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THE CANADIAN GERTLEMAN’'S JOURNAL AND SPORTING TIMES
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KATERFELTO,

A STORY OF EXMOOR.

CHAI'TER \VIL

¢ LIKTEN AND LEARN 1T

" ovwer the ol o nventional wordd
w' WV probably Jeen the prelude to
evoryavptuse - fattachiments sinco mengiew
weay nid women fulee ; yet ot was impos-
3 't U hin Jolin Garnet's face, or liston
e the taan of Jus vece, and doubt that tlus
W the cutery of an unselfish heart. so luv.
‘i that ot lunged for the happiness of an-
« ther 1athcr than its own,

lly's eyes filled with toars.  ** Iearc for
you,* who paid—* T caro for you; thats
enengh ' If yoa wero to go to prison, I should

o with Jou. It you wero tu dig, dear beart,
{ +hould djo too.”

The grl spoke truth.  Who shall account
fur there sudden vvertuastering passions, that |
aahe possegeiun of hutnauity to dofy all con-
suderntions of sull catoun, solf preservation, |
Pprobubility, fitness, nud, especially, common
poliso 7 A man passes a shapo in the strecet,
catches the glance of an eyo at a window, |
4te turn of an ear m_a playhouse, and
rirughtway, s in the taking of an epidemie,
s whole  eyrtem beeomes  smpreg
wated with o struogo aund subtle poisvu, fur
whiely there 18 10 antidote, and but ol
retuedy  The disenso must run its course. ;
Ju a frw days the fever is at its height, the
«lelirivm paramount, liver deranged, appctite
asmpared, Lrun scnously affocted, aud  tho
Tt nd, to all jnteuts aud purposes, ravaug
3und  He e hiauuted by J{.-lusluna , QR -
« vaabie figutu s always duscing  beforo s
vy -, we Lorguts hus business aud frieuds, bis
3 euet ol denrest , neglects lus  mother, )
2 ' 1~, aauts, cousiug, and 1 suine  eggn-
vt doass, oven s wife. s slecp 18,
J: b, L oyo wild, Ly speeoh auoviierent.
H £ w5 ohiun lus Lko a leper, sud bo v,
g~ s cufureed isvlativn. He meets
w ', e aragement and littlo o3 tspatby.

1'r: <L o nstitutions, as yet unimpaired, and |
'} otatterdd paticuts who bLave recuvered

{ - the doedae, slirug thar shoulders aud
st “Trd vl s luve,  bui thess,
o« Veorvire entortaso for bim less of paty thuu ,

« Ltorapt  Tho calumaity is accopted as a,
«l.tjensativu, and nobody thinks st worth
~whilv to offer a xyllable of comfort or advice,
ducause exporicnco basg shown that the illness
anust at last bo cured by iadulgeuce, or dic o |
Lingenog Jdeath in disappointinent. i

A wornan, tco, is liablo to tho samo dis- |
worder, cuntracted oven aoro unreasonably,
awd with less apparent cause. Her symp-
2ouus, of nut 60 ubtrusive, or troublesome to
« tLem, are nvue the less dangerous to  ber-
solf.  In sume cases, happily but rare, thoy |
prote ncurable. It 18 of men that the

wit sngs . - Thoy have died and worms
im\u catou thew, but not for love.”

Nelly Carew, wlose hife had ntherto flowed |
o1 a calm unrufil-d stroam, hittle thought |
tlce geutle, soarco perceptiblo plensuro she |
e vperieze-d o ostranger’s socisty, on the
anemorable evening when she addressed hun |
{1 the st time, to thank him for Ing cour-

2.\, while bie holped her grandfather hon, |

vt -t el g2 oW anto o lnger of the heart,
1!t uotlung but absulute reaprocity could

appease. The second tume shie saw him sho
foaed thond tune shie aduntted, the fourth
sht gloried in her onslavement. Thoy had .
ko wn each otlier barely a wedk, when Nelly

I'overhicard

, aeres of neather she traversed

“ It must have boen Iled Rube!" ox-
cliimed Nelly, joyfully. ¢ Tid bo ray thero
were deer in Horner Wools? Oh'! how I
long for o gallop over tho moor after a stag,
and- with you !

