THE HEARTHSTONE.
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¢ 1 ave notiing to confide to you, mn'am.”
“ 1 want to know wherefore 1 see such o meal
as that botore you ' persisted she,  # 1 want
to be fuformed why 1 see you thus starving
yoursell todeat. , Desmore Desmoro

Hue bit his lips, faltered ont a few anintelli-
gibve woeds, i then remained silent,

@ masc knew the truth I pursued she, poer-
severingiy, nud m her blunt but kimdly tones,
S ot geinye to wateh you dwindle down to
mer: ki and bone, and hold iy peace all ihe
while, jnst us i had no feeling in my bLresst.

I've promiscd ~somcbody — it doesn’t matter

whom—to bestow an eye on your doings, there-
fore 1 aw only becping my word as an upright
woman should. Now louk here, my boy, if you
dow't tell e all abont this sturvation process
of yours, I'll go strmizht to the mnnager, and

report it to hiug; ah, tiat 1 will, s suee as my |

name js vaticnee Polderbrant 17

Desmoro g features worked  spasmodically.
He suw determination iz all his companion’s
looks, und  though he recoiled from vevealing

his bosor's seerets to any living being, he felt -

compelled to do so now.” )

41 i trying to save a little money, Mrs,
Polderbramt 2 guivered he, in great embarass
ment.

#Suve ! repeated she, inunazement, # Good
gracions ! Save, boy ! For what ?”

The colour, which had vanished from  his
fuge, civace buck to {6 now juasearlet tlash,

S dont like to say, mnlam 17 faltered poor
Desmors, his eyes vast on the grouml.

Mres. Polderbrant looked at him suspicious-
Iy, e Young wan!' sie exchimed, in solemn
aceents, < young wan !

41 am doing no wrong—indeed, 1 am not,
Mis, Polderbrant,” he uttered, in increasing
vokiusion,

She shaok ier head, #1 don't like secresy,
Desmora ! she said, severely,

“ Neither do 1, mu'am,”

“Then why practise it 7°

7" e rojoined,

Then there ensued 1 somewhat  lengthy
panse, during which Lesmore was sitting with
his gaze on the floor, like one who had com-
witted some guilty ace,

“ Whether we be old or young, there is no-
thing like having a clean b.cast of our own,”
she cemarked,

& 1 hare u clenn breast, matun,” he answered,
on the iustaut, speaking in a prond fone, ainl
with his head now ruised.

t1'm glad to h oarit, my boy—giad as if 1
were your own wother”

“1'm only 5 ving my money to buy n certain
L 5y 3 \

book thnt I want,” explained he,

A hook! Gracious! what book?”

i One that's iu the bookseller's shop close by
liere, ma'nm,”

“ How muech is it 7—=and what's its title ?”

“ Hume's ¢ Treatise on Human Nature,' and
other misvellimeons subjocts,”

@ W oat! half-screamed the lady, in blank
amazement. *And whatdo yon wang with such
a work 2?7

& o stuwdy it, ma'um.”

% Well, you are an odd youth ! she returncd,
with a twinkle of plensnre o her cold  eyes.
# How much uave you suved towurds purchasing
this vo mmne ?”

A yet, only cighteenpence, ma'am,"

“ And bow much is this treatise ?”

A bingain —only six shillings”

% Ciu instantly and spend that eighteenpence
in buying a comfurtable weal, and let me hear
no more about this pinching and killing your-
self in order to get books on—heaven knows
whal, Now, make me no answer, Destoro,
bat be off with you for so.ue coffee and some
butter, Therc—not suother word!” added she,
seeing him about 1o speak. ¢ Maybe somne
good fairy or other will get yon what you want
besides,  Gio! Stund not on the order of your
going, but go at onee ! she communded, start-
ing up, and waving her haads in a tragic mun-
ner.

" Desmoro vauishedat once, and went outito do
her bidding, which he performed reluctantly,
parting with his few pence, his garnered store,
as if he were parting with his vory life,

A8 he returned from spending his hoarded
sum, he puused before the bookseller's window,
in order to contemplate the much longed-for
treasure, which he now deemed further out of
his reach than ever.  But judge of his surprise
when he discovered that the volume was gone
out of its usual place, and was nowhere to be
scen!  Desmoro's heart secemed to sink in his
breast us Liis eyes scanned the several shelves
of books, large aud small, only to meet with
disappointment.

