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CHAPTER I. 



THE ARREST.




“Oh, you little wretch! What are you about? You dreadfully sinful little creature. Police, police!”

The speaker, a richly dressed woman, was just entering the spacious dining-room, as she caught sight of a dusky little form in the act of taking a set of silver spoons from the heavy gold-lined holder. The child raised a pair of coal-black eyes to the lady’s face as she turned to pass out of the dining-room door, which had been left open to let in the cool June breeze; but as she was about to cross the threshold she was seized by the strong hands of a policeman, who had answered Mrs. Wilmer’s call, and the silver was scattered in a dozen different directions.

“Did you ever see such a bold little creature in all your life? Who would have thought she would dare come in here, right in broad daylight, and steal my spoons off the table? Why, it’s awful!”



“It’s lucky you caught her at it,” said the officer, “for she is as quick as a deer, and saucy enough, no doubt, but never mind, we’ll put the little jade where she won’t steal anything again for a day or two, at least.” He took her roughly by the shoulder in the attempt to lead her away.

“Oh, don’t be too hard on her, mother,” said a young man who had followed her into the room, “perhaps she did not know just how wicked it was.”

His fine eyes looked pityingly on the child, who could not have been more than ten years of age.

“Oh, nonsense, sir, that is too old a story. She is old enough to have some sense, the young gypsy. I have seen too many of these young burglars to be fooled by ’em. It won’t do to encourage ’em.”

“I’ll give you a ‘V’ if you will let her go.”

“Why, Scott,” said Mrs. Wilmer, “are you crazy? Indeed you must do nothing of the kind.”

“By no means,” said the policeman. “She mustn’t be let go to do the same thing without a lesson to teach her what it means.”

The child turned her large black eyes full upon the face of the young man. Every feature of his face was indelibly stamped upon her memory in that one searching glance.

“Come, don’t be looking back so eagerly,” said the officer, “you won’t find anything more that you can get your little brown hands on; you can’t steal the gentleman’s diamond pin if you do look so sharp at it.”

The black eyes flashed indignantly and the long purple-black braid which hung down her back shook as she  raised her eyes to the officer’s face, giving her head a proud toss, and with the sauciest pucker of the small red mouth and a scornful ring in her voice, she said:

“I didn’t know he had a diamond pin. I was only looking at his face; it looks so kind, I’m sure I couldn’t steal that, but yours don’t look kind. I guess you like to punish little girls; you look like a great cross bear.”

“Take care, I’ll let you know what I am. I don’t have any notion of being kind to such little imps as you are. There’s a way to take care of little burglars.”

“I ain’t a burglar. I’m just as good as you are, if I am poor. I’d rather steal than be so ugly to little girls.”

They had now reached the sidewalk, where they were met by June Wilmer, a young girl of just ten years of age, who was about to enter the gate. She was rightly named, for she looked like a fresh June rose, with the pink flush on her cheeks, and her blue eyes full of innocent mirth, but the expression changed to one of pity as she looked at the little girl who was being led away like a dumb animal.

“Why, what is the matter?” she asked, “what have you done to be taken away by a policeman, you poor little girl?”

“She was trying to steal your mother’s spoons.”

“Oh, dear, that was wicked, but perhaps she did not know it was, or maybe she was hungry and wanted to sell them for something to eat.”

“Oh, miss, I wouldn’t get up any excuse for her,” said the officer, “she can do well enough at that herself. She stole the spoons, and she must be punished.  I’ll warrant she was not a bit hungry, was you now?” he asked, turning to the child.

“No, I wasn’t hungry.”

“There, you hear that, miss.”

“Perhaps,” said June, “if you let her go this time she will not do so again; please do,” and, turning to the little girl she asked:

“Won’t you promise not to steal again if he will?”

“I can’t promise that, ’cause maybe I’ll have to, but, oh, lady, I don’t want to be locked up,” and as she spoke the great black eyes were turned pleadingly toward June’s face. The defiant look faded away, and a mournful expression settled around the full red lips.

“Oh, come along,” said the officer, “you have your game pretty well learned, but you can’t fool me with your nonsense.”

“You can lock me up if you want to,” she said, as the dusky little form was drawn to its full height. “I ain’t afraid of the dark, nohow.”

“June, dear, come here; do not be seen talking to that little thief,” said Mrs. Wilmer, as she stood on the broad veranda.

“Oh, mama,” said June, as she entered the house, “don’t you feel sorry for that poor little girl?”

“Sorry? Why, no; in another moment she would have carried away every spoon on the table, and I am astonished, June, that you should turn champion for the little sinner.”

“She certainly is steeped in crime,” said Scott, “but for all that I pity her.”

“And to think,” added June, “that the policeman  will take her to the station and lock her up; won’t it be terrible? I wonder what kind of a place it is anyway.”

