CHAPTER XIV

IN WHICH THE LORD OF BRAMPTON RETURNS

GREAT events, like young Mr. Worthington’s visit to
Brampton, are all very well for a while; but they do not
always develop with sufficient rapidity to satisfy the
audiences of the drama. Seven days were an interlude
quite long enough in which to discuss every phase and bear-
ing of this opening scene, and after that the play in all
justice ought to move on. But there it halted — for a
while —and the curtain obstinately refused to come up.
If the inhabitants of Brampton had only known that the
drama, when it came, would be well worth waiting for,
they might have been less restless.

It is unnecessary to enrich the pages of this folio with
all the footnotes and remarks of the sages of Brampton.
These can be condensed into a paragraph or two — and
We can ring up the curtain when we like on the next
scene, for which Brampton had to wait considerably over
& month. There is to be no villain in this drama with
the face of an Abbé Maury like the seven cardinal sins.
Comfortable-looking Mr. Dodd of the prudential com-
mittee, with his chin-tuft of yellow beard, is cast for the

part of tha villain, but will play it badly; he would have
been better suited to g comedy part.

Young Mr. Worthington left Brampton on the five
o'clock train, and at six Mr. Dodd met his fellow-member
of the committee, J udge Graves.

“QCalled- a meetin’?” asked Mr.
yellow tuft,

“What for?

“ What be you

Dodd, pulling the

said the judge, sharply.
a-goin’ to do about it? ” said Mr. Dodd.
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« Do about what? " demanded thei)judge., looking at the
nder his eyebrows. g
hagt&ltvaﬁzéig algzz‘frri)vnf:lflenough that this was notjgr;olalr;ig
ithlt;, art of Mr. Graves, whose position in the}:l mc{it e(fken
i vtfr well defined in the two sentences he at,J s% : v
1t\)r.(lai'mDod}:i perceived that the judge was tr);{ntg 'Sn%lihila,te
o mit himself, and would then proceed to fk' i
Eqnclaom He. Levi Dodd, had no intention of walking
1111, s 9 .
Su(‘}‘h\?g(:l]i{,t?.said he, with a final tug at the tuft, «if that’s
ay feel about it.” . :
th?‘ ‘EV‘Z& }f;,?.)lclaut what?” said the judge, ﬁerggly. e
« Callate you know best,” said Mr: Do d, an 135 o
up the street. But he felt the ;]udgti_sl gmivas vgry
gﬁrin% holes in his b:mllc]. .T(llle ]u_dlgx(flso?oiﬁioc?l m
— the judge. ; 1
ﬁ}?c?w’v %ﬁaﬂ%;)\fi Digfl had %Wept his mind, and that it was
i ady now for the reception of —an opinion. _
e Si{; weeks or more, as has been said, passe s
curtain rose again, but the snarling trumpets of.

~ chestra played a fitting prelude. Cynthia’s feelings and

i ring this interval:
ia’s life need not be gone into during thi erva
Eggg;;a‘g her character, they may well b]c;, 1{;11&5(1)11?{3%; 03;
re trying enough, but Brampton ha g
ol them. During the weeks she came a d we s
%ufi%lélf the little house and the little school, pl%h;n% -
t]ie strength that was in her into her dum(_asizihEB e
dential Committee, which sometimes sat 011f e S}; S
uld find no fault with the performance o o
co with the capability of the teacher, and it }11s I}Gbegtter %—,han
?;1' to state that the children grew to 10v% ; eé{ ecl&-md e
Miss Goddard had been loved. Tt maybl. e
children are the fittest citizens _of a republic, be gt
: t to make up their own minds on any subjec W1 e
a‘rg‘ar}zl to public opinion. It was so with the sclllorarsthe
ll_ffz:rn Jtoupvillage lower school: they grew% t{: _;n ;dem
tEaaC—her careless of what the attitude of thet e
HB.W] ¢ be, and some of them could have been seen a
:lrlljgr :hy :valking home with her down the street.
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As for the attitude of the elders — there was none,
Before assuming one they had thought it best, with chap
acteristic caution, to await the next act in the drama.
There were ladies in Brampton whose hearts prompted
them, when they called on the new teacher, to speak a
kindly word of warning and advice; but somehow, when
they were seated before her in the little sitting room of
the John Billings house, their courage failed them. There
was something about this daughter of the Coniston store-
keeper and ward of Jethro Bass that made them pause.
So much for the ladies of Brampton. What they said
among themselves would fill a chapter, and more.

