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CHAPITR XU,

MARY LKr.

cnsseading hike o berd of rod  deur the
w et andudations of the dowa, 1t took the
gegenteh put o few mnutes to withdraw from
the menv of thor late outrage.  Inless
tuwn wi an hour 1t hnd appraached their own
cunpiag-ground, where the tents were al.
r ﬁ',plwhcd by wives and cowmrudes, the
kettlen alrendy singing over tho twinkhng
firco oL gheir avouae.  They travelled fast,

© at a lung swingung trot, sluiting ther bundles
from une to another as they went. Tin
Coupr and Waat ranamed e cear of the
prty, the furmar arguwg that o was the
pest of danges, sud, v Uus  cousideration,
thoug  phin seesued uuwilhog to  ag
Iadund the others, ossting that the gl
#leuld beaz i company.

Wad was anxiwus and  preoccupied,
stenngady.uulike herself.  ‘The black Vardro.
muneto hiad not failed to notico the change,
nor was gt e his nature to keep silenco
whon arous, ! Lovking suspiciously in his
conpnniea a face, e sang a serap ot an old
Horaany itty, that may be thus rendered .

¢ 14 the waath of flowers, hotween the showers,
‘The curkoc nings all day

11t tho walden weeps. while the Romany slseps
and theGorgio gallops nway.

Tuo soon, L0 kOO, they aro fading in June, and
the cuckooduss changed his gay.

Anad tho maiden (s dead, and the sprivg-time
fled, when.tho Gorgiv galloped away.”

tis voico avas.tich and mellow, yet some-
tiaug of haraliness 11 his tones betrayed the
dincord witlun,

“What do you mcan?” asked Wail,

fa.0200 4 Lihe luuln [ - .
or hang Charlta, or king Jaine, none of
thew wall put a fowl i the Romnny kettle,
vor a broad picce in s paln but for service
rendered and nsk run.  We must help cur.
selven, Thyra, tuke whut we want, and keep
all we cau.  Our hand may well bo agoinst
overy man, for is not every man’s land
agamst us ¢ For ages wo have been a raco
aputt, und we must continae so for ever. No
Romauy lad may wed with tho noblest lady
of the Gorgios, sud for the Rowany lass who
listeus to love in another tongue, wo do not
shatne her before our people, but we con-
ccal bhier, Thyra, we hh}e Ler awny, where
ucither father nor mother, uncle nor aunt,
Rowmnay nor Gorgio, shall cver find hor
again 1"

His voico bad grown thick and loarse,
whilo drops of sweat stoud on the tawny
face, now turned to ashen grny. Waif
trembled liko o teuf. .

“ I know it,"” slie said ; ** vur people never
forgive, Fin, and they never forgot.”

There was a ring of pride in tho last sen-
tenco—~tributo to the abseat luover, whom
even nuw sho could not bnog hLersclf to wish
she might put vut of ber mind.

Thoy wu'ked up in silence. She Liad taken
his hundle, and thus laden carried it with a
stop ar free and untining as his own. They
were half & mile Lehind  tho other gipsies,
pacing side by side in the moonshine over
tho loncly down. A light twinkled from a
golitnry farm mnuy a wile away, and once
only was the stillness broken by the houest
bark of u shecp-dog. The calm pureo air, the
swcet sumer night, the quiet, tho expanse,
were als suggestive of thuse dreams which
have o large a portivn in hife’s reality. Her
thoughts were far away beyond that western
lorizou, with the gray horse and its rider.
Sho absolutely started when her cowpan.
ion's voice roused her from the abstraction
in which shie was plunged.

He bad been watehang her narrowly. Fin
Cooper was &s dexterous a gipsy as ever
stalked a red-dees, noosed a hare, or swung
a kettle. Versed m the lore, us in the mal-

irnctices of bis p cople, he knew bow to tell

ter black oycbrawe coming down in an
augry scowl over her bluck eyes.