“Oh, she will no doubt be shut up until to-morrow, and if no one appears to bail her out she will be sent to the reform school,” said Scott.

“Well, it is no more than she deserves,” said Mrs. Wilmer.

“But just to think,” said June, “of being locked up all night, and perhaps her mama will be waiting for her, and the poor little girl all alone in the dark—but she told the policeman she was not afraid.”

“There is not the least doubt of that,” said Mrs. Wilmer. “It is quite likely she is accustomed to being locked up.”

“I have very pleasant news for you, June,” Mrs. Wilmer said; “I have just received a dispatch by telegraph saying that Irene Mapleton will be here in a few days. Isn’t that nice?”

“I don’t see anything nice about it,” answered June, honestly; “she cannot amuse me any, for she is older yet than brother Scott.”

“But she sings and plays beautifully, and you cannot help loving her. I always enjoy her society; she writes such lovely poetry, too.”

“Well, I can’t see anything very nice about writing poetry. I am sure that will not amuse me at all.”

“Perhaps not, but we must love Irene for Scott’s sake, for you know she will be his wife some time.”

June looked thoughtful a few moments, and then asked, suddenly:



“Mama, why don’t Irene’s mother come with her sometimes? You know she has been here often to stay, and she always comes alone.”

“Did you not know that her mother was dead? Poor Irene is an orphan.”

“I don’t think she is very poor. She dresses splendidly, and she has the most beautiful diamonds and all kinds of jewelry, and the loveliest bonnets; oh, my, I never saw prettier ones, and the dresses, I never saw the end of them.”

“Why, June, what a little extravagant minded child you are; of course I do not mean that Irene is poor in purse. She has all that is necessary to gratify every wish, as regards wealth, but she has no mother, and I think she said her father never took her into society, and of course she lacks sympathy, just as any young girl does who is without parents.”

“Do people always have to love their brothers’ wives, mama?”

“Why, no, but they should love them if they can, and I see no reason why you or anyone else should not love Irene.”

“Well, I’ll try to love her if she is going to marry Scott,” said June, so submissively that it caused Mrs. Wilmer to smile.

“You need not look so solemn over it; I do not think you will have to try very hard.”

Scott, who had taken a seat by the window, and had been a silent listener to the conversation, now addressed his mother, while a slight cloud passed over his brow.

“I am sorry,” he said, “that she is coming just now,  for I am afraid I shall find very little time to devote to ladies’ society, and of course she will expect it; and another reason is that she seems such a stranger to me, that I shall be obliged to stand on the most rigid formality and be her escort whether I wish it or not, but perhaps she will think me too much a boy to waste her time with.”

Irene Mapleton was two years older than Scott Wilmer, and through his mother’s influence he had paid her marked attention while she was on a visit to a friend in the beautiful city of Detroit, her home being in San Francisco. Her father, who had invested largely in mining stocks and become wealthy, spared no pains to give Irene means to gratify every wish. June had spoken truly when she said that Irene’s dresses were lovely. There never was a bow or a flower misplaced, or colors that did not blend with perfect harmony. With the ample means she possessed, it became a noticeable fact that no lady dressed with greater taste than Miss Mapleton. She had paid the Wilmers a visit the summer previous to the opening of this story, and it was then that Mrs. Wilmer had used every means to make a favorable impression on the mind of Irene, and to influence Scott to do the same. Scott, however, was not the person to practice any deception, and when his mother spoke to him in regard to being more attentive, he only smiled and said:

“Why, mother, I shall not pretend any affection I do not feel, and I really cannot help whether Miss Mapleton likes me or not. I will devote all my spare time to making her visit pleasant, and that is the best I can do.”



Mrs. Wilmer replied that Scott was a strange boy, at any rate, but, she added:

“I suppose there is no use to urge you in the matter.”

“How soon will she be here, did you say?” asked June.

“In a few days, the dispatch says, and,” said Mrs. Wilmer, turning to Scott, “I suppose her father is quite anxious to have your marriage take place as soon as convenient.”

“I can see no hurry for such an event,” Scott replied.

“Why, her father is so interested in his business that he has no time to devote to her, she says, and she feels her loneliness greatly. I hope we shall be able to keep her with us a few weeks at least. Her father says, too, that he is afraid some other will carry off the prize.”

“She certainly should possess enough firmness not to be so easily captured, and I should not consider it much of a prize that could be drawn without an effort to secure it. I am decided on waiting another year, at least.”

