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 CHAPTER 1L
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PORLUCK BAY.

Aned now it soomed the old warrivx’s turn
it dupendont un the grown woinun he had
wnud nud olierislied 1n her olildhood. It
wan truo onough that ho freited and pined
11 bt of aho stayed inauy hours out of Lis
rght. It was pitinblo to mark how, day by
day, thy intellect failed in proportion as tie
wnndly furm dwindled to decay. Tho old
- ni that bad roared its branches so sturdily
wan buwed and sapless now. The soldirr of
vudenardo and Malplaquet, who had sat at
tablo with Marlborough and Prince Eugeno,
was fit for Jittlo more than to doze in an
cany-chaor, lunging for Ins grandelhild's hvme-
carping, aud nodding, as Parson Gulo snid,
feobly over tho fire,

Even that worthy folt struck with soimne-
thung of awe and apprehension while ho
lwked on tho wasted limbs that he had
Learl quoted by old neighbors for their
strongtl, and reflected that tho time was
utntug when he too would no longer bo able
1. 8it n horso or wrestle o fall. \What had
o tu lovk forward to ? What resources
agasust that day of dobility and staguation,
unless, 1ndeed, bo could provail in his suit
with Nelly Curew 2 Therefore did Parson
Gale exert alJt fus powers of convorsation,
Lopiug to render hunself ngroeable to the
girl ns sho passed in nnd out, farthering the
propuaations for their sunploineal.  Hedrow
on Idnotnory, his mother-wit, and his in-
vo..&t & for subjects that might be interest-
sag $ both by commpamons.  Fer old Carow
ho detaslad at great leugth the partienlars of
% wrestling-matoh, sud subscquout drinking
béutt, at both of which he had Iately assisted
i Ins own panish ; winlo to Nelly ho e
patinted on tho convenience of his kitchen,
the coolness of his larder, the luxurics of his
Liest parlor in the parsoungo at home ; but,
in spite of all his offorts, he experienced n
dim senso of failure and depression. Not-
withistanding his eallidg, the man wassuper-
stitivus rather than rolizious ; and when he
rosv to tako leave, oould not forbear expres-
sng n convictiun thut some great misfortune
wust bo impending on hun or his,

¢ I've heani tell of men foeling just like
me,” smid he, holding Nelly’s hand rather
longer than good breeding required, * aud
besng found poxt mormey stark dead on the
moor, There was 8 woman up at my place
only last Matmmas, and shosays, ¢ Pareon,’
gays she, * there's somathing coming to me
thuts past prayiug for ; I know as well as if
1sawit. I'm tbhat down-hearted I don't
seem to fill iny Lodice, and there's a div in
both my ears hiko tho waves of a flool-tide,
g0 1 ean't scarco hear myself speak. It
wasu't a month bofore hier only Lrother got
drowuned off the Lizard, and will you t+ll mne
now, Mistress Nelly, a3 yov did once befove,
that such warnings are but idle farcies and
old women's fables ? I'm that down-heart-
ed too ; I'm not ashamed to say so. And
when it's fallen on mo, whatever it is, I
should liko 0 know who will care & pinch
of snuff what's gone with wild Abner Galo 2"

** 1 wouldn't speak so, if I wore you,” an-
ewored tho @irl, who, having disengaged her
hand, was now standing at tho cottage door
to seo Inm mouut for his homeward march
soross tho moor.  ** Thero are plenty of all
sorls to wolcome you when you come, and
wish) you ¢ good speed’ when youn go away—

ou that havo so many friends.”

* Frionds !" ropeated the Parson, turning
1is mare's hoad bomewards, with a bitter
smile. “Tho church wouldn't hold my ac-

unintance, but the pulpit is large enough

or wy friends 1"

e §—e

CHAPTER I11.

WaTF.

Deadman's Alley was at all times aseclud-
«d thoroughfare ; after dark, ndeed, its
ochoes rarely wohoto the soundof a footstep ,
st the whteh reflecting, perbaps, that such
jonchinues saved them a deal of troulle, ab-
stamed from disturbing its repuse. An cmpty
cask, nbalo of gouds, or a luman body
throwp asido in Dendman's Alley, might
hiave remnained there many hours without at.
tractimg  the notico or obstructing tho trausit
of o passenger.

