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MY GARDEN.

BY EATER ANYXOUR.

Only the eornmoneat flowors
QGrow in iny gurdon small,

Likoe buttercups and bouncing-bets,
And hollyhocks by the wall,

And sunflowers nodding their statoly hends
Like grenadicra so tail,—

But the purple pansy grows boneath,—
The swectest fluwer of all,—

Aund tiny. feathery, filny forny,
You rcurco can sce nt all,

Frot the shady side of tho stonea.
o dainty fine and small.

Only the commonest flowers
Grow in thix garden of mine,—

The Intkupur inunts her sky-hluo cap,
And the twinkling celandine

Shakes her jowels of frockled gold,
And drinks ber honoy-wine,

Mnking n cup of ber Jucont¥tom,
So stendor and #ao fine,

Far you hear the lauching wavos thatsty Jo,—
Slide—and shimmer—and shine

Under her dolieate slipperoed feot,—
My golden celandine.

‘The handn of tho little children
(Gather them without fear.

Wonders of benuty and gludnouss,
To them sy walks appenr.

I have xecn them benil to listen,
With poired and patient ear,

The curfew chitne of tho fairios
In the lily's bell to hear.

Oh. blesscd and innocont ohildren,
With eyen so orysatal clear,

That ye look with the dual vision
Of the bnby und tho seor,—

To you the stars and the angols,
And tho honvens thomselves ure near—

And the amaranths of paradise,
That blazeom all the yonr:—

[ would I conld reo what yo soo—
And hear what yo can hoar.

DESMORO;

THIX RILD IMAND.

8Y THR AUTHOR oOF Y TWENTY MTRAWS,” * vOIORS !
FROK 7HB LUMBRR-ROOM,"”  TUK HUMMING- i
kD" KTC., KTC.

CHAPTER I.

‘* Dzan Dasuoro,~—

“1 am g0 glad to bo permitted to write to
you to tell you that you are now the father of
a very fine boy whom I, his fond mother,
think absolute perfection.  But, strange to re-
late, the little fellow has been born with a red
hand—one of his palms (the left one), and all
the fingers belonging to tiat hand, being
crimson ak A poppy. At fist I was quite
alarmed when nurse showed me the extrrordi—
pary mark; but I am now growing used to the
sigt t of it, und by-and-by perhaps, I shall not
even notice it,

“He is very like you, my dear husband.
Ahl you may laugh at me, but he is!  He has
your violet-coloured cyes, your forchead and
chin ; but his nose—well, as yet I can hardly
say what that feature will be like. T am very
proud of him, you may feol sure. All the
mother is avouked in my heart, and I feel ready
to rick my very life for my child—for that
child which only a short fortnight ago-I had
not seen.

“ But my own Desmoro must not be jealous
of my new-born love. I do not prize my hus-
band a whit the less because bis son is nestling
at my bosom.

“1 am beginning to grow impatient” for
your returu home, Hasit been decided whither
your regiment will be ordered? 1 dohope not
to the West Indies, because of the unhealthi-
ness of that climate, But whithersoever thou
goest, my beloved, I will be by thy side.”

¢ ¥eeling very giddy, I broke off s little
while ago, and took a couple of hours' rest.
Now baby is not very well, and nurse §s advis-
ing me to have him baptised at once. Of
course, 1 shall call him after his own papa,
whosc name is s0 musical to my car that my
tongue is ever hungering to pronounce it.

“You will soon return to me now, dearcst,
will you not? T faucy that the people hero
where I am lodging begin to look upon me
with ruspicion. The secrecy which you have
obliged me to observe regarding your position
hnw, I suppose, created in their minds distrust,
which I perecive, now and then, pecpiog out
in sundry ways.

«1 trust you have broken the news of our
marringe to your ¢lder brother, as I am very
anxious to communicate to my parents the
name and the true position of my good hus-
band. It is painful for me to remember that
they refuse to credit the fact of our being mnn
and wife unless I show them my wedding cer-
tifleate, or disclose to them the name of the
church in which the holy ceremony was per-
formed, which you know I cannot do, having
promised you most faithfully ncver to divulge
to any one aught concerning our affuirs, unlil
you rhall give me full permission to do so.

« But my Desmoro will recollect that he is
a parent, and that it is now his duty to remove
from his wifo and child overy shado of obscu-
rity that may be likely to draw upon thom

either mistrust or impertinont observation,

« Although I have written you a very long
letter, I could still find 8 great deal more to
gy to you, did I feel equ.l to the tesk of com-
nmitting wmy words to puper. But my head iy
feoling very weak, and my hand is cxveedingly
tremulous us well, so 1 must couclude ut l
once.

“With best love, belleve me to be,
“ Ever your aflectionate wife,
' 4 ANva Drswono.”

