THE NEW

ZEALAND GRAPHIC

Saturday, October 8, 1900,

Copyright ltory.

THE FORK OF THE ROAD.

O e

Iy GLAVE AL GALLAHEL

T~ w-tailin’, =ilname. 1 ecan

-tarred 1o her fee: with a

1ot mean, Avhah, he's a<lyvin®

Eurt the end ain't far
wirh himn pow.

o. na, child,
Fellie's a-=e11in”

ot
1 come uni for a minute’s air.

e put her arms tenderly abont
TrrT.
“Mesr just
I='s real =pothin® here now,

Achah yielded =1iffly te the pressure
drawing her idown. The i(wo sisters
=at on the crumbling old wall warch-
ing the sun disappearing behind Ely's
Hiil in a sea uf wold. The waters of
The Cove murmured aminst the wall
woth ~oft unvearinge =ound. Eeyvond
*he Uove fowed the Connecticut, and
Twvaml the river iy the grearn mys-
Terioue sl Xuiodite had watched the
=un su¥ing wouod-nizhr to the river
ever ~inee che was g wes Jittle wirl, her
head hardly above the wall, Her face
wore a4 dreamy. rapt expression az if
he wvere lookines - uff. through
The -hining West, <ome  fairy
world.  Achah showed the placidity of
she hour that wis all. The twao
Ters wers unlike. Achah was short
1 piump wiith a warg hut contented
e Slodtae had o 1. slender fig-
Ger family called it deli-
anid wild ro=¢ colouring.
Yinarily her face had a dullnes
thness, ax i her mimd were el
ity when her interest was
=il her eolour deepened. her lips
e, and her eyves glowed.  =2he be-
vitie anoiler woman., Her eves were
wiways woinderful. great. <lark ones.
wirth mystericus depths of tenderness
aml of Are. Raloame was IWentTy
The grace of her figure and her child-
like way made her seem much younger.
Avhah was twelve vears older. the
brether  FEthelbert  (~Fellie™) came
lwlween. The din nf oars sounded
over the Cove.  Achah rose with a
=mile.

“Don’t stay ont in the damp,” zhe
and walked away.
Iname leaned over the wajl
breath coming quick!y, her eyes bright.
wt =lipped arainst the little pier

m’ nute, Jear. on the walll

ure, Cwispy T

PTE,
T

The man in 1 held ocur ore hand 1o
=ulcalne. while  with the other he
= endied his Doat.

omEeien’, Tmvid

ad-even’, Saloame.’
ey Looked Into one another’s eves
am! found no need of speech. The man
s ut @ 1vpe not common outside of
1l tall and poweriull with
kind face., e seriued
+r than daloame.

=1 make an awial chanee 10 us
when he’s gone” she went on, her jips

“traked her hand safrly.

Teenn a gotad man.” he =ald
efort,
= aoa thar's the goad man ta
sjwuk ~0 0f him” eried the other with
=1 hear,
“Why, =iloame. why. my girl ! The
Ao aeted as he thourht “twas rizht

Tao whien he refused ro det his daughter
marry a dvitar ke miel nothin® but a
Hthoise Keeper an’ farmer
of ever Tising an®
r  family. The
#teut church mem-
e~ he made i1 0

CONnLeT
with i1
T

T "aas

= Beet o8 pryder iwfore he dane it
tarr what 53%: Jween awful now.
w th T David pavied in

parrisstoent o this wias a Jong
frr him. =alsame -lock her
stabitaornly
3oare

Dasiel™”

she

man,

=aloae I eried a v

Ay sayxs there's a

ice.

