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words came with guttural force. " That is fool's talk. In
the past I was never everywhere at once. When I was in
Russia, I was not in Greece; when I was in England, I was
not in Portugal. I was always ' vanished ' from one place
to another, yet the body lived."

"But your word was passed along the roads every-
where, my Ry. Your tongue was not still from sunrise
to the end of the day. Your call was heard alwaj-s, now
here, now there, and the Romanys were one; they held
together."

The old man's face darkened still more and his eyes
flashed fire. " Tliese are Hes you are telling, and they will
choke you, my Romany chal. Am I deceived, I who have
known more liars than any man under the sky ? Am
I to be fooled, who have seen so many fools in their
folly ? There is roguery in you, or I have never seen
roguery."

" I am a true Romany, my Ry," the other answered,
with an air of courage and a little defiance also.
" You are a rogue and a liar, that is sure. These wail-

ings are your own. The Romany goes on his way as
he has gone these hundreds of years. If I am silent, my
people win wait until I speak again; if they see me not
they will wait till I enter their camps once more. Why
are you here f Speak, rogue and har."
The wrathful old man, sure in his reading of the youth,

towered above him commandingly. It almost seemed as
though he wouM do him bodily harm, so threatening was
his attitude, but the young Romany raised his head, and
with a note of triu^^Jh said, " I have come for my own, as
it is my right."

" What is your own ?"

" What has been yours until now, my Ry."
A grey look stole slowly up the strong face of the exiled

leader, for his mind suddenly read the truth behind the
young man's confident words.


