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DON'T BE IN A HURRY TO GO.

Oome, boys, I have something to tell you:
Come here, I wonld whisper it low;
You're thinking of leaving the homestead,
Don’t be in & hurry to go,
T he eity has many attractions,
But think of the vices and sins,
‘Whan onen in the vortex of fashion,
How soon the course downward begins.

Yon ta'k of the mines of Anstralla,
Thev're wealthy In treasures, no doubt,
But ah, there 18 gnld in the farm, boys,
If only yon'll shovel it out.
Tha mereantile lifa is a hazard,
The gonda are first high and then low,
Dotter risk the old farm awhile longer—
Don't be in a hurry to go.

The grent bnsy West has indncements,
*And 80 has the hnslect mart,
And wanlth is not made in a day, boys,
Dan’t ha in a hurry to start,

T"e hanker and broker are wealthy—
Thev take in their thougands or so—
Ab, think of their frands and deceptions;

Don’t be in a hurry to go.

The farm is the safest and surest
Tha orchards are loaded to-day;

Yon are free as the air of the mountain,
And monareh of all yon surveyv.

Bnt stay on the farm awhile \onger,
Thongh profits come in rather <low,
Remember vou've nothing to risk, boys,

Don’'t be in a hurry to go.

DESMORO

oR,

THE RED HAND.

—
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CHAPTER IX.

Rixteen yvears have gone by since last we saw
Colonel Symure. He was a young man then;
now he is {n the meridian of life, the indifferent
husband of an affected, mindless, shrewish,
selfish woman, who brorght him wealth and
unhappiness as well, He has no children: he
has nothh*g under his roof save his frivolous
wife, who 18 no companion to him, and wearles
his patience night and day.

‘Many and many a time has he regretted the
loss of his ehild; but never once has he dared
to dream of claiming it. The senret of his first
marriage he must endeavor to conceal for ever.
In order to preserve some little tranquillity on
his domestic hearth, he is compelled o preserve
that secret inviolate,

He has groaned often to think of the mask
which he is foreed to wear, without, ever having
the courage to pluck that mask off. He is en-
tirely under the thrall of his rich wife, with
whom he has no confldence whatever,

And he {8 now sitting here, in a paltry little
thoatre, belonging to an obscure country town,
witnessing the performance of a troupe of stroll-
ing players, his own lawfully-begotten son
being one of the principal members of that
troupe,

Colonel Symure gnashed his teeth as he re-
flected on all this; and the color forsook his
chaeks and lips as Desmoaro’s deep-toned volce,
rich in its practised modulations, rose and sank
in impassioned declamation,

What was he to do? How could he snatch
his own offspring son from such a humiliating
position?

This son of his was handsome as Apollo, and
bad the bearing of a prince. Colonel Symure
would be proud indeed to own him, and take
him to his heart; for time had much softened
this man’s breast, which had nothing to fll it
now—uothing, rave sorrowful memories of, and
repinings for, the past,

Every pulse In Colonel S8ymure’s body was
throbbing fast and painfully, and he was long-
ing.to spring upon the stage, and fold the youth
to his bosom. Had he but owned a different
woman for.his wife, he might, perhaps, have
‘followed his inclinations, and revealed to her
the existence of hisson; as it was, he was almost
distracted, and knew not how to act.

The hand of heaven seemed to have directed
him te this place, in order to show him the
trust he had so cruelly neglected—the child he
dared not claim as his,

Not a single doubt of the youth's identity in-
truded itself upon the Colonel’s mind, The
name of Desmoro Desmorn, and the Yyoung
stroller’s red hand, were facts which at once
estublished his relationship to that gentleman.

Never in all his life had Colonel Symure suf-
fered such mental anguish as he was now suf-
fering. But the all-end would not be here: he
‘would probably be made to endure still more
torture. Indeed, how could it possibly be
otherwise with him, seeing that he was not
the master of his own actions, that he was
cojl;:pletely under the ocontrol of his vixenish
wife.

