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heavy ringlets ware gathered at the reck
in a net-work of pearls, from which one or
two stray tresses had eseaped and floated
down over her neck and bosom,  Her robe
was of azure satin, frosted with pearls, and
her fan was gorweous with the piumage of
{ronical birds. Her eyeswere adeep, tran-
cuil blue—large and strangety bright—and
har fair compiexion, pure -and trausparent
‘28 marble,” was deepened in the cheeks
with a just perceptible tint of rose.

My eye had taken in all tlhis at one
giance. ~ She seemod to me like the actual

esence of one of those beautiful pictures,

eforc which I had steod with {illing eyes,
in the gallery of the Louvre, and from my
very heart I blessed her for her loveliness,
as I turned to gaze upon her compalon,
Saiut Agnes! patron saint of mine, why
“was it that in that iustant a deep and bitter
hatred for that beantiful being crept cver
my heart. Her cumpanion was Howce
Moanu.
adjusted the foids of her cloali=~his eys
that watched so cazerly her every look.

1 daneed that night as I had never
danced before. Deafening rears of applause
fairly shook the building to ils centre; bt
of all that gorgeous-erowd T saw bt one.—
It was a fuil half hour before he seemed to
noticé me, and then he carelessly tvrned
kis opera-;rlass toward the stage.

1 daneed to hiwm
will—at least I danced for his eyes only;
and I had the satisfaction of seeing him
perfectly absorbéed, entranced, and appa-
rently quite fargetful of the presénce of his
compaiion, ) )

“That was my last epera_in the season,
snd a fow months afterwvards I was in Lon-
don, pleasantly established in fashionable
apartments at the West End. o

« Agnes,” said my guardian, (as I had

“Jearned to call my f{atherly protector,) en-';

lering my roern one morning, ¢ there are
yet six weeks before your first engagement
‘commences.. What do you say ia the
meantime 1o amasquerade ! I have pienty
“of relatives among the West End fashions
ables, and 1 shouid have no difficulty in
having you iftioduced as Miss Agnes Lee
in circles where no ene would ever dream
of Viola, the ballet-dancer being admitted.
Will you go ¢

While he epoke an intense longing took
‘pessession of my heart, 1o %ilm‘ face to face
on that great world of whict 1 had heard so
much. True, I hed seen people _enough—
I had danced to crowded auvdiences, buat of
fashionable society, I was as ignorant as 4
child. Put I presume very littie of my
enthugiasm appeared in my manner, as I
lift:d my eyes and said quistly, * Yes

© guardian, I will go.”?

« Well, 1 thought so—it’s so’ like girl’s
te want to see the world; so I made ar-
rangements accordingly, and Pve two 1m¥1-
taticns for you, frond twe very fashionable
ladics who ara‘under some obligations to
me. . Here is oue frmh Mrs. Somerby, to
her estate, ¢ The Grange,® a little out of
towr. You’d meet there a half-score of
ladics, beside Simmons and Faleonbrace
and a dezen other young msan who wouid
£ill ‘nlove with vou. You’d have to tuke
care and look out for your own- heatt, be-
cause their cards would be played out ae
soon as they knew your pesition.”

¢ Weil, sir, where is the orher one 7%

" ¢«That, oh that’s farther out of town——to
the Heronry, the estate of Mrs. Somerville
 Sikes, and you would’nt find anybody there
to fall in Jove with.  There’ll be ene man
“of mark there though, Horace Mama ; bu
-4ady Cara” Emmerscn will be there
%50, gud they've bsen reported ongaged

2 ce Hady of, [she
it was his hand that so carefully|

gt him-—what you !
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thing in it.?

Horade Mann! Oh, how the very men-
tion of his name thrilled me. Coulditbe?
Was 1 indeed to see him—to be in the
samé house with him ones more. My
heart fluttered like a caged tivd, but my
nerves were strong, and my self command
periect, so [ answered carelessly—

« Well, sir, I believe P’li choose the
Heronry, you know there’s nc knowing
what might become of my hewt at the
cther Place.”

My wuprdian laughe® and palting my
weok pleasantly, sent out o hunt me up a~
dressing maid, aud provide me with asuit-
ble wardrobe.

-

guess there must be some-

hrea in the afternoon, 1

intreduced to the
She was a
uld think, absat forty, extreme-
ly well preserved, and very ¢
sed:  There was an air of pulr
sfuiness al her, such as 1k

and gracefuiness about her, such as i ha
rever befora chserved any Wi
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whom 1 had been thrown in centact.
She welcomed me cordiaily, and went

up stairs with me o my own reom ; then
sing wig, shie remarked, 1 wil send
sur maid to you tny dsar—you will have
¢ time to dress for @inmer”  Oh what

ald I not have given i have inquired if

Horace Mann nad arrived, but T dared not

i trost myself to mention his name, and 1

! threw myself in an easy-chair, while my
maid. leisarely unbound the long tresses of*
my lait, :

When at last its arrangement was com-
‘preted, [ amaved myself, with trembling
#ingers, in a richly-wrought Indin musiiz,
Nothing cottld have exceeded the simpheity
of ‘my attire. The white dress was with-
oyt crnament, and I wore not & single jew-
el, with only a sprig of Cape jessamine in
my hair. Ttorned to the mirtor as 1 was
drawing on my gloves, and saw that, thowgh
I had been manv times more dazzlingly-
brilliant, Thad never Jooked morg beantifal;
and vet my step faltered as I entered the
drawing-room.

