CHAPTER XI
IN WHICH MISS SADLER WRITES A LETTER

THE next morning Cynthia’s heart w S 8
greeted her new friendsyat Miss Sa.dier’a:s.S sléﬁz‘(;{ abI?i];g
had made a woman of her long ago, while these girls had
yet been in short dresses, and now an experience had come
to her which few, if any, of these could ever know. It
was of no use for her to deny to herself that she loved
Bob Worthington — loved him with the full intensity of
the strong nature that was hers. To how many of these
girls would come such a love ? and how many would be
called upon to make such a renunciation as hers had been?
No wonder she felt out of place among them, and once
more the longing to fly away to Coniston almost over-
:?$50hhel'.t h,_Iethro would forgive her, she knew, and

g out his arms to receive her i 1
some trouble had driven her to hilrl:f, sud undorstl

She was aroused by some one calling her name — some
one whose voice sounded strangely familiar. Cynthia was
perhaps the only person in the school that day who did
not know that Miss Janet Duncan had entered it. Miss

.Sadler certainly knew it, and asked Miss Duncan very
particularly about her father and mother and even her
brother. _Mlss Sadler knew, even before Janet’s unex-
pected arrival, that Mr. and Mrs. Duncan had come to
Boston after Christmas, and had taken a large house in
the Back Bay in order to be near their son at Harvard.
Mrs. Duncan was, in fact, a Bostonian, and more at home
there than at any other place.
Miss Sadler observed with a great deal of astonishment
the warm embrace that Janet bestowed on Cynthia. The
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occurrence started in Miss Sadler a train of thought, as a
result of which she left the drawing-room where these
reunions were held, and went into her own private study
to write a note. This she addressed to Mrs. Alexander
Duncan, at a certain number on Beacon Street, and sent
it out to be posted immediately. In the meantime, Janet
Duncan had seated herself on the sofa beside Cynthia, not
having for an instant ceased to talk to her. Of what use
to write a romance, when they unfolded themselves so
beautifully in real life! Here was the country girl she
had seen in Washington already in a fine way to become
the princess, and in four months! Janet would not have
thought it possible for any one to change so much in such
a time. Cynthia listened, and wondered what language
Miss Duncan would use if she knew how great and how
complete that change had been. Romances, Cynthia
thought sadly, were one thing to theorize about and quite
another thing to endure —and smiled at the thought.
But Miss Duncan had no use for a heroine withouta heart-
ache.
* Tt is not improbable that Miss Janet Duncan may appear
with Miss Sally Broke in another volume. The style of
her conversation is known, and there is no room to repro-
duce it here. She, too, had a heart, but she was a young
woman given to infatuations, as Cynthia rightly guessed.
Cynthia must spend many afternoons at her house — lunch
with her, drive with her. For one omission Cynthia was
thankful : she did not mention Bob Worthington’s name.
There was the romance under Miss Duncan’s nose, and she
did not see it. It is frequently so with romancers.
Cynthia’s impassiveness, het complete poise, had fasci-
nated Miss Duncan with the others. Had there been
nothing beneath that exterior, Janet would never have
guessed it, and she would have been quite as happy.
Cynthia saw very clearly that Mr. Worthington or no
other man or woman could force Bob to marry Janet.
The next morning, in such intervals as her studies per-
mitted, Janet continued her attentions to Cynthia. - That
same morning she had brought a note from her father to
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Miss Sadler, of the contents of which Janet knew nothin,

Miss S:Ldlerl_r:etlred into her study to read it, and txgc'x
newspaper clippings fell out of it under the p: - :
e e er the paper-cutter.

“My pEAR Miss SADLER: Mrs. Duncan has referred
your note to me, and I enclose two clippings which speak
for themselves. Miss Wetherell, I believe, stands in t‘he
relation of ward to the person to whom they refer, and
her father was a sort of political assistant to this pe,rson.
Althougb, as you say, we are from that part of the
country " (Miss Sadler had spoken of the Duncans as the
people of importance there), “it was by the merest acci-
dent that' Miss Wetherell’'s connection with this Jethro
Bass was brought to my notice.

« Singerely yours,
“ ALEXANDER DUNCAN.”