Colonel Symure was truly thankful when the
bour of ten arrived, and Mrs. Symure rose to
depart, Ho helped her on wilth her shawi in

utter silenage, gave her his arm, and conducted
her out of the theatre; at the door of which
w s thelr waiting carriage, into which he assist-
ed her without speaking a word.

. # Caroline,” he sald, pausing at the door of
the vehiele, ¢« I—I don't feel exactly myself to-
night; I think I'd rather walk home, if you
have no objection to my doing so.”

# No objection to your doing so, indeed!” re-
peated she. ¢ And what’s to becom= of me all
the while you nre from my side. Why, I'm to
be moped in this close carriage, without a soul
to exchange a syllable with, Not that you have
been at ail communicative this evening—a
mouse could not have been more silent than
yourself. I wonder what's the matter with
you.”

«J.—I am not myself, Caroline.”

4 You sald that before.”

“I know I did; aund I say it again and
again.”

« You're mysterlous, Colonel Symure,” she
suspicinusly rejoined. ¢ You may well say
you're not like yourself to-night.”

¢ I shall be better after I've had a brisk walk
and a few mouthfuls of fresh air.”

“Whoever heard of night air doing a person
any good ? I'm certain I never did”

But Colonel Symure was gone, and Mrs,
Symure was compelled to return home wholly
alone,

The gentleman strode along to the end of the
street, until the equipage containing his wife
was quite out of sight; then he sauntered back
again into the theatre, and resumed his seat in
the box he had just vacated.

But the tragedy was over, and Desmoro Des-
moro was no longer to be seen.

Colonel Symure was very uneasy, and very
unhappy, likewise, and he was thankful to be
alone for awhile with his thoughts, whicn were
harassing him as thoughts had seldom harassed
him before.

Soon he left the theatre, and sauntered down
a sort of alley, at the end of which was the
stage-entrance, a dingy doorway guarded by a
lame man, whom the townspeople called « Hop-
ping Pidgers,” a singular character, whose as-
pect was repulsive in the extreme.

Colonel Symure peeped through the open
doorway into a murky room of narrow dimen-
slons, and glanced at its sole occupant, a wiz-
ened man,—apparently old, but in reality not
so,——crooning over the dying embers in a rusty,
battered grate. There was a crazy table, on
which a lamp was burning, and a pile of old
playbills, disturbed by the draught from the
open door, was fluttering on the blackened and
cohwebbed wall opposite,

Tihis was all the geatleman could see.

He drew his cloak arounl! him, in order to
hide his scarlet coat, pulled the military hat
deep over his brow, aund still lingered on the
threshold, unable to muke up his mind what to
do; whether to enter there or to let it alone.

The figure hanging over the fire coughod
ouce or twice, and rubbed its skinny hands to-
gether,

Colonel Symure watched and watched, until
he was weary of watching, then he passed
through the doorway, and stood in the presence
of the Cerberus of the place, Hopping Pidgers,
who had started from his seat at the creaking
of the stranger’s boots,

The gentleman drew back and shuddered be-
fore the crooked form presented to his view.

“Weel, what dun yo want ? was the not
over courteous interrogatory made by thoe Cer-
berus,

This question, so bluntly put, perplexed the
gentleman for a second or two.

Pidgers, whose iittle eyes looked in two sepa-
rate directious, was narrowly scanning the ap-
pearauce of the new-comer, examining him
from head to foot.

“Can I do anythin’ fur yo, sur?’ he further
demaunded, in cracked and discordant accents,
and with a strong Yorkshire dialect.

“I really don't know,” stammered the Colo-
nel. «I want to be informed where Mr. Des-
moro Desmoro lives,” he added, his tongue
clinging to the roof of his mouth as ke uttered
the name.

“Ol, whereabouts Maister Desmoro Desmoro
lives, yo wauts to know ?”" repeated Pi.dgers,
with a cunning grin, all the while peering into
the querist’s face. ¢ What can a soger-officer
wamk wee a play-actor lad like him, um ? May-
be, yo wants to him to goo an’ list for a soger ?"
added he, eagerly,

“Perbaps I do?” haif-laughed the Colonel.
“Such a fine fellow as he would be a credit to
any regiment in the world !”