Y

ring towanls her
om of hi- yeuneer
With a =wifr
=aloame- hurried
Judege Lyuinn
24 1 e viT-
S It Stotid on
Lawnn and a
hiad always

L v

heavy ol

* heien moved ont oof

=T ross sinee the day it was set
in tThem. The portraits of George 111,
anl Lis “reyal consort™ had hung ju
tlie ~itine pasition~ for a hundred years,
The brother and sister groped their
way up the Jdurk sta into & room
where w lap burned dimly, Throvgh
the open wibdews  rustled the soft
Feptemimer air. Achah was weeping
riet!y at the head of the bed. The
fave on the pillow was a grey white,

the #ves were closed, ver the dying
nLin was evidentiy Sulosme
al him  steadily. strange

ts filling her mind.

dadge Phineas Lymau was the rich-
ex1, most powerful mau in the village.
When a young man he had loved and
woun Lucy ®tarkey and had been like
ane beside himself with jov. Not a
unth Lefare the wedding Lucy had
Jifted him 10 marry Eiihu Compron. a
pior farmer. The hlow had been a
Lirter one to the Judge's pride as well
w= tu hiz atfection=. He bad told his
~oFerine 1o none, bur ar once set about
corrtin’” ~o his neighbours phrased
ir. faphia Dillingham.” He married her
i ‘ater than the day appointed
ior hi> wedding with Luew

Forrunarely for fophia. “the drop of
nervons fi toe much,” said 10 be
the irheritance of the New i lander,
L antitted in her make up.

a Leen .
atherwize her life would have been

"nbeatabie, For the Judge. never
amiulie, grew vearly more causrie,

I

vr and irritable: harder to bear,
even  than his flerce temper. was his
mirerline He made =plendid the
cutzide of the cup and platter--his
house and grounds were an emvy or a
delight to hix neighbours, according to
their dispo<itions. His family went
abroad clothed in Solomon-like gran-
deur. at least arcording 1o the vii-
‘aze standards. Hut within his home
he foreed the household 10 live with
the most pinching economy. Dot even
allowing sufficient food. Achah, wha.
at her mother’s death, became the
manager, spent her strength strugg-
!ing to make a detlar do the work of
ten. None of the children ever had
Any money. 2ot even the smallest sum.
¥aloame had never pos-
cents in her whole life.
The greatest jojostice, however. the
Judgre had committed againet his fam-
v hud been whea iwelive vears before
he had refused to allow David Compron
10 murry Saloame. David was the son
of the Judge's sweetheart, Luey. The
<irht of her happiness when she lived
at the wery foot of his garden. had
been a daily torment w him. Now he
enld be avenged through her oanly
chitd her idol. He made David's pover-
T A low ar the grounds of his
1

refosnl. He seemed 1o rejoice when
peopie =zl he hastensd Mre, Comp-
TOM R dien I 2aoame. whe had

hegeed and reasoned with him. he =aid .

s“marry that fellow. and your father's
CUbse woes with you." And Raloame,
to whom disebedience to parents, even
he most undeserving, was a religious
duaty, conid only weep. and steal out
year affer vear. to meer David every
evening ag he came home from lirhting
1he lamp io the lizhthause.

Al this  wa m'y for
in the girl's mind as she w
ner father to make =ome
a ionge time he opened hiz eves,

= Achah, Fell, Saloame. where are
yoo?”

The three crept nearer.

Aly will is in my secretary.” he said
nily, =I've givén each one of You

n equal szhare.  Spead it as you
pease.”

[hen. after a pause.

“Where's David Compten?  You
needn jonk so seared. I'm of zound
min. =alrume run fetch him.

In a few minures Saleame reap-
peared with David, lLoth  breathless

from running. The Judge held out
hi= hands feehly, David and Saloame
h pur one of theirs in his.
There.” Thavid.” he saitl. with a last
Aicker af hi: hitter humour. “faloame
ain’t quite the wirl she was when yvou
cnurted her, twelve years does make a
a little older, but if you waat her
= Nours
salaane dropped o her knpees De-
~ile thie bed Kissiug the cold face re-
peatwdly, She had never kiesed her
father Lefare. The old man made no
wotion ax if he noticed iz he seemed
trn have failen asleep. But when Achah

fig]
)

He answered her with,

“Do you think I'mi a Uatholic 1o need
exlrcmie unctivus befure 1 die? ['ve
been & professin’ Christian fifty years,
I ain't afraid o” death.™

He luy vers quiet after that. Sad-
denly he raised himself, calling in &
=Trange, temnder voice,

“Luey, igit you?”