Mrs. Wilmer said nothing more. She knew that firmness was one of the strongest features of her son’s nature, and she knew, also, that he, as a rule, was right. He seldom settled on a matter without having first looked it thoroughly over, and when a decision was made, no force of argument could change his views. The closing of the curved lips showed plainly that Scott Wilmer never surrendered to any trifling argument. Although in nowise conceited, he yielded not to another’s opinion without first being convinced by a process of reasoning satisfactory to himself. His face was a fine one, and although not strikingly handsome, was  wonderfully attractive and beaming with intelligence. His auburn hair curled loosely around his broad white brow, and his hazel eyes were clear and searching. June often said to him:

“Please, brother Scott, don’t look at me so hard; I would rather not do as I want to than to have you look at me like that.”

His love for his young sister was very strong, and he was indulgent as far as consistency would allow, but when he found, as he often did, that she was inclined to be self-willed, he would look at her in that searching way, which really meant more, and had a more lasting impression on her than harsh words could have done. June dearly loved her brother, and she would sooner have disobeyed either parent than her brother Scott, and when she went to Mr. Wilmer with a request which he considered unreasonable, he would caress her and answer carelessly:

“Oh, go and ask Scott.”

Mr. Wilmer’s health had become impaired by too close attention to business, and at the present time he had retired on a comfortable income, and the affairs of the family had inadvertently fallen upon Scott, who, though young in years, was an adept in the transaction of business. He possessed his father’s strong ambition, and, at the present time, was studying law, and hoped to be admitted to the bar in another year. He was in no hurry to trouble his mind with love affairs, and he really wished that Irene’s visit could be postponed; although he was too much of a gentleman to say so, even to his mother.




 
CHAPTER II. 



JUNE’S PITY.




In the afternoon June sought her brother, and seating herself on his knee urged him to go with her and help her find the little girl, and get her out of the station.

“Oh, you little, soft-hearted kitten,” said Scott, “we cannot look after all the beggars, and we could not get her out until morning if we were to try, and, besides, mother says she needs a lesson, and, last of all, I cannot spend the time.”

“But only think if I were shut up and had to stay in the dark all night, why, I should die from fright.”

“But you say she said she was not afraid, so it cannot hurt her.”

“Yes; she said she was not afraid, but I guess she said so because she knew she must go, and when the policeman told her so, I think she said it to show him how brave she could be. You should have seen how sweetly she looked at me when I spoke kindly to her, and when the policeman spoke crossly to her, mercy! How black her eyes did look, and her pretty lip curled up just this way.”



Here June put up her red lips in the sauciest way imaginable.

“What! like that,” said Scott, “she must have been a terribly impudent piece of humanity; that is a wonderfully saucy looking mouth. I guess she does not deserve any pity.”

“Oh, well, that was when the policeman spoke cross to her. When I spoke to her she looked like this,” said June, drawing her mouth down in the most pitiful manner.

“Oh, that alters the case; but now you see it will not do any good to talk about it, and if you will just run away and let me have the library to myself a couple of hours, I will promise to take you out riding in the morning, and I will step into court and bail her out, providing she promises to be good in the future.”

It was enough. Scott had promised and she knew he would go.

“Thank you, Scott,” she said, “but I wish it were now, so that the poor little girl would not have to stay alone to-night.”

“We cannot help it, June; there is no way that we can do anything for her to-day, so let that satisfy you.”

“Very well,” said June, as she left the room, “I will wait.”

Mrs. Wilmer doubtless would have objected to any intercession whatever on the part of her son in regard to the little culprit, but June knew that her father would not, and she was sure that Scott would do just what was right, so she said nothing to her mother on the subject. Young though she was, she knew her  mother’s peculiarities, and she had learned that in order to avoid all opposition or argument, the safest way was to appeal to Scott or her father. She had not the slightest idea of showing any disrespect to her mother’s wishes or judgment, but it seemed so natural for her mother to object to everything that June proposed, because she said that June was so apt to overlook everything like caste, and so much depended on that. June never had half the pride, she declared, that should belong to the Wilmers, neither had June’s father, and she was just like him, Mrs. Wilmer thought, so when June appealed to her father, it seemed the most natural thing in the world for him to say:

“Oh, don’t bother me, little one; go ask Scott.”

In this way she had grown into the habit of going to Scott with all her troubles and wishes.

“I mean to retire real early to-night,” she said to Scott.

“Why?” he asked.

“So that I can be up and take breakfast with you; then you will be sure to go early to find the little girl.”

June was as good as her word, for when Scott entered the breakfast room she was there with her toilet complete, and the thought entered Scott’s mind that if June was a little fly-away there was business about her, that when she set out to do a thing she could make some sacrifice to do it.

“Is it not a lovely morning?” said June, as Scott lifted her into the carriage. “Please hurry and get the poor little girl out of the dark.”



“She is no doubt at the police court ere this,” said Scott.

“Why, I don’t see why she should be taken to two horrid places to be locked up.”