There was, at this time, a singular falling-off in the
attendance of the Brampton Club, Ephraim sat alone
most of the day in his Windsor chair by the stove, pre-
tending to read newspapers. But he did not mention this
fact to Cynthia. He was more lonesome than ever on the
Saturdays and Sundays which she spent with Jethro
Bass.

Jethro Bass ! It is he who might be made the theme
of the music of the snarling trumpets. What was he
about during those six weeks ? That is what the state at
large was beginning to wonder, and the state at large was
looking on at a drama, too. A rumor reached the capital
and radiated thence to every city and town and hamlet,
and was followed by other rumors like confirmations.
Jethro Bass, for the first time in a long life of activity,

was inactive : inactive, too, at this most critical period of
his career, the climax of it, with a war to be waged which
for bitterness and ferocity would have no precedent ;
with the town meetings at hand, where the frontier fight-
ing was to be done, and no quarter given. Lieutenants
had gone to Coniston for further orders and instructions,
and had come back without either. A chilles was sulkin
in the tannery house —some said a broken Achilles.
Not a word could be got out of him, or the sign of an
intention. Jake Wheeler moped through the daysin Rias
Richardson’s store, too sore at heart to speak to any man,
and could have wept if tears had been a relief to him. No
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i mountain to Clovelly and
o }P hthih?;lrc{:]?df alf;): fn:arethe issue now and itched fbo_r
else“{} gﬁ; and the vassals of the hill-Rajah under a ju 11:-_-
11;}:le %“'Lfl Bixby were arming cap-a-pie. Lleutenan_n
ol 111t d-Senator Peleg Hartington Of'BmmPthll; i
qenegélcjr:)ver the livery stable, shook his hgad 11f ?3 m?.
E:(S)u?rnful stork when quistionted dt;{iﬁ]r(;ﬁfptg?z?;i Wx{; i
: rations were at a stan s
af&l'regggéﬁtmﬁzsal givers of mortgages, v;ho I&afon&:g
i\f?cllr the opportunity of selling them o har}nigige o
5, began (mirabile dictw) to express oplP e
= ino%s sign of all — the proprietor of the be ic i
E]{-;l.]d confessed that the Throne Room had not been engag
: ing session.
fm\{?l;g ictoi?c::s%bti‘; that Jethro Bass lay crushed"q:étdgr r’:r}llg
; ht of the accusations which had been plfl;} eg, (He
L till being printed, in the Newcastle Guardian: X
giedrflc?t answe;them, or 1'eta(:]iia,te in (}tlﬁ;\;;%\:;gjgeﬁf, L
y ade use o j
Lo g)tﬁls liloi%li;l; \cifllerr;'inted about him could 1be co:;:
Way'd ith those articles. Had remorse suddenly (;ivons
e iT'l in his old age? Such were the ques]i -
tﬁk(al[ll 1mre asking all over the state —people, at f_ai ;
pett:p er;w;z interested in polities, or in those opsrah:;n
wl?h“ ent by the name of politics : yes, an . ty;
e i witizens — who had participated in pohtlﬁs on yhis
fhr:;zxieilt of voting for such candidates ahs J ett il:iels,n =
wisdom had seen fit tod gi\‘r;alaiieén‘,ﬁ;za:t ; nee 25 o
omi :
begz:{raazoaiaﬁ'ailaa’.tv?&ssh they fondly (and _ve&'y C%)rggeﬁéyz)t
%ﬁieved was to be a golden era. Ith.vas,' 1;; ne&e s f0be o
lden era— until things got working i e O
gold ould cease. The Newcastle Guardian, Wi e
= 1wirony proclaimed the golden era; a,nd& ecOther
T;Ela?tl S'1”55; cohimns, even in other days and UPT Szr e
ownership, had upheld the wisdom of J _et-hrfo l?e e
he was still a wise man, said {Elht}al tGuar_dzcm, or
serﬁidﬁ) Iil%ugﬁr;g g&;etlﬁg %}ght% Cynthia fervently hoped
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and prayed that he had, but she hoped and prayed in ;

