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HEARTHSTON]

TO-MORROW.

BY ABBY SAGE RICHARDHON.

Out on tho bonch a maiden sits ;-
With absout eves and parted lips
Showatehes tho waves lnp idly up,
And marks the triack of the whito winged ships;
Haltawale und halfin a dream |
#ha notes the gulls sail sereaming by,
Feels tho wind blow her yellow hair,
Andeounts the clouds iu the chaugeful sky.

A shipin hor dreamns suils fair an- fast,

Nuaring and noeariug the port at hamo,
Crowding all sail as she euts the wuves,

Lenving bohind her whito swirls of foain,
Bhe xees on the deek her lover stand,

Dreaming like her of the tesnder hour
When he ahall elasp and hold her his own,

Heart of his henrt, of his lifs the lower,
Bho muscs thus till the sun gues down,

Titl sky and waves havo in twilight kissed,
And a cloudy moon shines overhead,

Liko un opul set inu ricg of mist.

% To-morrow,” she murmurs, with quickoned pubm'
Rising to lonve the wave-washed straud,
“ Anuther day of waiticg and hope
L3etore hia vessol shall greet the land,
Fly, dim night. through tho trackless =ky,
Hauxten, U sun, to your morning plise ;
Tho plad dawn bring that will rise on me,
Whea I shall luok in iy lover’s fuco.’”

Ovorthe gon the storin-cloud hanas,
Wrapping his vessel in black eclipve.
Round and round ty tho sereeching zulls,
Devperand deepor the strung prow dips.
No cyae seos how the burk goes down;
Nu car lizts to the guod ship's knell,
Bolt on her pillow the maiden sleeps,
W hile Ler lover's lips waft their last farowell,

Morning dawns with roriest glow,

Tinging tho waters with coral and gold,
Nor in soa nor =Ry ig a whisper heard

O the xecrot the white-topped billowa hold.
Day after day tho maiden will wait,

Manth grow te yenr ¢re hor watehing ho v'er
Fora fuver wha never will como to lund,

Fur a ship which never will touch the shore,

{Reursrenkp in accorda‘_ulc_c‘ with tho Copyrisht At
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POOR MISS FINCH:

A DODESTIC STORY.

By WILKIE COLLINS..

PART THE SECOND.
CIIAPTER XLIIL

LGCILLA'S JOURNAL OONTINUED.
Sept-mber 14—1 am composcd enough to

return to my Journal, and to let my mind dwell
in a little on all that I have thought and it .

since Oscar Lius been here,

Now that I have lost Madame Pratolungo, |
have no fricnd whith whom 1 can tulk over .
My wunt is all that is kind ~

my little scerets.
end good to me ; but with s persen so much
older than [ am—who has lived in such a dil-
ferent world, and whose iden seem to be so fin
away from minc—how can I talk about m,
follics and extravagances, and expect sympn-
thics in return! My ono confidenciul fricud
is my Journul—I can only talk about myself ¢
mysel, in these pages. My j osition fecls some--
times like a very loncly one.
telling all their secrets to cacn other o

the sunds to-day—-nud T am afraid to envie.
them,

Well, my dear Jowinal, how did I feel—uftst
longing for Oscav—when Oscar cawme to me?

It is drendful to own it ; but my book lock-
up, and my Look «an be trusted with the truth.
I felt ready to cry—I was so uncxpectedly, so
hortibly disappointul,

No. #Disuppointed” is not the word., 1
can't find the word, There was a moment—!
hardly dare write it : it seem d0 strociously
wicked—there was o moment when 1 almost
wished mysclf blind aguin,

He tock me in his arms ; he held my band
in Lis. In the timo when [ was blind, how 1
should huve felt itl How the delicious tngle
would have run through me when he touched
mel  Nothing of the kind huppenced now,  He
might have been Oscar's Lrother for nll the
effect he produced on sne. I have mysclf taken
hig hand sincee; und shut my eyes to try and
renew my blindneiss, and put myself back com-
pletely as [ was in the old time, Fhe sune
resull still,  Nothing, nothing, nothingl

Is it that he is a Jittle restenined with me
on his ride? e cutuinly ist 1 felt it the
moment he came iuto the room—I have foli
it ever since,

1 can only account ‘or it in onv: wny, The
restorntion of my sight has n:ads & new crea-
turc of me,  § have gained a s onse—1 aw no
longer the same womnan. ‘Lhis great change
must huve had some influence over me that
1 never suspected until Osear came here, Can
the loss of my sunse of fecling be the price
that I have paid for the recovery of my seuse
of sight ?

When Grosse comes nexty I shall put that
question to him.