John Garnet, however, was unusually for-
tuuate, for ho had wallowed 1u the gutter but
2 tow mnates, when a gitl's steg came Jaoe
g along tho alley, and the lighest fuot in
London tnpped over him ns ho Iay at length
upan tho stoucs, not quito anconscious, yet
altagether powcrloss to move. The girl, who
td neatly fallen, recovered her fouting with
the petavaty of 2 cat ; and smotherig an ex-
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his lips, and a consoling vorce
his ear-

tempt to raise your

—————————

excrtion, gentlo hunds pressed a cordial to
‘mhnpcml in-

+ Courage, my youhgdeierid. <Lo uot at.
ks and. A!.Ji{)ther sip,

Waif. Good. In five minutes he will come

to.”

In fivo ninutes ho did coino to, and found

gtrength to ask what had happened and

whero lio was ?

¢ The first gucnliou you wnust answor for
oursell,” said the gruvo old 1man whosat by
ils bedside, with o finger on his pulso. *‘Tu
the second L rc{:ly. 1oske your mind casy,
you aro in th s house and under thoe care of
tho celcbrated Doctor Katerfelto, who has
won more games of skill againgt death than
any practitioner vow alive, Waif, bring
mo the roll of lint that stands on the top
shelt in the savgery. Loook in tho niddle
deawor for somo red ealve, and put that
flask out of tny patient’s roach.”

"The girl had left the room, and was back
agaiu quicker thun John~Garnet's languid
scnses could follow her movements. When
whe returned with these simple remedies, ho
did not fail to wark tho eoftness of hor dark
oyes, the subdued grace of her bearing, tho
swoct anl loving pity that scomed to per-
vade hor whole being whilo sho hovered
about his couch, and administered skilfully
to tho wants of a wounded inan. Nor was
this tonderness, this sympathy, this almost
matornal solicitude, iu accordanco with her

cncral habits, in keeping with her ?Hu of
ortn and featura.  8he looked more liko a
ponthor of th wildorness than the nures in
o sick-room. The lithe and supple frame,
the light and noiseless guit, tho quick stealthy
turn of hor eyo and limb, ready on the in.
stant for attuck, defence, or fli, hit, all this
partook of the fierce, fohne naturo, and all
this she inherited from that mystetious raco
to which she belonged, whost origin bhistory
has failed to discover, whoso destiny conjec-
jecturoe is at a loss to guess, From ler gipsy
ancestors she denived her tameless glinces,
her nimble strength, her shapely limbs with
thei - delicato extrenmties, ber swarthy sav-
agv beauty and light uatiring step. From
them, too, came the wild blood that boiled
under restraint or contradiction, the un-
bridled passions that knew no carb of cus-
tom nor of conscienco, the cunning that
could conceal them till occasion offered, tho
recklessness that would then indulge them
frecly without pity or romorse.

John Garnet had never yet seen anything
8o beautiful as this tawny girl bending over
his couch, with gold coius studding her jetty
hair, with collar and braceldts of gold round
hier neck and wiists, with a shawled robe of
gearlet and oravge reaching to her naked
snkles, and broad buckles of gold in her red-
heeled shoes.

Ho thought of Cleopatra, young, whole-
heart d, and untainted by thoe kiss of au em-
})eror ; ol thu Queen of Sheba, before sho

thought the durk eyes looked at him more
than kindly, and fell to wondering Luw sho
cama here, and what relation she bore to
this old man in the velvct gown who sat by
Lis pillow with a gravo attentive face. DBut
tho cordial was doing itswork. Ere his
wouuds hind been dressed, the salve spread,
and the hint bandages deftly swathed round
his body, John Garnet's senses lost them-
selves once morelost in oblivion ; the last
words ho heard were in the doctor’s voice.
Li]suming for the girl's nnswer hLe féll sound
asloap.

“There is no fear now,” said Katerfolto
roflectively. ** Shall I say there is no nope?
Ho would have mado a beautiful subject,
and 1 waunted just such an one, to lbring my
now discovery to pertection. Look at his
chest, Waif. Did you cver soe a finer speci-
men ? Somomen in my place would be
incapablo of this sclf~denia{"

Waaf, as he called her, turned pale under
her taway skin, but there was a fierco glitter
1a hor eyes wlnlo she answered, *¢ I thonght
he was dead you may be sure, that was why
Ibrouglht you ont to him. Hull get well
now, So much the bettor! Patron! you
daro not do it.” .

