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The voung lady had untied her harse (with
the quickness of o practiced drivery, had swept
iuto the phacton, had gathered the veing, _am‘l
was off.  1f she noticed him =t all, it was ib a
Fusy tashion, with the single, quick, alstrcted
ghinice vsual 10 stiengsrs in o crowd, o vivid
contrast to the Down-Fast stare,  Yorke felt
that it was becoming a desperate case, e reined
e the Bhangor poay.

“4 by papdon, madam

The husket plueton just whirling away, cawe
ta @ pative unconcernedly.

1 b ~olou for the liberty, but il you
direet .. ¥ wtown of Sherman 7

Someth, ;o Yorke's accent of desperstion
s fanny  The voung lady’s eyes twinkled
for an instant,  She Jooked as if she would have
Langhel if she had dared. But she unswered him
with grave politensss,

It 1= four miles to Sherman.’”

“Thynk von.”  The young man sat, with’his
hiat rised, hesitative. *¢ 1 ought to apologize
fur troubing a lady. But 1 have met nothing
bur dislovated  stgn-posis and admiring natives
for ten miles,  (One gave me as correct informa-
tion as another. s Sherman the nearest place
where 1 can get a dinner ¥

1 think itis,” said the voung lady. “‘Yes,
Pkuow it iz, 1f you take vour first left below
Tere, vou wili fiud it an easy foar miles.”  She
spake with the unconscious ease with which
ouly an Amerizan lady could have adiressed a
stranger met upen an unkunown ermand on a
solitary road; but she githered her reins as she
spoke.

“1 am exiremely obliged to vom,” persisted
Yaorke, . *f You said the second left 77

1 satd the first left. 1 am gong to Sherman,
If vour horse is not teo tired to Keep distantly
i sight, wy phaeton will direct you without
tarther trouble,”

She speke as simipiy as one gentlemn might
huave spoken to anather.  Yorke, too profenndly
grateful 1o her o notice this at ez, remem-
bered 1t as the gray mare sped anay threngh the
Lollow.

How exquisitely it was done !
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The Beacon
gentleman felt a glow of apprectation of
the Hitle seene, viewed purely asa specimen of
the rehgion of good mauners.  He would have
liked his mother to zee it. 1t was the sort of
thing she could estimate at its worth,

* Going to Sherman,”"—what 4 divine Chris-
tian recognition of the fact that he was a
stranger, ald that the Maine wilderness bad
taken him ! Fven thut though o mau, he

i
might yet be a gentleman, ont of his way, mis-
direeted, tired, perplexed, and hongry, S
Bis Karse were nat too tinnd, T —what a delicate
fashion of comparivg the eahansted and jow
aliert.onking Banger pouy with her own sturdy
fittle * Distantly i sight,”-~could
langnage more ! Faivt, swilt, mandeuly after.
thoarght to the kindly impale!l Yorke had
wronght himself into rather a glow, perhaps, by
dint of present gratitude and promised dinner,
bat that sitaple Hitle speech certainly seemwd
to him, as ke thouzht of it, a elassic in its
wav.

Mearwhile, the “frisky wagio’ bad teippel
wlnpye aver Lkooll and hollew, and the brighe
Camiwre] atop” e tarned into the thickis.
wandied road and disappeared from view., Waldo
Yorke whipped up and hu-ried on.

{Pstantly in »ight, tndewl! Wus there an
inpocent sarcasm in that womanly thrust ¥ The
rray mnare conld make her eleven miles an hour
easity, if put to it. The Biugor pony bepged
piteously now at six. The basket phacton fiad
16 Shoerman.  The buggy strugated after,  The
mare put her head down, and trotted straizht
sutd stiff, —a steady roadster. The buggy fol-
Towed by the fits and stasts, the turns of elation
and depressiou, the jerks of hop and larches of
despair, familiar to drivers of nervous ponies
at the end of u cteady pull. Distantly in sight !
He should do well, in&r,ed, if he kept a murage
of hier in sight.

They bad turoed now quite away from the
eonst-hine. The vrattering farms, the tiny hats
with enormous barns attached, the intelligent
nativey, the heavy stage-track, the dust, the
glare, the oliffs, the sea, hnd vanished. The
forest apened it arms again to the travellers
ausd the world grew green and cool.