« Some one has bought itat last!” sighed he.
% Well, it was such o rare bargain that I doun’t
wonder at its being gone!”  And with a deeper
gigh than before, the youth ‘Proucuded onwards,
his spirit full of sndness and sorc regrets,

Arrived at his dingy apartment, Desmoro was
astonished to find ho Mrs, Polderbrant there.

Meclanically he put down his recent pur-
chases, nnd then, seating h¥mself on a stool in
frout of the fire, he rested his chin on his two
palms, fustcned his gazo upon the dying em-
bers in the rusty grate, and silently lamented
his hard fute.

He never once thought of the coffee and the
butter hie had just bought—of the comfortable
meal which was now within his reach. His
reflectlons were all on a widely different sub-
Jject.

Yet there was no atom of selfishness in these
sorrowful repinings of his. If he wished to
possess money, it was only that he might be
able to procure books, procure pens, ink, and
paper for Comfori's use—no more, as his own
wants and desires were simple enough, and
easgily gratified.

While Desmoro was thus buried in his mus-
ings, the door of the room was opened, and
Jellico entered,

The youth started up on the instant, and the
warm blood flushed his face as he recognized
the worthy manager.

* What is the matter with you, my lad? Are
you not well 7 queried Jellico.

Desmoro did not answer.  His nmazoed eyes
were fixed on a book—on the very volume
which was in his thoughts at this moment, now

-lying oun the table bofore him. He could not
move; he felt as if he were transfixed to the
spot—as if somc sort of onchantment were at
work around him,

Presently he rubbed his oyelids, doubting his
waking senres, and then he lifted up the tome,
and tenderly examined it. .

« It's all & dream, isn't it, sir 7" he breathed,
looking at Jellico, who was standing in dumb
wonderment, watching Desmoro's strange

" actions;. ¢ or is it by magic that this book
came here " .

« Whatever is the matter with the lad?

”

queried the mamyger, Inying hold of Dusmnre's |
shoulde: and shaking him. % Loak me int g -
fiuce, boy, and don’t stare aboui you in that
scared mauner.  One would imagine that you -
had just seen a ghost, or something very like ;
i it i
. Desmoro, who had the volume clutehed |
tightly in his hands, made no reply, but seut
his wandering orbs round and vound the room, .
which, to his preseut disturbed imagination,
had suddealy become peopled with all sorts of |
: funtastical forms—with firvies and elves, gob-
lins and sprites, who were all dancing nhout ;
! him, lnghing aind grinning at one another, and
pointing at him as if they were making him
their sport.

Aguin Jellico shook the youth, who dropped
inton ¢ :air in an almost puwerless state.

At this, the manager began o be somewhat
abirmed.  Desmoro was shivering all over, and |

his fe dures were of o deathly hne. A enp, con-

. taining cold water, being withiu Jellico'’s reach,
! e gave the youth o dranght of it.
© Then Desmoro looked up with a clewrer
j countennney,
| . # Whatever ails yon, my lad ?* inquired the
s ngthager, curious to lenrn the canse of his pro-
| tége's strunge hehaviour.

Desmoro vnce moere examined the weleom -
Lyvolume,
" wSir, did you brivg hither this houk ?” asked ;
. he, still in nervous trepidution, his brow cover- |
ied with a cold dew, i

s That book I repeated Jellico, ¢ No, lad, 1 :
i brought no bouk here ¥

« You did not, sir " '

# Not I, indeed!” uttered the other i

# Then how came it here ?” returned Desinoro,
in great purplexity.
i & How came whnt here 7”

# Hume's ¢ Treatise on Ilwinan Nature) sir,”

wis the simple reply.

# JInme's botheration |
{ heard of such a bool!”

« 1y it possible, sir?”
I & What’s the lad’s brain rumbling about, 1
| wondcr 7"
! Hu " exclaimed Desmovo, suddenly. ¢ Mrs,
: Polderbrant—"tis her work ; I see it all now I*
#«What do you say you sec?” said Jellico,
. wholly bewildered.  #1 verily believe, Des-
moro, yon are taking leave of yovur remson!
i Here have I been questioning you this dver so
i long, withont being able to get a sensible word
tinreply, 1 can't understand your ways, and
fLeg that you'll change therd as soon’as you
senn”
« Please to pardon mue, sir, and I'll at once
s endeavour to explain myself.”

