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310 THE FAVORITE,
— GAIN IT. seelug it, coveted it as Le would have coveted a | owner of the conveyance. ¢ Please to tell the
TRUE FB'F’;EDOM HOW Tv GAL mine of wealth, with longing, greedy eyes. He | driver the address, Mr. Mackmillerman,” she
’ - marked her talents, and her rare beauty, and he | added, 1n the coolest manner imaginable; «and
BY CHARLES MACKAY. said unto himself, « Some day this pure gem | don’t stand any longer in the rain, but come
— must be mine,” into this dear cosy nest,and make yourself com.
Mr. Mackmillerman was a fine man, and he | fortable 1
WS' WQIE: lx ﬂ:xh:gt'ﬂauhbeﬂﬂx flag, was tolerably wealthy as well; and, what was | The gentleman fumed and gnashed his teeth
or liberty to .

We want no blagze of murderous guns
To struggle for the right.

Our spears and swords are pointed words,
The mind our battle plain,

We’ve won such victories before,
And so we shall again,

We have no trinmphs sprung of force—
They strain her brightest cause,

'Tis not in blood that liberty
Inscribes her civil laws.

She writes them on the people’s hearts,
In langusge clear and piain,

True thoughts have moved the world before,
And so they shall again.

We yleld to none in earnest love
Of freedom’s cause sublime,

We join the cry, « Fraternity”—
We keep the march of time,

And yet we grasp no pike or spear
Our victories to obtain,

We've won without their aid before,
And so we shall again,

We want no aid of barricade
To show a front of wrong,
We have a citadel of truth,
More durable and strong,
Calm words, great thoughts, unflinching faith
Have never striven in vain,
They've won our battle many a time,
And so they shall again,

Peace, progress, knowledge, brotherhood—
The ignorant may sneer—
The bad deny—but we rely
To see their triumph near.
No widow’s groan shall lead our cause,
No blood of brethren slain,
We've won without such aid before,
And so we shall again.

DESMORO ;

or,

THE RED HAND.

BY THR AUTHOR OF “ TWANTY BTRAWS,” “ voI0ES
FROM THE LUMBER-ROOM,” * THE HUMMING-
BIRD,” BTO., BTC.

- ¥
—

CHAPTER XIII.

Well, Shavings still continued in the same de«
state, and there appeared to be but little
hope of his amendment,

Comfort’s anxious eye questioned. the doctor
every time he came 10 visit her father s but the
medico.made her no verbal reply, but ever sad.
1y shook his head. C

The young girl was full of sorrow and terror.
8he belleved that she had no living creature in
the world save her father—who had been every-
thing to her that parent oould be to a child —
and she was dreading being left without efther
protector or friends,

To be sure, Mr, Jellico was always very kind
to her, and %0 also was Mrs, Polderbrant, but
their kindness could never repay her for the loss
ofher?ood parent’s caressing love—oh, never,
never

Then Comfort thought of Desmoro, and a
saft thrill pervaded her frame, as her mental
‘oye presented the young man's handsome vis-
aga fo her, and her ears recalled the tones of his
musjcal voice.

In many respects Comfort was older than her
years, but her mind knew no guile, and her na-
ture was full of feminine BOflness, simplicity,
and goodness, *Tis true that her life haq been re.
plete with hardships of one sort or other — for
ber father and her bad not been long attached
toSamuel Jellico’s company—but, needy, coarse,
and worthless as her associauonshadrrequently
been, there was no tinge of vulgarity about her-
self—she bad escaped withoutone impure taint,
without a speck that could sully the loveliness
of her face and form.

Her recent intercourss with Desmoro bad done
much téwards developing her mind, which, ag
you may imagine, had been overrun with
crude matter, with many weeds and brambles.
All the lessons that had been taught, and
the ‘learning he had acquired from the

perusal of useful books, he had instructed her
in, And Comfort, understanding the full value'

of her lessons, was careful not to forget them.

