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The Gypsy
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CHAPTER I.—-{Continued).

He wore his soit hat tilted off his
forchead, and he hummed or whistled
as he walked, as il he had not a
care in a world which had been
specially made for him.

e had been walking for five and
a half hours, and almost every per-
gon whom he had passed had turned
and looked after him, some of his
own sex enviously, all of the other
gex admiringly.

At the edge of the fair he pulled
up and seemed to consider, looking
in the direction of Monk Towers;
then he took a coin from his pocket,
spun it in the air, and said gravely:
“Heads!'’

It came down a head, and pocket-
ing the coin he crossed the boundary
line, so to speak, and joined the
crowd, through which he shouldered
his way with a good-humored smile,
which now and again broke into a
laugh, as if he were entering into
the fun of the thing, and meant to
enjoy himself; as indeed he did. He
stopped at most of the stalls,
bought some gingerbread, and ate
it, and drank a glass of beer at a

booth. He went into Richardson’s
Show, and laughed at the funny
men and applauded the tragedian.

He saw the Fat Lady, chaffed the
Giant, and talked to the Dwarl and
the Living Skeleton.

Presently he arrived in front of
the platiorm, on which a wrestling
bhout was taking place, and he stop-
ped short, shouldered himseH into a

clear space, and looked on with a
sprling interest. And at this mo-
ment Madge Lee was drifted to his

side, and the low, clear voice, with
ils miechanical, aﬁuﬂst dreamy ap-
peal, reached him. For a moment
he did not notice it, for he was ab-
sorbed by the performance on the
platiorm. I'wo men were hard at
work trying to throw each other,
and though it was evident the big-
ger of the two, a tremendous Cor-
nishman, must throw his opponent,
the young man, who understood the
whole business, wanted to see how
he would do it. But suddenly the
crowd made one of the periodical
rushes, and the girl was thrown
against him,

He looked down carelessly, then
geeing it was a woman he put out
one hand, and, as if he were con-
tending with a feather pillow, kept
back the man who was crowding her
and with the other drew her in front
of him.

In doing so he held her a moment.
She slipped from his grasp, her face
suddenly dyed a rich crimson, and
was passing on, when he said :

‘““Not hurt, I hope? You want to
tell my fortune, do you? Well, I
witnessed and experienced everything
else in the fair but that, so here
goes,”” and he held out his hand.

She stopped, reluctantly, as
seemed, and misunderstanding
hesitation he pulled out half
crown.

“Deg
hand, of course.
on! Now, mind,
lieve in the good luck,
for me, thanks!"

After another momentary hesita-
tion she took the fingers oi-his out-
stretched hand, lightly crossed his
palm, and murmured something in
so low a voice that he bent his head
almost to hers.

““What?’' he said. “‘There's such
a row I can't hear,”” and with an
action natural enough under the cir-

it
her
a

pardon! Got to cross your
I forgot! Come
I shall only be-
No bad luck

cumstances, and far from any in-
tentional oflence, he put his left
hand on her shoulder and drew her

away irom the crowd,

Her face flamed, her eves flashed,
and she wrenched, slipped from his
light grasp, and flinging the money
at his fect, was moving away. The
young man looked startled for a
moment, then he stepped in front of
her, as eflectually barring her pro-
gress as if he were a stone wall.

“NYhat's the matter?’” he said,
with a gentleness which  was
apology, conciliation, and a strong

man’'s respect for a woman all in
one. "'‘Did I hurt you? I ber your
pardon. I only meant to save jyou
from Dbeing trodden on. Come,
don't take ofience, where none was
meant, and tell me my ifortune,
there’'s a good girl—though, by

George! 1 expect it will be a pretty
black one, now,' and he smiled.

ohe might have resisted his words
and gone off, still resentful, but the
eEmile was irresistible.

