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lay ready to be hatched under Mr. Worthington’s eye.
A letter in the bold and upright hand of his son was on
the top of the pile, placed there by Mr. Flint himself, who
had examined Mr. Worthington’s face closely when he
came in to see how much he might know of its contents.
He had decided that Mr. Worthington was in too good
a humor to know anything of them. Mr. Flint had not
steamed the letter open, and read the news ; but he
could guess at them pretty shrewdly, and so could have
the biggest fool in Brampton. That letter contained the
opening scene of the next act in the drama.

Mr. Worthington cut the envelope and began to read,
and: while he did so Mr. Flint, who was not afraid of man
or beast, looked at him. It was a manly and straight-

= forward letter, and Mr. Worthington, no matter what
his opinions on the subject were, should have been proud

of it. Bob announced, first of all, tha

t he was going to
marry Cynthia Wetherell ; then he proceeded with praise-

worthy self-control (for a lover) to describe Cynthia’s
character and attainments: after which he stated that
Cynthia had refused him — twice, because she believed
that Mr. Worthington would oppose the marriage, and
had declared that she would never be the cause of a
breach between father and son. Bob asked for his father’s
consent, and hoped to have it, but he thought it only
right to add that he had given his word and his love,
and did not mean to retract either. He spoke of his
visit to Brampton, and explained that C
ing school there, and urged his father to see her before he
made a decision. . Mr. Worthington read it through to
the end, his lips closing tighter and tighter until his
mouth was but a line across his face. There was pain
in the face, too, the kind of pain which anger sends, and
which comes with the tottering of a pride that is false.
gf what gratification now was the overthrow of Jethro

ass?

He stared at the letter for a moment after he had fin-
ished it, and his face grew a dark red. Then he seized
the paper and tore it slowly, deliberately, into bits.

ynthia was teach- .
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flown over the floor. But the great man was now in the

full tide of his anger.
« Never mind the letters,” he shouted; * tell me why

you keep her there.”

«We callated we'd wait and see what steps you'd like
taken,” said the trembling townsman.

«Steps! Steps! Good God! What kind of man are
you to serve in such a place when you allow the professed
ward of Jethro Bass—of Jethro Bass, the most notori-
ously depraved man in this state, to teach the children of
this town. Steps! How soon can you call your com-
mittee together ?” : :

«Right away,” answered Mr. Dodd, breathlessly. He
would have gone on to exculpate himself, but Mr. Worth-
ington’s inexorable finger was pointing at the door.

“If you are a friend of mine,” said that gentleman,
« and if you have any regard for the fair name of this town,
you will do so at once.”

Mr. Dodd departed precipitately, and Mr. Worthington
began to pace the room, clasping his hands now in front of
him, now behind him, in his agony: repeating now and
again various appellations which need not be printed here,
which he applied in turn to the prudential committee, to
his son, and to Cynthia Wetherell. .

% 11 run her out of Brampton,” he said at last.

«If you do,” said Mr. Flint, who had been watching
him apparently unmoved, * you may have Jethro Bass on
your back.” 2

« Jethro Bass?” shouted Mr. Worthington, with a
laugh that was not pleasant to hear, ¢ Jethro Bass is as
dead as Julius Ceesar.”

It was one thing for Mr. Dodd to promise’ so readily a
meeting of the committee, and quite another to decide
how he was going to get through the affair without any
more burns and scratches than were absolutely necesgary.
He had reversed the usual order, and had been in the fire
—_now he was going to the frying-pan. He stood in the
street for some time, pulling at his tuft, and then made his
way to Mr. Jonathan Hill's feed store. Mr. Hill was
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reading “Sartor Resartus” in his little office, the tempera-
ture of which must have been 95° and Mr. Dodd was per-
spiring when he got there. :

- It’s come,” said Mr. Dodd, sententiously.

“What's come ?” inquired Mr. Hill, mildly.

“Isaac D.’s come, that’s what,” said Mr. Dodd. «I
hain’t b’en sleepin’ well of nights, lately. I can’t think
what we was about, Jonathan, puttin’ that girl in the
school. We'd ought to’ve knowed she wahn’t fit.”

“ What's the matter with her ? ” inquired Mr. Hill.

“ Matter with her!” exclaimed his fellow-committee-
man, “she lives with Jethro Bass —she’s his ward.”

“ Well, what of it ?” said Mr. Hill, who never bothered
himself about gossip or newspapers, or indeed about any-
thing not between the-covers of a book, except when he
couldn’t help it. :

“Good God!” exclaimed Mr. Dodd, “he’s the most
notorious, depraved man in the state. Hain’t we got to
look out for the fair name of Brampton ?

Mr. Hill sighed and closed his book.

“ Well,” he said, “ I’d hoped we were through with that.
Let’s go up and see what Judge Graves says about it.”

“Hold on,” said Mr. Dodd, seizing the feed dealer by
the coat, “we’ve got to get it fixed in our minds what
we're goin’ to do, first. We can’t allow no notorious
people in our schools. We've got to stand up to the jedge,
and tell him so. We app’inted her on his recommendation,
you know.”

