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“Isn’t he your friend ?* asked Cynthia.

“Oh, yes,” said Bob, “and one of the best in the world,
Only — I'shouldn’t have thought you’d care to talk to him.”
And he looked around, for fear the vigilant Mr. Duncan
was already in the park and had discovered them. Cynthia
smiled, and immediately became grave again.

“So it was only on Mr. Duncan’s account that you dida’t
ask me to come down to the parlor?” she said.

Bob was in a quandary. He was a truthful person, and
he had learned something of the world through his three
years at Cambridge. He had seen many young women,
and many kinds of them. But the girl beside him was
such a mixture of innocence and astuteness that he was
wholly at a loss how to deal with her— how to parry her
searching questions.

“Naturally I wanted to have you all to myself,” he said ;
“Yyou ought to know that.”

Cynthia did not commit herself on this point. She
wished to go mercilessly to the root of the matter, but
the notion of what this would imply prevented her. Bob
took advantage of her silence.

“Everybody who sees you falls a vietim, Cynthia,” he
wenton; “Mrs. Duncan and Janet lost their hearts. You
ought to have heard them praising you at breakfast.” He
paused abruptly, thinking of the rest of that conversation,
and laughed. Bob seemed fated to commit himself that
day. “I heard the way you handled Heth Sutton,” he
said, plunging in. «I'll ‘bet he felt as if he’d been dropped
out of the third-story window,” and Bob laughed again,
“I'd have given a thousand dollaws to have been there.
omers and I went out to supper with a classmate who
lives in \Vashington, in that house over there,” and he
pointed casually to one of the imposing mansions fronting
on the park. Mrs. Duncan said she'd never heard any-
body lay it on the way you did. I don’t believe you
half know what happened, Cynthia. You made a ten-
strike.”

“ A ten-strike ?” she repeated.
+ “Well,” he said, “you not only laid out Heth, but my
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how much they’d knocked about, were able to 1
themselve‘v. any better than you.”

“Not even Cassandra Hopkins ? ” Cynthia could not
resist saying. She saw that she had scored ; his expres-
sions registered his sensations S0 accurately.

“What do you know about her ? ” he said.

ook out for
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career.

“Cassandra is one of the institutions at Andover,” said
he ; “most fellows have to take a _gourse in Cassandra to
complete their education.” ;

“Yours seems to be very complete,” Cynthia retorted.

“Great Scott ! ” he exclaimed, looking at her, “£0 won-
der you made mince-meat of the Honorable Heth. Where
did you learn it all, Cynthia ? »

Cynthia did not know. She merely wondered wheré/ghe
would be if she hadn’t learned it. Something told Her
that if it were not for this anchor she would be drifting
out to sea : might, indeed, soon be drifting out to sea in
spite of it. It was one thing for Mr. Robert Worthing-
ton, with his numerous resources, to amuse himself with
a girl in her position ; it would be quite another thing

for the girl. She got to her feet and held out her hand
to him.

“ Good-by,” she said.

“Good-by 2

“We are leaving Washington at one o’clock, and Uncle
Jethro will be worried if T am not in time for dinner.”

“Leaving at one! That’s the worst luck I've had yet.
But I'm going back to the hotel myself.” :

Cynthia didn’t see how she was to prevent him walking
with her. She would not have admitted to herself that
she had enjoyed this encounter, since she was trying so
hard not to enjoy it. So they started together out of the

.

MR. SUTTON TALKS TO A CONSTITUENT 303

r a wonder, was silent awhile, gl(ancin%
T AT
%gfbi thsic;)i’g ol}ten the case wi't_h )].rol]n“%!‘?liré Eig‘;fﬁ s}tiaé! ;:1 1
.gl%‘i;diitfiﬁlt;stgiz}:z ?gri%?fgui%?;é st.';te of mind. »e
1%‘1‘{%?y})o?ihsjélDa?;?;.(nebaeléore % do, let me know,” he ¥e-
e s o
ge:hlzf,czg Ei.?e:;? V(;fclieyse% him in time, we can go down

- g side street.”