“lsgive me your hand, and—and
don't touch me, please,”’ she said in
a breath,

Something, a sudden gentleness of

appeal in her last words, attracted |
his attention, and he just raised his|

hat before he held out his hand with
the gesture a gentleman would
cord a lady.

The fire died out of the girl's eyes,
and with drooping head she murmur-
ed her prophecy hurriedly.

He caught only a word here and
there, and his attention strayed
back in a moment or two to the
suddenness of the exclamation,

“Fair play!’” he said, as if he

were speaking to himseli, his eyves
fixed on the wrestlers.
The big man had thrown his op-

CEABRRRRENEES TSR T 50 S I S o T I 5 I8 S I S T I B S o i

a.c- |

D mmm— e e —— . e

'S Sacritice

00 S e S W e e

ponent once, and had seized him for
another bout, getting “‘hold’’ of
him, as it is called, foully, ‘T'here
was a great deal of excitement 1In
the crowd around the platiormi and
several of the spectators, hearing
the young man’s exhortation—he
lhad one of those clear, bell-like
voices which are warranted to pen-
etrate the thickest din—joined in,
and cries of ‘“No, no! Fair play !
Give him another hold!'" rose from
all sides,

The wrestlers stopped, the small
man panting, the big one scowling
down upon the upturned faces.

“What's the matter?’”’ he demanded
sullenly, lumbering up to the edge
of the platform. ‘‘Who says I ain’t
playing fair? If any of you thinks
vou know more about wrestling than
I do, he'd better step up here and
teach me.”” He looked around the
crowd fiercely, and his small eyes
rested on the young man's upturned
face,

““Perhaps this young gentleman
'ull step up and kindly give me a
lesson. Long Bill is allus ready to
learn.'>

The young man smiled, and Long
Bill, like a bull enraged by a red
cloth, scowled back at him,

‘““He don’'t seem to fancy it,"
said, his huge mouth twisted into
8 Sneer. “*Likes shouting better,
don't yer, sir? Well, just mind yer
own business, will yer?"

The young man laughed.

““All right Keep your temper, my
man,'" he said good-humoredly. **All
I want is fair play for the little
one. Go at it again, but give him
time to pet hold.

"“Keep your orders for them as
wants them,'’ was the retort. *'I
don’t wrestle with him again—nor
nobody, come to that,”” and he went
for his coat, hanging on the ropes.

““Oh, go on, go on!" shouted the
crowd, regretting their chivalry,
““Go on!"” m

But he shook his head, and was
shulling on his waistcoat when the
voung man called out as pleasantly
as before :

“*Wait a moment! I don't want to
spoil the sport. 1'll have a bout
with you!’" and he took off his coat
in a leisurely way.

The girl had stood looking

he

from

one to the other, silently, and al-
maost indifferently, observant of all
that was going on, but at this

point an instantaneous change came
over her face, and almost uncon-
sciously her hand clasped the young
man’'s arm.

He looked dewn at the hand as it
lay, brown as a Hindoo's, but
small and shapely, on the white
shirt-sleeve, and then at her face.

‘"Hallo!"* he said banteringly and
with some surprise, for the face was

full of fear and anxiety. For the
first time he noted its beauty.
| ““Well?”" he asked, - ““what’'s the

matter?”’

Her lips quivered, and all uncon-
scious of ithe admiration in his smil-
ing eyes, she said in a low voice:

“Don’'t go. He is stroug and—
and zruel when he's like this! Don’t
go!”

He laughed, and patted the small
brown hand.

“It's all right,”” he replied. ‘‘Don’t
You be afraid; he won't hurt me.”’

She said no more, but took  her
hand away swiitly and drew back.
But only a few yards.

Having finished his peeling leisure-
ly, the crowd made a lane for him,
and he sprang upon the platform.
As the two men faced each other a
murmur of admiration and satisiac-
tion rose irom the crowd.

