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and so still that the metallic sound pen-

etrated far through the quiet forest. At

every curve of the road he expected to.

-cabin with its rail fence, and

;Z;ot:g ltc;lge low hanging chestnut-tree,
half its branches resting upon the roof
of the little shanty ot a blacksmith s
shop. After many windings a sharp
turn brought him ful] upon the hum_ble
dwelling, with its back-ground of prim-
eval woods and the purphng splendors
of the western hills. The chickens were
going to roose in a stunted cedar-tree
just without the door; an mcr_edlb_le old
man, feeble.anq bent, sat dozing in t]xe
lingering sunshine on the porch; a girl
with a pail on her head, was crossing
the road and going down a declivity
toward a spring w_hxch bubbled up in a
cleft of the gigantic rocks; ghat were
piled one above another, rising to a
great height. ‘A mingled breath of cool,
dripping water, sweet-scented fern, and
ungent mint greeted hlm.sj he passed
it. He did not see the girl’s face, for
she had left the road before he went by.
but he recognized the slight figure, with
that graceful poise_acqmrgd by the pro-
saic_habit of carrying weights upon the
head, and its lithe, swaying bea,uty re-
minded him of the mountaineer’s com-
parison—a slio of willow. .

And now, under the chestnut-tree, in
anxious converse with Jerry Shaw, who
came out hammer in hand from +he
anvil, concerning the shoe to be put on
Strathspey’s near fore-foot, and the
problematic damage sustained since ghe
accident, Chevis's own theory occupied
some minutes in expounding, and so ab-
sorbed his_attention that he did not ob-
serve, until the horse was fairly under
the blacksmith’s hands, that,  despite
Jerry Shaw’s unaccustomed industry,
this was by no means a white-letter day
in his habitual dissipation. He trembled
for Strathspey, but it was too late now
to interfere. Jerry Shaw was in that
stage of drunkenness which is greatly
accented by an elaborate affectation of
sobriety. His desire that Chevis should
consider him perfectlv sober was abun-
dantly manifest in hisl rigidly _steadv
gait, the preternatural gravity in his
blood-shot eyes, his sparingness of
- speech, and the difficulty with which he
enunciated the acquiescent formul=
which had constituted his share of con-
versation. Now and then, controlling
his faculties by a great effort, he looked
hard at Chevis to discover what doubts
might be expressed in his ‘face concern-
ing the genuineness of this staid deport-
ment; and Chevis presently found it
best to affect, too. Believing that the
blacksmith’s histrionic attempts in the
role of sober artisan were occupying his
attention more than the paring of
Strathspey’s hoof, which.he held be-
tween his knees on the leather apron,
while the horse danced an animated
measure on the other three feet, Chevis
assumed an appearance of indifference,
and strolled away into the shop. He
looked about him, carelessly, at the
horseshoes hanging on a rod in the rude
aperture that served as window, at the
wagon-tires, the plowshares, the glowing
fire of the forge. The air within was
unpleasantly close, and he soon found
himself standing again in the doorway.

“Can I get some water here?’ he
asked, as Jerry Shaw re-entered, and
began hammering vigorously at the shoe
destined for Strathspey.

The resonant music ceased for a mo-
ment. The solemn, drunken eyes were
slowly turned upon the visitor, and the
elaborate affectation of sobriety was
again  obtrusively apparent in the
blacksmith's manner. He rolled up
more closely the blue-checked homesnun
sleeve from his corded hammer-arm,
twitched nervously at the single Sus-
pPender that supported his copper-color-
ed jean trousers, readjusted his leather
apron hanging about his neck, and, cast-
Ing upon Chevis another glance, replete
. With a challenging gravity, fell to work
upon the anvil, every heavy and well di-
rected blow telling with the precision of
machinery. .

The question had hardly been heard
efore forgotten. At the next interval,
When he was going out to fit the horse,
Chevis repeated his request.

“Water, did yer say?” asked Jerry

shading his eyes from the
his broad, blackened right hand, and
looking at the huge broken wall of stone
beyond the road, “yer kin go ‘down
yander ter the spring, an’ ax that thar
gal fur a drink.”

