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sKLF-8ACRIVICE.

11 was o brisk suwitor cnough, to do him
Juntiee, entertuiued no vox:ly cxaltod notions
of women s cuyness and doheacy, but  bold-
1y ruther o cortmn old-fashioned maxuns
weuleating promptitudo and  decision, 0ro-
e +ting that “*fainut heart nover won fair lady,
srd alwavs unpationt to ** stnko whule tho
sren wis ot Yet oven Parson Galo felt
at aelied to meet that serious, boart-broken
g+, atd Lo could no moro bave offered to
Juns lier check than of sbo bad been a queen

b thoe throm .

undly, quictly, as though there woro noth-
1ug more betwoun them thinn the intercourao
of cotminon wequantance, sho informed hitn
ot Lier grandfather's illness, and hor own
fears for 1its result, adding that ho required
constant attondance ; aud Master Gnlo. must
pot tlnnk her uncivil or inhospitablo if sho
could spare him only » ates of her
cotnpauy 1n this cimaxop w and dis-
tress. .

Pcrhaps she never thought so well of him
a8 whon ho released her hand with that res-
1<t wluch real misery commands from tho
10ughest of natures, while ho bade her, m o
tuuoof unteigned sympatby, ¢ Keep her heart
up, and nover sny dio ; for while thero's life
there s hopo!”

~ Not for me, Master Gale!” answered

puor Nelly, now broaking down completely.
** Uh | grandfather, grandfathor | 1 had but
you m the world I Then she hid her faco
in her hands, and ho saw by the action of
tier shoulders that sho was sobbing asif her
Leart woudd break., He dashed a tear from
Ins own rough chock. .
* Il tako my leave now, Mistress Nclly,
said hie, ** only wishing I gould bo of service
to you, or dv you good. Is there mnothing
you can think of? X'd go fasting and bare-
tuot frum bero to—to Jeruselem I declared
tho I'arson, who had not an idea where

it was, “ i I thou&hz 1 could take tho weight
ot o feather off the lurden you havo to
bear I”

She only waved him away with ono hand,
keeping ber tear-stained face buried in the
otler. ~ Ho Lind already reached the door,
when a bright thought suggested itself, and
Lic turued back. . .

“ Mistress Nelly 1" ho  exclaimed, ¢ if
there's o ductor in England can curo good
Master Carow, I know where he is to beo
fcund. I wager 2 gallon I bring him to
iLis houso within four hours of the presont
tunc.” The fariliar eoxpression denot-
«d that Parson Gale was thoroughly in ear-

nost.

Nolly looked up through her tears. * Gosl'
bless you for your kindness, at any rate,
sho sobbed. ** Whatishe? Who is he?
Send for lum at onco {”

He turned, wath lus hand on the door.
“ The man 1s in hiding,” he answered,* npd
may be afrad to como, for there 18 a price
<n s hend.  Bat this is n caso of lifo and
death, and if ho refusis, I'll tie him hand
and foot, by George, bundleo him on to a
borse, and carry lum with mo at a gallop
acress the moor.”

Witk this valorous promise, Abner Gale
swunug lnmself wto the saddle, and in a few
Scoonds was clattenog up the stony lane
fvom Yorlock at hus atmost speed. Regard-
1ess of fus new clothes aud the lustro of his
bouots, ke pursued his way at the samo head-
lIoug pace, through deop coombes and shal-
low stremme, miry swamps, sad tufted banks
of heather, till ho gainea the open moor, and
ouly drew rean when bo reachicd that lone
a1 sequaestered \9dloy in which the gipsies
had pitehed ther camp.  Through it herode
hike o wadman, seattering the swarthy hittle
hinif-oaked chuldron to 1aght and left beneath
Ius horso's feet. At tho door of & brown
weather-staned tent, sat Iin Cooper mend-
g & kottle, and bero tho Parson halted with
ajerk.

*\Vhero's the priest 2" smd he. <1
want him this instant. 'Tis to savo o man's

Jifo.”

* What priest 2 asked Fin, looking up
1szily from his wark.