They were two splgndid specimens
of humanity—one huge, muscular as

a bull, the other slim, supple as a
tiger, and yet with the firm, wiry
muscles of the trained athlete. Be-

side the tremendous bulk of the pro-
fessional the young man looked ra-
ther spare and slight, and Long Bill
eyed him up and down with what
was meant for a supercilious stare.

As  they stood regarding each
other, Uncle Jake limped up to
girl, whose large eyes, dilated, were
lixed on the two.

““V'ho's that?"” he asked sharply.
“It's a gentleman, aint it? Who -is
i he, eh?"

The girl without
gaze, shook her
away from him,

The eyes of the two men suddenly
' grewv sharp and intent; they ap-
| proached each other, shook hands,
stood chest to chest, then got hold,
l:m-.l the struggle began.
| & minute it was seen that the young

1
i

removing
head, and drew

the distriet knew the rules of the
| game, and that Long Bill had
got a ‘‘soft thing.' They gripped
leach other, swayed, pressed, and
tugred, the muscles standing out on
Ctheir arms like strained steel.
moment it seemed as if the vounger
'man’s back must yield or be brok-
'en; the next he had recovered him-
'self and was bending his antagonist

almost double. Then suddenly,
i while the victory hung in the bal-
rance, tha Young man was scen to

raise his shoulder and move his leg.
and the huge [orm of Long Bill went

the |

her !

In less than |
man who had dared the champion of |

not !

One !
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A roar of astonishmment and ap-| ‘I have done you wrong,”” ha re- é!
plause rose from the crowd, Long | plied “I did not think any wom- v ERRMEEUE
Bill got up and looked around with |an’s nature could be so constant, so | e
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| loud burst of laughter from the|[you up.,” e
gpectators. It secemed to IHilthlt_"!ll “But I wouldn't be given up,’”” she| =& —————m
him and he made a Kind of rush at |interrupted, her voice quivering.

his opponent; but the youngs man
stepped aside and caught his arm.
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l}-‘. “Get your breath, man. You've
IIIEE}I‘I at 1t before, and I'm f{resh.
Here—'" he turned to the crowd,
“give him a glass of beer.”” Two |
or three stone bottles were swiltly
handed up; he took one and tossed
it to the giant.
““Take a good drink,’" he said.

Long Bill seemed for a moment as
if he were going to refuse, then he
took a draught, flung the empty
|huL1.lc on one side, and stepped into
position,

“Ready?”’
cheerfully.

““It’s my turn now.”’

“All right."

Long Bill went to work more care-
fully this time, and it looked as if
he meant to crush the life out of
his foe and throw him afterward.
But the young man kept his ground
though his face grew pale and he
breathed hard. Once his foot slip-
ped slightly, and a kind of gasp
rose from the crowd, breathless with
excitement, but he recovered himsell
instantly and stood as before, firm
as a rock.

“*Bill's got him now,’”” said a
voice, the young girl heard, and a
shudder ran through her, and she
looked aside, but, as if fascinated,
her eyes returned to the combatants,
and she watched with heaving bosom
and tightly clinched hands,

It looked as if the day must be
with the giant, as if it were impos-
sible that the young man could hold
out much longer; but presently the
more knowing ones of the spectators
eaw that he was saving himself,
and waiting for the critical moment
in which to exert his reserve force.

said the young man

It came, as all such moments
come, and with a sudden gathering
together of his muscles, a swilt

movement of his whole body as it
seemed, he raised the giant—using
his own knee as the lever—and lit-
erally flung him to the ground.

A yell of delight rewarded the ex-
ploit, and cries of *"Bravo, sir!"
“Hurrabh, young 'un!’’ came from all
sides.

Long Bill lay still. The young
man waited for a second, then went
and bent over the gigantic form
stretched out as motionless as a
| stone figure cast from its pedestal.

“Hast Kkilled um, lad?"” croaked
out an old man at the edge of the
platiorm,

‘“No, no, he has only fainted. Give
me some water,”

Hoe was all gentleness now, as he
bathed the low forehead of his fal-
len foe and poured some brandy
through the sy ollen lips.