John Garet pendered.  There would bo
little risk, Lo thought, in f‘oinipg these West-
coantry gentlaien in thelmuting-fleld. Most
of them wero of lus own way of thinking in

olitics, aed for many, his ready audacity

ad preserved, at lenst demporarily, both
and lands  Eyen if recognized, it was un-
likely i o uld b depounced ; and then, tho
temptuwsion ' I ride Katorfelto far abend
of e win 1 #tecldn from ridge to ridgo and
coumbo to cvoinbe, sweeping ovor mountain

' aud mivor as though on tho wings of a. eagle,

to bovor at last alono in his glory abe a the
dying deer, whilo o burst of musio from the
goud hounds pealing louder thau its roar, an-
nounced in a crash of triumph that here,
undcr the deafening waterfall, they hind set
him up to bay ! .

Yes, he would have a ride, he resolved, in
pursmt cf tho red deer, at guy risk and af
any cost ! . .

% Who talked about drenming,” {ehe said,
“and who is drenming now? Whero have
your thouglits flown to all in & minuto ? They
aro mules and rniles from Porlock. X can soo
it in your faco.”

Sno had already arrived at the stage of
jenlousy—jealousy, that was fain to be mis-
treas of his thoughts, no lers than
terehange of superfuous cndoarments, she
made horself mistress of their secret and
all their oonversation. She
Iearned the penalty that would be exneted
for Lis late exploit, in which she had hersolf;
teken part, should his identity with the re-
puted highwayman he discovered by thuse
who wero already on bis track. She learned
in o brief poricd of eaves-drop-
ping, that secemed an oternity of
unusery, moro of lus danng courage and
guud-Lumored recklossnoss—of those very
yuakitics she most ndmired and loved «a lum
—than sho ever knew before. And, lastly,
she learned that the wholo scaffolding on
which she so0 unconsciotsly bult the edifice
of Liur futars Lad crumbled into ruins and
orushed her own heart in its collapse.

Waif had ao Gud to whom ahe could pray
in this agony of sorrow ; hut looking round
i waid appesl w sen and shy and mountain
a6 thuugl they were sentiont bemgg, her
largo Jdark <yes sewmed to plead with Nature,
the ouly mother she knew, and to demend,
in mote uobranding, why her punishment
was greater than she could bear ?

—_—y—

CHAPTER XVIIL

—

DUKE MICHAEL OF EGYYT.

A thorough gipsy bred and born, Waif &0
far rcsembled a wald animal of the woods,
that, when sore stncken, she instinctively
sought her home. Scarce knowing bow, shoe

j sped back to the encampment of her peoplo,

swift nud straight as the rod hind, that nei-
ther fails nor falters, though she carries a
bullet 1 her breast. Xt was not becauso sho
expected to fiad comfort there, ner rolief, nor
even & moment's respito from pain, but she
felt constrained to keep moving, alwsys mov-
ing, at the ntinost speed she could command,
though as she flitted lightly from moor to
muvr, 1t seemed to hor benumbed and dizzy
braiu that sho hersclf stood still, while the
passed hke
runuiog water boneath her foet.

Yet the sun was already down when she

diseav red and eunfessed that henceforth, if ! turged the bead of 8 deep and louclycooqnbo
Iife was to bo passed apart from Johu Gar- | which her tribe had chosen for her resting
uet, she would 1ather eloct to die.  Ho, too, ' place, and caught sight of the Litle pomts
wertindered ot discretion, or rather without j of fire tuut dutted 1ts heathery rdge, toned
o rctiel, 88 boun as the blue eyes openced , down to dusky purple under the cnmson
Lo Wilfully blad to bis rasued  prospects | flushes of the ovemng shy. Kottles svere al-
.1 fal-0 pussbiot, Le abasdoned inmself to . ready sunmenng beforo tho brown, weather-
- aag grstiess of tie Loue, furgetung the past, - Wora tents, aod that happy hour of food and
smes T the fature- ~Wast, Laterfolto, Lord rest had arrived which seems to recomprrso
L« gty tobbery , dugh treason, and Tybura- | the gipsy for all the hardslips of bis wander-
L sl Lo B Neliy carew » band, aod jiog lot, to make amends for toil and nsk,
1.oked lovingly m her delieate faco under | rough usage, aud coarse fare, tho {rown of
1 apple trees by Parlock Ray justice, the ban of socioty, an outlaw’s lfe,
** I noed nat go to prisun, and T need not 'and, too often, s felon’s grave.
@ = T he anewerdl, lightly. * “Chis 1s a sccare | To-night, howover, mere than its usuel
t- g place encugh. Tshould like to stay ' tendency to revelry and rejoicing scomed to
Ve ey the peet Sf my Nif ptrvado the camp.  In the fint place, this
“ Tt mnst be very dull ™ ohserved Ny, | particular tribe were honored by the presence
stvo g tetiem of Lo apron. 0 1 wendor , of tuer chicl, o crafty old geutleman, who
a' srwoulliake i1 jou to waary of  cieso to call Lunself * Duke Michael of
o , Lgypt,” doubtless i memory of that cele-
Thore o udd be but ve auswer to sach au | brated vagabond, who, early 1 the fifteenth