“ Katerfello,” explamed Gals

** haterfello ! repuated the @psy. * He
would not thank you for callng bim by his
name 1"

—————

CHOAPTER XXVIIL

ovenn now T tako no donial, Master Kator-
folto. If you como not ot good will, I siall
carry you thither bfY forco.” "
“ Noeds nust, when tho dovil drives,” an-
swered the other; *“and tho proverb seems
to hold good with a West-country Parson.
But, I pray you, let us rido softly and fairly.
Lancets and ecalpels aro nono tho bottor for
shaking, aud I Liad as lief bo hanged by King
l(,}oorgo. a8 break my neck in a Dovonshiro
og I’
ervous of temperament, loving his enso,
and unaccustomed to tho sudt}lo, thero yot
lorked i Katerfelto that professional instinet
which scows to porvade overy disciplo of tho
bealing science. Holeft his dinner unfin-
1shed for a scamper over tho moor, rogretful
mdoed, yet with admurablo promptitude in
the hopo of saving a fellow creature's lifo.
Ho hind practised modiocine and surgery be-
foro bo took to conspiracy and imposition,
entertained suflicient confidence in his own
ekill, believing it gruater than it was; and,
but for the Parson's reckloss speed, and tho
rough naturo of the ground they traversed,
would havo oxperienced & doctor's gratifica-
tton in the excitement of s now case, and
tho exerciso of his art. But that rushing,
reckless, headlong rido put to flight a
thouglts save thosc of immedisto self-preser-
vation. Fin Cooper's roan, no matter how
ho came by it, was n swift and sure-footed
galloway, with & bard month and a deter-
mned will of his own. The Parson had no
sooner mouated, than be urged his horse to
a gallop, and proceeded at that paco up and
down tho stecpest Inlls, along the most bro-
ken patbs, over the roughest ground, and
through the tallest henther without pauss or
Lesitation ; wiilo the galloway, mot to be
outdone, followed closo in its leader's track,
now leaping o ndden diteh, now swerving
sharply asde to avoid & ravine, anon plung-
ing throuh a bog up to its girths, with enorts
of emulation and defianco. Finally, when
the Parson came to an abrupt halt in the
gloom of Horner woods 1t bumped sgainst
s horso's quarters with o jork, that fmrli
shot Katerfelto out of the saddle on its nec
and ears.

I pray you give mo o momont's breath-
ing space, urged the discomfited vider, as ho
shuflied back into his seat, “*else X wamn you,
Master Gale, you will bring the dead to heal
the living when wo arrive at our pationt's
door !

“YWhero thero's life, there’s hops," an-
gwered the Parson, who, in bis abstraction,
regarded bis compamon’s distress no more
more than tho difficujtieslin their way. “We
are closo at hand now. I can hear the tide
winspenng in the bay. Oh! Master Kater-
felto, reseuo mo this ono mau from the gmiﬁ
of death, and ask, Abner Gale, what you wi
mn retarn. 1am not so bad =s you think,
and—and bad as Iam,J neverwent back
from my word "

* I'll do my best,” promused the other, ob.
serving, with eoxceeding gratification, that
their horses' hoofs now rang on a sound,
hardroad, and that tho scanty hghts winch
marked the village of Porlock were within a
quurter of a mile.

Dismounting at old Carew’s door, the Par-
son ushered Katerfelto into Nelly's presence,
and wiulo he felt reassured to learn that her
grandfather was still alive, could not but
mark with deep concern tho ravages a fow
hours of dietress and vexation had made on
the swoet faco of his promised wife. He
seemed, huwever, to recognise one conclusion
an the midst of al. his troubles and anxiotics
—Jolin Garpett must bo far cnough off by
this time, and there was nothing more to
fear from tho rival, whoso absence he had
purchased at the price ot his own revenge.
In lus sell-satisfaction, the Parson almost
fancied lumself a bonevolent and forgiving
man, with virtues only now coming to matu-

nity, who deserved to bo happy because he
wazs good.

Establishing the Doctor in Carew's houee,
under his granddaughter’s care, Abner Galo
had the graco to tako his own departure
witbout delay, and rodo home through the
dark, clated at tho successful issuo of his en.
terpnse, and the matrimonial prospects
opening beforo him, but unmoved by Nelly's
wan looks and obvious misery, as by the
north wind that blow 50 keen at his back in
angry gusts, powdering the sleoves of his
riding-coat with something whiter than sloet,
sowmcthivg, that a month later in tho yoar he
would havo called snow.

“She never could nover live a weekin that
old house,” muttered tho Parson, turning his
collar up to his ears, “‘unprotectod and alone, l
She would come homo to Abner Gale's xoof,
for sure, as kind and willing as o bird to the
nest. It won't bo long first, my beanty, for,
if tlus 15 to be wintor in earnest, the coﬁl will

brog the old man down like an applo off a

His presonco filled thoe Charlalan with in-
dignation and alarm. They had been con-
cerned togother in & conspiracy against the
Governmont, nnd either of thom, so ued
Katerfolto, could hang the other. If Jobn
Garnot recognized him, it was moro than
ﬁrobnblo that ho would endeavor to securo

is own safety, or at least a commurication
of capital pumshmeat, by informiog against
his contederate.

