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duughter—whovas his only child, the solo com-
panlon of his widowed home,—~the consul bore
hiis enforoed imprisonment with pationce and

humotr. Each succeeding day ho liked his
host bettsr and better, and Lo actually flt sor.
ry when tbo day of his return homoe was fixed
upon,

p‘?x shall miss you, monsiour, whon you are
gone’” Destuoro obsorved, as thoy were sitting
togetber at breakfast on the morningofthe con«
sul's doparfure, ¢ Ay, [ shall sorely m.as yout”

The oonsul draw forth his purso—a purss woll-
crammed with bank-paper,~and oftered 1% to
tho bushranger.

u ] have boen most courteously entertained by
you, Red Hand,” ko ssid, with some littlo em.
barrassment of mannor, ¢ Youwill not, I hope
refuse to allow mo to make a aultablo compon.
sation for—-"'

Doamoro’s face fiushed with pride and indig.
natlon.

o Monsleur IV ho oxclaimed, with knitted
brows, “Red Hand is a bushranger, not tho
koeper of & tavern. 1 have decomod you my
honored guest, and for the trifiing hoapitaiity 1
have showed you, 1 only crave a small place 1n
your memory, an assuranos oOn your part thatl
shall not bo altogether forgotten by you 1

Dommoro had tttered these latter words with
80 muol: fesllng, that, Neddy, who was kneeling
before tho rude and capaclous groe-place, usiug
hie lungs in place of & palr of bellows, Icokoed up
in mute astonlashment.

« Be assured, Red Hand, that 1 wlill be your
stanch friend if ever you abould stand in need
ofsuch,” returncd the gentloman. «“Como or
send to mo at any hour, noar or afar off, and I
will attend to tho summons,”

« s tho mare saddled, Neddy 7' naked Des.
moro, furning to tho man, who was silll em-
ployed in coaxing the dying cmbers to ook
alivoagain,

«8he's all right, mister—tothered to the 0g-
treo yonder,” tho man answered, nodding his
head In an uncertaln direction,

Desmoronow disappeared, and, after tholapee
of ten minutes, roturnod with a bunch of bush
flowers 10 his hands, Gllstoning with moraing
dew wero these goms of the Australian wilds—
thess sonrlet globes of the waratah—these soft
golden.buwd buds of the mimosa—thoso scented
nativa roses—and these rich purple blossoms of
the sweet teA-plant. You iknow his natural taste
for artistioaily arranging bouquots. Tho present
nosegsy, althcugi: composod of o careless ga.
therlpg, camo gracefully out of the hands of
Doamoro.

 Your kindness has emboldened me to solicit
a favor. May X presume, monafeur, to send this
to mademoiselle 27 he asked, with consideradble
healtation, X may nevorsee hor or youagain,
monajour,” lie added, prescuting his simple
gowors, which the gentloman smilingly re-
oelved.

aIwill take care thiat Marguerite reocolves
them safely,” he rajoined.

Then there was a shaking of hands under the
shade of the tall Sg-tree, which was leaning
over, and rosting its leafy head amid the bran.
chos of ita nearest neighbor, and then tho gen-
tleman mounted tho horse, which Dosmoro at
otico bogun o0 lead up the pass, the stecpnoss of
which was the safeguard of his cavern-retreat.

Ugpard, upward, windiog aloxg tho craggy, pro-
cipltonsolift, the bushranger, and the horse and
rider, slowly mede their way. Tho poor consul,
who was a very. timid man, and far from being
a deoent horseman, clung to his saddlie most te-
naciously, never ohoe dariog tolowk baokwards,
and uttering exclamatlions of fear 1l the while.

At length they arrived at a place of gafety, at
» clearsd spot on tho fat top of a hill, whenoa
they ocould see the surronnding country lald alf
before them. .

«You will no longer require aguide now, mon.
slenr,? spoke Desmoro. ¢ Keep yonder high
tree in consiant view until yon arrive at the
soad § then tarn to your left, and heaven guard
you to tha end of your journoy.”

uThanke~thanksi” exclalmed the geuntlce
man, “You have 8 most securs retrsat here,”
ho continued. X should never bo able to dis.
cover again either of the ontrances to your
home."’

Desmaro laughed,

“ You will never try to do so, I think,”

uXNay, who knows{"” he roplicd, as he waved
his hand, touched his steed; and propared to
ride away.

