CHAPTER IV

*“JUDGE BASS AND PARTY "

CyYNTHIA was depri
' s deprived, too, of that thrilline f i
ﬁfai;ieh?a&pga} from the train which she had p%ettﬁ:dw?;:
st 1 : fallen when they reached Washington likewise
s e r;ug slowed down, she leaned a little out of thé
T é:nw and looked at the shabby houses and shabb
i eeus re]vealed by the flickering lights in the lamp-pcostsy
: nally they came to a shabby station, were seized upon
37 a grinning darky hackman, who would not takepno
Alrthac‘)gginiwelr, la,w%d. were rattled away to the hotel
: e had been to Washington b in his
life before, as a Lincoln o was e it 8
%, elector, Jethro ws S
olc}‘ aézlcp;llamtance by this clerk also. e e
ad to see you, Judge,” said 1 i
? ) ge,” sa 1e, genially,
‘ Iatz. . Yplp Ve come purty nigh missin’ gupper.}”
i il;]lglgz‘ Ic:cf} great men, the clerk was not offended
v he g response to his welcome. C i
Ephraim, intent on i i ot Rednit
hra getting rid of some of th
their journey, followed the ¢ oy up
: : e colored hall-bov up tl ir
Je@h}xl-odsltood' poring over the register, thelr)l aieciitsﬂt]ilns-.
%ms‘de -looking elderly gentleman with g heavy gr
Ieai and eyes full of shrewdness and humor ay' %_ o
the desk to ask a question. .
;‘Er —Senator ? ‘
¢ senator (for such he was, altho i
: ot ugh he
Irell)(li'esent..._]ethros state) turned and sta.gred audcfdtl? .
18“ Jo:g}t hlsB}mnc’l with unmistakable warmth, ¥
ethro Bass,” he exclaimed, “u ‘
art} yt%u doingkin Washington ? Py ol
ethro took the hand i ‘
s hand, but..he did not answer the
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« Ty —Senator — when can'I see the President?”

« Why,” answered the senator, somewhat taken aback, —
«why, to-night, if you like. I'm going to the White
House in a few minutes and I think I can arrange it.”

«T-to-morrow afternoon — t-to-morrow afternoon ?”

The senator cast his eye over the swallow-tail coat and
stove-pipe hat tilted back, and laughed.

«Thunder !” he exclaimed, “ you haven’t changed a bit.
I’'m beginning to look like an old man ; but that milk-and-
crackers diet seems to keep you young, Jethro. I'll fix it
for to-morrow afternoon.”

« W-what time —two ?”

«Well, I'll fix it for two to-morrow afternoon. I never
could understand you, Jethro; you don’t do things like
other men. Do I smell gunpowder? What’s up now—
what do you want to see Grant about?” ;

Jethro cast his eye around the corridor, where a few
men were taking their ease after supper, and looked at
the senator mysteriously.

« Any place where we can talk?” he demanded.

«We can go into the writing room and shutthe door,”

answered the senator, more amused than ever.
- When Cynthia came downstairs, Jethro was standing
with the gentleman in the corridor leading to the dining
room, and she heard the gentleman say as he took his
departure : —

« T haven’t forgotten what you did for us in 70, Jethro.
I'll go right along and see to it now.”

Cynthia liked the gentleman’s looks, and rightly sur-
mised that he was one of the big men of the nation. She was
about to ask Jethro his name when Ephraim came limping

along and put thie matter out of her mind, and the three
went into the almost empty dining room. There they
were served with elaborate attention by a darky waiter
who had, in some mysterious way, learned Jethro’s name
and title. Cynthia reflected with pride that Jethro, too,
was one of the nation’s great men, who could get any-
thing he wanted simply by coming to the capital and
asking for it.
8 .
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Ephraim was very much excited on finding himself in
Washington, the sight of the place reviving in his mind
a score of forgotten incidents of the war. After sup-
per they found seats in a corner of the corridor, where
a number of people were scattered about, smoking and
talking. It did not oceur to Jethro or Cynthia, or
even to Ephraim, that these people were all of the
male sex, and on the other hand the guests of the hotel
were apparently used once in a while to see a lady from
the country seated there. At any rate, Cynthia was but

a young girl, and her two companions, however unusual -

their appearance, were clearly most respectable. Jethro,
his hands in his pockets and his hat tilted, sat on the
small of his back rapt in meditation ; Cynthia, her head
awhirl, looked around her with sparkling eyes; while
Ephraim was smoking a cigar he had saved for just such
a festal occasion. He did not see the stout man with the
button and corded hat until he was almost on top of him.

“Eph Prescott, I believe !” exclaimed the stout one.
“ How be you, Comrade ?”

