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The garden was deserted and silent. But
beyond the garden, thougli one could not Bay
where, there was doubtless a great emotion ; for
the weak echoes of confused and distant
clamours penetrated even into tbe oeil.

Sometimes the noise was extinguisbed, as
though the breeze of the nigbt bad wafted them
away on its course-sometimes they suddenly
swelled like the murmuring on the shore, or like
that other murmur raised by agitated crowds of
mien.

Mahnioud-el-Reis paid no attention to it-the
queen remained in ber swoon.

Mahmoud, witb body bent, and bands joined,
kept bis eyes flxed in contemplation of ber.

At the first movement of the qileen, and before
she bad completely resumed ber senses, the
Syrian uttered a cry of joy, and a ray of enthu-
siastic pleasure illumiuated bis face.

H1e bad placed his pillow under tbe queen's
bead, and hie now î'laced hie arm under the pillow
and gently raised it.

The qucen opened ber eyes, and eaut around
ber that stupefied look always given by people
returning te animation after a lit of fainting.

I b ave been dreaming,"1 said she, in a weak,
.and slow voice; "lwbere art thon, then, my sister

"11cer voice also," niurmured the Syrian, whose
eyelids were wet witli tears.

That man, witb a beart barder tbon adla-
mant, could weep at the sole remembrance of a
woman.

Ingburge, trembling, Iookcd at bim, and put
ber bands over ber eyes, with a gesture of pro-
found borror.

"lOh 1tIl said abe, I"it is the assassin. MY God 1
then I bave flot been dreaming 1Il»

Mahmoud continucd on hie knecs.
IlSince thou lovest tbe queen 80 mucli,» yôung

girl, said he, stili softening the musical and
toiîebing accents of bis voice, "lthe qucen shall
be protectcd. Do not tremble thus-a sigbt of
tlîee alone bas made me tby siave-neither blusb,
young girl, for the sentiment 1 feel for thee is flot
that of love.",

Ingeburgc's fears were not diminislied. The
Syrian Bsmiled.

IlWbat fearest thon from me?"Y' esumed the
Syrian, "lhast tbou not been lying there ln my
bands and defeuceles..»

There are some -arguments which strike us so
j ust and forcible, tbat the mmnd, ever so alarmed,
perceives them, and submits at once te their in-
fluence.

Il1t is truc,"' thonglit the queen.
And besides the voice of the stranger was so

cbanged, and bad an accent of such respectful
and fraternail tenderness 1 The queeu wais but a
girl, and perbaps the Most uusopbisticated of al
young girls. Bbc denianded nothing but te bc-
lieve and te bc reassured.

"What, then, bas the qucen donc te, you,
she stammered, timidly, and baîf raising ber
cye towards the Syrian, "lthat thou shouid'st
have chargcd thyseif with executing the cruel
orders of the king ?"

IlI have dcceived thce, young girl," rcplied
Mabmoud, witbout besitation; "land now that I
bave seen tby face I would rather die myscîf
than deceive tbcc again. IL was not by tbc
orders of the king that 1 desired te kili tbe
quen'1

Ingeburge crosscd ber bands upon ber bosom
and raised ber beautiful cyes towards beaven, full
of tears; from the bottom of ber soul ebe tbanked
God for the greateat joy she had ever experienced
in ber life.

Was it a sovecigu balm that Mabmaoud bad
now applIcd to the wound lie bad se, recently
given berl

[(Wo regret te be coînpcfled to ¶lvo go short an iu.
stalint of Ibis story in the present issue.}-ED. S. 1.

(To be ConUnued.)

Language.-The Brain's livcry-scrvant.
S/hop.-Tlie aaddle on which Capital rides

Labour.
Sun.-The busy, jolly foreman of our work-

shop, who works from morning tiil niglit, and
lauglis and drinks ail thc lime bo lu working.

1NO'
MAN'S LAND.