During the term of Mr. Muckmillerman’s eg.
gagement at the Braymount Theatre, Desmoro
had but little time to call his own, The excel-
lent manner in which he had lately acquitted
himself in the character of Romeo, had Induceq
the manager to entrust many other important
parts to his hands, hence his hours were all

fully employed with tasks—with tasks which he

oould not negleet, However, when he could

snatch a fow moments from business, he would

iy to the clown’s lodgings in order to ascertain

his state, and to

- Comfort Shavings, in whom Mr. Mackmiller.
man had become greatly interested.

Yes, the actor saw the precious jewel, and,

get a peep at the fair face of

still more, he was proud of his looks and his
gold ; vain of his stalwart figure, arrogant and
pompous likewisge,

The night was a tempestuous one. The wind
blew a perfect hurricane, and the rain eome
down in dashing torrents.

Pidgers was crooning over the fire, listening
to the sterm-blast as it roared down the chim-
ney, when Desmoro and Comfort, attired for
walking, appeared, ready to start forth.

Pidgers turned round at the sound of Comfort’s
voice,

Desmoro and she were standing at the door
together, looking ont into the darkness, almost
dreading to face the pelting rain, -

‘ What & night it is, Desmoro !” shuddered she,
drawing her hooded cloak closer about her. « I
&m 80 8Sorry to take you out into the wet : let me
€0 home by myself for this once ; no one will
harm me, I am sure, and I’ll run every step of
the way.”

¢ Let you go home by yourself, Comfort {” re.
peated he. ¢« Indeed, I shall do no such thing !
I'm not afraid of a little water, I am only vexed
that you are compelled to face this storm. I
don’t care for myself, I ought not to do §0, you
know, when you are in the case,” he added, with
an air of youthful gallantry, and lowering the
tones of his voice — of that voice whose accents
the girl was so learning to love above all other
earthly sounds.

Pray do not mistake my meaning, Comfort’s
affection for Desmoro was such a8 she might have
felt for her own brother — & pure attachment,
which, with her advancing years, might be
likely to ripen into a different and more ardent
feeliug.

Yet I will not 8ay, young as she was, that Com -
fort was utterly devoid of the natural coquetry of
hersex., She liked a protty dress, or a becoming
hat, as well as any woman, and, a8 far as Sshe
could be, she was always especially neat in her

attire, both on the stage and off it.
While the young couple were thug standing at
the door, about to issue forth, Mr. Mackmiller-

man’s private vehicle drove up, and, at the same
instant, that gentleman himself, wrapped in his
cloak emerged from the passage communicating
Wwith the inner portion of the theatre, and seeing
Comfort, addressed her.

“ You are surely not going home in this storm,
and on foot ?” said he, paying no attention to the
presence of Desmoro, who kept his place by the
young girl’s side,

“ Oh, yes, I am, Mr, Mackmillerman,” she an.
swered, turning her smiling face upon him,

“ Nonsense, nonsense,” he added, in quite a
grand manner ; «I must not permit you to do
anything of the kind. Here is my carriage —
step into it, and I will see You safely home,"”

“ No, thank you, 8ir,” she replied, modestly, as
her arm linked itself through that of Desmoro,
Where it was firmly held, as in a vice.

‘“ How absurd ! laughed he, « You played
Ariel like an angel to-night ; and I must not have
you catch cold by following one of your own coy
whims, Come }”

At this instant, Mrs, Polderbrant, in her pat-
tens, a huge beaver bonnet on her head, and an
immense gingham umbrella in her hand, issued
frosl:e the passage, and stood behiund the trio.

