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CHAPTER V.—Continued

“ My God, they will kill us!” Firefly
panted, clinging to her father’s arm as she
spoke. “ We are at the mercy of a band
of fiends, and they will show us no pity !
What shall we do? Oh, what shall we
do 1"

“We will escape them, the demons,”
Lord Thorndyke answered, his teeth cet,
his eves flashing. “Now, when I give
the word, you must make a dash and run
to where my horse iz standing. Mount
him, and I will be close behind you. If 1
am not able to reach the horse at the same
time that you do, don’t wait for me, for
1 will easily overtake you.

ABI.

Ride for your |

very life in the direction of the mountains, |

brave now,

and you will be safe. Be
dear, and do not fail, for it is a matter of
life and death, These half-crazed devils
will hesitate at nothing now.”

“I will he strong and brave,
whispered, “ Oh, I will, I will.
doubt me.”

With howls of rage, the gypsy mob
rushed at Lord Thorndyke and little Fire-
ﬂ_V, llrg('tl on l))' Leon Costello, their
leader. They would bhave killed them
both, so crazed with anger were they.

Lord Thorndyke leaped quickly to one

" Firefly

Do not |

a‘ways luoked forward to that dim, vague
life beyond, that always seemed stretch-
ing out before her eager, longing eyes.
No# she knew why she had often dream-
ed of the great, beautiful world lying out
of her reach. She was going to see it, to
rule over it, a queen, and, oh, joy! she
? would meet him, her king, her hero, the
' one love of her life! "She was sure of
that, and her young heart longed for the
" happy day as she had never before longed
for anything upon earth.

She glanced at her father’s cold, proud
face. Ought she to tell him that she, his
only child, the heiress of Thorndyke Hall,
had been the bride of a gypsy 7 Her con-
science whispered yes, and then a small
voice, but, oh ! so strong and masterful,
seemed to say :

“Why tell him at all now? Leon
Costello is dead, and no one except the
aged minister who married you knows
anything about it. You are free. Let
the secret die with your gypsy bride-
groom.”

And she listened to that tiny voice, and
thus made the one fatal mistake of her
life. Had she only told her father of her
foolish marriage, long, long months—ay,
even years—of pain and bitter sorrow
would have been avoided, but, oh! what
a tangled web she wove around her young
life! She had twice escaped death, only

' to condemn herself to the misery of living

with a dead heart in her breast, although
she knew it not.

The sun was setting when they paused,
in a lonely spot upon the mountain-side,
and as they dismounted the white horse

side, and snatching up his rifle, leveled it gave a sigh of relief that was almost hu.
at the entire crowd, crying : st
“ : e Lig . “Poor old Jack,” Lord Thorndyke
Back, you cowardly gypsies. One | "y
; . { | said, patting the glossy meck kindly.
step nearer and I will shoot. Back, I : v
say.” “ “You have had a hard ride, but necver
Wild shouts. and derisive bursts of | mind, )ou will be yourself again in the

laughter greeted him, and setting his teeth v
would |

tightly together, he vowed that he
keep his word.,

“Oh, do not shoot him,
shoot him,” Firefly
growing deathly pale.

please do not

“Silence !” Lord Thorndyke thunder- |

“If he makes
shall certainly

ed, his very blood boiling.
an attempt to stop me, I
kill him.”

The purple, working face of the gypsy

was coming nearer and nearer, and with

the quickness of lightning he attempted |
to wrench the rifle from Lord Thorndyke’s |

hands, net reckoning the cost.

An angry light shone in Lord Thorn-
dyke’s fine eyes, and his lips grew white
with rage. There was an instant’s silence
followed by a loud report that
through the wood like thunder, a wild
ary of pain, and Leon Costello fell to the
green ground, his life blood staming the
budding leaves,

A shriek of terror fell from little Fire-
fiy’s lips, and wringing her clasped hands,
she cried :

“You bhave killed him, oh, Father
above ! vour hands are stained with the
life-blood of cne of your fellow-creat-
ures !

“Fly !" he answered, grasping her by
the arm. “Fly for vour life !

She cast one frightebed look at the

ghastly, upturned face of the gypsy as he
lay bleeding before her, and then with
feet that
ground, fairly flew in the direction of the

scarcely seemed to touch the

white horse

She unfastened him, and with one leap

wa: the animal’s back, Just as he

father rushed fi
the howling Sypsv mob

upon

om the wood, followed \I'A\

“Aake haste! she cried, her small
hands holding the reins tightly as the
spirited animal reared and plunged. made
almost unmanageable bv these ficre
}'(‘”‘ Jut Firefly was a fearless horse-
woman and kx'!b' her seat well

With one spring Lord Thorndvke was
on the hors l»\lm.«.. and like the win
they were ofi, heading directly for the
mountains.

