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similar to those this young man once fondly
indnlged in! If any such should happen to
read these lines, it may interest them to know
that the writer i3 not too old to sympathise with
the aspirations of youth, or to make every chari-
table allowance for its weaknesses. They will the
more readily believe thie, when he assures them
that he has been giving them a rough sketch
of his own Jife, and that he has lived long enough
to appreciate the wise counsels of wisdom and

experience.

MELITA, THE BOHEMIAN GIRL
K

Towarps the clese of a sultry summer day, 8
young Scotchman alighted from a travelling-
carriage at 8 small inn in the village of Monterosa,
in Itoly. In reply to the obsequiouns landlerd,
with whom guests of the milord clase were ‘like
angels’ visits, few and for between,' he announced
his intention of remaining for a couple of days,
desired to be shown to his room, and ordered
coffce to be served in the parlour. In a few
minutes he descended to the pnblic-room of the
inn, and with much relish eipped the cup of
refreshing coffee which the landlord had brought
in; and declining the cigars proffered by the
Intter, procecded to SIl and light a favourite
meerschaum, and blowing clouds of fragrant
smoke towards the low ceiling, was goon immersed
in a brown-study.

The traveller, whose name was Frank Melville,
was about twenty-eight years of age, and a good
specimen of manly beauty. Exactly six feet “in
his steckings,’ hiz figure was so well proportioned
that you did not give him credit for more than
the average height. His short, curly, light-brown
hair fitly framed a countenance ruddy with health
and eparkling with good-humour ; while the deep
blue eyes shone with intelligence. He was am
artist, and had seized the first opportunity to
put into execution a long-cherished intention of
making a tour in Italy ; and the desire of Lehold-
ing fresh scenes had induced him to tum sside
considerably from the well-beaten route parsued
by the ordinary tourist.

He had hitherto experienced great pleasure in
his tour. But nevertheless, when the shades of
evening hegan to fall, he generally felt somewhat
sclitary, and lenged for some companion with
whom to compare notes and exchange idess.
On the particular cvening on which our story
opens, he felt more than usually restless and
low-spirited. A craving for some excitement took
possession of him. But in the quiet, secluded
village of Monteross, what excitement, mental or
physical, could be found

There being mo other way open to him of

passing the time, he decided to try & stroll. The |

nurrow, irregular street of the village was almost
deserted ; nothing was to be seen except some
children playing in the sand, and geese walk-
ing in long procession, cackling 83 they went

Striding rapidly onward, Melville soon came to
the outskirts of the village, and plunged into the
adjoining forest. The luxuriant leafage of the
statcly trees, which were in the full wigour of
their growth, naturally obtained his chief
admirntion. The air was scented with the odour
of fresh resin and mosses; while a perfect stillness,
as of o sunctuary, prevailed, more fitted, however,
to increase his depression, than to afford him the
mental stimulus for which he craved. He had
walked at 4 amart pace for some thirty iinates,
when the sudden sinking of the sun and the
deepening twilight warned him that it was time
to retrace his stepe. Turning back, he was soon
conscions that he had lost his way, and began to
lament - his “improdence in venturing so far
into an unknown and apparently trackleea forest
without having taken some bearings by which to

A
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ghape his conree. »
Just as he was beginning to resign himself

to a night under the trces, he discerned the
smoke of a fire at mo great distance, ‘and
heard in the still evening air the notes of a
violin. A walk of o few minutes brought him
to the sceme. In the shelter of the walls of
an old ruined castle were seated some twenty
or thirty gipsies, grouped in every variety
of picturesque attitude round the custumary
triangle, from which hung a large peb over
a wood-fire. ‘The men wore red Waistcosts,
ornemented with large silver buttoms, which
olittered in the firelight; the women—at least
| the younger ones—acarlet bodices and chemisettes
|trimmed with gold embroidery, and round their
necks rows of gless beads. A few withered old
crones, yellow and toothless, who served as foils
to their younger companions, completed the band.
As the fire gleamed and flashed on the picturesque
group, =0 bright with colour, Melville longed for
the pencil of a Salvator Rosa, thab he might
preserve the ecene for ever on canvas.

