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' All through the valley sweet music was aouniding,
Ringing the praise of the basutiful day.
Light through the valley a young child was boundin 1.4
"Twas dear litue Spring, with the fowers at play.
Schoolmaster Winter looked back at the singing
, —*“Child, T will teach the a lesson fo-day:” ¢
;But Speing at the proser 4 sunbeam finging,
! uloomy uld Winter strode frowning away.
b, welcome to all was the little new comer,
And bappy each wight in her favor to share;
Solovely she grew that they christened ber *Summer,”
+ And thought she had wandered froin Paradise there. ,
»* 'Tis shameful,” growleil Winter, *chat <he should .be
spending
In mirth and masic the minutes 20 rare;

Tenamn .l voswEE So trusty aunt Abtumn a message shall bear!”
't'(:\ %:81 m%&& on Freadh St Choerless and obill as the mansdate that boro ber,
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A lecole ode theatre

And folding her misty gray mantles around ber,
Harshly arrested the maid in her play.

*“Tremble andjweep fur thy joy's fading glimmer:
Dak is the lefSon ['ll read thee to-day.” :
But while Autumn cuilected dead leaves for primmer

Swoet merry Summer slippad langhing awWny.

Chwice Wiscellany.
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AGNES LEE: OR THE SHIPWRECKED,

- —-——

BY PLLEN LOUISE CHANDLER
. C e
“(CONCLUDED.)
,
[ et ———
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CHAPTER I[11.
Six months after this, [ woke up one spring
morning, and found myself in London. 1 do
not know how I got, there; that is, vven at this
day, [ can hardly understand the perseverance
with which T, an unprotected child, . walked the
whole distance, seeking food and lndging of whos
ever had charity enough to shelter me. Provi-
dence must have guided me, and I think so more
than ever," when I recall n singular incident
which hefell me on my arrival. ‘
* It whs afternoon when I cntered the gmz;x!
whirlpool of Londod. Half frightened by the
crowded streets, T had'somebow made my way
to the park, and, for almost the first time in my
life, [ sat thers crying. At last I was rouséd
from my sorrowful abstraction by a gentle touch
and a kind voice, and, lookiug up, I met the
glance of 2 middic-aged gentleman; clad in a
quiet, citizen’syit of black. There needed but
one glance at lus kindly face to assure me [
could trust him, and bis question, “What is your
name, my ' child, and why arc you ‘hero alono!”

him my whole histury, save only that part which
was connected with Horace Mann. *

But matters of moment preventimy attending, . f

was immediately followed by my unfoldiog toe |-

girl into u aymmetry as perfect aa it was

stately
Yes [ was very beautiful. T

wall lee-shore. . T
All that season I continned to draw crowded

‘was filled to overflowing. 1 had mever looked
Jbetter. My costume iras caleulated to setoffmy
dark, oriental beauty, and it was in full glow.—
Half an hour has passed, when a new arrival in
one of the front boxes seemed to create quite
sensation. 1 glanced that way, and ,mét the
most perfect vision of feminine loveliness my
i eyex had ever rested on. . -t
Her style of beanty was totally different from
iy own, and 1 lookell on her at first without en-
vy or jealousy. She wore a garnet-colored vel-
vet cloak, lined with ermine, but, as.she enter-
e the hux, it felf from ber eck, revealing her
shoulders, white as Causasian snow-banks, and
motlded as purely as a Grecian statue.

Her hair was. bright golden, and the heavy
ringlets were gathered at the neck ina net-work
of perls, from which oue or two stray tresses had
vacaped and floated down over her neck and bos_
om. Her robe was of azure satid, frosted” with
pearls, and her fan was gorgeous with the plum-
uge of tropical birds. Her eyes were n deep,
tranquil blue—Ilarge and strangely bright—and
ber fair complexion, pure and transparent asmar-
ble, was decpened in the checks with a just per-
ceptible tint of rose. - - -

My eye had taken in all this, at one glance.
She seced- to me like the acfual presence of one
those beautiful pictures, before which I had stood
with filling eyex, iu the gallery of the Louvre,
and from iny very heart I blessed her for her
loveliness, ax T turued to gaze upon her compan-
ton.

