(Continued from last week.)

Silently the stranger lifted his hat,

and cast it on the Hoor. A mass of
Ehick, streaming black bair, on which
one wild March night, the pitiless
raim bad beat, fell over her shoul-
ders. The long cloak was dropped
off, and, stern, dark and menacing,
he saw the lolty, commanding form,
the fierce, black eyes, and derk, low-
sring brow of the wronged gipsy

_ Ketura, his relentless, implac-

s foe.

The last hue of life faded from the
white face of the earl at the t.an:1h1a
gight; a horror unspea.ka.bl? thrilled
through his very soul. Twice he es-
sayed to speak; his lips moved, but
mo sound came forth. :

Bilent, till, she stood belfore him,
as rigid as a figure in bronze, her
arms folded over ber brgast.her LiDs
tightly compressed, every feature’in
perfect repose. You might have
thought her some dark statue, but
that life—burning life—was concen-
trated in those wild dark eyes, that
aever for a single instant removed
their uncompromising glare from his
face. _
So they stood for nearly five min-
utes, and then words came at last,
to the trembling lips of the earl.

“Dark, dreadful woman ! what new
crime have you come to perpetrate
this night 7"’

*'\o crime, lord earl. 1 come o
answer the questions you asked asI

entered.”’ Bl
“+0Of the child? You have stolen it?

he wildly demanded. :

Her malignant eyes were on him
gtill: her arms were still folded over
her breast; no feature had moved;
but now a strange. inexplim}biu
amile fickered round her thin 1ips,
as she quickly answered:

*Y havel”’ :

“And, woman!—demon in woman s
form! what wrong had that helpless
babe done you?' he eried out, in

onate icf.
Hﬂ' ch o came over the s-::_t.
k face, as from the lips,  still
thed that dreagiul, ominous

\ile, slowly dropped the words:

s “The sins of the father shall be
wisited upon the children’s children,
evea to the third and {ourth genera-
tion. An eye for an cfe, a tooth for
a tooth, and a life for a life, saith
ihe Lord of Hosts." "

“Pevil {ncarnate! blaspheme mnotl
© Heaven of heavens! how had you
the heart to murder that chikdd?”

“You had the heart, lord earl, to
murder mine."””

Y belisved him guilty. You know
I did! Apd she was an innocent babe,
as pure from all guile as an angel
from heaven!''

“"SQo was he, my lord. He was as
fres from that crime as that babe;
and yet for it you took his life.”

“Devil!—fiend! you shall die for
Lhis!"’ he cried, madly springing up.
**What ho! without there! Secure
this hag of perdition before—""

A low, strangled gurgle finished the
sentence: for with the bound of =a
pythoness, she had sprung forward
end grasped him by the throat. She
had the strength of a giant. He was
a weak, broken-down old man, as
powerless in her strong, horny fin-
gers as an infant.

He grew black in thse face, his eye-

balls projected, and he struggled,
Blindly and helplessly, to extricate
himsell. She laughed a low, jeering
1au at his ineflectual efforts, and
said, imsultingly as she released
Blm:
“Soltly, softly, lord earl! such
wiolent straining of your lungs is
mob good for your constitution. ¥ou
ars quite helpless in my hands, you
pereeive; and i you attempt to raise
gour voice in that unpleasant man-
mer again, I shall be forced to give
you a still more loving clutch next
time. Your best policy is to keecp
as guiet as possible just now.”

¥He ground his teeth in impotent
fury, as he grasped for breath.

“Besides, you take things for
graatod too easily, my lord. What
proof have you that I am a murder-
2287 You are, and in the sight of
Cod; but that is not saying I am!"

“©® woman! guilty. bleod-stained,
Sendess! your own words.confirm
BR{" he passionately cried out.

*Gently, my lord, gently! Have
Fou heard me say I murdered her?”

*¥You did not deny it.”

_*That is negative proof, very un-
sgbstantial as you evidently know,
although vou found it sufficient to
tondemn my son!"”

*You are too much of a demon to
spare her innocent life one moment
when in your power. Oh, I know —
X kmow she is dend! Dear little an-
gell Sweet, helpless little Erminie!””

He almost lost his dread of her in
his passicn of grief. Iis chest heaved
a8 he buried his face in his hands,
and something like a comvulsive
sob shook his frame. “Talk not of
grief till thou hast seen the tears of
starn-browed men.”’