In the meauwhile, T have had a second dis-
appointment,  He is not nearly so beautiful as
1 thonght he was when I was blind,

On the day when my bandage was taken off

for the first titne, 1 could ouly sce iudistinetly,
When Irun into the romn in the rectory, 1
guesaed it was Osear rither thon knew it was
Osear. My father’s grey head, and Med. Finel's
womne's dress, would no doult have hefped
anybody in my place to fix as 1 dild on the right
man. But tkis is all ditferent now, 1 can see
his features in detuil —aud  the result s
(though 1 won't own it 1o nny of them) that 1
ind my iden . of him in tae days of my blind-
ness—ol, #0 unlike the reality | The one thing
that ix no¢ & disappoiniment to ma, is hisvoico.
When he cannot see o, I close my oyes, aud
lot my ears feel the old charm aigain—so fur,

And this ia what I have gained, by subanitt-
ing the operation, and enduring my imjnison-
ment in the darkened room!

Whatam I writing? 1 ought to be asham.
ed of myselil I8 it nothing to huve had all
the besuty of land and &es, all the glory of
cloud and sunshine, revealed to mo? Is it
nothing to be able to look at my fcllow-
creatures—to see the bright fices of children
smile at me whon I speak to them? Enough
of myself! [ am unhappy and ungrateful when
I think of myself.

Lut me write about Oscar.

My aunt approves of him. 8he thinks him
hundsome, and says he bas the manners of a

gentlemen, This last 18 high praiso {rom AMins

Batchford., She despises the present generation
of young men.  “'Thero is no varicty, no dis-
tinction nmong them,” she snid the other day,
« They are ail mechanical capies of cach other,
In my time, I used to see young gentlemen, I
only seo young animals now ; well-fud, well-
vashed, welladressed ; viding animals, rowing
animals, betting snimuls—anothing moro.”

T saw two girl. *

Qscar, on his side, seems to like Miss Batche
ford on bitter acqnuintance, When 1 first pre-
sented him to her, he mther surprised me by
changing colour and lovking very unensy, e
is almost distressingly nervous, on certain oe-
casions. 1 supposs 1y wsunt's grand manuer
daunted him.

[Nute~T really must break In here, ITer
aunt's # gramd manner” makes me sick.  Jt is
nothing (between ourselves) but a hook-nose
and astift puir of stays. What daunted Nugent
Dulwurg, when he fivst found himself in the
old Jady's presence, was the fear of discovery,
Ile would no doult have learnt from his bro-
ther thnt Oscar and Miss Batelidord had never
met. You will see, if you laok back, that it
wag, in the naturo of things, impossible they
should have met. DBut it is equally elear that
Nugent could not find ont beforchund thint Miss
Batchiford had been left in ignorance of what
Lind happenedat Dimehurel 2 He could do no-
thing of the sort—he could feel no assurance
of his security from exposure, untifl he had
tried the ground in his own proper person first,
Tho risk here was certainly serious enough to
mnke even Nugent Dubourg uncasy,  And Lu.
cilla talks of her aunt’s Sgrand mauner!” Poor
innovent! I let her go on—~D.)

As soon as my aunt left us together, the tirst
words | said to Oscary referred (of course) to
hix letter about Mivdume Pratolungo.

Tie made a little sign of eutrcaty, und lovked
distrussed,

dllah has been sent back frem Loudon to the
rectory. ‘F'he Dimchureh doctor (who attemded,
Oscar, and who might have proved an awkward
witness) is settled in India—as you will see, if
you will refer to the twenty-secowd  clapter,
Tle Loudon doctor with whom he consulted
has long ceased to hmve any relatious with his
former patient.  As for Here Grosse, if he ap-
pears on the seene, he can be trusted to shat
his eyes professionnally to all that is going on,
and 1o et matters take their coursey in the on-
Iy interest he reeognises——the interest of fu-
cithes henlthe There is literally  no obstacte
in Nugent's way —and no sort of protection tor
Lucilla, exeept in the faithfol instinet which
porsists in warning her that this is the wrone
it —thougl it spraks in an uphnown tongue,
‘There! my mind is relieved. 1 may et the
entry in the Journal speak for itself.—1]

September 2nd—A rainy day.  Very litthe
said that is worth recording Letween Usear nad
naee,

My aunt, whose spirits are glways nflocted by
bad weather, kept me along time in her sitting.
room, amusing hevself by making me exerviae
my sight  Oseat was preseut by wpecial fnvi-
tation, sl nssisted the obd huly inseting 1his
new sceingesense of mite all sorts of tasks. e
to prevail on me to -4 bitm see mey
I rotuscd, It isimproving sofast asit

cin @ bt it is ot gomd enongh yet.