«Take care lest you encouater the ownar of
tho beast!” sald Desmoro, 88 he moved from
tho spot. ¢ Remembor thatl've made you &
prosent of a stolen horse! Ha, haP?

But the gentleman hoard not Desmoro’s part.
ing words, ho was already galloping onwards.

——

CAPTER XXVIL

We left Colone! Symure plunged in amaze-
mont and distross at what ho had fukt heard
relative to his unhappy son—-the convict Dos-
0Oro,

Tho Colonel paced his chaxber for hoars and
hours, unabdlo Lo keop still,

Meroifal powers! ho had clapsed hands with , cacaped from lstening to the Major's forthe

Hls faco convulsed with the monta) agony ho
was enduarlug, Colonel Symurte follon his kneos,
and prayed—prayed with a forvent spirit, and a

over his unbappy son, snd lead LIm out of
furthor gullt and peril.

Colonel Bymure wounld have flown ont nto
tho night aud darkness, could be have hoped to
ovortako tho poor fugitive whom Yo had so
1atoly bofriended s but the Colonel was tn com-
ploto ignornnoo of the direction of that fugitive's
gying steps, ané consequontly would bo at a
loss whither to direot his own.

Tho mon had scarchod the grounds, but find.
ing thero nothing to rapay tbeir palns. they bad
at onco departed, and wore ncw pursulng a fresh
route, tho contrary ono to that which our hero
had taken, ’

But tbo Colonel was 110t aware of that fact}
thaeso ngouts of tho law might be on tho very
beols of Desmoro for aught the geutloman know
to the coutrnry,

Had tho Culonel boen standing before the
mouth of o loaded canncn, expecting to bo
blown to plecos, he could not possibly have
;x‘:durod more montal an~ish than now was

[

Ho pacod tho floor until broad daylight stroam.
ed through the chamber windows. As ho passed
by ono of tho mirrors, the Colonel started to
800 tho haggard fuco 1t roflected.

Ho was & lonely man in the world now, for
his brother, Poroy Symure, was long since doad,
and the flory-tempered Carolino stilllived apart
from him. The Colonel still clung totho army,
and had gladly accompanied hisregiment when
it was ordersd abroad. Ho know that ho was
golng to the country whero his own and only
sou ablded In degraded boudage, and ho was
nursing a hope that by some means or other he
migat be able to obtain the ycung man's pardon,
On roaching tho coloby, military dutios had
80 ocoupied his attention and timo, that, as yet,
he bad had no opportunity of making any in.
quirios whatever respecting Desmoro, He was
& paiofully sensitive man, and, being such,
wished to pursus his scarch as secretly as possie
ble. Tho event of this night had, however,

oconcerning the ohject of his constant and aching
thoughts,

For sevoral days, Colonel S8ymure, was to ho
seen hanging about tho polioe.ofiice. He was
listening to tho diffarent cases, fearful that Des-
moro might bo caught, and brought up there
for examination, Ho was .ooking wrotchodly
i}, and thero was a restloss, wild cxpression in
his oyes, which betokeued & mind sadly dis.
turbed, and full of sore distress, Every morn.
ing he dovoved the contents of tho difforent
newspaepors, and afterwards he would walk
about tho town, s,.0pping to read evory handbilt
on his way. Yet no tidings could he obtain o!
Desmoro,

Often the poor Colonol might be sgen talking
to oonstables, azking them quostions concern.
ing Red Hand, his looks all tho while fllled
with nervous anxlety and trepldation. His
brother officers thought thoir Colonel going
demented, for Uitle oould he converse about
now, ¥ave bushrangers and tholr dolngs.

in the hope of seeing there the rascal Pldgers,
thioking that that individual might be enabled
to give him some informatlon concerning the
haploss Desmore, But the gentleman falled to
got a sight of the bllisccker, and loft the temple
of the drama In much disappointment.

A fow ovenings subsoqueont to his visit to the
thoatro, boing prosont at a dinuner-party given
by the Freach consul, Colonsl 8ymurs adroitly
introduced tho nameo cf Red Hend; at the men-
tion of whose name Mademalselle d’Auvergne
changed color and trombled, while Ier father
puffod out his ohecks, and looked full of mys-.
terious importance.

Marguerite, on whose left wus seated the
Colonal, was wishtag that officer far away at
the present moment. 8he was afraid of her
father being led to recount his lats adventure
with the bushranger now in guestion. You seo,
the cocsul was a sad gosslp, and his daughter
was woll awaro of that fact.

