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THE CRITIC.

‘GYPSY.

By Miss F. M. Muscrave.

{ Continued. )

“ No,” answered Bertrand almost fiercely, his feeling almost getting the
better ¢f him here, ¢ No, there is no one whom you wit have to fight
aguinst for the possession of my niece’s Jove.  Ior Ithink I am quite safe
in saying that my niece's heart is quite frec—as fresh as any child’s heart.”

“ Ah,” said young Silvestre, in a tone of weariness, * it is refreshing to
meet a woman with a fresh young heart. Even young women now-a-days
scem to have such old hearts, such cslculating heads.” .

“1 don't know,” said Bertrand shortly, longing to biing the conversation
to a close, *‘ you may be right.  Aen are so calculating I supposo women
must become so too, specially women much accustomed to be in the society
of men.”

“Well, but it is a man's duty to be calculating.”

“ My niece has seen very little of men,” continued Bertrand.”

“ So much the betier” said young Silvestre approvingly, revealing a host
in that decided expression.

Bertrand began to feel his visitor more and more objectionable and
unbearable. A man invariably does feel another man unbearable who Fas
dared to love :he one woman dearest to him. e could with difficulty
restrain himself from picking up this young Silvestre and ¢j cling him from
his house.

1 thank you, Mr. Germaine,” began young Silvestre, rising for a second
time, ¢ for all that you have had the goodness to communicate to me.” He
put out his hand to Bertrand quite condescendingly.  Bertrand took it
rather simply. Ie was only human.  As the door at last closed on his
visitor he gave vent to a groan, and then began pacing the room with quick
steps. He wondered if any man had had as much to bear as he had; if
any man had ever been situated just as he was situated. He had not only
to bear his hopeless love, but now he was o feel it his duty to give another
man permission to come and take from him the one thing precious to him
in this life—his ray of light. e felt he was very sclfish but his feeling hum-
self selfish did not lessen the pain. He asked himself bitterly what he had
done that he should thus be tried. It was all very hard.  He had only
guarded his little Gypsy then, he had only brought her up beautiful and
fresh in heart as in form only—only to give herto this man, this young
Sylvestre with his world worn heart.  Quite ready though was this man to
apprepriate to himself all this pure freshness, with no thought of the wuiter
injustice of the whole bargain.  Dertrand’s man's heart rebelled at the idea
of the incquality of this partnership in mind and heart as no woman’s heart
would have rebelled probably about it. A worman of the world would have
smiled at Bertrand's 1dea of inequality as romautic nonsense.  But to his
gencrous and just hemt it did not seem a fair thing- -hardly a right thing
10 do to givo this innocent young creature to a mmn hke Sylvestre.  ‘Then
he found himsclf comparing his heart to thit which offered 1self for Gypsy's
acceptance, and he told himself decidedly that althugh older in years than
young Sylvestre, in heart and experience he was youoger. Then he became
afraid and asked himself bitterly what right he had to compare an old man
to a haudsome man like Sylvestre.  Now he would take no thougit for
himself ; he would be quite merciless. He rang the bell and ordered that
a message should be sent to Miss Melville that he wished to see her nstantly.
He was growing afraid ¢ himself; he might waver, and then—well, be
must just not think of himself now, and above all, he must not think of

Gypsy. Hesat down to his writing table while waiting for Gypsy and
began to poor out his feclings on paper,  le found himself writing these
words :—

‘ He who puts confidence in any carthly love is a fool; ard he who

trusts to the comfort of some earthly love is only so many degrees short of
an absolute idiot.”

CHAPTER IX.

Bertrand went on writing, although he kuew Gypsy had cniered and was
standing at his side.  He was almost afraid to look at this girl whom as a
child hc had so often held in his arms. At lasthe threw down his pen and
pushed away from him what he-had been writing.

“ Gypsy," he began rather abruptly, ** I have sent for you to tell you
what I think it is but fair to you that you should be toid at once.”

On this point perhaps a womn would not have agreed with Bertrand.
But to his man’s mind it would have socried very much like settling about
the disposal of Gypsy, if he had not insiantly told her.

A woman would probably have decided thatit was better the girl should
not know what had taken place  But Bertrand with his man’s dircctness
and his woman's tender thoughtfulness did as he would have bzen done by.
He aent for Gypsy on purpose that she migh be instantly told about what
most nearly concerncd herse f.

But only t00 often a woman in a matter of that kind treats her daughter,
or sisler or nicce, as the case may be, as if she were somo picce of goods,
which had no voice in the bargain.

“ Gypsy"” he went on, “ I feel very incompetént to advisc or help you
about what I wish you to know atonce I only wish I knew some lady
friend to whom I could scnd you for advice.” = Mr. Sylvestre asked my
permission to win your love this morning. B.rtrand spoke very siaply as

a man would speak in an affuir of that kind, only anxious for the well-being
of his charge,

Sharply Bertrand noted the flush of evident pleasure which swept over
Gypsy's fuce.

“ And what did you say, Uacle Baetrand "
fully, that question was put.

“What did Isay? Why, I gave him my permission to try to win
your love, Gypsy."”

‘The expression which now came into Gypsy's face was quite incompre-
Lensible to Bertrand. It was almost as if something had hurt her.