The gipsy who _
violin ceased playing at the approach of Melville,
and speaking in excellent Tuscan, invited him
to be seated and join their pri
Melville accepted the invitation na frankly &s it
wos given. From boyhood, the Zmpn,their
i hrangs customs, and wanderinge, had een
o favourite subject of study with ‘him. He had
read many of the baoks deacn‘T:fng thess wonder-
ful people, Dorrow's Zicals amiong the rest;
and was familiar with a considerable portion of
the vocabalary of the Italian gipsies ; indeed, the
manners and habits of this roving race had always

for him a peculiar and fascinating
interest. '

In o few minuted
portion of & hedgeh:
and staffed with W
| spit over a goick fire. .

cWhere is Melita?’ exclaimed the violin-player,
whase name was Orlando. +What has become of
her 1

Frank was discussing o
which, rubbed with garlic
uts, bad been roasted on

had been performing on the |
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Our tourist was in th act of raising a cup o
his lock fell upow a vision of feminine beauty
such aa he had never before seen in all his travels.
Through the opening of a tenk came o young
girl, apparcntly net more than eighteen years
of '5" Mg}lv‘_;r.qb_am tho middle height, her
slender eupple figure moved across the gmwgl
carpet with bewitching grace. orienta
a,fa;'mnﬁua Tquid lustre, eoftly gleamed from
benesth eyebrows black s might. The features
were perfect in their contour. The finely chis-
elled pose, the lips ‘like Cupid’s bow, the eoftly
rounded chin, might have served as models to
& modern Phidiss. The abundant hair was of
a lighter tint than the eyebrows, and of a rich
warm brown. The complexion was also gome-
what lighter in colour than the qzdmary_gii?
type, but etill sufficiently dark to show that
'me - T Lot feot, nnd estend
ant inging i , and extending
hin hand, yH‘ts:illu offered to conduet her to o
lace at.the evening meal, with an air as :Tt-
Ful as if he had been accosting an English duchess.
But the gipsy girl rofused the proffered hand,
and sesting hersell by the side of her brother,
gozed with some little curiosily at the stranger
guest, and declined to partake of the repast.
Supper over, the artist shared the contents of
hia large ponch with his hosts—there ia no surer
Euspmt to the heart of a gipey than to make
im a present of tobseco—and then listened with
unalloyed plessure to the musical efforts of
Orlando on the violin; at the sama time that
he observed the effect of the weird instrumenta-
tion on the eloquent features of the Bohemian
girl, which seemed to reflect all the varying
- emations of the player, _ .
Suddenly, it occurred to him that the lovely
Melita in her national costume would form an
sdmirable aubject for & water-calaor eketch.
Turning to Orlando, he inquired if he might
come on the following morning to the
and takea sketch of his sister. Mclita ove |
the whispered request, and her dusky check for
a moment deepened with gratified vanity as she
smilingly asented to the inquiring glance of
ber brother. When shout to depart, Frank
heasd with tome smrprie that be wae anly a
couple of miles from Monterowa, so confised _{nc'l
besn his attempts to find his way through the

|| labyrinth of treex. Orlando volunteered to con-

doct him to the outakirts of the wood; and,
sccepting the offer, he bade adien to the lovel
ville

3 Melits. During Orlando's brief escort, M

spoke little, for before his mind’s cye wsa_ the
eloqnent N4 ven during
the Bitful watches of ng;p::ig t and in his d!l'!;-
| turbed dreams, Melita's foce sppeared sgain and
, ng:_ﬂ: &nd it wes with unreireshed sensations

that the artist beheld the morning sun shining

~ {| through the windows of the inn.

IL

' “Thia is ynurha&iitt . Melita' It was on the
morning of the seventh day dfter Frank Melville
ned firt met the Zingari thot these words were

spoken. The young Scotehman was putting the

‘which he ba:

finishing touches to a larye water-colour drawing

represonting Melita s a gipey queen. The
grg:: of theg work had been watched the -tﬁ]?;
with mingled feelinga of wonder om delight ;
and the girl's dark e{ea had shone with pleasure
and pride as she looked the life-like por-
tra\-n]I of her wondrous beauty.

The knowledge which the youmg artist pos-
sessed of gipay maoners and customs had placed
him on a epecial footing with Melita and the
other members of the band, so that they almost
regurded him os one of themselves, and referred
to matters in hiz p which they would
have carefully shunned in the case of any other
shonse-dweller” Melita would somefimes
of the pleasures of her nomadic life; its ltherty
and freedom fmmﬁr ihﬂl:‘;eglth- ] t;:g Chmchﬁnm’
its oppertuni the y ¢ e ging
aeam;‘gs, the gmals and birds abﬁcnnﬁini in the
fields and woods ; on which oceasion Fran would
fel his pulse beat faster, until he almost yearned
to resign the feverish and tumultuous life of
cities, and, casting in hia lot with those who
dwﬁ in tents, never more return to the walks of
ordinary life.