The old man smiled, stroking his velvet
gown with a wlnte well-cared for hand.

** Daro not, or will not, or shall not,” he
replicd. °* It hittlo mnutters whieh. No. It
1s an teresting case as 1t stands, aand to
sure him will bo almost as nstructive as to
cut him up. Scionce, Waif, exacts from us
great sacrifices, but shie has also her rowards.
Tue man will Iive, I think. Live probably
tobe ungrateful. Meanwhile, let us soe who
aud what hois.”

Tbus spoaking, and with a marvellous
duxterity the result of long practice, ho turn-
od cvery vno of the sleeper's pockets inside
out, felt 1 his cravat, his bosoms, his waist-
band, leaving no partof bis dress unsearch-

turbing his repose.
Tho gir}, holding tho 1anip to assist, loocked

scusation growing up in her heart, a vague
wild longiug that secemod to covet no‘lgogs
than to pity and admure.

** The outcomo is unequal to the pains
bestowed,” said Katerfelto, holding up a

suuff box, as the frut of his exertions. ** Yet

ho man s, well-born, Waif, and well.tn.(

athomed the wisdom of Solomon. Then ho !

, lanco of unspenkablo tenderness and admi-

ed, yet without in the slighest degreo dis- |

down on the prostrate figure, with a8 now ycalled 2 gentleman. Sho hed scen gentlomen

y was she in comparison 2 She, tho dradgebf
1 1 & charlatao, half-quack, half-conjuror ? .
hight purse, a tavern bill, and 2 valueless| How could thero boanything in comamon be- | was boaed to chango my name.™

 Fools—" added tho old man. ** Fools,
chaso onse of mind at w prico thoy would
grmdge for health ot body. its a
w.rae trade, Wail, to sot & broken
leg than to heal o lroken heart. We
w it skili, learning, sglinls. bamlages, and
anatotiny for the one, but a little cunningand
a bold guess will answor all the purposes for
tho other. Thare are many men and more
woman who would laugh in my fnoeif I told
thow their hoad was a workstop and their
heart- a pump; yet they can believe the
whole of their future lifs is contained in o
pack of cards. You aud I, Waif, lave
thrivon well in a wo~ld of fonls—ond tho
fools thrive ton—why, I know not. The
wisest peoplo on carth are yokr peoplo, but
they hisvo novor prospered. Is it best to bo
truo, simple honest? I cannot answor—I
have never tried ”

I will do everything you tell me,” per-
sisted Waif, taking for granted the permis-
sion sho was 6o cager to obtain. *‘I.can
creop about the chamber liko a.mouge; I
' never want to slo -p, nor ent, nor drink, gor
go out into thoe filthy muddy streetr. Iknow
overy phial in the gurgery as well as your-
solf.” Haud him over to me, Patron, and I
will promise to bring him through.”

Ho oyed hor uarrowly, aud sho seemed:
conscious of his scratiny, for ghe turned her
head away and busiod herselt in adjustment
ot the bedolothes. Then hoe laughed a little.
mocking laugh, and procecded to give direc-
tiong for tho treatment of thewr pationt.

“You raust watch‘him,” he insisted, and
thougl: she muttered, * you needn’t tell me
that 1" finished his say without uoticing the
interraption. *Youmust ‘wateh hifr nay-
rowly; if he wakes, give hinm one mors
spoonful of the cordial; if be-is restless
aftor that, comeo to me. If he wanders in
his sloep mark every word he utters, and
remember it.  Such drivellings are mot of
tthe slightest importance, but interesting,