# The sooncer the better,” responded the man-
; ager, very bluntly. ¢ Goont"
I After a little hesitation, Desmoro obeyed;
;and Jellico was put in possession of most of
i these particulars with which you arc already
" acqueinted.
i oJellico, who had listened to Desmoro in
* amusged surprise, langhed, saying that it wns
: altogether a most mysterious incident, and that
, he supposed some sort of magic had been .6
1 work in the affair.  Mrs. Polderbrant Jooked :
: like & witch, he thought, and he had no doubt
: but that she had been exercising  her superna-
. tural powers, and had removed the ook from ;
L its owner's window, and transported it into |
Desmoro’s hands.

# I wouldn't have anything to do with the
thing, if I were you, Desmoro,” suid the manager, ;
Jjovosely,— I really wouldn't!” ;

But the lad, all heedless of his companion’s |
words, hugged his trensure close to his breast, |
as if be feared its being rudely torn from him,

¢ If Mrs. Polderbrant made youa present of
that great tome, she has certainly sprang a
mine somewhere,” pursued Jellico, justingly.

« It was to be had a great bargain, sir" re-
marked Desmoro—* a very great bargaina, sir.”

tt There—there, that witl do!™ returned the
manager. ¥ Now to other and more important
matters. Have you breakfasted 7"

& Yes, sir.”

« Thut's right! Now pay attention to whai
I am about to say., I have obtained a fine be-
gpeak for next Friday eveniug, the patronnge
of no smuller a personage than the mayor of
this very town. But his worship has brought
me gome trouble, for, double the parts us I may,
I am afraid I shall not be able to give him the
play he desires,  Thetford's absence hins crip-
pled me. I have a Jultet, but no Konco. Now
I remember your once telling me that you
knew all Shakspere's plays from beginning to
end—consequently you must be upin the char-
acter of Romeo 7"

# I know all the words, sir; but for all that,
1 dared not undertake to act the part,” answer-
ed Desmoro, in considorable dismay, ¢ Be-
sides, I am far too younyg to perform the lover;
the people would laugh at me did Iattempt to
do so, and the whole tragedy would be spoiled
through my youth, incxpericuce, and lack of
ability 1

« Tha, ta, ta!” cried Jellico. # Never heed
your youth, lad, if you can wake anything of
the part. And as for people laughingl why,
let those laugh who win, say I. I'm sure
you're a fine strapping fellow, looking far older
than your years; the very figuve for a lover,
too! Come, you must try the part; who knows
what you may achieve by doing so 7

# I have never yet spoken one long speech
on the stage. I have only delivered lines and
messages.”

« Then it's high time you strove to do some-
thing more,” returned Jellico. ¢ I'm sure you
have talents if you will exert them. You have
industry in plenty—of that much I am assured
~—ithen have some cournge ns well, and the
thing is at once accomplished.”

Desmoro was confused, and quite at a loss
what to say nbout the business. The. proposed
undertaking was one of great magnitude in his
eyes, and he shrank at the more idea of making
such an arduous attempt.

But, by dint of much persuasion, Jellico at
length prevailed upon our hero to essay the
character of the love-stricken Romco, and the
tragedy was at once put in rehearsal, and Des-
moro’s whole attention was, for a time, com-
pletoly absorbed in practising his sevoral scenes
over and over again, and in struggling against
all his rising fears of that evening which was
fast approaching—the evening of his début.

« Never mind, my lad,” sald Shavings, one
day, whon Desmoro, who'had been rehearsing
his part to Comfort one day, was speaking of
his apprehensions, of his terrors of the forth-
coming ordeal through which he was about to

, « Twelve o’clock must come) Think of
that fact when the curtain first rises, when you
feol your heart going pit-n-pat underncath your
spangled doublet, and you don’t know what a

1 never in my life

" her hands admiringly.

you, Comfort 2 «xid the youth, spe -king to that
damsel® who was sitting on a stool in their
humble lodgings, an open playbook on her
knee, her sweet face full of admiration aud
wonder of Desmoro’s powers of declamation,

« Now begin,” suid tae maiden, her eyes still
tixeill on Dusmoro,

“ But you are not looking at the hook,” re-
turned he,

“ Beenuse I have no oceasion for so doing.
1 am as perfect in wll the parts as yon yourself
urey and T menn to prompt you at night.”

