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CHAPTER XVI
“ CYNTHIA LOVED You”

THERE are certain instruments used by scientists so
delicate that they have to be wrapped in cotton wool and
kept in dustless places, and so sensitive that the slightest
shock will derange them. And there are certain souls
which cannot stand the jars of life— souls created to
register thoughts and sentiments too fine for those of
coarser construction. Such was the soul of the store-
keeper of Coniston. Whether or not he was one of those
immortalized in the famous Elegy, it is not for us to say.
A celebrated poet who read the letters to the Guardian
—at Miss Lucretia Penniman’s request — has declared
Mr. Wetherell to have been a genius. He wrote those
letters, as we know, after he had piled his boxes and
rolled his barrelssinto place; after he had added up the
columus in his ledger and recorded, each week, the small
but ever increasing deficit which he owed to Jethro Bass.
Could he have been reinoved from the barrels and the
ledgers, and the debts and the cares and the implications,
what might we have had from his pen? That will never
be known.

We left him in the lobby of the Opera House, but he
did not go in to see the final act of ¢ Uncle Tom’s Cabin.”
He made his way, alone, back to the hotel, slipped in by
a side entrance, and went directly to his room, where
Cynthia found him, half an hour later, seated by the open:
window in the dark,

“ Aren’s you well, Dad ? ” she asked anxiously. “Why
didn’t you come to see the play ? ”

‘i‘ I — T was detained Cynthia, ” he said. “*Yes—1I am
well.”
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i i Hde head and his
+ down beside him and fel't his fgre ‘
haﬁgz s:‘nél the events of the evening which were on her

lips to tell him remained unspoken.

«You ought not to have left Coniston,” she sa%;i ;1:%08.
excitement is too much for you. We will go bac
row. " e =
mc“ers, Cynthia, we will go back to-morrow.
the morning? ” -
: (I)nni}nl}(lae early g1r;1'a'1n,” said Wetherell, ¢ and now you
o to sleep.” : W ;
£ } gam glad,’i3 said Cynthia, as shg lilbsed h:;ne ; ‘ﬁmﬁ
' joyed i am gre
ioht. «I have enjoyed it here, an : tefu
ITIJlgczle Jethro for bringing us, but—but L like Coniston
best slept but a few hours.
William Wetherell could have btep‘ttering fow
: wi :
When he awoke the sparrows were ring oute g
ol smells of the morning were coming 1n _
f:lr(?\sx}; C::nd the sunlight was just striking acrc{:ﬁs tl}fh??is:
thl'(}l;ﬂ‘h the green trees of the Capitol Pa:b.f e
mémbrance of a certain incident ofd the mgl}l}t_ el ot: }feb a,:gd
i : is clothes
into his mind, and he got up and drew on :
ﬁllrc:ls; his few belongings into the carpet-bag, and 1}(11001{2;;
on Cynthia’s door. She was already dressed, and her ey
1 searchingly on his face. iy 5
reS‘E%ail you a%ei’t well. I know it,” she said.
he denied that he was not.
IEI‘:; ‘loelongings were in a neab httlle bupdlsh;ml(;]:; 1;}?;
g t them 1n ¢
arm. But when she went to pu he B
i e m, took everything ou
ave an exclamation, knelt down, ; o
c folded each article over age
that he had packed, and ) | )
with amazing quickness. ; 'flhentihe 1:{1;;}51?]; &péﬁ) Szgr?lai
of the room lest she had forgotten anyutamig, lose e
y : he corridor. bBut whe
and they went outand along the i
1k\.)’\EJL'%"d}e1'ell tfu‘ned to go down the stairs, shti: S?EF?S ?l},lm
« Aren’t you going to say goodby to Uncle . eé e
« ]I would rather go on and getin the train, Cynthia,
said. ¢ Jethro will understand. A
he(‘;f;:lthia was worried, but she did not care to 1ezw1f.1 ;n;::&
and she led him, protesting, into the dining room.
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a sinking fear that they might meet Jethro there, but
only a few big-boned countrymen were scattered about,
attended by sleepy waitresses.

pect how his head was throbbing, Wetherell tried bravely
to eat his breakfast. He did not know that she had gone
out, while they were waiting, and written a note to J ethro,
explaining that her father was ill, and that they were
going back to Coniston. After breakfast, when they
went to the desk, the clerk stared at them in astonish-
ment,

“Going, Mr. Wetherell? ” he exclaimed.

