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DeAR Miss Puerps,—1 am glad to learn from
you that your story is scon to see the light ;and
[ avail myself of the opportunity you give me
to notice publicly that coincidence of some of its
ontlines with those of my nuvel, Dr. Breen’s
Praciige, of which we have already spoken to-
gether.  When you first mentioned your plot to
wme, | heard you quite through before [ told you
that 1 had already written and partly ia type a
story dealing with the same situations and the
same characters in a certain degree ; and then 1
strongly urged vou to go on sud complete your
work, assuring you, as Editor of the Atlantic,
that I should be ull the more eager to publish it
because of that coincidence. [t seemed to me
at that time, as it now seems to Mr, Aldrich,
that this would give it an additional attraction
with those interested in the problems tonched ;
and that no one would suppose you to have bor-
rowed any feature of your plet from so poor a
contriver of such thiugs as | am.

I shall fall back upou my good intention if,
in the course of vour story, this volantary state-
meut of mine appears, as [ fear it may, a quite
gratuitous impertinence. Yours sincerely,

W. D, Howrnis,

I

“To my nephew, Waldo Yorke, of Beacon
Street, Boston, Massachusetts, all such proper-
ties of mine 3s are vested im shipping, timber,
or lumber, in the town of Sherman, in this
State.”

This was vague, but the more stimulating.
What can compare with the bewitchment of
arduous pursuit for uncertain privilege ! There
is an Orphean power well anown to reside in
testamentary docoments, whereby the most in-
significant legaey will draw the most imposing
fortune to dance attendance upon its possession.
But it is doubtful if Waldo Yorke, of Beacon
Street, Boston, Mussachusetts, would have found
himself inspired to a personsl investigation of
his departed relative’s kind intentions concern-
ing bimself, but for a certain constitutional seu-
sitiveness to this allurement attending the pur-
suit of unknown results.

“Send a lawyer, Waldo.” His mother had
said this over the cotfee for which she delicately
prescribed the proper Yorke admixture from the
Seeres creamer. She spoke with the slightly
peremptory accent which certain mothergretain,
either from force of habit or from intrinsic de-
light in the sound, long afer the expectation of
filial submission has become a8 myth of the Gold-
en Age.  Mrs. Yorke, although quite lame, was
a handsome woman, who wore point uppliyus,

Her son had reminded her that in sending
Walde Yorke he really was not far from doing
the precise, if remarkable, thing of whirh she
spoke.

* Quite trae,” said the lady. ¢ I had forgot-
ten.  Your having a profession so seldom oceurs
to one, Waldo. And cousin Don would have
been glad to go, vow the season is over at the
Club.  He has nothing else to do.”

1 am somewhat overborue with that calam-
ity myself, mother,” the young. man had said,
coloring slightly., ¢ I don’t think we will dis-
cuss the thing. | am going to hunt np Uncle
Jed's legacy.”

Mry. Yorke had not discussed the thing. Al
though not vet even indulgently talked of as
““ risiug ' in his profession, this idle, strong-
limbed, 1estless son of hers had incisive prefer-
ences, with which ste was familiar, a3 well as
with his somewhat sturdy methods of execating
them. Aund altheugh they had only cach other
to be ** beholden to ™ in all the world,-—that is
to say, in Beacon Street,—they were accustom-
ed to yield one apother the large liberty of as-
sured affection. A summer of separation was
1o be expected, when one was the lame old
mother of a nervous young man. Mrs. Yorke
had kissed her son good-by royally, and here
he was, ’

Here he wae, lazily riding at the laziest hour
of the sleepy noon,—he and the sen-aitive horse
he had been so fortunate as to find in Bangor for
the trip.  He had been alone with the pony and
his own' thoughts, through the magnificent
Maine wilderness, for now two long, memorable
days.  An older traveller than youog Yorke
would have found them valuable days. He had
chosen the land ronte, seventy.two miles from
Bangor. He had a certain kind of thirst for soli-
tude,” which comes only to the city born and
bred ;. most keenly to the young, and most pas-
sionately to the overtasked. - \Waldo Yorke had
never heen overtasked in his life. . He leaned to
the splendours through which he journeyed, en-
thusiastically, but criticised Nature, " like an
amateur, while Lie drank. ’