At thix, Desmoro op ned wide hiseyes, while
Shavings blinked, rabbed his hand and chuck-
Ted merrily.

“ What do you think of that, Mr. Desmoro
Desmoro 7 he exelaimed, in aceents of triumph,

, “ Comfort is for coming out strong, by-and-hy,

expecet!  When do you think you'll be able
wttempt Julict, oh 2 e added, his orbs twin-
kling with delight, cunsed only by his own an-
ticiptions.

Comfort blushed very prettily, and nodded
her head in a selfsatistied  way, as much as to
suy, # Wait awiile, and you shall see !?

CHAPTER VIIL

At Tength the allsimportant night arvived.
The mayor was in his iox, and the theatee was
crowded in every available part,

The band, which consisted of n violin, &
trumpet, and . deam, no v comm-ned to play
# il save the King” of which the trampet
aud the deam L decidedly the beet : the tones
of the puor tiddle being only heand to squek
out at intervals, and somew at spoasmodically,

But the country {olk listened to the music in
rupr atteution, and raptaronsly applaaded the
performers, beating time to the trumpet and
the drum, which instrnment evidently met
with their wirnest approbation.,

All this while, Desioro was in the room ns-
signed to him and the vavious stage properties
belonging to the establishment.  The youth
wits nnder the skilful huuds of Mrs, Polderbrant,
who, herself attired as £ rdy ‘apulet, was puint-
ing his fuce, blackening his eycbrows, and
darkening his upper lip, upon which a slight
down was just beginning to appear.

# Now you are as perfect as hands can pos-
sibly make you," spoke the ¢heavy lady, ad-
justing the set of Desmoro’s hat, @ You wre o
very youthful Romeo, 'l wdmit; but if you uct
the prt well, that's all you have to miand, You
look quite cighteen, with that moustache,” she
wdded, regg irding bim critically,

He did notanswera word j at that moment hie
was too full of unxicty and trepidation to com-
mand his voice.

At this instant there came o gentle tap at
the door, which, being pushed open a little,
showed the delicate fuce of Comfort Shavings.

# May I come m wnd take a pecp at him,
Mrs. Polderbrant 7° queried the damsel.  # Of
course, I kuew gou were here, else I shouldn't
have made bold to cumye,” she added, still ad-
dressing  the grimevisaged muotron, who had
nodded permission for her to enter,

# Oh, doesi’t he lovk beantifult” exclaimed
the maiden, gazing at Desmoro, and clapping
Oh! won't Julict fall
redly i love with you! .

» Juliet had better inind her own business,

< ancd do nothing of the sore,” retorted Mrs, Pol-
; derbrant, irefully. Fall in love with Desmoro!

Why, Miss Ormend is thivty, it she's an houe!
[ wonder, child, to hear you talk such non-
sense 1"

Comfort coloured at this rebuke, and turned
aside to hide her confusion.  She felt that she
had mide a foulish speech, and she was very
sorry for it.

Desmoro, whose fice had Urightened, and
heart had lightened at the first glimpse of her
countenance, now drew near her, and whispered
in her eary ¢ Keep near me, Comfort ; 1 shall
have cournge wintle you are witnin my sightt”

« I um going to stand at the wing, and prompt
you, should you need such assistance at any
time,” wits the blushing reply.

“ ‘f'hank you, Comfort; I'll do as much for
you some day.”

% You have already done plenty for me, more
than I shall ever be able to repay you for.?

“ What are you chattering there about, Des-
moro 7 authoritatively demanded Mrs. Polder-
brant, who had been contemplating her physi-
ognomy in a picer of looking-glass, % Don't
you know that you ought to remain quite quiet,
thinking only of your part, never for one instant
permitting your mind to wander from it. [
once heard the lollowing observations from
Mrs. Siddons—with which wondrous actress I
have otten had the honour of appearing in pub-
lie,—¢ Few actors or actresses that talk much
in the green-room will ever be heard with any
extruordinfiry pleasure on the stage! Bear that
plece of advice in your minds, young people.
Hark! there's the bell, the curtain is going up.?

Saying which, Mrs. Polderbrant linked her
arm through thut of Desmoro; and, without a
word more, marched him off to the wings, thero
to remain until Lis entrance-cue would begiven

Comfort Shavings was standing on the oppo-
site side of the stage, trembling for the success
of her kind youny tutor, whom she perceived
glancingat her from time to time, as if to take
courage from her looks.