But the woman felt mo remorse.
No; an exultant sense of triumph—a:
fiendish joy filled her beart, at the
proof of what she had made him
suffer. She had still a fiercer pang
in store for him; and waiting till he
had lifted his pale face again, she
began, in a low, mocking voice:

“And thinkest thou, O Lord De
Courcy, there is no darker doom than
@eath? Do you think vengeance such
as mine is to he sated by such pal-
iry revenge ' as that? Pshaw, man!
¥ou are only a novice in the art of
forture, 1 see; thouzh vou commenc-
ed a dangerous game when you
ticed first on me. Why, #f I
slain her, tLat would have been

Iillliﬁtuinvﬂkidﬂ-fﬂl as =a
blessing, and yet will not dare %o
die! And then I will returp your Er-
minie to her doting grandsire, =a
thing so foul and polluted that the
very earth will refuse her a grave.
Then, Lord De Courcy, my revenge
will be complete!”

His hands dropped from his face
as if he had been stricken with sud-
den death: the sight seemed IEn‘ﬂ_l:l_E
his eves; the very life seemed palsied
in his heart. .

She was calm still; that terrible,
exultant smile had not left her lips;
but he would sooner have seen her
foaming with passion than as she
locked at that moment, standing
there. 3 :

“This is our second interview, lord
ear],’”” she said while he sat speech-
less. ‘“The first time, I pleaded on
my knees to you, and you spurned
me from you as if I had been a dog.
This time it should be your turn to
plead, for you have almost as much
at stake as I had then. If you do
not choose to do so, that i1s your
affair, not mine. The third time —
when it comes—you will have realiz-
ed what a gipsy’s revenge is like."”

“0 woman! if therg be one spark
of human nature in your savage
breast, for God's sake, spare that
child!"’ cried the earl, wrought up
to a perfect agony by her words.

She stepped back g pace, and logk-
ed at him for an instant in silence.
At last:

“I pleaded to you on my knees,”
shoe said, with an icy smile,

Her words gave him hope. The
proud man fell on his knee belore
her, and held up his clasped hands
in supplication. The high-born Earl
De Courcy knelt in wildest agony at
the feet of the outcast gipsy.

Her hour of triumph had
Folding her arpms over her
she ldoked own upon him as he
knelt there, with a look mo words
eénn ever describe.

“‘Spare her—spare her! For
sake, spare that child!""

There was mno reply. Erect, rigid,
and moveless as a figure in stone she
stood, looking down upon him with
her blazing eyes.

‘*Slay her, if you will; let her go
to heaven guiltless and unstained -
anytning rather than the doom you
have destined for her!”

Still no reply. With that triumph-
ant smile—a smile such as Satan
himself might have worn, she looked
steadily and quietly down at the
man ot her feet.

“Desides, you dare not keep her!”
he said, gathering courage from her
gilence; fancying, perhaps, it was a
sign of relenting. *‘The officers of
the law would find you oput, and
a worse fate than your son's would
be yours."

It was an unfortunate allusion. Her
brow grew black as a thunder-cloud;
but she only laughed scornfully.

“Find me?"’ she repeated. *‘Yes; if
they can find last year’s snow, last
year's partridges, or last summer's
rain. Let them find me. Why, if it
came to that, I could dash {ts brains
out in an instant. before it's moth-
er's very eyes.'”

“0O worst of fiends! does there lin-
ger a human heart in your body?”

“No; it turned to stone the npight
I groveled in vain at your feet.”

“Tuke any other revenge you like;
haunt me, pursue me, as you will,
but restore that child! She never in-
jured you; if there is guilt anywhere,
it rtﬁtsdgn my head. Let e, there-
fore, sufler, and give back the child.’”

She smiled in silence. :

‘“¥ou will relent; you are a wo-
man, and not a devil. Consent. to
what I ask, and, if wealth be any ob-
ject, you shall have the half — the
whole of my fortune. Tell me you
consent, and all T have i the world,
Ltogal'.lmr with my everlasting grati-
tude, will be yours.’”

““You should have thought of this
the night you refused to grant my
prayer, my lord. Will your wealth
and ‘everlasting gratitude’ restore
my son from the dead?”

““God knows, were it in my power,
I would willingly give my life to re-
storo him and cancel the past. All
that remains for me to do I will do,
i you restore the child.”

“Lord earl, when I knelt to you,
you commanded me to get up. It is
my turn now. You have been suffic-
lently, humiliated, even, to satisfy
me. Rise!""