He had chosen the land route partly, perliaps,
in deference to faint associations with wild toles
of it told him years ago by that myth of ‘a dead

= uncle, in course of the only appearance he ever
“made in. Beacon Street,—Uncle Jed, whom his

mather, somehow, never urged the child’s going
to visit, while never distinctly discountenancing

iteither. DPoor Uncle Jed was a good man, but
had never had papa’s advantages, my son. But
my son had conceived a passing chivalrous fancy
for an uncle at a disadvantage, and remembered
sitting in his lap, and stroking his grizaled
cheek with the soft pink palm of tirst one little
hand, aud then the other, and asking him why
he hadn’t auy little boys, and if God left them
in beaven, or forgat to send them down, [Poor
Unele Jed was a bachelor, a3 well as a myth.

S0 this was the wilderness whare the good old
myth had lived, loved--did he over lovel his
nephew wondered. fived, loved, died. No:
lived, loved, got rich, and died, as you chose to
putit. What a place %o live anddiein! Orto
get rich in. Or to love in, either, for that mat-
ter.

The young man leaned aguiust the cushions
of the covered bugay, which seemed to arouse as
much bewildered etfort of the perceptive facul-
ties in the stray natives whom he met as if it
had been a covered mill-pond, and indulged in
1kat hazy reverie which is possible only to ease
and yonth. What were his visions ¥ What are
the thoughts of a distinguished-looking yeung
mar, with one foot swinging fer very luxnry of
idleness ove: the buggy's edge against the step,
the reins thrown across one musenlar arm, and
both gloved hands clasped behind a rather well-
shaped head ! A youug man with well-born
eves, and well-bred mouth ; and he scoras to
stoop to vices who earries just such a fashion of
the nostril and the chin.

The route that voung Yorke had chosen led
him into the unparalleled deserts and glories of
the wild Maine coast. Sudden reserves and
allurements of horizon succeeded each other.
They were finely-contrasted, like the moods of &
woman as sirong a3 she is sweet, and as sincere
as she is either. Forest and sea vied to wiu his
fancy. At the torniong of a rein he planged into
impenetrable green, cool solitude. He became,
perforce, a worshipper in Nature's cathedrals.
Arch beyoud arch, they lifted stately heads.
Density within d-nsity, hung sbadows in which
it seemod no midday light could see to find a
target. Welcome chills came from these shadows
that strack upon the feverish cheek. Dry, nnre-
cognized perfumes fled across them, clean and
fine. Above, the dome of ether quivered with
the faint, uncertain motion of het air upen a
sammer noon. Drops of light fell through, upon
the neutral-tinted shade that broke the sienna
color of the winding road. As far as eye could
see, the forest-locked mighty arms before the
traveller, as if to hold him to its heart forever.

Then swiftly at the tripping of a cypress, at
the surrender of an oak, at the flesing of a mank
of pines, at the shaking of a ghostly beard of
moss, behold ! the solemn barricade has given
way. You have but turned a corner, yet the
forest lets you go angrily, desperately, and yields
you to the sea.

Now the straight noon sanshine palpitates
before, behind, ahout you. The mmll SWeeps,
yellow and lonely, past a dreary little hat, a
solitary farm. The ruts worn by the daily stage,
passed an hour before you, begin to grow dis.
tinct in the white heat. Rocks loom, a mass
of wealthy cutline against unbroken sky, and
curved and curions beaches kueel to wet their
lonely foreheads in the sea.

Your cathedral has turned you out-of-doors
utterly, Galleries of womler Leckon you on.
Irregular sealpture starts, half-moulded, from
the wild, gray cliffs.:  Sketches which Nature
seems to have begun, but never cared to finish,
unfold before you, vast, imperfectly interpreted,
evanescent. Music, sweet from the now upseen
birds in the deserted forest, sad from the waves
upon the untrodden heaches, pulsates through
the vivid air, It seems to the rider that the
butterflies kueF time to it ; that the daisies in
the gentle fields are nodding to it.  Motionless
cattle in the pastures, stray, solitary ehildren
on the fences, idle smoke from desolate chim-
neys, pass him hr thythmically. His thoughts,
still busy with the forust, receive from all thess
things little else than vague consciousness of
the presence of life and light.