The gray horse, the arms, tho monoy, all
would be traced back to thomaster-spirit that
originated tho plot, and there would be no
cseapo for him then {  Jobn Garnet must bo
destroyod at once, without seruplo and with-
out dolay. The moeans wero closo at hand.
The Parson made no secret of his attachmeont
to Nelly Carew, and Katerfelto secemed; to
know byinstinct thet in such o character as
Galo's, jealousy once aroused could be lulled
by nothung short of a deadly und final re.
venge. Aftor al], he did but an act in self-
dofenco ! He owed Jobn Garnet a grudgo,
perbaps, for tho abduction of Waif; but it
was no question of petty iujuries or roprisals
now. Swnply a choico of evils. Jobn Qar.
net or himself bad to pay the penaltyof high-
treason at Tyburn. Of course, it must bo
John Garnet.

So, when Parson Gale rode down to Por-
lock on his daily visit of inquiry, the Char-
Iatan motioned him into tho little parlor, and
closed tho door on their conferonce, with a
mysterious face.

* My business hore,” he began, in his dry,
sarcastic tone, ** lies with symptoms rather
thun affections, and concerns tho liver more
than the heart. Nevertheless, I can under-
stand men's devices, though I cannot gym-
pathize wmith their folhes, and 1 seo well
enough, Master Gale, thero is8 no grice you
would grudge to an for a pair of blue eyes
that are soro with weeping and watching in
the chamber overheagd.”

* What of that ?” asked the_other abrupt-
ly ; for Nelly's persistent avoidance of him
on the plea of her grandfather’s danger vexod
him to tho lieart,

¢ Not much, in my opinion,” answered
Katerfelto ; ** but it may bo something in
yours. Tho same cause produces different
effects. Yon carry a pebbls in your poocket-
without inconvenionce, but put it in your
shoo and I defy you to walk acrosstheroom.
You love this girl, Master Gale, and I know
it. Do you waut to loso hor 2" .

The Parson must bave been very much in
earnest, for ho neither stormed nor swore,
but only turned a shade paler, and said, in 8
low, thick voice, ** Lose her!—TI had rather
lose my own soul!”

* Then look a little closer after her,” was
tho zeply. ¢ Theres another An within.a
store’s throw who loves blue eyes, may be
as well as you do. Ho comes to the house
daily. Ay, half-a-dozen times o day!™

*What manner of man?” asked the Par.
son, still in tho samo low,concentrated voice.

** A straight, handsome young spark,” an-
swered Katexrfelto, “ wath bright eyes and
dark clastering hair. Tush, Master Gale,
you know him well enough-—"tis none cther
than my former patient, ‘plain’ John Gar.
net!”

¢ When was ho here ?’

¢ To day—not an hour fow min-
utes before you arrived. Stay, Master Gale
—you seem to be in o prodigious hurry to be
gone. Seel you have forgotten your riding-
glove.”

“Give it to Master Garnet when he
comes,” said the Parson, in no louder tones
than beforo, but with o look in his eyes that
made oven Katerfelto’s blood run oold, “and
tell him from me tho harborer shall not
claim his right next tims I set my stag up to
bay. He will know what I mean. Oh
Nelly, Nelly!” he murmured, with a sob,
whilo ho unhitched his bridle from tho gar-
den palings, * 1 would havo kept to my bar-
gain if you had kept to yours!”

The Charlatan, returning to his medical
duties perfectly satisfied that his object was
in course of accomplishment, observed that
Nelly was not as usnal in attendance on her
grandfather. She entered tho room, how-
ever, within & minuate or two, so pale and
calm, that he had not the lesast suspicion shy
could have overheard any part of his con.
vorsation.

Nevertholess, that evening, John Garnet
found on his sapper-table a letter, tho firsthe
had over received from her, bearing no sig-
¥amm, and consisting only cf the following

ines:

**They bavoe resolved on your destruction.
Fly at once. Perhaps hercafter I shall seo

ou agamn. Think no more of what I said.
ﬁwill never tharry lum. I had rather dio
mL‘l