O the stage roud here, the density seemed
deeper, the shadow more abandoned. Through
the impressive solitude the  gay little phaeton
cover dunced alaug; through it the solemn
black boggy. top lumbered and climbed.
fiznre of the dainty driver in the phacton, ereet,
glender und blua, “sat motiouless us » earyatide
ent of employment,  The #yes of the traveller
in the bmggy vigilautly pursued it: -chiefly, it
must be admitted, because he wanted hig din.
nery powibly, in - parl because he fancied the

© pose-of the caryatide,—any man would. .
.- The shadow deadened as they rode, but not
o from the darkening of the day. = On either band
.the rolid serried: vaks scemed to stép out and
©press against the narrow drive.way ; thickets,
whese black hearts relieved the various outlines
of wild blackberry, sumach, elder, and grape,
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netted them-elves more tightly, nud grew stiff,
looking like brouze; the aspens aud pallid
birches wooed one another across the narrowing
road.  Vistss of soft gloom stretehed on, There
was na light now, but tlickering needles, fine
as those of the pines, and drifting with them,
that with difhiculty pierced the opajue green
lravens of the over-reaching treea.  One looked
twice in the low tone of the place even to see
what the roadside flowers were.  Yorke had al-
moxt passed nunoticed un apple-tree in blossom,
und it was past the first of June. Nothing could
hiave so vividly presented to him 8 sense of the
painful Maine spring, and the frozen, laggmand
life that looked out from behind it upon a gen-
tler world.

1t oceurred to him for the first time, as the
depth and solitude of the road made themselves
fully manifest, to wonder if the young lady felt
no hesitation in trusting herself todrive over it
alone. Appatently, he had here some soctety
girl, whose whim it was to be unfashionable,
and in Maine, at this unusual season, She was
a little inwoxieated with Nature's grand uncon-
ventionality : had no wore fear, it scemed,
than a butterily released from o lrysalis.

He wondered if she Jdid him the eredit not to
take him for a cut-throat. Dut a grim glanee
at the widening distance between the phueton
and the buggy strangled this bit of self-satisfac.
tion at its Brst breath. Plainly, the case in-
volved no: so much a high opinion of the man
as a low one of the horse.

Those delicate lovers, the birch and aspen,
and the more anlent ones, the oak and hickory,
beyom! them, were now making themselves ob-
noxious, as lovers always do to third partis,
smd swept a fragraot and defiaut arch across the
way. Swift in the passing, the bail ambrella
went deftly down, Slow in the following, the
buggy-top groaned back.

The blue caryatide was daintily cut now
against the heavy shadow. Fine pencilings of
hight fell on her @ she wore, it might be, a straw
hat, which caught them : they struck her hair,
too, and her shoutder. She stirred but once.
Then she turned 1o break some apple-Llossoms.
She picked the flowers at full speed and stand.

ing.

§'0rkr, as he watched her with the half-
amused attention of a traveller who has nething
better tu do than to * follow the duty neatest
him,” got the jingle of Lucy Gray into his
head :—

*Oor rough and amooth she trips aletg.
Andlnever looks behind.”

Aud now Yorke put his case to the Bangor pony,
and despairingly relinquished 1. Tue buggy
Lugged dead-at the foot of the lnll. The phacton
spreeding across the hollow, reached the crussing
of the wayy turned a sulicn corner, and was
sone.

“Avd never locked behind,” sighed the
young nish, cut of temper with the pony, or the
ingle, or what not,

* And sang 8 melancboly sony
That whistlex in the wind.’

When the Bangor pony panted up to the
cross-roads the phueton had vanished utterly.
The caryatide had become a dreamn, a delusion,
a g'ender ansd obliging deceiver.  Four solitary
riada pierced the forest at four separate green
angles. - A dull sign-board stood in the square,
and the traveller hastened gratefully o it. It
bore in faded tints, once red and yellow and in.
spiring, an advertisement of Hooflands” German
Bitters, .

Biue caryatides, indeed ! In what hues less
intrlectually respectable was the young woman
perhaps portraylog him by this time to the
sttmmer people at Sherman, a party of gay girls
itke herself ! ”

The young mian  bit bis lip somewhat dis.
tinetly, for a Bostonian, and stood for a moment
irresolute in the heart of the cross-roads, un-
certain whicl of the four narrow weoded ways
looked least as if it ended in a cranberry swamp,
or a clearing, or other abstractly useful but con-
cretely dinnerless loeality,

Suddenly, his eye caught the soft, irregalar
outline of some small object lying in the dust,
a rod or 50 down the direct road,” He dzove up
toit.  As heapproached it grew piuk, as if it
blushed. 1t was an apple-blossom.