The eyes of the fleet, white charirey
were flashine and the foam few from Ins
mouth as the sound of hisiron-shed hoofs

rang through the fresh air of early morn-

ing. While she lived little Firefiy never
forgot that wild mde fo life, and al-
thouch her heart was filled with horrm
and regret at the fate of Leon Costello,
yet even In that hour of peril and dangea

she was conscious of a glad feeling of re-
Yief for now she was free ! Freet
over the beautiful faee of her dreams, and

along o1 f

rood

as ghe was borne the back of the
fleet-footed hurse, he
thrill of bappiness aud o3
“oTis a nide for life”
with & grim smile “And we
than fortunste, for if these madded gypsier

shonld chance 1o overtake us, we are lost

r hearli gave a greatl

her father san

are mors

Th('." ‘w.u’n show us no mercy, for 1 have
W"Z all the fire 10 therr bivod l)} slav-
ing their leader.’

“7 mieh you could have spared his Jife,”
Firelly said. in tones of regret. “ 0l

wish you ceuld have spared bim '

“ 3t was 1 seli-defensc.” her father an-

swesed guietly, “and 1 have notiuug to

“hey owill follow ue” Firefly saic
suxivus 1o forgel, if she could, the sight
of fh&t wilnte, sianngy face. all stained wit}
the lmight hic-bloed as 1t fiowed from tie
wound quade by her fatler - 1l

And she nad been his wif. His wif
Lreat Heaven ' how sbe sbuddered at th
wery thoughb! To think e lLad
dancied for a woamen: thet +Le loved the
gy | Kow sbemuderstood why ol

pleaded, her lips |

rang |

morning.’

The faithful horse whinnied softly, and
when relieved of his saddle and bridle,
' cast a look of almost human intelligence
| upon his master.
| “A lonely spot to pass the night in,”
' Lord Thorndvke said to Firefly. *“Butit
is far better than being a prisoner in the
| gYpsy camp, is it not ?”

“Yes, a thousand times better,” she
answered, “ It is only for to-night, and
we can stand it.”

“ We might even be worse off, my dear,”
| he replied, with a smile, “ and it will not
be long before we will be home. Home!
Does not that word sound swect to your
ears! Home, in dear old England, the
fairest spot in all the world. You will
| be queen of that home, my child, and a
After years of

| grand old home it is, too,

| wandering over the face of the earth,

must seem like heaven to you to even

think of such a home. And who can tell

| what bright and wonderful future lies be-

fore you. You may yet be a princess.
Who knows

Firefly did not answer, for

' thinking of one handsome, smiling face,

she was

with eyes like blue bells, and she said to |

herself :

“ He is my husband.
and love me, even as I Jove him,
what a heaven upon earth this life will be.

He will meet me,

it |

|

—

ing through the azare of a perfect mm~
mer sky, but this time the golden rays
are kissing the shady lawns and sweet
blossoming hedges of fair England, seem-
ing to linger most over the ivy-grown
walls, aud flower-dotted lawns of Thorn-
dyke Hall, where little Firefly, or rather
Lady Gabrielle Thorndyke, is standing
close behind a laughing, rippling fount-
ain, whose jeweled waters catch and hold
the warm sunbeams in their liquid grasp.

“What a perfect day,” she exclaims,
raising her eyes up to the cloudless sky,
while a smile of deep contentment plays
round her ripe, red lips. ‘ And oh, what
a glorious thing it is to live and breathe !
This is life.”

She drew a deep breath, inhaling the
fresh air as she spoke, and with a singing,
rippling laugh, held one hand beneath the
crystal water that rose and fell into the
marble basin again.

Could this be the same young girl that
wedded the gypsy that dark, glovmy
night in the little village among the
mountains of Colorado ? This gloriously
beautiful creature whose dainty morning
robe of snow-white silk and swan’s-down
but enhanced her loveliness? It was the
same proud, fearless face, the same clear,
honest eves and the same peculiar wealth
of glittering hair that gave to her the
name of little Firefly  The gypsy queen
use to tell her that in the darkness of the
night her hair gleamed like the twinkling
fire-flies that flashed through the air
around the tents of the camp.

She had almost forgotten those fearful
scenes of a month ago, when she was
obliged to flee for her life. She could
hardly make herself believe that she was
the same girl whose life was spent with
the gypsies.
bad always lived in this grand old home,
surrounded by all that wealth could give.
And yet at times the face of her mur-
dered gypsy husband would arise before
her and she would grow sick at heart.
Oh, what a dreadful mistake she had
made. Why, oh, why had she ever con-
sented to marry him at all?

With a mighty effort, she banished the
thoughts that kept crowding through her
brain, and gave herself up to enjoy the
beauty of the morning..

“How happy I am!” she whispered
softly to herself. “Is there another girl
in all the world who has as much to live
foras I have? No, I am sure there is
not.”

Presently the sound of approaching
footsteps fell upon the soft green grass,
and turning quickly, she beheld her father
coming toward her, his face looking grave
and stern. A sad smile flitted across his
face as he saw her, so young, so beautiful
standing there by the side of the babbling
fountain, her lovely face looking like
some pure, fair flower beneath the golden

' sunbeams.

|

“ What is the matter, papa !” she asked,

| . . o
' running to meet him, her eyes upraised to

|

| his face.

|
|

'
J
5

and oh, |

|
|

To lie in his aims, to kiss away all shadows |
that could ever cloud his dear life, to call |

him mine own before the whole world.
Does heaven bold anything better —any
me-half so good? Ah, no! and I

I know it. 1 feel

I]H".»L’ (
shall see him soon.
it.”