The reader of this epistle, who was a re-
markably handsome man of about six-und-
twenty yenrs of age, crushed the sheet of paper
in bis hand, and closing his fingers tightly on |
it, uttecred aloud an impaticat exclumation, |
which exelamation caused s gentleman present |
to suddenly look up from his breakfust-plate, }
and glance at the face opposite to him,

“ What's the matter, Des 7' he demandesd, iu
a tone that was spiced with o little nuthority,
at the samne time fixing a pair of keen eyes
upon the person thus addressed.  # What's
that letter about, ¢ch? Uot into some con-
founded serape or other, I'll be bound ; or is it
oue of the ruscnlly tradesmen's bills that’s an-
noying you so "

 Trudesmen's bill, indced! Asg if such o
thing as that could give me u moment's trou-
ble of any kind I”

#Well) then, what i8 it that's making you
lovk as if you had just seen a ghost 7°

Desmoro made no answer, but struck his
clenched hand upon the table before him,

« Ah, I scel Another silly affair of the heart,
Des!  How the deuce do you contrive torre-
main such a fool 7"

#QOh, as to that,” replied the other, in piqued
accents, “cverybody hasn’t your philosophy
and adamantine breast ; it is the weakness of
gsome people to feel u little.”

#Call it their mixfortune mther than their
weakness, Der,” returued hin companion, with
consideralle sareasm.  “ But that is neither
here nor there; it scems pretty plain that
you've been suffering yourself to get entangled
in some way ; and, such being tho case, 1, as
your elder brother, claim the privilege of ad-
dressing you on the subject. Whenee came
that missive which is now underguing such
ill-uxage ut your hands 7"

“Lercy, don’t nsk mc!” stammered the
other, his fice now flushing deeply, ¢ Elder
brother of mine though you be, I caunot per-
ceive what right you have to eatechize me ro-
specting any of my private affairs.”

# Desmora Symure, T am ten years your
senfor, and your gunrdian by the will of our
late fnther, which fucts furnish me with every
right to prevent—if I can—~your going nstray.
The truth iz, Des, I've long been suspecting
that something was wrong with you, aund I
lLiave been waiting for a fitting opportunity of
questioning you relative to——"

«It's of no carthly use your questioning
me, Perey I" interrupted the young man, with
an impetuous burst. ¢ I can't marry Miss
Calthorpe, let that information satisfy you.”

« You cannot marry Miss Calthorpe—a lady
to whom you have actually engaged yourself?
Why, Desmoro, you are tuking lenve of your
senses, I verily do believe "

# I ghould just like to know whether Percy
Symure himself has nlways done the right
thing — whether Ae has ever pursued the
straight path! It strikes me very forcibly
thutgn many respects he has been every bit
as wpak as others. Is it not mo, my mentor

« T hat is not the qnestion at the present in-
stant, Des, I want to be informed wherefore
you cannot marry Miss Calthorpo.”

FUUND 1IN THE 8XOW.

“ No, I cannot be w0, %k a villuin us w0 do | funcying thnt [ could got vt of tho othe,

40,” burst forth the yousger brothor

“ Heydny "

“I canpot make up wy mind to commit
such a picco of wicked injustice—such & cruel
sin.”

i Wicked  injustice — cruel sin 1" echoed
Percy Sywure, in great astonishment. “ You
aro delivering yourself in riddles, my dear
fellow.”

“ Yo, yos; 1 daressy I am” replicd Des-
moro, through his closed teeth, o Well, never
mind that ; I can't help doing so.  ['ve been s
dolt, and I am to suffer for baving been such,
and there's an end of the watter, I reckon?

“1 fancy not, Des” answered the other,
shuking his head. ¢ 1f you're not in the very
middle of thu quagmire, you may yet bo extri-

i eated from it

“But [ am not only in the middle of the
quagmire, but up to wy vars in it, and unable
to stir one way or the other in order to freo
myself,”

* Make me your confident, Des; you cannot
do a better thing than that.”

i l—I d.re not 1" was the faltering rejoinder,

“ Tush, nonsense!  T'wo hewds are sometimes
better than one. As s commencement, give
me & pecp at that letter”

“ No, no, Percy; that I ennnot—will not to.
In heaven’s unme, let us drop this subject, and
turn to some other.”

Then there cosued & pause of some few
wowments, during which time Percy Symnure
sipped his chocolate in cold indifference, hav-
ing no suspicion of how seriously his brother
had involved himself.

