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ON A DEAD ROSE.

Nay. do not toush that faded flower,
Albeit both scent and hue have flown ;
For it may still retain a powor
homae gentle heart may joy to own.
Hidden bonenth each withered leaf.
A chastening spell. to Memory doar,
May yiold that burthenod heart relief
\‘hon Hope itsolf is sero!

There let it lie, 'mid records sweet,
By feeling prompted. genius graced,
Typo of their fate memorial meet
Of “ young affoctions run to waste1”
Left on thoir stom=-(how fugitivel)--
Those cherishod lenves hnd soon been shed :
But thus embalmod. will seem to live
Till Memory's self be dead !

DESI\Q[BORO ;

THE RED HAND.

BY THR AUTHOR OF “ TWENTY S8TRAWS,”  voIigrs |

YNOM THE LUMBER-ROOM,”  THR HUMMING-
BIRD,” KTO., BTO.

CHAPTER XIV.

Braymount was full of consternation and !

horror; the sad and terrible tale had travelled
from door to door ; and groups of gossips wers
talking it over at the corners of almost every
strect, lane, and alley in the town,

The Braymount cvening Advertiser con-
tained a long acceunt of the robbery and
dreadful murder of Mrs. Polderbrant, Jate an
actress at the theatre royal belonging to the
aforesaid town, and stated that the man
charged with having perpetrated the revolting
deed was one Dermoro Desmoro, a young actor
attached to Mr Jellico's company,

On the night following Mrs. Polderbrant's
death, although Mr. Mackmillerman was an-
nounced to appear in one of his favourite
characters, not a creature camc mnear the
theatre, the doors of which had to be reclosed
and the lights extinguished.

Comfort Shavings was seated by her sick
father's bedside, her eyclids swollen with
weeping, and her bosom sore with heavy grief,
At first she would not credit the frightfal
story of Desmoro's guilt; Lut when she recall-
ed o certain conversation she had once held
with bim concwuing Mrs. Polderbrant’s pro-
bable worldly possessions, her belief in his
integrity became somewhat shaken.

% Oh dear, oh dear!” she sobbed aloud.
¢ And it was that he might be enabled to pur-
chiase books to rerd to me that herobbed poor
¥ra, Polderbrant.”

But the young girl did not understand that
Dermoro's life was in actual danger, that he
might bo doomed to suffer the extreme penalty
of the law for the fearful crime of which he
stood accused. Comfort was in ignorance of
this, clre heranxicty and grief on his account
would bave known no bounds.

She had no one near her to whom she could
talk of Desmoro, no one to sympathize with
her feclings in this matter, Her father was
Iying in an almost imbecile state, scarcely
comprebending what was passing around him,
and it would be quite useless to trouble him
with this terrible talo.

By-ai.d-by Comfort repaired to the theatre,
in order, if possible, to hear further particu-
Iars relative to Desmoro's position, but she
found that there was no rehenrsal in progress,
and that all theatrical businéss affairs wero at
o standstill for the present.

First she questioned one member of the
company, then another, reepecting her young
friend ; but those she questioned omly shook
their beads and remained silent,

Jellico could see nothing but ruin staring
bim in the face did he remain at Braymount.
Mr. Mackmillerman was agnin announced to

- appear in one of his favorite characters, yet

not a sovl troubled the box-office for places or
tickets for tho approaching night of perfor-
mance.

There was nothing left but flight for the
whole froupe, as the late tragical affair had
cast & terrible stigma upon each and every one
of the members of that troupe, Generally
speaking, country people have mighty strong
prejudices of their own, and in that respect
the inhabitants of Braymount were not differ-
ent from their neighbours. And the theatre
bad suddenly becamoa sort of plague-spot; a
plnce of lorthsome horror to those worthy but
wenk-minded townsfolk, who, one and all,
shunned it, vowing never to yield to its at-
tractions more.

