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"' **'*P woods-the song oi riven, the carol ofbWs. the mumunng of trees, the mysterious and devout

whisperings of the night, the happy wmmuninSoS
market-place, the sound of church bells acrL a vau"

STes of^riZ :;"' «?""'"8» ""d noshing torrentTth^'

SL .hL^ "*? ,'^'*' *''• *'"'' '^ '"'h of rain!the sharp paw of frost, and the agonies of some tosttraveller rescued from the wide i^lemencv, the St
Z^^ '""'.*Kf ^^ °' ^^^ P^8ed air, Ld "' r^yfingered mom blinking bUthely at the world. TT.e^i'iWe of the open road she had had here without anythtae

^.l^'S'thf,rr"' '"1 '*^ -P-teness, itsSrf!

"mmSy.'"'
''"''"""^ '"''*' °' '''* '«'' -Sanized

Wild moments there had been of late years when shelodged for the fa^ of Romany folk gathered aC Zfi«, while some Romany pral drew ^ hearts with the

S^l°'
"*"

^!i'=^'"*'-
^«» Ambrose or GildCy orChmto responded to the pleadings of some sentimlnt^

lass, and sang to the harpist's strings-
'*"^'™'«a'

Sm w°'"»k*''S
**"' O"" »>y t™e loveCold blow the drops of rain-

I never, never had but one iweetheart
In the green wood he wa« slain,"

Md to cries of •• Again ! Aybor/ again 1" the blacknivedlover, hypnotizing himself into aiTecstasy. poiS^ oS«ce and i^ssion and war with the law, in t^ie'TiTGi^y

^L^'^ "„'™« *'°"' Transylvania to Yetholm^^Carnarvon or Vancouver— '^'••"uii 01

" Time was I went to my true tovolime was she came to mc "

The sharp passion which moved her now as she stoodbefore Jethro Fawe would not have been so acute y^t^day; but toKiay-^e had lain in a Gorgio'sd toSy-
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