Desmoro was sitting with his elbows resting
on the table, his chin supported in the palm
of his left hand, the letter still clutchied in the
other, His mind was in a perfect tumult, and
he was wholly at a loss to know what to do or
what to leave undone in the business now be-
fore him At length his tightened fingers
gave way, and the crumpled missive was toss-
ed across the bourd cluse to Perey Symure,
who immediately took it up, smoothed out its
creases, and commenced to peruse its irregu-
larly traced charneters,

With a loud-benting heart, Desmoro watched
his brother's- changing fentures as he read,
Desmoro was dreading Percy’s anger and re-
pronches,  tle knew that he was deserving of
all his brother’s wrath, and that he should not
be able to find any words wherewith to justify
cither himself or his conduct,

‘“Well " cricd Percy, aeverely frowning.
“Welll you have prottity disgraced yourself
and our old family name. Whom have you
marricd? Who is this woman who thus wriles
to you, calling you her Ausband?" he asked,
abruptly.

“ Her father is & schoolmaster at—at a place
near which I was quartered some twelve
months-ago,” was the stammering reply.

“ And you are really married to the school-
master's daughter ?

*“Yes, I'm afmid so, Percy; the truth is,
I was desperntely in love with the girl,
aud—-"*

st And sceing the simpleton she had to deal
with, tho made the best of tho opportunity—
um ?”

#Yes, 1 supposo so, ’ercy.”

% Confound her, and you too, Des 1" exclajim-
ed he, * But you were surcly mad ; knowing
thnt another woman legally claims you, to
enter into an engugement o wed Miss Cal-
thorpe.”

« I think I Aave becen mad, Percy ; but I was

wifuir.”

“ ot out of itl
informod ¥

“Well, you must know, Percy, that [ didn’t
wurry her in iy owa e ; snd—and——"

4 (to on,” suid the othicr, in a low lone, ay ho
glauced towards the door of the apartment,

4 She, horaelf, kuows ncither my nawe, nor
the regiment to which I belong ; and, what iy
wore, I do not think that she will cven suo-
ceed in finding e out. She is enly a slinple
country girl, possessed of very little knowledge
of uny kind.”

#* Aud dare you venture upon tuking w sscond
wife, your first beiog still alive 7"

I havo been thinking that [ might do so,”
hesitated Desmoro, hulf-abashed at hin wicked
coufession. ¢ But now, I—I am losiug my
courage, ‘There's o child you sce ; and, posi-
tively, I don't know what to do atalll I wish
to henven I could bo spirited nway, somewhere,
out of this bLuther and difliculty! I've re-
pented and repented the deed over and over
again, until I'm fuirly tired of repenting, and
that's the plain truth of the matter, Percy 7 he
added, irefully.

Mr. Symure was sitting biting his nails, decp
in reflection. @ Look here, Des)” he com-
menced ; ¢ if this projected warringe of yours
with Miss Calthorpe be broken off, 1 shall also
lose my chance with her wister Luey, which
lown, in the present state of my finunces, would
be the absolute ruin of me.”

“I'm deuced surry, Perey; [ am, upon wmy
honour! But I really think if we were to put
our hends together, we might keep that mis-
take of mine in the dark, and hush lher voice
entirely. She might be told that I'm dend
she'd not be able to prove to the coutrary, Of
course, I'd have to give her a sum of moucy;
then she'd go back to her father, and all the
danger wonld be over.”

“I'l undertako the task” returned Mr.
Symure, with sudden alnerity.  « Give me this
woman’s address, and leave me to manrge all
the rest.”

4 8he is living at Nolemaun's Hill)”

“And where iy that, in the nmoe of won-
der?”

#In Yorkshire; about two hundred miles
distant from london.”

“A nice journey for o to have to t«?&u in
this abominable wintry weather, Why, I shall
not reach tho place in loss than nine or ten
ditgt:'. The letter, I perceive, is a fortnight
old.

#Yes; but I suppose it has been lying some
timne at the London post-oftice (where all her
communications have been nddressed), and I
have neglected to tell Ranson to call for it,”
explained this very honourable young gentle-
man.

“Ay, ay, I understand! And how am I to
inquire after this person ; what docs she call
herself 7

“ Mrs, Desmoro Desmoro.”

Percy laughed ; and his brother proceeded to
instruct him resp cting the loeality of Nole-
man's Hill, and on other important puints for
Lix particular observance.

While the brothers wero yet concocting theie
wicked plang, Ranson, Desmoro Symure's valot,
presented himself,

#If you plense, sir, I'm so sorry,” he began,
twirling 'twixt his fingers a silver salver, on
which was lying a clumsily folded letter, fas-
tened with a large black wafer, and & little
puich of sealing-wax of the same hue, # but I
forgot to give you this. Thore were dwo letters
waiting for you at the post-office.

1low, I should like to bu

4 Carelers  fellow I exclaimed his master,
snatching tho miskive from the salver,

# [ hope, sir, you'll bu so good as Lo overlook
my neglect ot duty,” returned the mnn,

% Yer, yes; only bo more careful another
time!  That will do.”