@t There's nothing for me to do but to break
up the whole concern,” said tho mavager, ad-
dreesing the members of his company, now
assembled in the green-room of tho theatre,
«] am not a man of meang, and cannot pre-
tend to stand up and struggle against this
unexpected and terrible circumstauce. Jel-
lico's uame is disgraced overlastingly; not
from his own wrong-doing, but through this
most unbappy and terrible tragedy, regarding

which I believe Desmoro Desmoro to possess.

no more knowledge than my own innocent
gelf. There is a mystery in tho affair alto-
gother, s mystery I cannot attempt to fathom,
Poor Mrs, Polderbrant, I feel convinced, was
the victim of a delusion; but she is gone, and
peaven can only say how this case will end,

how ‘far this most unfortunate young man
will_be made to suffer for the crime laid to his
cbhary: L

Cimfort listened to the manager in breath-
les- agitation and alarm,

What would they do to Desmore, supposing
he weie 1enlly to ba droved guilly ?

Oh! shedr aded Lo ask that question, dread-
ed even to put it to herself.

She sat silent, a d:zay s ensation in herbrain,
A deaibly sickness gathering round her heatt,
None present surmised the state of her fer lings
at 1his aching m. ment ; indeed, none had ime
to do so, for earh and all had enough to do to
thi: k of ithemselvoz.

She unders1ocd that Jellico’s ccmpany was
disbanded ; that ¢he ard her sick faiher were
now withoul an eng g ment-——without either
money or friends, and that undersianding hau
fairly stunned her.

Comfort had known nothing but pinching
thioughout all her yourg Lif-t'me, and for her
afilicted futhe’s soke, mem- than for ber own,
she was lamenling this change n their wmluly
condition, and the poverly and misery which
now threatened them. Frem her cailiest
youth the clown’s davghter ha been accus-
tomed to reflect on many mat ters—on mutters
which were far, fur beyond her experieunce and
her yea:g—and to conien:! with a host of Litile
trials (great ones to her) with scant, and rot
unfr quently with positive want itself. She
was quite sensible then of what was in store
for them, of the tioulles which were staring
them in the face; and it was no wonder ti:at
har young spirit quailed wthin her as she con-
tem)lated the durk present, and thestilldaiker
future.

There was a doctor’s bill to be pald she re-
membered, and likewise many oher di bts;
her father's illuess had run ber into several
preuniary straits, out of which +he could not
possibly sec her way.

She was almost penniless—her parent still
ill—what, what wus she to do—what could the
do?

She quitted the green-room with heavy,
Ingging sleys, tninking of Desmoro—of the:
doid Mrs. Pulierbiant, and of all the disiress
and disgrace that had been brought upon
Munager Jellico and his company.

When the reached the stage entrance Pid-
gers accosted her.

His mannor was cringing in the extremo.
He maikr d hor swollen eyelds, and he drew
his own wi:e conclusions as to wherefore they
were swollen.

« How's Ma'ster Shavins, Miss Comfort 7" he
asko, in & whining tonc.

t Not much better, I thank you,” was the
low-volred reply.

« An' he'd bo wuss if he on'y knowed ahout
all this sight of moitheration, wouldn't he,
m'ge 7"

« Yes,” was tho vacant aneweor.

# Of course Muister Desmoro ’11 be bangedt”
said the wreich, .

# Hanged)” shuddered the girl, leaning
againsl thc wall for support; “ wha will b
hanged 7° ]

« Why, him—the prisoner, miss; Maister
Desmoro Desmoro, to be sura I

U No, no I shé half shricked ; “no,not He
is not guilty 1" .

« It would be & precious good job for him if
ye could prove that he aren'l,’ returned tho
man coarsely, “ Who do you think kilted
Mrs, Polderbrant, if Ae dida't 2?

" #J~TI don't know,” sho stammered in fer-

ror, her whoele face ghutly to behold. It is

DESKORO'S DERFAIR.

all tco terrible fo contemijlaiv,” she addel,
making her w.y to the cuter door, her knees
smit-r.g cach othir as rhe walked, & death-l.ke
fuinitness o eepit g over her,

Suddenly she clutched at the wall, o kirg
its support ; than her frogile limbe gave way,
+he totured forwaid ard -ar k into a char.