Saint Agues! patron waint of mine, why was

“No you'se come all slome to this far-off Lou-;
don, #0* leaxn to be d hallét-dancer?” he said,j
kindly. “l must say, it was a very strange un- |
dertaking, and the chances that you would sue- |
ceed, were hardly one in ten thousand. - How-!
ever, you could not have cume to a better friend.
I ain a theatre manager mygelt, and ['li try you,
and if 1 find you can do any thing, | will take
you"to a friendsof wine in Paris, where Lam go-
ing on business, and vou shall be cducated for
the stage.” :

Thus it was, reader. that my first night in
London was passed at a respectable lodging-
house, and I woke up in the mornine {rom peace-
ful drenms, under the mighty shadow of St
Paul’s, My protector proceeded, soon after 1
arose, to put me through a trial course of calis-
thenics, and I suppose the ‘reault was satisfacto-
ry, for a dress-maker was sent for, and requested
to prepare for me a suituble wanlrobe for a jour-)
noy to Franee, aud a vesidence at the French'

|

Two years hud passed; [ was fifieen.  They
had been two of the happiest years of 1y lift.—
Truwe, at first confinement had heen irksome,  {
had missed the wild, wailing, solitary ~ca, and
the free range of rocky shore. But wy great
purpose was every day growing uearer its accom-
plishment. My kind protector had visited me
several times, when busioess called Lim to
Frauce, and it would have done your heart good,
to sce his kind, satiafied smile, when he reccived
& favorable report of my progress. . .

. Tt had "been discovered, in process-of my in-
structions, that I had a voice of uncqualed power
and pathos and that [.should be able to suoceed
as a singer, with cven less trouble than as a dan-
cer; but I bad marked out a different course.—
T could not consecrute every gift to the insatia-
ble spirit of the stage. I must retain some pow-
er, nof thus prostituted, to make beautiful wy
private life. However, I cultivated my voice
most asgidnonsly, and wux in 3 short time pro-
nounoed the best singer in “Pecole.”

‘There were, in the same institution, a large
number of young girls, more or less gifted, pre-
paring for the stage! but among them all I bad
but onp friend~—Ines Vaughan. She has nince,
ooder ahother name, made the world’s heart
throb strangely. She flashed, comet-like_upon
the sge—the very impersonation «f the genius of
Tragedy. The great world held its breath to
listen, but comet-like, she was struck down sud-
denly, and the Provenc: rwses hloon upon her
gnv«/i - )

1 ﬁpnld eaaily discern that there were no oth-
ers whase acquaintance would not rather retard
the accomplishment of my great cnd; but Inez
and I becoame friends in that word's truést sense,

beside e, her dark eyes flashing - like lighted
coals, whiile I told her strange wild tales of the
rocky shiore snd the surging restleas sed,

- But, us 1 was sying, [ was fiftcen. My two
}m' ‘study had been completed, and the night
| %3 2 ppointed for me to;inake ny debat at the
\Royal ‘Theatre. 1 had grown very beautiful,
resd :r—no one who had known me as the noap-
ing child of the fishcrman’s Lnt would bave rec.
of,nized me now.. My huir was long and beavy,
2 od | luxuriant  as ever, bat now, it was satin-
wth;and from ita wavy folds seemied to flash
‘of light. My complexion,. by proper

! eloak —his r-yVh:n watched 0 eanerly her every

[fer compauvion was Horace Mana.
hatd that

Tt was his
<o carefully adjusted the folds of her

bk,

I danced that night s 1 had never daveed he-
fore  Deofening roars of applause fairly shook
the building to its centre, but of all that gorge-
ms erowd [ aaw but one.  [t-was o full half
Boar Lefore lie scemed - even to potice me, and
then he carclessly turned his opern-glass toward
the stage. .

[ dauced to himp-—at him—what you will—at
least danged for hisicves only; and I had the

presence of his companion.

That was my last opera in the season, and a
few months afterward [ was in London, pleas-
antly cstablished in fashionable apartments at
the West End. . e

“Agnes,” said my guardian, (as T had lesrned
to call my “fatherly protector,” entering my room
one mornige, ‘‘there are six weeks before your
first engagement commences. What do you say
in the mesntinie to a masquerade? T have plen-
ty of relativesamong the West Knd fashionables,
and 1 should have no diffidalty in having you m-
troduced us Miss Agnes Lee in circles where o
one would ever dream of Viola, the baliet-dancer

‘being mdmitted. ' Will you go?”’

While he spoke an immense longing took pos-
sension of my heart, to gaze face to face on that'
great world of which I had beard so much. True,
I had scen people enowgh—1 had danced to crowd-
ed audicnces, but .of fashionable society, I was
as iguorant as a child. But I presun.e yery lit-
tle of my cnthusissm’sppesred in my manger, &
I lifted my eyes and quietly, “Yes, guardian, I
will go.” - ‘

“Well, I thought so—it's 5o like girls to want
to sce the world; so I made arrangementa acoor-
dingly, and I’vo two invitations for you, from
two very fashionable ladies who are under some
obligations to me. Here is one from Mrs. Soni.
merby, to her estate, “The Grange,’ a Jittle out of
town. You'd meet there a half-score of ladies,
beside Simmons and Falcanbrace and a dozen
other - young men who would fall in love with
you. You'd have to take care aml look out for
jour own heart, because their cards would be
played out as soon as they knew your position.”

“Well sir, where is the other onc?”’

