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and though he was nothing to her, he was still a Gorgio

wL^tTst'h"^
"^^ man before her-**, Husbantwas at best but a man of the hedges and the byre andthe clay-pit. the quarry and the wood; a nomid withno home, nothing that belonged to what she was now apart of-orgamzed, collective existence, the life of the

house^weller, not the life of the tan. the *<,^« a^d thevcUgauns-tbe tent, the blanket, and the faiT

T *., "T
"«^" '»'»8ht, and I was never sold," she said to

iLlhrL^r*
**
^r^~"

"°* '"' *•>'•* ^•'"'^^"d pounds, not

K™Fawer'°'°"""'~'^'''^^- I-^^'^-t-neweU,

' You are mine-it was so done seventeen years ago,"he answered, defiantly and tenaciously.
"I was three years old, seventeen years ago," shereturned qmetly, but her eyes forced his to look kt herwhen they turned away as though their light hurt b:m '

people. It has been so, and it will be so while there is aKomany tent standing or moving on "

In his rage Gabriel Druse could keep silence no longer.R^e, what have you to say of such things ?" hegrowled. "I am the head of all. I pass the w^ andthmgs are so and so. By long and by last if I nask th«

J^ ?fTV '?.« *^y ^°' °^'^t- It *i" be longer'^ing back. Let him have his say. It is his capit^!He has only breath and beauty."
Jethro shrank from the sharp irony of her tongue as hewouU not have shrunk before her father's violent BHin^

rejection was m her tones. He knew dimly that thethmg he shrank from belonged to nothing Romany in


