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THE CRITIiC.

GYPSY.

Miss F. M. Musurave.

——

( Continued.)

By

In an injured tone, Madame Camilla went on :—* Of course, Mr. Ger-
maine, it is impossible for teachers 1o accomplish anything in tho way of
training, if they meet with opposition instead of firm suj.port from parents
and guardians. If you are so blind to the great fault in your niece's char-
acter—why I am helpless,

“T should like to see my niece alone for a few minutes ; without your
mentioning to her who wishes to see her.  Just send her to mu, please.”

Madamo Camille left the room in her statlicst manner.  Fagerly Der-
trand watc cd the door ; the moment Gypsy saw him she sprung towards
him ; then suddenly, as if remembering herself, she stopped and went
towards him calmly. She had grown a little in the nine months that she
bad been away fram him, and looked altogether more womanly. She cer-
tainly did not look well, but was far from being in a dying condition. She
looked pale, and there was a weary look in her face.

Bertrand would have drawn her 1o him and kissed her, but she put out
her hand in the most dignified way.

“Why did you come ?” sho asked, * Why didn'l you send for we?”

¢ felt anxious about you, Gypsy, and wanted to sve you."”

She smiled almost sarcastically.

“ You have not scen me for nine months. 1 should have thought you
could have postponed your anxiety a little longer.”” She looked at him ;
something in his face struck her. ¢ What have you Leen doing?"” she cried
sharply, “ You look il ! You ura ill "' She scanned his face early, catch-
ing his hand, her face growing pale—

It was the first time she had really locked at him since they had met.
Of her own accord she had touched his haud ! he clasped it carnestly ;
glad that he was able to prove to her what she had seemed to doubt—his
anxiety for her.

“1 am not ill, Gypsy, but I have been very anxious about you. 1 never
:hould have let you go fromme.  You do wish to go back with ms. Don't
you, dear?"

Sharply Gypsy drew her hand from his. That little word * dear' scemed
to arouse in her somcthing like defiance. ‘There was evidently something
very obnoxious in it to her.

“Yes, I am tired of school.

“ Not unkind, Gypsy?"

“Yes, I mean unkind,”

“ I will take you away to-night, if you wish.
wish, dear 2" Again that offznsive little word.

“1 will be ready to go with you to-morrow morning.”

Bertrand moved near to Gypsy. She put hier hand out hurriedly. lic
told himself sadly that it was plain any cxpression of affection on his pant
had become distasteful to her

The next morning Gypsy's maoner was more repellent than ever. When
they gol into the train she scated herself some distance frem him ard
appeared to be interested in looking out of she window. Bertrand thought
perhaps she was tired and did not wish to talk. He was very generous to
her, cven in his thoughts he was always excusing her. He opened his book
and began reading, but glancing at Cypsy presently in Ius ever watchful way
when with her, he notircd she had fallen asleep. Whiter and more pinched
her face looked in the morning hight than it had appeared the evening
before.  Very softly he moved nearer to her, till her head was resting on his
arm.  “ Poor little thing,” he murmured, looking down at her; how tired
she is. 1 am afraid she is not happy. and 1 wou!d give my lifc to make her
happy, I always scem to be mistaking her.”

Very contented he felt then with that small wilful thing so near 1o him.
At last, witha litt e start, Gypsy awoke, and drew herselt away alinost
haughtily.

“You were very tired, Gypsy,” Bertrand said extenuatingly, making an
cxcuse to her for herself.

“ I ain no longer a child,” almost loftily she spoke, ““and 1 should not
do childish things. 1 have leatnt that at school at any rate.”

* Learnt what Gypsy 2"

% Not to be childish 1

Silently Dertrand cursed the school ; alone he smid—

“ You are still quite a child and will always be a child 1o me.”

Giypsy made an impatient gesture, saying very decidedly, * I am nof a
child any longer, Uncle Bertrand, and [ do wish you would not treat me as
if 1 were a child.”

“ But I don’t think 1 do treat you as if you were a child”  Dertrand
took up his book and began rcading, thinking he had given Gypsy an
immense power of wounding him through his love for ker. He grew tired
of 1eadisy at last, and threw himself back ia the seat.  Soon he lost con-
sciousness. .\ touch first roused him. Somcthing solt and warm lightly
touched his forchead ; light as the touch was, it was just as if a wave of fire
had swept through his being.  Very still he remained, trying to live over
again that light touch. Then a sob broke in his car; that sound wrung
his heart, he sprung up—** Child” he said ecarnestly, ** what is it? Auswer
me truthfully ; what can I do for you ?"

A sob was choked back, and Gypsy anywered with rather an unsnccess-

Every one is unkind to me."”

Tecll me exactly what you

have wounded him tnore than what she had just said, about being sorry
that she had left school.  But he made up his mind on one point then ; now
that he had her back, he would never let her go away from him sgain.