Chevis took his way, in the last rays
of sunshine, across the road and down
the declivity in the direction indicated
by the blacksmith. A cool grey shadow
fell upon him from the heights of the
great rocks, as he neared them; the
narrow path leading 'from the road grew
dank and moist, and presently his feet
were sunk in the still green and odorous
water-loving weeds, the clumps of fern,
and the pungent mint. He did not notice
the soft verdure; he did not even see
the beautiful vines that hung from
earth-filled niches among the rocks, and'
lent to their forbidding aspect some-

thing of a smiling grace; their pic-
turesque grouping, where they had
‘fallen apart to show this  sparkling

fountain of bright up-springing water,
was all lost upon his artistic percep-
tions. His eyes were fixed on the girl
standing  beside the spring  her
pail  filled, but waiting,  with
a calm, expectant look on her face, as
she saw him approaching.

No creature could have been more
coarsely habited; a green cotton dress,
faded to the fainfest hue; rough shoes,

sunlight with |

handed it to him, and stood awaiting
its return when he should have finished.
The cool, delicious water was drained,
and he gave the gourd back. “I am
much obliged,” he said.

“Yere welcome,” she replied, in a
slow, singing monotone. Had the
autumn winds taught her voice that

melancholy cadence ?

Chevis would have liked to hear her
speak again, but the gulf between his
station and hers—so undreamed of by
her (for the differences of caste are ab-
solutely unknown to the independent
mountaineers), so patent to him—could
be bridged by few ideas. They had so
little in common that for a moment he
could think of nothing to say. His
cogitation suggested only the inquiry,
“Do you live here?”’ indicating the little
house on the other side of the road.

“Yes,” she chanted in the same mono-
tone, “I lives hyar.”

She turned to lift the brimming pail.
Chevis spoke again: “Do you always
stay at home? Do you never go any-
where ?” ,

Her eyes rested upon him,  with a
slight surprise looking out from among
their changing lights. “No,” she said,
after a pause; “I hev no call to go no-

whar ez I knows on.”
on her . head,

She placed the pail
took thc dappled sun-bonnet in her
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just visible beneath her skirts; a dap-
pled gray and brown calico sun-bonnet,
thrown aside on a moss-grown boulder
near at hand. But it seemed as if the
wild nature about her had been gener-
ous to this being toward whom life and
fortune had played the niggard. There
were opaline lights in her dreamy eyes
which one sees nowhere save in sunset
clouds that brood above dark hills; the
golden sunbeams, all faded from the
landscape, had left a perpetual reflection
in_her bronze hair; there was a subtle
affinity between her and other pliant,
swaying graceful young things, waving
in the mountain breezes, fed by the rain
and the dew. She was hardly more
human to Chevis than certain lissome
little woodland flowers, the very names
of which he did not know—pure white,
star-shaped, with a faint green line
threading its way through each of the
delicate petals; he had seen them em-
bellishing the banks of lonely pools, or
growing in marshy-places in the middle
of the unfrequented roads, where per-
hans it had been mended in a primitive.

Shaw, looking at him with narrowing
evelids, as if to shut out all other con. |
templation that he might grapple with
this problem. “Thar’s no fraish water
yar, but yer kin go yander ter the

Ouse

¢ and ax fur some; or,” he added,

s

wav with a few rotting rails.

“Mav T trouble you to give me some
water?” said Chevis, prosacally enouch.
She neither smiled nor replied. She
took the gourd from the pail, dipped it
into the lucent depths of the spring,

hand, and went along the path with
the assured steady gait and the grace-
ful backward poise of the figure that
precluded the possibility of spilling a
drop from the vessel.

He had been touched in a highly ro-
mantic way by the sweet beauty of this
little woodland flower. It seemed hard
that so perfect a thing of its kind should
be wasted here, unseen by more appre-
ciative eyes than those of bird, or rab-
bit, or the equally uncultured human
beings about her; and it gave him a
baffling sense of the mysterious injus-
tice of life to reflect upon the difference
in her lot and that of others of her age
in higher spheres. He went thought-
fully through the closing shadows to
the shop, mounted the reshod Strath-
spey, and rode along the rugged ascent
of the mountain, gravely pondering on
wordly inequalities.