) 1.

Yorke's faith 1in woman rallied, 17 the cary-
atide meant it,~—aud a varyatide might be eapa-
-ble of jnst suck a picturesque procedure, it was
-very delicately done. 1fshe did not meaun it, at
all events he had got scientifically past the
cross-roads o his way, anid she had got sureess.
folly out of ‘it. He picked up the apple-hlos:
som, and drove on, Itconld not have been ten
minutes before - his dumb guide brought him
abruptly from the forest almost into the heart
of the village, -~ . o L

. The little town of Sherman alept. peacefully in
the afternoon sun, - No one seemed to be . astir,
No glimmer of a phaeton cover shone across the
hot, still strect. The caryatide was gone,—-
where, it really did not occur to the yonng man
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‘lost,

to waoniter, He and the Bangor pony forgot
her with equal 1apidity and success, in the le!-
surely hospitality of the Shernan Hotel,

Sherman, Maine, June 5th,

My dear Mother, 1 hope you promptly re.
ceived the letter 1 omailed from Baugor.  An.
other went, alsa, from some indefinite locality
in the Maine wilderuess: they called it a post.
office ; 1 bolieve it was a town-pump—or an
undertaker's; but my wemory is not precise on
this point, . ,

1 am just settled aud at work,  Uncle Jed's
atlairs are a mesh as fine as that eterual tatting
Lucy Garratt used to bring vver to our house,
when she was a schoal-girl, My regands to the
tinrrats, by the wauy, when yon write,

It threatens to e a proeess of some werksto
unravel my tatting, and 1 have taken lodgings
with Uncle Jed's executor, | stood the Sherman
Hotel for twenty-fonr hoams,  I've saved sne of
their doughuuts for a croquet-ball, to complete
your imprrivet set. Direct yout letters, if yun
please, eure Tsaiah Batterwell, B,

In Isaiah Butterwell 1 find a gennine ** foe
old eountry geutleman,”” and Unele fed’s con.
i fential and - devoted friend.  He isa man of
propetty, influence, and lionor in thiv place. It
ts kind in them to take me in. Mrs. lsaiah
says she is glad of my society. She, by the way,
has an eye like a linnet and a tongue like a
Jonathan Crook pocket-knife, aml a receipt for
waflles which in itself has reconciled me to
Sherman society for indetinite lengths.

T soem 1o be the anly member of the funily
besides the noited head. It is a huge house,
with wings, dead white, and reminds me of »
Millerite robed and wondering why he can't tly,
We scem to live 4 good deal at one side of the
house, and one of the wings belongs to me. |
have not explored as yot beyoud 1wy own quar.
ters and the dining-room. Strain the Beacon
street imagination if you can, up to the level of
watlles for tea?! She ayked me, toa, if | would
hare feathers or hair, and did 1 prefer wwlen
sheets ' The house is perfectly still, and alto-
gether delightful.  As 1 write a single sound of
wheels breaks the deep, sweet country silence.
They roll softly up nm} past my window to the
barn ; probably Mr. Butterwell has been to the
prayer-tneeting, » dissipation te which his good
wife endeavared to decoy me.  Rather fate for o
praver-meeting, too.  Mr. [aiah drives a good
horse, | perceive,

Speaking of good horses, 1 lost my way,
coming on, amd was piloted through the forest
by a caryatide in a basket phaeton.  Remind
wme 1o tell you abont her when | get home,

To-morrew 1 drive out zbout tweive miles
along the coaat, to sev & man who kunowsanother
man who has heard of a ** widder lady™ whe
stands ready  to purchase wertain shares of a cor-
taiu ship which come inte poor Uncle Jed's 1.
gacy. They lannch their ships in salt broaks
here, and trustfully tug thewm out in search of
the wea. 1 shall convert all these wiinlering
investimants into cash as soon as possible, atauy
reasonable sacrifice, for 1 faney there can’t b
more than three or Dur theusand nvolved st
The property s widely seattored, much
of i 1n locad louns, Hike that of most Maine nar.
chants. My share, as you remember, is mape
convise.” Write when you vau,  Hetaember me
to cousin Don. ron’t s me. 1t dees nas
pay.  Your affectionate son,