Life and light! The words have a familiar
and solemn sonnd,

Are they snatched from some forgotten senti-
ment of Holy Writ? John perhapst John, the
golden.lipped, happy-hearicd young enthusiast ?
What a poet that fisherman was ! No wonder
that modern dispute centres battling about the
authenticity of the Forth Gosple, Lifr «nd
light. In all the universe, those only were the
two words that could interpret the summer-noon
meaning of this virgin Stato of Maine,

In all the universe—

Nonsence | . :

. Yorke remembered that he was hungry, and
would have his diuner. ¢
whatthen 1 Heaven knows | It was some mad
fancy about womanhood, or youth,—love per-
haps, if the truth must out’; how a woman
sometimes came to a .man’s. life—suddenly,

Iu all the universe,—

thoroughly, ns uron the reserve of the forest :

had flashed the ‘i]ory of the sea.  Meanwhile, a
wan must have his dinner; o matter not to be
ignored in dealing with ideal wilderness or ideal
woman. He pulled the rein smartly over the
neryous . popy,: reflecting, “with -the hardenéil

»

-woman ‘ridin’ in a littlo frisky wagin with au
amberel atop, just yon ask her.

cynicism of u bachelor of twenty-oight, that he
would like to seo the woman who would be Lifa !
and Light to him 1 [ think, though, if we stop

t6 look at it, that the youug fellow proserved,

after all, for his sacred metsphor something of
the reverence which is native to all delicate !
untures ; and that in the innermost of all con. ;
scinusness, which we hidé eves from ourselves,
the words holid nnier covert of a suneer, the
fugitive of a prayer. .

With the fll from hieaven ta carth, dmcpvvh
ing that he was hungry, the young maa cherished
a mild suspicion that he haul strayed » little out
of hisway. Surely, the last reduced but hopgful
sigu-borrd had explicitly *“arrisen to explain ™
that it was six miL-s and a half to the town of
Sherman. If lie had traveled six miics and &
half he had travelled ten since then, and of
other guide-hoards those igmes falui in which
he confided with the touching faith of youth
and inexperience, there were noue to be seen.
Twa, indeed, he had passed, valorously guard.
ing & cart-path, but wind, weather, or fate had
long since deeapitated them. Over ‘against
their corpses one patient fellow stood on duty
in a whortleberry thicket, for what concrete or
ahstract purpose no mortal conld divine, with
his head, from which all recognizable features
were washed away, held rakishly nnder his arm.
Another, apparently a drunken, disonlerly offi.
cer, seomid to have gone upon a spree, and
tumbled face-down into a brook. But neither
of these sources of Maine enlightenment had
dirveted the dense Massachusetts mind to the
town of Sherman.

Brioging the entire force of the Massachusetts
mind now to bear upon the nou-appearance of
any visible means of dining, a process in which
the Maine pony showed a sympathy above all
provincialism, the traveller accosted the tirst
native he happsued to meet, 2ud something like
the following converiijon took pluce:

Yorke : ““Can you el me how far it is to
Shermag, sie !

Native . ** Hey 1

Yorke : * Would you oblige me by saying
how near [ am to the town of Sherman I”

Nativs, interrogatively : ¢ Sherman 1"

Yorke, decidedly 1 ** Yes ; Sherman.”

Native, reflectively © ¢ Sherm.an.”

A puuse,

““Travellin' far?”

** From Raungor to Sherman,” {

‘4ot !