“Foin feller!” mambled the man,
it be; alas yer foin follers!
yo'd not tuk’ me fur a soger !

“No, 1 don't think I should!” was the dry
and haughty rejoinder.

¢ Noa, in coorse you wouldn’t! Dangit, why
beaut one moy’y hack an’ Hmbs as struight as
anothers? Wy gnouid I be a Hoppin’ Pidgers,

fur everybody 1o mak’ gamea on, an’ this lad,
Desmoro, 8o preqty that ail that sees him mun
fuv blm 807 “ Theer he Miss Cumfort Shavings
—Buy, I Suppose, you dunnot know her?”

“Nu, no; | ,,erely wish to be informed
where the yYou.:; gentleman lives—aothing
more,”

“ Young gentlemon ! ecuioed the man, with
a scornful lgugy, « Why, he sticks up th’ piay-
bills on th' gtreet walls, TUDS & arrands, clean
the stage, lights the gas, an’ does a schoor a
otheroddjobgt Geutlemon,indeed! Ishouldn’t
woonder but what yo'll be fur callin’ me a
gentlemon 1

“I should not make such an egregious mis-

#Theer
I'd bet a penny

¢ be assured,” answered the Culvuel, red.

dening, and feeling inclined to knock the inso-
lent Pidgers on the heard, .
Colonel 8ymure put his hand into his pocke
and drawing forth a crown-plece, threw it on
the tahle before him saying, ¢ There, perhaps

.that may put a curb upon your too familiar

tongne, and induce you to civilly answer my
qnestion relative tn the ahode of the young man
I have bhefore alluded to.”

Pidgers snatched up the coin, and immedi-
ately thrust it into the depths of his patched
corduroys.

“We never tells nobndy's addresses here; it
he agin Maister Jollic's orders,” hesald, coolly,
limping back to the fireside, and resuming his
seat there,

The Colonel stamped his fart impatiently.

«Has Mr, Desmoro left the theatre ?” he next
demanded.

¢« Mavbe he hev, and maybe he hev'nt—it
aint fur me to say.”

« You won't tell me.”

«Yon don’t want me to go agin my orders,
an’ so he shoved out on my place, do you?”
asked the man.

« N0, nn; eartainly not,”

«Then don’t aAX me any moor on yer ques-
tions,” returned Pidgers, in the same rude man-
ner as before. ¢ It be ’leven o'clock, an’ am
gooin’ to mak’ my porridge, so as yo mayn't
like the smell on it, yo'd better goo yer ways
whaam.”

Colonel Symure paused, not knowing what to
do.

«Linok here, don’t he obstinate, mv man ! he
said, approaching the crouching figure. «I'li
make it well worth your while to serve me in
this business, I want to sea and speak to this
young man, and if you will hnt instruct me
where I may be likely to find him, I’ll give you
a piece of gold.”

Pidgers started at the mentlon of «gold;
then, with his elbows on his knees, and his
chin supported in his palms, he sat reflecting a
few moments.

«“Dnn you want him for a soger, say yes or
noa ?”’ he asked, suddenly jnmping up.

« Well, honestly, no!” responded the Colonel.
«1 seek him only for his advantage, be assured
on that point.”

« His advantage !” slow!ly repeated Pidgers, a
dark frown puckering up hils narrow brow.
««Weel, yo mun coom here agin to-morrow, at
this hour, an’ then, mayhap, I'll tell ’en summut
about him. Good night, maister, I mun mak’
my porridge now.”

Colonel S8ymure, full of disappointment and
anger, now lefi the man, and found his way
into the alley, and thence into the street once
more,

Slowly he proceeded homeward, his heart
heavy and sad within his breast.

He was recaliing the particulars of the scene
which had just taken place between the stage-
door-keeper ard himself, and bitterly reflecting
on all he had heard concerning Desmoro’s hu-
miliating position.

Could it be possible that the lawfully-begotten
son of a Bymure was subjected to the degrading
employment of a common bilisticker ?”