At this in:taut a carringe 10lled up to the
stage eutrance, and, : ft-r » paose, Mr, Muck-
millerman was at Com!ort's »ide.

Poot girlt She was too much prostrated by
her sorrows and her teriois to efuse the tym
jathy of any tne. No marvel, then, that ste
list -mid to his soothir g words, now )ouied
1nto her cars, and, Listenit g to them, that they
afforded her som  cot solarjon.

Mr. Mackmill- rman was old fnough to he
her father, a 4, taking t* at fuct int - ronsider-
aton, +he, to & certa n extent, suffered him 10
gain her confid: nee.

The g ntleman who had driven th - G-rberus
into lus chimuey corner, talked to Comfort in
rul:dur d tone, none of wh-ch reache.l Pulg: r's
cars, although these ents were struinid 10 1he.r
very uimost in \an cndiavowms to catch a
stray word bere and there. gy, . Pt

“You a-e far tco unwell to procced hence
alone,” ob-- rved the aitor, addiess ngh 8+ om-
pan:on. % Heje is my cairrage at the door, and
I hegthat you will allow me to see you safely
home.”

“No, no, thank you,” rhe returned. «I
shall be b tter in a few moments. I must not
troubl you?”

“ Nay, it would be a pleasurn to do anythirg
for you /" he rejoin: d in a gallant manner, yot
w.th the utmo-t resj ect in all his tones.

“I think I'd better spenk to Mr. Jellico
first—he m'ght be able to advise me what to
do,” |alterer porr Comfort, at a loss how to
act or what to ray at the time.

“ 1 will not ouly ad ise, bul assist yon.” he
answered quickly, # Ihave both the w.llan!
the means to do ko, If y.u will not thru-t
asule the hand of [riensship now exten.e.l
towaids you."

“I do not know how to act,” was he bew.l-
dereid reg ly., KIS

“ I wil go home with you, see your father,
and inst u.t you what w.ll | ¢ the be-t for you
to do,” he rerponded persuasively. “Comw1
Why -hould you not trust me as you would
Mr. Jillico? Am Ia bear, that you are thus
nfraid of me

%I am not af nid of you"

6 Then wherefore thus rejret my court-gies 2"

She did 1.0t answer hm, Her bo om was
ovirflowing with an accumulation of sorrow,
ani} her tears were roary to br.ak forth alre: h.

At lut gth she Iet him Lot he r to and place
hur by his side w thin the 1 qui) age, which
wag drivin away at once in the dircct.on of
Comfurt’s lodgings.

CHAPTER XV,

Cul. Symure had well-pigh fretted himeelf
to rieath on hix fFon's acenunt; bnt it was rot |
until the seconil morning after the occurrence i
of the robh: ry and the diath of Mrs. Polder
brant, that & paper, cont ining a full and par-
ticular account of the e ¢, fell into his hunds.

The namo of Desmoro first attracted his no-
tice, then he rend on _and on, until he had be-
come master of the whole matter.

He ultered no sound; but the pajer was
clutchi d fast in his hands, aml h'a teoth pene-
trated his Y, and brought foith a gush of
crimson fluln,

At this tima Coroline was pourirg out hic

cup of chocolate; ard Perry, who was suffer
ing Irom a chghtattick of the gout, wh ch had
confined him to the hon, ¢ for the last few duys,
wans catng hi+ bre kdust, yaying aeicular
attent on to o cert in dainty French dsh, vnif
too much engaged to notice bis brother’sa ex-
c:ted w. ya.

Colo: ¢l Symure turned the shect of intelli-
genee rouua and round, aod slways retuarnod
to the same tore v fra ght aiticle, wh ch he
1c-d over an' over aga n, until the jrinted
letters » emed to o ch hix eyos and brain,
and nearly drove him nad,

“You do not eat your b-eakfust,” remarked
Mr- Symure, fixi g h-o sus, ic ou~ eyes on her
I shand'~ face,

He st ted, dropy ed tho » ar er, su 1 looked at
her for a few gecondg, before he could find
voice to make her any reply.

