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ing,  Meet me here at sunrise to-morrow
morning, gnd [ will tell you what you little
dream.” T am groing in now.”

Onee niore I'parsively suatlered him o
fold me to his hewt—for the second time in
hia Jife, hiy lips touciied mine, 2wl then,
gliding from ‘his aumg, I re-emead the

Heronry,  Thut evening [ was happy, I

resolutely cloaed my clycs azainst  the
shadows that hangr aronud the magrrow, and
opened my heart to the joy-touches of the
present. Horce never 1eft my side, and
when I sang he watched e with his dark
eyes beaming through tears,

The nest woming arose fair awd calm,
1 dressed myself quickly and hastened to
the trysling-place.  Iorace was thero be-
fore me.  What a joyousness there was in
his greeting—surely T wmuet wait o wlile
to sutnon strenuih to dash it from his Jips.
Oace more 1 ?'iohlcd my hand to lus clasp,
and wandered along with him underncath
the larches, ‘The sun was justrising,  ‘The
tree-tops glowed like golden arrows pointed
with diamonds ; the lone srass knotted
together, shone fike a fairy tracery of biil-
Jiant3, and over all the sunshine Jay, broad
and farr—the very smile of the gods,  TIis
ptlad beams rested like a blessing on Homee
Afann’s chesnut hair, and the world secemed
dressed in holiday robes, 2s if for rejuicing.
And yet, amid all that beaoty :\m{ glory
and huppiness, I walked on by his side, a
crushed, downceast, and miserable woman,
with a confession trembling on my lips,
which would blot out from miy own hfc all
the sunlizht, and send one forth, dearer
than my Jife, out into the world, a heart-
broket, hopelessly wretched man, I could
not Jook at him—I could scarcely breathe.
At Jast I could walk no farther. "I planted
my back firmly agaiust one of thic larches;
I stood there, and lifted up my ghastly, mis-

willed that also, but T wonld rot.  Even
had he wished at, onl of the might of hig
srreat Jove, sl would  have refused, for 1
foved him too weil, too unseltishly, ever to
cat ple his name with disurace. "0t lust he
ok sve in bus arma onee inore,

* Acues," Lie sadd, sy own,my beau-
tiful—tiod kuows 1 wonkl have gone dosen
gladly to my death, rather than Jive and
Know that fute had put this stern and ter-
rible barrier betweenus,  Ob, may Heaven
bless thee, Agnes, and save thee trom grie
Ithe mine 3 and down over my face, foll
Jike rain the bitter scalding tenrs of that
prowd inan’s michty =orow.,

That day I loit l?nc Heromry.  The pur-
pose, o which 1 had vowed my life, was
accomplished, and even v the hour of its
accomplishent, its ctrse came with it
letter tar that 1 had died, than brought
such sorrow to him, so0 noble,so dear.  And
yet Idanced that winter better than ever.
I'he smile that curled my ved lip was as
bright—the bloom died not from my cheeks,
‘nor the light from my eyes. “Still the
world’s homage fell upon my ear, and even
, the noble and the giited knealt at the freet
L of the heauntiful daneing girl,  Very often
i the Lady Clara Emerson was among my
audience, but [ never knew whether she
recognized an Viola the Miss Lee she had
‘met 2t the Heronry, 1 thoughit her cheek

was a little paler than of old, and 1 believe
I'some of the old hatred toward her crept out
"of my hearty and in its place stole in a
v genile sympathy,

1 heand of Horace Mann upon the Conti-
uent, and amid all leart poventy and
wretchedness, y life had “one crown-
ing glory—1 knew he loved me.

‘ GUAPTVR V.
It was toward the close of the sccond

erable face, in the Jight of heaver’s free : winter, after T had parted with Adm, at the
sunshine. Horace turned and looked atme - Heronry. I was no longer a ballet-dancer.
‘with the anzuish of sickening jerror in his | With ghe departure of him 1 loved, came a
gaze, mud then he faltered, “ Agngs, my , full conviction that hereafter I kad no pri-

Agnes, what is it 77

+¢ Listen, Horace. Mann, and 1 will tell
you,? I auswered, amd my wvoice was
strangely ealm. ¢ You icmbember the
fisherman’s hut on the Cornwall lee-shore,
and the wild, rude child whom ?'ou taught
toread 2 And you remember this 7°* and
1 drew from my busom, where I always
wore it, the guinea hie had given me. le

" took 1t In his hand, and looked at it.

vate life to make rich, that I must give all
to the world; and I commenced to sing,
and was now prima donnd of Her Mujes-
ty’s Theatre.

It was almost the last night of the sca-
sen 5 I had gone to the green-room with a
, heavy weight upon my heart, but T had
shook it ofty and perhaps, sung even better
than usual. At fast the audience dispersed,
and going down by the private entrance I

¢« Yes, [ remember, Agnes; but what of stepped into my carriage, but seeing the

that? Go on—how came you by this1”?
“You gave itto me, sir; for I am that
Agnes Lee. Would you call me wife
now 7
Brave noble heart! T could see the
struggle, cre he answered, but his love tri-
umplied.

“Yes, Agnes, I would call you wify,

even now., It was your misfurtuie o have |

been cast upon the lee-shore; so it was

mine, Shall I shut you out from my heart
becauso you stayed there a longer e, my

Aimes P
Oh, { had hoped he would have sparved

me that last trial ; but no, 1 must drain the

bitter portion to the dregs; and so I did.