Watoo Yonne,

Waldo Yorke had started in search o2 the
post-othee to mail his letter, when Mres, Lsaiah
Jutterwell followed b guest to the door, aud
stuad, while he was gathiering the reins over the
now  gayly.recuperated  Bangor  puny. Mrs
Butterwell was a well-dressed wons, o the
Maine sense of the term. She had & homeiy,
upiependent fuce, with soft eyes, - not unlike a
linnet’s, as Yorke bad satd.  She regarded b
clusely for & moment, and without speaking,

* What a charming day " suid Yorke, teeling
it necessary Lo be polite even at the expense ol
ariginality.

*Pm oo busy to bother with the weather,"
replied Mra. Iaaiah, briskly., ** Can't spare the
tiwe for that Down Fast.”

“Jodesd ! That ixa frugal sentiment, at al}
events,” Yorke ventured.

“There's no sentiment about it,”" retoried
Mrs. Butterwell. ' [t's sense; as you''d find
out if you lived here. If I'd spend myself
noticing weather, 1 should have been in my
grave ten winters ago. Are you fund of voung
women "

Tue linnet put this startling question with
gentle eyes, in which it was impan<ible to cap-
ture a ray of satire or of fun.

““ As 1 am of the State of Maiue,-~with reser.
vations,” stid  Yorke guardedly, visions of
Sheninan “*society” presenting  themselvis at
onee,

* Are you lond of an emly divner, theu "
pirsued -Mra, Butterwell, with the serene air
of one who clearly sces the links ol her own
sy Hogmam,

* Pussionately, madam.”

*We dine,” said the hostess, howing herself
uwu‘y with u certain  diguity, *at nall.past
twelve .

“Fowill be at my post,”" said the guest, smil.
ing, ** dead or slive
q"l wonld not say yhat if 1 was you,™ urgul
Mrea, [saiah Bantterwelt, veturning o the door
step, and-looking gravely "nt ‘the young iian,

been tempted to tuke people. up that way, just
for the suke of it." Talk about his templiug

folka - Folks throw a terrible lot of temptation -
Vin his way. But there it -is, It just-shows he

‘it ssemu there is 0 woman here,

i : L, How cool it is
Y I've alwaya thoaght, f 1'd twen God, 14 fiave * '

isu't mnde u‘p like qther peoply, alfter all,  Hgyw
that horse of yours does fuss 1" .

‘The B.um_or pony was nervous indee
morning ; highly grained, after the journey, i
Mr. lsntab's generous stable, The buygy ',,',w;
along the villoge street with emphasis, pe

It s doubitful if the earyatide would hyve
olfered her services as guide to ity oceupant thyy
day, through the beautiful heart of the l
four miles decp,

Waldo Yorke, as he clatterad through tht
pleasant representative Maine town, where (],
mecting-honse, post-otfice, and  “gtore” wop
the important features, and impresved Him
ehiefly as remiviscences of Ameriean noyals
which he had tried to rewd and failed o the
third chapter, amuded bimsedf by o tapid e,
quaintanee with the business signs,

HGamtsel], Merchant™ 9 Colu and Woag
Lumber Dealers.”” * Dr. AL Lloyd.” S ol s
ehieap for Cash,”  “Smith and Jones, (onnerlﬂ\"
Jedediah Yorke,"—wad su on. He pot (40
things into his heat as he bad the rhym,. ol
Lucy Gy, the day before, with it idiey
which asserts itsellin this exasperating forg,
and which threatenx to prove the haman iy,
lect more lawless thau the pissions or the \\‘i“
He found hiwmself particularly a vietim g 1.
cheerfol refrain of ** Coflins, cheap Tor Cagly

His host overtaok him before be Lad deis o
far.  Mr. Isainh Hutterwell, as Yarke b b,
served, shared the nll\l;‘lh‘llﬂ_" wellspriad Mage
appreciation of a good horse. He reined up his
heavy. handsome sorrel, and the two yen pode
alireast Jora wile; they ehattnd, acros. whonj.
of horses, the estate and Unele Jed, and M.
politics, and the price of lumber, aui hupees
again.  The Boston bay lstenad deforentisits
to the gray Maine merchanut 5 pereviving i Lin
something of the same rugged digoity that Ugote
Jed had borne in Beacon Street. Yorke fols (b 4
Liers was a king in his own eauniry @ Le Tegatde]
the Lard-worked man with respect, and pleasd
hinself with drawing his points out, and iy
them up, s0 to speak, with a sense of increaniny
one's knowledge of © types” )