e~ waliles Ty wlid fie was ready wath at before
v € corthd Cvplasn.
“ Wenty Ul repeated, * weary of Lor-

centary, led hus ragged troop through Saxony

.aud dSwitzerland, leaving bebind lum, if weo

u) vebieve the old chromiclers, a better

character than unght have been expected for
Svermuar to part! How ean you say  geod helinviour and honesty—nay, paying
Stlngs * You know you Jid not mean 1 liard money for such articles as he re-
- And agam Nelly's dicclumer was  quirad from tho peasantry in the countries
+ el on her hips ' through which he passed ; an example, 1t is
o Rovndo s e adided, gaily. ¢ What cann f‘mr'l!.\ uccessary to observe, scrupulonsly

v wautt el b happs more than T a.00led by the Truke Machael wath whom wo
CV et The cqeetest gurl g the werld | Lave to . This worthy made st a rule, Lo
vk v oand the best Lorse an England  deald, te deny hunosell nothing he  wanted
o P haa s ton wde etreteh ony that wght be had for the taking ; and  few
1Y mertng. wlile von were fast s matt s hie often boasted, were too et ortoo
b oy Woa e s e aeene ey tor bis gonaaasea biut bo canld oo

it wearyof son, Nelly, from whom 1

That is no mean intellect which can reign
with digmty and rule with force, though the
palace be but a dingy tent, tho wnbjects o
gipny wnbe. Duko Micbael possessed the
scerot of goveroment ; and to-night, belng
moro drunk than usual, was better thanover
assured of his authoerity and the loyalty of
his people. 8o loud wero tho bursts of lilar-
ity in und about the great man's tent, that
Waif pauscd to listen un o ridge of 1nour
overinoking the cawp, and forgot in ber sur-
prise, for purliaps the space of & sccond, the
pain knawing at Lier heart. It was reealled
ere sho could be cunsuwus of reliof.

Fin Couper’s tall forny, growing on her,as
it wero, in tho daylight, was ulready at her
sido, s voice wluspering in her ear~* 1 ve
watched fur you, Thyra, said he, * since
long before noon. The camp goems lonely
and empty when you leave it for o day ; and
I often wonder now Low we could do with-
out you 80 many years! But what has been
our sister's good luck ? Has she returned
with pocleets fdll ot gold 2 Has ghe deceived
and flceced the Gurgio, and stolen the very
heart out of his breast 2"

Waif smifed a bitter emile. * Tho Gorgo
turns the tables somotitmes, Fin,” she an-
swered. ** When you deal out the cards to
play} how can you tell who 18 to riso up win-
ner 2"

He looked sharply in her face. ** You're
tired,” said ho; * you that nover used to bo
tired, no more than tho wild decr in the
forest, the wild bird in the an. Thyra!
Thyra !' he added, and his voico camo low

husky, 08 if an enewy’s baud griped lus
throat, * there's something dark came beo-
iween youandme! Something that dims
the light in your eye, and takes tho color out
of your face. Whatis it ? Speak, girl, and
tell tho truth. There's tunes when 1 coald
put my knife into you, aad make an end of
1t once for all. I'll do it some day, 1 know ;
I feel Like 1t now !