I notice here what o dreeadtully dificalt thinge
itis to et bek—in suclia case ns mine—1to
the eacreise of obd's sight,

. '.,'.‘:-",\_t\\\\\\j‘*::'

HE MADE SO MANY AMISTAKER IN PLAYVING CARDS WIiH MY AUNT, THAT SHE DISMISRED V1M FROM THE GAML IN DISGRACE.

¢ Why should we spoil the plensure of our
first mecting by talking of her,” he said.
is sy inexpressibly painful to you and to me.
Lot us return to it ina day or two,
Lucilln—not now [

His bruther was the next subject in my mind. | to write with so £w mistakes in nakin
I was not at all sure how he would take my i letters |
I risked @ question hows * take (hem 3 having trusted to nothing but my
He made auother sign of jmemory to inforin my  eyes which was which
{instead of helping my memery by wy touch, 1
Chave tow set this right,
Pshut ey eyes (ob, that halit ! when shall 1
fget over §t?) and felt her soit fur (o ditfvrent
i iromn adog's hair 1) and opensd my ¢ !
Jand associnted the feel of it jur ever afterwards

speaking abont it.
ever, for ull that,
entreaty, and looked distressed again,

« My brother and 1 understand cach other,
Lucilla.  IIe will renmin abrond for the prea
sent.  Shall we drop that subljict too? Let me
hear your own news—I want tu know what is
going on at thu rectory. 1 have bewrd nething
since you wrote me word that you were here
with your annt, and that Madune DPetohingo
had gone abraad to her father. Ts Mr Finch
well 7 Is e coming tee Bipsgate to see vou !

1 was unwitling to tell hitg of the misumlere

stunding at home,

@I have not heand from my futher sinee [
have been heee 1 snid, # Now you huve conne
buck, I can write and announce your return,
and got all the news from the rectory,

He looked at me rather strangely—in a way
which leml me to fear that be saw suine objec-
tion to my writing to my fither,

“ [ suppose you wuulld like Mr. Fineh to
cont - here 7" e said—and then sinspped sud-
v uly, nod Jooked at me again,

wChhere s very  Hitle chines of  his coming
heve,” 1answerod,

Osenr s el to be wonderfully interested
about my futher, @ Very littl: chanee 1 e
repented. © Why

1 was oblisged to refer o e Snpdtye quaree]
—still, however, sayitz actaing of fhie unjust
mm-uer in wlich my tather has spoken of ay
aunt.

¢ As long as 1 am with Miss Batchiind, 1
said, it is uscless to hope thnt my gt will
come hery,
afraid there is no pros edt, at present, of theie
Leing triends neaan, Do you ohjeact o my wril-
ing home to sy you Luve come to Runsgate 2
L asked,

102

“ L he exclaimed, looking the picture of

astonishment, © What conld po<ibly mmke
you think that? Write by all mouns—und
lenve a little space for me, I will add a fow
linen to vour letter”

It is impossible to say how his answer re-
lieved mu, It was quite plain that 1 had stu.
pidly misinterpreted hiim. Oh, my new cyes !
my noew eyes | hail I ever beable todepend on
you s 1 could once deperd on my touch ?

[Note.~—1 must intrude myselfagain, 1 shall
burst with indignation, while [ am copying the
jonrnal, if I don't relitve my mind at certain
places in it, Remark, before you go any farther,
how skilfully Nugeut contrives to ascertain his
exact position at Rumsgnte—andd see with wind
a fatal unanimity all the chanees of Lis personta-
ing Oscar, without discovery declare themselves
in hia favour ! Miss Uatehfond, ns you have seen,
is entirely at his mercy.  She not only knows
nothing hersclf, but she operates s n check on

They nre on bad teries ; and Lo !

We have z-at und o doy v the house, Would

Wit !t be credited, if 1 owas telline it to the world

instend of telling it to my Joarnd, that T ace-

Not now, ! taaily mistook ot fue the other today t—after

thle
r my
It is nevertheless tte that T did wis-

‘i

seeing so well, too, as Ldo now, aned

1 canght up puss,ar -

aiin,

with the sight of acat.

To-duy'™s experience has alao informed me
that T mnke slow progress in teacking myselt
to judye correetly of di-tance.