“ But my permission has nothing whatever to do with it,  With you
alone must rest the decision of what will bz for your own happiness. You
are no longer a child, Gypsy.  Mr. Sylvestre says he cares for you, and if
you care f r him—why, you see, I am ounly anxious for your happiness.”

Gypsy’s brown eyes were earnestly fixed on Bertrand.

“ Uncle Bertrand,” she said very slowly, ‘" would you like me to—to
arty Mr. Sylvestre ?”

My child, what I like has nothing to do with it.
Whether you—you like him.” Almost breathlessly Bertrand waited for an
answer to tha question.  He could not even sit still but rose and walked
up and down the room hurriedly.

*Oh, I don't know ! burst from Gypsy, * I don’t feel as if I know any-
thing ;" and her beautiful brown cyes filled with tcars and overflowed.

“Oh, I am so miserable. Onh! papa, papa, why did you over leave
;ne ‘s’ And Gypsy threy herself on the sofa and covered her face with her
1ands.

Now, nothing could have wounded Bertrand so decply as this appeal 1o
her father ; he took it as a sort of indirect reproach to himself, Gypsy
must think him unkind in some way or sho never would have appealed to
her father in that manner.  As he stood by the sofa he wondered which at
that moment was the most miscrable—Gypsy or himszlf.

* My darling,” he began very gently, ¢ why are you so miserable? |
wish you would tell me.  You know without my saying it that I am only
anxious for your bappincss,  Tell me just what you want.  Gypsy, wmy
child, don't cry s0.”

Poor Bertrand felt almost desperate.  He loaged to take that little sob-
bing figure in his arms but he felt he dare not.

“ Gypsy,” he said almoust solemnly, very softly placing his hands on her
head io a way that be meant to bo purely paternal, and God and his own
he.rt alone koew how hard it was to be only paternal with that little figure
sobbing beside him.  “ My child, tell me whit itis. God who looks into g
my heart and sces all, sces that [ would d» anything on carth that would
make yeu happy.  You do beliove this, Gypsy. 1 am sure youdo. Ifyou ¥
love Mr. Sylvestre, then all will be right, darling. He is a very good young
man 1 bzlieve, and a great many women like him very much.” Here Gypsy
gave rather an impatient movement Lut as she ma e no negative teply Bere §
srand took her silence for a girl’s bashful and tacit way of assealing

1 only wish you to consider what 1 have told you, Gypsy ; don’t bz in §
any hurry to decide what is a life-long matter. You are very young. But §
if you do love Mr. Sylvestre you can tell m»s all about it later on when you
have grown more accustomed to the thought.”

Gypsy tose quietly from the sofa and moved towards the door withouta
word, with something almost hke a dazed look in her face. How she lorged
then for a woman's sympathy,  “ Latitia E. Landon® is right when she says
that ‘“ 2 woman only can understand a woman.” None but thems.lves can
fully coler into their hopes, fears and plans. No husband even—however
tenderly loving he may be—can give that perfect sympathy which ote
woman can give another—the sweet pure sympathy it may be of a sister.
Or it may be the sympathy of a friend dear to you as your own soul.

As the door clesed on Gypsy Berirand felt altogether puzzled. Ii:
wondered wearily if all women were a3 uncommunicative and as incompit:
hensible as Gypsy had been, and he gave deep pity to all fathers and broth
ers who stood in 2 position of the same responsibility. :

The next day Gypsy put this question in a matter-ot-fact tone : “Unci:
Bertrand, you do wish me 10 get married and settled in life as people sayi*
* My dear child, of course as your natural protector I wish to see youset i
tled in life—provided you are happy.” Gypsy nodded reflzctively, but sh: B8
said nothing for a momen or two. Then, * Uncle Bertrand, before yo: B
marry me off and sottle me in life I want you to do something for me.” @

*What is it, dear? I am afreid you know you have only to ask for m:
to promise.”

“1 want you to take me away from here for a little while and teare
about with me, and show me a little of the world, and be very good 1o &
before I leave you. Gypsy's eyes were fixed carnestly on Uncle Bertrands 3
face. That face highted up with a glow of pleasure, then he said half s dy 8

“Am I notalways good to you child?”  He called her child very ofi: |8
now.

“Yes, 1 know you mean to be very good, but sometimes wwe mean ok
very good, and yct e make great mistakes. ¢ Uncle Bertrand'—nos
Gypsy's tono was onc of wistful sweetness —* would you not like mo tosiij 8
with you always, and take caro of you?”

Hastily Bertrand arosc—the longing was so great 10 take her in his am
as he used to do when she was a child and cover her with kisses. .

“ My dear child, what I would like has nothing 10 do with the questies
In all human probability I shall dic many ycars before you"—he ¥2
standing where he could not seco Gypsy's faco—'*so that I feel it my d=y
to seule you in life—that is if I can fecl that you are happy. Do
understand me, Gypsy®”"  “ Yes,” she answered quictly.  * I understed
and you will take me away soon from here, Uncle Bertrand?” E

As Bertrand said yes, his heart was lighter than it had been for «2
time. Once again he would have Gypsy all to himsclf. He could notth=

Very softly, almost wist-

Tt all rests with you,

of tne future—he could only greedily grasp at this last drop of happics
which Gypsy was unconsciously holding out to him, Once agin they Wi




