Weed’s committee.

At supper there was a decided festal ajr about the din-
ing room of the Pelican House, the little band of agri-
cultural gentlemen who wished to have a session not being
patrons of that exclusive hotel. Many of the Solons had
sent home for their wives, that they might do the utmost
justice to the Honorable Alva’s hospitality. Even Jethro,
as he ate his crackers and milk, had a new coat with bright
brass buttons, and Cynthia, who wore a fresh gingham
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i 1 had helped to de-
ich Mi Kittredge of Coniston ,
Wh;lfhs%)&lfsz?rsgggmed in deference to Jethro’s taste as to
sign,
i ; at her throat. : _ :
tle’IE“‘hlelcnlnilzﬁ;fedtable under the chandelier was ‘:!;1]?1 1;1112:;%
iat eﬁrmament of Miss Cassandra Hopkms..dent " ths;
dm.a the future governor, sat the presi oaf gt
Eelfﬁnzhwestern” Railroad, Ml‘-l Lgvej?ly’tgssz:yetﬁ'lt Sy
ing satellites. People began t g
0 r?v?wﬁ,ghsg}t:ﬁedl at last, now that he had lo_st his liez;ﬂ.
L“‘;fffﬁ' ;; unaccountable fasifon ?{s to pz?lrl 1‘;:15h :0\3; I
. it y lly known that b i
ic3 7as very generally .. : 19,
Pl;?{lécénaéngf 1:11: Honorjgble Alva’s 11n7medmt.e party at t_ha
m T m b bin. ?
for f « Uncle Tom’s Ca : :
Pell\io.l néa;;i?;g r Sutton, of course, would have 1_;0}1?01 ggﬁigl;?
1 lxlmal of the theatre as a penalty of his hlgtl p("*nthia
PfieaSMerrﬂl who sat at Jethro’s table next th ﬁ oy
31 r-t (;VGllillg: did a great deal qf joking with dcll?uck 2R
11;; Heth al;out having to preside over a wolo hask
ion vhich the Speaker, so Mr. Wetherell twu?'lli’n .
glm’li’sgonishiuwly good part, and seemed YOrE (?(1){ higm. .
lllr i'e the gregt sacrifice which his duty req_uu& Lo
m‘Kfter supper Mr. Wetherell took a seat in th b
As an -observer of human natures he hgr,t} -}.)eglirlllere D
fascination in watehing the group of pohtmulis. littie o
?Sgll he encountered Mr. Amos Cuthbert, 113 kit
121&01{ eyes burning brightly, and he was looking
irr‘i‘tglglt;vgg’c}zecé.o_mg to the show, Amos?” remarked the
storekeeper, with an attempt at cordiality. Lin fonih
To his bewilderment, Amos turned L}?P,?T}ll satil
« Who said I was going to the show?” he snap
1f told me.” = = -
:: %.:g?l’gogéilt to know whether I’'m a-goin’ or not,
S
id- and walked away. S eros Sy
Sal%flk}illréosﬂ“[?.l(“;etherell sat meditating upontlgl;:in1‘1:§€ch
licable retort, a retired, scholarly looking ge-il hemea R
E white beard, who wore sEectacgbs:lg?gfy ?}gok e
di the barber shop and ¢ :
: ﬁi&lﬁig‘mfm%lhe storekeeper’s attention was next distracted
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by the sight of one who wandered slowly but ceaselessly
from group to group, kicking up his heels behind, and
halting always in the rear of the speakers. Needless to
say that this was our friend Mr. Bijah Bixby, who wag
following out his celebrated tactics of “going along by
when they were talkin’ sly.”  Suddenly Mr. Bixby’s eye
alighted on Mr. Wetherell, who by a stretch of imagina-
tion conceived that it expressed both astonishment and
approval, although he was wholly at a loss to understand
these sentiments. Mr. Bixby winked — M. Wetherell
was sure of that. But to his surprise, Bijah did not
Ppause in his rounds to greet him.

Mr. Wetherell was beginning to be decidedly uneasy,
and was about to g0 upstairs, when Mr. Merrill came
down the rotunda whistling, with his hands in his pock-
ets. He stopped whistling when he spied the storekeeper,
and approached him in his usual hearty manner.