Paused on h the star’s voice—;
and listened, caring pansed
“Iam much obliged to you for your kind of.
fer, Mr, erman,” said Gomfort, very
resolutely, “ but I must beg to decline it. I uo
not live many hundreq’ ards from _here—I shall
get home almost dlrectf;f.” :

The great tragedian bit his lips at this; while
Desmoro’s heart beat fast and gratefully under
the girlish arm that was being pressed so closely
and so confidingly to hig side,

The wind just now Swept down the alley in a
sudden gust, and the rain fell in even greater tor-
rents than before,

It was, indeed, a night of fearful storm ;
Comfort was willing to confront the fury of the
elements, rather than accept Mr. Mackmiller-
man’s offer.

But that gentleman’s intentions were not to be
opposed without his showing some resistance
agalnst those who opposed them. He cauid not
suffer hiwself to be balked by this young girl —
oh, no, certainly not !

“ You shy, pretty creature 1 he cried, suddenly
encireling hey waist.

And, before Desmoro could regaln his hold of
the aIm he had permitted to slip through his
own, Comfort was Jifted up, carried to the vehicle,
and placed ingide jt,

¢ No, no! ir you please, Mr. Mackmillerman 1"
orled she, struggling to get out of the convey-
ance. “J heg you will not insist upon taking
e against my wy)) | pegmoro I

* Make yourself quite easy, my dear,” replied
& well-knowp, female voice. “I shall agcom-
pany you I»

¢Oh, Mrs, Polderbrant, 1t’s you I” exclaimed
the young gir), 1 rejjeved accents.

¢ Mrs, Polderbrant 1 uttered Mr. Mackmiller-
T rore o digust. Ibo

ere I am, cjoge at your elbow, my very
good &ir, ready 4, accept of your gallant escort
home on thig awfally tempestuous night,”

The gentleman Jogked aghast a8 Mrs. Polder.
brant, pattens, poke bonnet, umbrella and
thrust herselr before him, and entered the

“ Miss Comfort 1ives at No. 3, Crossby Oot
lages, Bpring Green,” added she, addressing the

in impotent fury. He had been outdone by Mrs,
Polderbrant — by the woman whom he most
detested.

But he did not let her
boiling fury — oh, no, he would not aceord her
80 much satisfaction, 80 much triumph over
him — he orushed it all back, and calmly ad.
dressed his coachman, *

“ Prudon, drive to No. 2 Crossby Cottages,
Spring Green. Good night, ladtes,” he added,
closing the door of the carriage, and disappear-
ing in the darkness,

“What ! are you ranning away from us, Mr,
Mackmillerman ?” ghouted Mrs. Pelderbrant,
her head thrust out of the vehiele, ¢ Well, 1
must say I never met with such strange beha-
vior in all my life! Go on, coachman i

“No, no; I would much rather get out !—I
would, indeed, Mrs, Polderbrant I said Comfort.
“Let me get out, I entreat you 1”

“Don’t be & little ninny replied the lady,
in her usually brusque fashion, «8jt, where
you are, and don’t trouble yourself about going
any further for the present. We shall get home
without a wetting, thank goodness, which is a
felicity quite unexpected by me.”

The equipage was now rolling along the pub-
lie road. Comfort wag sitting as in a dream,
and Mrs. Polderbrant wag laughing heartily.

“Nioely tricked, nicely tricked, Mr. Mack-
millerman !” she uttered, trium phantly ; ¢ triok-
ed by Patience Polderbrant »

As the carriage rolled away, Mr, Mackmiller-
man, fuming with disappointment and rage,
turned aside and trudged homeward on foot ;
while Desmoro, inwardiy pleased with Mrs.
Polderbrant’s late conduct, went back into the
theatre; where the performance being over,
the lights all extinguished, he sought his home-
1y little couch.

Pidgers looked out into the night—which was
pitoh dark——then he closed the outer door, and
drawing near the table, on which a small lan-
tern was burning, he produced several articles,
and placed them before him.

The man had on a sult of new garments, and
his hair had been recently cut and ofled. Alto-
gether, he presented a different appearance
from his former ragged, dirty self,

But, notwithstanding that fact, he remem-
bered that he had failed to draw Comfort’s at-
tention to himself—she had never once looked
at him; and, consequently, his improved looks
had not been noticed by her for whose sake
they had been so much improved.

