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E>lbt occupant of tl)¢ Carabant
By LANGHAM COUCH

The caravan had halted in a shady wood, a few miles f r0M
village. Its occupants had kindled a fire, and were nov prepai
the evening meal. They made a lovely picture, these true chiîdt,of nature, with their apple-brown laces, dark eyes, and jet b!ý
hair. Full of laughter and song, as can only be found in true scý
and daughters of sunny Italy.

Now, alas! that laughter and song was suddenly flushed a
silent. Death was near them, and, with her keen sickle, was abo
to gather one of their little band. Poor Mother Therese; it 1
hard to lose her, who had been a mother to them all. Even Fri.
cisco, their leader, could not save her. On his broad shoulderi6
carried all their troubles and cares, but this was beyond him, a
now he was as helpless as they.

As he leant gracefully against a tree, striking now and avà
idly a chQrd from the violin which hung loosely from his shouléd
one could hardly believe that this was only a travelling gipsy. H!
was a true Italian, tall, dark, and finely built, with raven hair slib
ly curling upon the broad low brow and dark, melancholy eyes. Ii
was dressed in a velvet suit, which had seen ils best days, and %a
now covered with a thick powdering of dust from the road.

His companions* were vastly different to him, and seemed a
show to better advantage his refined and noble bearing. One wç
a woman small and stoutly built, with a plain yet homely facý
and the other a young lad, with the eyes of a dreamer. Both w*
talking in a subdued whisper.

The violin twanged out a chord, dismal and out of tune. t
quivered for a moment upon the summer air, seeming to uttir i
strange and heartbreaking cry. The littie woman stopped abruA
mn her conversation with her companion, and put her little bro"l
hands to her ears to shut out the sound.

"Francisco, why wili you play those dreadful chords? I a
so sad and you make me more miserable," she cried petulantly.

Francisco laughed harshly.
"When my heart is sad, Marie, the violin feels so, too.
He slipped the violin round to its place on his shoulder m

he spoke.
"I will go and see how Therese is,' 'he said.
He moved towards one of the caravans, and, knocking softl

on the door, entered.
On the bed lay the dying woman, and by her side knelt a youig

girl. The last rays of the sun shone through the little windeo
upon her ambe rcurls, the lovely face with ils large sad yes--
dark a blue as the ever changing blue of the sea-the small curVd
mouth now drooping pitifully.

"WelI! Therese, how do you feel now?" he said gentlY Ic
the dying woman.

She shook her head wearily.
They are a long time coming back, Francisco," she said.

"Merino has not yet returned. They will be here soon "'
he replied.

The girl burst into a fresh flood of weeping.
You have told Naomi ail, Theerse?" Francisco queried.

"Yes, I have told her," she smiled pitifully, and drew th?
girl doser te her, "and you have forgiven me. Carina mia.

I love you al the more, Mother Therese," Naomi sobbed.
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eppo here entered with a drink for the sick woman. Fran-
bent over the girl, and gently lifted her to her feet. The old

an nodded her assent. and the two left the caravan together.
or a moment they walked on in silence. Naomi's head rested

y on Francisco's shoulder, and he held her tightly so. Why
d he not, was he not her own dear brother, who had been

and kind to them in their time of need.

They had wandered away from the caravans, and stood looking
n upon the broad valley which lay at their feet, with a glimpse
e sea in the distance. Naomi drew in a deep breath as hee
fell upon this scene of loveliness.

She was sad-yes, very sad, but after all the word was very
ly, and she was going to be rich. Never in her wildest dreams,
h she so often weaved for herself, had she imagined that one
she would leave the caravan and become a great lady, but it
so.

The thought took her breath away-yesterday she had thought
she was only a poor gipsy girl, the daughter of Mother Therese,
dering about the country singing and playing for a living. To-
Mother Therese had confessed that she was the daughter of a
nobleman, and fate had brought her to die almost on the door-
of the people she had so much wronged.
Years ago the Conte Phillipo had travelled to the south of Italy
his wife's health. They had taken with them their children,
ngst which was Naomi, then a child of a few years. The
ntess was a proud, haughty woman, who cared little for her

ldren; pleasure and gaiety appealed to her more than er own
ne or f amily.
Therese, who was passionately fond of children, often saw the

ely golden haired child, sometimes playing in the castle garden,
accompanied by er nurses going for her afternoon walk. She
s so beautiful. this loving, winning child, so like one of the
els over the painting of the Madonna, that she of ten thought

was one of them stepped out of the canvas. Many an afternoon
hid in the castle grounds watching the child. How the dark

sy face would soften, the eyes shine lovingly, as the child played
ocently with her toys.

She heard that the family were about to return to their northern
me, she could not bear the thought of her life without the child,
she had stolen her. She took refuge in the hills until the hue and

had died down. But fate had not treated Mother Therese
1l, and it seemed as though the child she had risked so much for
st die of starvation.
One day, weary and footsore, she sat, sick and weary at heart,
the roadside, torturing. herself with the thought that she had

ken this child from every luxruy, only to see her fade away before
r eyes. It was the good God punishing her for her wickedness.
e had meant no harn, the grand Contessa did not love her child

ore passionately than she, the gipsy Therese.
When her hopes were at the lowest, a caravan had come around

e bend of the road, and with it Francisco. He had helped them,
ven them food and money, and ever since they had remained part
f his little band. She had kept her secret, and not until today had
key thought that Naomi was other than the rightful daughter of
âother Therese.

"Well, Naomi, you are silent." Francisco brogke in upon
er thoughts. She turned her eager, lovely eyes upon him, bright
Yith the thoughts of the coming meeting between herself and her
arents. The welcome she would receive, she, the long-lost daughter,
rho was now to return. "Oh, Franciscol Who would have
îought that I. the little gipsy, would one day become a great lady?"
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