“#Thank you, sir,” and the valet was gone,

“«What on carth i1 that ™" cxelnimed 'ercy
Symure.  ® Is that tlso 0 communication from
the person at Noleman's Hill ?”

®Wait & moment, uand 1 tell you. The
superseription ¢ rininly I8 not in her hand”
Desmoro answered, ns he tore open the sheet,
and preparad to exaine its contents,  “ Great
heavens, Perey, 1 do think she's dead " he
cantinued; his eyes devouring the weitten chae-
acters, his fuce becoming pulo an aches,  Yeos
~yes, she iy dead 1"

“What! Mrs. Desmmoro Desmoro 1

#Ay; re.d—rewd it for me, for I am unalle
to do xo; my head is reeling ronnd and ronnd,”

Perey touk the communication ont of his
brother's trembling hand, and peeasinl the fol-
Towing lines, which were penned ina tlourish-
ing copy-book style:

“ Noleman's [Till, Yorkshire.
“ Mebrusry 21, ERL5.
“To Desmuro Desmoro, By,
NI, —

o | both shocked amd grieved to be the
commupizador of uphappy  ticings to you,
Your denr wife, wham §) her medicnl attene
daut, imagined to ba progressing nost favoue-
ably, took o sudden chill, from which she never
recovered.  She died this morning very pence-
fully, and with but little suffering, 1T nm glad
to rny.  ‘The enclosed note, which was found
in the decensed ludy's desk, addressed to your-
self, instructed e how to forward to you this
wd intelligenco,

wThe imint, [ rejoico to tell you, in doing
remarknbly well without its maternal nucse,
and, such beingytho cuse, if 1 wight presume
to offcr® nimsicen ot advice, T should recom-
mend you to leave him for a while in the kind
lnnds into which he has £len,

@1 have taken the libety of writing to Mrs,
Desmmore Desmord's parents, living at Shefling-
ton Moor, to inforin them of this sudden and
sorrowful cvent. ‘' them, also, 1 have cu-
clused w letter, found in the lrefore-mentioned
desk, 1 hope that I have acted in accordance
with your wishes, and that you will husten
hither an soon a8 porsible, as I do not like to
take upon myself any further armogoments in
this matter.

# Obediently yours,
“.Javms Browsnow.”

tWell, Des, [ must suy that you'ee one of
the luckicst fellows alivel  [Here you are as
free as air again, with wothing Lo apprehend
from any one!”

“ Poor girl 1" sighed Desmoro, his cyes st
upon the gronnd. # She wis wondronsly pretty,
Percy, with such n benatiful hewd of hair, of o
colour T cnn searcely deseribe”

“ Well, then, don’t treuble yoursel € Lo do so,
1 bege,” lngghied the elder brother, quite elnted
at the Iate news, 4 Phew ! how relieved T feel 1
That jouruey to Noleman's Hill would have
beest no joke for me to perform.”

# How do you counsel me to act in this
business, Percy

“« What do yon meun P

o Respecting the — funer), and the ehild’s
future 1”7

« Will you promise to do exactly na 1 shall
instruct you 2"

“ Certninly.”

“Then tuke no notice whatever of this com-
munication, and c¢ndenvour to forget, it soun
as possible, nll about Noleman's HiHLY

“ But Percy »

# Not . word more,” interrupted Lhe brother,
sbruptly rising feom e table, @ Come, it's
past twelve o'clock, Miss Calthorpe will e ex-
pecting us to nccompany her in her iorning
ride.”

uAnd Lucy, likewise, Perey,” add-d Des-
more, forcing a smile.

6 Precigely.”

And awity theso two gentlemen went, Lo pre-
pure themselves for o ride on horseback in St,
Jntmness Purk.

CHATER II.

Poor Anna was consigned to the grave by her
parents, who carried the motherless infant
home to take the place loft vacaut in their
henrts by their departed daughter, who luel
been their only child, their only joy on earth.

And years and yenrs pussed on, but no father
came to cluim tho little boy, who thrived anus-
ingly, and made the wintry duys seom all sun.
shine beneath his grandsire’s roof,

How the old couple luved him, und how he
was caressed and petted, to be sure ! Shefling.
ton Moure had not another boy like Desmuro
Desmoro |

When Desmoro wis just fourteen years old,
hix good grundmother divd ; und soon nfter
that cvent another womun tovk her plucent the
schoolmaster's fireside, and domincered over his
humble houschold. She was many yoars
younger than her husband, and rather o showy-
looking woman, but a perfect vixen in dizpo-
sition,

Poor Desmorosoon began to experiencen snd
alteration in everything at home, and he was
learning to dread the very sight of his new
grandmother, who was ever scolding and buflut-
ing him whenoverho camo within her reach,
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