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the sky. I knew that the moon rose a little after nine,

but it was still early in the evening; and, deeming it too

long to wait its rising, I set myself to grope for the path,

when, on triiing an abrupt angle, I was dazzled by a suci

den blaze of light from an opening in the rock. A large

fire of fiu'zc and brushwood blazed merrily from the inte

rior of a low-browed but spacious cave, bronzing with dusky

yellow the huge volume of smoke which went rolling out

wards along the roof; and falling red and strong on the

thee and hands of a thick-set, determined-looking man,.

well-nigh in his sixtieth year, who was seated before it on

a block of stone. I knew him at once, as an intelligent,

and, in the main, rather respectable gipsy, whom. I had

once met with about ten years before, and who had seen

some service as a soldier, it was said, in. the first British

expedition to Egypt. The sight of his fire determined me.

at once. I resolved on passing the evening with him till

the rising of the moon; and, after a brief explanation, and

a blunt, though by no means unkind invitation to a place

beside his fire, I took my seat, fronting him, on a block of

granite which had been rolled from the neighboring beach.

In less than half an hour we were on as easy terms as if

we had been comrades for years; and, after beating over

fifty different topics, lie told me the story of his life, and

found an attentive and interested auditor.

Who of all my readers is unacquainted with Goldsmith's

admirable stories of the sailor with the wooden leg and

the poor half-starved merry-andrew? Independently
of

the exquisite humor of the writer, they are suited to in

terest us from the sort of cross vistas which they open into

scenes of ]if(,, where every thought and aim and incident

has at once all time freshness of novelty and all the truth

of nature to recommend it. And I felt nearly the same
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