*‘That, oh that's farther out of town—-to the
Heronry, the catate of Mrs. Somcrvillé'Siku;
you wouldn't find any body there to fall in love
with. There'll be one man of mark there though,
Homce *Maan; but Lady Clars Emerson will be
there also, and they’ve been reported eugaged so

¢ ; many times, I guens therc must be something in
We studicd and resd together, and she would sit | ) '

it."”

" Horace Mann! Oh, now the very mention of.
bis name thyilled me.  Condel itbe?  Was [ in-
deed to see him-—to be in the same house with
him oncexnore. My heart fluttered like a caged
bird, but my nerves were sitong, aud imy pelf
command perfect; o [ answered earelesaly—

_ 4Well, sir, I believe I'll choose the Heronry,
you know there's-no knowing what might hecome
of my heart at the other place.””

My guardian lapghed, and patting my cheek
ploasantly, sent éut to hunt me up a dressing
maid, and provide mb with a suitable wardrobe.
The next day, at three in the afternoom, I was

ears, had cleared up wonderfully. Now, it was
sunny side of a ripy peach, only
e{-i.ng in the cheeks to & richer crimson

i

deep- |
4 . Mra. Bomerville Sikes. § lndy of [
peachies ever wore. 'lyc)-mdn-nw—l ba wee 1 lady o

whirled up the -spgei
of the Hcronry,mw to the stately

should ‘hi_lk:lblt forty, extremely well pre-

large, black, qd. stnngq'ly fustrons; and the
‘| wan, thin figure of the child had rounded, in the

I arrayed myself for the aceasion in a crimson
satin, heavily wrought with pearls. Around
my neck and arms were chains of pearls and ru-
bies, fantastically twisted together, fastened with
gold clasps, in whith a single diamond flashed
like a burning star. Strings of the same jewels
shone among the heavy bands of my besided
hair, and | almost started baek in wondet, as 1
glanced at, my full-length reflection in the green-
room mirror; it seemed so like some oldén pic-
ture, ,wﬁh. its: strangely vivid lights and shades.

That night my trinmph was complete. The
whole Lousc rang with applause, and many of
the ‘boquets thrown at my feet were looped up
with dianicnds. I welcomed it, for it was one
stepping-stone the more toward my great end.—
Ob how I wished be had been there to see it;—
but never unce had my eyés rested on him since | that, though I had many times been more das-
we parted in the sunshine on the desolate (orn-

~atisfaction of secing him pertectly.abeorhed, en. |
tranced, and apparently quite forgetful of the !

graitled  tadinge dtive
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'an air of patrician ease and gracefulnese about

inquired if Horace Masn had arrived, but 1 dared
Dot trust myself to memtion his name, and I
threw myself in aa easy-cbair, while my wmaid
leisurely unbound the long treases of wy hair.
When at last its arrangement was completed, [
arrayed myself, with trembling fingers, in u rich-

exceeded the simplicity of my attire. The white
dress was without ormament, and 1 wore not a
single jewel, with only a sprig of Cape jessmine
in the dark folds of my heir. I turned to the
mitror, as | was-drawing o8 my gloves, and mw

i tlingly brillians, I had never Jooked more besu-
tifu); and yet my step faltered aa [ entered the
drawing:roos. : ’

houses, until-the last night, when the thestre | Mrs. Sikes advanced to meet me, and 1 was

| formally presented to the company; but my eyes
| took in but two faces, my ears caught. but two
| names. Clars was there, with ber. face
Esosh;ngolyfnirin‘ its quiet besuty, and her
i slender figure robed in axure silk. A wreath of
white buds nestled in her golden curls, and she
tlooked oven move lovely than when .1 had first
seen her. Beside her mt Horace Maon. His
was truly the handsomest face my exes gver rest-
ed on.
a man of mark; with his Apollo Belvidere figure,
his hyacinthine doks, and his roguish, langhing,
dark-blue eyes. e lady Clara looked up,
smiled, and spoke very sweetly; but Horace
secied so intent upon his ponversation with her,
that he merely noticed me by s bow. A moment
after,-however, as Mrs. Sikesrepeatsd my name,
{ “Misy Agues Loe,” be paused in his conversa-
tion, and, by his pussied fllce, I knew he was re-
membering he had heard that same before; but
he could not remember where, and I felt reliev-
ed. But even if be had, he would bardly have
associated the fisher-girl of the Cornwall lee-shore
«viththeveqdiﬂuem-looking young lady pre-
i sented to him in Mrs. Sikes’ drawing-room
He sat opposite to me at disner, but his atten-
tion was wholly engrossed by his compsmion.
Once, indesd, be casually glanced at me, snd
then I heard him remarking to Lady Clara “that
Miss ‘Lee was magnifieently handsome;” and
then he added, “Bat her style is so different
from yours, ma belle Clars,” in & tone which ieft
his tair tsthner at litsle loss 40 judge whickistyle
he preferved.