very interesting, in o medical point of view.
Qood-night, \Waif. Do exactly as 1 bid you,
tand it ail goes well, do not wake me until
' sunrise.”
| 'Thea hetrimmed the 'amp, listencd at the
Iattice, and retired, leaving the girl alone
y with her patient.
‘ How quiet she sat! moving not so much
as a finger, with hier large dark oyesfixed on
I the floor, aud her thoughts hke restless soa-
'birds flying here, there, everywhere ; now
skimming the Past, now soaring into the
" Future, finnlly gathering out of all quarters
to settle themselves on the Prosent.  From
» the moment when Katerfelto, or the Patron,
{ ns she called him, left the room, sho secemed
"to have entered on a new life, to have risen
«in her own esteem, to have accepted respons
imbilities of which she was proud, to have
:bccomo & gentler, fairer, softer bung, more
! suscoptible to pleasure and to pain. She
only kuew there was a great change ; she did
not know tliat she was passing into Fal
! Land by the gate through which there is 20
jretarn. i
Behind ber lay rugged mountsin and
dreary moor, paths that soil and blister
weary fect, barren uplands yielding
'geanty Dlarvest in return for daily toil, a
1scorching sun, a drenching rain, mockifig
., winds that whirl, and buffet, and moan.—
|Before her opened the dazzling vistas of &
magic region ; gleaming rivers, golden ekies,
volvet lsws fretted with gems, bending
flowers laden with perfume; glade and
thicket, feld and forest bathed inin glows
of unearthly beauty, rich in tints of un-
carthly splendor, tecming with fruits of an-
earthty bues. Wonld she not enter in and
rest 2 Wonld she not reach forth her band
to gather, and smell, and tasto? Had she
not wild longings, vague curiosity, unreason-
able daring? Was she not a woman fo the
core? How could she tell that the Fairy
Land was a glamor, the lustre delusive, tHe
beauty a snare ? that serpents were ooilidg
,in the grass, that poisonlurkedin the Aowers,
ithat tho {fruits turned to dust and ashes on
thelip ? How could sho forecce the time
whon she would yearn and strive ar? pray
to get back to the outer world? In vain!
{ Tooso who bave once passed its gato and
i tasted the 1ruits in that fairy garden have {o
1do with midd.c earth no more. Tkeir phan-
tvins wuv andeed remam among us, bat
jtacinselse s aro far away in the enchanted
| country, pacing their weary round without a
!xespiw. fulfilling their endless penance in
the listless apathy of despair.

Once the sleeping raan turned with a low,
deep sigh of comfort, asin relief from pain.
Whaif's dark eyes gleamed on him with 'a

o

ration. How noble he looked lying thero in
his wounds, like a dcad prince. How grace-
fal was the rocambent form ; how luxuriant

riband o waander over tho pillow ; how white
and shapely tho strong hand vpened loosely
on tho coveriet. This, then, was what they

in tho streots, or when thoy came to consult
tho Patron, but never undor such favorable
conditions for examinntion as now. What

whoaro yet-so wiso fr their tolly a8 to purz]

tho dark brown bair escapsd from its black |

tles, filled with spuils fromn neighboring hen.
g F=by the high-born patriarchs
std:prthese ofher tribo.

But 3he was & good Yurfge, notwithstanding
der royal descént ymd barbarian bringing-up.
Twenty times ddring the night shosmoothed
her patient’s pillows and straightenod bis
bed-clothes, watohod with experienced oye
sad ear for symptoms of weakness or relapso.
Nover onco did she relax lier vigilance, nor
50 much a8 relieve her slonder, supply form
by lesning back in her chair. Unlike most
watcliers, for her the minutes seemned to fly
on golden wings, and when the gray light of
dawn began to steal through tho shutter,
dulling the lamp still burning in that sick-
chawber, she conld have ropronched the
summer morning for coming so soon.

Yot {¢ had been a long night to Waif in
fact, if not jn appéarnnco. Those watehfal
honrs had' brought for her the great
change that comes onco in a lifetime. An
sucient plilosopher compared our terres-
trial carecr to the lotter Y. Ho has been

gotod till we aro tired of him, but none
tho less must wo acknowledge the forco
of .bis illustration. As wo travel along the
road wo must necds arrive,-some in the
morning, somo in the middle of the d:s.
80mo Ymd these last aro much to be pitied)
not till the affernoon, at a point where two
paths branch outin different directions.—
Thero is a gaide-post indeed, but it stands so
high above onr heads that we seldom lookat
it, choosing rather to trust our passions and
inclinations for directions on the way. So
wo turn to right or left as nature, habit, or
convenienco prompts us, and on the turn

tho hopeo-of ovor reaching home.