In her exceeding misery, but for the last
sentenco she migut bave told i her gecrot
then and there ; but to threaten Waif was to
throw stones into the air that would fall back
perpendicularly on & man's head. The
gipsy gurl recovered her gtrength and courage
1n the drawing of o breath. ** That's a game
for two players! she answered fiercely.
* I've worn a kntfe, too, Fin, as long as 1
can remewber, and I kneﬁ)mm sharper than
yours, I dnresaz. bus what s the use of you
and mo wrangling? 1 not bound to toll
you where I've been—when 1 go out—and
when I come in. You're not my master,
brother ; not yet I”

8ho was suﬁicienw a womsn to put just
such &n emphnsis” on the last word as
changed his mood like magic. In a moment
he was ber glavoe again, ready to do her bid-
ding, obey her lightest wish, no less eagerly
tusn when ho went bird’'s nesting for her in
lis boyhood, long years ago.

* But you'll tell me some day,” he pleaded.
bepding lus tall form to look 1 the giurl's
face. ** You'll keep nothing trom Fin, when
weo hang the kottle at our own tent-door in
tho camp of tho Vardo-mescros, and my
brothors troop 1n by scores to have a look at
Fin Cooper's beautaful wife ; you'll tell me
of his words, dceds, looks, and
actions.  Truly, for Nelly, the
pleasantest part of the whole delusion was
even now at an end. To beon the brink is
de ightful, bat to fall in love ismorethanun-
comfortable ; it .d & process akin to pain.
The firo looks vright and cheorful enoagh,
but wisdom warms 1ts hands thereat, while
folly burns its fingers to the bone.

** 1 was thinlang how comely you mast
look on the white pooy with your hair blown
about by the Exmoor breezes,” said he ; and
Nelly seemed 8o plensed with lus answer,
that the rest ot their conversation was car-
ried on n wluspers, too low to be overheard
even by the ** little bird on tho green tree,”
but of which the purport may bo gathered
from the hinal sentence dehivered by John

darle girl passed ; but the country-folk gen-
erally, though regarding her people with lit-
tlo fuvor, wetre ot proof ugamst Waf's
flasling eyes And flattermy tongrue, winle
she returned ther * goud morrow ™ and
promiscd them good luck. One stout farm-
er. riding o hnlf broken colt, msisted ou stop-
ping to have s fortune told, crossing his
road palm with a silver slulling, and de-
manding 1n return a shillmg's worth of her
craft. ¢ Threo groats, uncle,” said Waif,
looking up n s joliy faco with a rogish leer,
wlnlo the gont tidgeted, and the nider, balf
pleased, balf ashamed, e st confusion in
a* Won! drat ye, stan’ stll 1" and a sleop-
ish lnugh.
* Three 18 a Jucky number, good gentle-
man,
++ Threo silver groats. .
Threo women’s lives.
Three cows, threo calves,
Threoscolding wives,
The first to lio at your side,
Tho second to lie at your feet,
The third a widow, a witch, and a bitdo,
Thoy sew your winding-sheet.’ ™

Tho man, who bad been twice married,
and was not indisposed for another veunture,
rodo on in noshght perplexity, pondering this
mysterious doggrel, and more convinced
than over that the gipsy-folk, as he called
them, possessed some dark and dreadful
knowledge, unlimited in scope and ewbrao-
ing tho future as the past.

Vith o beating heart, that yet danced in
her bosom under a eense of her own happi-
ness, Wax drew near.thewillage of Porlock.
She had decided to exercise the utmost cau-
faon 1 approaching John Garuet's refuye,
lest her prosgnco ehould in any way com-
promise his esfety, or afford a clue to his
mding-place. Yorone of her race, this was
no ditlicult tagk. Her gipsy experiences had
taught her long ago to take advanizge of
every irregularity of surface, even in so open
a plain as Marlborough Downs : and insuch
a country a8 West Somerset, with its nar-
row lanes, Ligh tangled bedges, scattered
brakes, impervious copses, valleys, coombes,
and forests, rugged mountaing, and broken
moor, Waif could glide from point to point
a8 secretly and almost as swiltly as the very
wald deer, to wluch she bora some vaguo and
ionaitol resemblance.  Sineo she told tho
farmer lus fortune three lesgues off, no mor-
tal oye haod rested on her form till she canght
s1ght of the mun she loved within three hua-
dred feet. '

Why did her color fade, her ‘breath come
quick, her blood runicy cold ?  There was
o white dress by John Garnet's side, and
;that unaccountable intuition, s#ift and sub-
tle as the electric spark—that instinet of the
heart, which never hesitates and is never
mistaken, told her tha truth. ‘This was the
meeting for which she kad so ionged, to
compass which she had cajoled Fin Cooper,
deceived her people, and travelled afoot
across the hrather all these weary miles!
Waif trembled and her knees shook ; for
}h.e tﬁrst time in her life she tnmed sick and
aint.