“ Well, well, this is fortunate,” said Mr. Merrill ; “how
are you, Dunéan? I want you to know Mr. Wetherell.
Wetherell writes that weekly letter for the Guardian you
were speaking to me ahout last year. Will, this is Mr,
Alexander Duncan, president of the ¢ Central,’

“How do you do, Mr. Wetherell ? > said the scholarly
gentleman with the spectacles, putting out his hand.
“I'm glad to meet you, very glad, indeed. I read your
letters with the greatest pleasure.”

Mr. Wetherell, as he took Mr. Dunecan’s hand, had a
variety of emotions which may be imagined, and need not
be set down in particular.

“ Funny thing,” Mr. Merrill continued, “ I was lookin
for you, Duncan. It oceurred to me that you would like
to meet Mr. Wetherell, I was afraid you were in Bos-
ton.”

“I have just got back,” said Mr. Duncan.

“I wanted Wetherell to see your library. I was tellin g
him ahout it.”

“I should be delighted to
Mr. Duncan. That library, a
cial weakness of Mr. Duncan’s

show it to him,” answered
s is well known, was a spe-

THE WOODCHUCK SESSION 187

i helmed:

illiam Wetherell, who was quite overw
I:;%erg’élﬁ?g the great Mr. Duncan had actually rez%_c%‘
o letters and liked them, could scarcely utter a selgne,i
%i: S\rord. Almost before he realized what had hap-

‘pened he was following Mr. Duncan out of the Pelican

mystified once more by
e, when the storekeeper was mystifiec :
f%ltfgé':l;iﬁl another wink from Mr. Bixby, conveying:
admiration. . : :
un}z{;}éllfleddﬁl?y you write a book, Mr. Wetherell ? ”_
inquire(%rthe railroad president, when thgy were crossing
th?‘ Iljac{glll’t think I could do it,” said Mr. ‘Vethere.ll, mc:id_;:
estly. Such incense was overpowering, and he imme
tely forgot Mr. Bixby. § i
ate‘}}Yfaglgyou can,” said Mr. Dlll)nc‘?zﬁ, = onI)XrT flt():;u 33;1‘;5
i, “Tak er ginning. Youes
t. Take your letters fora beginn: o o
g:(?g:lrel well enough, Whenf you tr}gi 1Eile \I\ :]iqﬂoﬁ;ra;g
ipti the lonely hill-farm on the spur— shall WivhiE
ng:lléilﬂig fthat: they gaunt farmer, toiling e\e‘; Y g}lnugg
Eetween sun and sun; the thin, patient won:uﬁu}1 1Le.n 1;11'% o
a task that never changed orlightened; the children g .
ing up and leaving one by one, some to the 5}1{-11133, somli11 :
th% V\?est until the old people are left alone 111f the e'vgx oﬁ
of life—joo the sunsets and the storms. Of course y
rite a book.” : ek | :
ml;.\?[i “Il)ﬁicr:i-n quoted other letters, and William Wether |
1l thrilled. Poor man! he had had little enou’gllw_ 1ncens§
?n his time, and none at all flmtlﬁ thoel Igzgz{‘t‘;hict 1%3;32}:1113':
i ‘ th the cor :
to the big square house wi cortiios Whioh SEE
he day before, anfi walked 2 th - _
ilhalc‘loﬁe?lli]felipen 3L-loor. William Wetherell had a %lu;?li)sg
of a gre-at drawing-room with high windows, oqd‘,f 01 W tfc(; .
was W.gvafted the sound of a piano and of ym}lt‘il ut ];)(1)11@]).1;“
and laughter, and then he was in the library. 19‘ e
of one man owning all those ;bookihm;ierpox:‘(;aﬁ:e e
i ¢ : e floor o
There they were, in stately rows, from tt he by
ili th which to reac .
1 d a portable ladder wi ‘
cell\ﬁ%ﬁﬁncan? understanding perhaps someiunﬁr ‘(;T); tﬁliz
storekeeper’s embarrassment, proceeded to take dowr
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treasures: first editions from the shelves, and folios and mis-
sals from drawers in a great irof safe in one corner and
laid them on the mahogany desk. It was the railroad
president’s hobby, and could he find an appreciative

guest, he was happy. It need scarcely be said that he”

found William Wetherell appreciative, and possessed of
a knowledge of Shaksperiana and other matters that
astonished his host as well as pleased him. For Weth-
erell had found his tongue at last.