Heedless of his rheumatism, Ephraim sprang to his feet
and dropped the cigar, which the stout one picked up with
much difficulty.

“Well,” said Ephraim, in a voice that shock with un-
wonted emotion, “you kin skin me if it ain’t Amasy
Beard ! ” His eye travelled around Amasa’s figure.
“ Wouldn't a-knowed you, I swan, I wouldn’t. Why, when
I seen you last, Amasy, your stomach was havin’ all it
could do to git hold of your backbone.”

Cynthia laughed outright, and even Jethro sat up and
smiled.

“When was it?” said Amasa, still clinging on to

Ephraim’s hand and incidentally to the cigar, which
Ephraim had forgotten; ¢ Beaver Creek, wahn't it ?”

“July 10, 1863,” said Ephraim, instantly.

Gradually they reached a sitting position, the cigar was
restored to its rightful owner, and Mr. Beard was intro-
duced, with some ceremony, to Cynthia and Jethro. From
Beaver Creek they began to fight the war over again,
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ard and forward, much to Cynthia’s edification, when
Iﬁiik??iz:ention was distracted by the entrance of g st;eesia‘f‘
pand of wind instruments. As the musicians ﬁm e] t r
way to another corner and began tuning up, she g _a;ncg
mischievously at Jethro, for she knew his pecuh-autltis y
heart. One of these was a most violent detestation of any
but the best music. e had ofterr given her‘tl.ns ext;.llse,
Jaughingly, for not going to meeting in C%Jlstgq: e\?:lr‘
he had come by his love for good music, Uynthia I
knew — he certainly had not heard much of it. o
® Suddenly a great volume of sound filled the -cflut,l ?t;r,
and the band burst forth into what many suppose 10_ 18
« The Watch on the Rhine.” Some people WBI? plainly
delichted ; the veterans, once recovered frﬁ_ln their i?ll_l-
prisg, shouted their reminiscences abm{e the music, unhls-
mayed ; Jethro held on to himself until the reirain, ‘“;1 en
he began to squirm, and as soon as the tune was t}ong
and the scattering applause had died down, he reac \119,
over and grabbed Mr. Amasa Beard by the knee. 1 1'1.;
Beard did not immediately respond, being at th'cit mnm?ll
behind logworks facing a rebel charge ; he felt Vagu ]g
that some one was trying to distract his a,ttentlglng tall :
in some lobe of-his brain was '1'e_g15tered the fact t a.d ;1?
particular knee had gout in it. ~Jethro 1np?eimse ke
pressure, and then Mr.l Beard Etb:;ndop;d his logworks
round with a snort of pain.
alli- I?I‘jrhlt)rig n?uéh do they git for that noise — h-how much
L - ’) ki
doi\ﬁ?y]&%;id tenderly lifted the hand from his knee a:ng
stared at Jethro with his mouth open, like a man arouse
from a bad dreaﬁnt; S
$EEY ? Whatnoise?!"” h : :
t }lyﬁ?agbut?{:men,” said Jethro. « H-how much do they
i ' ise 77
glt‘rtfgri'] f.)}’l’dt i\lg Beard glanced at the band an‘d be%an bt;)
laugh. He thought Jethro a queer cusf,ome‘l‘, noo 0111 z
but he was a friend of Comrade Prescott’s. By 1Du}m !
said Mr. Beard, I thought for a minute a reb{:. 1:c k:1):11:1(;-1
shot had took my leg off. Well, sir, I guess that ban
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gets about two dollars. They’ve come in
evening since I’ve been at the hotel.”

“T-two dollars? Is that the price? Er
dollars is their price? ”

“ Thereabouts,” answered Mr. Beard, uneasily. Veteran
as he was, Jethro’s appearance and earnestness were a little
alarming.

“You say two dollars is their price ?

“ Thereabouts,” shouted Mr. Beard, seating himself on
the edge of his chair. :

But Jethro paid no attention to him. He rose, unfold="
ing by degrees his six feet two, and strode diagonally
across the corridor toward the band leader. Conversa.
tion was hushed at the sight of his figure, a titter ran
around the walls, but Jethro was oblivious to these things.
He drew a great calfskin wallet from an inside pocket of

his coat, and the band leader, a florid German, laid down
his instrument and made an elaborate bow. Jethro waited
until the man had become upright and then held out a
two-dollar bill.

“Is that about right for the performance?” he said —
“1s that about right ? ”

“Ja, mein Herr,” said the man, nodding vociferously.

“I want to pay what's right—1I want to pay what’s
right,” said Jethro.