It is pleasant to know that there were people in the

world who could snub Miss Sadler; and there could be ne
doubt, from the manner in which she laid the letter down
and took up the clippings, that Miss Sadler felt snubbed :
equally, there could be no doubt that the revengetwoulc.i
fall on other shoulders than Mr. Duncan’s. And when
Miss Sadler proceeded to read the clippings, her hair
would have stood on end with horror had it not been so
efficiently plastered down. Miss Sadler seized her pen
and began a letter to Mrs. Merrill. Miss Sadler’s knowl-
edge of the proprieties — together with other, qualifica-
%)n:h— lﬁtd}mgde herbschool what it was. No Cynthia
etherells had ever befor red i :
s fore entered its sacred portals, or
The first of these clippings was the article containing
the arraignment of Jethro Bass which Mr. Merrill had
shpwn to ]_ﬁs wife, and which had been the excuse for
Miss Penniman’s call. The second was one which Mr.
Duncan had clipped from the Newcastle Guardian of the
day before, and gave, from Mr. Worthington’s side, a
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very graphic account of the conflict which was to tear the

_ state asunder. The railroads were tired of paying toll to

the chief of a band of thieves and cutthypats, to a man
who had long throttled the state which had nourished
him, to —in short, to Jethro Bass. Miss Sadler was not
much interested in the figures and metaphors of political
compositions. Right had found a champion — the article
continued —in Mr. Isaac D. Worthington of Brampton,
president of the Truro Road and owner of large hold-
ings elsewhere. Mr. Worthington, backed by other
respectable property interests, would fight this monster
of iniquity to the death, and release the state from his
thraldom. Jethro Bass, the article alleged, was already
about his abominable work —had long been so—as in
mockery of that very vigilance which is said to be the
price of liberty. His agents were busy in every town of
the state, seeing to it that the slaves of Jethro Bass should
be sent to the next legislature. ;

And what was this system which he had built up
among these rural communities? It might aptly be
called the System of Mortgages. The mortgage— dread
name for a dreadful thing — was the chief weapon of the
monster. Even as Jethro Bass held the mortgages of
Coniston and Tarleton and round about, so his lieuten-
ants Reld mortgages in every town and hamlet of the
state. What was a poor farmer to do? His choice was
not between right and wrong, bub between a roof over
the heads of his wife and children and no roof. © He must
vote for the candidate of Jethro Bass and corruption or
become a homeless wanderer. How the gentleman and
his other respectable backers were to fight the system the
article did not say. Were they to buy up all the mort-
gages? Asamatter of fact, they intended to buy up enough
of these to count, but to mention this would be to betray
the methods of Mr. Worthington’s reform. The first bit-
ter frontier fighting between the advance cohorts of the
new giant and the o : y the caucuses and
the polls— had begun. Miss Sadler cared but little and
understood less of all this matter. She lingered over the
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sentences which described Jethro Bass as a monster of in-
iquity, as a pariah with whom decent men would have no
intercourse, and in the heat of her passion that one who
had touched him had gained admittance to the most ex-
clusive school for young ladies in the country she wrote
a letter.,

Miss Sadler wrote the letter, and three hours later tore
it up and wrote another and more diplomatic one. Mrs.
Merrill, though not by any means of the s#me importance
as Mrs. Duncan, was not a person to be wantonly offended,
and might — knowing nothing about the ‘monster — in
the goodness of her heart have taken the girl into her
house. Had it been otherwise, surely Mrs. Merrill would
not have had the effrontery ! She would give Mrs. Merrill
a chance. The bell of release from studies was ringing
as she finished this second letter, and Miss Sadler in her
haste forgot to enclose the clippings. Shé ran out in time
to intercept Susan Merrill at the door, and to press iuto
her hands the clippings and the note, with a request to
take both to her mother.

Although the Duncans dined in the evening, the Mer-
rills had dinner at half-past one in the afternoon, when
the girls returned from school. Mr. Merrill usually came
home, but he had gone off somewhere for this particular
day, and Mrs. Merrill had a sewing circle. The gifls sat
down to dinner alone. When they got up from the table,
Susan suddenly remembered the note which she had left
in her coat pocket. She drew out the clippings with it.

“ I wonder what Miss Sadler is sending mamma clippings
for,’l’{ she said. “ Why, Cynthia, they’re about your uncle.
Look !

And she handed over the article headed  Jethro Bass.”
Jane, who had quicker intuitions than her sister, would
have snatched it from Cynthia’s hand, and it was a lon
time before Susan forgave herself for her folly. Thus
Miss Sadler had her revenge.

