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GYPSY BREYNTON,

CHATTER I

WHICH INTRODUOES HER

¢4 ADYPSY BREYNTON. Hon. Gspsy

Breyoton, Eesg., M. A, D. D,
% LL. D., &., &¢. Gypsy Breyn:
ton, R, R."

‘'om was very proud of his haundwriting,
It was black and business-like, round and
rolling and readable, and drowned in a deluge
of hair-line flonvishes, with hittle black curves
in the middle of them. If had beer acquired
in the book-keeping class of Yorkbury high
school, and had taker a prize at the end of
the pummer term. And therefore did Tom
lean back in his chair, and ewrvey, with
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intanse satiafaction, the great sheet of ser
mon-paper which was covered with his seraw]
ings.

Tom waa & hand: ome fellow, if he did look

very well pleased with himaelf at that particu-
lar moment. His curly hair was black and
bright, and brushed off from a full forehead,
and what with thaf fiint, dark line of mous
tache just visible shove his lips, and that
irresigtible twinkle to his mreat merry eyes,
it is no wonder Gypsy was proud of him,
a8 indeed she certainly was, nor did ehe
hesitato to tell him &0 tweuty times u day.
This was & treatment of which Tom decidedly
approved. Exnactly how beneficial if was to
the growth withio him of modesty, self-forget-
fulness, and the paseive virtnes generally, is
angther question.

The room in which Tom was sitting might
have been exhibited with profit by Mr. Bar-
uum, s¢ s legitimate relic of that chaos ond
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0ld Night, which the poeta tell us was dis-
pélled by the light of this order-loving cres-
tion. -
It had a bed in it, as well as several chaws
and a carpet, but it required considerable
search to discover them, for the billows o
feminine drapery that were piled upon them.
Three dresses, — Tom countod, to make sure,
—ona on the badpost, one rolled up in a heap
ou the floor where it had [slien, and one spread
out on the ceunterpanc, with benzine on it.
What with kerosene oil, candle-drippings,
snd mugs of milk, Gypsy maneged to keep
one dress under the benzine freatment all the
time: it waa an established institution, und
bad long ego ceased to arouse remark, even
from Tom. There was also & cloak upon one
ehair, and a crocheted cape tied Ly the tassels
on another. There waa a white tippet hang-
g on the stove-pipe. There was a bandbox
up in one corncr With a pretty hat lying on
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the cutaide, its long, light feather catching
the dust ; it was three days now since Sunday.
There were alsn two peire of shoes, one pair
of rubhers, and ona slipper under the bed; the
other slipper lay directly in the middle of the
room. Then the wardrobe door was wide
open, — it waatoo full to stay shut, — upon a
gight which, I think, even Gypsy would
hardly want put into print. White skirts
and dressing-sacks ; winter hoods that ought
to have been put up in camphor long ago;
aprons hung up by the trimming; a calico
dresa that wawned mournfully ont of a
twelve-inch tear in the skirt; a pile of stock-
ings that had waited long, and were likely
to wait longer, for darning; some rubber-
boots and a hatchet.

The burean drawers, Tom observed, were
tightly shut, —probably for very good rea-
sons. The table, at which he sat, wns a
euriceity to the speculative mind. The clotk
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was two thirds off, and elipping, by a very
graduzl process, to the floor. On the remain-
ing third stood an inkstand and a bottle of
mucilago, a3 well ns & buge pile of books, a
glass tumbler, a Parian wase, a jack-knife, a
pair of scissors, a thimble, two epools of
thread, a small kite, and & riding-whip. The
rest of the table had been left free to draw o
wmap oo, and was covered with pencils and
rubber ; compasses, paper, and torm geography
leaves.

There were several preity picturea on the
walls, but they were sll lung crockedly ; the
curtain at the window was unlooped, and you
could write your vame wnywhere in the dust
that covercd mantle, stove, and furniture.

And this was Gypay’s room.

Tom had spent a langer time in looking at
it than I have taken to tell about it, and
when he was through locking he did one of
those things that big brothers of sixtesn long

L