silence. Well she knew, if the event in the tannery shed
had not made him abandon his affairs, no appeal could
do 6. Her happiest days in this period were the Satup
days and Sundays spent with him in Coniston, and as the
weeks went by she began to believe that the change,
miraculous as it seemed, had indeed taken place. He had
given up his power. It was a pleasure that made the
weeks bearable for her. What did it matter whether he
had made the sacrifice for the sake of his love for her?
He had made it.
On these Saturdays and Sundays they went on long
drives together over the hills, while she talked to him of
her life in Brampton or the books she was reading, and. of
those she had chosen for him to read. Sometimes they
did not turn homeward until the delicate tracery of the
branches on the snow warned them of the rising moon.
Jethro was often silent for hours at a time, but it seemed
to Cynthia that it was the silence of peace — of a peace
he had never known before. There came N0 newspapers
to the tannery house now: during the mid-week he read
the books of which she had spoken — William Wetherell’s -
books ; or sat in thought, counting, perhaps, the days
until she should come again. And the joy of those days
for him,was more pathetic than much that is known to the
world as sorrow.

And what did Coniston think ? Coniston, indeed, knew
not what to think, when, little by little, the great men
ceased to drive up to the door of the tannery house, and
presently came no more. Coniston sank then from its
proud position as the real capital of the state to
‘hamlet among the hills. Coniston, too, was watching the
drama, and had had a better view of the stage than Bramp-
ton, and saw some reason presently for the change in Jethro
Bass. Not that Mr. Satterlee told, but such evidence
was bound, in the end, to speak for itself. The Newcastle
Guardian had been read and debated at the store — de-
bated with some heat by Chester Perkins and other mort-
gagors ; discussed, nevertheless, in a political rather than