It is often mercifully ordained that the mightiest blows
of misfortune are tempered for us. During the winter
evenings in Coniston, Cynthia had read little newspaper
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the cowardly
n Jethro, and  scorned them as
i(;zt\?icgzz oof enemiest They had bee?, indeed, 1;:1: cﬁ::;fgl
1 'l : 5 d
vert allusions — grimaces from a s T
aéx;rdntfl(i)&’s first sensationnaslsh% lre:».::{d_ w;séra%%i} ruzﬁiglf;
intense as to send all the bloo -
:g Ilireﬁead. But what was this?  Right .ha.;i f’oux&‘dh az;
hampion at last” in —in lfsaac D. Worthing o}?;,. o
= tﬁe first blow, and none but Cynthia knew the weig -
“:fdsit It sank but slowly into her conscmusnelss,- :{11‘E !
glowl.y the blood left herh fa.lce, sl-:)';'u:iy_m‘blét;E il}ﬁ:e “Xi;zdzw
i length as white as the lace curtai _ :
lﬁffheibzh eshg clutched in her distress. Words .whm%kz(gg:r
body had spoken were ringing in her eals.desert o
happens!  Whatever happens I” will pewilr 2 el
nejzzr deny you, as long as I live. This, t in,d Wcome e
he had meant by newspapers, and why he ha
: 1 . - -
he’;I‘Ihe sisters, watching her, cried out in dlsr}i}'ay. O];I‘I;zrz
was no need to tell them that they were loo ;%%ir e
tragedy, and all the love and sympathy in
0 1 2 : - » ! 3
we‘l‘l‘z3 011111;];551 !1Béynthia! What is it? ” cried busar‘l‘, \x;;t::%
thinkiyng she would faint, seized her in her arms.
9.9
haée rllti?: %.id not faint, being madelof ‘sternel% S;lb:t&f:ﬁfd
Gen{ly but with that inexorable instinct O'thif i
which ‘compels them to look for _re_hancrt‘e W;] biny
selves even in the direst of extremities, (Jyn]t] md o
herself from Susan’s embrace and put a ban
! 2 = ‘? »”
foTl‘:“ﬁﬁ you leave me here a little while — alene?” she
Smﬁ': was Jane now who drew Susan out and shut tl}ltzegog;
of the parlor after them. In utter mlsell.;yttt};eyf ;iaherself.
the stairs while Cynthia fought out her ba eh it
When they were gone she sank down into thsa h]ge <
under the reading lamp — the very chair in wi.t}llca, s
sat only two nights before. She saw r(lfwl;r :; hated
clearness the thing which for so long had be g
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premonition of disaster, and for a while she forgot the
clippings. And when after a space the touch of them in
her hand brought them back to her remembrance, she
lacked the courage to read them through. But not for
long. Suddenly her fear of them gave place to a consum-
ing hatred of the man who had inspired these articles: - of
Isaac D. Worthington, for she knew that he must have
inspired them. And then she began again to read them.

Truth, though it come perverted from the mouth of an
enemy, has in itself a note to which the soul responds, let
the mind deny as vehemently as it will. Cynthia read,
and as she read her body was shaken with sobs, though
the tears came not. Could it be true? Could the least
particle of the least of these fearful insinuations be true?
Oh, the treason of those whispers in a voice that was surely
not her own, and yet which she could not hush! Was it
possible that such things could be printed about one whom
she had admired and respected above all men — nay, whom
she had so passionately adored from childhood? ‘A mon.
ster of iniquity, a pariah! The cruel, bitter calumny of
those names! ~ Cynthia thought of his goodness and lov-
ing kindness and his charity to her and to many others.
His charity! The dreaded voice repeated that word, and
sent a thought that struck terror into her heart : Whence
had come the substance of that charity? Then came
another word —mortgage. There it was on the paper,
and at sight of it there leaped out of her memory a
golden-green poplar shimmering against the sky and the
distant blue billows of mountains in the west. She heard
the high-pitched voice ofa woman speaking the word, and
even then it had had a hateful sound, and  she heard her-
self asking, ¢ Uncle Jethro, what is a mortgage?” He
had struck his horse with the whip.