CHAPTER VIl

Some days after on entering his library Bertrand came sudde
Gypsy, scated in front of a book case with Greek and Latin Looks open all
round her.  He was standing beside her before she had noticed his entrance
even. The moment she saw him she sprung up with something like fear iu
her face. ©
‘I know I have disobeyed you,” she began hastily.
“1Do you know Latin and Greek, Gypsy ?” Bertrand asked in surprise,
glancing at the books on the floor.
“ Very little” shoe answered sorrowfully, *“1 wish 1 did.
school ; but 1 have not'gone on very fast.
so nice to kitow Greck—to be able to read
“Why shouldn't you ?" he asked.
“ Because I am so stupid. 1 have bean stru
assistance, but I {eel almost hopeless.”
“ Yes, without assistauce it is hard, but I don’t think if you had lessons
you would find it hopeless, Gypsy. Let me become your teacher 2
Quickly Gypsy glanced up, then she looked down without speaking ;
at last she said slowly :—
_“Youdon't know hew stupid I am.  But would you really 2
will bo so attentive ; and you may scold me as
shan’t mind—1 mean I shall know I deserve it all.
sorry you offered to teach such alittle stu

ingly.
Yes, already bhe told himself he was sorry, but not, certainly not in the
way she meant.  No, there was no fear of his growing tired. He had a far
worse fear though, gnawing at his heart—a great fear of this constant con-
tact, which these lessons must necessarily entail.  Could he trust himself s
constantly with Gypsy? ~ What if by some quick, thoughtless word or look
ho should betray to her, what he was fighting so hard to crusih owt, or at
least to hide,

“ Suppose you gave me a short lesson now "

. He smiled, then quickly he turned from those Yrown eyes so pleadingly
raised to his,

*1f you like,” he answered coldly.

“No, I don’t like if you don't like,” sharply Gipsy rctorted.
“Yes, I do like,” and there was a depth of bitter truth in that reply
which Gipsy never guesscd at.

More than once Bertrand looked at Gypsy in astonishment ; h: now
beheld in her a perfectly new phase of character. He beheld a mind
peculiatly strong and vigorous, grasping greedily every morsc! of knowledge
placed before it He had always thought her sweetly wilful and childish,
but now he saw depths in Gypsy’s character he had never dreamt of,
Ouce, when he had been explaining something 1o Gypsy, in her impetuosity
w “wp lpm to show lgun that she knew what he was about to explain, ~he
caught his hand, holding it in hers in childish cagernese. “I'hat touch sat
a warm thrill of pleasure through and through him. He rose abruptly and
went to the buok case and got abook.  As he returned Gypsy looked up at
him, saying innocently,

* Oh, Uncle Bertrand, how much you know ; 1 would give anythwgto
know all that you do.” Gypsy's great brown eycs rested on him with decp
admiration. Now 2 man must be utterly devoid of feeling—not to sy
vaml)’:—lf he can remain unmoved bencath two glowing brown eycs Lke
G.ypsys; but when those cyes belong to the one being to whom he hxs
given deep and hopeless love, then there is nothing but pain to e endured
under that look.

Hostily Bertrand put the book on the table and turned again to the
book case.  Oh, how gladly, he thought, he would give all that knowledze.
if by so doing he could only ain the right to confoss all his lovo, or, if by
giving that knowledge, he could just step back a few years neater %
Gypsy's age.

Then inwardly cursing his folly, he went calmly back to his seat.  Oay
one hour he felt had swept away the siruggle of monihs.

Gypsy was very good and attentive. She brcame almost submissise
‘The greater mind subducd the lesser mind.  With a girlish enthusiasm 3t
began to attribute to Uncle Bertrund a wisdom scarcely human.  Benirasé
saw it and sighcd—so fearful is love. He could only sce that Gypsy ws
making his ver; knowledge a barricr between them, which would thrust kia
further and further from her.

Gypsy made r2pid progress in both Grock and Latin. Her teachs
oflcn_mar\‘cllcd. and more than once remonstrated at the quantity prepared
for him; but Gypsy wilfully persisted. At last one day, compaung tx
length of lesson and Gypsy's pale face, Bertrand said very gravely, b
decidedly,

“ Gypsy, 1 cannot allow this any mora ; this is altogether too much;!
shall bzgin to think that I made a mistake in encouraging you at all.”

Gypsy's hcad went up with the old spirit of defiance. = She did not Ik
to be dictated to like a child.

1 wish I wa aman,” she said sharply, “then 1 should be able toé

as I liked without being advised like 2 baby. What a man can do, 145t
sec why a woman can’t do.”

nly on

L begun at
O, Uncle Bertrand, it must be
your test: sent in the original ™

ggling to go on without

Oh, [
much as you please, 1
I Oh. you will soon be
pid.” ‘Thiswas said very deprecat-

ful attempt at calnness.

* Nothing is the matter with me. I am very childish, and 1am very
sorry now I have left school. If I had only remaincd longer I would have

* But Gypsy, no student even would propare this quantity at one lizt

li.fling as he spoke shect upon sheet of closely written exercises and tracs>
tions.

become Jess childish.””  She could scarcely have said anything that could

Gypsy looked surprised.
“ Didn't you do more than taat when you were studying 2