That was all, but it set John Garnetacting
as well as thinking. His preparations were
soon made, & swall valise was pacl;edg hi'_s
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luve the shelter of no roof so well ag tho can-
opy of heaven. Fin Cooperin his tent, at
the door of which crnckled o liberal fire of
roots nnd brushwood, filling the interior with
warmth, and indeced smoke, declared himsell
a8 happy as a king! Ho had all his com.
forts about him, and most of his possessions
within oall, nor wanted a sufficient share of
such ruperfluitios as made tho luxurios of his
hard unsophisticated life. Thero was o
dressed skin for bis couch, n good blankct
for his coverlot, and n usoft shawl doubled
over an anker of brapdy for Lis pillow. In
tho &ottlo steamed o Lare, a braco of par-
tnidges, and a baunch irom the fore-quarter
of ared-decr. With food, rest, and warmth,
gnod liquor in his cup snd good tobacco in
hig pips, Fin could not but admut that, so
long as his tent held waterproof, hio was not
much to be pitied, even oa s Devonshire
moor under an early fall of snow. » To night,
also, ho considered bimself more fortanate
tban usual, as ho shared theso advantages
with no less welcome a visitor than Wait, ao-
companied, for reasons of propriety, by her
Emndmothor. an old Egyptian, roputed to
ave once been handsome, and of fascinating
demeanor, now, to eny the least, a remark-
able person in appearance, grim, taciturn,
iven to drink, and seldom condescend-
ing to remove a short black pipe from her
mouth,
His promised wifo, on the ontrary, scemed
in high spinits, as she was u~ questionably in
great boauty. Her black-  3.flushed and

sparkled, her tawny cheelk  swed with a
rich, deep erimson, while 1o+ ™anner be-
trayedno little self-agsertion,y  ttone some-
thing, amounting almost to 1nce, when
addressed by her futare lord. lkative sho
never had boen from oildhood, ¢ to-night

she was less tacitw 1t than usap!, and seemed
strangely eager (o broak such ocea-
sonal sileuce as gavef2opo for her own
thoughts.

. Tio, looking on her with admiring oyes,
diw. not fail to notice that in figure aio had
grown thin, to leanness, and that therashone
a brillinuey, unnatural even for a gpsy, in
the uneasy glancesthat watohed his move-

ments 86 narrowly, yet nover rested for an
idstant on his face. ¥

Thyra slways seemed unlike other girls,
thought Fin, "and this preoccupation, no
doubt, was but the shyness of love,

He took ber hand, while the old beldame
was bosy refilling her pipe, and raised the
siender, shapely fingers to her lips, with a
comely grace, thatn gipsy wears no less
naturally than 2 prince of the blood.

** To-morrow, Thyrs,” said ke, ** you will
mako Fin Cooper tho happiest man alive.
To-morrow we shall bo onoip tho sight of
all our pet:gle, never to part again. The
parson of the Gorgios joins a conple by the
hang, like a brage of thieves chained togetuer
in the dock, but the Romipen ofthe Romany,
a true gipsy marriage, solders them heart to
heart, s I would weld tin and coprer into
brass { To-morrow, my lass, yon will be
mine. To-night I am altogether yours. Ask
me whal you will, beautrful Thyra, I can
deny you nothing at such a time ag this.”

Her band remained in his whilo he spoko;
he dropped it, she shivered from head to foot,
“I am cold,” she murmaured, *“go cold.
There will be snow to-morrow, Fin, deep
snow, amongst these hills, The Gorgio
bride weary white on her marrings day. A
Romauy lass might do worso than follow the
example.”

Hor fixed gaze, that soemed fixed looking
on some object miles and miles away, her
sorrowful tone, 60 quiet aad o very weary,
disturbed. He canght her hand once more,
aud would have drawy her into lns arms,but
for the shake and snort of a horse at the
tont-door, and Parson QGale’s well-known
voice, bidding him ronse and show hmself,
with a tess of brandy in his hand.

A man whe haslittle to offer is usuelly
very hospitable. Fin sprang forward to wei-
come the intruder with cordial alacrity, and
summoned a bare-legged urchin from half-a-
score witlin call, to lead the Pareon's horso
into a sheltered nook behind tho adjoiming
copse, where two or three monkoys were
pulling at & truss of hay. Abuner Gale was
then hurned into tho tent and supplied with
brandy, the inclemency of the weather ren-
dering that liquor unusually grateful to his
burly frame.

“Ali-friends hore 2" asked the Parson,hold-
ing tho untasted cap in his band.

‘Al friends,” xeplicd Fin Cooper. ¢ Tho
old woman is stone deaf, and this timo to-
morrow Thyra will be my wife I"

Galo was equal to the occasion. Er.Waif
could turn her head, he imprinted a kiss on
bor cheek, and tossod off the brandy to her
health.

*I claim my priest's daes,” said ho gal-
lantly, ‘ tho Oirst right to salutoo bride. And

will be twenty guineaseach to spend in drinkt
If that won't make n blitho wedding, Fin
Ccoper, I'll engago to remain a bachelor till
my dying day "

Tho gipsy was o man of business. ‘¢ And
your share, Parson 2" he asked, caloulat.
ing tho sum to be divided with great oxacti-
tudo.