“I find that I have to get back,” stammered the store-

keeper. “ Will you tell me the amount of my bill ?
“Judge Bass gave me instructions'that he would settle
that.”

“It is very kind of Mr. Bass,”
prefer to pay it myself.”

The man hesitated.

*The judge will be very angry, Mr. Wetherell.”

“Kindly give me the biil.”

The clerk made it ‘out and handed it over in silence.
Wetherell had in his pocket the money from several
contributions to the Guardian, and he paid him. Then
they set out for the station, bought their tickets and hur.
ried past the sprinkling of people there. The little.
train for Truro was standing under the sheds, the hiss-

ing steam from the locomotive rising perpendicular in the
still air of the morning, and soon they were settled in
one of the straight-backed seats. The car was almost
empty, for few people were going up that day, and at
length, after what seemed an eternity of waiting, they
started, and soon were in the country once more —in that
wonderful Truro valley with its fruit trees and its clover
scents; with its sparkling stream that tumbled through
the passes and mirrored between green meadow-banks the
blue and white of

the sky. How hungrily they drank in
the freshness of it.

They reached Tr
little tavern there,

said Wetherell, «“but I

uro village at eleven. OQutside the
after dinner, the green stage was

Lest Cynthia might sus-
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d up; and Tom the driver cracked his long whip
‘drawn

oV tlle MO] gr‘u‘ﬂ I(J(Ldelﬁ d;ll(l Lhey Stvarte(.l, SW&YIIlg 1mn t)h.e
er

- d
16 . reat stones that eroppe
uts a olting over the grea s A
i 1111;.5 dln(id] U% they climbed, through 112{,11fmfnwm)]fd
e . tflerem(;—;wil}"s hedged with alder antl ieiES and
= t’hbl i v grape, adorned with oxey S
spmé?cl}l_‘es and the big purple flowers Wh'llcll 1"1'e3:3 o
tlgell i,] d’;{, well. They passed, too, Wil . ‘;};e o
andgoxl‘?th primeval trees, where the iris -afea--fowl i
hioe - amone the fallen trunks and the Wc}\ 1 at length,
1t1ly géﬁ‘ Otther across the blue st-retches% 1{ tl?lcﬁy cameoout
0 ea & > 1 1 .bl to 1a N S
s ras beginning Visibly B3
o 'th; ;}eli? ;11? éjr‘f “the \\-'Estem side an}d S'?V‘ again )Fhe
into Eirilnelof Coniston once more Rgm?‘sifllenix) ;011 love it
*¥Dad,” said Cynthia; as she gazed’ld oy
b tter‘ than any other place in the W(')Ti !
eHe did. But he could not answer 11?' Isaac Wozrth-
An hour later, from the tllllltopi -i}fe(:};?e of Brampton
: ’s mills, they saw the terraced stet B in
nilgtm{;bi:;]c‘}h;oon ihe horses were stmé(lhng W 1% 311"\?:1‘{; ig
church, ¢ : . , f Mr. Sherman's te
; »g in front of 1 ! i
g i;nd “Siiezt? = and Lem Hallowell, 11131 ]m;f;lt; ;:CE
¥ n .« el . 9
Eglfiz?\?“?ith joy, was lifting Cynthia out of the c
athers. ) . : .
e bmi:}gido’f’ E?e cried, * this i1s a httle\\ry_ﬁ'gt S’i‘lgo
UL ] E L . T ?
d EJP({I&;:;%’S the’matter with the ca.‘pl_tfd,fe?”l By this
Wigk-ed and s’ophisticateql dO\\";l t{s:ﬁ'}éclgbl}:;un}d nda T
' Jetherell, too, had reached t in luig own 4168
tlmelq \r‘ 'ldlth‘?:zeéd into his face the laughter in }}1]531‘1\’:;1“’0n-
s 0“61 . /e place to a look of concern. - Moses’s
ﬁway an(m%g\ b‘LIcJ:k ” he said, *you're as white as !
er ye ¢ BC:2s >
2 : M gad nthia.
hoisi{e isn’t feeling very well, Lem; situ‘xn?fi,ou git him
« Jest tuckered, that’s all,” a'nslwered’tJ%e "long. Hurry
e stace, Cynthy, 1 won . B -
g :;IllFI(ioZl'lszb 'goin,”) he called, and h{rlfl{%lf ?Elczfldhis
%wm cr:tebjfrom,the back of the cloach. f&n( clilt]:ied g
E?g:lde;- He had his cargo on in a Ji y.:}ad o Coniiton
?1 . es, and they turned into the familiar r
Orses,
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just as the sun was dipping behind the south end of the
mountain. *