> You cun interpret it yourself,” was his
auawr, “ Thyry, do you remewmber the
rid Quantuek hills, .end the dep leasy
ouanbes in tm ¢ brope  pickers’ country
Tong ngo 2"

He spoke i Bumany, and she replied iny

the sauno lauguage. It sfung Inm to observe

tLat shie could vot oaprese.hiersolf so readiiy

1. thair own gipsy toggue es in that of the

4 ntiles, with whom sbe had pas.cd o
Loany yenrs.

1 romember,™

* 4 \What of that 2*

U lovhdd hurt, 240 0 fipre o gleam shot
fr . lus dork eyes.

©¢Thae was a lttle gipsy pal vu those
sod Kls)” he answered, * who, cawe: fo bor
sipsy boy for every eantldy thipg she sant
od, fivgg a bunch of vivleds du the Jditeh 2o a
it ol ystletoe on the topwost brageh of the
«'d vak;trer, who stretchod her Littlo arms
1 v ] uute carry her on the trnimp yhen she
wa tir], who strohed his face every anoru-

"¢ ot sungse, and hissed Bim cvery sugut
when Lo lny Jdown to sleep.

- For that ¥4l lass the gipsy boy .pyauld
Eave shed allgho Lloed in his young body,
atd he was bt ten years old and fivo—pat
¥ ¢ a2 man, ay grown to wmun’s stat
v, but 2 mau jn beart, and a giant
v hs love fur the comely, delicats
&=y gt So he dagged hard  of father,
and mother, uncles x\u—f awnts, aud he want
anto hier tent with a guft, aud prayed of Lor
nte ple that they would gyve m@gllhyra to
be tus wite. They prowsed.  They were
«f the old black race, and tie promise of a
1+ xvelia hke the oath of a Stayjeyor a Lee.”

It wassolong ago! pleaded Waif, 12
rather a trembling voice. ** You were ali
ways very good to me, Fin. 1 wont deny
at, Lut it was go long ngo.”

said Weit, careles Jy.

ortunes Ly cards or palmstry ; to  interpret
the pateen of his comrades, the aigns of the
zudce, even the stars of heaven; but e conld
uvt read o womane lienrt. Ulas was the
Jaet oot he shoald have chwsen W wacul-
reate & leswon of tidelty and obedience on Ins
promsed avife,
* Fhyra,” smd he, wlnle she turned on
b a4 pale and  draany  face, ** did  your
prople never tell you the story of Mary
Loed”

* L have heard sumctling about her,” she
stammered, with a ingutened look. ** Ske
died, dudn’t she @ @@ was Jost 2 I—I forget
tie rghts of ot.”

“ I wall tedl it you now.” said lie. * Take
every aord to hienrt, Thyra, and forget rather
tho other that bore you, than Mary Lec's

 fault and a¢s punishiment.

* Suw was a brautitul gapsy-gizl, sister,
suclh auother as youself, with cyes he ; stars,

tnnd a voice o coax the bird off o tree.  She
hived with hicr graudam, old Mother I.ee,
and her anele, a stern, thick-set Romany.
who scldom spake, and uover similed.  They
said hie dulled a squire’s keeper Lefure ther
tribe came south out of the J)otuto-country,
and knew Norwieh gaol, izside and out. as
well as I know the kuife in oy belt. Jlauy
a Qme, when 1 wasa little lad, I've scen
sary litting thie Leitle off its lhoo. before
Lhcir tent 5 and if it hadn't Leen for you,
Fhyra, and the sword of the Lovels, I should
have thought her the Likeltest lass that ever
put a bodian i & knot of black bair ; so did
a guwd wmany more~Etanleys, Hearaes,

you, Thyra. [ watched neurly ns long on
behalf of Mary Lee.

* The moon hed gone down, and the false
dawn was peep.ng betweon the stems of the
old vaks, when I caught sight of a square,
thick figure threading the track awong the
trees that led to the Lees' camp. I leaped up
and took bim by the hand. e was tremb-
ling all over. *Youare welcomo hack Uncle
Ryley,”" saya I. * You have made a long
journey, uncle ; have you returned empty
handed, or did yun find what you went to
seok 2’

¢ ¢ The shoes are worn from my feet,
brother,' was his auswer. * For three days
and threo uights I have gone without food
orrest ; but I took what I wanted, Fin, and
1 can hold up my head once more among
tny people.’