Marguerite tricd to turn thaconversation into
anothor channel; but she triod in vain, the sub-
ject sho 80 droaded was in full swing.

“Red Hand {” cried one of the company, ared.

the fellow; may the furies fiy away with tha
scoundrel, say I! Did any of yo hearhow X was
atoppod and robbed by him ¢

half a dozen volces, in full chorus,
you, Major O'Moory "

«To bo surcl Isit possible that
hoard of that adventure of mine "

« Never--never, Major I

4 Xou'd liko to hoar it, I daresay ?” added tho

“ What—

ye'vo never

commencs his narration,
«Ob, yes, ycs, Major!?

ocontrite soul—prayed that hasven would wateh '

g von him information—terrible Information, |

Tho Colonel visited tho theatrs ono evening, !

' the greatest row I {ver heard in the wholo
oourse of my llfo, «Ohol” sald I to myself,
stopplng my horso for 8 moment, and looking
around me, “ there’s a big ecrimmage going on
' ¢omowhere!1” And by.and.by, gulded Sy the
hooting and yolling, I arrived uponsuch ascene,
It was an Immense farmyard, fillod with a
crowd of men, whom onc intheir midst, mount.
ed on o fino horse, with a pistol in his hands,
w&s ovidontly commanding to do somothing or
other.

“Bed ad ! sald T to myself. «Hero's somo
fun hore, I'm thinking,” and accordingly I drow
up, and lstened Lo what was going on before
me, Thoro was a large weatherboard and brick
place, into which tho men were belng forced to
entor, and to come dack laden with all sorts of
storos and provisions, I pretty soon compre.
bended tho scone by what followed.

“8trip the stingy hound!” cried tho man on
horscback, whom, I'll give you my word, was
one of tho handsomest follows I iver clapped my
two oyes upon, and worthy to bo a soldier anny
day of the week. «8triphim, 1ads, of hisstores!
| We'll teash him to dock tho wagos and rations
of his honcst workmen! Go ¢, i+'s Red Band
bimself who is answerable for this deed I

1t Red Hand, the murderous bushranger!” ex.
claimed I within mysoclf. «Plcasant company
| for Major O'Moore, I'm thinking. Sure, my best
plan will be to put distanco "twixt yo and moe.”

And with this, I was just about to ride on
agaln without tak ing a hap'arth of notice further,
when ob' may I ngver livo to taste Monslour
Q'Auvaergne’s claret again, if a hand of iron
hadn't clutohed hold of my shoulder, and that
big rasca), Red Hand, was close by my slda,

“Como1” sald he, polnting to the house in
front of us; «I'll trouble you to alight, go in
there, and help yourself to any nrticle yo ltke.”

“I1" roplled I, in tho biggest finrry I wasiver
in in the whole courso of my iife. ** Thundor!
do yo tako ni¢ for a thafo 7 I'm Major O'Moore,
of her Majosty's——" -

#0h, oh!" returned ho, laughing At to kill
himself, and at the same timo helping himasolf
to my watoh as gingerly as possible. «We'll
! take tho Dberty, Major, of relieving you of this
baublo ; and now your pursce, if you please,”

And this was happentog in tho broad face of
day, and in tho presonce of about forty farm
labourers, whom Red Hand had been ordering
about as if they had boen so many bundles of
straw, forging them to rob thelr master, just
becauso that master had been reducing their
wages and rations.

‘Wel), I handed the scoundrel my purse; by
Jove! I couldn't do anny other, for his platol
was placed at my ear. I was sorry to peri with
my watch, which had belonged to my dead and
gone father; and I told him as much, never
onoe thinking that he would pay any attention
to my words.

1#Go in there, Major,”” ho anawered, agaln
pointing to the building.

4 But——" said I,
| ®No words, but obcy me, Major.”
| Ang, Yy all the saints, iIf I weren't bundled
_off my beast, then and there, and marched into

& stqre, out of which I roturned with a snuall
i choest of tea In my arms. I vow Ididn't know
how tho article came in my possession, but I
was bugging 1t close onough—that same blessed
! chest of tea.

I then regalned the beek of my animal, 1
. was purple with rago and shame, and resolving
. to cast the chest into the very irstgully I shvald
como across, when the bashranger, in a most
gontlemanly manuner, oLse moroe addressed me.
«pajor,’” sald he, laughing as if it were all &
+ good Joke; I bellove yo said that this watch
was onco yonr father’s property
i 1replied in the affirmative. Wherauppn he
actually handed mo back the timeploce, which
' 1s hero to speak for itsolf.