In reply to his observation that this was
her last sitting, the Zingari cast down her eyes,
and murmured : ‘T am very sorry.’

‘Sorry, Melita! I can assure you that, as a
general Tule, the last sitting is slways a of

joicing—at Jeast to the sitter.! :

¢But you will go awoy, now that the picture
is finished ¥ i '

He was not certain, but he rather fancied
that he saw a pearly tear as she epoke these
words. ‘Well) onswered, ‘my etay here is
coming to en end, I must admit ; but I can afford
a few more daye Come, let us have a stroll
Slowly the pair walked in the direction of 2
running streem mear the gipsy encampment.
«Melito, I must make you some return for your
good?-::mtu:c in sitting fo me. What shall I give

you
The

stPs dafk eyes fnshed indignantly as zho
ratsed them to tlmiz:ofﬁie: dzgn "-'xlel\'ille.

beheld an ox ion on those lo
never seen Defo n expres

which warned him to hewmafijhﬁpasmemta
Italian blood which coursed in the gipsy's veins.

He therefore hasteped to explain. =~

‘Not money, Melita; I do n&menn that—
of conrse not. But what is there that you would
like to have for your picture?”

Melita gr both his hands within her goft
warm palms, and looking fitedly at him, whis-
E'erl: *Give me your picture, in return for mine.
Then, when you are far away beyond the sed
in your own counfry, that will remind me of
these happy days and of the stranger who wa2
£o kind fo me.' o ke
T am ghd that I ean comply with your
request at once) Melville apswered; ‘but I
wish that you %‘a{l chosen eomathing else. I
am afraid my photograph i8_a poor recompenseé
for all your patience and kindness in _gitting
to me. ~ Sce, 1 have some with me _mmi
pocket-book! With these words, ds, Frank too
a carte from the book and handed it to her.

Melita gazed earnestly severnl moments at the
young Seotehman’s handsome lineaments—it Wag
o capital likeness—and as she did so, her cheek
beeame pale, and the band which held the pictore
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- || trembled visibly. Then placing the picture in| The artist laid his hand on hers, and 2s he did
her bosom, the Bohemian murmured : ‘It shall | so he felt the band he held tremble. An irre-
pever leave my heart!’ Adding, after o pause:| sistible temptation geized him, and he kissed her.
¢Come ; let us return to the camp.’ He felt that he was taking o long—an everlast-

" Retracing their steps, they walked on for some [ing farewell; and thus & parted, without
mements In silence. Melville was by no neans | another ward being epoken blelfg-eeﬁ them.
s yein men, but of course he was not ignorant| After he had proceeded eome little distance,
* of the fact that he was handcome. An unpleasant he turned and waved his hand to the girl, who
|| suspicion crossed his mind. “Can it be,’ he asked | still remained where Tie had left her, as motionless
himself, ‘that this young girl hos fallen in love | 83 a statue. _
with me?’ Then, as he remembered her warm
gensuous pature and the violence of her passions, .
he thuddered. Dut on the other hand, he hod | Frank Melville was a man of prompt action.
only known her seven days. However, be decided | Within an hour of his refurn to the inm, he
that it would be best for him to depart at once, | had left the village of Monterass, first despatch-
before any tender impression he had unwittingly | ing & brief note to Melita, felling her that
made should sink too deeply for her peace of | urgent business called him away, and rgg:uing
mind. the necessity for his sudden departure. He then

oL

' || Melita was the first to break the silence. ‘Do tock up his gartars at a emall villege about
_you know why I asked you fo return to the | twenty miles from his former halting-place, and
camp?’ Then, without waiting for a reply, che | determined to remain there for & | or two,
continued : ‘I felt that I e not remain in | until lie had decided on his future plans. He
- mafety pear the water.” - felt, mare depressed than he had thought possible,

“Tn safety near the water! Whatin the world | in consequence of %u-hng from the charming
' do you mean?}’ was her companion’s astonished | Zingori. In vain did he endeavour by writing,
: ion. reading, and sketching to banizh her image from