““He's all right. Stand back and
give him air!’" he said, and he
swept away the curious crowd with
A wave of his hand.

Long Bill rose to his feet, dazed
and staggering, then, when he could
see distinctly enough to recognize
his opponent, he lurched iforward
with a savage oath,

““No, no! Enough’s as good as a
feast. Don’t be greedy! Some
othér day! Keep your:temper, man,
Here shake hands!' and he held out
a strong but well-formed hand.

But Loong Bill had lost his temper
beyond retrieval, and would have
struck the hand aside if it had not
been quickly withdrawn,

“*“Sshame, shame!’”’ shouted
crowd.

-“*Oh, never mind,"” said the young
man. “He isn’t quite himseli yet,
and doesn’'t mean it,”’ and with a
laugh and a pleasant nod he leaped
from the platiorm, He was sur-
rounded instantly by an admiring
throng, eager to speak with, and, if
possible, touch the youngster who
though a gentleman, had manaced
to ‘“down’’ the champion. 5

(To be Continued.)
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A Dying Promise

CHAPTER XLVII.—(Continued).
“I am an outcast,”” he replied;
gloomily, yet he remembered her
words at the waterfall,

“Father thou art to me, and mother
dear, and brother too,
Kind husband of my heart,"’

“Your people would never hear of
it,”’ he added.
““Do you know, Lord Blank is ra-

| ther fond of me. He is a sweet old
man, and my godpapa. And Philip,
please don't be angry, he knows

why you went home in such a hurry.
You will hear of something soon."
I.'"a..!'i she said this she looked down, a
little tremor in her nervously clasp-
ed hands.
“Even at

the very best it would
(have to be years, Ada!’’ he exclaim-
'ed, all his heart in his voice. *“‘And
 to think of your wasting your youth

- and beauty

“Growing old and ugly, when of
course, jou wouldn't care for me
any more. "’

““Ada!"’

“I suppose you would die for me—
 they always say that,” she added.

| *Die? What would I not do?”
“Well, once you said you would
| even live for me—"
| ““And 1 did it, and I shall always,
Iwhile I live at all.”
“"Yet you wont wait a little

while?’' she added, suddenly raising

““Hold on!"" he said good-humored- |

| “*You shall not be given up. Nothing
|
|

shall come between us."
‘Since you have chosen unworthy
me, " he added, his voice trembling

Into a key of infinite tenderness, ‘'l
| will do my utmost to justily your
choice. I am your knight, your vas-
sal, what you will, only yours.”
The sun had gone down by this
time, its last rose-light f.':,'ill‘_;_‘[ away
into the track of Ulyssess and his
companions, following them in that
mysterious voyage to the unknown
| Happy Islands of which Jessie loved
to dream; some stars were already
trembling in the clear sky, a
'glow still ecrowned the bare moun-
tain summits, the brightly colored,
smokeless city at their base, which
was a jewel in the sunset, had faded
|to common stone, specked with in-
numerable sparks of light; the keen
chill of the winter night was in the
air, it was dangerous to linger be-
neath the olives. They rose and hur-
I- ried away, parting at the gate of
lAda’s temporary home, not to meet
|again for years.
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Stillbrooke Mill stands as of old
| beside  its clear waters, on which
| Bilver swans glide among the green
| reflections of overarching trees., Dut
the garden is built over, and the
i]]lﬂn{} tree gone, so that the mill
seems to be a continuation of the
strect. A railway bridge draws a
ih]ﬂck horizontal bar across the tree-
|tops and  strides over the bridge
' with long, black iron compass legs,

stepping unconcerdedly on green
turf or in mid-stream, a symbol of
the money-getting spirit of the age,