, It was broad-day when John Garnet woke
and tried'to git-up in bed. ** Where am I?"
-was bir first exolamation, rubbing his cyes
with the hand his bandages left freo. ** And
why am I trussed up lik+ a fowl that's been
skewered? Al! I romember now. I have
boen skewered, and you've been nursing e,
my pretty maid. I fear I have given you a
vast deal of trouble and shall give yon more
beforo I can stand np."

She bent over him like a mother over her
child. 1t was such huppiness to protect and
soothe him, to feel that he ymght ¢ven owe
his life to her.

“ Do not try to move yet,” raid sho; “ you
are safo and ingood hands. Tho longer you
stay with us the better we shall be pleased.”

*Will you nurse me 2" ho asked gaily, un-
conscious of the tremble that ran through
her frame, while she bowed ber head in
answer.

*Then I don’t caro how long it is!” he
laughed. **\WVith such a pretty nurse I
should like never to get well1”

Tho blood flew tq her face, reddeningbrow
and tem{)]es, with a blush of pride and ex-
quisite pleasure, rather thaun that of resent-
ment or shame.

—-———s—-—-
CHAPTER 1V.

"THE OLD STJRY.

Katerfelto's business scemed to bring him
in contact with persons of every class and
character. Men and women wers comin
to the surgery at all hours of the day and
night ; the former generally armed, the lat-
ter someotimes ed, all muffled in clonks
or riding-hoods, as if their purpose necessi-
tated secrecy and disguise. It did not es-
cape John Garnet’s observalion, lying idle
on his sick-bed, that the conversations ho
overheard were carricd on in a subdued
voice, and that everything convected with
the dootor's house in Desdman's Alley
secmed tainted with the breath of mystery,
suspicion, and intrigue.

o this effect he unburthened his wmind
while watching Waif's stealthy movementd
a8 she arranged the room some few mornings
after his arrival, and insisted by word and
gesture on the necessity of his lying perfect-
1y still if ho wanted to get well. .

“Waif,” said he, in that pleasant, carolech
voice, which had already taught the girl’s
eyo to hrizhten and her heart to loap, **is
tho Patron 8 wizazd, a Jacobilo agent, a
second Guy Fawkes, or only & great princh
jn.disguise? Why is everything in this
house, even to lsying the plates for dinner,
done with secrecy and caution? Why does
nobody spesk but in whispers, and why is
cach suoceeding visitor kept waiting in the
passage till his predecessor has boen dis-
misged? Why do the ladies como here on
foot, my protty lass, and what does it all
mean? :

“ Don't call me that 1" cho exclaimed ind.
patiently. * I'm not a prettylass! It’s the
way you would speak to a milk-maid. Call
mo Waif.”

“\Vaif," hie repeated. * There's another
mystery. Vho ever heard of » girl like yon
being called Waif? Who gaveyou that
name ? Not that you ever had godfathers
or godmothers, I supposo. Baot where did
you %ct it and how?’

* The Patron has called mo Waif evar
sinco I was a littlo child,” said she simply.
* I was known as Thyra with our own peo-

tween them 2 She stirred upeasily in her

ple, but of course, when ho bought me, o

** Bought you!™ John Garnet gasped for

thus taken dopends our futare journey, and |

* 'Was ho good to yuu ?" asked tho other,
fcelin[f)his freo British instinets sadly out-
raged by the girl's disclosures. * If hs wasn'®}
Lie qught to have lus neck wrung !’

* ¥ Ob, yesl" shoreplied, eagerly, but with
a shrinking lvok in hor bnght ~b{x\ck cyes,
“ I havonothing to odmplain of from the
Patron. Notlung! I bated iny shoes at
first, aud eating with a koifo and fork; but
the Patron gave me beautiful clothes, and
ornaments of gold, real gold. I soon learned
to liko being well dressed, and after a timo I
didn't so much mind sleeping under a roof.
But obi | how I missed the lights in the sky |
I usod to wake up in the night crying, be-
causo I thought thoy had gone out for ever,
and I should seo them slumng no nore.”

* Bat what on earth did e want you for?"
was the natural inquiry. ¢ What did ho
do with you after e bought and carried you
away ?"