‘That cruel pain of hers though was not of
the kind to gain relief from insensibility. On
the contrary, all her {aculties seemed pre-
ternatarally charpened, while sho terithed
her slim body, like a spake through tufted
grass and broad dock leaves, and tho Inxuri-
ant vegetation of the adjoining mmeadow, to
a hedge that fenced the orchard, where,
Parting tho tangled branches in her noise-
ess hands, she peerod through, withthe eag-
er, hopeless gaze of an outcast spirit looking
on the paradise it has lost. No! a smile,
not a glance, not an unwise gesture of that
fond, foolish pair escaped the watcher.
When John Garnet stooped to kiss Nelly's
brow, it seemed as if moulton lead had
dropped on her own and scared it to the
brain. Then it was with the white teeth
clinched to keep keep back a little piteous
cry. and tho nimble fingers stole to her

Garnet, 1n a louder tone, as of a man whot knife as though she must nceds bury it in

resolves to carry lus point in defiance of all
obstacles.

* Then 1 may comse up aud speak to your
grandfather tins afternoon 2"

She acquiesced with a timidlittlenodand a
bright blush, that she stooped her head to
hide, retiring with swift and noiseloss steps
towards her bome.

Bat whatevey passages of folly between
these youug people may bave escaped notice
from the * hittle lird on the green tree,”
whoso own love-songs muot seem to 1t so
much more rational than * what he 18 say-
g, what answereth she,” thero crouched
behind the bhedge of the orchard one whose
dark ¢yo and tawaey ear missed not tho low-
est whisper, tho lightest gesture—whose
tameless heart quivered and throbbed with
every syllable, every caress, asat tho stroke
of a kuife. 1f women are ail jealous, even in
tho silks and satins and conventional fetlers
of avihized hife, what must be the jealousy
of a savage nature unreclaimed b{ education,
untamed by pnncipie, untanght by tho sel-
fishness this is so cssential a constituent of
respectability and good sonse ? It 1s possess-
ed by a devil, who tears and rends it, refus-
g to be cast out.

Waif, or Thyra, as
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his broast, whom she loved, or hers, the
rival’s, whom she hated, or, better still,
deep and quivering to the very half, in her
own !

But strong as is the passion of jealousy,
1% 18 not, especially in t{;e feamalo breast,
without an element of curiosity that is
stronger still.

To scream. to stab, to make any over dis-
turbance, woald be to declare her presence
and debar ber frora hearing more. Whpif
bit her lip till the blood came, and nerved
herself to listen. Thus, as the lovers paced
to and fro, takiag short turns, after the
manuer of their kind, and stopping alto-
gether to often-repented pauses, for the in-
all your secrots thon, Thyra, won't you ™

** Perhaps 1" answered Waif. * In the
meantime, will you tell me what makes this
stir and noise amongst our people 2 Thoy
;{0 swarming doww yonder like bees about a

ive.”

Dake Michael came in at noon,” answered
Fun, ** and the kettles have been singing in
the smoke cver since. Ho brought tho cart
and the dozkey and both his wifes from tho
cudgel-players’ country” (Cornwall). * and
never halted but once to do a bitot tinkering

called by her

onsa moorland farm till he turned tho head

* What Gorgio 2" asked the gzirl, for
whom there was but one in the vorld, her
foolish heart beating tnst, with & wil. fuope
that in some impossible mwauner Johu uar-
net might even now be a visitor to the gy
818’ carup.

* Why, the Parson, na they call him,” an-
swered Iin ; “ tho jolly Exmoor parson,
who can tail an ottor, harbor o stag, ride a
calt, sing a wong, wrestloa fall, ay, and empty
a piteber, with the cleverost Romany lad  of
usall. T wouldn't undertake lim™ myseit,
Thyra, single-handed., not if he was svber.
I}Vo la1d a trap for him, howsoover, and nto
it be fell ; 8o, here be st Thyra, what
mekes you tremblo > Do you kuow any-
thing of this roysteriug parson? I vo heard
strange stories of lus duings on the country
gide. ~ Girl ! you'll maks me kil you now
before you've dono I"  His joalonsy needed
but a breath tofan it into flame, yet was tu
be appensed o less_quickly than aroused.