“They’ll be surprised some, and disappointed some,”
said Lem, cheerily; « they was kind of plannin’ a little cele-
bration when you come back, Will —you and Cynthy.
Amandy Hatch was a-goin’ to bake a cake, and the minis-
ter was callatin’ to say some word of welcome. Wahn't
goin’ to be anything grand — jest homelike. But you was
right to come if you was tuckered. I guess Cynthy
fetched you. Rias he kep’ store and done it well,— brisk-
er'n I ever see him, Rias was. Wait till T put some of
them things back, and make you more comfortable,
Will.”

He moved a few parcels and packages from Wetherell’s
feet and glanced at Cynthia as he did so. The mountain
cast its vast blue shadow over forest and pasture, and
above the pines the white mist was rising from Coniston

ater —rising in strange shapes. Lem’s voice seemed to
William Wetherell to have given way to a world-wide
silence, in the midst of which he sought vainly for Cyn-
thia and the stage driver. Most extraordinary of all, out
of the silence and the void came the checker-paned win-
dows of the store at Coniston, then the store itself, with
the great oaks bending over it, then the dear familiar
faces, — Moses and Amandy, Eph Prescott limping toward
them, and little Rias Richardson in an apron with a scoop
shovel in his hand, and many others. They were not
smiling at the storekeeper’s return — they looked very

grave. Then somebiody lifted him tenderly from the
stage and said: — 2y

“ Don’t you worry a mite, Cynthy. Jest tuckered, that’s
all.” : ;

William Wetherell was « just tuckered.” The great
Dr. Coles, authority on pulmonary troubles, who came all
the way from Boston, could give no better verdict than
that. It was Jethro Bass who had induced Dr. Coles
to come to Coniston — much against the great man’sineli-
nation, and to the detriment of his patients: Jethro who, on
receiving Cynthia’s note, had left the capital on the next

S —— e T STy
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i one to
train and had come to Coniston, and had at once g
, ialist. ks ;
i forttﬁisge:;iy 1 came,” said the famo‘ushglliy]i:]cg?ﬁ
‘]‘)I‘dgggaham Rowell of Tarleton, “} Itlfl\’gl SB sl
el something about that man Jethr et
Therells Zu to do his will. He has a most e:(cl ke
porsonality. 1 this storokosper & greot biend O\
«Th intimate friend he ha ‘ : :
D Iﬁ}:\ggﬁf 1‘1‘12(?1113 of us could ever ;Lmdglstand it. An
't . 3 rships her. ’
. 1, Jethro Bass worship o
E ‘{ollf ?\Eggé’ could cure him, I'd trust her to do it
-al-born nurse.” : _ i)
3 1$§21?£v20}%1§sicians were ta,lk;]l)g 13_1 tl]cm; 1;(3:111?2 :)r; o
i D ind the store when Jethro Ce
little garden behin
g way. = :
th?‘ {Iir?;) li;)olgs as if he were suffering, too,
physician, and he Wa.}i ¢
upon his shoulders.
said Dr. Coles.

* gaid the Boston

ked toward Jethro and laid 2 ha(,il(;t
sive him until winter, my friend,
=]

tep — on that same
at down on the doors : L
_{18?11‘; Ef?lstesres he had talked with _Cyntlr}*:ﬁen()ggog o
millstor and was silent for a long while. [isdo
bEf?iri;scenes of sorrow, but the snght (o) - 1
1'flt:;:'aing unnerved him, and he turlx}e% rom it.
« D-doetor 9 Saig Jeﬁhro, ﬂ:‘t‘) if.:s :? e caid.
1 ed again. 3 0% o
‘]‘j 1138 c?c?cc;c?fﬂl irfn Wetherell hgdl’lt tbb entgot ﬁ‘gec ;;?Ja.ll? =
i ived — if he hadn’t been U o
Wﬁ‘tﬂd h? 234:(? ’l’usr:id Dr. Coles, «“if Mr. \Vetz{:eriuw}gﬁ L
Ml}'r ercll in ;nvarm house, and had alwiiy'sldi-il o
Wagsh 11v ed over the rough places and ai niel ol i
g}ulorms(.a Il)w might have livedjlonger. t is
me that he has lived so long. B