Loyal though the girl was, the whispers would not
hush, nor the doubts cease to assail her, What if ever
80 small a portion of this were true? Could the whole of
this hideous structure, tier resting upon tier, have been
reared without something of a foundation ? Fiercely
though she told herself she would believe none of it,
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fiercely though she hated Mr. ]jl?Vorlth'111;:);?3011,J efti:;erﬁﬁ
' 1 ¢ t her love Ior
hough she repeated aloud tha thro
?133?‘ f%.ith in him had not chang,dred,d the doubts remained.
hey remained unacknowledged. _
Ye!i;hhgur passed. It was a thing beyond belief thathom;
hour could have held such a.lstore gf fa-gony%heA%mqo;
Jynthia came dry-eyed from :
et ive her -comfort when she
Jusan and Jane, waiting to give he : 2
\bvl;i&;l:clovered a little from this unknown but over Whﬁh‘ﬂ-
ino affliction, were fain to stand mute when they Sawl'f?d'.
tobpa,y a silent deference to one wholm tsorrmxghhaii 011{ gn
c i i
- above them and transfigured. That was the )
%Ll nllﬁ?;i face. She went up the stairs, and they St?t?d IE
th{, hall not knowing what to do, \}vhas%erntllgl 1nca£1\:;f‘;&. dr:v?rn
ices. They were still there when Uynthia
;2;2?1% dressed for the street. Jane seized her by the
(=]
hs nd. :
S Where are you going, Cynthia ?” gl}e asked.
«T shall be back by five,” said Cynthia. i Lt
She went up the hill, and across to ol oulls g
Square, and up the hill again. }The] wea,lthe;: hgd.st‘}‘1 E?;gehi;
i i /8 Ci t the slantin
the violet-paned windows caugh g
it | ACTOS siles of snow. It was a day
and flung it back across the pi : .
1i { thia came to a queerly
for wedding-bells. At last Cyn b desy
ioned li » that seemed all askew wit
fashioned little green door tha : . ;
i 3 he bell, and in another momen
glanting street, and rang the » and. Ml
i the threshold of Miss Lucretia :
was standing on the thres - b
’s little sitting room. To h‘hss ucre B, :
ﬁz‘n’:able, one gla?nce was sufﬁm‘e%t._ Sl;:s 11(256&231?;{?};3
i ] g 3 ee
t the girl, kissed her unrespolisive ¢ )
?:,BZ chairg Miss Lucretia was never one to beat about
the bush, even in the grav_eslt (3,1;15315;3 e
EETY e read the articles,” she said. ;
f{}&u tl;ztc:;nii During her walk hither Cynthia had
-been‘incapable of thought, but the epithets and a;lrralgégé
ments and accusations, the sentences and pamgra.pd s,tw e
rinted now upon her brain, never, she believed, to i
Eﬂfnced. Every step of the way she had been unco

sciously repeating them.
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. * Have you read them ?” asked Cynthia.

“ Yes, my dear.”

“ Has everybody read them?” Did the whole world,
then, know of her shame ? ;

“I am glad you came to me, my dear,” said Miss Lucre-
tia, taking her hand. ‘“Have you talked of this to any oue
else?”

“ No,” said Cynthia, simply. :

Miss Lucretia was puzzled. She had not looked for
apathy, but she did not know all of Cynthia's troubles.
She wondered whether she had misjudged the girl, and
was misled by her attitude. a

¢« Cynthia,” she said, with a briskness meant to hide
emotion (for Miss Lucretia had emotions), “I am a lonely
old woman, getting too old, indeed, to finish the task of
my life. I went to see Mrs. Merrill the other day to ask
her if she would let you come and live with me. Will
you?”

Cynthia shook her head.

“ No, Miss Lucretia, I cannot,” she answered.

“ I won’t press it on you now,” said Miss Lucretia.

I cannot, Miss Lucretia. I’'m going to Coniston.”

“ (Going to Coniston ! ” exclaimed Miss Lucretia.

The name of that place — magic name once so replete
with visions of happiness and content — seemed to recall
Cynthia’s spirit from its flight., Yes, the spirit was there,
for it flashed in her eyes as she turned and looked into
Miss Lueretia’s face.

‘“ Are these the articles you read?” she asked, taking
the clippings from her #uff.

Miss Lucretia put on her spectacles.

¢ T have seen both of them,” she said.

“ And do you believe what they say about — about
Jethro Bass?”

Poor Miss Lucretia! For once in her life she was-at a
loss. She, too, paid a deference to that face, young as it
was. She had robbed herself of sleep trying to make up
her mind what she would say upon such an oceasion if it
came. A wonderful virgin faith had to be shattered, and
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was she to be the executioner ? She loved the girl with
that strange, intense affection which sometimes comes to
the elderly and the lonely, and she had prayed that this
cup might pass from her. Was it possible that it was her
own voice using very much the same words for which she
had rebuked Mrs. Merrill ? : ;

« Cynthia,” she said, “those articles were written by
politicians, in a political controversy. No such articles
can ever be taken literally.” 3

« Miss Lucretia, do you believe what it says about
Jethro Bass ?” repeated Cynthia. : ‘

How was she to avoid those eyes? They pierced _mj:o
her soul, even as her own had pierced into Mrs. Merrill’s.
'Oh, Miss Lucretia, who pride yourself on your plain speak-
ing, that you should be caught quibbling ! Miss Lucretia
blushed for the first time in many years, and into her face
came the light of battle.