“It aren’t of anny use of thinkin’ of her while
I hev’ empty pockets,” mumbled he, under his
breath, “I must hev’a sight of muney, an’
then, I'll maybe be able to get her to listen to
ne, fur I shall be as bould as brass to her an’
everybody else, when I'se got the cash t» fin.
ger. I wonder how manny of those five-pun
notes the ould witch hey’ got, an’ wheer sne do
keep 'em? Under her pillar, I'll lay a wager!”
he added, examining a black mask, which he
had abstracted from the property-room of the
theatre, and a lump of red paint.

Pidgers glanced -around the room, at the
closed door communicating with the stage, and
listened to the splashing rain without,

“That Desmoro chap 'ill not coom down here
agin; I'm safe enough so fur ag that goes, Now
fur it! If I doun’t git her pun-notes, I’ll wark
out my spite on him, the varmint

Then the man took the lump of red paint,
and mixing it with a little Wwater, commenced
smearing the inside of his hanq with it, until
his palm wag very nearly the oolor of that of
Desmoro,

“My! that’ll do!” he exclaimed, regarding
his infamous work with wicked satisfaction,

Thrusting hig mask under his jacket, he put

and stole out into the ht, fastening the s -
do;r behind him, miaht, e g

'he wind was still blustering loudi and th
raln was falling in a dreno'gng ﬂt)y;d Bui
Pidgers cared nothing for the storm-—he rather
liked it at this moment,

He emerged from and reached the
street, which was quite deserted now. From a
neighboring chureh clook, the hour of one Was
tolled. up his jacket, and pulling

perceive his rage, his

down a lane,
Where there were only a few

Wwas a lonely

with it, ang

Mrs, Polderbmdl ols way along it blindfolq,
o d in f th

cots, and her tay 0dged in one of those lonely

was old wid
was almost stone-deay, an widow, who

Tecen: this or: knay
having been sent o a I:leessag’ C] to% actre .
Where she slept, and all he
Thus the dishonest task he
nted but few difficulties to
lderbrant oooupied the ground
i she had always & great
out In the night, and she
apartment from which
—In case of danger—gne might be able to effect
The man now pPaused

house; and, after py¢
duced & bunch of keys, ong of ywpisy. Atting the
oommonm look of the oor, he quietly
made B All was sti] within ; he
could hear only the blustering wind shaking

before a lone little
on his mask, pro-

the casements of the cottage, and the 'h”'m
falling rain,

ob
He now let the light of his lantern ﬂ:’;“
everything around. A door was in front b7
—the door of Mrs, Polderbrant’s bedroom. ‘pol#®”
ing his fingers on the entrance-latch, he
lessly lifted it, and passed into the a
about which he cast an inquiring glance. Het
narrow couch lay the actress fast asleep. od
face was turned to the wall, but her reguls’ C
heavy breathing proclaimed her state of 4
po¥
ped

on?

repose.

Pidgers put down his lantern, and dre¥w ot
the bed; nearer and nearer he drew wur
it; still she slumbered on, wholly undet o
not dreaming that the midnight robber W
her side. Stealthily he introdneed bis o ghti
under het pillow. Ha! He had guessedw
his fingers were grasping a purse, a I
purse with orisp bank-notes within it. i onlty

At this instant, the sleeper turned sud n#
uttered a scream, and started up in
bewildered manner. . with off

“Thieves, thieves !” she shrieked out oot
her might, her hands at the same time
ing the man’s shoulder.