“I thank you very much, sir,” said the leader, finding
his English, “ you haf pay for all.” '

“P-paid for everything —everything to-night?” de-
manded Jethro.

The leader spread out his hands.

“You haf pay for one whole evening,” said he, and
bowed again. ; '

“Then take it, take it,” said Jethro, pushing the hill
into the man’s palm; “but don’t you come back to-night —
don’t you come back to-night.” .

The amazed leader stared at Jethro— and words failed
him, There was something about this man that compelled
him to obey, and he gathered up his followers and led
the way silently out of the hotel. Roars of laughter and

here every

— you say two
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! : : e who
arose on all sides; but_ Jethro was as on
%gglaugﬁwm not as he made his way back to his seat
B j iend,” said Mr. Beard, ap-
i did a good job, my fuen.: said .
rovji(lijgly. 8% Igm gning, to take Eph Prescott down t‘}lg
Ptreet to see some of the boys. Won’t you come, too ? :
; Mr. Beard doubtless accepted it as one of t‘h.e. mzuf1i
eccentricities that Jethro did not'respoud_fio B]‘;r}];zai I(;
i 3 sparted arm in arm with K .
without gnore ado he departed b Epheaa
i Jynthia, who was staring towa
Jethro was looking at Cynthia, o i
k at the other end of the corridor, her : 5
J;l:l?:l(}:};r fingers closed over the arms of her chair. It nevgr
occurred to Jethro that she might have been en}ba,?rasgt.
« W-what’s the matter, Cynthy ?” he asked, sinking into
hair beside her. : : .
tbel-lc:ar breath caught sharply, but she tried to smile at ]flg:;-
He did not discover what was the mat.ttir unilnldlcmgJE:L3 tex.
recalled that evening to mind.  Ji
ward, when he recalled e e
" an used to hotel corridors, used :
:;:ﬁtﬁc{g that led the unsuspecting to believe he “i% ha}.lli
asleep; but no person of note could come or go w dmm ;s
did IFD!t remember. He had seen the distinguishe ‘pal:tﬂ
arrive at the desk, preceded by a host of dbe%l—bo’yz fwéhe
shawls and luggage. On the other hand, ti?mb o
distinguished party had watched the pmieet g;nigib;) Jgnjét
i i little amusement. * ‘
E bm}d St e her mother had smiled, while
Duncan had giggled audibly, her m o B
» father and Mr. Worthington had p ‘ A
I&Z;pl; occupied with the hotel ;;e 1s}t‘;ez'. t’lsomietl}f g]a; Iiosi
yrthi - artily w ;
there. Bob Worthington laughed he L
il his eye, travelling down the line o p ‘
?&gtlén %;:izthia., and n%w he was striding across fthe_ ﬂoolf
toward them. -Aud even in the horrible con q}?otn]q
* that moment Cynthia had a vagrant t‘hought L-k-c:bl 1is
clothes had an enviable cut and became lz}m IGI.ZI-SEL[{‘ ab ti-i .
«Well, of all things, to find you here ! h‘la-%ute i
is the best luck that ever ha%penedéOnIfgglngt; upcl)esgf ardYb
ing to steal away to Bramp : .
{):frg:eg&igg;;erm opened, and I meant to look you up there.
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And Mr. Bass,”
to see you too.”

Jethro looked at the young man and smiled and held
out his hand. It was evident that Bob was blissfully un-
aware that hostilities between powers of no mean magnitude
were about to begin; that the generals themselves were on
the ground, and that he was holding treasonable parley
with the enemy. The situation appealed to J ethro, espe-
cially as he glanced at the backs of the two gentlemgn facing
the desk. These backs seemed to him full of expression.

“ Th-thank you, Bob, th-thank you,” he answered.

“I like the way you fixed that band,” said Bob; «I
haven’t laughed as much for a yvear. You hate musie,
don’t you? I hope you'll forgive that awful noise we
made outside of your house last July, Mr. Bass.”

“You—you make that noise, Bob, you— you make
that ?”

“ Well,” said Bob, “ I’m afraid I did most of it. There
was another fellow that helped some and played the guitar.
It was pretty bad,” he added, with a side glance at Cyn-
thia, “ but it was meant for a compliment.”

“ Oh,” said she, “it was meant for a compliment, was
i

“Of course,” he answered, glad of the opportunity to turn
his attention entirely to her. “I was for slipping away
right after supper, but my father headed us off.”

“Slipping away ?” repeated Cynthia.

“You see, he had a kind of a reception and fireworks
afterward. We didn’t get away till after nine, and then
I thought I'd have a lecture when I got home.” :

“Did you?” asked Cynthia.

% No,” said Bob, “he didn’t know where I'd been.”