a spirit that everywhere defaces
beauty, ruthlessly on-rushing, borne
|on by the fever of its own mad de-
' sire.
| Une summer evening some years
‘ago, a train roared out of Cleeve
‘station and over this bridge at low
 8peed, bearing in one of its carriages
'a general oflicer in full dress return-
ing from a review, a beautiful dark-
eyed woman with rich, black hair
highly silvered, a lad of fifteen, and
a girl of eleven. The latter, having
tossed o her own gala hat, was
crowning her brown curls with the
' white-plumed cocked hat that lay on
| the seat beside her, her brother had
taken the unbuckled swordbelt and
was drawing the sword slowly {rom
its sheath, and feeling its edge.
¢ ‘““There is the mill, Ada," the gen-

ing over the half-door. One might
think it was Matthew himself."’

He saw it all as in the days of his
happy, wholesome boyhood. Mat-
thew and Martha and sunny-haired
Jessie were moving about as of old.

The train passed into the blue dis-

the democracy it typifies, the mill-
wheel hummed on as of old, dashing
the water in diamonds from its turn-
ing stair. Strangers dwelt in the
mill-house, other children watched
and wondered at the rolling wheel,
and the mystery of the inexhausti-
ble water, which flows on forever
and never lessens.

So all things change and renew
themselves, there is no death, only
eternity. The water flows to the
ereat sea which covers the earth, it
risesa on the wings of the sunbeam,
rides gloriously over the heavens in
cloud masses colored by purple sun-
set, descends in rich rains and fra-
prant dews, and so on again, in end-
lesstn etamorphosis.  We, too, have
our time to rejoice and sorrow, to
| love and fear, to doubt and struggle,
to bloom and fade. But though
generation succeeds generation and
the same willows hear the whisper-
ing of lovers and see their children
and children’s children, and the race
is perpetually renewed in its eternal
round, there is a difference. Unlike
the water, man has a choice between
blessing and cursing, he does not
pass and ‘‘leave not a wrack Dbe-
hind* but a mark and a memory.
For each separate man, as well as
the whole race, moves onward,
though oiften with many a backfall,
to one ‘‘far-offl divine event'’ with
a -ertain power for a certain season
to retard or advance the grand final

consummation.
The End.)
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A MOUNTAIN THEATRE.

Probably the most novel theatre in
lthe world is that which was recent-
ly opened at Thale, in Germany. The
fthuntnr 1S on the sunvinit of a moun-
iti’-ilh and is surrounded on all sides
by stecp rocks; the seats for the au-
dience are hewn out of the rock and
accommaodate 1,000 persons, and the
‘stage, which is also hewn out of the
rock, is 8O feet long by 54 feet wide.
No artificial scenery is used, hut the
background is formed by the dense
farest and by the outlines of the
mountains in the distance. The dress-
Jing-room for the actors close at
‘hand in the forest,
;hid{]f*n from the audience. The thea-
tre is fully protected from the wind,
and its acoustic properties are so
excellent that every word is heard.
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Nothing convinees like conviction.
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Beware of

Lie,

loose dogzs and

faint |

eral was saying, “‘see the man lean- |

They were never long out of his
thoughts, and at times were very
near to him, living on beyond the
bounds of sense and time.in that |
eternity which is all round and
| about us.

tance, ruthlessly straight rushing as|

but completely |

APPLYING MANURE.,

The two mistakes most frequently
(et with in spreading manure are
that the applications are too heavy
and it is not pulverized finely
enough, writes Mr. 5. I1.. Jones. I
j.h;:.‘i-'r seen many loads thrown out on
the ground in large chunks, some the
|size of 5 man's head, and from 38 to
o feet apart. I cannot imagine a
| Worse way. Manure should be pul-
verized and applied evenly. The
amount to be used will depengd on tha
Kind of soil, the crop to be raised,
and the quality of the fertilizer. Clay
'soils, for instance, will retain the
strength of the marure for several
years, while a sandy soil will lose all
ILlhu benefit in one year. Therefore,
lnn sandy soils I use manure sparing-
ly. On corn land, with the right
|kind of soil, there is no danger of
ft.m} heavy applications, but on small
grain a heavy coating will often cause
it to fall. When sowing grass seed
*on grain land, I sow before the ma-
nure is spread. In this way I am
sure of a good stand of grass.