<] fear T have got out of my way, 1 hope you
can direct me,"”

““Wall. You said Sherman I

“ Yorkr, emphatically - ** | certainly Jdid 1

Natire, cheerfully : * Wall. T it's Sher.
man you're goin’ fur, I sh’d ventur’ it might
be a matter of eight mile— to Skerman.  Hun.
cock s nigher,  30's Cherrytown **

Yorle, explosively: * But | do not wisk to
visit Hancock or Uherryvtown '™

€ 0Oh, youdon't,. Wall”

Native's wife, caming to the door, and stand.
ing with heavy hand raised, gaunt forefinger
stretehing down the road @ *“ That's the way 1o
Sherman : down that there gully, and take your
second left and your fust right, and then foller
the wind. DBatit ain't no eight mile.”

Yords, lost to thinking how much she looks
like 2 Maine «ign.post @ ¢ Thank you, madam,
How fur do wane call it to Sherman.”

It ain't a peg over six--Sherman siu't.”

Native's dop, pushing betweern his parents, |
and appearing vivaciously in the foreground :
“It's three mile’n’ a half, mister! And yvon
don’t take your secomd left.  You juu foller
your nose, an’ you'll make it.  Folks hain’t ben
thar sence the old hoss died.  1'wentone winter.
I belong to the Sherman Brass Band.”

4 1t's true,” said the woman, apologetically,
*“me and Mr. Bailey don't get 1o Sherman very
often. But Bob,—he don't know a mile from a
cluse-pin.’’

A prolongel panse.

[y there 3 hotel in this-——this metropolis 1"
asked Yorke, looking vaguely about the beauti-
ful wiliderness.

* Sig e

¢ I there a taveru in thix village 1™

¢ No, Sir.”

*“ Do you ever accommadate huugry travellery
with & dinner in your family {"
¢ Wall, no ; we never hev.

to Nahum Smithges.”

“Can I get anything to eat, in this desert,
of Mr. Smith or auy other of your acquaint-
ance.” ; .

“Wall, webbe you might, Might ask.
Nathum Smith is n gentleman as puts up.”

Yorke, reviving : ' A pentleman that pats
up? That sounds hopeful. How far is it to
this gentleman’s 1’ )

Native : ** Two miles.”

Nalive's wife: * 1t's two'n’ a quarter,”

Native's boy, -disrespectfully and musieally :
“'Tain’t ami-i-ile 1"’ . ,

Yorke turned away, with. such  gratitude
towards this enlightened faumily as he could
muster into expression, and set out grimly in
search of the gentleman that put up, .
..The woman ran after him for seme distance
throngh the duaty, blazing, blinding noon.  Hae
reined up, and she- called kindly, gesticulating
with her lean arms.  *“‘If you come acrost s

They mostly go

She'lt kuiow
Ir wuy one of those coincidences which make,
according ‘to -one's temperament; ‘sithar- the
try or the. superstition of life, that' young
orke, in the course of twenty minutes’ savage
and unmecessiul pursuit of the. gentleman that
put up, coming sharply to the top of a - glaring

! the apern is asesntially (Jerman, and that the

e

mgh - the
wildernesy

hill, saw at tho foot of it, dimiy thegy
dust, a sight as foreign lo the Maine
aq & sleigh to Flotida or a baroucke to Sahgy

1t was o pony phacton. 1t stood before 4 ,-"
old farm-house door, and the clean-cny, s]oud‘ey
gray mare who drow it was tied to the cmmhlinr
fonce. . It was a basket phueton, with g movablg
toR of s bufl color,—a lady’s phaeton t'\'idenl]ve

“orke was, as yet, too isexperienced o traveller
““acrogs country . to know that in three
out of five it.is from & woman one :
accurate geographical  direotions.
have passed the pony plaeton with seargdy 5
serious remembrance of the advice by had
received, but just before he reached the l’:\r;n.
houso the owner of the carcisie came suddenly
out. ’ :
She camo suddenly out aud down the
grown walk, with the nervous step natury] to
a person in habitual haste ; but a healthy viep,
even and springing.  Yorke noticed as much 14
this in the instant that he balaunced in his mind
the advisability of addressing the laily,

For it was, unmistakably, u lady.