; the doctor went way, ) ey
tini];d:uf}llfig 1011g professional life had the veil been

1 id to
in the train he said
s g little. But as he sat in i e
{19]:11?;1? thaat; ];In this visit to the hamlet of Coniston he
1

t glimpse of all. e
hm\?ﬁﬁ;ﬁf %geiiexgell gullied,- as Dr. Coles had predic
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from that first sharp attack, and one morning they brought
up a reclining chair which belonged to Mr, Satterlee,
- the minister, and set it in the window, There, in the still
days of the early autumn, Wetherell looked down upon the
garden he had grown to love, and listened to the song
of Coniston Water. There Cynthia, who had, scarcely
left his side, read to him from Keats and Shelley and
Tennyson — yet the thought grew on her that he did not
seem to hear. ‘Even that wonderfyl passage of Milton’s,
beginning « So sinks the day-star in the ocean bed, ” which
he always used to beg her to repeat, did not.seem to move

im now.

The neighbors came and sat with him, but he would
not often speak. Cheery Lem Hallowell and his wife,
and Cousin Ephraim, to talk about the war, hobbling
slowly up the stairs — for rheumatism had been added
to that trouble of the W ilderness bullet now, and Ephraim

was getting along in years ; and Rias Richardson stole up

in his carpet slippers ; and Moses, after his chores were
done, and Amandy with her cakes and delicacies, which
he left untouched — though Amandy never knew it. Yes,
and Jethro came. Day by ‘day he would come silently
into the room, and sit silently for a space, and go as
silently out of it. The farms were neglected now on
Thousand Acre Hill. William Wetherell would take his
hand, and speak to him, but do no more than that.

There were times when Cynthia leaned over him, lis-
tening as he breathed to know whether he slept or were
awake. If he were not sleeping, he would speak her name:
he repeated it often in those days, as though the sound
of it gave him comfort ; and he would fal] asleep with
it on his lips, holding her hand, and thinking, perhaps,
of that other Cynthia who had tended and nursed and
shielded him in other days. Then she would steal
down the stairs to Jethro on the doorstep : to Jethro
who would sit there for hours at a time, to the wonder
and awe of his neighbors, Although they knew that he
loved the storekeeper as he loved no other man, his wag
a grief that they could not- understand.
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i -row had
Cynthia used to go to Jethro in the gardetll. S}?I ;%:r }i:d
£ ht them very near together ; and 1t 1?111%_1“% =
brougk' before, now he had become her e
loved fnm The first time Cynthia saw hnn,‘wc:zn e
her-"li‘sec?fget;he illness had passed and t-(llle Slt:,(:"nl:’e&d e
?Ol?fyintr apathy had come, she l}ladh}ud ]en)tl e
. lde i B ethro kept the y
i U and wept there. I Pt 4 .
hﬁthsﬁﬁgl%eegr stains on it, to his dying day, and nev
with ; |
wo"re‘ = aﬁi:gs-ﬁsometimes I think if he hndnl: lgom;w}ag
th'22$£a1 Cynthy, this mightn't hev come,” he s
e ce ; 3>
e “h ]ejr toicll?: ‘doctor said that didn’t matter, Ur;.:cle lJ) 2&1‘1;;?(;(1
he zi:swered, trying to comfort him. Sillsh 00,
ih t something had happened at the'capt}( o
« N-never spoke to you about anything the
: = tonth -‘ ?n
SP?‘k%tO 1)12:1;1()’} r;ltlr;nsald. « He —he hardly speaks at
0, :
J Jethro.” . o
au’()ll;eml}}fight morning aft}er ‘ehe1 3;111:)1;;&%34?;[?%; nistoi
sumachs and ma, 8 e
W, fmscé}.);hfgail: \:ih red, Rias leal_lardsoré3 C;Tlfi :,te:tl
:‘Ej t]:,r 1‘;‘{1& stairs and whispered spmetht'r_lg{) ;:gl— 3 i o
o Dpad ” ghe said, laying down her <,
2 : 9
i Will you see him? - e
M%I';fr-lllli:an: \\}etlzerell gave her a great fr 1gh’c::G - I:Iz;teqngth
f o his pillows, and seized her wrist wtl1 a.m
1;?1:!)1ic€? 1318 had not thought rema{?ed \1{1@ [l-l:il 111152 .
¢ Mr. Merrill !” he cried — * Mr. 1 - o
i‘ BYIéb ’}I;;;ivered Cynthia, agitatedly, “he’s downsta
- 2 2”2 ; :
_in&tlll{e i??nreio come up,” said Wetherell, sinking back .
i »
in, “ask him to come up. B
agaén,ntlgz as she stood in the passage, v:las o]fdt::gﬂt i
b yt it ’She was thoroughly frightene 1Bar13 'Jethro, -
:ooghe éarden to ask Jethro’s af(j:;’lvil]c;ﬁ.f i uhour g
i i - said, had gone o Bt s
Ml{?%iﬁkr!lgs Pi}nos\?v1 that Mr. Merrill had arrived. Cynt
an e :
went back again to her father.
r
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“ Where’s Mr. Merrill ?” asked Wetherell.