it that in that instant o deep and bitter hatred .,  During the evecing I had beeu niaking pain- | [ will tell you what you little dream.
for that beautiful being crept into my heart.— | fal cfforts to be agrosable to sosie dowsger-coun- | ing in now.’’
" fasscsn until T was tired; when, much jo my de-’

 light, my task was interrapted by a call for ma-
«sic, and the Lady (lara Kmérson was led w the
' pinpo. Her performance was mediocre, perhaps
"a trific better than that of boarding-school misses
iu genera)..  She affected opera airs for the most
part, and, though Horaco Muan leaned over her
and turned her musie, I oould see he was neither
interested nor apimated; and yet I knew that mu-
sic was his passion. At last the Lady Clara rose
from the pisno. L
“Pérhaps Miss Lee will favor us,” suggested
Mrs. Sikes; and' Horace Manu came to my side,
to lead me to the instrument. His band just
touched mine as [ took my seat, and, strong s
| my merves were, it thrilled me strangely. I
sang an old Scotch legend of hopeless love—a
song thiat required power and pathor—and I mog
it well. B
1 dared not glance at Horage, but I could hear
his quickenad breathing-=-I could almost scem to
foel hin attitude of wraps pttemtion; and [ kncw
he felt my power.. And yet for s week after that
he searcely spoke to me. Mis attention was still
absorbed by the besutiful Clara; and yet some-
times, wheii ho was sitting by ber side, I would
raise my eyes from my embroidery, and weet a
glance from the distance corner of the room where
they were sitting, that would cause my cheek to
cfimson besdath my drooping lashes. When I
sang Horace nover came near me; but [ knew be
listened, and that, let him struggle as he would,
one day my purposc would meet its sccomplish-
ment. . .
. 1

: ONAPTER IV.

The humas will is atrong, stronger thsa life,
and cven death iteelf may not triumph over it
utterly! I wonder whether ever mas or womsan
ever yet dovoted themselves with all their emer-
gies to the secotaplishmest of & favorite purpose
without succeeding? At least, successis the rule,
failure the exception. ! L

“Time passed on, and Horace Mann gradually
changed in his deportment.  His atientions to
the besutifal Clara became a shade or two less
engrossing, and very often he would lead me to
the piano, and hang over me during my perform-
ance, with his whole soul looking out of his dark
eyes. The Lady Clars must havenotiosd it, and
¥ think she loved him; buf her disposition was &
singular one.  She was too proudly indolent to
struggle for the possession of anything. She
dressed as becomingly, talked as prettily, and
smiled as swoetly as ever. When Horace Mann
st down beside her she weleomed him with s
look that had not the sliglitest shade of reproach
in it, and when he was away she seemed totally
unconscious of bis desertion. No battery of at-
 tractions could have boen half so affective as this
calm, indifferent dignity; I could not have s worse
enemy to contend with. = Sometimes Horace
wonld watch her for 2 long time, and then turn
sway, with just the queerest kind of s smile up-
om his lips, and talk to me mare amiduously than
ever.

One night T was walking in the shrubbery.—
It was the rich, lustrous prime of the snmmer;
the sun had gone down in his. glory, and the
twilight hours had gathered wp the gorgeous
elouds, like drapery of kings, iato their net. It
was evening; the moou, like a fair queen, sat on
ber silver throne among her parliament of stars.
T bad goue out alove, and with & harried step
waa walking toand fro beneath the larches, keep-
ing time to painful thonght: . At last my mep
[grow slower, ad my mood changed. Tears

. | her,'such as I bad mever before obeerved in any
' Isdy with whom I had been thrown in contact. |

She welcomed me cordially, and went up staims
with me to my own room; then kisming me, sho
remarked, «1 will semd youwr maid to you my
dear—you will have just time to dress for din- | s voice, whose lightest tone could have almont
ner.”  Oh what weuld I not have given to have | called me from life to death, said, very gently—
|

ly-wrought Tndia muslin. Nothing conld have !

He was indeed, unygwdimlnduid,’

ing gipay life I bhad led beforc Horace Mann
came to Cornwall.

“Better, oh, how far better off was I then than
now,” said my throbbing heart, beatipg painfal-
ly beneath my velvet robe. . “Alas! for I am
weary,” smid my lips sloud; and at that moment

“Agnes—Miss Loe—am I intruding?”’
T turned and welcomed bim, with the tesrs
still heavy on my lashes, and the shadow heavier
i er ot my heart. ! ‘
i “You are sad, Agnes,” he said sorrowfully,
 taking my hiand in “his, as soothingly as* one
would pet a weary infant, “Agnes, dear, beait-
tifal Agues, I love you! I never said thoke
words before, Agnes, to axy woman, not even
to Clars Emerson; though long ago the grest
world voted us engaged. You will understand
them—yor will belizve them. | did not mesn’
to love you, Agnes—I closed my eyes against
your glorious voice; bat you have triumphed.-—
See, ['am at you:r feet! Won't you, can’t you
 Jove, my Agnesl” o
{  But I'did not speak::1 cowld not. -The hope
of a life-time had met its fulfilment, when I heard
him may those words, and 1 could not answer
bim. ,