If you have a large shed to be
cleared of manure, it will be well
to plow it withh a turning plow and
‘either run ga snike-toothed harrow
over it or scatter some corn on it
jand let the hogs in to pulverize ({t.
It can then be loaded with a fork
and is ready to spread. If the bot-
tom is packed hard, it should be dug
up with a grubbing hoe, and pulver-
lzed in the shed before it is loaded.
In handling heavy manure o large
shovel, about 14 inches square, will
be more eatisfactory than the fork.
| On my wagpgon, I use a platform and
two or more removable side boards.
These are superior to a wagon box
for this purpose. 1f to be hauled
only a short distance, over level
roads, end gates will not be needed,
thus greatly facilittating the work.
The load should be spread evenly
from the wagon, covering the entire
ground.

PLANTING AN ORCHARD,

Mr. .. A Goodman says there iS\
no busiress that reqguires a greater
amount of intelligence than orchard
‘growing. Ixperience is a prime re-
quisite to success; that is, knowing
‘what certain treatment. will produce.
The climate being euitable, profit-
able orcharding depends more on the
subsoil than on any other one thing.
You can make the soil richer if it
is not rich enough, but you cannot
change the subsoil without great
expense, Congenial subsoil and suc-
jcess, lmproper subsoil and failure.
These two sentences should be burned
upon the memory of every fruit grow-
er. Dig down under your soil in a
‘hundred different places on the land
you intend to plant and see what
is below. A few dollars spent in
this way may save you thousan:ds in
Your orchard. 'The best subsoil is
the loess formation. It allows the
rains  to sink deep into its bosem
and there holds it until called for
by the drouths of summer and the
cold of winter. A fertile, porous sub-
soil is important _above all other
considerations. 'A gravelly shale or
clay loam is next in order as to
value, and can be found in wany of
our apple districts, A red clay shale
with limestone soll and subsoil is
also valvable. After subsoil, a. good
fertile soil, porous, loamy, with
plenty of humus, potash and lime,
so as to give fairly good crops of
grain or grass, should be chosen. One
that dries out quickly so that it can
be plowed soon after a rain, that
works easily so as to get best re-
pults with least labor, that will give
'a good crop of corm while growing
the trees, one that will not bake too
casily, is always desirahble. Next
comes a rocky or gravelly soil,
which is good, bhut takes more work
These are found in
mountain districts.

=

‘to get results,
abundance in all

LOCATION AND EXPOSULL,

lare not so important as elevation,
although thev should not bhe under-
|lestimated, Elevation abhove s~
|rounding lands so as to get good air
(drainage cannot be ignered. IEleva-
|tion above the sea, as you go south
:uf 40 degrees, is important, hecause
'you get into the cooler, drier, purer
air, Bnt this is not enough, if you
thave not also elevation above the
surrounding lands, for you then have
trouble with the cold air the same
as on lower lands. The northern
slopes and exposures are always con-
sidered hest. I think this is tme he-
cause the best soils and subsoils ara

on these northern slopes, and not
because of the location itself.
Unless wvarieties are adapted 1o

climate, soil, location, exposure and
market, you plant in wvain. This
| study of adaptability can reach con-
clusions only by actual experience. Tt
is well to make the experience of
others serve vou. If variety is at its
on should

hest in one locality, then vy
abide by thi% decision. But the fact
that one variely does bost in one

part of our orchard and another va-
riety in another part demands clos-
est study. Watch for these varia-
tions and note why they are so, see-
ing 4f wvaluable, accurate conclusions
cannot be drawn.

PREPARATION OF THE LAND
and the distance of planting musi,
be directed by climate, condition ol
soil and surrounding cCircumstances,