“ Dad, do you think you ought to see him ? e — he
might excite you.”

“ I insist upon seeing him, Cynthia.”

William Wetherell had never said anything like that
before. But Cynthia obeyed him, and presently led Mr.
Merrill into the room. The kindly little railroad presi-
dent was very serious now. The wasted face of the store-
keeper, enhanced as it was by the beard, gave Mr. Merrill
such a shock that he could not speak for a few moments
— he who rarely lacked for cheering words on any oceca-
sion. A lump rose in his throat as he went over and stood
by the chair and took the sick man’s hand.

“I am glad you came, Mr. Merrill,” said Wetherell, -

simply, “1 wanted to speak to you. Cynthia, will you
leave us alone for a few minutes ? 7

Cynthia went, troubled and perplexed, wondering at
the change in him. He had had something on his mind
— Dow she was sure of it —something which Mr. Merrill
might be able to relieve.

It was Mr. Merrill who spoke first when she was gone.

“I was coming up to Brampton,” he said, “and Tom
Collins, who drives the Truro coach, told me you were
sick. I had not heard of it.”

Mr. Merrill, too, had something on his mind, and did
not quite know how to go on. There was in William
Wetherell, as he sat in the chair with his eyes fixed on
his visitor’s face, a dignity which Mr. Merrill had not
seen before — had not thought the man might possess.

“I was coming to see you, anyway,” Mr. Merrill said.
“I did you a wrong — though as God judges me, I did
- not think of it at the time. It was not until Alexander

Dunecan spoke to me last week that I thought of it at all.”

“ Yes,” suid Wetherell,

“ You see,” continued Mr. Merrill, wiping his brow,
for he found the matter even more difficult than he had
imagined, — ¢ it was not until Duncan told me how vou
had acted in his library that I guessed the truth — that I
remembered myself how you had acted. I knew that you
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i i it 1so knew that you
were not mixed up in politics, but, Ia
ng'g :12 intimate friend of Jethro’s, and I thought Ehat
Wou had been let into the secret of the qudphugk 2?13.5}1&1:‘.
't defend the game of pohtlcs_ as it is p {L). L L
%Vc}azil:eieclf but all of us who are friends of Jethro’s are
generally ’wﬂling to lend a hand in 1ax}y]htt-lti mancetcl:;;le
is goi n, and a practical joke when we :
thatis going on, and have a prac ‘ el e
i 7 tting there beside
It was not until I saw you si e
he idea occurred to me. lt didn’t
filéaat{ otfl difference whether Dunlca,n 101‘ Lov?]ay %ﬁa?tt?r Ei;g
- ided t didn’t learn of the
House or not, provided they e
arly ause some of their men had been boug
03(;.13.}} : ]ﬁcgt?it'ed Jethro’s sense of humor 1‘:% lpla,ylti‘le ga;gs
: — and it was very effective. 1en I saw :
znge‘{)iﬁide Duncan I remembered that he had spoken aboug
the Guardian letters, and the notion occurred to n{te to}ge
him to show you his library. I have explainec :uto b:én:;
that you were innocent. 1-—1I hope you haven
wo%?llfilug;l Wetherell sat very still for a while, .gazifng out
of the window, but a new look had come into his ey ﬁsd 5
« Jethro Bass did not knou;l that you — that you ha :
d me?” he asked at length. ey
i N‘IE » replied Mr. Merrill, thickly, “no. He didn’t 1$’110w
a thincr’ about it — he doesn’t know it now, I belnev;;. 3
A smile came upon Wetherell’s face, but Mr. Merri
could not look at it. e
“ You have made me very happ{,t tsaii t;lr?) Et{)reliei%?é
remulonsly. ¢ I—1I have no right to —1I he
213512;1:1] (ﬂllz }money —he has supported my daughter and
myself all these years. But he had never asked me t(l)d-:
to do anything, and I liked to think that he never qoult
Mr. Merrill could not speak. The tears were stream-
ing down his cheeks. ol S
o LI()\‘w:‘ram: you to promise me, Mr. Merrill,” he went on
presently, “-I want you to promise me that you will never
speak to Jethro of this, or to my daughter, Cynthlaé.tiu i
Mr. Merrill merely nodded his hee}d in assent.
could not speak.
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“ They might think it was this that caused my death, -
1t was not. I know very well that I am worn out, and
that I should have gone soon in any case. And I must
leave Cynthia to him. He loves her as his own child.”