“She will not be locked up there, she will have her trial, and if she has no friends to pay her fine she will be sent to the reform school.”

“Oh, how dreadful! But you don’t seem to feel very sorry, Scott. Just think of it if it were me?”

“But you see, it is not my sister,” said Scott.

“But she may be somebody’s sister.”

“Very true, and if she is that somebody is the one to feel badly over it, is he not?”

“Yes, but then perhaps her brother doesn’t know it, and some one who does should help her, don’t you think so?”

“Yes, we should help each other as much as we can in this world, but it is more than likely that the little girl you have taken such an interest in will do the same wicked act again.”

“Well, she will be happy once, anyway.”

“That depends on whether she promises not to repeat the offense.”

They reached the station. Scott entered, and there among the low and degraded of the city sat the young culprit. Her black hair dropping down over her forehead made the dusky face, which was slightly pale, look almost wild, as the great black eyes wandered over the countenances around her. There was no fear, but as she turned her eyes toward the judge it seemed to Scott that a look of injured pride, so deep that scorn, hatred  and intense mortification, all were blended in that one glance. She cast her eyes full upon Scott’s face. As he approached her a short, sharp cry escaped her lips. He touched her lightly on the shoulder and said:

“Little girl, do you not wish to go home?”

“I can’t,” she said, looking almost fiercely at the judge. “I can’t go home. I have got to go to—to—I don’t know where.”

Scott stepped up to the judge, and after a few moments’ conversation left the room, ordering her to follow him. He placed her in the close carriage, and, shutting the door, said:

“Now, June, you must finish the business yourself.”

June moved a slight distance as the rim of the child’s old dusty straw hat came in contact with the bright little daisies of her own, and though her heart was filled with pity she could not prevent the feeling of disgust as she looked at the child’s dirty and somewhat torn garments, but when she looked into the great black eyes and they softened under her words of kindness, she could scarcely keep back the tears, for June’s heart was wonderfully tender, and she could not look unmoved on suffering humanity.

The girl settled back on the soft cushions of the carriage, and looking out of the window the great tears rolled slowly down her cheeks.

“What is your name?” June asked.

“Zula,” she answered in a choked voice.

“What makes you cry? Are you not glad to get out of that horrid place?”

“Oh, yes, but it makes me cry to think.”



“Well, then, don’t think,” June said, with a merry little laugh, “and be happy because you are free again. And now tell me what made you wicked?”

Zula brushed the tears away with her little brown hand, and a look full of wonder passed over her face as she asked:

“Was I wicked? What do you mean?”

“Why, do you not know how wicked you were to steal, or to try to?”

“Why, no! Meg always tells me to steal anything I can get, and she will beat me now if I go home without anything, and after I have been gone all night, too.”

“Why, how terrible. Let me give you some money,” June said, taking from her little pearl purse a piece of silver, “you can give her that.”

“I thank you,” she said. “I will tell her that I stole it, and I could not get a chance till this morning.”

“Oh, no, do not tell her that, be sure you do not; why it’s just as wicked to tell a falsehood as it is to steal, and both are, oh, awfully wicked! Does not your mama ever tell you how wrong it is to do so?”

“Why, no; she tells me to take all I can get.”

“Where shall we take you?” June asked, as the carriage turned into Woodward Avenue.

“To the end of this street, if you will, and then I’ll run home.”

“Were you afraid last night?” asked June, looking into Zula’s black eyes.

“Afraid?” she repeated, scornfully; “no, I wasn’t. I can be as ugly as any one if I try, no matter where I go.”



“Do you wish to be naughty?” June asked with a little shiver.

“I would rather be good, if folks would be good to me. I could be good, for any one like you, lady, but when they are so awful mean to me sometimes I think I could kill them. How can I be good when everybody is so cross to me? Mam scolds and beats me, and Crisp and everybody else is cross to me but you, and your brother. Oh, I could die for him; he was so kind to get me out of that place, and I’d—oh, I’d die for him!”

“He would not let you do that, and if you lived with me I would not scold you, neither would Scott, and papa—why, he’s too sick.”

“But your ma would,” Zula said, quickly.

“Well, mama lets me do about as I please, or as brother Scott says.”

Scott had remained a silent listener, though he had watched the changing countenance of the child before him, and as he turned his gaze at one time from the carriage window he saw the black eyes fastened upon him in such a searching way that he almost started. There certainly was a significance in the look, and though Scott Wilmer was counted one of the most discerning, he could not determine the exact nature of the gaze. Several times she turned with that same gaze and at last he asked:

“Well, little girl, what do you think of me, do I look very cross?”

“Oh, no, sir, you are so kind that I would give my life for you,” she answered, with a burning light in the great black eyes.



Scott smiled and said:

“That is a great gift, and the last in the world that anyone would part with. Why do you think you would give your life?”