** ¢ Did you hear any news of dlary 2’ wus
my next question, and my heart rose to my
mouth whule I asked it, for e was a strong,
fierco man, who would strike with fist or
steel it he was angerea, and never give you
a chance. I could scarce believe it was
Ryley Lee who answered in that weak, low
voico, with a check that Lad turned gray,
like the asLes of a woodfire in the dim morn-
ing light.

¢4 It is well with her,” was all ho said,
‘but you will sce Mary in our tents nu
moro.’

¢ She is dead !' burst from my lips, for
there scemed a smell of blood in 1y nostrils
and the palo streaks of down grew crimson
betw.en the trees.

¢ It is well with her,’” he repeated, turring
froan mo into histent. ¢ Mary Leo has left
her prople—dead or alive we shall sse her
no more.’

¢ Then 1 knew she bad paid the price it
costs the Itomauy maiden who lyves a Gor-
gio too well !"

\Vaif had changed color more than once
during the above reeital ; but though she
looked very pale now, there was a firm,
biard expressivu su her face thut denoted
some fixed purpose no consticration should
set aside.

2 The hawk does not mate with the bam.
door fowl,” saud she, ** andthe Romany chal
marries with the Romany clu, for surely we
are one peoplo ; but tins affects  neither you
nor me, Uin. I gipsies cannot  trusy each
othier, how shall we houd our own against the
Gentiles 2 Mury Lee was a good-for-uothing
hussie , Uncle Ryley a cruel, blood-tlnrsty
wmonster ; aud hier  we arcatthe camp. Take
your bundle, Fin, 1 ve carnedittill I'm tired.
Yes; I'll shake bands with you. Good-
mght”

sxtricatiug herself impaneutly from the
embrace of Lier ailinuced husband, who suc-
ceeded, however, in pressing his lips aguinst
hier brow, shie disappeared within vne of the

tents, leaving Fn Cooper outside, a prey to i a bollow whisper, hft lnm bodily into space
contending feclings, awony which gealvusy | for pure fan, aud lny 1n lus hand a flower

aud suspicioa wete 1a the ascendant. He
loved the gul, ot that he was quite sure,
aud 1n such a charactaa, love 13 a foarful
wmotive power for good or evil. It pessesses
also a heen instinct of reciprocity, not to be
concaived, and few conditions are wore piti
able that that of a strong w.lful tempera-
meat, persanding itself, against its own cun-

for silver, that the ship wheelr carries its

{ whole fricglit s not sinkiong hourly beneathats

feut.

The yipsy would have been angered, even
to bearing of steel, by any comrads who had
warned bim of tuat wineh lis heart began to
tell Lum too planly, though he dared not
admit i to himselt, who had hinted that
Thyra loved another, aud that other, one of

Coopuxs ; vhe might have had the pick of
them, b sules tho best ot her own iribe, and
the comyest of tho comely Lovels to boot,
I've scen susuy o good round fouglt, ay,
ard kuives dpnwy, too, for a chango werd
from Mary Lee.

s And shie w(,a‘.'ln.t so much as throw
away a look ou the Yest ofus! When Jack

His face softoned ; Lis voice was very sad

#3d tender, while e repeated hier words, >

!