The young man--being a young mun ..k
in with subtle swiftness a seuse of her vauth
for she was young : of her motions which w«:p,:
lithe, Of her face his impressions were hasy
1t might have been fine, or not. e selioy
sutfered himself to acquire an opivien of 4
womon’s face at first sight: he had s, afpy
learned io hold such impressions as frawls oy
his intelligence.  Her dress, he thought, wag
blue, or black, or blne-black, or black.aind.
blue  What did it matter I She way alreads
eseaping him, and with her, apparently, uis
anly mortal hope of dinner.  What superhinni
power could do for a man even in the Maina
wildetuess he would not dogmatically Jevide,
but bis counfidence in human assistance was at
that fuint ebh produced by prospective -tarva.
tion; and Mr. Nabum Smith, or any ather
gentleman that put up, he had begun t4 locate
with other interesting and amusing wvths with
which his education had made him familiar.

i o be continued.)
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MUSICAL AND DRAMATIC.

A “SuowiNg
formed in Bostoo,

Giupeer snd Sullivan’s new opera aili b
producsd at the Standart, New York, the |
too, and the Lyceam, Philadeiphia, on the sxm

Tue death of Mrs. Sallivan,
Arthar Sullivan, ook place in
May,

Tur uew hall and club house of the |

krnnx Society will be apened with & faney fair oo
Iat

Coneert Society "' iv boirs

mothee of e
Lundsa o the Vith of

I

Gineeet and Sallivan’s new opera wiltin
duced at the Stavdarl Theattw on the [5th of & -
ber. The princinal paris will be saog by artats giie
aew W ihe New York siage,

AN “ International Brass Band Coneert
arrsagmd (o take plaes in Macineatd, on Jupe §
and Nt Already tlired hasdeed applications baze
mule by bauds desiriog 10 enter the lists.

Wasser will not give hivconwent to u French
performance (o Parie of his ©' Lobsagrin.” [ savy tust
Stk
ing  ways of (Giullio srtista would spoit hic work,

Tie composerof ** Unels Tom ™ opera s 1o
visiog iz work, witlh a detarminktion to produce s
Now York, whers he thinks, bt why he does no e
plaio, s will bava a better shance of ancorss fLaz .o
Phitadniphin.

Sioxon Pasquatk-Favarg, of Naples, dicd
in Mareh Jast, nod his will was proved in Tont
cently. Amoag bis begquests is his " moast cherabed
work,” & tragic upem—-"" Algor "—which he leaves o
ter Majrsty the Quaen, wihili the ope that the ©oys!
Indy will ane to ita Immediate prodaction and sxpent
the ¢ profits’ um charity,

oore

NEWSOF THE WEER.
Tut suspects still imprisoned number 243,

Pocitican
Servia,

disturbances have oguirred in

Count Torrsor's return to office has ereated
a panie in Hussia,

Tuy state of siege in Leipsic hax been oxtetil-
ed for another year.

Tur Touse of Commony has passed up o the
10th clanse of the Repression Bill.

Tur military party in Egypt will petition the
Khedive to 'abdicate,

Fraxce is opposed to armed intervention by
England in FEgypt,

THrrE has baen a change of miinistry i the
Sapdwich Islands.
CGRN, BMUBELEVF hag been appointed mifitary
governor of Wilma.

Anant Pasua has issued a declatation cone
cerning his future coursein Egypt.

Tier Home Rulers have decided nat to wiler

any systematic obstruction te the Hepression
Bill. ‘

Tue House of Jords hax rtefused a second
reading Lo the Decensed Wife's Sister's Bill by
» majority: of 4 votes. S

Ttk Trish jadges have passed resolutions pro-
testing againat trials being held by a Commis
sionof Judges withot a jury.

OusERVATIONS ol Dudlay, N. Y, Ohservatory
of the Wella comot hava -lod to the discovery

‘that the comet possesscu a porfect nuclous,

Skuioua riots oceurred in Alexandria laiely
between hostile natives and Eurapeans. - Several
persons: were - killed:” The Dritigh’ Consul was
severoly hurt by'a gonsghot wound, and. the vu-
ginecr of 11.M.8. Superh was killed.




