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¥ oG bbb e g ln by aud e
1o Uean hiere to—to Jerusulem 1 deolared
Lot Farson, who hind not ao ides whero
it was,  3f I thought T could tako the weight
otafoather off the burden yvu have to
bear(”

St ouly waved Inm away wath ono hand,
keepmg her tear-stained faco buried 1 the
other  He hod already reached tho  door,
when o bnght thought suggested stself, aud
1.+ turned hack.

“ Mistregs Nolly ! he  exclaimed, **df
thore's a doctor in England can cure good
Bfuster Carow, I know whero Lo is to be
feund. Il wager o gallon I briug him to
1L houso watlun four hours of the presont
tiume * ‘fho farmibar oxpression denot-
«d that Parson Gale was thoroughly in cor.

nost.

Nelly looked up through her tears. ** God
Plcss you for your kindness, at _any rate,
shosobbed. * Whatishe? Who is ho?
Send for lnm at onco |

He turned, with ns hond on  tho door.
¢ Ihe man 18 in Inding,” he answered, ** and
may bo afrasd to como, for thero 18 o prico
ob lns head.  But thus i8 u caso of hfo and
dentyy, and f ho refuscs, I'1l 6 m hand
and foot, by Georgo, bundle lnm on to a
borse, and carry bun with mo at a gallop
across the moor,”

With this velorous promse, Abnor Gale
svwung Inmself wto tho faddle, and 10 a fow
stconds was Olattenug up the stony Inno
from Vorlock at Ins utmost speed.  Iegand-
2ess of Ina now elothes and the lustro of lis
boots, he pursugd ins way at tho same head-
fong puce, vhrough deep covtnbes saud shal-
1ow streams, mry swamps, ond tufted banks
of heather, il ho gatnea tho open moor, and
ouly drew roand when ho reached thae lone
:uuf, sequestered wadloy 1n which tho mpsies
hnd patched thar camp.  Througk: 1t horode
Dl n madmau, scattering tho swarthy hitle
bialf-naked clnldren to nght and left bonecath
tus horso's fcot, At tho door of a brown
weather-stained tent, sat Fie Cooper mend-
1nRg o kottle, and horo tho Parson halted with
ajerk.

“\Whero's tho pricst ?” said he. “I
wfnnt Lim this instant. 'Tis to save & man's

3ife,”

“ What picst 2 asked Fin, looking up
Inzily from his work.

** Katerfelto,” explained Gale.

* knterfelto ! repeated the gpsy. * Ho
would not thank you for callng lnm by his
»nawe !"
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CHAPTER XXVIII.

SFLF-DEFENCE.

Ho did not thank him. Tho Charlatan,
who had closely shaven his venerable beard,
and adopted, with their reserved demeanor,
thw precise and sombro babit of the Jesuits,
wag pitting down to an oxcellont stow,where-
of the saver, notwithstanding his preoccupa-
f1em, rose gratefully to tho Parson’s nostnls.
ut Ius business aduntted of no delay, oven
for such tom{tauon as 8 mess of game and
vemson cooked gipsy-fashion; «nd laywng
Jus beavy hand on tho otker's shoulder, he
shlressed hun by name, bidding i shortly
** 1oe and get to the saddle, since o patient
was dylug for wnot of lnm., And even to
thore who koow 1t best, twas a surry pas-
tine riding the oor 1 the dark 1™

haterfelto started, looking abuut uncasily
ter Inck Bossand lus satellites. ** Hash'!
gond Master Gale,” saud he, ™ o man ay
Lav.- wore names than one,and 1 aw known
e Yathey Congtant here. The person you
speak of fled the country a week ago.  You
owe lin somo gratitude, or I am mmstakea,
*Twould bo a scurvy trick to lay the blood-
hounds on his track.”