Mrs. Sikes advanced o meet me, and 1
was formally presented to the company ; but
my eyes tock in but two faces, my ears
caught but tws names. Clare Emerson was
there, with her face so strangely fair in its
quiet beatity, and her slender fizure robed
in azure silk. A wreath of white buds nest-
led int her golden curls, snd she looked even
more lovely than when T had frsteeen
Beside her sat Horace Mann. His wastmly
theshandsomest face my eyes cver rested
on.. He was indeed, as my guardian had
said, a man of mark; with his Apollo Bel-
videre figure, his hyacinthire locks, and his
roguish, laughing, durk bive eyes. The
Lady Clara Jooked tp, smiled, and epoke
very sweetly ; but Horace seetied so intent
upen his conversation with her, that he
merely fioticed me bya bow. A moment
after, however, as Mis. Sikes repeated my
name, «“Miss Agnes Lee,”” le paused in
his chnversation, and, by his puzzled face,
I knew he was remembrring be had heard
that name before ; but he could not remem-
ber where, and I felt relieved. Tutevenif
he had, he wculd hardly have associated
the fisher-gir! ofthe Cornwall leg-shore with
the very differemt-looking young lady pre-
sented to him in Mts. Sikes’ drawing-reom.

He sat opposite to me at dinner, but his
attention was wholly engrossed b{ his com-
panion. Once, indeed; Ee casually glanced
at me, and then I heard him remarking to
Lady Clara “that Miss Lee was magmfi-
cently handscmp;” and then bo added,
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tous gravel carriage- |

her. !

—

“But her style is so different frdm%’ours
ma belle Clard,’” in a tone which left his fair
listner at litie loss to judge which style he -
preferred. - ‘

During the evening I had been meking
painful eifforis to be agreezble to some dow-
ager-countesses until I was tired’; wlhen,
much to my delight, my task was interrupt=
ed by a call for muste, ard the Lady Clara
Emersorvas led to the piano. Her per-
formance was mediocre, perhaps a trifle
better than that of boarding-school misges in
general. She affected opera airs for the most
part, and, though Horace Mann leaned tver
her and turned her music, [ cotld sce he
was neither interested nor animated; and.
yet I knew that music was his passion. At
tast the Lady Clara arose from the piand. 3

“Perhups Miss Lee.will favor us,” sug-
gested Mrs, Sikes ; and Horace Mann came
to my side, to lsad me to the instrument.
His hand just touched mine as 1 tock m
ceut, and, strong as My uerves were, It
thritied me strangely. [ sang an old Scotch
legend of hopeless love—a songthas requiy-
ed power and pathos—and 1 sa¥igiit well,

I dared not glance at Horace, but F eould
hear his quickened breathing—I could -al-
most seem to feel hi® attitude of wrapt“ at-
tention ; and I knew he felt my power.—
And yet for a week after that he Kearcely
spoke to me.. His altention was Btil] ab-
sorbed by the beautiful Clata; ‘and yet
suinetirees, when be was sitting at her stde,
I would raise my eyes from my embroidery,
and mect a glance trom a distant corner of
the rcom where they were sifting, that -
would cause my cheek to crimson beneath
my drooping lashes. When I sang Horace
never came near me; but I knew Lie listen-
~ed, and that, let him stroggle as he would,
one day my purpose wouid meet its accom-
{ plishm - ‘

ent.

(7o be Continued.)

InsuarkcTIoN ey LEsser Warracuria.—
The latest aceotnts frem the Dgnubian Prin-
cipalities confirm the report of an insurrec-
tion among the peasants of LesserWallaehia.
The ifsurrection was extending, and may
cause the Russians sertous trouble. A re-
port, which did nof obtain mueh eredit, was
current at Jassy relative to ihe death of |
Prince Woronzow.g Cilicial aceounts had
been received there announcing the death
‘of Admiral Osman Pasha, who was wound-
ed ard yiade priscner at Sinope. Many o
i the Wallachian militia, which eflected their
sescape irom Major Barileanp’s cofps, have -
{been rescaptured by the Russians and .
| brought back to Krijawa. The rest have
succeeded in joining the Turks.  The Wal-
t lachian officer who commanded the corps
under Barileanu is in prison at Krajowa,
and is chagged, frsily, with not preveming
the «desettion’ of the men; aind, secondly)
with having had the boldness 1o declare that
he considered the Sultan as his itege lotd;
ard tiie Czar us oniy possessing the rights
of a protector, that consequentiy Le did nok
feel botind to fight for the second against the
iret. There are in Little Waliachia a few
Greek farmers who sympathise with Russis
and endeavour to win over the pecple to the
same way of thinking.  The peasants have
scized some of these, bound them, and de
livered them to the Turks. . E
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Tne Court pf "Sr. James axp T
TuiLeries.—Engiand lately narrowly e
caped invasion, cwing to the hostile feel
ings which had been excited in the mi
of the French Emperct by the. discourtes
with which he had been treated by our Cot?
The irritation produced in'the mind of thé
French Emperor was caused by a Jetté
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