“I've got to leave v, to collect wme jp.-
terest,” said Mre. Batterwell presentiv, Thae,
wy turn,--the first right.  Vou Keep straigin
on till you find vour mun.,  Prive easy over the
hridges.  They'te plaguey rickety, sowe of "o,
That pouy of yours ain't used to 'em in Bangar,
BPack to diouer? Hope so. There, now, | won.
der iy wife has told vou -whea! -teld vy
about — whaon, Zich Chamdler? i
Wk

Oh, yes, she told me ! ealled Vorke poli
ely, as the twa horses nervously parted come
pany.  He looked, langhing, back to wateli the
old man, thinking how sacred therr dinuer hour
was o these two lonely people; haw large all
little eventa wust be in Si\'wa like theirs.  His
heart was full of a gentle feeling, half deterence,
half compassion.  Mr. Butterwells gray hair
blew in the wind ;e held the reins wound
dnuble nver his kootted wrist - he sat with 1of:
faet tarwand,  Zaeh Chandler was a longesten.
piny harae, Waldo Yorke, leoking over it
chostlder, saw, amwd  long remembersd that he
~iw, these trifling things. f

d that

foreat,

- aboagt

5({“!40'!11_\‘ e felt o
thrill in the reins at which his cen horse we.
tugreing steadity and sensiblyve He turued b
hend, ta wee the hngor pony tremble, toar, wn i
leap | tes ane the too.e yvellow boards of 4 mur
derens!y-datd bridge beand up thay ther
was no Fading 3 tn peresive 4 Bartew stpesk of
Wlack awater, presamably oand o kuow tha
he was seaoped into the overtarped buggv tep,
andd dragaed, apd torn, and awept away.

Tie whole thing o have taken three noo
wtes, AN that ocenrced o the youog an quits
cloarly, as he went down, was, ¢ :
Sor Uaxk

Avarnst the blackness of Qarknewo a Bur s
Peats it atire; it has extension and intenston
1t throbs arod thritls, and with the sternad won-
der af erention moving upon chaas thers ishight
After al), how easy 2 malter it was todin ! Anid
eathing in Maine are chesp for cash, !

Lo s

Haaw conied
& man have belisved that a proosss su ahnor-
wally dreaded for neatly thinty years ciaiid be,
in truth, so normal and se deficient in the s
treme clements of agony. o be wire, there was
one crashing hlow ; a compression of <one on-
durance within narrow limits; but ke Lol suf
fered 0 much from neuralgia, far more from the
prasprect of death, .
How clearly and distinetly, though slowdy,
vision retnrns, in this new condition t 1 fere 15
a handsome old lady ina pernf sppligu oap
Like the child of Adah, she ** goeth Lame and
lovely.,” By the way, will one make the ae
quuaintance of a man Jike Lamb, in the sm‘:gvh
o which one is now to be introdased T Yes:
still the old Indy in the lnce cap.  She nostting
by the library grate, alone; her eruteh has
fullen to the floor; a yellow telegraph envelope
ix on the hearth ; she §s not weeping, but b
fans is bowed ; she looks very old; the Yines
ahaut her mouth nre pinchod ; whe hay  haggard
color, 1t srarns vany Lo speak to her How casy §
Moshor b Mother ¢ Shin does not 1ift her head.
Mather £ 10 is true what we are told, then., Tae
living do not hear,  The dewl may ery forever.
A horribly deafaess has fallen wpon her. A an
wonld have liked to see her once,-=to ay gowd-
by, or to have her sitby him a few minutes, Vet
That is a wo-
hinad ‘which rather hovers ovar than holds
How delicate t..,. A4,
It does not caress ;

’

man's

as /. Remove your hand |

it tears ine. Remove yowr hand ! 1 amyin agony.
What in the name of life and death has happen-
ed to e in thia acoursed wilderneas ! Was there
anything in those old-fashioned. dogmiss after