The gentleman shuddered at the bare thought
of such a disgraee being offered to one of his
anclent and aristocratic name, and excitedly
quickening his footsteps, soon reached home,
where he was receivedd with a scowling brow,

Mrs. 8ymure’s temper not being in its happiest
vein.

* L] - - ] *

On the following morning, Desmoro awoke
unrefreshed and languid. His slumbers had
been much disturbed by dreams of terror, and
he was somewhat feverish and nervous in con-
sequence therefore.

He kindled his fire, set his little sooty Kkettle
on the hob, performed his morning ablutions,
then, feeling easier, he seated himself before
the grate, and begun to think, and to cungratu-
late himself as well—to congratulate himself on
his ordeal belug over—over with much oredit
to himself.

He became more Ilike hisold selfas he mused ;
for he was reflecting that he had a treatin Store
for Comfort. He had a certain fresh volume to
carry to her to-day—a volume which had come
strangely into his possession, and which he had
neglected until now—neglected because of the
late, unexpected, and important task he had
had to perform.

While he was thus sitting, occupied with

many thoughts, Mrs, Polderbrant burst in upon
him, and distarbed his cogltations.

;‘l":‘lg"‘ﬂb‘ad ! she exclalmed, after her pecu-
cullarly R5rupt fagshion—«a very gool lud, fn-
deed! What ar e ad, 1o

® you having for breakfast this
moruing ? Not bread and walter again, I trost 27
she continued, sitting down, and making her.
self quiie at home, « you got through your
part admirably last nighy, 1 say s0; and as I've
seen the first of acting in my day, I ouzht to be
‘l:x:’gl:?hb;%ijl‘;‘dge of that difficnit art—able to
erence 'L wi :
at nll oventar noe 'twixt the good and the bad,

“«I'm very muyeh obliged to you, ma'am,”
stammered Desmoro; « go:, Omyy for the lm;a
asslstanee you rendered me last night, but for
the possession of thag book which I wus covet.
ing 80 much. I havye neglected to thank yoqy
for it till now, because I have not had any fit.
ting opportunity of go doing. T am very grate-
rai tl; ydou. Mrs, Pulderbrant:"

“And you are really g stidy Hume?
¢Treutlse on Human Nag;ul:;gpt;? :]t.e lzyzuzh‘r::ly.
asked. «Wej), well, there's no accounting for