He saw her often afterward, although
he never spoke to her but once again.
He sometimes stopped as he came and
went on the Christel road, and sat
chatting with the old man, her grand-
father, on the porch, sunshiny days, or
lounoed in the barn-like door of Jerry
Shaw’s shop talking to the half-drunken
blacksmith. He piqued himself upon
the readiness with which he became in-

their thoughts and feelings, obtained a
comprehensive idea of the machinery of
life in this wilderness—more compli-
cated than one could readily believe, .
looking upon the changless face of the
wide, unpopulated expanse of mountain
ranges stretching so far beneath that in-
finite .sky. They appealed to him from
the basis of their common humanity, he
thought, and the pleasure of watching
the development of the common human
attributes in this peculiar and primitive
state of society never palled upon him.
He regarded with contempt Varney’s
frivolous displeasure and annoyance be-
cause of Hi Bates utter insensibility to
the difference in their social position,
and the necessity of either acquiescing
in the suppositious equality or dispens-
ing with the invaluable services of the
proud and independent mountaineer ;
because of the partois of the untutored
people, to hear which, Varney was wont
to declare, set his teeth on edge; be-
cause of their narrow prejudices, their
mental poverty, their idle shiftlessness,
their uncouth dress and appearance.
Chevis flattered himself that he enter-
tained a broader view. He had not even
a subacute idea that he looked upon
these people and their inner life only as
picturesque bits of the mental and moral
landscape; that it was an aesthetic a_nd
theoretical pleasure their contem})latxon
afforded him; that he was as far as
ever from, the basis of common human.
ity.

Sometimes while he talked to the old
man on the sun-lit porch the “slip o
willow” sat in the door-way, listening,
too, but never speaking. Sometimes he
would find her with her father at the
forge, her fair, ethereal face illumined
with an alien and fluctuating brilliancy,
shining and fading as the breath of the
fire rose and fell. He came to remem-
ber | that face so well that in a
sorry sketch-book, where nothing elge
was finished, there were several labori-
ous pages lighted up with a faint re-
flection of its beauty.  But he was as
jnterested perhaps, though less poetical-
ly, in that massive figure, the idle
blacksmith. He looked at it all from an
ideal point of view. The star- in the
valley was only a brilliant set in the
night.landscape, and suggested a unique
and pleasing experience, .

How should he imagine what Iumin. .
ous and wistful eyes were turned up-
ward to where another star burned—the
light of his camp-fire on the crag; what
pathetic, beautiful eyes had learned to
watch and wait for that red gleam high
on the mountain’s brow—hardly below
the stars in heaven it seemed. - How
could he dream of the strange, vague,
nnreasoning trouble with which his idle
comings and goings had clouded that
young life, a trouble as strange, ag
vague, as vast as the limitless sky

above her,
him as little, As she

)

She l.;::derstoo&i ,
sat in the open door-wa » with the flar
of the fire behind her, a)|'1d gazed at th:
red light shining on the crag, she had
no idea of the heights of wor dly diffsr-
eneces that divideq them—more insyr-
mountable than precipices and flying
chutes of mountain torrents, and chasms
and ﬁssure§ of the wild ravine; she
knew-nqthmg of the life he had left,
and of its rigorous artificialities and
gradations of wealth and estimation,
And with a heart full of pitiable un.
realities she looked up at the glittering
simulacrum of a star on the crag, while
he gazed down on the ideal star in the
valley,

The weeks had worn deep into No-
vember. Chevis and Varney were think-
ing of going home; indeed, they talked
of breaking camp day after to-morrow,
and saying a long adieu to wood and
mountain and stream. They had had
an abundance of good sport and a sur-
feit of roughing it. They would
ack to town and town avocations in-
vigorated by their holiday, and taking
with them a fresh and exhilarating re-
collection of the forest life left so far
behind.

It was near dusk, on a dull, cold
evening, when Chevis dismounted be-
fore the door of the blacksmith’s little
log cabin. The chestnut-tree hung deso-
late and bare on the eaves of the forge;
the stream rushed by in swift gray
whirlpools under a sullen gray sky: the
gigantic wall of broKen rocks loomed
gloomy and sinister on the opposite side

“of the road—:not so much as a withered

terested in these people, entered into

lcaf of all their vines clung to their