" I am agcoward, my dear. I deserve your rebuke. To
the best of my knowledge and belief, and so far as I can

judge from the inquiries I have undertaken, Jethro Bass
has made his living and gained and held his power by the
methods described in those articles.” .

Miss Lucretia took off her spectacles and wiped them.
She had committed a fine act of courage.

Cynthia stood up. ; k

¢ ;’I‘hzmk you,” she said, “that is what I wanted to know.

« But — " eried Miss Lucretia, in al{llla%ejx,nent and appre-
hension, “but what are you going to do { _
~ «] am going to Coniston,” said Cynthia, “to ask him
if those. things are true.”

« To ask him ! ” .

« Yes. If he tells me they are true, then I shall believe
them.” _ ; o

«If he tells you ?”” Miss Lucretia gasped. ere was ]z;
courage of which she had not reckoned. “ Do you thin
he will tell you ?” : : : =

“He will%:ell me,and T shall beheve.hlm, M1ss ]:_,ueretla. ?

“ You are a remarkable girl, Cynthia,” said Miss Luere-
tia, involuntarily. Then she paused fora moment. “Sup-
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pose he tells you they are true? You surely can’t live
with him again, Cynthia.”

“ Do you suppose I am going to desert him, Miss Lu-
cretia 7 she asked. “ He loves me, and —and I love
him.” This was the first time her voice had faltered.
“ He kept my father from want and poverty, and he has
brought me up as a daughter. If his life has been as you
say, I shall make my own living!”

“ How ?” demanded Miss Lucretia, the practical part of
her coming uppermost.

“I shall teach school. I belieye I can get a position,

in a place where I can see him often. I can break his

heart, Miss Lucretia, I —1I can bring sadhess to myself,.

but I will not desert him.”

Miss Lucretia stared at her for a moment, not knowing
what to say or do. She perceived that the girl had a
spirit as strong as her own : that her plans were formed,
Iﬁer mind made up, and that no arguments could change

er.

“ Why did you come to me ?” she asked irrelevantly.

“Because I thought that you would have read the
articles, and I knew if you had, you would have taken
the trouble to inform yourself of the world’s opinion.”

Again Miss Lucretia stared at her.

“] will go to Coniston with you,” she said, ¢ at least
as far as Brampton.”

Cynthia’s face softened a little at the words.

“I would rather go alone, Miss Lucretia,” she answered
gently, but with the same firmness. “I—1 am very
grateful to you for your kindness to me in Boston. I
shall not forget it —or you. Good-by, Miss Lucretia.”

But Miss Lucretia, sobbing openly, gathered the girl in
her arms and pressed her. Age was coming on her indeed,
that she should show such weakness. For a long time
she could not trust herself to speak, and then her words
were broken. Cynthia must come to her at the first sign

of doubt or trouble : this, Miss Lucretia’s house, was to
be a refuge in any storm that life might send —and Miss
Lucretia’s heart. Cynthia promised, and when she went
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out at last through the little door her own tears were
falling, for she loved Miss Lucretia. :

Cvnthia was going to Coniston. That journey was ula;
fixed, as inevitable, as things mortal can be. She wot
go to Coniston unless she perished on the way. No loving
entreaties, no fears of Mrs. Merrill or her daughters, were
of any avail. Mrs. Merrill, too, was awed by the v'astnes‘s
of the girl’s sorrow, and wondered if her own nature Wlele
small by comparison. She _had wept, to l?e sure, at 1{;1:
husband’s confession, and lain awake over 1t in the {}lg t
watches, and thought of the early days of their r_na,ruag{a(i