“’Cause it’s true, and I hain’t got anything else to give. Mam don’t let me keep anything I steal, but I did get one thing that I’ve had this good while, and she don’t know I’ve got it, ’cause I kept it hid. I’ll give it to you,” she said, drawing a beautiful little pearl handled revolver from her pocket. “Crisp showed me how to shoot with his, and when I get out alone I use this.”

June drew back and grew pale with fright.

“Oh, mercy,” she said, “are you not afraid?”

“Why, no; it can’t shoot unless I shoot it. Why, I can pop a squirrel’s head off the first time I try.”

“What, such a little thing as you? Why, I never saw a little girl that could shoot.”

“Oh, I have,” said Zula, with a toss of her head, at the same time placing her finger on the hammer of the pistol.

“Please put it away,” June said. “It frightens me to see you handle it.”

Zula dropped the pistol carelessly while Scott looked at her in amazement.

“I want you to promise me,” said June, “that you will never steal again, or tell a wrong story.”

“How can I promise that when mam beats me if I don’t steal.”

“Well, it’s wicked, and God don’t like little girls who  do such things; and if you don’t stop it you will be punished terribly some time.”

“Oh, I don’t care. I can’t get a worse beating than I get almost every day, no matter where I go.”

They had now reached the city limit.

“Which way?” called out the driver.

“I will get out here, if you please,” said Zula, in answer to the question.

“Where do you live?” Scott asked.

“Please, I don’t want you to know,” she answered, looking at him and scanning closely every feature. “I can’t tell you how much I thank you. I shall never see you again, but if I should, and you wanted me to die for you, I would. Zula will never forget you—will always remember you both.”

She caught a hand of each, and kissing them fervently, dropped from the carriage steps with the agility of a young fawn. She stopped for a moment as she touched the ground with her bare, brown feet, moved her hand in a graceful way above her head, and with repeated good byes to each, tripped lightly over the soft grass away from the city.




 
CHAPTER III. 



THE CHASTISEMENT.




A band of gypsies seated on the grass about a mile from the city limits, were lazily washing their breakfast dishes. Two or three young girls were laughing and chatting merrily as they sat in the shade together. Farther away was an old woman, wrinkled, and with a sour look on her face, working at a beaded cushion. Her black uncombed hair hung down her back and around a face ugly in the extreme. A large, broad nose, and a wide, ill-shaped mouth, the latter of which often resembled that of a snarling hyena, gave her a look from which anyone would well turn in disgust. Her dirt-begrimed fingers were covered with rings of every conceivable design. She looked up as she heard footsteps in the grass, and saw Zula standing before her.

“So you are here at last, you young gypsy?”

“Yes.”

“And there is a good flogging here for you, too. Did you find anything on your travels?”

“Yes, I got some money.”

“Ah, ha! You did, did you? Well, but you was gone all night; how so?”




“I couldn’t get back; I was shut up.”

“Shut up. Where?”

“Where I couldn’t get out, and only for a kind little lady I would stayed there.”

“Ah, ha! you fool, why didn’t you look out for that?”

“I couldn’t.”

“Well, I can look out for you, so make yourself ready.”

The girl stood patiently awaiting the old woman’s decision, and as she arose from the ground Zula drew from her pocket a silver dollar and gave it to her without uttering a word.

“Here, Crisp, come and give the lazy thing a dozen good, stout lashes.”

A young man about eighteen, and closely resembling the old woman, approached Zula with a horsewhip, knotted at the end. As he neared the place where Zula stood she raised her eyes and looked searchingly at Crisp, and not even when the lash descended with full force on her quivering shoulders did she withdraw her gaze or exhibit the least sign of fear. One by one the blows fell, bringing no sound from the girl’s lips until the last blow descended, when the look of bitter hatred that gleamed in her eyes was terrible to see, and in a voice trembling with rage she said:

“Crisp, I hate you, and if I can ever do anything to make you cry I’ll do it, just remember it!”

Another blow descended upon the young girl’s shoulders with such force that a groan escaped her.

“Oh, I thought I’d bring tears; your gypsy pride is coming down a little, ain’t it?”



“No,” she answered, firmly, “you can’t make me cry, and I’ll let you know it.”

“Well, if I can’t make you cry I can make you smart.”

“I hate you, and I always will!”

The whip was laid down and Crisp moved away. His snake-like eyes, so deeply shaded by shaggy black brows, were turned toward the ground, as though he feared the searching gaze of his suffering and wronged sister, on whom he had ever looked with a jealous eye.

“Take yourself off to your tent and stay there till to-morrow night, and not a mouthful will you get till you know how to behave yourself,” said old Meg, as she gave her a rude push.

Zula obeyed, and, lying down on her straw bed, wept long and bitterly.