Atlength, the waited-for cue was given ; and
our hero, by whose side Mrs, Polderbrant had
sturdily remained, entered and stood before the
andience,

In a private Lox near the stage were lounging
a lady and gentleman, both of whom were look~
ing very weary, as if they had come there only
too look at others and yawn their time away.
The geatleman was in the full-dress uniform
of a military officer, and appeared to be some-
what pust forty years of age,

The lady glanced at Desmoro; and, being
struck by his youthful appearance, and by the
peculiar beauty of his face, referred to the play-
bill before her, in order to learn his name.

% Most oxtraordinary I exclaimed she, aloud,
the bill in her hands,

“Eh? rcturncd her companion, arousing
himself; and opening his cyes, which had been
closed. # What's oxtraordinary, Caroline ?”

# Why, look here,” she returned, giving him
the programme, her finger on Desmoro’s name.

% Romeo, by Mr. Desmoro Desmoro,* read the
gentleman, in calm syllables. 'hen of a sudden
there wasa rush, like fover-heart, to his brain
and heart, a8 » crowd of old memories came
surging over him,and his eyes fixed themselves
on the printed lctters beforo him.

« I3 it not strange to find in a play-bill your
.name—which is one so very singular?”

« Oh, Desmoro is an old Irish nnme—a name
which, in all probability, does not belong to

sight of consolation it will afford you.”
« Hear me through that scene again, will

this young fellow,” added he, his lips twitching
nervously as he spoke. % Actors rarely play

&

under their own legitimate app Nations. For,
be they cither Browas, or Jonesus, or Smiths,
us soon as ever they don the sock and buskin,
they become Delorms, Be monts, and Aubreys ?

& Very absurd of then, ['m suret”

And the Indy shrugged her white shonliers,
and again lounged Lack in her chair, looking
languidly on t e seene, as if it were & positive
trouble to her to have to keep her ceyes wide
opun.

But her companion, who was fuirly aroused
out of his apathy, was now lenning over the
front of the box, narrowly watching all our
hiero's nctions,

I have snid that tuis box was close to the
stege.  Such being the case, the gentleman
was near enough to observe Dusmoro's every
fenture; the col mr of his eyes, the shape of
his mouth, his well-formed nose, his brond
white brow, and his gloxsy huirof u rich auburn
hue,

And, powers of heaven, his red hand !

A cry of amazement—almost of pain—rose
to the stranger’s lips, but it was stitled ere it
burst forth, and ended in a deep sigh.

"Twas lie, sure enongh, Desmoro Degmoro,
the deserted son, the legitimate child of Des-
move Symure and Aana, his e wife,

Yes, yes; that red hand of his would proclaim
his identity when every voice th ot conld do so
was stilled,

# You appear to be monstronsly interested '

in the perf emanee,” remarked the lady, yawn.
ing. I marvel how youcan listen to it! For
my part, T theroughly nbhor 41 Shakspere's
pluys, and wounder why we enme hither, unless
to kill the time, which hangs npon one heavier
than lead when one is living in any ather pt ce
than London or Paris. Do leave off payinmg
attention to those mummers—I'm convinced
none of thum are worth listening to—and talk
to me, clse I shall full asleep here as I sit.”

But her companion paid no heat whatever to
her speech, but still kept his gaze fixed on the
stuge, even though theact-drop hal just tallen,
and shut ont the mimic scene for his view.

“#Well, 1 must say that you uxeel all others
in gallantry!” pursued the Jady, very fretfully.
HP'ruy tak - me away.  ['d rvather be moped at
home than here, where T am compelled to sit
on a hard chuir,
then to munting speeches, and afterwards to
these horrible, sereeching instruments, Do
take me away, my dear.?

At these words the gentleman turned  bis
hend towards the speaker, upon whom he
looked with an abstructed air, as if his thoughts
were all far awdy at the moment. He did not
spenk—he felt as if he had no breath to do so,
and his Lrain was recling round and round.

The lady, looking quite out of temper, now
rose and gathered her cashmere about her,

# Eh, are you cold, Cnroline 2 he asked, re-
calling his thoughts, at the smne time rising
and assisting her with h.r shawl,

“ I'm going home,” pouted she.

# Not yet, surely? ‘The first act of the play
is only just over.”

“Well, and what of that, if I fecl weary of
the thing ?” she rejoined, crossly.