William Wetherell, his faith in Jethro restored, was
facing death as he had never faced life, Mr. Merrill was
greatly affected.

“ You must not speak of dying, Wetherell,” said he,
brokenly. « Will you forgive me?”

“There is nothing to forgive, now that you have ex-
plained matters, Mr. Merrill,” said the storekeeper, and
he smiled again. « If my fibre had been a little tougher,
this thing would never have happened. There is only onep
more request I have to make.” And that is, to assure Mr.,
Duncan, from me, that I did not detain him purposely.”

“I will see him on my way to Boston,” answered Mr.,
Merrill..

Then Cynthia was called. She was waiting anxiously
in the passage for the interview to be ended, and when
she came in one glance at her father’s face told her that
he was happier. ~She, too, was happier.

“I wish you would come every day, Mr. Merrill,” she

said, when they descended into the garden after the three ]

- had talked awhile.” It is the first time since he fell ill
that he seems himself.”

Mr. Merrill’s answer was to take her hand and pat it.
He sat down on the millstone and drew a deep breath of.
that sparkling air and sighed, for his memory ran back
to his own innocent boyhood in the New England coun-
try. He talked to Cynthia until Jethro came.

“I have taken a fancy to this girl, Jethro,” said the
little railroad president, “ I believe I'll steal her ; a fellow
can’t have too many of ’em, you know. I’ll tell you one
thing, — you won’t keep her always shut up here in Con-
iston. She’s much too good. to waste on the desert air.”
Perhaps Mr. Merrill, too, had been thinking of the Elegy
that morning. I don’t mean to run down Coniston —
it’s one of the most beautiful places I ever saw. But seri-
ously, Jethro, you and Wetherell ought to send her to

-
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school in Boston after a while. She’s abo_u? the‘_a%e ?of
my girls, and she can live in my house. . Ain’t I right .

« D-don’t know but what you be, Steve,” Jethro answere
slo:vllyém right,” declared Mr. Merrill, “ you’ll back me
in this, I know it. 'Why, she’s hke‘your own daughter.
You remember what II sag;. I mean it. — “What are you

inking about, Cynthia ?” : :
thl‘l‘ﬂlnfl;l:uldn’t lea\?e Dad and Uncle J ethl'q,’ she said.

& \Vliy, bless your soul,” szud. Mr. Merrill, « bru}gUDaid
along. We'll find room for him. And I gu,e.sal ncle
Jethro will get to Boston twice a month if you re there.

% And Mr. Merrill got into the buggy with Mr. Sherman
and drove away to Brampton, thinking of mafy‘thmgs.

“S-Steve’s a good man,” said Jethro. (/:)c,?me up
here from Brampton to see your father —did he e

“ Yes,” answered Cynthia, “he is very Iln_nd. h‘e
was about to tell Jethro what a strange difference t. 1i
visit had made in her father’s spirits, but some 1nst1ncd
kept her silent. She knew that Jethro had never cea_.:el
to reproach himself for inviting Wetherell to the ;aplll al,
and she was sure that something had happene tf er‘e
which had disturbed her father and brought on thatd eaﬁ-
ful apathy. But the apathy was dispelled now, an f 8 te
shrank from giving Jethro pain by mentioning the‘ acd.