. “Oh, Agnes! Agnes\!’\’ be eried beseechingly,
| %only apswer me, only say, ‘Horace, T love
| you? ” : |
! And clearing my voice, and drawing my ﬁgnx‘e
L to its fodlent height, I stobd there, in the moon-
! light, under the larche, and snswered him—
“Horace Maan, I lpve you with .my whoe
 soul, s T have loved yoi for years. Tam youry,
jand 1 swill be
tdie!” ¢
i Inhis excitement he did pot notice that [ b
;maid “for years;” and standing by wy side,
{ clasped e to his hdart, whispering, *My A
| —my wife!? ' b

For one moment, sick bnd faint with joy
; suffered my head to lie on his breast, and the
* withdrew from bis arms; and said firmly—k

yours, and no other man's tilll

ey
Lot
[
|

i1
y 1
10’

: Horace Mann, not your wife; and if you kne¢w

% wme, you would sooucr dic than cail me so.  You

l koow not who, or what [ am!”

I, “And are not, Agnes, so that you willlet lm

;ull you mine. Nany, Agnes, do not think |~

" mesnly of me. | dare no} for rank or wealth—
1 know that 1.lave you, ond that is all T ask 'to

. koow.” . ’ P

, 1 am very strong-willed naturally. but | l;d

| no strength por vuurage that night 1o dash, w ’th i

! my own hands, the cup of joy my trign lipe. :sin'd '

. I answered him resolutely—> ¥ by

“Po-night, Horace, 1 will til you nathivg f~
Meet we here at sunrise to-merrow morniog, apd
Tam (,:-

" Once more 1 passively suffered him to'told ine
tto his Beart—for the sceoud time in his life, ]
his lips tonched miné, amgl then gliding from
his arms, Ijre-entered the Heronry. That -veu-
ing T was happy. [ resolutely clowsd my vyes
sgainst the shadows that hung around the mor-
row, and opened my heart;to the joy-touches of
the present. - Horace never left my side, and
when 1-sang, he watched me with his dark eyes
beaming throngh tears. = . . o
The .next morning arose fair and calm. [
dreseed myself quickly, and hastened to the tryst-
ing-place.. Horace was there beforé: me. :ﬂlﬂnt
a joyousmess there was'in fiis greeting—surely Ff
must walt awhile before I could summon strength
to dash it from his lips. Omoé more 1 yielded
my hand to his clasp, and wandered along with
him underneath the larches. e sun was just
rising. The tree-tops glowed like golden arraws
pointed with diamonds; the florig grass kmotied
togther, shone like & fairy . tracery of brillisats,
and over all the sunshine lay, de and faig
the very smile of the gods. Itsiglad beams rdst-
ed like a blessing on .Horsce| Mann’s chesp
hair, and the whole world seémed to be

in holiday robes, an if for rejoiting. And }et,
amid all that besuty and: happiness, [ walkedjon
by his side, » crushed, downcast, miserable wqm-
an, with a cofffession trembling dn my lips, which
would blot out from my ownlifeall the sunlight,
and send one forth, dearer than/my life, out ifito
the world, a hent-bmken,'l:mfﬁlessly wretched
man. [ could notTlook at bim-i-1 could scarcely

breathe. At last T could ﬁ 20 farther.| |
planted my back firmly agaibstionc of the larch-
os; I stood there, and lifted upimy ghastly, ‘mis-
erable face,in the light of heaven’s froc sun-
shine. Hovace tarved snd ldoked at me with |
the anguish fof sickening térrot in hix gaze., and
then he faltered, “Agnes, my Agues, what is jt?"*
“Listen, Horsce Maon, and/L will tell yau,”
I answered, and my voice was ratgely m.hq__
“You remember the flah ’4 hut on the Cora-
wall leeshore, and the wild, Tude child whom
you taught to resd? And jou remember this?”
and I drew from my bosom whdte I alirays wore
it, the guinea he had ng wa!| He took it in
his hand, and looked at it. |~ °

si¥es, | remember, s bt what of that?
Go oa—how came you by this? .

«You gave it to me, sir; for| /| am thas Agnes
Lee. Would you call me wifd now?"

Brave, noble heart! I could pé the struggle,
ere he answered, but bis love trimmphed.
«“Yes, Agnea, I would cnPl wife, even now.

1t was your misfortune uilnv:e been cast upon
the loe-shore; 50 it was mine. ; Bhall I shut you

)Oﬂgﬂ’ time, my Agnes?" ; y

Ob, I had hoped he would | have sparéd me
that last trial; biit wo, I must| drain the bitter
potion to the dregs; and ag I did.

