
THE ROAD
J

presented -t best an unreUeved flatnew of colour
The angle high note in the dull perspective was
struck by a clump of sassafras, which, mistaking the
m.ld weather for a genial April, had flowered tremu-
lously m gorgeous yellow.
The sound of a wagon jolting over the rough road

reachf a hmi presently from the top of the hill, and
as he glanced back, he heard a drawling curse thrown
to the pantmg horses. A moment later he was over-
taken by an open spring wagon filled with dried
obacco plants of the last season's crop. In the
centre of the load, which gave out a stale, pungent
odour, sat a sraaU middle-aged countryman, who
swore mild oaths in a pleasant, jesting tone. From
time to time, as the stalks beneath him were jostled
out of place, he would shift his seat and spread out
his short egs clad in overalls of blue jean. Behind
him m the road the wind tossed scattered and
damaged leaves of tobacco.
When the wagon reached Ordway, he glanced over

his shoulder at the driver, while he turned into the
small grass-grown path amid the clumps of sassafras

Is that BernardsviUe over there?" he asked
pointmg in the direction of the cloud of smoke.

'

The wagon drew up quickly and the driver—who
showed at nearer view to be a dirty, red-bearded
farmer of the poorer class-stared at him with an
expression which settled into suspicion before it had
time to denote surprise.

"BernardsviUe! Why, you Ve come a good forty
mdes out of your road. That thar 's Tappahannock."