He arcse, and stood before her, so
faint with many emotions that he
was obliged to grasp the chair for
sapport.

“You will restore her?’”’ he breath-
lessly asked.

““Never, so help me God, till my
vow is fulfilled! Palsied be my heart,
if it ever relents! Withered be my
hand, if it ever confers a boon on
You or one of your house! Blighted
be my tongue, if it ever heap but
curses on you! Doomed be my soul,
if it ever forgives you for what vyou
have done. Once again, lord earl, we
are to meet, and then, bewarel!®

come.

God’'s

from the room. There was a heavy
fall; and the servants, rushing in in
terror, found Earl De Courcy lying
on the floorl with a dark stream
blood flowi

;‘:.hu':t him uwp, bhut

| post to steady hersell.

breast, |

! and you mneedn’t mind about giving

T
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The force of the concussion
the unfortunate individual sprawling,

somewhat cooled by the shock, paus-
ed for a moment and grasped a lamp-

“Good gracious!”” gasped a deeply
“jf this ain't too bad! To be ruR
into this way and pitched heels over
head on the broad of one's hﬂ:i
without a minute’s warning! Why,
it’s o shame!" reiterated the voice,
in a still more aggrieved cadence, as
its owner, a pale young man with a I
carpet bag, slowly began to pick
himself up. l

The gipsy, having recovered from !
the sudden collision, was nhuut_ to
burry on without paying the slight-
est attention to the injured owner of
the carpet bag, when that individual,
catching a full view' of her face,
burst out in amazement:

“Why, if it ain’t Mrs. Ketura. Well,
it this isn’t real surprising! How do
you do? I am glad to see you, I'm
sure: and I dare say it was all an
saccident. I hope you have been gquite
well since I saw you last, ma'am,”
said the pale young nmian, politely;
“I've been very well myself, I'm
obliged to you,”’

““Who are you?'' said the gipsy. in:_p-
patiently, scanning his mild, freckled
frontispiece with her stiletto-like
eyes.

HWhy, you haven't forgotten me,
have you?'’ said the young man,
straightening out his beaver, which
had got stove in during the late cat-
astrophe; ‘‘why, I'm O. C. Toosy-
pegs! I dare say you didn’'t expect
to see me here, but we haven’'t left
England y#t, you know. We're going
the day after to-morrow, Aunt Pris-
ciller and me; and I'm glad of it
too, for this here London ain’t what
it's cracked up to be. I had my pock-
et picked at least twenty times since
I came here. They took my watch,
my pocket book, and my jack-knife,
and didn’'t even leave me so much as
a pocket handkerchief to wipe my
nose with."’

“T don’t know you—let me pass,”
said the gipsy, harshly, trying to
walk away from him; but Mr. Toosy-

s quickened his pace likewise, and
»pt up with her.

““Why, you do know me, Mrs. EKe-
tura, and I hope you haven't went
and forgot me so soon,”” said Mr.
Toosypegs in a deeply injured tone.
“Don't vou recollect that nasty wet
nicht, a little over two years ago,
when vou was walking along the
north road, and I made AMr. Har-
kins, who is a real nice man, only a
little hasty at times, take you in
and drive yvou to town. You didn't
seem In very good spirits that night,
and 1 was real sorry for your
trouble: I really was, Mrs. Ketura.”

The gipsy made no reply. Bitterly
her thoughts went back to that night
-——when she had bidden her son o
last farewell. She had had her re-
venge; she had wrenched cries of an~
guish from those who had tortured
her, but oh! what revemgec could re-
move the gnawing at her heart?
what vengeance could restore her her
son? With one of those hollow
groans that seem rending the heart
they burst from, her head dropped
on her bosom.

“There, now, don't take on 50
about it,”” he began, pitcously; “‘it's
real distressing to listen to such
groans as that. Everything happens
for the best, you know; and though,
as I remarked at the time to my
friend Mr. Harkins, it was real dis-
agreeable of them to take and send
your son away, when he didn't want
to go, still it can't be helped now,
and there’s no use whatever in mak-
ing a time about it. As my uncle,
who hadn’'t the pleasure of your ac-
quaintance, has left me two thou-
sand pourds, I should be real glad
to aid you as far as money will go,

me your note for it either, I ain"t
particular about getting it  back
again, I'm very much obliged teo
you.""