“No, Hbrace Mann, not poui- Agnes. T will
never be your wife. Would you wed a ballet-
dancer! Nou saw me v the stage at Pyris;
for listen, Horace: I am V}:3la, the damcing girl.”

| came to my eyes, as | remembered m:mda-

3 g

"of tears—I =aid nothing, and he continued; f‘Ag—

out from my heart because yon stayed there s |

ke took me in his arms once more.

“Agnes,” he mid, ‘“‘my own, my beautiful—
God kifows [ would have gone down gladly to
my death, rather than live and know that fate
had put this stern and terrible - barrier between
us. Oh, may Heaven bless .thr, Agues, and
save thee from grief like imine;”’ aad dowu over
‘my face, fell like rajn, the bitter, scalding temrs
of that proud map’s mighty sorrow. *.

That day I left the ‘Heronry. The parpose,
to which 1 had vowed lﬁy life, was accomplished,
and evenin the hour of its accomplishument, its
curse came withit. Bétter far thut I had died,
than brought such sorrog to' him, so voble, so
dear. ‘And yet, I Jagided that winter better than
ever. The smile that curled my red lips was as
bright-—~the bloom died not from my choeks, nor

age fell upon my esr, and even the moblesad the
gifted kuelt ¢ the feet of the beautiful dancing
girl: Very often the Lady Clary Emerson was
among my audicnce, but”l never knew whether
she recognized in ‘Viola the Miss Lei she.had
met at the Heronry. [ thodght her cheek was

the old hatred toward her ¢rept out of my fnenr,t,
and in its place stol: in a gentle sympathy.
Lbeard of Horace Maun upon the Coutinent,
gnd amid all my heart poverty and wretchedness,
my life had one ¢rown
ed me.

P
~

CHA}TER ¥,

after T had parted with him, at the Heronry. 1
was no longer a ballet-dancer.  With the depar-.
ture of him I loved, came a full conviction that

‘1 must give all to' the world; and T had com-
menced to sing, and was now prfma domaa of
Her Majesty’s Theatre. ® C

Tt was almost the last night.of the season; I
had gone to the green-room with a heavy weight

haps, sng even better than usval. At last the
audience dispersed, and going down by the pri-|
vate entrance, [ stepped into my carrisge, but
seejng the ontline of 2 maoly form upon theseat,!
.I' was about to spring back|and summan my ser-
vanta to my assistance, when a voice T had heard
in the dreams of many a ni;ﬁt,\whispered, “Ag-
nes!” [ called “flome!” to-the driver and sat
down. As the carriage tuimed, ‘the gas-light
flastied falt io wy cowpapion's face. I could
scarcely restrmin a shrick of surprise. Horace
Manu had chraged-~n [ anl{l scareely recognize
hit. ! E . '

“You are surprised, Ag&é," he said gently,
“at the work trouble has dmfe.  Never mind, 1
shall only be at rest the-rooger. [ don’t know
what made me come so seelf'you, Agnes, this
night, of all others. [ am t4be murried to-mor-
row. 1 came home, anf found that Clara
bad suffered terribly. She'did not know that T
ibad evor Joved another; butfmy.long continued
attentions to her had won hdr heart, and upon
my desertjon the whole joy ahd hope of her life
sccmed to pass away. My heart umote me. when
1 laoked upen her, pale faco,&ind 1 resolved to
mnnke what reparation I could. by giving her my
hand, and what of life remaihs.” ' {
He paused. but I felt that my voice was full.

nes, 1 know your strength of love, but your
frame i+ strong, too; perbaps. you will suffc
more than 1, but you will live longer. 1wa '.
you to” promise me <omething, will yon: [ will’
send for you when I am dying, and I want yau
to come. Will you come, Agnes, wherever ydu
are?. Will you'promise me to come?’” And pul-
ting my hand in his, T auswered. “T will come!}’
and it was to both our souls as if an oath ho
been spoken. R :
Reader, I saw Horace Mann once more. Threr
years had pase], and | wnk‘:rivh i Bl et th
stage, fand was residing on my: vwn ostate.i
lovely villa in the south of Framee. T ws
scarcely more than twenty. and «till i)gnutifu;',
though trouble had wrought many o thread ¢f
silver in my jetty hair. I-think my taste mul
have been tropical; yon might 371\‘(‘ fancied
boudoir the pbode of a Sultana. A fountain of
perfamed waters danced aad sparkled in its maf-
ble badin, in the eentre. .\ glass dook open:
into a small but choice conservatary, where gr ;
the Indidn aloe, with its broad green leaves; and
gay tropical birds plumed their wings"-,on the
whispering boughs of the Eastern palm.” | Tin;
graceful, little strcams flowed amid iihick mossy
grass, and ’neath the Eastern troes, half hidden
in the foliage, stood groups of wurble statnary
that you might have dreamed were Fauns and
Hamadryads, the guardian spiritx of the scene.i-
Around the walls of my favorite room [ H&d
hm‘:é s fow pictures, small but choice; they we
mostly woodland landscape~, with hereand thare