Cantinuedfrom page 237.
Thc forest bas long been a favourite baunt of

gypsies, and thc paie bhue smoke of their eecairp-
ments le often secu ameng its grassy giades. Up
one of tbese ivent Leverton lu search, net for the
firait lime, of the old gypsy graindaim of the tribe,
who was heid in feair and aiwe by the wbole
ueighbourbood. The lents, with their comple-
ment of carts aind horses, were pîtched lu an open
spaice wbere weird old pollard-oaks, covered
with the long grey lichen which waives like hair
lu tic wind, fringed a graivel bnnk which shut
out thbc wiud ; a littie stream ra below. An
iron pot, slang on crossed sticks, bung
over a emall fire ; bbe old womau, witi s red
bandkerchief tied over her grizzied elf-iocks,
tint protruded fromn under it, sait and stirred.
There wais a pleasant savour of ssvoury meat,
which was probably not the case witli thc stew
of the witches whoma sho resembled; but she
iooked like a Fate as sho iifted up ber filmy
black cyes on hlm. 1'Well, motlier, here I arn
again,' saiid le.

' And wiait do ye want witli mc, Raîpli Lever-
ton? No good l'h be bound ;ye won't geL that,
witi yer years, I'm bhinking.'

1'Nobody cai't saiy as it's baid this ime. I
want to be married.' She iooked at hlmi with
ber piercing cyes, but said nothing. 1 She'd
marry me, I believe, uow, but thait she's bled ber-
self te bliat poor crettur Maurice Lovel, and he's
dead; I kniow he's dead' ho repeaited, vehe-
mently.

1'1And llat's what yon waut me to inceuse lier
wi',' auswered Lhe womain, with ai sort of savage
laugli, sud raising lerself up with a long stick;
' yen as maikes yer led on botter mcn's graves.
Not bad 1 However,' she added, for il is pîcasant
le indulge your sharp tengue aud your love of
gain ait once, ' psy fir yer merchandise, and get
gene wi' yer.'

A few days after, Rachel lad gene on eue of
ber rare expeditions te lie little narket-Lown.
Her grandfatlier wais ailiug, aind sic was laite iu
settiug out; tbc long June twiligît of ai close,
bot day lad set in as sic took a short eut scross
the forest, sud she sait down wcarily by a sort of
ford where the gravel bad been wasbed aiway
from the roots of bbc fantastic oid blecl-trees,
and batled ber bauds sud face in the uitIle
streani, wbicli made s pleasaut ripple arng bbc
stoues. Presently sIc leard the duil tread of a
herse ou the swaird lu the still eveniug, and she
drew laick smeng bhe bolly-busles, fer it was
ai lonely place, and sic did net want te be seen.
A main on ai bare-backed herse passed close
leside ber, sud was turiug bis heaid over his
ebeulder, sas if te, sec whether le wcre followcd.

He was se, neair tînt, theugli tic iglit was fast
fading, shc recognised hlm as a loose sert of fel-
low wbo beiongcd te tic parisb, but laid ne
regulair work, aud made bis brcad as lie couid.
Wbat was lie deiug witli farmer Baiker's
herse ? which shc kuew aise, because Le.
verton lad leen discussiug it with ber father.
BeLlherse and man, howcver, disappcnred
quickly ovor bbc bll, sud Raichel weut on. Bbc
made ber way back te tic rosd as fast as sic
ceuld, for sIc did net like tIc cecounter. As
she carne, bowcver, toe t m whicb, led up te
ber grandfatber's, bbc old bag wbe ivas always
csiled Quccn of bbc Gypsies, barrcd the way. Sic
was standing in an open giaide, under an arcli
of green beugîs, witb ber scarlet cloak sud ai
staff iu ber baud. There is s curieus love of
stage effect in tbe race; they arc bore aictors.
There seems te le ne asslute rutl inl words for
thora; bbey are oniy used rclatively te, produce
an impression on yeu.

Bbc began-' 1 have ai werd te speak tbe you,
Rachel Russell?' Rachel lad bee brouglit up
lu a rigliteous horror of gypsies, bewevcr, aud
sIc hurrled on, a good deal frigbtened, sud
refusing te listen.

'And you're tIc more fool for yonr pains,
girl; for noue but I ceuld tell of the eue who is
gene, sud wlere he is.'

; If ye la' any ncws o' Mairice' said bbc poor
girl, rembling, 1'tell me, lu God's name.'

1 Ab, now you want my news, wbcn you
baven't the manners to bc civil te them old
enougb to bc your grandmotlier. Pay me for
rny talc, thon.'

