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went about the house making fast the doors, as was his
custom, while Cynthia sat staring through the bars at the
dying embers in the stove. He knew now, and it was inevi-
table that he should know, what she had made up her
mind to do. It had been decreed that she, who owed him
everything, should be made to pass this most dreadful of
censures upon his whole life. = Oh, the cruelty of that
decree !

How, she mused, would it affect him? Had the blow
been so great that he would relinquish those practices
which had become a lifelong habit with him? Would he
(she caught her breath at this thought)— would he aban-

don that struggle with Isaac D. Worthington in which he -

was striving fo maintain the mastery of the state by those
very practices? Cynthia hated Muy. Worthington. The
term is not too strong, and it expresses her feeling. But
she would have got down on her knees on the board: floor
of the kitchen that very night and implored Jethro to
desist from that contest, if she could. She remembered
how, in her innocence, she had believed that the'people had
given Jethro his power, —in those days when she was so
proud of that very power,— now she knew that he had
wrested it from them., What more supreme sacrifice
could he make than to relinquish it! Ah, there was a
still greater sacrifice that Jethro was to make, had she
known it.

He came and stood over her by the stove, and she
looked up into his face with these yearnings in her eyes.
Yes, she would have thrown herself on her knees, if she
could. Butshe could not. Perhaps he would abandon
that struggle. Perhaps — perhaps his heart was broken.
And could a man with a broken heart still fight on? She
took his hand and pressed it against her face, and he
felt that it was wet with her tears.

“B-better go to bed now, Cynthy,” he said; “m-must
be worn out— m-must be worn out.”

He stooped and kissed her on the forehead. It was
thus that Jethro Bass accepted his sentence.
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he had gained, how hateful, when he could not bestow the
smallest fragment of it upon one whom he loved ? Some one
has described hell as disqualification in the face of oppor-
tunity. Such was Jethro’s torment that morning as he
saw her drive away, the minister in the place where he
should have been, at her side, and he, Jethro Bass, as help-
lessas though he hdd indeed been in the pit among the,
flames. Had the prudential committee at Brampton
promised the appointment ten times over, he might still
have obtained it for her by a word. And he must not
speak even that word. Who shall say that a large part of
the punishment of Jethro Bass did not come to him in the
life upon this earth ?

Some such thoughts were running in Cynthia’s head as
they jingled away to Brampton that dazzling morning.
Perhaps the stage driver, too, who knew something of men
and things and who meddled not at all, had made a guess at
the situation. He thought that Cynthia’s spirits seemed
lightened a little, and he meant to lighten them more; so he
joked as much as his respect for his passengers would per-
mit, and told the news of Brampton. Not the least of the
news concerned the-first citizen of that place. There was
a certain railroad in the West which had got itself much
into Congress, and much into the newspapers, and Isaae
D. Worthington had got himself into that railroad : was
gone West, it was said on that business, and might not be
back for many weeks. And Lem Hallowell remembered
when Mr. Worthington was a slim-chested young man
wandering up and down Coniston Water in search of
health. Good Mr. Satterlee, thinking this a safe subject,
allowed himself to be led into a diseussion of the first
citizen’s career, which indeed had something fascinating
in it. ;

Thus they jingled into Brampton Street and stopped
before the cottage of J udge Graves—a courtesy title.
The judge himself came to the door and bestowed a pro-
nounced bow on the minister, for Mr. Satterlee was hon-
ored in Brampton. Just think of what

izra Graves might
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dealer whom we have seen at the baseball game. Mr.
Dodd was not a person who had opinions unless they were
presented to him from certain sources, and then he had
been known to cling to them tenaciously. It is sufficient to
add that, when Cynthia Wetherell’s name was mentioned to
him, he remembered the girl to whom Bob Worthington
had paid such marked attentions on the grand stand. He
knew literally nothing else about Cynthia. Judge Graves,
apparently, knew all about her ; this was sufficient, at that
time, for Mr. Dodd ; he was sick and tired of the whole
affair, and if, by the grace of heaven, an applicant had
been sent who conformed with J udge Graves’s multitude
of requirements, he was devoutly thankful. The other
member, Mr. Hill, was a feed and lumber dealer, and
not a very good one, for he was always in difficulties ;
certain scholarly attainments were attributed to him, and
therefore he had been put on the committee. They met
in Mr. Dodd’s little office back of the store, and in five
minutes Cynthia was a schoolmistress, subject to examina-

tion by Mr. Errol.