“Oh, how I hate him!” she said; “if he is my brother, I hate him, and I hate her, too; I could kill them both. Oh, how those lashes hurt! I know I could kill Crisp. I don’t believe that is wicked. Oh, I wish I was dead. I don’t believe that sweet little girl ever gets whipped. How happy she is, as happy as the little birds that fly around out here in the trees. She is out riding in a nice carriage this beautiful morning, and I must stay in this dirty old tent two whole days!”

She had reached this part of her soliloquy when old Meg entered the tent.

“Here, Zula, is work for you,” she said in a cross voice; “now see that you keep to it till your time is up.”



Zula took the basket, and, wiping away her tears, began her work.

“You’ll learn to hurry around next time, won’t you?”

Zula made no reply.

“Oh, you need not pout so; you will find out who is master here. Come, you sulky thing, go to work as though you meant to do something. Why don’t you talk?”

“I ain’t got nothin’ to say,” said Zula.

“Well, I’ll give you something to say, and you’ll be glad enough to say it, too, when you get a chance. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” she said, looking down again, with eyes fast filling with tears.

“Oh, don’t try to make believe you feel bad; you can’t make me pity you if you do cry; you don’t feel half as bad as you pretend.”

“I don’t want you to pity me. I don’t cry ’cause I’m sorry; I’m mad, and I hate Crisp and I hate——”

“Me, too; why don’t you say it?”

“No, I don’t hate you, ’cause——”

“’Cause what?”

“’Cause you are my mother.”

“Well, well, that might do to tell; but don’t I know you hate me? Can’t I see it in them devilish black eyes? Can’t I tell by the way that head shakes? Oh, yes, I know you hate me, but I can take it out of you if I have to bury the lash in your back, and if I can’t I know who can.”

“Who, Crisp?”

“Yes.”



Zula rose from the ground, and, with a face pale with rage and eyes full of fiery indignation, advanced a step toward her mother. Her little brown hands were closed tightly together, and in a voice hoarse with anger she said:

“If Crisp ever whips me again I’ll kill him!”

The old gypsy was startled. She had never seen Zula so enraged before. Her lips were colorless and came firmly together over the strong white teeth.

“Zula,” the old woman said, “what do you mean?”

“I mean what I say,” Zula said, sinking back, trembling, on the pile of straw she called her bed.

Old Meg left the tent, soon to return with Crisp. He carried a handful of rope, which he began to unwind, and, advancing toward Zula, he caught her hands and held them tightly while the old woman tied them. A grin of satisfaction passed over the ugly face of Crisp as he fastened Zula’s hands behind her, tying them to a small post in the ground. Her feet were tied in the same manner and her basket of bead work taken from her. She knew that resistance was useless, since Crisp had grasped her hands, for he was possessed of herculean strength.

“You have lost your tongue, I guess,” he said, stepping close to her.

She made no reply.

“I can make you talk.” He struck her cheek with a force that made the air ring. The crimson blood mounted to the girl’s face, then left it, giving place to a marble-like paleness. Had she been free to act the little  revolver might have been called into action, but luckily she was powerless.

All through that weary day Zula sat in that one position. She had eaten nothing and was growing faint with hunger. Once her heart gave a great bound as Crisp entered with a bowl of hot soup, and, holding it close to her face, said:

“Don’t you wish you had it?”

She burst into tears, and the next moment said:

“Oh, Crisp, I am so hungry; won’t you give me some?”

His only reply was a grin, and, taking a place on the ground just near enough that she might inhale the odor from the bowl, he ate its entire contents.

“I don’t believe I could think of anything as mean as Crisp does if I hated anybody,” thought Zula. The day and night passed away and brought her no reprieve, and the next afternoon found her still unreleased. Old Meg and Crisp had looked in just long enough to remind her of their existence, then left her to her solitary confinement. A sound of strange voices without attracted her attention. It was a party of young ladies and gentlemen from the city who had come to have their fortunes told. Old Meg was seated so near the tent that Zula heard every word. Two voices sounded strangely familiar, but she could not tell where she had heard them until the clear voice of June floated out upon the air, saying:

“Please give us a good fortune, for none of us want bad ones.”

Zula’s heart leaped for joy as she heard the voices of her friends, but sank in despair when she remembered  she could not speak to them, and even if she could she would not let them know she was there, for in that case they would know she was a gypsy.

The young girl’s fortune was told, and June, addressing Scott, said: “Come, have your fortune told; don’t you see what a lovely one I am to have? I shall always be happy thinking about it. Have your fortune told and you will know whether you will ever be married and whether you will live happy or not.”

“Oh, we know who he is going to marry,” chimed in a miss of sixteen, “but we don’t know whether he will be happy or not.”