“ You're o fool, Fin U, sho snid with o
laugh, which, though forced, sevmed reas.
sunng to her lover. * It's neithur you nor
this %nraon of yours that w.uid make o
tremble. Keop yoor hands off and behave
yourself, or I'llgo home this minute! I know
tho man you spesk of, but I nover heard any
good of him. How did our peoplo bring hita
into the camp, aod why 2"

Fin's brow cleared, while ho answered her
question with o laugh. * The Parson,” he
oxplaived, ** rears tho best breed of fighting-
cocks 1 the West of Eugland, There was
one in hiis pen this morning, goud euvugh
to take the game out of the gamest chiriclo
that ever wore spurs. Ho's safe in my tent
now, with his head in o stocking 1o keop
him quiet. This day weck, at Dovizes, he Il
be worth ten, a3, twenty guineas i red gold.
But the moncy wobld.ndver have. come my
way, if littlo Xylvy and mo had't ‘ticed tho
Parson hicre |

** How 80 ?” asked Waif Listlessly, for her
thoughts were travelhing far away.

“ When he means winming,” said Fum,
o hg trains tho birds himself ; and 1t's & job.
as I've been told, to get hum away from them
for an Lour. Lt wonld take a better Kom-
any than me, Thyre, or lttle Ryley enher,
to ohore so much as a clout off a alothes-line
if the Parson was within a malo of the place.
So Low do you think we worked 1t ? Why,
we got up & wresthog meatch on the cross,
gon know, between Humpy Hearne and

lack James Lev, in honor of our old mans
visit, and wo "ticed the Parson into the camp
to see fair. Ho knows the rules of the ring
and keg
%’;t. _He’s the sort that would sooner -ride
miles tg & fight than five to a prayer-
meeting. 8o ke up and puts the saddle on,
aund down the coombe he swings at a gallop,
as if he'd a spare neck in each pocket, and
leaps off before ald Michael, with his shovel
hat in his hand.
e, * i vur West conntry, that a parson
comes to visit a duke. Let's have s drnnk,’
saysbe, * deep enough to do credit to both I’
ond with that ho empties a balf-pint horn of
brandy, and.throws it over his left shoulder
for luck. Thero was a ohcer Bon might have
heard at Taunton. Our old Duke wasn't to
bob d at such o game as that, Ho an-
swered fair and honest, gill for gill ; so down
they sa$ un a blanket by the tent.door, and
they've been at it ever since. Inthe mean-
time, little Ryley he slips round over the
moor and brings the chirtclo back with him
coop and all. It’s & beaut:ifal bird, ‘ILyra.
I'll show it yon to-morrow as soon as 1it's
light ; but if I'd known the Parson conld
sing 50 good a song kLo should never have lost
a feutheo out of its wing, for Ryley and me !”

Waif seemed though! 11 and preoccupied.
Prosently she looked up and said qnietl{,
“ I must go and show myselt to our old
Duke, Fin, bofore he's too far gone to sec
me. Will you come down to the tents?
and, Fin, don't yon speak unkindly, thats a
good lad, and don’t you take much notice of
what I say and do. 1've had a long walk
in the hot harvest sun, and I'm not quite
myself to-day, that's the truth 1*

So she put ber hands 1n Ins, and thread-
ing some half-scoro of tents, every one of

sies, men, women and children, crod@cued
round & scanty fire. laughing, dnnlng,
smoking, and ail talking at once.

It was a wild scene. Every now and
then 3 gipsy would throw on anottier faggot
and he pale flickening streaks of flame
brought into sinfung, shadowy relief tho
grotesque figures of wluch the circle was
composed. In the backgronnd stood o com-
mon tinker's cart, thongh it scemed won-
derfal that anything on wheels co.1d have

arrived in  safety at  this remote
and solitary  nook, surrounded by
leagues of moor; whilo the don-

key that drew it, calmly broused an
meditated in the enjoymont of well-earned
repose. Propping lus back against the shaft,
and raised some inches from tho ground by
hisown and lus wives' blankets doubled be-
neath bim, Doke Michael of Eogland sat in
state, with a short black pipe in his hand

and n Newter Measnra Aortn nine mn and

them allin his head as plain as-

* It's notevery2ay,' says.

which was deserted for thy great attraction 2
of tho Duke's prescnce, soon reached an i,
opon space, with somo thirty or farty iR,
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