a lonely
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i hia had returned home, her face
e ow, and she had begun to earn
- awe%.tlilgm b%ﬁgilsflg poiiticians had ceased to contxl(i,é
™ Ownd'il;vbelgc;ngs to Rias Richardson for hav1}}g bt;,e_n b
(-f]‘l:‘ll'::i ctfs ;iece these three facts }tiogegher, Eg:;irﬁ% ﬁ;rg e
: i on the stove that
Eufrx; }iltlsba}?él ziresc? iiezgézl¥or a week. Cynthia Wetherell
ar 2 ‘
thro. : o
ha% Egiofﬁn i?}er'iHage loved and revered (?ynthri‘a.},le(]gl;sn
agwhole did not rejoice in that refmr‘n. s
had afs llen from its mighty estate, and there W_ered e
e nes who whispered that it had remal_ni S
;]3‘1;3); Sg?rl who had learned 1cig.y t;alzl)gshti?n t;\gfndon i
H 5 1ad m d >
S l;erI ﬁ!fltgef), g}zit.]t;}ilggton because Mr. \-Vorthlsfgl—
. Sa{—bu-t there is no use writing such scan ali
S h&dda'o?)ﬁis power — even though he stripped g}msem
Stl'spgﬁ ‘0 began to lose their respect, a trait tf}n -1;:%; 2
m t]lf t thge human race may have had wolves _21 he
i ]? 11 as apes. People had small opportuni y,f "
- asc;F zhmﬁng a lack of respect to his person, ior
EE::E; days he noticed no one and sgok}? ‘fo Eé)nier; & o
When the lion is crippled, the jackals bidl ot
iackal reconnoitred the lair to see how ba yl m
- i led, and conceived with astounding IES?‘G jea g
W1aﬂ Colfl%l;. tl;riug the lion’s quarry. This jackal, :nd ise:
. aJllc'i 1{5 well knew how to round up a quarry, ad i)
Bk ove the hills to consult with a bigger jac b
E‘a?s]‘zegvei&q a result, two days before Msﬁ‘ch }fgx}i_emhe% mﬂgi
r. Bij i id a visit to the Harwi
cla.g, MI;tBéllil;n}gguzgfteg&;dConiston farmers loolizlm%em::lr
Etllllle sﬁr:ep his clothes bulging out in plac}flzs &Vgﬁ?sh :d. % e
d eemi,ngly normal enough when he ha S
L ts itself, even among lions and jackals. i
e repeai)efore there had been a town-meeting in 011115 >
Sixdyea;?n' rise. Established Church, decent ;nd o; E}iayt
zglec:‘men pand proceedings hag.m!l:ﬁle; ;;%pplgprggei i
%}?zéu;ﬁer&e Oﬁggmt% dfgr?’z. : And now retribution was
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at hand. This March-meeting day was mild, the grass
showing a green color on the south slopes where the snow
had melted, and the outlying farmers drove through mud-
holes up to the axles. Drove, albeit, in procession along
the roads, grimly enough, and the sheds Jock Hallowell
had built around the meeting-house could not hold the
horses ; they lined the fences and usurped the hitching
posts of the village street, and still they came. Their
owners trooped with muddy boots into the meeting-house,
and when the moderator rapped for order the Chairman
of the Board of Selectmen, Jethro Bass, was not in his
place ; never, indeed, would be there again. Six and
thirty years he had been Supreme in that town — long
enough for any man. The beams and king posts would
know him no more. Mr. Amog Cuthbert was elected
Chairman, not without a gallant and desperate but un-
supported fight of a minority led by Mr. Jake Wheeler,
whose loyalty must be taken as a tribute to his species.

Farmer Cuthbert was elected, and his mortgage was not -

foreclosed | Had it been, there was more money in the
Harwich bank.

There was no telegraph to Coniston in these days, and
50 Mr. Sam Price, with his horse in a lather, might have
been seen driving with unseemly haste toward Brampton,
where in due time he arrived. ~Half an hour later there
was excitement at Newecastle, sixty-five miles away, in the
office of the Guardian, and the next morning the excite-
ment had spread over the whole state.

Jethro Bass was dethroned in Coniston — discredited
in his own town |

And where was Jethro? Did his heart ache, did he
bow his head as he thought of that supremacy, so hardly
won, so superbly held, gone forever? Many were the
curious eyes on the tannery house that day, and for days
after, but its owner gave no signs of concern. He read
and thought and chopped wood in the tannery shed as
usual. Never, I believe, did man, shorn of power, aceept
his lot more quietly, His struggle was over, his battle