Cynthia felt the blood rush to her temples, but by habit
and instinet she knew when to restrain herself.

“Would it have made any difference to him where you
had been ?” she asked calmly enough. :

Bob had a presentiment that he was on dangerous ground.
This new and self-possessed Cynthia was an enigma to
him — certainly a fascinating enigma.

said Bob, turning to Jethro, «I'm glad
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« My father would have thought T wBa;sba. i?ilnig; %3{ :E
enading,” he answered, flushing. Lo st o
?fel" he knew that his father woutld haiv: Fﬁiniﬁnﬁg g
/ : 7 ne to Coniston; h s
Effl'dhieal:z?cilf tilﬁ %1?5 father was angry now, and guessed
th%}zgazzg;wded him gravely as he spoke, an%' tl;eut };EZ
left his face and became fixed upon an objec a:] the
gy?ind of the corridor. Bob turned in time tﬁ see athe
]%anamswing on her heel and follow he_f1 motiegrwllllgt be
stairs. He struggled to find tWords to tide ov
EEI‘E' }\r‘\?:’ 3;1 ﬁ;‘é}&\;mﬁiéngiﬁl’} he sa,id,{ « though I shox(léld-
much rather have stayed at home. The I\Ye‘st 112(1&“;33,{;
derful country, with its canons and mc_)un('g?l_ns U{:) angd -
tretches of plain. My father met us in 11\(?3,‘5 a0ty
: ne here. 1 don’t know why, because WVas 1‘1;1%& 1
((}lzgad at this time of the year. I suppo:se 1t.£1ur:, e
account of politics.” Looking ab 1{@51,1’10 with 2
ingpiration, I hadn't thought of 1\;1&_. i e
Jethro had betrayed no interest 1n h'l R
He was seated, as usual, on the small of h1s ?Ceémed ies
saw & young man of short stature, with a I{-,h e
and clgse-cl%pped, curly red hair, comg\ \;nt-ghinetgn idor
by another entrance’; he saw Isaac D. Otlhe %ung o
him aside and speak to him, and he saw the y
001‘1‘11}?%\\50331;:21;0 h(?(l)?'Miss \Vetherell?”‘ c!ried t‘?eﬂyo‘i{iﬁ
man joyously, while still ten feet away,HI m ggrguar)g gyou
to see you, uporiir mly_ Wt?rd,‘? ,I, am. ow
i o be in Washington = 1
gohn %clt(?n’t know, Mr. Duncan,” ansxverg:} gﬁiﬁed -
«Did Worthy know you were here ’™ dem:
an, suspiciously. e : i
Dljun;;end?d \Ehen heysaw me,” said Cynthla‘,‘ ssn;ﬂu{% e
« Not till then ? ” asked Mr. Duncan. = yz)inc i
Jour father wants to see you right away. r%lkin% o
iyn Washington a day or t\_vo-—wﬂl y?lu? go we g
me to-morrow morning, Miss Wetherell ?
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“She’s going walking with me,”

said Bob, not in the
best of tempers.

“Then I'll go along,”

said Mr. Duncan, promptly.
By this time Cynthia

g0t up and was holding out her

hand to Bob Worthington. - «I'm not going walking
ave another engage-

ave to say good night, because

with either of you,” she said; «J L
ment. And I think I’ll K
I'm very tired.” -

“ When can I see you?”
the question at once,

“ Oh, you’ll have
was gone.

= The young men looked at each oth
and then down

Both the Young men asked

plenty of chances,” she answered, and

A few minutes later the distinguish
with whom Jethro had been in conversation before
Supper entered the hotel. He seemed preoccupied, and
heedless of the salutations he received ; but when he
caught sight of Jethro he crossed the corridor rapidly and
sat down beside him.

Jethro did not move. The corridor
was deserted now, save for the two.

“Bass,” began the senator, “what’s the row up in your
state? ”

“ H-haven’t heard of any row,” said Jethro,

“What did you come to Washington for ?” demanded
the senator, somewhat sharply.

S B vacation,” said J ethro, ¢ vac
gal, Cynthy, the capital.”

“Now see here, Bass,” said the senator, “I don’t forget
what happened in’70. T don’t object to wading through a
Swarm of bees to get a little honey for a friend, but I
think I'm entitled to know why he wants it.”

“ G-got the honey ?” asked Jethro.