“\Wo didn't always livo hero now. At
first, tho Patron took me about all ovor tho
country. I daresay Iknow n good many
moro places than you do. Wo went to every
fair and merry-making, down 1 the west,
as for as the Land’s End. It must be a very
dark night for me to loso my way on Dart-
moor, or anywhere in the Valley of the Exe,
or among tho coombes betwoen Badgworthy
water and Taunton town. That was the
first placo I danced atto pleaso tho people in
the fair. The Patron gave me this gold col-
lar next morning, and I've wora it ever since.
Would you like me to dsuce for you now,
or sing ? Or sball Itell you your fortune ?
I'll do anything to please you. Only say
what 1t shall be.”

The shy and pleading glance that accom-
panied this accomodating avowal would
have melted o harder heart than Johy Gar-
net's. ‘ )

* Tell me of yoursolf,” was his answer;

** that pleases.me moro thau anything else |

you can talk abaut.”

Her bnight smile revealed o dazzling row §

of teeth, * There is notl much to tell,” said
she. * \We made monecy, and wo spent
money. Sometimes we went to the races,

ard the Patron used to come in to suppor N

with his pockets filled with gold. Sometimes
the people laughed at us, and then wo never
stayed till nightfall, Once—it was at De-
vizes -thoy hooted us out of tho town; a
man threw a stone at me which struck me
in the shoulder. It bled » good deal. Look,
there's the mark 1” =
Sho pulled her dress down and revealed

a cicatrice on a shape that would have made §

a model for a scalptor. “ I flew at, him 1"

she continued, with a fierco glitter in her ¥

oyes, * and drew my kuife. I would have ®

stabbed bim; but the Patron pulled mo

away. I should-like to sce that man again. 3

1 should know his face among ten thousand,
asond I would kill him wherever wo met.
Then wo came lierp and the Patron left off
travelling so much, Heo seys ho bogan atb
thewrong end, and went to seek the fools,
instead of letting the fools come and seek
him. I used fo think I liked moving abount
better than always sticking in the same
place, but I don’t think so now.”

¢ And thefools that comeso readilytoseek
the Patron,” asked John Garnet—* what
sort of fools are these ?”

« The wisest sort,” -answered the girl.
* Many o time Lhave heard him say that
those who come for information, begin by
telling him all they all they want to know.
The Patron nev.r seems to listen, but his
ears aro very sharp, Besides, hocan always
find out things in a hundred ways, watching
the fire and the stars, or reading the cards.
The last is the easiest, only they sometimes
coms up wrong, but the stars iever deceive.”

She spoke with implicit faith. For this
girl, there was an inscrutable power that
ruled supreme over all earthiy fortunes, and
dominated all mortal cfforts. She called
it Fate, and belioved that its decrees were
revesled in the cracklings of & wood fire, the
combinations on a table of numerals, the
presenco of the knave of spades in a hand of
diamonds, no lessthan in those tablets of
fire that her ancestors had studied, when the
Pyramids wero as yet unfinished, when the
Chaldman was siill Jearning the alphabot of

that wondrous langnago ho discovered in the B’

stars of heaven.
¢ Then the Patron isa fortane-teller,” con-
tinued John Garnet, looking with undisguised

admiration in his companion’s face. ‘I &

thought ho was a doctor—I am sure ho hagad

doctored me to some purpose. I foel asif
shonld bo ont of bed to-morrow, and in the
saddle next dsy. Perhapsit's your nursing,

|pretty Waif ;but T stem to get stronger

overy hour.

It was a tell-talo face, and changed color
often under the clear, swarthy skmn. John
Garnet, however (and perhaps this was why
women liked him well), detected but slowly

the interest be creatod in tho opposite sex ;5 7

and Waif might have blushed till she was
scarlet before hofound out the truth,had she
not pressed both hands to her bosom with &
goeturo of pain, 2nd exchimed, in a choking
voico :

* Then you will go away,and I shall
nover see you again 1"

Hbo glanced sharply ip ber face. The
black oyes wero fixed and tearless, but thero

wes a world of patient, hopeless sorrow in

chair. rose, crept to tho b dside, and Iaid hor | breath and gave such a Lboujce among the l their gazo; and through John tiamnet's

lonaand

-y