was fought, a greater peace than he had ever thought to

7 s
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“Trooped with muddy boots into the meeting-house.
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hope for was won. For the o inic;n and rega
]x;riiorld he had never cared. Ap greater rewfrc{da\?vfaigg
m, greater than any knew —the opinion and regard
and Ehfa praise of one whom he loved beyond all the world
((1)11 Friday she came to him, on Friday at sunset, for the
ays were growing longer, and that was the ha.pplzest sun-
set of his life. She said nothing as she raised her face to
gﬁt?dkklssed him and clung to him in the little parlor,
mereI new, and he had his reward. So much for earthly
Cynthia brought the little rawhide trunk this ti
came to Coniston for the March vacationk—tlgsh:;;)? ?\r\lrg
weeks that was soon gone. Happy by comparison, that is
with what they both had suffered, and a haven of rest after
the struggle and despair of the wilderness. The bond
between them had, in truth, never been stronger, for both
the young girl and the old man had denied t],:Lemselves
the thing they held most dear. Jethro had taken refuge
and found comfort in his love. But Cynthia! Her reai'
estI %m:};l had now been bestowed elsewhere. S
[ ere were letters for the tannery h 1i
Skinner, who made it a point to meet thej stacé%sel’)r(l}\t{ﬂ}ll{
them. And there were letters during C_ynthia’s’ sojougrn
— many of them, bearing the Cambridge postmark. Oné
evening it was Jethro who laid the letter on the table
beside her as she sat under the lamp. He did not look at
her or speak, but she felt that he knew her secret—fe?t
that Le deserved to have from her own lips what he had
been too proud — yes—and too humble to ask. Whose
i};l;];l}g,thy {3(;111% she 1’tl)e sure of, if not of his? Still she
nged to keep thi
i ingher hand.p this treasure to herself. She took the
“I do not answer them, Uncle Jethro, but— I
Erevent his writing them,” she faltered. "She did ng:iﬁﬁf
ess that she kept them, every one, and read them over
and over again; that she had ‘grown, indéed, to look for-
ward to them as to a sustenance. “I—1 do loye him, b
I will not marry him.” g

Yee?, she could be sure of Jethro’s sympathy, though he
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could not express it in words. Yet she had not told him
for this. She had told him, much as the telling had hurt
her, because she feared to cut him more deeply by her
silence. :

It was a terrible moment for Jethro, and never had he
desired the gift of speech as now. Had it not been for
him, Cynthia might have been Robert Worthington’s wife. &
He sat down beside her and put his hand over hers that
lay on the letter in her lap. It was the only answer he
could make, but perhaps it was the best, after all. Of
what use were words at such a time !

Four days afterward, on a Monday morning, she went
back to Brampton to begin the new term.

That same Monday a circumstance of no small impor-
tance took place in Brampton — nothing less than the
return, after a prolonged absence in the West and else-
where, of its first citizen. Isaac D. Worthington was
again in residence. No bells were rung, indeed, and no
delegation of citizens as such, headed by the selectmen,
met him at the station ; and other feudal expressions of
fealty were lacking. No staff flew Mr. Worthington’s
arms ; nevertheless the lord of Brampton was in his castle
again, and Brampton felt that he was there. He arrived
alone, wearing the silk hat which had become habitual
with him now, and stepping into his barouche at the
station had been driven up Brampton Street behind his
grays, looking neither to the right nor left. His reddish
chop whiskers seemed to cling a little more closely to his
face than formerly, and long years of compression made
his mouth look sterner than ever. A hawk-like man, Isaac
Worthington, to be reckoned with and feared, whether in
a frock coat or in breastplate and mail.

His seneschal, Mr. Flint, was awaiting him in the
library. Mr. Flint was large and very ugly, big-boned,
smooth-shaven, with coarse features all askew, and a
large nose with many excrescences, and thick lips. He
was forty-two. From a foreman of the mills he had risen,
step by step, to his present position, which no one seemed
able to define. He was, indeed, a seneschal. He managed
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the mills in his lord’s absence, and — if the truth be told
— in his presence ; knotty questions of the Truro Railroad
were brought to Mr. Flint and submitted to Mr. Worth-
ington, who decided them,— with Mr. Flint’s advice ;
and, within the last three months, Mr. Flint had invaded
the realm of politics, quietly, as such a man would, under
the cover of his patron’s name and glory. Mr. Flint it
was who had bought the Newecastle Guardian, who went
occasionally to Newcastle and spoke a few effective words
now and then to the editor; and, if the truth will out,
Mr. Flint had largely  conceived that scheme about the
railroads which was to set Mr. Worthington on the throne
of the state, although the scheme was not now bein
carried out according to Mr. Flint’s wishes. Mr. Flint
was, in a sense, a Bismarck, but he was not as yet all-
powerful. Sometimes his august master or one of his
fellow petty sovereigns would sweep Mr. Flint’s plans
into the waste basket, and then Mr. Flint would be con-
tent to wait. To complete the character sketch, Mr.
Flint was not above hanging up his master’s hat and coat,
which he did upon the present occasion, and went up to
Mr. Worthington’s bedroom to fetch a pocket handker-
chief out of the second drawer. He even knew where the
handkerchiefs were kept. Lucky petty sovereigns some-
times possess Mr. Flints to make them €mperors,
The august personage seated himself briskly at his desk.
“ So that scoundrel Bass is actually discredited at last,”