Marsliall beat the Goujgio lightweight in fity

minutes, and brought rer the battleanvney .
S

s

.

tho forbidden race—which, forall his Romsny
ﬁido and Bomany prejudices, ho counld not

t acknowledge superior in cvery respect to
lisown. Bat lie kuew 1t, nevertheless, and
only waited au opportumity to avenge him-
self oun the rival, whom he hiad identified, al-
mos} to certainty, with John Garnet, alias

Galoping Jack, the highwayman. Even

now, ne thought 1t might not be too late to
detaok Waif frow Ler nuworthy aud impos:
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¥ictions, thut it 1s not exchanging golddable person to partake of a bottle by day-

1nIuy e C uu Uty diys H)
farthest.  When accomphishied, 1t mattered
httle what had beecamo of the messenger.
Perbaps the sooner he was set aside tho bet- ,
ter.  WWhat was tho cost of a man auvd horse,
valuable as might be the lutter, compared ;
with the interest at stake, with the gamsand
losses of the great gamein which overy player
waged hfe and fortune on the result ?

Parson Gole, wearying sadly of London,
and longing fuor his mcorland hills, found
Limself uo longer put off with mysterious
lunts, aud umutelligible jargon ; vut, to use
bis own mctaphor, was luid on the line, hike |
o bloodheund resolving to track ii, inch by,
inch, till he pinned Ins quarry by the throat. ,

Many mmsgiviogs bud the Parson during,
this, perhaps the most unpiensant weoek heo
ever spent 1 his Wfe.  Orthodox 1 lns,
opinions, however lax n his practice, it
went cruclly against the brawn to believe that |
in seeking Katerfollo’s assistance he was:
tampering with the powers of darkness.
Mauy a tine, after his coarse pot-house sup- |
per, was his sleep haunted by grotesgue
visiuns of the evil one, carrying to eternal
torment a figure 1 boots, bands, and cas-|
suck, thas e rcecognized for his own, His,
knees used to shake, and lus short gnzzled
bair to stand vn end, when the Charlatan,
leading bim into a dark roown, bade him wait
patiently, while inquiries were made of cer-
tain intelligences that ought to have done
with things on earth, yet betrayed a marvel-
ous interest 11 carthly trifles, early follios,
nud eartuly carcs. The minutes seemed
lengthened into hours while he sat motion-
less, expecting every mowment to Lehold the
pale violet gleam of a corpse-light, to fecl
the faint flutter of spirit-ingers, catch the
faint breath of spirit-wluspers—worst ot all,
to be threatened with the person manifesta-
tion of some obtrusive spint itself.

Katerfelto, who possessed a strong sense
of humor, and evjoyea a joke for its own
suke, even though he had noue with whotn
to share it, used to deseribe at length the
dicipline, the gradations, the daily Lfe, scen-
ery, aud vegetable productions of the spirit-
world ; counting its spheres, explainiog its
mysterics, and insisting strongly on the |
somewhat thick-witted good-nature of 1ts 1a-
Linbitants.

Tue Parson’s nerves were of no sensitive §
fibre. Ho possessed s share of buil-do,
cournge. Give Inm a beef-stenk, a tankar
of ale, und,

* Had a Paynim host before hina stood,
He had charged them through und through ;"

but he was not proof agoinst dangers of which
be had no expericnee, and could form no
conception. The crowning dread of lis life
at tins period was the appantion of some
lununous figare, clad in misty robes of white
prepared tu auswer Jus guestions evasively in

1

I

no terrestial growth, fresh and fragrant, but
wet with the dews of anothier world. It
never dad appear to i, and very thankful
he felt that it did not !

It was, therefore, with no slight feeuugs
of relief, that on his last visit to Deadman’s
Alley, he tound the Charlatan dressed to go
azbronld, and was invited by that anaccount-

light, rather thon awmt a manifestation,
fustang, in the dark.

“ Yvur servaut, sir,” said the Parson,
flinging his shovel hat m the corner, while
he filled his glass without a sccond bidding.
** This looks like vusiness, Doctor, at last.
Indeed, I am sick to death of the town life,
and the town ways. Bat for your wessage,
Ishould have been on the goud bay nag-
horse, half 2 day’s journey towards Exeter
by this time.”

‘* Do thoy use you so badly, then ?" asked
Katerfelto with asmile, wlile be scaned nm
keenly from under his bushy cyebrows. *Do
they not treat Abner Gale with proper res-
pect as s West-country gentleman, a noted
sporteman, anda piliar of the Church 2 In
sad truth, it is a perverse and jguorant gen.