And as ho finished speaking, the Major drow
forth a handsome gold wateb, and hald it up to
view.

t Marguerite A’Auvergno was as white ry any

i marble statue; and her lips wore twitching

| painfuliy.

} “Thoro's much good in this man, it seeme,"

t quivared tho Colonel, after two or threo of the

' guests had made sundry observations on the

! Major's narrative.

! #Well, I'll admit that thexo are bigger scoun.
drels in the world than Red Hand,” rejoined the

' wino after his somewhat long reoital.
+ Marguerite glanced at her father, who she
could perceive was fidgoting in "his chair, all

1ate adventure with Red Hand.

«Ho must not utter one word about him,"

i cricd she, within herself.
gaonerous—it would not be just to do so0."
] Yot, how was sho to provent hor father trom

speaking of his acqualntance with tho notorious .
officer, cloaring his throat, and propariog to! bushranger, with whom sho had all unconscions- sorry that she had baen so f0olish a8 £o alatn

muscatel, purple, and full of coo), refreshing
L]

E

08, {

Just At the momant|when the consul's ips
were undosing to relato bz ‘3?” & ‘woman's
ploreing shriek rang through {he émlng-room;
and Marguerite, looking pale as o spectre, folt
baock {n her chalr.

Tho master of the house sudd~ .y closed his
moutb, and started from his .. Tho guests
likow!ise rosc from thelr scats, and all was
amazoment and confuston, . &

Mobslour d'Auvergno was by his dnughtor's
side, besscching hor to tell bim w’hu was tho
mantter withh her, .

«- A contipede, pape, had hidden ttsclf 1n that
bunch of grapes,” she gasped, polnting to the
fruit on-her plato; «and I am afratd that it has
stung my hand, Do not lot any of the ladles
dlsturd thomaelves; but pray take mo away for
8 fow momonts, until 1 assuro mysslf whother
or not thero is any causo for alarm--~pray do,
papa, or I shall dlo with absolute fright 1",

Puffing with heat snd terror, the consul waved
bis hand to tho company, and, mattering somo
unintelligible sentonocs, lod his doughter out of
the room into another—the consul's study—
‘whithor they were not llkely to bo followed by
&by ono. .o .

«Papa,” sald da Juerite, In & wholly altered
tone,—¢papa, I am not Injured in tho least; 1
bavo only used a Hittle rise—""

« A ruse " echood the bewildored parent.

# Yeos; I saw that yon,wero.qhout to speak of
Red Hand, and I wishod to prevent your doing
'a"

« I do not comprobend yot, Marguorite.

« Papa, you must no¥ ssy ono wort aboul Bed
Hand, In many ways it would be unwise and
unsafo {o do s0.”

«Umph! Well, I daresa¥ you areright, Mar.
gcrito 1" agreecd he. ¢Ihad notgivon the matter
o serious thought when I was oh tho polnt of
speaking; but now I perceive how unjust and
cruel I should hxvo bverfte Hhve breathed one
syllable concerning the man whlo acted so
hamanely and nobly towards me, Yét, observe,
I should not have forgotten my pledge-~I should
not have forfeited my honor-—by betraying the
whereabonts of bis dwelling-place. Noy noy s
d’Auvergne Xiidws how: tp koep hi§ word, even
when that word has been given to a bushe
ranger.”

< Thon your will bo silent, papa~—you will not
utter his name agnin to-night ?” sho orfed, ear.
nestly, o

stIndeed, I sh-uld have sald Hitlo agalnst tho
poor fellow 1"

s« No matter; our silenco can do itm no ian.
Jury. .

«That's trae.” o

“ ' Youdear, good papa!” exclaimod Marguerite,
throwing her arms about his neck, and kilssing
him. “Now go you back to our company, and
explain to thom that I ard 1ot hurt at all—that
X have only beon foolishly alaymed.”