«« Nover, fcar, nan 1" answered tho Par-
son, heartily.  ** Safe and undisturbed as a
Novenber etag ehalt thon remain so long as
thou barborest withus!  “Tis but a _cast of
thy trade I am askiog thee, as though Ibade
Tin Coopuer do mo a bit of tinkering ona
worn-out kettle.  Wo must have theo down
at Porlock to stop a hielo in a man’s life. Tin
18 putling a saddlo on the suro-footed roan

S

Master Gale, you will bring the dead to he-nl
the hiving when we arrive at our patient’s
door!’

“Where thero's lifo, theze's hbopo,” an.
awered the Parren, who, fo bis abstraction,
regarded lus cumpanion’s distregs no more
moro than the diflicultiestin their way. “We
aro cluse at hand now. 1 can hear the tido
whispsring in the bay. Oh! Master Kater-
felto, resoue me this vne man frown the gras
of death, and nsk, Abner Gale, what you will
in return. I am not so bad a8 you think,
and—and bad as I am, I novorwent back
from oy word "

* 1I'll domy best,” promisoed the other, ob.
gorving, with excoeding gratifieation, that
thieir borscs” hoofs now rang on a sound,
bard road, and that tho scanty Lights which
marked tho village of Porlock were within a
quurter of o milo,

Dismounting at old Carew's dvor, the Par-
gon ushered Katerfelto inte Nelly's prosence,
and winde ho felt reassured t lenrn that her
grandfather was still alive, could not but
mark with deep concern tho ravages a fow
hours of distress and vexation had made on
tho sweot faco of i promsed wife. He
s,omed, bowever, to recognise onoe conclusion
in tho mudst of all his troubles and anxieties
—John Garnett must bo far cnough off by
tlus time, and there was nothing more to
fear from the nval, whose absence ho had

urchnsed at the price ot his own rovenge.
Yn Ins self-satisfaction, thoe Parson almost
taucied buuself & bonevolont and furgiving
man, with virtaes only now coming tv matu-
nty, who Jeserved to bo happy because ko
was good.

without delay, and rodo home through the
derk, clated at the successfal issue of hig en-
terprise, and the matrimonial prospects
opemng before him, but unmoved by Nelly's
wan looks and obvious misery, as by the
aorth wind that blew so keen at his back in
angry gusts, powdering the sleoves of his
riding-coat with something whiter thon sleet,
something, that a month later in the year he
would have called snow.

“She never could never live a weekin that
old house,” muttered the Parson, turning his
collar up to lus ears, “‘unprotected and alone.
She would como home to Abner Gale's roof,
for sure, as kind and willing as a bird to the
nest. It won't be long first, my beauty, for,
if this is to be winter in earnest, tho cold will
bring the old 1an dowan like an apple off &
troo 1”

Aund tho Parson was right. Carew's life
was indeed ebbing swiftly and surely away ;
yet much had to come and go, oven at this
quict village of Porlock, beforo his ghattered
storm-worn bark could reach ler peaceful
moorings 1 that Fair Haven—* where tho
wicked cease from troubling and the weary
are at rest.”

Katerfelto did his daty, aud Nolly searcely
left the pati-nt's bedside for o mwmute at a
tune. 1f skill and attention could have saved
him, old Carew might have been kept alive
for many a weok 1o como ; but the last fow
grain: in tho Lour-glass secem todriblbleaway
tho fastest, and it was no more obvious to
the Doctor who watched, than to the girl
who prayed. that with sinkiog strength and
faing vstality, the question was no longer of
days, but of hours.

n tlus her suro distress, how could John
Garoot fiud it in his hieart toleave the neigh-
boriiwod of the woman ho loved ? How
could hio bear to thiuk of the loncliness, pro-
tected only by tho bateful attentions of Par-
son Gale ? o lingered on imprudently en-
ough, visiting tho house at frequent intervals
fornows of the dying man, aud pressing
many & crown-pieco on the sorrowful servant
who was the only person visible to answer
his inquirics. :

Yet bis pale and anxiouslooks had been
marked by loving oyes, swimming jn tears
because of his constaney, his danger, and the
promise that forbade further warning or ex-
postulation. Hersolf unscen, Nelly caughta
glimpse of her lover more than once—and