»

et = —ev— = -

the light from myJeyes. Still the world’s hom- lﬂ*d

» little paler than of old, and ¥ believo some of |1 st alone, (for .1 had scot Clara sway from

g glory—T &new he lov -
LIt was toward the close of the, second winter, |

hLereafter 1 had no private life to minke rich, that | Ag
rotestant, snd do not believe in miracles and .

upon my heart, but 1 had shook it off, and per-|

wocks | was prostrated by a Jow pervous fover.
During all that time, she was defoted in her o8-
tention, so paticnt in ber tireless vigils, you
would have thought- her some angel seat from

Heaven to gnard me.  And yet, Agues, w
it all, gratefal as my beart was to hes, it nover

I loved you, you only, you alwiys. )
orl a time aftermy fever, Lscemed to be re-
eovering, but the cold weather brou‘ht Illﬂ-
ing dehility, and 1 was ord?red to ih}y. O
course Clara was my coinpanion. I dow’t know
why it was, but even these genial skies oonld do
{ fittle for a malady which was not of the flesh;—
yet'more and more I grew in love with Ttaly.

you.
&

of Ithie silvery Armo, trying-to peopledw fair
with its old-times deities; but ‘somebow,
ov Iph to wear your face. I wendes
ifxyvzilthnto_ worship you. .1 cowld mot

help it,jand 1 beliove God has | jven me.—
A*d this brings me to iomething 1 must toll

you; it took plgce

very ill, and was just able to go out of doors.—

me,) . fecling wiseruble and degpondent. 1
thought of you, and oh! Agnes, I ¢annot tell yon
how my soul longed atid pined for you. [ ksew
it would . be sin to sce you them, but I remem-
grod ypur promise to cone to me al my dying
ur

2

d my hedrt uttered 2 wail—a ory, s wild
, earnest prayer for death? [ longed for it,
gnes, for [ fels that thus only could I gaee.
in o;:;y heart's treasure; and yet whea I

uttered the words, I was frightened at their
heaning, snd I grew still. and held my.

ible mh

h. || T am not superstitiois, Agues; [am s

ions; | but I kuow 1 heard g‘yb-w, and h:
ax no human vaioe; it said—" anto - o
I ye thatare weary and heavy laden, and x:hm
ive yoy rest” There was a le in my a8
d theh onee again 1 prayed,iand fhm time fh:
ords of my prayer were, “Tby will be done!
{nd
md calm. ! . |

| «Singe theu, I have longed|for you, Agnes, as
k.sat quler the orange trees, but it has not been
that I might fold you in my of earthly Jove;
ph no! fpr I knew [ was a dyi 'mm,buttln.tl
night tdke your Little hand jn mine, and point
: t other land, where heveymore will the
y wrap her rbi)e sbout her, aad go

y;{.\ll to
hite

You must meet me- therr, Agnen,

my Agnes; come quickly, 3ud now Jwe
me bere. 1 was takenomy ill st Geo-
but I travelled here by casy stages, and now
wgting, propped by the pillows, to ;ummon

yon y dying bed! Do not start, Ag.nes, or
sigh Tam ging

rf}ecp! T um a happy man.

decmer, whom I trust.  You must meet me, Ag-
nes; T shinll wait for you, and you must come
to me immediately, for you have vowed to stand
by my dring bed. My sonl will wait for you;
T shall nut die till you are here! Come them"
quickly, for [ am in haste to begone! o
* I said ¥ had a mission for'you. I give Clara
to your care  She was an-orphan I fmar-
ried ber,iand she has 8o ano left to care for her. ,
She is a|good, -gentle little heing, but bot a
ptrong woman liké you. You can guide her, you
can c% for her, for I know yon have left the
stage.! You will promise meto stay with her as
loog as she shall meed your care.’ She.kmows
bat little of our past—nothiig, save that you are
dear to me, and-T _have _sent for you. 'God ia
Heaven bless you.  Agués, not of my claiming
but of my loving come qujckly!
. oy © . “Horacs Masn.”