'I bavent got no moncy; and tbem's my
fatlier's thinge,' said poor Rachiel, wringing ber
bands.

' Thon give me tbat sbawl off o' your sbould-
ers,, said the old woman, fiercely.

Rachel pulled it off and beld it ont piteously
te ber.

'I saw a dark place arng tbe boles of tbe
eartb, and there wcrc great whcels and Sfery
furuaces; and as I looked, the young mati was
struck dewn by the ierce lient, and torn asunder
by the whirl; and there ho lay dead.'

Poor Rachel walked away, stunned, witiiout
a word. Sbc hardly noticed a young main with
a peaked bat sud a peacock's feather in it, Whio
came up lu front of lier wben bc saw the inter-
view was over.

The eld hag looked slowly after bcr. 1 I've
scttled ber,' she muttcred, 4'with a pain ie ber
heart sud sait tears in ber cyes.'

' Wby do you hate ber, mother?'
'The old clerk libas turned us out of the chiurcli

laine, snd donc us grief scores o' tumes,' answered
sIte; 'aind I love to burt tbemn as burttus.'

That evening, as Lcverton was sitting with
tbe oid clerk, Rachel rushed bresthlessly iu.
' Why, wbst's corne te ycr?' said ber grand-
father; ' and wbst's corne o' yer sbawlV & It
were the old gypsy wifc as said she laid news
o' Maurice, and I gived it ber for te tell me;' aud
she burst into an bystericai flood of tears ais she
wrung ber bainds passionaitely. Leverten s1vore
a decp oath as lie rose aingrily at the 4maiscaiuly
old randy qucain.' He lad robbed Raichel of
wbat wais more precious te lier blian mainy shawls,
aind yct lie was furions ait the old wemaa for
tbus exscting a double fee for lier lie. His rage,
like David's was ail rcscrved for tlie minor offen-
der.

The oid cierk grew more infirm. Raicbel wss
the most patient and attentive of nurses, but
wlienever Leverton wais awsy for a day or two
hoe kept up ai wbining complaint aigainst ber of
how'1iIl voke behaived tor liim.' A grievaince
witli sorne people is the deairest othing they
possess, and tliey regard you witli infinite ill-will
if you rob tliem of their property by explaiuiug
it away.

Tlie foliowing Sunday Silais got down with
great difficulty te the eburcli. An assistant baid
been appoiuted, but that great dignitary, a
cierk, caunot le rcmoved; lic beld te bis riglits,
and wbenever lic was able bc bobbied dewn and
reaid tlio responses, tegetber witli the remplaçant,
wliicli did not improve bbe service. Wlien be
and Racliel arrived in tlie clurclyard, tbey found
thc parliament or talking-place of tlie village in
great agitation about the stealing of fairmer
Bsker's horse. Tbc-gypsy encnmpmcnt was 50o
neair, thait iL was ail laid te thc door o£ Geordy
Stanley, bersebreaker and borsedesier, grandsoai
of the old queen. Thc gypsies bldse fh th e b
lest of it in ordinary life, that tlie wbolc com-
munity seized greediiy on any opening for re-
taliation.

' But 1 saw Will Snell riding away on bbc
horse, that eveuing,' said Rachel, simply.

Bbc immcdiately found herself thc centre of
interest, to lier great dismaY; she liad te bell
lier stery over aind over again: they crowded
round ber. ' But couid yc say for certain sure
il were Wili?' said the cierk, sternly.

Rachiel was tliaukfui wlicu the bell carried of[
ber tormenters.

The foilowing week, howcver, poor Geordy
was isafeiy lodgcd li the country gaoi. The
borse had been fouad ait a grefit fair, fartlier
down li tbe west, at wbicli Geordy was present,
and thougli tic iink between the bwo was stil
wantiiig, 1'society'1 censidered hlm guilty with-
out more ado. A day or two after, a tail gypsy,
witli a sullen look on ber bandsome face, appear-
cd suddcnly ait the door of Uic clerk's cottage,
havmng carefuily watched him go out. Racliel
was leaning against thbchcimncy, gazing ssdly
into tbc fire, and shecslirank baick as sIc saw thc
rcd cioak.

1'You've ne call te fear me, Rachel Russel?'
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