But Pldgers, Who had fthe purse in bis %
possession, was now prepared to strm“‘“ut
her—to struggle with her to the death for o
he cared. His frame, although ungainly 1 B
extreme, was of great musocular strength-
twining arms and clutohing fingers he but
regarded ; and, as for her ories, he knew
there was no one near to hear them. o

Presently she fastened her fingers iDs ]
grappled with his hair, which act gM”‘J,w
man much pain, he dealt her a violent b- ni
the chest, whereat she loosed her hold of s i
and fell back upon her pillow in an almos
sensible condition, af

Pidgers uttered not & sound, but mkiﬂ‘w
his lantern he lifted up his reddened P‘l": e
fore the eyes of the helpless woman: u‘,,i,
next moment he had extinguished the
and the place was In total darkness. ,dl!;

“Good heaven!” she gasped c¢o! the?
“that red hand ! Desmoro Desmoro!” and
she swooned, and all was still, un)o"

Pidgers chuckled inwardly : his base P P”‘nb
had been effected, and he was trium .
Heedless whether his victim were alive O m"“'
he quitted the house, and regaining the e’
made his way back to the theatre, 4, gnd
having washed the paint from his h‘“ne pis
burned the mask, he proceeded to w‘“},e pd
booty, the contents of the purse which
Jjust stolen from Mrs, Polderbrant. al pid

Three-five pound notes and some gol od of®
gers was a rich man! How his blww.vﬂ
gloated over his ili-got gains, and how
spirit rejoiced at what be had done ! o'

“ Won't the ould witch mak’ a rare ook job
thisjob!” he said, within himself. WY g
her! She’ll double up that proud chap, o om
Desmoro, an’ that'll be capital fun for cursi®
I ha’ gotten a 'ed on my shoulders, not norﬂ"!
a8 they maybe think it ! Wait until Wmmoﬂo'
D’se fairly hungry a wishin’ fur that t0+
to coom {” pand® o

And the ruffian rubbed his knotted
gother, and laughed aloud quite gleefully: ; put-

Then he approached the fire-place, s 10080
ting his arm up the chimney, removed® “ipe
brick. This done, Pidgers secre ,mopoi
vacant space, the stolen purse with the
inside it, and replaced the brick a8 bef0fh s a8

“Now, I defles them !’ he exclaim iteb 2
undertone, «an’ I shall loak the ould Wit/ gu
the face as bould as brass. Yes, M,‘nmxﬂ
safe, all gafe, an’ I'se gotten my spite 07
besides |” Lo wuﬂ'

So saying, the detestable creature qui®F Joow
dressed himsels, and letting down & T fll
press bedstead tumbled into it, and ot WAK°
fast asleep, out of which sleep he did
until broad daylight, ot a0¥ xind:

i\

He rose as usual, without fear
He felt no remorse for what he had
he! his base heart was still throb of DO¥
vengeful anticipations. He was
soon he should see Desmoro m;’d;hoa]d
dragged off to prison, and of how udatio”
enjoy the sight of his undeserved deg™ s oy
Mrs, Polderbrant long lay mo God. Whe%
cold, as one from whom the life had tbet
she recovered her recollection she e, 8bé
she was stiff and sore, and unable to I oocll"ad .
could remember everything that had
the masked robber aud his red hand: - g0
8Ble shuddered, uttered a mour ,
covered her face with the bedclothes- deoelved;
Merciful powers | how she hadbeegn, . "
She had deemed him one of heav by B:-
sons, and loved him almost like her 0%, o yid”
she hud done with him for ever, BOW:
Dight thief that he was! ssod
By-and-by, she rose, and dre
She was enduring great bodily Paid and .
thoughts were full of aching troubie. o ,O“D‘
Desmoro was an ungrateful, wlﬁ:t be h&“'
man, aud deserved to sutfer for me °°£r
Just done—for the crime he had whate
mitted. She would have 0o mewy;ne et
ou him; she would deliver him mu:;d" of he
Of the law, and let him pay the Pel, aod S0
SInful deed. She felt strangely ecoived U
thought it possible that she had ¥
death-blow,
She said nothing to her la.ndludyb
Dight's event, bui sat over her o
tearful sllence, She was & woma?
te8Tity and high principle, one W
tate 1o sacrifice even her OWD
had done’anything UnW