“ But you forget, ('aroline, that the curvinge
was not ordered until ten o'clock,

@ Provoking 1" excluimed she, throwing
herself back again into her chair, ¢ Why did
you bring me to such a pultry place as this,
where I can get no amusement of any kiad 27
she added, commencing picking her bonguet to
picces.  # Tt's n positive infliction being forced
to remtin when you refuse to talk to me, and
won’t even laugh at the people we see hore I?

#I'm not in a humour of cither talking or
laughing to-night, Caroline,” he answered,
gloomily, pussing his hand across his brow as
hoe spoke,

She looked at him in some surprise. # What
ails you?” she inquired, © Dous your head
ache? If it does, it's the vile air of this
stifling pluce. Phew! T shall have a headache
myself very soon; I feel one coming on,”

“Iam notin any pain whatever, Caroline,”
was his calm responsc. “I am simply in a
silent mood, that is all, my dear.”

“Silent mood I" repeated she. ¢ Disagrecable
nmood, you should have snid,” she haughtily
added.

¢t Probably so; I am sorry to be in such,” he
answered, with an inward monn.

And shading his cyes with his hand, he
fell into a train of sad, aching thoughts, which
carried him back into the past—to a period
when n sunny-haired maid had stood with him
at the altar, and solemnly plighted to him her
troth.

Then his imagination pictured to him a
bright young head, reclining on his breast, and
loving eyos guzing tenderly and trustfully into
his, while gentle and musical syllables were
being trilled into his enrnptured vurs.

#Oh, Anna, Anon!” he inwardly moaned,
“my poor, dead darling! how I have lived to
miss your sweet smiles, your affectionate
accents, and ull your fond caresses! And how
I have wronged your mcmory, and the sacred
trust which you left behind you 1"

Of course youhaverecognised the man whose
heart had uticred the above regretful words;
you know that yvou arc in company with the
unprincipled Desmoro Symure, the father of
our hero.

CHAPTER IX.

Sixteen years have gone by since last we saw
Colonel Symurc. He wasa young man then ;
now he is in the moridian of life, the indiffer-
ent husband of an affected, mindless, shrewish
selfish woman, who brought him wenlth an
unhappiness as well. He has no children ; he

‘| has nothing under his roof save his frivolous

wife, who is no companion to him, and wearics
his patience night and day.

Many and many a time has he regretted the
loss of his child ; but never once has he dared
to dream of claiming it. ‘The secret of his first
marriage he must endeavour to conceal for ever.
In order to preserve some little tranquility on
his domestic hearth, he is compelled to pre-
serve that secrot inv{olatc.

He has groaned often to think of the mask
which he is forced to wear, without ever hav-
ing the cournge to pluck that mask off. He is
entirely under the thrall of his rich wife, with
whom he has no confidence whatever.

And he is now sitting here, in a paltry little
theatre, belonging to an obseure country town,
witnessing the performance of a troupe of stroll-
ing players, his own lawfully-begotion son be-
ing one of the principal mombers of that
troupe.

Oolonel Symaure gnashed his teoth as he ro-
flected on all this ; and the colour forsook his
cheeks and lips as Dosmoro’s deep-toned voice,

henrkening fiest to drawling, !

, rich in its practised mao fulations, rose and sank
in impassioned declumution,

What was heto do?  How could he snatch
his own oflspring son trom sucir o humilinting
position ?

This zon of his wax hundsome as Apollo, und
had the bewring of a prince.  Colonel Symure
would be proud indeed to own him, and take
him to his heart ; for tim  had much softened
this man’s breast, which had nothing to 811 it
j how——nothing, save sorrowtul memories of, nnd
; repinings for, the past

Every pulse in Colone]l Symure's body was
throbbing fast and patnfully, and he was long-
ing to springupon the stage, and fold the yonth
to his hosom Had he ot owned a different wo-
man for his wife, he might, perhaps, have fol-
lowed his inclinations, and revealed to her the
existence of his son § as it was, he was almost
distencted, und knew ot how (o act

The hand of henven seemed to have divected
him to this pliace, in onder to show him the
trust he had so cruelly neglected—tie child he
dared not claim as his,

' Nota single doubt of the youtly'’s identity in-
ill‘ll(lt‘ll itsell npon the colonel’s mind, "The

nume of Desmoro Desmoro, and  the young
cstroller’s ral had, were fuacts which at once
s established  his relutionship to  that gentle—
| nan,