“ My brenli'ast?  Ah, tr ¢!” hesa d hollow-
Iy, 1eguining | o session of the ews aper and
At ¢l gat hi~ [late like one who-e wits were
far a tiny.

“ What ail- yon 7 she a ked, with someo ns-
| erity i her accer-t-

“ Lh ? cjaculat: d Percy, for an instant look-
ingu from hs.late. “Take one of those
co elettes de mouton, -hey n ¢ covked to pe.f.c-
tiow; I'c nrec mmend them,”

“Thunke; I hsve finshe breakfast,” the
Coloncl a swere!, sen cely consc.ous of whnt
he wak -aying.

#What! fini h d reakfist b fore you have
even tou hel it?? c¢ried C roline  # More
mj stery, Colonel Sym: rel” she continued, in
taunting syllabl s,

# MysteryI” r jented Perey, rgan gloncing
up from lus plate, the contenis of which hud
been ra-wdly desappearng peece after pirveo
#What's it all abou , Des, ch 7"

Colone] Symure’~ fa ¢ wa. first white then
¢!, and his heat was beat ng fast and pain.
fully,

Oh, the tortrre of this h. ur, and the torture
he was yet anticipting |

Once, twic, and thrice his srcret wngon his
very li 8, o0 the | o nt of being re: ealed to his
wife; but the fear he had 0! her thrust iL back
again into his hicast, an 1| key t it there,

Af er the meal waos over, Caro in , who had
8 baided into a fit of ti.c suilens, lef. tho room,
and the 1 rothers were nlan  toguiher,

Scarcely had t1he door close i+ u on hia wife,
when the Colonel s-1ang np and began to jacn
the floor Iackwards and fo.wards in the ut-
most p rtu bat on. N

Percy had taken up a s1oiting chronicle,
anil was lInsily insj ceting its columrs, carc.
le:uly humming to himself al) the while.

Pre ently he looked »t bhis Liother, put
down the sheet, and moved uncasily in his
chair.

“ What the deuce aila you, Des ?? he inquired,
somewh:t im aiiently, his visage ngguming a
still re der hue, ¢ Can t yoo sit down and let
your b eukfasl dige:t its 1f in jeace; but 1
forgot, you eat none; while, on the contary, T
enjoyed mine amazingly. Do #it down, Des,
you give me the fiigets to sce you marching to
an:i fro 1n thut stu; id fashion. Ah,.you ucver
felt a tinge of the gout or you would under.
siand what I ruffer with that villainous com-
|lnim.; an! would awiid worrying me as you
are doing now.”

“Great hoaven!” exclaimed the Colonel,
suddenly stopping in front of his brother's
chair. “Don't be so utterly aelfish, Percy,
don't imagine that this world was made ex-
pressly for you I

4 8rlfish] T declare, Des—"

¢ Remember that others suffer as w1l as
your-elf; and learn that at this momont I am
enduring an anguish mos! intolerable, an an-
guish such as you d -eam not of "

% Bless me, D 8! Where do you feel ill 7
«Here, and here!” the Colinel auswerod,
tou -hing first his breast and then his brow,
“1lent and brin  together 1" cried Percy.
# A bad cise, I vho bl oy, It is strange that
I nover hea d you comn Inin until now, You'd
better con-nlt your medical man at onco; 1
should do so.”

4P rey,” suid the Colonel, tnking a chur
opposite to his brother, nnd sp akmpg ssvoroly,
¢ Percy, do you think that you entorta n a s.n-
gl: atom of feeling for mo?"

“Jove, what an odd que tion, to he auret”
return d the othor. “Pon honour, 1 shall be-
gin to dount your sanity if yo: g0 on at this
rute. 1 recollect now ones bo ng told that our
futher's gr at gmadsiro wa. o most ceeentric
ierson, who did all sorts of queer things; 1
hope that you have not inheritod this malady,
tha "

¢ I'shaw ! Percy, Porey, il 1 go mad it will be
with sorrow fur what § have dope—for the
great wrong 1 once committed.”