~ Smiling sadly, Melits onswered: ‘Have you bis thoughts. Wherever he went or whatever
never felt an almost uncontrollable impulse—an | he did, the gipsy girl's face was -always before
im you could mot account for—to do some bim. - .
1l act—to throw yourself from some di On the evening of the third day after he
height, or plunge into some rapid stream, had left Monterosa, he was seated in the little
thus end at once and for ever all the cares and | parlour of the village inn. He had hired two
sorrows of life?’ ~ {rooms, his bedrcom being immediately behind
My youthful Melita’ he said, ‘can scarcely | the sitting-rcom, and both on the -floor,
have had troubles sufficient to cause her topThe landlord entered, and said a wisitor wished
seek relief from them in a sudden and violent | to see him. While Frank wos wondering who
death.’ _ it could be, a step was heard in the ¢, and
Again, the Zingari shook her head eadly. ‘I|a young gi brushed past the landl and
know mnot, she said. ‘But had I been alone | confront guest. It was Orlando! His
just now, I should have sought death in that|swarthy countenance were an expresgion of bitter
Tunning 2 Tbentmobmin her com- | vindictiveness.
ion’s anxious look, a bright e irradiated | Melville held out his hand, and uttered a
er expressive features as she said : ‘But do not | welcome in gipsy-lang But Orlando took
be concerned ; that moment is past’ no motice of outstretched hend or the yo
«For ever, I trust?’ Melville gravely ncked. Scotchman's salutation. His left hand
¢ Yes, for ever !’ nervously with a long bright knife which was
They had now arrived at the camp. The stuck lcosely in his belt. ¢ is Melitad'
startling confession to which he had listened The words were uitered in an intense whieper,
during the lest few minutes had strengthened | the while his coal-black eyes, lurid with some
Melville's resolve to leave the place withont delay, | hidden emotion, were fixed on Melville as if he
before further unpleasant incidents occurred. He | would read his inmost thoughts. e
would return to the inn in the village, and | ¢Melita! Is ghe not with you? I have not
despatch o hasty note to Melita, saying that he seen her since I left the camp.’ s A
was unexpectedly compelled to leave immediately | The gipsy paused. Then he asked: ‘Is that
for Bologna. this way he h to avoid | the truth %’ 100 W A
the awkwardness of & personal farewell. Melville sprang to his feef, his Ia
Althongh he felt that such conduct might be | with anger. <If you were not bichia’s brother,
termed lﬁﬂbby after the hospitelity he had |I would throw ont of the window !’ was
received from the gipsies, and Melito's kindness | his passionate exclamation.
mdgnod—mture in sitl;ingmhy the bour as the| Agsin the gipsy used, perfectly unmoved by
model for his picture, he also that anything | the angry r?if;rw f: had never lifted his picrcing
was better than a scene It was both an act of | eyes from Melyille's face during the interview.
Kindness and o duty to nip in the bud an attach- | Apparently satisfied, he now extended his hand,
e ) wdum."Tha firek thing fo| and et sisEbebee YO0,
be done, however, was $0 get possession of the| ‘Bob stay, Orlando, Melville replied. *Tell
picture, Turning to his companion, he said:|me, what has happened 1 Where is Melital’
“Melita, T am going to Temcve the picture to| ‘I only kuow that she left the camp direetly
the village to-day.’ she received your letter.
A suspicious glance shot from her lustrons eyes. « And where are 'Fm going mow §”
*You are going away—I feel it! T shall never ¢To find her, if I can,’ sullenly replied Orlando,
| see yen agmn!’a os he strode rapidly from the room, leaving
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reok & vrey to the most torturing suspense | guze wos fixed on the countenance of the man ,
ﬁtmn;xi:t};‘- " But this waa not of lori:.,;1 du:g:ien. zhe had loved, and whom she died to save ! i 1_4’
As he sat by the window musing on the strange- - L e
ness of the girls sudden disappesrance, the Frank Melville iz mow s prominent artist.
shadow of a human Sgure was projected upon ) Ile hss never married, and is likely to remain

the newspaper which Jay uph ed at hie feet. [a Dachelor until the end. His adventure with |
TLaooking up, he beheld Melita! Hastening to|the gipsies ia engraven on his heart and mind

in ¢l

opened i led her into the!in characters which death only can obliterate,
:!;giou;', i Bred : The place of honour in his gtnﬂio is occupied
tHave you ecen your brother Orlando?’ he hyaﬁ:gepicturg. ted by himself, of a beauti-
asked. ful brunette of eighteen summers in the costume

Orlando herei’ came in accenta tremulous | of a gipsy- '?i{henfan : oneb_inquibt? as 1? the
with fear from the girl's white s she| pame and origin of the sn g‘:ﬁ.’h replies in
slowly sank into Mclville's arms in & half-1a tone which _ducgnmsl:ea er gquestions:
faintinz condition. Specdily recovering herself, | *She was an Ifalian gipsy.
however, ﬂ::madarted lan mh{l.ppfell}'en;ive nce
towards 0oT, AN : ‘If he finds me
here, he will kill you !’ ey A RAINY BVENING.