During this well meant attempt at
consolation. not one word of which
the gipsy had heard, Mr. . Toosy-
pegs had been fumbling uneasily in
his pockets, and shifting his carpet
bag in a fidgety manner from one
hand to the other. Having
managed at last to extract
n plump pocket book from
some mysterious recess inside |
of his coat, he held it out toward
his companion; but she, with her
eyes gloomily fixed on the ound,
seemed so totally oblivious both
himsel! and it, that with-a comical
expression of distress, he was forced
to replace it again where it came
from.

“Now I wouldn't mind it so much
if I was you, you know,”” he resum-
ed, in a confidential tome. *“Where's
the good of making a time when
things can’'t be helped? I'm going to
sail for America the day after to-
morrow, in a great, nasty, tarry
ship, and I would like to see you in
good spirits before I go. It would
make it a great deal npicer #f I
thought you weren't taking on.”

The last words caught her ear.
She lifted her haggard face and fix-

lm:l her: piercing eyes sp suddenly, fall

upéit: '~ him, that, with an alarmed
“Jord bless me!"™ he spramg back
and gazed vpon her in evident Ler-
ror.

“Going to America?—are youl!—io-
m?rruw?" she asked rapidly.

ma”’
his

‘mutmﬂplmmﬂnﬁsnl_'
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was not to De thought of. She felt
her best course would be to leave
Fnzland altogether for some years;
and she determined to avail hcrself
of the present opportunity.

“If I go with you te America, will
you pay my passage?’’ she abruptly
ashed, transfixing Mr. Toosypcgs
with her lightninz eyrcs.

““Why, of course, with a great deal
of pleasure,”” responded the young
man, with alacrity, ‘it will make it
real pleasant to have you with wus
during the passage, I'm sure,”” said
Mr. - Toosypegs, ‘‘perhaps, as we |
start the day after to-morrow, vyou
woulkin’'t mind coming and stopping
with wus until then, so's to have

things handy. Aunt Prisciller will be
delighted to make your acquaintance,
I know.”

“There will be two children to |
bring,”” said the gipsy, burriedly; “1
must go for them."'

““Half price,’”” muttered Mr. Toosy-
pegs, sotto voce, ‘‘what will Aunt
Prisciller say?’’

“*1 will meet you here by daybreak
the day -after to-morrow,’”” said the
gipsy, stopping suddenly. “*Will
you come?'’

“Why certainly,”” responded Mr.
Toosypegs, ““I'll be in this precise
spot by daybreak the day after to-
morrow, though I don't approve of
early rising as a general thing:; it
ain’t nice at all.”

“Very well, I will be here — you
need come with me no farther,”’ said
Retura, dismissing him with a wave
of her hand; and ere he could expos-
tulate at this summary dismissal, |
she turned a corner and disappeared.

That night a trusty messenger was
dispatched by Ketura to the gipsy
catnp for little Raymond, who arriv-
ed the following night. His free gipsy
life scemed to agree wonderfully WEHI
with that young gentleman. Five
years old now he was tall and well
grown for his age, could climb the
highest trees like a squirrel, set bird
traps and rabbit snares, and was as
lithe, supple, and active as a young
deer. The eyes of Ketura lit up with
pride as she gazed upon him; and
for the first time the idea occurred
to her that he might live to avenge
his father’s wrongs when she was
dead. She would bring him up to
hate all the house of De Courcy;
that hate should grow with his
growth until it should become the
eone ruling passion amd aim of bhis
life, swamping, by its very intensity,
e other feeling.

Master Raymond, who seemed quite
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The Christmas and New Years Trade

was good, away ahead of last
year. The general public are 8

begining to appreciate the §
fact that we sell good goods |
at moderate prices. There
are always a few bargains
left on each bargain table
Call in and look around and
see for yourself and then you
will know that what we are

saying is strictly correct,
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ORGANS SEWING
= MACHINES

New Williams
Dominicn Standard-Grand
Doherty

Domestic :
Wheeler & Wilsor |
Other Makes Sopplied to Order
Box 415, Office Corner

9 Saussex & Peel Sts. Lindsay

PIANOS

Mason & Risch
Bell
Dominion
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When Your Grocer Talks Price
Ask Him About Quality
Then He Walks Quantity -
Ask Him About Quality

We always insist that our goods shall be the
very best and exactly as represented. This will
be to our advantage as you will find by regular
trading here |

A visit to our China Hall will show you
something and useful for a Christmas gift.
Fine Dinner SetsT and Bedroom Sets, our own

Importations. e
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