9

go did Katerfello.

shitittled bues 1uto Ins reat, eine 1 warnyou,

Establishing tho Dootor in Carew’s houso, | duties perfectly satisfied that Lis object was
under Ins granddaughter’s care, Abner Gale | in course of accomphshment, observed that
had tho grace to take his own departure| Nelly was not as usnal in attondance on her

l

Sy
s

You luve tins girl, Master Galo, and I know
it. Do you waut to loso her 2”

Tho Parson must bave been very much in
enrncst, for ho neithor stormed nor swore,
but only turned a shado Eulor, and said,in a
low, thick voicy, * Lose borl—I had rather
lose my own soui!”

* Then look a hittle closer after her,” was
tho reply. ** Thero’s another man within a
stono's throw who loves blue eyes, may bo
ns woll as you do. Ho comes to tho house
daily. Ay, half-a-dozen tunes a day|"

** What manner of man?" asked tho Par-
son, still in the same low,concentrated voice.

** A straight, Landsome younng spark,” an-
swored Katerfelto, * with bright eyes and
dark clnstering heir. Tush, Mastor Gale,
you know lnm. well enough—'tis none other
thml) my former patient, ‘plain' John Gar-
net!”

“ \When was ho hore?’

“To day—not an hour ago—a fow min- |
utes befure you arrived. Stay, Master Gale
—you secm to bo in a prodigious hurry to be
gono. Sce! you havo forgotten your riding-
glove,”

“Gave 1t to Master Garnet when he
comes,” said the Parson, in no louder tones
than beforo, but with o look in his eyes that
mwads ovon Katerfelto's blood run cold, “and
tell him from me the harboror shall not
claim bis right noxt tims I set wy stag up to
bay. Ho will know what I mean. Oh'!
Nelly, Nellg ™" hoe murmaured, with a sob,
whilo he unhitched Lis bridle frum the gar-
den palings, ** I would have kopt to my bar-
gain if you had kept to yours!™

The Charlatan, returning t¢ his medical

grandfather. Sho entered the room, how-
ever, within a minuto or two, 8o pale and
calm, that he had not the least suspicion she
could havo overheard any part of his con-
versation.

Novertheless, that evening, John Garnet
found on his sapper-table a letter, the first he
hiad evor received from her, bearing no sig-
imture. and consisung only of the following

ines:

“Thoy have resolved on your destraction.
Fly at once. Perhaps hercafter I shall seo

ou agawn. Think no more of what I said.
will never marry lnm. I had rather die
first.”

That was all, but it set John Garnetacting
as well as thinking. His preparations were
soon made, a small valise was packed, his
arms wore carefolly oxamined and fresh
primed, finally he visited his horse in the
stable, saw to his corn, his shoes, his saddle
and bridle, all tho requirements indispens-
able for the morrow, when, with the first ap-
pearanco of day, he wounld havo to ride for
his life.

Lastly, he passed once moro under Nelly's
windows, any watched, with a strange, sad
longing, the point of light that denoted her
vigil by tho dying man’s bed. Then ho
turned back to hus lodging for a fow hours'
rest, more depressed and sick at heart than
ho had ever felt before. The north wind
howled angnly, stripping their antumn
leaves in scores from the bending boughs of
the orchard, wlilo every now and then, an
ungathered apple came to the ground with a
thud. It was a dreary might, pain and sor-
row withun, cold and desolation without. A
hopeless mourner above, a weary below, for
sometbing told John Garnet that old Carew’s
Iifo twas chbing away with cvery passing
minate, and that death was busy up yonder,
whilo liere the snow fell thick and fast,
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CEAPTER XXIX.

BREMORSE,

in the gipsies’ camp a night of snow and
storm was aceepied without o murmur, and
provided against in a spirit of ingennily and

shoe nnud I dufy you to walk across tho roor. |

forchought peculiar to such wayfarers, as

uyra blways seefied unhiko “other  gils,
thought Fip, and this preoccupation, no
doubt, was but tho shyness of love.