Two
clin carriage at the door of a. beautifal Itali
villa. 1t was ag carthly paradisc, [ saw, in the
faint glimpse 1 had as T hurried up the stepe.—
An English housekeeper met me at the door.
"“You have been expected, ma'am,” she re- _
plied; “my.master is just alive!” )
- And there in that pleasantly farnished roowm
in the Tthfian villa, I saw Horace Mann omee
He-was bandsumer
than ever, but his face wore the beauty of an jm-
1. Hig Jarge cyes wore pueartbly in thetr
, aud on his forehead sat a radiance as
ly glory. . 1
ole face kindled as he saw me, and a
stiile'of welcome played around his lips. He
stretched, farth his hand: . . :
i “You arein time, Agunes,” he said; «}
you would be—1{ was waiting for you. Will you

dare for her?” and with his th;n tinger he. poih-

ted to Clars, who was knecling in s stupor of .
rief, at the bed's foot. J '

Yoice anil filling eyes, “as long a3 she has

oiiv of Claude? Lorraine’s ltalian sunsets, ar
head by Perugino. On the other fioor were ri
heavy nettings from the far-famed looms of
Indics; and lounges and cushious of Genoa vel-
vet, in crimson and purple, were scattes
arcund. On one'of these I lay reading, o
Kistlesaly winding round my fingers iy unboun
Bair, when my favorite waiting maid, enten
the spartment, handed me o letter. 1 recognix:
the hand, and my firigers trembled as I broke
the seal, it was long and closely written, but |1
will copy it all here. It ran thus: -
“Agnes, My soul’s own Agnes: .
«Many months have passed since last we met.

always have been, yours. I married Cla

4Oh, God! oh, God!” m/ommed that strong man,
weeping like a child. ‘T‘Spl‘:p me, for " this is
bitter.” - : >

1'knew then, 23 1 Mrknon before, that he
was lost to me for ever.| 1 had willed that he
shoald love me and be. djd love me. Perhaps I
might have been hia wife, had I willed that also,
but I would not. Wivlen
the might of his gres 4 Jo

he wished it, oat of
still would X have re-
fused, for I loved him 190 well, too unselfiahly,
ever %0 couple his u.{mﬂndiqm . At last

human being entirely. happy. I
41

A

Summers and wisders bave been braided into
years, and still on myheart ia your name writ-
ten; not one (hiepoglyphic hat you traced bas
boen obliterated. Heart and soul, [ am what'{
the
next day, and I love her very much. Can|you
reconcile this with what I have just told yop?!—
T am yours, as I said; you, even yon, my Agnes
are more to me than all the rest of the carth.—
But it is something to feel we can make amﬁtherf

Id you Clra was sorrow-struck, | and | 8
drooping. * Well, after our marriage, she bright;
ened up in my presence, as s wood-flower,’ beat:
en down by the wind and rain, but yet mo
arashed, revives -in the calm glow of the sun.
shibe. Soon she regained her bealth, aud I be-
Jave she grew dear to'me as an own sister. My
own health was failing evem theo, ndfogf-)\ny
: "5 -

"I “Yes, Horace,” I answered, with ﬂtﬁ
! mef:: bl darling,’ h:spaad‘
i 4G ess you, darling,”” he whi on-
\herly,' d then he closed ﬁu cycs asif in .
tAgues)”” he said once more, “‘you will m
that little desk what I have-meant for you. You
must logk for it when I am gone, and use i of-
ten. You will comne, Agnes, 1 know it. ‘He
1} iveth His beloved slecp.’ Think of that, sad
;fe cpmforted, when I sm lying low. ' Sit.down
‘now;, Agnes, and take my hand in yours, aad
ginf some grand old hymn.  Good-bye, darling!™
c:;?egm hand in inine, and I sat beside hyme.
I steadied my nerves snd my voice, choking
back the tears, and I that grand old
“Savi?ur, whien in dn::‘g thee. _Bef: I:ti
finished, the hand I held in mine grew cold; the
dark eyes closed—Horace Mann was desd.
" We buried him there in sunny [tily—we plac-
ed a white stone at his liead, and o (hat stone .
was graven—<He giveth His beloved - slecpl”
B %‘lhe glilft ll:eh:dﬁb::&| for me, was the
ible whic m his constagt .
At first | prized it for his sake—then it m
far dearer for its own—for it has'guided my
footsteps in the path which wilt o0 ¥ take me
home to heaven, and him! :

throbbings of her grent geief grew still; and them,
i{still young and beastiful, she went forth to
ladden snother hears, anuther home; and stand-
ing now, among ber husband and her childsem,
T know not wheeher her lips murmar, st night-
fall, the name of the dead.

1 am o}d now, but my life is calm sad .
I am losking forward to that day,

“Elire am 1, my belovod—1 have bown e
ly, through all.” - e

o
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T watched over Clara foc his sake, until the

N

beat with a single throb that was ot hithfal te -

to sit and drcam for hours on the bimks - .

1ast mmmrg:_ T had been

‘wickedly, madly, T knelt down before -

n unto my soul there [éame 3 holy pesce

ly down the sunset slopes, trembling to

posket

ot .
off, when I shall stand by dorace’s dn‘:i.- .
whispor—

ys more and | stepped from my trav- .

——

erc there will be no ‘wore sicknpss, LT .
thome to 3 friend, whom'l know; s Re- .