Just a word about Mr. Errol. He was a retired lawyer,
with some means, who took an interest in town affairs to
oceupy his time. He had a very delicate wife, whom he
had been obliged to send South ‘at the beginuing of the
winter. There she had for a while improved, but had
been taken ill again, and two days before Cynthia’s ap-
pointment he had been summoned to her bedside by a
telegram. Cynthia could go into the school, and her
examination would take place when Mr. Errol returned.

All this was explained by the judge when, half an hour
after he had left them, he returned to the best parlor.
Miss Wetherell would, then, be prepared to take the
school the following morning. Whereupon the judge
shook hands with her, and did not deny that he had been
instrumental in the matter.

“And, Mr. Satterlee, I am so grateful to you,” said
Cynthia, when they were in the street once more.

“My dear Cynthia, I did nothing,” answered the
minister, quite bewildered by the quick turn affairs had
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reserved for extraordinary occasions, — “if it hain't Cyn-
thy | ”

He started to hobble toward her, but Cynthia ran to him.

“ Why,” said he, looking at her closely after the greet-
ing was over, “you be changed, Cynthy. Mercy, I don’t
know as I'd have dared done that if I’d seed you first.
What have you b’en doin’ to yourself? You must have
seed a. whole lot down there in Boston. And you're a
full-blown lady, too.”

% Oh, no, I’'m not, Cousin Eph,” she answered, trying to
smile.

“ Yes, you be,” he insisted, still scrutinizing her, vainly
trying to account for the change. Tact, as we know, was
not Ephraim’s strong point. Now he shook his head.
“You always was beyond me. Got a sort of air about you,
and it grows on you, too. Wouldn’t be surprised,” he de-
clared, speaking now to the minister, “ wouldn’t be a mite
surprised to see her in the White House, some day.”

“Now, Cousin Eph,” said Cynthia, coloring a little,
“you mustn’t talk nonsense. What have you done with
your coat? You have no business to go without it with
your rheumatism.” y

“It hain’t b’en so bad since Uncle Sam took me over

again, Cynthy,” he answered, “with nothin’ to do but :

sort letters in a nice hot room.” The room was hot, indeed.
“But where did you come from ?

“I grew tired of being taught, Cousin Eph. I—I’ve
always wanted to teach. MF. Satterlee has been with me
to see Mr. Graves, and they’ve given me Miss Goddard’s
place. I'm coming to Brampton to live, to-day.”

“ Great Tecumseh !” exclaimed Ephraim again, over-
powered by the news. “I want to know! What does
Jethro say to that ? ”

“ He — he is willing,” she replied in a low voice.

“ Well,” said Ephraim, * I always thought you’d come
to it. 1It’s in the blood, I guess — teachin’. Your mother
had it too. I’'m kind of sorry for Jethro, though, so I be.
But I'm glad for myself, Cynthy: So you're comin’ to
Brampton to live with me!”
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“Mr. Bob !” she exclaimed.

“ Where’s Mrs. Holden ?” he asked.

Mrs. Holden was the elderly housekeeper. She had

gone, unfortunately, to visit a bereaved relative ; unfor-

tunately for Bob, because she, too, might have told him
something.

“Get me some breakfast, Sarah.

Anything,” he com-
manded, “and tell Silas to hitch up the black trotters to
my cutter.” j

Sarah, though in consternation, did as she was bid.
The breakfast was forthcoming, and in half an hour Silas
had the black trotters at the door. Bob got in without a

word, seized the reins, the cutter flew down Brampton

Street (observed by many of the residents thereof) and

turned into the Coniston road. Silag said nothing. Silas,
as a matter of fact, never did say anything. He had been
the Worthington coachman for five and twenty years, and
he was known in Brampton as Silas the Silent. Young
Mr. Worthington had no desire to talk that morning.

The black trotters covered the ten miles in much quicker
time than Lem Hallowell could do it in his stage, but the
distance seemed endless to Bob. It was not much more
than half an hour after he had left Brampton Street, how-
ever, that he shot ‘past the store, and by the time Rias
Richardson in his carpet slippers reached the platform the
cutter was in front of the tannery house, and the trotters,
with their sides smoking, were pawing up the snow under
the butternut tree.

Bob leaped out, hurried up the path, and knocked at
the door, It was opened by Jethro Bass himself.
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