: Mr. Duncan
ink i hard to get away from ] C
if - théglililxilwoiilll) e:lf we wm;gted to,” she said, laughing,
if we m — | :
outr%rht. don’t know how true that is,” he replied, with
L1 Ou
- oy ; : 5 -
fe%{l'lf‘%;bt'sounds as though you'd tried it before.
e paid no attention to this thrust. i
“lgslhan’t see you again till I get to BI‘}E}?E ki |
«that will be a whole week. And then, Ol b
loto;fL rﬂ? her, «I shan’t see yl'ou1 Pu(fﬂ(];}fthia e
:L i - ? 'D‘ht be a htt e Kinda, ; I dan’t
%‘?es- %\?;1 21111;:&},5 thought tth?;l Wc:;:;?l ‘(b)lfe };ﬂ;-e e
i 2 i to get thro
know how I'm going

ing y £ ” gaid
; ; sal
lstnl 1Y f‘i?naim ed to get through a good many years,
0 g g ¥y

: i at the pavement. ol-
02?11;1?[:1‘,()1\3?}&]??8;161; “Ip was sent away to school and ¢
?

”
ur lives separated,.
legf,Y ﬂél;do?u lives separa,ted, > ghe ass_ente?c; bo Tike —1ike
« And I didn’t know you were g%lng with feeling.
this » he went on, vaguely enough, bu
2 ”
«Like what ? ith vou and talk to you
: ? ther be with y 2y
1 | e ;1‘{ [aillicax{ecl sr:\ . I don’t care Wlﬁ)e sh’?' 1% e]iﬁ;g
than any gir he may have travelled. i
: decla,_regh‘; &1' 3;?;‘?&2];3 « \ng are you so cold, Cynthia ?
_4 runnin :




804 CONISTON

Why can’t you be |
as you i
o you used to be? You used to like
“And I like you now,” an
swered C i :
ve‘r‘yYnear the hotel by this time. Ve
“You talk as if you were !
szuéil, smiling pla.inti\}rrely. T
16 stopped and turned i ili
reaciled e to him, smiling. They had
“I believe I am, Bob,” 1
,’ she replied. “I haven’
Egﬁ!}, o}f t-hfe u-'_‘_n-ld, but I've seen something of it:;e’;;(fui?gél
S 'ilnﬁ?sl?(]). If éou’i'e cn,ming to. Brampton just tc;
& me. d-by.’ S i
il ood-by.” And she gave him her
“But I will come to Bran 3 i
‘ ome ampton,” he cried, taki
pand §';11d squeezing 1t. “I'd like to know wl Irt-?ng he,r
S 1y I shouldn’t
As Cynthia drew her h
1er hamd away a gentleman
;’:a f:; }:tﬂtsl. pause% i?r a brief mdmeEt by the 322;6 ':)t?nfl;
at them, and then passed on without (
. nd & A
il.o 1]1;:)(11 off recognition. It was Mr. \Vorthinqt{):l‘fm(}Egtl)
T]?efe( “art:e:' th'lfbi father, a.lnd then' glanced at Cyhthia
was a trifle more color in her cheeks 1 h ]
was raised a little,#anc > Wy o foed i e
o »#and her %eyes were fixed upon him
“You should know wh 2 '
sk k y not,” she said, and hefor
:,gtlllli ;tn?“?rl}mr Slhe v.{)a,s gone into the hotel. Heedci’zienlcl)i
0 follow her, but s d im i
L her, but stood where she had left him in
He was aroused i i
e ed by the voice of the genial colored door-
“ Wal, suh, you found tl i
/ e lady, Mistah Wo’thi
;ﬁhm}gilt you would, suh. T’other young gentlemailn géf)?::]é
ww hile ag,:o_—-looked as if he was feelin’ powerful bad
Mistah Wo'thington.” . b

CHAPTER VII
AN AMAZING ENCOUNTER

WaEN they reached Boston, Cynthia felt almost as if
she were home again, and Ephraim declared that he had had
the same feeling when he returned from the war. Though
if; be the prosperous capital of New England, it is a city
of homes, and the dwellers of it have held stanchly to
the belief of their forefathers that the home is the very
foundation-rock of the nation. Held stanchly to other
beliefs, too: that wealth carries with it some little measure
of responsibility. The stranger within the gates of that
city feels that if he falls, a heedless world will not go
charging over his body: that a helping hand will be
gtretehed out,—a helping and a wise hand that will
inquite into the circumstances of his fall—but still a

human hand.

They were
that morning with the s
waiting for Ephraim. ,

« Unele Jethro,” Cynthia asked, abruptly, did you
ever know my mother ?” :

Jethro started, and looked at-her quickly.

« W-why, Cynthy ?” he asked.

« Because she grew up in Coni
«T never thought of it before,
have known her.”

“ Yes, I knew her,” he said.

« Did you know her well ?” she persisted.

Jethro got up and went over to the window, where he
stood with his back toward her.

% Yes, Cynthy,” he answered at length.
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sitting in the parlor of the Tremont House
un streaming in the windows,

ston,” answered Cynthia.
but of course you must
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