“I like the girl,” replied Mr. Hill; «I don’t think we
ever had a better teacher. She’s quiet, and nice appearin’,
and attends to her business.”

Mr. Dodd pulled his tuft, and cocked his head.

“Mr. Worthington holds a note of yours, don’t he,
Jonathan ? ”?

Mr, Hill reflected. He said he thought perhaps Mr.
Worthington did.

“Well,” said Mr. Dodd, “I guess we might as well go
along up to the jedge now as any time.”

But when they got there Mr. Dodd’s knock was so timid
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that he had to repeat it b}eﬁore thte j;.ldge came to the door
red at them over his spectacles. :
&Ilﬂ- \I;;:H, gentlemen, what can I do for you? " he aséred,
severely, though he knew well enough. He had not been
taken by surprise many times during the last forty _years:f
Mr. Dodd explained that they wished a little meeting 3
the committee. The judge ushered them into his bed-
room, the parlor being too good for such an occaswn.b _
« Now, gentlemen,” said he, “let us get down tox usi-
ness. Mr. Worthington arrived here to-day, lhe has seen
Mr. Dodd, and Mr. Dodd has seen Mr. Hill. Mr. Worth-
ington is a political opponent of Jethro Bass, and wishes
Miss Wetherell dismissed. Mr. Dodd and M. Hill have
agreed, for various reasons which I will spare you, thlzll.t
Miss Wetherell should bIe disgnmsed. Have I stated the
men, or have I not?” :
Ca?ﬁfe&&ies fook off his spectacles and wiped them, .
looking from one to the other of his very uncomforta,ll))li
fellow-members. Mr. Hill did not attempt to speak ; ﬁ'C‘l.
Mr. Dodd, who was not sure now that this was not the 1:3
and the other the frying-pan, pulled at his tuft un
me to him. :
Wc:‘rfir(l]grgi he said finally, “I must say I'm a mite sur-
rised. I must say your language 1s’un)var1'tw11_ted.
«The truth is never unwarranted,” said the ]udg,e.
« For the sake of the fair name of Brampton,” began
Ir. d, “we cannot allow — "’
Ml“i\[I)r.idDodd,” interrupted the judge, “I would rather
have Mr. Worthington’s arguments from Mr. \Vorthglg%
ton himself, if I wanted them at all. There 1s no nee Eh
prolonging this meeting. If I were to waste my brea
until six o’clock, it would be no use. I was about to sag
that your opinions were formed, but I will alter th@t, dfm{.;
say that your minds ﬁtre ?X?td. tYog”are determined to
ismiss Miss Wetherell. Is it not sor™
dlb‘?]fbwish you'd hear me, Jedge,” said Mr. Dodd, des-
Pt %11‘171 you kindly answer me yes or no E? that ques-
tion,” said the judge ; “my time is valuable.
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« You're a-goin’ to stick by what you agreed — by your
principles ? 7

« ’m going to stick by my bread and butter,” said Mr.
Hill, % not by my principles. I wish to hell I wasn’t.”

And so saying that gentleman departed, cutting diago-
nally across the street through the snow, leaving Mr.
Dodd still choking and pulling at his tuft. This third and
totally unexpected  shaking-up had caused him to feel
somewhat deranged internally, though it had not altered
the opinions now so firmly planted in his head. After a
few moments, however, he had collected himself sufficiently
to move on once more, when he discovered that he was
repeating to himself, quite unconsciously, Mr. Hill’s pro-
fanity “ I wish to hell I wasn’t.” The iron mastiffs glaring
at him angrily out of the'snow banks reminded him that he
was in front of Mr. Worthington’s door, and he thought he -
might as well go in at once and receive the great man’s
gratitude. He certainly deserved it. But as he put his
Rand on the bell Mr. Worthington himself came out of
the house, and would actually have gone by without notie-
ing Mr. Dodd if he had not spoken. . »

% Iye got that little matter fixed, Mr. Worthington,” he

gaid, “called the committee, and we vofed to discharge
the — the young woman.” No, he did not deliver Judge
Graves’s message.
* «Very well, Mr. Dodd,” answered the great man, pass-
ing on so that Mr. Dodd was obliged to follow him in
order to hear, “ I'm glad you've come to your Senses at
last. Kindly step into the library and tell Miss Bruce
from me that she may fill the place to-morrow.”

« Clertain,” said Mr. Dodd, with hiz hand to his chin.
He watched the great man turn in at his bank in the new
block, and then he did as he was bid.

By the time school was out that day the news had
leaped across Brampton Street and spread up and down
both sides of it that the new teacher had been dismissed.
The story ran fairly straight —there were enough clews,
certainly. The great man’s return, the visit of Mr. Dodd,
the call on Judge Graves, all had been marked. The
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fiat of the first citizen had gone forth
Jethro Bass must be got rid of;
woman who had sought to entrap his
for her amazing effrontery.