"mig‘ OIIII‘E: ll'—:dun’t be alarmed, Aldlita ; 2o Tig twilight shadows darkling fall 2
harm appen. . : :at thy thrall

TR, you o ot Ol st ot | 3 i e ea
me for eomin you, ong m S Lo
to sec you! B¢ felt that I most see you, or e e e maod]
die! Vou know you promised to come again i S
to the camp.’ _ e softly falling rain.

‘T know I did, Melita; but I acted as I
thought for the Lest. I wished to epare us

T

both the pain of a parting.' At such an hour, on such an eve,
A faint, T-nﬁ.ﬁnd mxgie broke over the wan Bright bapes, that yet I inly grieve,
fentures of the gipsy as Melville uttered the Sprog vp, to fade and wane,
word ‘both.! Ab, never wore, hand clasped in hand,
‘But you a futigued,' he continued. -1 Shall we within the dcorway stand,
fear you are ill. You can tell me another time And watch the falling rain.

—to-morrew—-how you found me. Bleantime,
I will ring the bell for the servant; she will
conduct you to a room where you can get some Yet atill the aweetness af that hour
rest, of which you must be much in need. 1
linve no fear of your brother, He ia hardly
likely to come again to the same place He is

Returns, with all its wonted power
Of mingled jov and pain,

: b x = S A When, dropping down frem windoi-eavee,
?L?:E:‘]? miles away by this time, searching Or gently falling on the leaves,
The Zinzari turned o pleading snd timorous LTS G e

lock on Melville ‘You are mot an with
mei I did & wish to sce you!” The next

instant an almest an flush spread over her O crnel Memory ! thaa to briog, ‘*
beautiful face. *Oh, why did you ccme to the That glad brief bour, with bitter sting,
mmp' 1 wan ]mlppy ﬁﬁ you came WA 4 Back to my heart sgain ; e i
sionate flogd of tears, the viclence of w]?.ifh Thoso parting words of fond regret §
shook her alender figure like a wind-tossed With glad pretext, lave lingering yet,

willow, served somewhat to relieve her excited Upmindful of the rain.
feclinge  Then, 83 a deep blush suffused ber
face and neck, she exclaimed eagerly: *Could
I not go with you as your servant—your slave

—anything rother than remain berel I & Ah | brief, indeed, poor aching beart,

not return to the tribe !’ Th; s :hl“f’ Sekl T TR
Suddenly, as she spoke, her watchfol ear N SRl ikl
detected the scund of cautious footsteps on the pRELT Sty Sk
gravel-path beneath the window, and in another 0 cruel Memory | thy ating
miment o man has entered the room. Shall vanish with the rain
im{:.'in Ollr}nnc:;i ! With lfld look of fiendish
ate upon hia grim and id vi he dashes .
hsp.ﬂ?ym Melville, ol :hm which Though sadder seem the scnga I trill;
ﬂllﬂe’l‘l' in his right hand bas come down with Yet sorrcw, with its plaintive thrill,
. 'eadly eﬂect.._hnﬂ in gnother moment the Adds aweetness to the strain § -
|i assasein ia gone. Asa fragrant perfumes softly flow
] £ :A Piﬁm gbriek -mg thm'agb the hcum’ From hawthorn blessoms bending fﬁ"l
|| ond as the frightened inmales enter the chamber, Beat down by wind and rain

they behold the lifeless body of the hapless : W
ﬁqyﬁ-ﬂﬂf’ﬁ ttwhe Sk .;%_r &Ielvilla. She had
b herself between her brother and his victim, | Printed and Published b ' ate
and had received the [atal blow. Her last dying no:ter ﬁw. Iimnc:;, m}&gb&mﬂg.hcsr;::l{’x E:;:?;nll’a;u-“
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