The senator took off his hat and wiped his brow, and

then he stole a look at Jethro, with apparently barren
results.

ed-looking senator

ation — to show my

%
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un that state of
S said, * people say you Tun Lizsha
“Jetﬁl%t 11:1; bégd;;hephall)ndle. \Yh?a:r:s all this trouble
yguﬁ a tgwo—for—a-cent postmaster.shig. ot
3 ?‘H-haven’t S ?}?y‘:ug)':;gleéhesasenator, losing p?:i
] ouble é z
& Welz,lil:;;are ‘:SV \%e‘n I told Grant you were l;?ﬁi 32,1_‘
e E;Jed{ t-h'at little Brampton matter t% hlm;;t_ ke
mentlﬁﬁmh to me, — the bees began to Illy pretty
seem ]

e &' . @ }‘ y €11

hro,” said the senator
e, It looks to me, Jethro, :
Stu‘mﬁ ??;tuﬁ;oks to me as if you had something of a
gravely, fande
on your hands.” S
relz‘e 1\%(-]::11&?31 Grant say?” Jethro mq‘lllll‘ein,t much of a
® Well o didn't say o grest deal — ho Tent S0 SL 0
- vou know, but what he did say was e o
g e that y,our man, Prescott, doesn ihet while Be
graiﬁ??cfn ir; the first place, andfGrﬁlll: i?gfg thitt S
~ Y he hasn’t ﬂ-Il}’ use 1or L 2 I’ll tell
e deleﬁ? make the government SUPPOatDeIfIJman B
e dOXIVIltﬂI found out. Worthington an e
{}(1]: gr;aéident this morning, a,ntd %?Oﬁa%ﬁga 1 i%ter Gt
i now. They’'ve got a : Sutton into
WhllctefH 1(‘31?::31 and they’ve ta,ken) JouF f??ldrgl?lise not to
- . but I rhana@;ed to get the I resulenf 0p on &t twe
e ’rth?ncr until he saw you to-morrow at. ifil’;o e -
do ’1?1 ro sab silent so long that the sena IO . Sg o}iinion, e
he{.fw;u?t going to answer him atfa.l}c- n |
d =1 = Tave racus. = s o9
i ‘E\Cfdd }‘1]:1?1;3653213 ;?Jliig‘g to see the President again ?
(13 _\v 3
i as : “he
said Jethro, at last. et <wored the: senator
- nornin answ aster-
“Eo-llr;l(f;t];m:;afk overg;vith him to see the postm
wants i : : a.”
‘ho is sick in bed. S 9
geﬂe\f\?km\t‘- time do you leave the ‘White Hoﬁseuzzled.
AL 'cleven ” gaid the senator, very mlic 1;1 Y i
- e Grallt ever pay any attention to a
. ‘r e g

l : i : into
OnTt%e Ssgri?;oi glanced at Jethro, and a twinkle came In
e

his eye.
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“ Someti
etimes he has been known to,” he answered

33 You——
you ever :
on the street #” pay any attention to an old soldier

?}Suen the senator’s eyes began to sna
ometimes I have been known to o

“Br— i W
suppose an old soldier was in front of the Whit
e

House at el ’
d even .
e o’clock —an old soldier with a gal —

The senator :
i } saw the : -
his admiration. point, and took no pains to restrain

« Jethro,” he said, slappi
illine 1 » 8lappin him >
;vdlmb to bet a few thousa.ndg dolla,r(.;.n th? shoulder, “’m
or a while yet.” youll run your state

CHAPTER V
COUSIN EPHRAIM'S COMRADE

« HRARD you say you was goin’ for a walk this morn-
ing, Cynthy,” Jethro remarked, as they sat ab breakfast
the next morning.

« Why, of course,” answered Cynthia, Cousin Eph
and I are going out to see Washington, and he is to show
me the places that he remembers.”  She looked at
Jethro appealingly. Aren’t you coming with us ?”" she
asked.

« M-meet you at eleven, Cynthy,” he said.

«Rleven | ” exclaimed Cynthia in dismay, “that’s al-
most dinner-time.”

«M-meet you in front of the White House at eleven,”
gaid Jethro, © plumb in front of it, under a tree.

By half-past seven, Cynthia and Ephraim with his green
umbrella were in the street, but it would be useless to
burden these pages with a description of all the sights
they saw, and with the things that Ephraim said about
them, and incidentally about the war. After New York,
much of Washington would then have seemed small and
ragged to any one who lacked ideals anda national sense,

but Washington was to Cynthia as Athens to a Greek.
To her the marble Capitol shining on its hill was a sacred
temple, and the great shaft that struck upward through
the sunlight, though yet unfinished, a fitting memorial
to him who had led®the barefoot soldiers of the colonies
through ridicule to victory. They looked up many in-
stitutions and monuments, they even had time to go to
the Navy Yard, and they saved the contemplation of
the White House till the last. The White House, which
267