Tbhe worllyy consvl hesitated, or rather paused,
1o coiloct his troubled thoughts. He was not o
vory wiss littlo genticman, I am sorry to say,
nor was he quick at understanding what peoplo
meant; but his kindliness 6f hieart covered all
his little defects. He was a valn man, nevare
theless, who highly prized his head of hair; but
.ho waould have given every inch of that Lair

rathorthan wilLogly injure any one. Marguerito
knew all hor father’® weakness, @od all his
goodness as well, and sho did not fear his roady
and {mplicit obscrvance-of her wishes,

«Well, darguerite,” he sald, ¢ Imustsay thay
I should have made a most capital story of m3-
iate adventure—a far more romantic one than
that rolated by our frlend, Major 0’Moore, who,
batween ourselves, quito spolled tho effect.of bis
own narrative. Ah, he should have hoard ma
rehearse such a tale! Ha has no descriptive
talent whatever and falled entirely, I am so
sorry that I canunot ‘givo thom just & mers
sketch—a baro outline of the afir—tho tilting
over of tho carrisge, for Instanco—~—iy broken =
arm-—the hoteo madly prancing on the verge cf
a black gully—tho sudden and mysterious ap.
pearance of tho handesomé brahranger, armed
to tho teoth,—and so ,on, eh? I should ¢x.
tinguish the Major's story, regarding which I do
not belleve a singlo, word), Those Irishmen can
pull a long bow whenover they choose.”

«To bo sure, pape,” agrecd Marguerlte, 7,
like yourself, do not credit one sylladle of the

pulfed his way
with a smillrg
thére thét Mademolaplio

i

whiskered Irtabman. ¢ By St. Patrick, I know , other ofiicer, rafreshing himself with a glass of | Major's rolation.”

Thus consoled, the Fx;o'xfchman
! back to the drawing.toom, snd,
! face, sassurcd all

“8lopped and robbed by Rod Hand I echoed anxious to recount to his guests assembled his ! d’Anvergne bad necdjessly siarmed hecselt » 2

overy ono eise.
Ang, by-and-by, Marguerito horself appoarcd

#It would not be|in person; aand; as trauquillity was once moro

restored to all, the lady of tho mansion led the
way to the drawing-room. )
Marguerito ssid that sho was exceedingly

1y suffored herseli to become 50 strangels in- ' her friends; but that sho would take cars never
* torestod? Sho must invent somo plan wheredy ' again o allow silly nervousness to o far ovete

At this mcmont, Marguorito’s knifo and fork . she might galn a moment's conversation with | come her presenco of mind,
droppoed from her norvoless fingers. She dread- her parent.  8ho Jid not liko to croate o scone, .

Whilo sho was yet uttering her oxcusos, pre.

ed to hear of any of Rod Hand's wrongdolnge, by pretonding to be scized with @ sudden fit of j tending to laugh at her own folloy, Colonct

and would have glven much conld she have faintness. Marguerito hated all sorts of mean Symure,
i mancavring, and disdalned to acta falso part ! ed hor,

his own sop, and had beon In utter ignorance | coming story.

of that fact until this moment, whon that son

whore,

' for her own advantago aicne. Bul on

What was ho to do now? dis hoart was | visiting on this oocasion, yo must undorstand,  shoert timon

yearning towards the poor outlaw~—his arms | Woll, as T was lourncylng along this road-
him.

aching to en

dangess that cnoompassed Desmoroj that the
mngld was awalting him should ho over ba
caught, ’

olasp which was as bad a one a8 I'd ever wish to s8e declining yoar.
Ho trembdied when ho rofiectod on the terrible ! 'twixt this and anny placo--longlug to rcach opening upon the beautifully-kopt grouuds, :
Sydnoy again-—I wasathenabout fifty milosonihe wore strclohed wide, i opder to admit as mach
other sldo of Parramaits, and intonding to put fresh sir as possible,
up at tho first fun I reached—Tuli atoncobeatd there Was & bunch of lusclous gmpes, rich

this oo-
To commenoe, thin, as I was journoying fro. csslon, she rememberes, that it would bo for :
was beyond his roath~—gono heaven glone kn2w ' Lisvelicy’ Btation~-Lascelles, who was onco in one who united courage and charity with allhis
tho army, is a fricnd of mine, whom Y'Q been 1lnwless doings, that sho should dizgembloe for s

It was one of the hottest evenings of the
The large French windows, |

On Margusrite's plate

'who had followed theladics, approachs

« Pray, pardon mo mademolselle,” he said;
«hut a moet a{rango and uncontrolladle Lostinct
draws me towards you. Wil you allow me to
oonvyerse with you for & short time .

At this roquost, mado with the utmost gravity,
Marguerito opened her oyes a little widor than
usual, and, bowing, allowed thogentloman, who
! :aa:l.}imon & stranger Lo her, to takqhis seatby

ex alde,

.y (To be continued)