“I rather think my life will be just the same, whether I have my fortune told or not. If it is to be a happy one it is well, and if not I shall know it soon enough,” said Scott.

“Let me tell it for you,” said the old dame, looking eagerly up.

“I did not come to have my fortune told; I only came as an attendant to these foolish young ladies,” Scott said, with a smile.

“Oh, yes,” said Nellie Blake, a pretty little blonde, shaking back her shining curls, “he calls us silly, when he is just dying to know his fortune, only he is afraid it will be a cloudy one. I dare him to have it told.”

Scott, smiling, said it would not do to have the young ladies think him a coward, so turning around gave the old gypsy his hand.

Zula, though tired and weak, meantime, watched through the crevice of the tent the faces of her kind deliverers. How bright and happy June looked, and  how wonderfully the pretty lavender suit she wore became her pink and white complexion, and Zula, contrasting her own dusky face with that of June, thought surely the angels in Heaven could not be sweeter or more holy than she.

Poor Zula! There she had been for nearly two days, lame and tired, and so weak, waiting like a prisoner until her sentence should expire, waiting for time to move and bring her a respite. She saw the carriage move away, drawn by two dapple-gray ponies; she heard its occupants laughing merrily. She sat wondering if her time had not nearly expired, for the sun was going down and the whippoorwill beginning his mournful song, and she wondered as she thought of the weird gypsy tales she had been told, if “poor will” had been whipped for nothing. She peeped out to gaze at the group around as Meg entered.

“If you are cured of your ugliness, now, you may come out and get some soup; there’s some onions and other stuff, too, that Crisp has brought in; no thanks to you though.”

As Meg said this she untied the cords, and Zula arose. She trembled in every limb, for the fast of two days had made her very weak, and her sunken eyes looked larger and blacker than ever. She followed Meg out of the tent and partaking of the soup she wandered away from the rest and sat down on the trunk of a fallen tree. Zula had but one thought, and that was revenge. She was puzzling her poor little tired brain as to how she should manage to injure Crisp. She looked up, and the object of her thoughts stood before her, and, casting  a look of fiendish exultation toward her, he said: “I guess you don’t hate me any more.”

Zula made no reply.

“Do you hate me, yet?” he asked again.

“Yes, I do hate you, Crisp, and I can’t help it.”

“I guess you want another dose of the lash, don’t you? If you do you can have it.”

Zula arose from the rough seat and took a step farther away from Crisp. Child though she was she looked up at the stars and made a firm resolution that she would in some way escape the surveillance of her cruel persecutor. He had never treated her as though she were his sister, and as each day his abuse of her grew more and more severe, her hatred increased.

“What would you give if I was to let you go without any more such threshings?” he asked.

“I wouldn’t give anything; for I don’t believe you’ll ever whip me that way again; I’ve been whipped enough.”

“You’ll find that out some other time.”

Zula made no reply, but when night came, and all were asleep, she lay planning a way to escape from the life she led.

“I believe I’ll comb my hair out sleek this morning,” she said to herself as she stood brushing back the heavy tangled mass. “I look awful dirty, but then we always look dirty.”

A heavy stroke on the shoulder startled her, as the voice of old Meg sounded close in her ear, saying:

“Here’s a whole basket full of work; now mind and  don’t come back till you sell every one of ’em, do ye hear?”

“Yes.”

“Don’t bring one back; if you do Crisp’ll settle ye.”

The last sentence decided the matter.

“No,” Zula answered, “I won’t bring any back.”




 
CHAPTER IV. 



THE ESCAPE.




She took the basket and started for the city. She was very lucky for she sold more than she expected. The afternoon had nearly passed before her stock was gone. She wandered down High street, giving her basket to a little Irish beggar girl. She had not the slightest idea of where she should go, but she had made up her mind never to go back to Crisp and his mother, and if she were compelled to lie in the street she would never go back to live the life she had led.

“Out of the road, you little beggar,” called out a finely dressed boy, who was riding a bicycle, at the same time striking the wheels against Zula’s limbs and tearing an ugly rent in the flesh.

She turned quickly and catching the wheel held it as she looked straight into the boy’s face.

“What are you doing? You saucy thing,” he said, returning her searching glance.

“I am trying to see how you look,” she answered, “and I won’t never forget you.”

“I don’t ask you to; get out of my way or I’ll knock you down.”

“You ain’t a bit nice, if you do live in the city,” Zula said, and letting go the wheel she stepped aside and  stooping examined the smarting limb, from which the blood was flowing over her foot.

“Did he hurt you much, little girl?” asked a voice beside her.

Zula looked up, and beheld a lady who was about to enter the gate near where she stood. Her face was round and fair and her black silk dress and mantle lent a striking charm to the fair face and silvery hair.