He took her hund, whilo the old beldame
was busy mﬁlliu%her pipe, and raised the
elender, shapely fingers to her lips, with o
oomely grace, thata gipsy wears no less
paturally than a jprince of tho blood,

** To-morrow, Thyra,” said he, * you will
make Fin Cooper tho happicst man alive.
To-morrow wo shall bo ono in the sight of
all our pegglo. nover tn part again. The
parson of tho Gorgios {gins & couple by tho
hand, like a braco of thueves chmned togetuer
in the dock, but thoRomigen ofthe Romany,
o true gipsy marriage, solders thom heart to
heert, as I would weld tin and copper into
brass § To-morrow, my lass, you will be
mine. To-night T am altogether yours. Ask
mo what you will, beautsful Thyra, I ean
deny you nothing at such a time as this.”

Hor hand remained inbis whilo bo spoke;
bo dropped it,sho shivered from head to foot,
“I am cold,” she murmured, **so cold.
There will bo snow to-morrow, Fin, deep
snow, amongst theso hills. Tho Gorgio
brido wears white on her marringo day. A
Romany lass might do worso than follow the
example.”

Her fixed gaze, that scemed fixod loolung
on soms object miles and miles away, her
gorrowful tone, 80 quiet and so very weary,
distarbed. He cauglhit ber hand once more,
aud would have drawn her 1nto his arms,but
for the sheke and snort of a horse at the
tent-door, and Parson Q@ale's well-known
vorce, bidding him rouse and show lumself,
with a tass of brandy in his hand.

A man whoe has httle o offer is usually
very hospitable. Fiu sprang forward to wel-
come the intruder with cordial alacnity, and
summoned a bare-legged urchin trom half-n-
s=ore within call, to lead the Parson’s horse
into a sheltered nook belind the adjoimng
copse, where two or three monkeys were
pulling at a truss of hay. Abner Gale was
then hurned into the tent and supplied with
brandy, the 1nolemency of the weather ren-
deriog that liguor unusually grateful to his
burly frame.

“Alrfriends hero?” asked tho Parson,hold-
ing the untasted cup in his hand.

**All friends,” rcplied Fin Cooper. * The
old woman is stone deaf, and this time to-
morrow Thyra will be my wife 1"

Gale was equal to tho occasion. Er.Waif
could turn hor head, he imprinted a kiss on
her cheek, and tossed off the brandy to her
health.

I claim my priest's dues,” said ho gal-
lantly, ‘ the fire$ right to salute a bride. And
now to business. Fin. Not a moment is to

bolost. X wpntto borrow the sure-footed
roan agaiog-night. I'll pay you handsome
this time.”

Witl tho lofty politeness of men who deal
in horses, honestly or otherwise, Fin ignored
the question of money altogether.

* Oh! that's nothing between mo and
you,” said the gipsy ; * but the last Jjourney
you went our roan might as well have been
stag-hunting. You must have galloped him
a dozen mles on end without drawing bn-
dle. 'Tis a good little beast as was ever bred
on the moor, but £ needn's teil you, Parson,
that horseflesh is not iron. \What do you
want with lam, now ?°

** To mount Dick Boss,” was the answer.

Tin made wade 8 wry face, and Waif held

he'll never huve the chance, Fin ; ho'll never

have the cbancs |”

* Suppose he shows fight, Parson,” sug-
gested the gipsy, who was a bold follow
enough on occasion, but regarded such mat-
ters with o koen eye to business. ** “I's none
of your dunginll Jowls this, but n cock of the
gamo, with never o morsel of whito in hes
wing, put bun down where you will. Sup-
pose ho lugs out on Dick Boss, avd wlustles
a braoo of balls 1ato you and me 2

* I'm not afraid of hiwn," answered Gale ;
* it makor no difference in the roward, Fin,
whother wo take him dead or alive.”

“ Come back, Thyra!" exclaimed the
gipsy, with moro of & husband's authority
than was yel permissible in his tomo.
‘ Whero are you going, lass ? Come back,
Itell yo!”