After a while Mr. Duncan drew out his wateh and gave
a start.

“By George! ” he exclaimed, «if’s after eight o’clock.
T'll have to ask you to excuse me to-night, Mr. Wetherell.
I'd like to show you the rest of them can’t you come
around to-morrow afternoon ?”’ Bl

Mr. Wetherell, who had forgotten his own engagement
and “Uncle Tom’s Cabin,” said he would be happy to come.

And they went out together and began to walk toward
the State House.

“It isn’t often I find a man who knows anything
at all about these things,” continued Mr. Dunean, whose
heart was quite won. « Why do you bury yourself in
Coniston ?”

“I went there from Boston for my health,” said the
storekeeper.

* Jethro Bass lives there, doesn’t he ?” said Mr. Duncan,
with a laugh. ¢ But I suppose you don’t know anything
about politics.” : '

“1 know nothing at all,” said Mr. Wetherell, which
was quite true. He had been in dreamlangd, but now the

- fact struck him again, with something of a shock, that
this mild-mannered gentleman was one of those who had
been paying certain legislators to remain in their seats.
Wetherell thought of speaking to Mr. Duncah of his
friendship with Jethro Bass, but the occasion passed.

“I wish to heaven I didn’t have to know anything
about politics,” Mr. Duncan was saying; “they disgust me,
There’s a little matter on now, about an extension of the
Truro Railroad to Harwich, which wouldn’t interest
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ou, but you can’t conceive what anuisance it has bee;n to
zva.t::.h that House day anll night, as I've had to: It’s ng
joke to have that townsman of yours, Jethro Bass, oppose
1 ou. 1 won’t say anything against him, for he may be
of:z:ien.d of yours, and 1 have to use him sometimes my&
: 1£.” Mr. Duncan sighed. “It’s all very sordid an
SE:m.o ing. Now this evening, for instance, wh,en we
iﬁli hjig have enjoyed ourselves with those books, I've got
togo to the House, just because some backwooc}s’ faunl-
ersgwant to talk about woodchucks. I suppose it's ffoo-
ish.” said Mr. Duncan; *but Bass Itas tricked us so o ttijc]l
that D've got into the habit of bein’g watchful. I shon
been here twenty minutes ago.” .
ha{fy this time they had come to the entrance of thei Sfiat:'
House, and Wetherell followed} Mr. 1]—;[‘)“]](35&11 1:1,11:2ﬂ e:f:{)grs
! i in evera
look at the woodchuck session himse = cral et
ried by and up the stairs, some of them :
g;;‘l%ﬁcky - andlthe lobby above seemed, even tc: t-i(lle
storekeeper’s unpractised eye, a t“ie Méltlz;{?mf;tlilj 2:.] :. anné_[
: o ) : e
chuck session. Mr. Duncan mutter g,
i i i it he steps that led to the
ckened his gait a little on t _
g:ilery. This pgiace was almost empty. Theylwen‘t dozrll-
to the rail, and the railroad president cast his eye ov
he House.
- ?‘ Good God !” he said sharply, “there’s almostrfx quorum
here.” He ran his eye over thé members. ¢ There is a
rum here.” _ -
qult\)-ﬂ ]IIl)uncan stood drumming nervout'.s:lljl; with hll)s ﬁngg;g
o Tai i low. The members
on the rail, scanning the heads be emb ‘
: i rough the seats, like an army
scattered far and wide throug < s
i istening in si to the droning voice o
in open order, listening in silence
‘t‘rh»zsL }i:lerk. Moths burned in the gas flames, and Jl}n:;
bugs hummed in at the high windows and tilted age&n
the walls. Then Mr. Duncan’s finger nails whltened‘ as
his thin hands clutched the rail, and a sense pf 3 ]%?ntli%
event was upon Wetherell. Slgwly he realized tha
i i : roice.
as listening to the Speaker’s deep vo ;
Waf‘ The Cogmmittee on Corporations, to whom Wait red
ferred House Bill Number 109, entitled, An Act to exten