*“ X don't desiro to be paid,” replied the
Parson. ** 1 do it tor tho sport 1"

Waif leaped fron ber seat, mth flashing
oycs, and lier hand on thu knife she always
wore, but sank back laughing wildly, ead
speaking in short disjointed gasps.

“Good 1" sho said. ** Good1 Ho's the
right sort, Fin, this Gorgio. Bid him tell
us how he means to set about the job.”

Fin Cooper, turning to tho Parson, thought
he had nover seon so wicked o smile as that
which gleamed in Gale's eycs, and curled
round his mouth while he repeated, ¢ I do it
for tho sport, Iad ; he's a right deer, I tell
ye ; and if I don't set bim up to-morrow, I
swear I'll never go hunting agam."”

* That's why you want the roan ?* asked
Fin, turning the mattér over in his mind, as
a question of profit and loss.

* Right,” answered the Parson; * Dick
Boss must bie on a good nag, and s0 must I,
If John Garnet should get tho wind of us,
holiishow ¢ clean pair of heels, you maytako
your oath. But what of that? Let worst
come to worst, four mounted men spreading
wide, and knowing every yard of the ground,
ought to ride him down, though tho gray
horse had s wing at each foot instead of an
iron shoe. Butthat’s ot my plan. Hark
yo, Fm7y ‘we'll bo in the saddle beforo
daybreak, and we'll take him. whilo he's
asleep.” b,

Waf stirred uneasily, but only mutterod
again, * Good ! good I Mind what ho says,
Fin, for surely the Gorgio epeaks fair."

* "Tis 8 easy as drinking ot ot & glass,”
continued}tho Parson, searco roticing her in-
terruption, ** Dick Boss and his roan, his
fwo wen riding their own nags, yourself,
Fin, on something that can gallop & bit, X
never knew you withont one—and gamo old
Cassock to bring mo along with the best of
yo. It would bo n rare chase, Ind—T conld
almost wish Lo might slip through our
fingers, and rido for it over the moor, but
he'll never huve the chance, Fin ; he'll pever
have the ohance 1”

¢ Snppose_ he shows fight, Parson,” suga-
gested tho gipsy, who was a bold fullow
enough on oceasion, but regarded such mat-
ters with a koen eye to business. ** "Tus none
of your dunghill fowls this, but a cock of the
game, with never 2 morsel of white in his

‘wing, put him down where you will. Sup-
pose he lu%s out on Dick Boss, avd whistles
a brace of balls into you and me 2"

' I'm not afraid of him," answored Gale ;
* it makes no difference in the reward, Fin,
whether we tako him dead or alive.”

“*Come back, Thyra!" exclaimed the
gipsy, with more of a husband's authority
than  was yet permussiblo in his tone.
** Whero are you going, lass ? Come back,
Itell ye!”

She was nlreadglsthrough the tent-door,
bat returned at his lidding. Ivs stifling
hotin lhere, Fin,” she snid, “ I shonld
lmvg ohoked but for that monthfal of fresh
#u.

“ And yon wero 80 cold a while go,” ho
replied, watching her narrowly. ‘?i’mon
Gale, ho added, turning to bis visitor, “tako
the roan and welccme. Tho Iad will show you
whero to find him, “I'll meetyoasat thobead
of the coombe an hour before daybreak.
It's o job that won't work well in tho dark ;
but the less time we put off tho better when
once tho sun's up. \§ill yon take another
cap of brandy, Parson? you'vea cold ride
beore you, and we've not dons with the
snow yot.”

But Gale deolined, and Waif, who suffered
nothing to escapo her notice, argued from
this unusnal abstinence an intonse longing
to work out the project of his revenge.

_So John Garnet was to bo in the power of
his enemi~s, bound hand and foot, gglivored
over to 8 shamoful dealh, with to-morrow’s
dawn, and it wanted but threo hours of day-
light now. John Garnet, with his merry
oyes, his winning smile, and frank, kin
face. Was this {o be the end of all? Tko
nighteap and tho nosegay,and tho bangman’s
cart rumbling over the stones on Tyburn-
hill. John Gamet, tho man sho loved so
dearly sho would have followed him barve-
footed throngh the world. And it was her
doing—her revenge. Yes! 1If she had
driven a knifo into his throat she could not
moro surdly have slain him, than when sho
betrayed tho secret of his hiding-placo, and
denounced bim to Parson Gale. ‘Tho msn
sho used {0 love, tho man she loved so fond-

Iy, so madlv still. Now that it was too late.