80100 people’s tagte, o Bosale
that you wang Are thereany other books

12" she siyly 1nquired,
“AbL, Mrs, Polderbraut,” sighea the yout,

«I do nnt like to think of the many, ‘,”n,

works 1 should like to have.” . ; yob
“ Baoks are expensive artieles, Desmoros &y
I faney I conld find the means to buy $O9 o,
you might desire. Bt never mind, Desi g
only vou continue as you've begun, 9-“‘_’ r’; for
soon be able tn purchase a whole librifs iy
vourself, Thirkof that, my lal—think of
You have talents—rare and excellent mle:
which, if properly used, will lead you blgP
from your present erratic way of life up
fortnne and the London boards!” - jes®
The young man's ears tingled as these 3‘9“"
Ing and encouraging worls entered com®
Dared he believe that he would one day Pe@ g
known to fame, and hnld? an honorable
roud ition in the world R
P He mld like to do so, not for his own 5‘;‘
but for that of dear Comfort. e
Desmoro was longing for the world's ad:::ﬁ]d
tiou and applause, and that all tongues ;““ of
speak of him. But, although he was o of
ambitions yearnings, he had not an ntgno.’"
selfishness in his nature, for g:nerous, h
noble, and good he was in all things. he O
Now, Mrz. Polderbrant, eccentric as ® oter
dnubtedly was, was a shrewd reader of ¢charé® o
She understood Desmoro’s thoroughly, 80° .4 -
derstanding it, she conld not help lld'"‘"';’: ner
appreciating it. She had a rugged hea't fslf”
bosom ; but he, the parentless one, was
inside it, filling its every corner. p
But sha did not make any ﬂﬂ'ecf'm"“wé%“:
fessions to the lad, over whom sh~ nOW“ piss:
positive joy in watching. She did not te 1in
that she was learning to love him with & owg
she same sort of tenderness as she had od
her own son—that son whose head the
earth had long since pillowed. No; sbe
for him silently and well. 15 P
Quite elated, Desmoro rought Comforts Fiye
sence; and together the young teacher ansl,sﬂ”'
pupil pored over thelr newly-acquired tré asio™
The girl's face wore a puzzled, vexed exP"‘;
while that of her companion was filled W
terest and gratification, lo”"’
To speak the truth, Comfort was Pe"pt'ukO
over the volume's contents, but she did “io of
to suy so; she did not like 10 confess thé 1ph#*
were as mysterions to her as the Greek ““ né
bet; 80 she went on listening to Desmor?
read and read, with her pure, girlish fe e#eri
full of wonderment and awe, hearing ab‘"d
word he repeated, but failing to comPré™
their proper meaning. o~ [
Desmoro saw that he had brought a WO o
above the understanding of his pupil, an
solved never to commit such a mistake od
He was disappointed certainly, for he B
pected to produce a great effect on CO
mind, he had been hoping that she WOU o
rive vast benefit from the perusal of 8% d
learned and thought-fraught productio® “gpor
that she, like himself, would be yearn}
others similar to it " galds
«You don’t like this book, Comfort,” B®
suddenly closing its pages.
«If it had been history,
it immensely, ’esmoro ! she replied, aim
» loss what to say, and fearful of offend
in any way. ¢ ButIam not clever en?
receive the meaning of these treatised
only make my head ache, and vex mJy omgn"
«1 forgot, Comfort; I forgot that ¥ or {ro88
tastes, in nine cases out of ten, difre
those of men.” "
“ We cannot help our nature, Desmor®
« No more than we can help ours ¥’ mw;t“‘
* I wonder whether they woulil tnke ¥ k0
book, and give us another in lieu of 1t ¥ of Ené
he. « You'd like Goldsmith’s ¢« Hstory € yp-
land,’ if I could get it, wouldn’t you? .
quired. n a0°
«Oh, yes, If you could get it, Desm"':r’belﬂ‘
swered she. ¢ But we must not drea“} . m
able to procure a peep at that work "0 mek?
aml many a year to come; 80 let “'“ we
ourselves as contented as we can Withow
must not further impose upon Mr& {ves p
brant’s good nature, for she like ours;,
nothing but what she works hard for
Desmoro shook his head scept.lcall!;i ghe
“You think otherwise, eh 7 querie ncys'll’
¢1 do, Comfort !” he replied. * Ifa
quite rich ™ mp,nm‘“
“ Rich, Desmoro ! exclaimed his ¢0 pry.:
“ How can she possibly be so? 8he h“;'ys el
been a country actress; and report i o
she had an idle husband, and an e-xne ofe”
and worthless son, for both of whom 27 ;e ‘:.
ly lasoreld night and day. 1 know "d?l wot 1%y
longs to an excellent family, but I her 1 N;)‘
agine the memners of it ever assist ghe
way. How Lhen, as I said beforé,
rich 27
% She off.red to buy me any D!
which offer she would surely no«
unless she had had the means of
word.”?

1 should haveé ‘::a’
nis
p ¥9

ob

have  pef
Kee plD‘

. wlsh 1

“Odered t» buy you any biok {;,g:le 1081
Desmoro ! I fancy she must be 8 ' ,,q, obr
really o, Dismoro ! laughed the ‘tnu. lu'u"
+I cannot agree with you in th e 4l .
Comfort. I adnere to my formen dy 80
she hais some money, a secrel L
where,”

o9
ing%
“Wall, well, time will prove all t8

—_—

CHAPTER X- whano':
sty B

It was near eleven o’closk nt “yi;g:::ll 1aty F e
lonel Symure, no longer attired 1 leadin bad
Tents, cat rel the d ngy alley !©
stage-dour of the theatre. ped B

He had his large clonk WraPPOo oy,
4nd his hat yas pulled far ove¥ s T