Cynthia came out of school happily unaware that her
hame was on the lips of Brampton: unaware, too, that the
lord of the place had come into residence that day. She
had looked forward to living in the same town with Bob’s
father as an evil which Was necessary to be borne, as one
of the things which are more or less inevitable in the
lives of those who have to make their own ways in the
world. The children trooped around her, and the little
girls held her hand, and she talked and laughed with
them as she came up the street in the eyes of Brampton,
— came up the street to the block of new buildings where
the bank was. Stepping out of the bank, with that
businesslike alertness which characterized him, was the
first citizen —none other. e found himself entangled
among the romping children and — horror of horrors —
he bumped into the schoolmistress herself | Worse than
this, he had taken off his hat and begged her pardon before

he looked at her and realized the enormity of his mistake.
And the schoolmistress had actually paid no attention to
him, but with merely heightened color had drawn the
children out of his way and passed on without a word,
The first citizen, raging inwardly, but trying to appear
unconcerned, walked rapidly back to his house, On the
street of his own town, before the eyes of men, he had been
snubbed by a school-teacher, And such a school-teacher!
Mz. Worthington, as he paced his library burning with
the shame of this occurrence, remembered that he had had
to glance at her twice before it came over him who she
was. His first sensation had been astonishment. And now,
in spite of his bitter anger, he had to acknowledge that
the face had made an impression on him — a fact that only
served to increase his rage. A conviction grew upon him
that it was a face which his son, or any other man, would
not be likely to forget. He himself could not forget it.
In the meantime Cynthia had reached her home, her

that the ward of
the designing young
son must be punished
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“ You are dismissed,” he said, “ b
» *“ because Mr. Worthine-
11;.}(1)1.1 has come home, and because the two otlller memll)tgl;] gf
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Cynthia was left$o her thoughts, and these were harass-
ing and sorrowful enough. One idea, however, persisted
through them all. *Mr. Worthington, ‘whose power she
had lived long enough in Brampton to know, was an unjust
man and a hypocrite. That thought was both sweet and
bitter : sweet, as a retribution ; and bitter, because he was
Bob's father. She realized, now, that Bobknew these things,
and she respected and loved him the more, if that were
possible, because he had refrained from speaking of them
to her. And now another thought came, and though she
put it resolutely from her, persisted. Was she not justi-
fied now in marrying him ? The reasoning was false, so
she told herself. = She had no right to separate Bob front
his father, whatever his father might be. Did not she
still love Jethro Bass? Yes, but he had renounced his
ways. Her heart swelled gratefully as she spoke the,
words to herself, and she reflected that he,at least, had
never been a hypocrite.

Of one thing she was sure, now. In the matter of the
school she had right on her side, and she must allow Judge
Graves to-do whatever he thought proper to maintain that
right. If Isaac D. Worthington’s character had been dif-
ferent, this would not have been her decision. Now she
would not leave Brampton in disgrace, when she had done
nothing to merit it. Not that she believed that the judge
would prevail against such mighty odds. Solittle did she
think so that she fell, presently, into a despondency which
in all her troubles had not overtaken her — the despond-
ency which comes even to the pure and the strong when
they feel the unjust strength of the world against them.
In this state her eyes fell on the letter she had started to
Miss Lucretia Penniman, and in desperation she began to
write, :

It was a short letter, reserved enough, and quite in
character. It was right that she should defend herself,
which she did with dignity, saying that she believed the
committee had no fault to find with her duties, but that
Mr. Worthington had seen fit to bring influence to_bear
upon them because of her connection with Jethro Bass.
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It was not the whole truth, but Cynthia could not bring
herself to write of that other reason. At the end she
asked, very simply, if Miss Lucretia could find her
something to doin Boston in case her dismissal became cer-
tain. Then she put on her coat, and walked to the post-
office to post the letter, for she resolved that there could
be no shame without reason for it. There was a little
more color in her cheeks, and she held her head high, pre-
paring to be slighted. But she was not slighted, and got
more salutations, if anything, than usual. She was, in-
deed, in the right not to hide her head, and policy alone
_would have forbade it, had Cynthia thought of policy.

CHAPTER XV
CONTAINING A DRAMATIC CLIMAX

PuBLIC opinion is like the wind — it bloweth where it
listeth. Tt whistled around Brampton the next day,
whirling husbands and wives apart, and families into
smithereens. Brampton had a storm all to itself — save
for a sympathetic storm raging in Coniston —and all
about a school-teacher.

Had Cynthia been a certain type of woman, she would
have had all the men on her side and all of her own sex
against her. It is a decided point to be recorded in her
favor that she had among her sympathizers as many women
as men. But the excitement of a day long remembered
in Brampton began, for her, when a score or more of chil-
dren assembled in front of the little house, tramping down
the snow on the grass plots, shouting for her to come to
school with them. Children give no mortgages, or keep
no hardware stores.

Cynthia, trying to read in front of the fire, was all in a
tremble at the sound of the high-pitched little voices she
had grown to love, and she longed to go outand kiss them,
every one. Her nature, however, shrank from any act
which might appear dramatic or sensational. She could
not resist going to the window and smiling aé them, though
they appeared but dimly —little dancing figures in a
mist. And when they shouted, the more she shook her
head and put her finger to her lips in reproof and van-
ished from their sight. Then they trooped sadly on to
school, resolved to make matters as disagreeable as pos-
sible for poor Miss Bruce, who had not offended in any
way.
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