¢ No, Horace Mann, not your Agnes. I
il never be your wife.  Would you wed
a ballet-dancer 2 You saw me upon the
"'-“i"'?,“' Paris; 1 am Viola, the dancing

tl.

“Q0h, God! oh, Gal!"” moaned that
strong man, weeping likea child. ¢ Spare
me for this is biuter.”?

I knew then, as [ had known before, that
he was lostto me forever. I had willed
}tmt he should Jove mo, and he did love me.

srthaps [ might have been his wife, had I

outiine of a manly form u tho soat, I
was about to spring back afd summon my
servants fo my assistance, when a voice I
had heard in the dreams of many a night,
whispered, ¢ Agness 1 1called ¢ Home 1
10 the driverandsatdown,  Asthe carriage
tumned, the gas-light flashed full in my
companion’s face. ~ could searcely restrain
a shrick of swiprise.  Horace Mann had
‘;:}.langcd so, 1 could scarcely rccosnize
him.
“ Yoy are surprised, Agnes,” ke said
gently, ¢ at thu work trouble has done.
Vever mind, 1 shall only be at rest the
sooner, I don’t know what made me come
to scek vou, Agnes, thisnight, of all others.
Tam tobe marmied to-morrow. I came
home, and found that Clara had snffercd
terribly.  She did not know that I hadever
loved another; but my long continved at-
tentions to_her had won her heart, and ug‘on
my desertion the whole joy and hope of her
lite sccmed to away. My hecart smote
me, when looked wupon her pale
face, and I resolved to mnake what repa-
ratien 1 could, by giving her my hand, and
what of Jife remains.”

He paused, but I felt that my voice was

4 _-
full of tears—TI eaid nothing, and continued,
¢ Agnes, T know your strength of love, but
your framo is strong. too; perhutps, you
will suffer more than I, but you will iive
longer, T want you fo promise me somes
thing, will you; I will kend for you when
Lam dying, and T wam youtocome. Wil
Yo rome, Agnes, wherever yosare?  Will
You promise e to come 727 And putting
my hand in his, I answered, «1 wi

come ' and it was 10 buth our souls ns it
an oath kad been poken, .

Reader, I saw Horaee Mann once more.
Three years had passed, and I was rich,
L hadd Jelt the stage, and was vesiding on
my own estate, a Jovely villa in the south
ot France, I was searcely more thaw
twenty, aud still beastifal, thouzh trouble
had wrought many a thread of silver inmy
jetty hair. I think my taste must have
been tropical ; you might have fancied my
boudior the abade of a Sultana. A foun-
tain of perfumed waters danced and sparkled
m its marble basin, in the centre. ‘A gless
door opened into a small but choice conser-
vatory, where grew the Indian aloe, with
its broad green leaves 5 and gay tropical
birds plumed their wings on the whisper-
ing boughs of the Eastern palm. ‘Liny,
araceful, litile streams, flowed amid thick
1nossy trrass, and ‘neath the Eastern trees,
halt hidden in the folinge, stood croups of
marble statuary, that you might have
dreamed were Fauns and Hnmmfryks, the
guarndian spirits of the scene.  Around the
wallg of my favorite room I had hung a few
pictures, small but choico ; they were
mostly wooland landscapes, with here and
there one of Claude Lorraine’s Italian sun-
sets, or a head by Perugino. On the other
floor were nich, heavy nettings from the far
famud looms of the Indies ; and lounges
und cushions of Genoa velvet, in crimson
and purple, werescattered around.  Onone
pf these I lay reading, and histlessly wind-
ing around my fingers my unbound hair,
when my favorite waiting maid, entering
the apartment, handed me a letter. 1 re-
cognized the hand, and my fingers trembled
as [ broke the seal, it was long and closely
written,butI willcopy itall here. It ranthus:

“ Agnes, my soul’s own Agnes:

« Many months have passed since last
we met.  Summers and winters have been
braided into years, and still on my heant is
your name wrilten 3 not one hieroglyphic
that you traced has been obliterated. ~ Heart
and soul, I am what I always have been,

rours. I married Clara the next day, and

love her very vauch. Can you reconcile
this with what I have just told you? Iam
yours, as I gaid; you, even you, my Agnes,
are mare to me than all, all the reet of the
earth, but it is something 10 feel that we can
make another human being entirely happy.

] told you Clara wassorrow-struck, wnd
drooging. Well, after our marriage, she
brightened up in my presence, as a wool-
flower, beaten down by the wind and rain,
but yet not crushed, revives in the caln
glow of the sunshine. Soon she regained
her health, and I believe she grow dear to
me as an own sister. My own health was
failing even then, and for many weeks I
was prostrated by a low, nervous fever.
During all that time, she was €0 dévoted in
her attention, so patient in her tireless
vigils, you would have thought her some
ange] sent from Heavento guardme. And
ety Agnes, throogh it all, grateful as my

eart was to her, it never beat withasingle
throb that was not faithful to you. I loved
you, you only, you alwaye, .

“ For a time after my fever, I seemed to
be recovering, but the cold weather brought
increasing debility, and I was ordered to