Then he fell back dead.

A month later Saloame was seated
un the wall by the Cove. The day was
Sumiuy one of rho=e mild hazy Octo-
Ter davs when summer s2ems to
have rtulen back for a last look of
the warld. lonme was bent orver
her lap. her cheeks on fire. her eyves
~parkling with excitement. Beside
her were o few cravons, some warn
brushes, and a handful of twisted
tube=, =Suoreiy pever had artist a more
Mmreitgre OUTHL, For Saloume was an
artisi; eiver =ince she had been able 0
hold a rlate pencil ber great happiness
had been 1o draw whatever <he saw or
imagined. A teacher in the rvillage
schoul hud given ber a few lessons
and a ser of crayons. Year after
vear she had worked, with no instruc-
tien and almo=t no marterials. One
summer. fie yvears before. a young
artist from New York hod spent some
mounths in the village. She was vervy
kind to Saloame and enhrusia
what =he called her genius.

The giri
had listened Lreathlessly to her sror-

ies of art and artiste, e had
longed 1o go with her new friend
1o same one of the =chools of whick
~he »poke. Etheibert had a musician's
=pirit and hm! asked his father to
l¢r him be one. The Judge in a fury
ar such ridictlows notions. had set
hiz son at the dry copying of law
papers a1 onve.  Saloame. fearing a
ifke fate, had never dared mentien her

ambition, Her lave for David. her
love for art. that was her life. She
iaid down her bruszsh and Jooked at

her picture critically. It was horrib-
1y crude in colouring and in drawing,
vet it had the feeling of tranquil pen-
siveness. of quiet dreaminezs that be-
longed 1o the radiant summer day.
IMavid's siow =tep sounded on  the
path. 1 was the most marked sign
of the Judge's death, the freedom
with which I'avid came and went, Sa-
loame scrambled together her work
with a guilry blush. then said bravely.
=1 gues yon'll think I'm a profanin®
the Sabbath painrin® like this. 1 jest
had & feelin® I muxt paint the water
an” the sky the way it looks to-day. T
conldn't make miyzelf wait until to-
morser,”
avid  smiled sympathetically. If
hiz Indy-love had danced a jir on the
=tairs of the church pulpir. he would
have co fered it highly fit and be-
vonling Far him *the king can do
no wrong” -
rt aint work nor pleasure
it"s —it’s sorwer like preach-

Huving settled that guestion he pro-
cepdad 10 a ore vital one.

= Salosn dear. we don™t want ta
sla nothin® that’s disrespeciful to your
father's memory. Bu: we've waited a
ight o” jears un' he approved aur
warriage. Don’t vou think it might
be =omietime this full—say Thanksgiv-
m

Sgoame  caurhl David’s haods in
hera

= I've got to ruethin® 1o vou.
Il hurt you. David., but I
must ! Al my life I've Leen a-longin’

an® a hankerin® for a chancs 10 learn
art. 1 je=1 love 10 paint! Ant T
Lrow 1 vould make real pictures like

thoss Mizs Duight done. if I anly had
some lessons. 1 cant tell you how I
love it David.”

“Alore'n me, Raloame 2

“wh, Duvid ! of course not. It's
like Durson Howawd : he loves his

wite. I'ut he joves his preachin’. tao.
What 1 wunt to do iz this. I want
10 ga 1o Xew York an” take lessans.
You know I'm a rich woman, now
with an innocent imporiance.
father ~akl we could do as we liked
with the property. I'm a goin® ta!
That is if yeure wiliin’. Oh, David,
it dan’t ~eem as if I could be happy
even in Heaven if I don’t take them
" =he pressed hiz hands tight,
~ were like stars.

was a lirtle pale. and
v guisered for o minute,
e susvered senly

*1f that’s the way you feel. Rajo-
nme, there ain’t pothin' 10 do hut jest
20, TI've waited considerable long sa
Towiess Tew months more wont make
minch Aiffer.”
vame kissed] him rapturonsly.