Never in all his life had (¢ lonel Symuro suf-
fered such mental anguish as he was now suf-
Cering. Bat the all-end would not be here ; he

waukll probably  be made to cadure still more
storture, Indved, how could it possibly be
Potherwise with him, secing that he was not
P the master of his own actions, that he was
completely ander the contr |1 of his vixenish
wifu,

Colonel Symure was tecly thankful whenthe
hour of ten arrived, and Mrs. Symure rose to
depart,  He helped her on with her shawl in
; utter silenee, gave her his arm, ad conducted
i heront of the theatre ; at the door of which
was their waiting earringe, into which he as-
sisted huer without speaking a word,

stroling” he said, puusing at the door of
the vebiele, # I—I don't feel exactly mysclf to-
“night ; I think I'd rather walk hong, if you
have no objeetion to my doing s0.”

¥ No objection to your deing so, indced ¥ re-
Ppected she, # And what's to become of me all
: the while you are from my side,  Why, I'm to
© be mopedin this close ¢rringe, without a soul
) to exchange o syHable with, Nob that you have
s been at all communicative this evening — a
ymouse  could not have been more silent thun
syourself. 1 wonder what's the matter with
you.”

# |—1 am not myself, Cavoline.”

#You said th it before”

«J kuow I did; and I say it again and
aguin.”

& You're mysterious, tolone) Symure,” she
suspiciously rejoined. ® You may well say
you're not like yourself to.night,”

# 1 shall be betterafter Pve had a brisk walk,
and a few mouthfuls of fresh air,”

& Whoever heard of night air doing a person
any good ? I'm certain 7 never did?”?

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

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

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

Colonel Symure wits very uneasy, and very
unhappy, likewise, and he was thankful to be
alone for awlile with this thoughts, which
were harnssing him as thoughts had seldom
harassed him before,

Soon he left the theatre, and sunntered down
a sort of alley, at the end of which was the
stage-entrance, o dingy doorway guarded by a
lame man, whow the townspeople called # Hop-
ping Pidgers,” o singular character, whose as-
peet was repulsive in the extreme,

Colonel Symure pueped through the open
doorway into n murky room of narrow dimen-
sions, and glanced at its sole occupant, a wiz-
cncd man,—apparently old, but in reality not
s0,~—crooning over the dying embersina rusty,
battered grate  "There was a crazy table, on
which a Iamp was burning, and & pile of old
playbills, disturbed by the draught from the
open door, was fluttering on the blackened and
cobwebbed wall opposite.

Thut was all the gentleman could sce.

Hedrew his cloak sround him, in order to
hide his scarlet cont, pulled the military hat
deep over his brow, and still lingered on the
threshold, uuable to make his mind what to do;
whether to enter there or to letit alone,

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

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 bud started from his seat at the crenking
of the stranger’s boots.

The gentleman drew back and shuddered
before the crooked form presented to his view,

& Weel, what dun yo waut 97 was tho not
over courtcous interrogatory made by the Cer-
berus,

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

Pidgers, whose little eyes looked in two se-
parate dircctions, was narrowly scanning the
appearance of the now-vomer, examining him
from head to foot.

« Can I do anythin’ fur yo, sur?” he further
demanded, in cracked and discordant accents,
and with a strong Yorkshire dialect,

«] really don’t know,” stammered the Co-
loncl. #I want to be informed where Mr. Des-
moro Desmoro lives,” he added, his tongue
clinging to the roof of his mouth as he uttered
the name,

“ Oh, whereabouts Maister Desmoro Desmo-
to lives, yo wants to know ? repeated Pidgers,
with a cunning grin, all the while peering into
the querist's face. ¢ What can a soger-officer
want wee a play-actor lud like him, um?
Maybe, yo wants to him to goo an’ list for a
soger ?" added ho, cagerly.

% Perhaps I do?" half-laughed the Colonel.
% 8uch a fine fellow as he would be a credit to
any regiment in the world I

¥ Fine follor I" mumbled the man, « Theer
it be ; alus yer foin fellera! I'd bot a penny
yo'd not tak’ me fur a soger

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

“ Noa, In coorsc yo wouldn’t | Dang it, why
beant one mon's back an’ limbs as straight ag
another's ? Why should I boa Hoppin’ Pidg ers,

A