And then, Mrs. Merrill told herself, Cynthia wou
have to talk with Mr. Merrill. How was he to come
unscathed out of that? There was pain and b1tternes? o
that thought, and almost _resentment against _O{rnt b}}a,,
quivering though she was with sympathy for the gir 73 é)r
Mrs. Merrill, though the canker remained, hac} alrea 3;

ardoned her husband and had asked the forgiveness o
God for that pardon. On other occasions, in other crises,
she had waited and watched for him in the parlor Wlfgld{);‘;ﬂ',
and to-night she was at the door before his key was in the
Jock, while he was still stamping the snow from his b(]mts.
She drew him into the room and told him what had hap-

d. :
BE.:eOhe Stephen,” she cried, what are you.going to say
‘? 22
= \R;ell;f‘ut, indeed ? His wife had sor'rowed, but she had
known the obstacles and perils by-which he had been be-
set. But what was he to say %o Cynthia ? Hex: f;:e.ry
name had grown upon him, middle-aged man ofda, airs
though he was, until the thought of it summonﬁi_ %P in
his mind a figure of purity, and of the strength w‘nf giva,i
from purity. He would not have believed it polssEb eil ha
the country girl whom they had taken into tw'u'ﬁ ouse
three months before should have wrought such an influence
m all. )

Ov%rvt;ie in the first hour of her sorrow which she hf;,]c}c
spent that afternoon in the parlor, Cynthia had t}mug
of Mr. Merrill. He could tell her whether those accusa-
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tions were true or false, for he was a friend of Jethro’

Her natural impulse —the primeval one of a cre’a,tu%'
which is hurt — had been to hide herself ; to fl t:) h;e:
own room, and perhaps by nightfall the couragg Woulgl
come to her to ask him the terrible questions. He was

friend of Jethro’s. An illuminating flash revealed t(;hea
the meaning of that friendship — if the accusations werr
true. It was then she had thought of Miss Lucretie
Penniman, and somehow she had found the courage ti

foic ok 3
ﬁ;ﬁ:r}:ﬁ? sunlight and go to her. She would spare Mr.

But had she spared him ? Sadly the family sat down

to supper without her, and after supper Mr. Merrill sent a
message to his club that he could not attend a committee
{peetmg_t}'lere that evening. He sat with his wife in the
little writing room, he pretending to read and she pretend-
ing to sew, until the silence grew too oppressive, and the

spoke of the matter that was in their hearts. It was 01::58r

of the bitterest evenings in Mr. Merrill’s life, and there is

ed to ling 1 on i to l heY ld] ed earne I Y I. }’ l‘
no ne e 1\ d t S 1) C n ‘lll 1
and Of hel‘ fllt]ll‘e. But tlley bnt 1] Is W W Y 11 rl
; ne Y h. S]le dld ]JOt

E;O She iS rea-l}y gO' g 0 C(}l’l' (0) | ) C i 4 . 11111.

1 t J lbt 1 S ll(i -\"Ii' NIB g

YES,” ansy el'ed I\fll'l . DI E hi].}.-, 1 i
j W . ] err ﬂl](.]. I tllln]{ She 18
Bil‘- IVie]‘l‘ill. I'Oarned- i W i § e )
3 ‘g IIIS lfe rose al]d pu.t h T ha.l]d

“ Come, Stephen,” she said tly, v i i
b mornfng.” ; gently, ¢ you will see her in
: iTw‘l’n golto Coniston with her,” he said.
0,” Tep ied Mrs. Merrill, *“she wants t
B ) Loliove it s bost thas eheshonld 2. e

CHAPTER XII

(L

“IN THE TANNERY SHED :

Grpar afflictions generally bring in their train a host
of smaller sorrows, each with its own little pang. One

“of these sorrows had been the parting with the Merrill

family. Under any circumstance it was mot easy for
Cynthia to express her feelings, and now she had found it

' very difficult to speak of the gratitude and affection which

she felt. But they understood — dear, good people that
they were : no eloquence was needed with them. The
ordeal of breakfast over, and the tearful God bless you,
Miss Cynthia,” of Ellen the parlor-maid, the whole family
had gone with her to the station. For Susan and Jane
had spent their last day at Miss Sadler’s school.

Mr. Merrill had sent for the conductor and bidden him
take care of Miss Wetherell, and recommend her in his
name to a conductor on the Truro Road. The man took
off his cap to Mr. Merrill and called him by name and
promised. It was a_dark day, and long after the train
had pulled out Cynthia remembered the tearful faces of
the family standing on the damp platform of the station.
As they fled northward through the flat river-meadows,
the conductor would have liked to talk to her of Mr.
Merrill ; there were few employees on.any railroad who
did not know the genial and kindly president of the
Grand Gulf and sympathize with his troubles. But
there was a look on the girl’s face that forbade intrusion.
Passengers stared at her covertly, as though fascinated by
that look, and some tried to fathom it. But her eyes
were firmly fixed upon 2 point far beyond their vision.
The car stopped many times, and flew on again, but noth-
ing seemed to break her absorption.
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