~an"

his
ut

“ You dear. good David !~ she cried,
“I'om: comin® lack jo June with a 1
motis picture ; yvou'll be so proud o’
e xouwll be gind yvou let me go.”

bavid smiled putieatly.  maloame
untelded plans for ving with the
artist friend, painting all dax, and the
Test of her glowing dreams. In a few
minntes Luvid was entering into them
83 vheerily ms if he. and nar she, were
their chief promwoter. Yet as ke went
awaY to his supper she thought his
heact drcoped a iittle.

Saleame’s preparations were soon
made. A week later saw her standing
on the platform at Saybrook Junetiom
waiting for her first ride ir a train.
avid was with her. The misery of
the separation overcame them both,
They clung to oue anorther unmindful
of the other Pbassengers, while Salg-
ame sobbed.

“ It don’t seem now as if I cared 50
£great about art.™

But who can resist the excitement
ot a first railwax journey ? XNot 3a-
lor._ul_le Lyman with her adventurous
£pirit and her intense interest in “the
pageantry of human life.” Ex the
time she reached New York she felt
as if David. Achah, Fell, all the people
of her existence hitherto were dwel-
lers in another world with whick che
had for ever severed connections,
What a wandertul experience began
f_or her with her first day in New
\m-}c_.' Generations of staid, home
keeping New England farmers and
merchants whose blood was in her
veins, counted as naught now - the
old vikings. the rovers of Queen Eliza-
Leth's day were showing their power
over this, their descendant The
lit1le. home-bred. mousey wWolnan Fe-
\'vl]_ﬂ! like 2 child fn the confusion and
exeitement of the city. =he thrave
©n its tainted air as never on the
Lreeze of Connectivur. She loved to
walk the streets. meeting the crowds
of people. not one of whom she would
ever know. Her complete jov, how-
€Ver. was in her art: she worked at
It ceaselessly.  Her progress in it was
remarkabie.

In June, tired bat happy. she re-
turned home. The morninp_‘r after her
arrival she called to David wha was
hoeing potatoes in his garden.

~ Don’t you want te come see all my
grand pictures *

David climbed the fence, semiling de-
lightediy. -

I dunno but what T ought to get
on my meetin® cliothes if I'm a-goin’
1¢ B picture show.™ )

Saloame lauphed, yet down in her
heart she thougher :

1 wonder if [ talk as bad as David
dees ! 1 “spoxe I do. I never knew
10 —any — better, an' of course he
don’t.”

The pictures were mostly thase
severe anaromiecal heads and figures
which the untaught regard with such
outward  exelamations of pleasure
and b inward contempt. There
were some sketches of leruons in a
green dish : oranges, curranrs. and
mhﬂ-_ fruit joined in a union Nature
certainly could net approve : and a
fF'\\' sketches from memory of the
Connecticut.  David admired them
all inreservediyv. calling 1them * hana-
sarme. elegant.” and “real pretty;™
lh(“adjecti\'es varied, not with the
merit of the picture. but in accord-
ance with hi=s own ideas of diversity.
alname shufled them over a little
mpatiently,

* This one my teacher thonght had
& great deal of atmosphere.” she said,
holding up a bit of wonds and sky

“Well. now, T gFuess it has,” an-
su-(jreq Darvid. peeTing at the pierure

H “atmosphere” were a particular
surt of varnish_

Saloame shut the
her portfolio.

m gnickly away in
Her cheeks were red.
I)ﬂ\]’_d =at  smilingly watching her
mations. A line of graceful white
boats was gliding down the river, but
his e¥es never moved fram her.

“1Do you know what I'm a-goin’ to
do this summer 2 I'm a-goin” 1o draw
your head. You're £ot a real noble
head. David, like some of them old
statnes.”

* Sho. now, you're makin® fun o’ my
beadpiece. I warn't never egood for
much, ‘cent rememberin® time to
lirht the lamp an' the like o that.
Din youn know, the Tnspertor said
there warn't a man on the river, na,
nar the Sound neither, that could
keep his light a-goin’ ecery night,
rear in an’ vear out. blizeard or no,
the way I do,” he glowed with miodest
pride,

“You're jest as faithful " cried
Baloume, and David cared more for