He never knew, indeed, until many years aftel{":;f]t]r >
what had brought Stephen Merrill to Coniston. Gl en
Jethro went up the stairs that afternoon, he found William

Wetherell alone, looking out over the garden with a netv];rl
peace and contentment in his eyes. Jethro dx.'ew br_c?f? :
when he saw that look, as if a great load had been lifte
his heart. . :

fm‘fﬂF—feelin’ some better to-day, W'ill_? ” he said.

“I am well again, Jethro,” rephegl th_e st-ore};ejeper,
pressing Jethro’s hand for the first time mjfnout- hs.

“ S-soon be, Will,” said J ethro, « s-soon be. e

Wetherell, who was not speaking of the welfare of the

nswer. : :

bog}:fe[fi;lhiisthaé said presently, ¢ there is a little box lying
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in the top of my trunk over there in the corner. Will you
get it for me ?”

Jethro rose and opened the rawhide trunk and handed
the little rosewood box to his friend. Wetherell took it
and lifted the lid reverently, with that same smile on his
face and far-off look in his eyes, and drew out & small
daguerreotype in a faded velvet frame. He gazed at the
picture a long time, and then he held it out to Jethro;
and Jethro looked at it, and his hand trembled.

It was a picture of Cynthia Ware. And who can say
what emotions it awoke in Jethro’s heart ? She was older
than the Cynthia he had known, and yet she did not seem
80. There was the same sweet, virginal look in the gray
eyes, and the same exquisite purity in the features. He
saw her again — as if it were yesterday — walking in the
golden green light under the village maples, and himself
standing in the tannery door; he saw the face under the
poke sbonnet on the road to Brampton, and heard the
thrush singing in the woods. - And —if he could only
blot out that scene from his life | — remembered her, a
transformed Cynthia, —remembered that face in the lan-
tern-light when he had flung back the hood that shaded
it 3 and that hair which he had kissed, wet, then, from the
. sleet. Ah, God, for that briefest of moments she had
been his !

So he stared at the picture as it lay in the palm of his
hand, and forgot him who had been her husband. But at
length he started, as from a dream, and gave it back to
Wetherell, who was watching him. Her name had never
been mentioned between the two men, and yet she had
been the one woman in the world to both.

“1It is strange,” said William Wetherell, « it is strange
that I should have had but two friends in my life, and that
she should have been one and you the other. She found
me destitute and brought me back to life and married me,
and cared for me until she died. And after that — you
cared for me.” 2

“ You— you mustn’t think of that, Will, *twahn’t much
what I did — no more than any one else would hev done.”

« CYNTHIA LOVED YOU” 215

«Tt was everything,” answered the storekeeper, sug P}}gr :;
«each of you came between me and destrulcltlon. Len
is something that I have always meant to te ym;, ]g GW,
__something that it may be a comfort for you to know.

ia loved you.” :
Cyﬁéﬂsol?jass Flid not answer. He got up and stood in

i 7, looking out. ; :
th?« ‘yv\lfllllii“s’heonmrrtied me,” Wetherell continued stefnglly,
wghe told me that there was one whom she had never been
able to drive from her heart. And onesummer elvell]nng‘,;; :
how well I recall it! — we were walking 1.111{1611 t Je d—len
on the Mall and we met my old employer, Mr. Ju 20 ;
the jeweller. He put me in mind of the .youn.g}g{ 3013111 1§;f
man who had come in to buy a locket, and I aske Lerr -
she knew you. Strange that I should have remembere

our name, wasn’t it? It was then that she led me to a
gench and confessed that you were the man \:rhom] she
gould not forget. I used to hate you then— E}tb mL}c }1 ai
was in me to hate. I hated and feared .you w ien lesn
came to Coniston. Bllt’POW I can tell you—I can ev

7 in telling you. :
be}‘g;[ﬁgg Il%ntst: léro%.ged. He put his hand to his thro&t};} ag
though he were stifling. Many, many years ago e 11@
worn the locket there. And now ? Now an llmp(wil
seized him, and he yielded to it. - He thrust his han tlm
his coat and drew out a cowhide vf'alletr, an(l_ﬁm{x Eﬁ
wallet the oval locket itself. The;e it was, tal‘l]_lfh?( \-Vgl
age, but with that memorable inscription stl lceglthe,

