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was a gipsy. It needed not her peculiar dress, the costume
of her tribe, to tell this, though that was significant enough
Her thick, coarse, jet-black hair, streaked with threads of
gray, was pusl.ed impatiently off her face; and her only
head-covering was a handkerchief of crimson and black silk
knotted under her chin. A cloak, of coarse, red woolen
stuff, covered her shoulders, and a dress of the same ma-
terial, but in color blue, reached hardly to her ankles. The
brilliant head-dress, and unique, fiery costume, suited well
the dark, fierce, passionate face of the wearer.

For an instant she paused, as if to let the carriage pass

:

then, as if even the delay of an instant was maddening, she
started wildly up, and keeping her hungry, devouring gize
fixed on the vision of the still unseen city, she sped on more
rapidly than before.

CHAPTER II.

MR. TOOSYPEGS.

" J^e bears him like a portly gentleman
;And, to say truth, Vernon brags of him

To be a virtuous and well-governed youth."

—Shak speare.

The vehicle that the gipsy had heard approaching was a
light wagon drawn by two swift horses. It had two seats
capable of holding four persons, though the front seat alone
was now occupied.
The first of these (for his age claims the precedence) was

a short, stout, burly, thickset, little man, buttoned up in ahuge great-coat, suffering under a severe eruption of capes
and pockets An immense fur cap, that, by its antediluvian
looks, might have been worn by Noah's grandfather, adorned
his head, and was pulled so far down on his face that noth-
ing was visible but a round, respectable- looking bottle-nose
and a pair of small, twinkling gray eyes. This individual, who^salso the driver, rejoiced in the cognomen of Mr. Bill
Harkins, and made it his business to takp b^la^pH iva,.foro,c. *^
London (either by land or water), when arriving tooFai^elfor