L.eration.”

&y | Abner Gale !™

jed; but he felt his blood curdle while he

rise in North Devon! [ wish I was back
there now. I will be back there next week
if 1'm alive !”

* But surely, Doctor,” observed Katerfelto,
with n covert smilo, ** a man ot your presence
finds no difticulty in muking noquaintances
and even friends. ‘The Londoners are not an
inbospitable people, and are said to be ex-
ceedingly kind to a stranger if he has but
1onoy in his pockets.”

‘- Kiog enough ! answered the other, * so
long as it costs nothing. They'll find fair
words, I grant, and plenty of them, at the
rate of 2 guinea a-piece. 1t was but yester-
day two ladies gave mo good-morrow from
their coach so heartily, I made sure X must
have met them on ‘Faunton race-course or
may bLo iu the Cathedral close at Exeter.

* Welcome to London, Doctor,” says dhne,
‘how did you leave your friends in the
West?' ¢ You don't remember me, Doctor,’
laughs the otlier, as comely a wonchasgyou'll
sce this side of Devizes, ¢ but Y haven't for-
gotten you, and T wish I could.’ So I off
with my Lat, and up into the coach without
another word, thinking for sure T had fallen
among friends at last, and would you bolieve
1t ? the first was an old harridan that might
have been my mothor, and the second hussy

ad scarco a tooth in her head, besides being
raddled with red paint, and swmelling of
brandy fit to knock you down! Nay,Ihave
done with your London once for all. It 1
make good speed, I'll bo home in time for
Dulverton Feast. I1'll bave no nead to look
about for friends there, and I oan tell you,
Doctor, I've been parched with strong ale
and heady port, till L lopg for a gallon of
cider, if1t costs me five shillings a quart.
Now we'll go to business, by your leave. If
you've any more to say in my matters, out
with it ! Auvy way, bad or good, let us settle
up and part friends " .

‘* 1 bave coustrained those to do my bid-
ding who can furnish the intelligence you
requive,” answered Katerfelto solemnly.
« To-night, if you have the courage.”

* Nay, nay !" interrupted the Parson, his¥
jolly face blanching at the suggestion, ** your:-
word is quito enough, Doctor. I neither”s
doubt you nor them. Name your price, and’
let us have done with it 1" *

¢ Go home, then,"” continued the Charla--
tan, “with what speed you can mnke..
Amongst your own West-country hills yow .
will find your enemy and the slayer ¢f your:-
kinsinan, Johu Garnet by name ; a proper
youth, able-bodied aud an expern swordss-
man. If I bade you spare him, would you
listen oue moment to my plea 2 N

He wasnot listeningnow. ** John Garnet,’™ -,
he repeated, * John Garnet,” grinding the-¢
syllables between his teeth as he branded tho-|
name into his memory.

¢ Look out, John Garnet, and keep your
liands up the first timo yon culue across

Katerfclto bad scen too mueh of mankind
and their worst passions, to bo easily mov-

marked the Parson's rubicund cheek turn to
a sallow white. If ever there was murder
in aman’s face, he read it now. Perhaps
for ono shurt moment he felt compunction
but the weakness was soon over.  * Heis
better out of the way,” thuvught Katerfeito
and things must take their course.”

Thus it fell out that the West-Country
K{arson was riding steadily homeward ove

arlborough Downs the same evening Lor
Bellinger's coach was rifled Ly the gipsies
aud its owner left a captive in the tihialdo
of his gwn word of honor till the moon rose

Notwithstandiung the nature of his er:
rand, Abner Gale seemed in high health an
spirits.

{70 BE coxTINUED.]

A Heavy Loap.—On Monday last Mr.
Jacob Ostrander, Orwoll,in Lis wagon drawn
by two horses, took a load of brick weighing
in the gross 020 lbs., from Orwell tothe new
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English Chureh, St. Thomas. The combined
weight of the horses was 2010 1bs. :