“(h, dear, denr! Is it the old subject
brought up nrain?  Why wuot let it rest—J
shoul 17"

#1 kuow you wonlll," mnid the Colonel, in a
markod toue. ¢ Rend that,” he adde |, giv ng
him th:: pa: er containing the vecount o' D s-
moro's &y prehens on and the foaful charge
preferred agniast him, an ! placing hs finger
on a purticular parneraph, € Read that, and
then wonder that you see me in as calm a state
as I am)”

“«As sure as T live, there's a fit of gont in
store for me,” gighe) Percy Symure, sy he ro-
luctantly propared himsel!l to obey his troth r'a
wishes,

Then there cugued apause,  Prescutly orey
gnve utternnce to & prolongeut wlustle, and la d
down the sheet, his countennuce absolutely
purple with nnazement and horror at wh it he
had just porumed,

The Cutoniel now started up and renews 1 his
‘marching toand £ o—ho could not #it &L11;
the tem st in hiy brain and heart would not
let him have any re t.

“The youug ruflinn!" excla’med Percy, in
groat isgust. “IHere agnin have I preserved
you frowm acting foolishly; here again have
you cnuss to bless your stars that you have
had guch n cool-headued adviser as myself. But
tor me you would have had this villainous,
sanguinary miscrennt on your hends; you
would have owned him before all the world as
your son-ang & legitimale Symure, But [ felt
that he was o scoundrel from the very begin-
ning ; and I believe I told you as much—didn’t
1?7 At all events, if ] didn't cxpress my
opinion of him in words, [—"

# Cenge, Perey, to congratulate yourselfl on
your housted foreniglit 1" broko forth the Colo-
nel, abraptly stopping in his walk, ©Cease s
for I frankly tell you that I blamu you, and
you alone, for all | nm suffering—for all 1 shall
yet heve to sufler. You were my elder brother,
my wmonitor and guardinn, aud you should have
counselled me to act justly and mercifully ;
you should have led my wayward steps out of
the crooked path into the atmight one, you
shonld.—+

1 Zounds 1" interrupted tho listener ; bat the
Colonel hLieeded him not, and still continned
in the same excited strnin as before.

#The hul is fulsely accused I could rtake
my life upon hin honesty in word and deed :
and [ will move both henven and earth in
order to prove his innocence.”

Here Percy Symure gronned audibly.

“Sny, will you give me your assistance in
this painful » fluir? Will you underlake the
breaking of this matter to Caroline, so that I
may be enabled to stir froely in the service of
my son—will youn—"

“Will I lay mpysclf up with a enunfounded
fit of the gout—will 1 bring upon myself tho
rage of two vixenish women?  Not [, i'fuith!
Though my locks be grey, [ value their pos-
seesion too well to suffer them to be combedd
by Caroline’s fingers, Ye powers! What a
mistake | committed in coming down herv for
peace! Why, there have been nothing but wars
ever gince my arrival; I shall run awny
instanter; I shall, indeed, since I have dis-
covered that I have n mudman for o brother?

# Oh, Perey, Perey 1"

# Better to be in hot water with Lucy, than
to be scalded by the whole family. In other
words, Des, if you have resolved upon rushing
headlong into disgrace and roin—ofclaiminga
thief and murderer for your truly begotten son,
~1'11 tell iy man to pick up directly, and 1'l1
be oft; I conldn't remain here to go through such
scenes as Caroline will create when sho hears
of tho existence of—I ghudder to name the
wicked monster—but you understand,”

1 kunow well what L shall receive at the
hands of my wife, shonld I ever feel myself
compelled to avow to her my secret,” snid tho
Colonel, ¢ But did I apprechend from her twico
as much; T mu-t do my duty in this unhappy
buginess, But be assured on this point, I will
not do anything rashly ; I wiil endeavour to
spare the members of my family all useless
trouble, disgrace, and pain. Will that assur-
ance content you, Percy 7

#] do not quite comprehend the moaning of
yol\;r words,” the brother rsturned, very frot.
fully.

“};Jnlesn 1 am absolutely necessitated to

reveal to my wife and others tho secret of my
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