A delic
to her heart.

ious thrill trembled up from her
that
handsome unknown
that she

feel She was 80 sure
she wonld meet the
of whom she had dreamed was

only waiting

when they would staud face to face,
recognizing in each other kindred souls!

T..u she the lh!’ of Leon Costello )}‘-
ing still and cold in death, and she shiver-
ed slightly. It was too awful to even
think of, and the worst of all was, that he
had died by her father’s haud !

“1 will forget that fearful time,” she
said between ber set teeth, “1 will not

f to think about it, and after
and she held her proud

allow mysel
all it frees me !”
litile head erect, the dving sunset tangling
ite golden beams in the meshes of her
bright hair,

But that night when the pale
sailed tremulonsly overhead and the stars
were glittering in the sky, sbe lay with
wide-open eyves gazing up at the clea
heavens, trving in vain to sleep, but slum-
ber would not be wooed nor won, and at
last in despair she sat upright and whis-
pered

“ Am T mever tc
Why thould his dark face always

krow another hounr’s

| is better for you to krow all,

for the day or hour to come |

| “And vet 1 fear she still

peace !

arise before me, sad and reproachful?
Am 1 10 be haunted forever, because of |
that one mad act of folly? Pshaw' 1

will not think of it I am strong, and 1
forget V7

S

wil
closed her eyes, but every time she
she saw before ber, as 1w life,

UUPLCJ 10,

opened Lhen

'.'f lz'f"l

the face

CHAPTER VL

TIWHAT Dok THE LIFE OF ONE GYPS)

COUNT

A whoic wonth bhas gone by since the

shupe down upou little

wornipg ~uu .,;i)‘.

Fivetly an’ Lord Thorndyke riding for
their liver cwong the rugged wountalns
of Colegad . where they hoped 1o find
siaf freu e band of infuriate £ ¥ puiee
thirsang for the blood of the Euglistuual
who had shot down thewr leader

A alt Ll rouing subbeaius are shin-

| Thorndyke said sadly.
| agaivst we, and sbe has also sinned against

He smiled fondly down upon her, and
answered sadlv, drawing ber hand through
his arm as he spoke :

“1 was thinking of a turned-down page
in the history of my life. It has'arisen to
life again to-day, for some reasom that I
cannot explain, and I have decided that it
and that
alone may serve to keep yvou from follow-
ing in her footsteps.™

“What do you mean, papa ! she ques-
tioned in surprise.  “ Keep me from fol-
lowing iIn whose footsteps 7 Of whom are
vou speaking 7’

It seemed to her asifshe| good.
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cnm%l effect upon the nerves, make this a
grand medicine for neuralgia and also for
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Cured of Neuralgia

I gained in strength rapialy, and can
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1 do not suffer nearly so much from ca-
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the catarrh dec es. I am indeed a
changed woman, and am very grateful to
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“ Your mother !”” he answered in a cold.

hard voice.
“My mother!” the girl exclaimed.
“Why, my mother is dead, isshe not ?”
“Let us hope so!” he said, his face

growing dark as the sky at midmight. |
“ Let us hope that she is in her grave, and |

that her sin iz buried with her !

OFFICE

|
I
!
|
|

i

“Papa, papa, for God’s sake what great |

mystery is this ?”” she cried, her face grow-
“1 thought that my
Tell me, oh, tell me
all! XKeep nothing back, I beg of you !”

“1 bave every reason to believe that
she is dead,” he answered thoughtfully.
lives, and my

ing pale as death.
mother was dead !

| constant dread both dav and wuight is that
moon |

she will come back and claim you. My
God ! what a blow that would be! When
I have just found you safter these long
vears of separation !” and he covered his
face witk both hands as if to shut out the
sight of such a picture.

“But I will never leave you, papa!”
the girl whispered, clasping both arms
around his neck, and laving her curly
beaa upon his breast. “1 will not leave
vou 1f a thousand mothers came after me!
1f she bas sinned 1 hope she is dead !’
bas sinned, my darling,” Lord |
“ She bhas sinned

“ BShe

you, for she left vou atiny, helpless Labe,
and rau away with a gypsy 1V

A cry burst fromn Gabrielle’s lips and |
she gasped ;

“Left you 1o run away with a gyp;—y?
Oh, papa, bow terrible !’

Bbe Lad forgotten that she was the bride |
of & gvpsy only 2 few weeks ago.

“Come and sit dow. here on this seat,” |
Lord Thorndyke said. gently drawinug he-
toward a small, underag: o
with the

rustic beueh,

'l:lumuuuhg rosc-tice, and thers,
sup turnig Ler wonderful hairtoa livi,
gold, and the scent of roses filiing

of ber

burning

the air, she Lstened to the slory

motuer’s life.
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