— «Cynthy, from Jethro”; not C_ynthm, bu.t.(1 ({n_t _yI;

How the years fell away as he read it ! He han eh it 1
gilence to the storekeeper, and in silence went to tﬁe xlvm-

dow again. Jethro Bass w?s a tman who could find no
out r his agony in speech or tears. '

ouf‘le';.gefs?” saidg\\’gtherelfl, “] thought you w'vo;LﬂdAha\?
kept it. Dear, dear, how well 1 remember it | t“tie

remember how I patronized you when you came mto : 1;

shop. I believed I should live to be sometluIng in d_e

world, then. Yes, she loved you, Jethro. can m1e

more easily now that I have told you —it has been' on my
mind all these years.”

-
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The locket fell open in William Wetherel]’
the clasp had: become worn with time,
picture of little Cynthia within: of little
little now, — g photograph taken in Br
before. Wetherell laid it beside the d

“She lpoks like her, he said aloud;
more vigorous, more human — less lile a spirit. I have
always thought of Cynthia Ware as a spirit.”

Jethro turned at the words, and came and stood looking
over Wetherell’s shoulder at the pictures of mother and
daughter. In the rosewood box was a brooch and a gold
ring— Cynthia Ware’s wedding ring—and two small slips
of yellow paper. William Wetherell opened one of these,
disclosing a little braid of 1 He folded the

orown  hair,
paper again and laid it in the locket, and handed that to

Jethro.

“It isall T have to give you,” he said, “but I know
that you will cherish it, and cherish her, when I am gone.
She — she has been a daughter to both of us.”

“Yes,” said Jethro, I will.”

William Wetherell Ii
laid him to rest at last in the little ground which ¢
Timothy Prescott had hewn out of the forest with h
where Captain Timothy himself lies under his slate head-
stone with the quaint lettering of bygone days. That
Same autumn Jethro Bass made a pilgrimage to Boston,

and now Cynthia Ware sleeps there, too, beside her hus-
band, amid the scenes she loved so well,

8 hand, for
and there was a
Cynthia,—not so
ampton the year
aguerreotype.
“but the child is

ved but a few days longer, They

aptain
is axe,

BOOK II

CHAPTER I
IN THE TANNERY HOUSE

‘ i illi Vetherell’s

Ox~E day, in the November following XVghamoi\;ggf; i
death, Jethro Bass astonished Coniston ylan et
ittle ttage in the village which. stood }3331 e el
iy o gd which had been his father’s. It was tmewe
tanuel%é?er house. His reasons for this s,tep,1 W T
as tl‘? %iscov%red, were generally cqmmended :h_t teytende;
e s disinclination to leave a girl of Cynt 1fss ne e
il n Thousand Acre Hill while he ]oum‘e{f T
e ‘&EJ l}isoabout the country. The Rev. Mr. Ba,;] Loas
= :t a;ad—faced, but the six feet of him E} :]%;eaéhing
%{ﬂ:‘is’éian, from his square-toed bootls {,oto 1become g
ol amund] l'listﬁi?p}}?;t?lfifa? lﬁ:ld exhausted the

or.  For by this tin 7 s
ii:gﬁfﬁzés (I)f theylittlt]a] sc]f.t;ollan;ﬁggt ;11:363;1131111(;3;;8 i
2 > year r life in

e fm‘i)lriggdrlstc? fbeechronicled were, for her, fuﬂ‘mc;f
s d} peace. Though the young may ?Other:
e atl.] f%en mourn. Cynthia-missed her IE: 1
i noh g the winds kept her wakeful at nilg 't11' 36(1
i \1‘; e But she loved Jethro Bass an ie v
g f?li 1mc'1evdtion that filled his heart with s 133 lg;e
o a*es and forebodings. In all his ems;el}eeim-
ecsmsmse? %{r;c;\vn a lové like this. He may m-outh-
= nle\_rt once, back in the bright days of ‘llus‘tyof -
&gluelc 1d1'eams, of its fulfilment had fallen far shor e
o t'u?t touch of the reality in which he now Spface .
31(51,:1:42 eho?ne In summer, when shed‘sat, md:ﬁethe i

a . ) ‘

ions of the village, reading un

all the conventions o