he said, blowing his nose in the pocket handkerchief Mr.
Flint had brought him. I lose patience when I think
how long we've stood the rascal in this state. I knew the
people would rise in their indignation when they learned
the truth about him.”

Mr. Flint did not answer this. He might have had
other views.

“I wonder we did not think of it before,” Mr. Worth-
ington continued. « A very simple remedy, and only re-
quiring a little courage and—and — ” (Mr. Worthington
was going to say money, but thought better of it) “and the
chimera disappears. 1 congratulate you, Flint.”
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« Congratulate yours,e,zlf,” said Mr. Flint; “that would
: my way. )
no}:‘ !il;jgrirbiz;l, 13 conEgmtula,te myself,” said thet augt;)st
personage, who was in t0o good a humor to be Eu‘ m}llat 3{
the rejection of a compliment. You remen}:]' er W i
said : the time was ripe, just publish a fexlv Jl(t)}sl‘apB'L;S
articles telling people what he was, anc tel imin / Lt.he
would snuff out like a éandle. Mr. Duncan ‘ et 1; .
town-meeting results are very good all OVfal - f h;vez;
Even if we hadn’t knoek‘ed out Jethro _Bas:a, ‘“ e'd he
fair majority for our bill in the next leglslzlut‘uu::.l' e
«You know Bass’s saying,” answered I\I!1. 11 11171 £
can hiteh that kind of a hoss, but they won't always ® stay
> 339
hlgslilelg-x;oxv I know,” said Mr. Worthington; “don’t cl‘oa,lk,
Flint. We can buy more hitch ropeﬁ, 1IE : Tleceiss;; y._
Well, what's the outlay up to_t}le present ? ar éiget, whgt;
ose. Well, whatever it is, it'’s small comp{ut‘a bb(;d e
we'll get for it.” He laughed a little and ru s
hands, and then he reﬁeml%}ered th{ath(l:aal;i.gggr 11)1:.3 f‘(‘)rr ;chim-
world. Yes, and
22(1)’? %nbilfx(:i;a?]}ll: ;apacity. Isaac Worthington may llllave
deceived himself, but he may or may not h‘ave _l;t}aleg a ”eﬁg
to his seneschal. “We have to fight fire wi é‘?g
added, in a pained voice. * Let me see It‘he accom_]t‘. "
« T have tabulated the expense in the different citiesa -
towns,” answered Mr. Flint; I will sl‘wW. you the a.ccoun‘
in a little while. The expenses, in Coniston gere .s}flJarjnz
what greater than the s;i’g.e of the town justified, perhaps.
n thought — : i
Bi{??:sit;es,” ir?terrupted Mr. W'orthmgton,l & 1‘5 it olllﬁg
cost as much to carr%r (i%mston fmiﬁhgs;v;?;see,”l w
rth it —for the mora ! _
hai‘;o?:imef‘%?ct! Mr. Flint thought of Mr. flxb{ gﬂ:};
his bulging pockets going about the hills, an s?;aeined
the manner in which 1;121-&1 effects are sometimes o :
g Flint ?
NOAIEZ&\:']: V;Sét, Mr. Flint might have answerc?fd_.t rorli_ i‘:
few minutes there might be news, and plenty of it,