Sho was already through the tent-door,
bot returned at his bidding, It's stifling
hotin lhere, Fin,” she said, ““I should
htw? choked but for that mouthfal of fresh
Wz

** And you wero 8o cold & while ngo,” ho
veplied, watching her narrowly. * Parson
Gale, he added, turning to his visitor, “tako
the roan and welcome. The lad wili show yon
whero to find him, *I'll meetyou at thohead
of the coombe an hour beforo daybreak.
It's o job that wou't work well in the dark ;
but tho less tumo we put off tho better when
onoo the sun's up. \ill you take another
cup of brandy, Parson? you'vea culd ride
be‘ore yon, acd we've not dome with tho
EDOW yet.”

But Galo deolined, and Waif, who suffered
nothing to escape her notico, argued from
this nnusual abstinence an intenso longing
to work out tho projeot of his revenge.

So John Garnet was to be in the power of
his evemies, bound hand and foot, delivered
over to a shameful desth, with to-morrow’s
dawn, and it wanted but three hours of day-
light now. John Garnet, with his merry

oyes, his winning smile, and frank, kindly el

face. Was this to bo the end of all? Tto
nighteap and the nosegay,and the hangman’s
cart rumbling over the stones oa Tybarn-
hill. John Garnet, the man she loved so
dearly she would have followed him bare-
footed throngh the world. Ard it was her
doing—her revengo. Yes! If sho had
driven o knifo into his throat she could not
more surely have slain him, than wvhen she
betrayod tho secret of his hiding-place, and
denounced him to Parson Gale. ‘I'he msn
she used to love, the man she loved so fond-
1y, so madly still. Now that it was too late,
the whole tide of her foelings seemed to turn,
and she would have given her wholo lite
frecly, then and there, to suve him, ay, oven
for tho blue-eyed girl,whom from the moment
she saw them whispe.ing together in tho or-
chard she hated, with the ficree, pitiless
hatred of her race.

Sho gasped for broath, the tent and its oc-
cupants swam before her oyes; a deadly
faintness seemed to hany fetters of ico about
her limbs, avd she turned with & maddening
fear, lest tho strongth and hardibood sho bad
so prized might fail her, in this, the oxtre-
mity of ber need.

Fin Cooper watched her with shrewd sus-
picious glanees, The givsy, 8 mau of few
words, but keen 1n perception, and ready of

her breath. A shenfi's officer seemod the!Tresonrce, drew his own conclusions from the

last person to whom it was natural for a gip-
sy to lend Ius horse.

Parson Galo put his head out at tho tont-
door, looked about into the dark night
through which snow-flakes were falling thick;
and, having ratisfied himself ho conld not be
overheard, procoeded to unfold his plans, the
more frankly that ho bhad every resson to
count on tho assistanco of both his listeners.

**Thero’s money to be got by the job,”
said he, with an ovil scowl on his henvy
brows. * Blood monoy, but what of that?
Yo will share-and share alike. This pretty
lass of yours, Fin, she found out whero the
deer harbored. You and Dick Boss, and
another handy chap or two, shall help me
tako bim, and when XKin Georgo comes
down with the reward, God bless him—there

restlessness he could not fail to notice in his
promised wifo, and resolved not to let herout
of his sight till he started on horseback to
join Parson QGale and his satellites. Qncein
the saddle, he had no fear that Waif shonld
out-strip them, or give John Garnet warning
of his daunger, till he was safein their hands.

So ho sat and smoked it silence, stretch-
ing his legs across his tent-door, while Waif
bit her lipin an agony of romorse with-
in, and the snow fell fast through the dark-
ness without. But towards dawn the air
turned colder and the sky began to clear.
Tin Cooper rose, shook himself, drank a
mounthful of hrandy, and bestowing a sarcas-
tic nod on.itsidmates, left the.tent to saddlo
his horse and depart.

[ro BE coNTINUED.] .
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