“Did he hurt you?” she asked again. “Oh, dear, yes; see the blood.”

Zula’s heart was deeply touched. Kind words were so seldom spoken to her, that the lady’s words caused the tears to start.

“Don’t cry; it’s too bad, I know, but run home and get your mama to do it up for you.”

“I hain’t got any mama nor any home,” Zula said. “I hain’t got anybody to do it up for me.”

“Oh, that is too bad; well, come into my house and I will have Mary fix it up for you.”

She led Zula to the kitchen, where Mary, the servant girl, was busy finishing up the supper work.

“Well, now, Mrs. Platts, who have you got there?” Mary asked, in surprise.

“Why, it’s a little girl whom some rude boy ran against with his wheel, and you see how badly he has hurt her.”

The tears were still lingering on Zula’s cheeks.

“Poor dear,” Mary said; “why it’s terribly scratched. Where do you live, little girl?”

“I don’t live anywhere,” Zula answered, the tears again coming to her eyes.



“Well, then, where do you stay?”

“I don’t stay anywhere. I hain’t got anywhere to stay. Can’t I stay here to-night? I’ll sleep in the woodshed, and you can lock the door so I can’t steal anything.”

“Why, do you steal?” Mrs. Platts asked, in her kindly way.

“Sometimes I do.”

“Why, that is dreadfully wicked; don’t you know it is?”

“No.”

“It is, though.”

“Well, I won’t steal from you if you will let me stay in your shed all night.”

“I don’t see how we can have you around if you steal,” said Mary.

“But I won’t steal if you will let me stay; sure I won’t.”

“Why, who have we here, I wonder?”

Zula looked up and saw a portly, good-natured gentleman standing in the doorway, that led to the dining-room. She thought she had never seen a look as pleasant as that which beamed from the blue eyes, under the gold-bowed spectacles.

“It is a little girl who was hurt by a rude boy, and she says she has no home, and wants to stay all night, and will sleep in the woodshed. She says she steals sometimes, but we can lock her up if we want to.”

Mrs. Platts looked in pity, as she uttered the last sentence.

“A very honest thief, I should judge,” said Mr.  Platts, laughing at Zula’s remark. “I never before saw one honest enough to put people on their guard.”

“Shall we allow her to stay in the woodhouse?” Mrs. Platts asked of her husband.

“It seems to me that you might find a better place than that for her to sleep; she would be afraid to sleep there.”

“No, I ain’t afraid,” said Zula, brushing back her long black hair. “I ain’t afraid of nothin’.”

“But you will be when the gas is lit, and we are in the house, and you out there in the dark.”

“No, I won’t.”

“Why do you wish to stay out there?” Mrs. Platts asked.

“’Cause I ain’t fit to stay in the house; I’m too—too bad looking.”

“What shall we do with her? I hate to turn her out again, but I suppose we will be compelled to.”

“Inasmuch as ye did it unto the least of these ye did it unto me,” said Mr. Platts, in a low voice. “Let her stay until morning at all events.”

“Why, to be sure she can sleep in the little bedroom off the kitchen, and I can go upstairs for to-night,” said Mary. “I think she will be all right if she has a bath, and she can wear some of my clothes, if they are too large.”

Mary’s heart was touched at the sight of Zula’s tears, but the keenest pity filled her heart when she saw the purple marks made by the lash across the tapering shoulders.

“Why, child,” she said, “what is this?”



“How came these long black marks on you shoulders?”

“Won’t you never tell if I’ll tell you?”

“No.”

“Sure? ’Cause if they’d find me they’d kill me.”

“Oh, dear, who would kill you?”

“Why, Crisp.”

“And who is Crisp?”

“Why, he’s my brother,” Zula said, lowering her voice to a soft whisper, “and if he finds me he’ll kill me.”

“Crisp,” Mary repeated. “What a funny name. But I thought you said you had no home.”

“Well, I hain’t got any, my mam she lets Crisp whip me and they kept me two days and all night without anything to eat and they tied me down to the ground, and I couldn’t hardly get up and then I was so lame, and when I got here that nasty boy run against me and hurt me, and it just seems as though I was made to hurt.”

“Poor little girl; it’s too bad. What is your name?”

“I hain’t got any name but Zula.”

“Zula? Well, I am sure that is a pretty name; but goodness! What a lovely head of hair for such a little mite as you. I wish I had it.”

“I wish I didn’t have it, for Crisp pulls it so hard that it seems to me I can’t stand it.”

“The wretch,” said Mary, energetically.

“I’ll never go and live with Crisp again if I can find any other place; would you, lady?”

“No,” Mary answered, thinking how odd and gypsy-like the expression sounded.

In the morning, Mary, after much persuasion, obtained  Zula’s consent to let Mrs. Platts know her story.
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