In spite of this drawback, however, there is

fuotbing I enjoy so wnel jnousing my sizht ax

ay kind—

TouKking nt wgreat wide pro<g-ct ofs
provided T am not asked to jud Low far or
Low nenr objects may be, I my like ora
enping out of prison to louk @fter haying heen
shut up in my Llindness) at the long curve ot
the buach, and the bold promontory of the
pier, und the great sweep of the sen beyond—
visible from vur windews,  ‘The moment my
aunt begins 1o question me about distanees, she
makes & toil of my pleasure, Tt is worse still
when I aeked about the relative sizea of
ship<and leats, When | nothing Lat «
Loat, | faney it lorger than itis. When T osee
Ui bt in compasisen witha ship, noed then
CLrboaty Linstantly go to the other

foede i

yoted » it amntler then it is, The

s this vicdit s 10l vexes e almost as keen-

3 my stand soXs el ac some time sinee
when Lauw ane i e andonrt frean an up-
per winaow, and toes it e a dog drwing
witeribirrow U et e ks in my own ds fruee

that Loth horse wd caet whete tigared at least
five times their propee size in my blind faney
—which muhes iy mistuke, 1 think not so very
stupid ater ull, :

Well, | amueed my aunt. And what clfect
did | produce on Osenr 7

If 1 could trust my cyes, 1 should say I pro-
duced exnctly the contrary effect on Aim —1
mude Liim melancholy. But [ don't trust my
eyes.  'They must bo deceiving me when they
tell me that he looked, in my company, o mop-
ing, unxious, miscrable man,

Or, is it, that he sees and feeis something
chang d in Me ? 1 conld seream with vexation
and rage agninst mysclf.  Here is my Oscar——
and yot he in not the Osear [ linew when T was
blind. Contradictory as it serms, Lused toun-
derstand how he Inaked at me, wi. » I wasg un.
nble tosee it.  Now thut J eansec 1 usk my-
self, Is this really love thut is louling at mein
his vyes ? or is it something else ? How shonld
I know 7 I knew when 1 iuid only my own
faacy to tellme.  Bat now, try as L oay, [ éan-
not muke the old fancy and the new sight
serve me in harmony loth together. I am

Mr. Finche—who would oth. rwise have juined ! afraid he secs that 1 don't understand hitn, Oh
his daughter at Ramsgate, and Lave insfantly dear! dear] why did T net meet my goad old
exposed the conspimey. On every side of him, | Girosse, and become the new crentnre that he

Nugeut is to all appearanco, saf=, 1 mn away

has made me, before [ met Oscar 7 I should

in one direction, Oscar is away in andtier, Mes, | hiave hid noblind memories and prepossessions
Finch is anchored immovably in her aursery ; | to get over then, I shill become used to iy

Leript s

new self, I hope aud believe, with time—and
that witl necustom me to my new jimpressions
of Oscar-—and so it may all come rizht in the
emd. 1t is all wrong cnough now, e put his
wrm reund mey and gave me a litte tender
sqieeze, while we were lollowing Miss Bateh-
tord down to the dining-room this afternoon.
Nothing in me answered to it. 1 should lewve
felt it ull over e s few months sinee,

Here is a tear on the paper. What a fool 1
am i Why can't 1 write ubout romething
vlse ?

1 kent my recomd letter to my father to-tay
telling him of Oscar's return trom abrond, and
tuking no notice of Lis not having veplicd tomy
fiest letter, “The only way tonnnage iy Gtler |
ix not to take potice, and to et him conss right |
by himsetf, © showaed Osoar my letter—with o
space Teftat the end tor s postseript. While
he wis writing ity he nsked se to gt something
which happned to be up-stairs in my room.
When | eame bk, he had scaled the envelape
—foreetting to show me his posteript, [t was
not worth white to open the letter azain gy he !’
told me whiat he bad written, and thae did just
ity well,

l‘\.“!l —1 must tronble won with a vopy  of
what Nt veally did ri It shiows why
Be wont her out of the roong, and closed the vo-
velope Betore she conld conee Tack, 'The ports

] sl worthy of uotive in this re
that it play~n puart :
which is st fo canmee,

Thas Nepoont waites, in Owene's noome al

Diwelureh, (He wonld
find e fmdtation of Lis
byorhey's
chataele i his wa A
close sinsilarity of haneds
wiiting wns—as 1 have,
1 think, alrewdy mention-
etle—ptie imong the other
striking points of ressetu-
blanee  butween the
twine),

ok M, Fisea, - Loesl-
s letter will have talid yon
that 1 hmve coma o my
sensed, aned that 1 oam sezain
puying my  ddidresses to her
uy herailn hushand, My
L oubject in adding
A i3 I propuss that
we shonld furzet tho pustoand
w0 on wziin as i nothing bad
bappenod.

** Nugent has hehaved no-
bly, hsolves mo from
the enpnizementy towanls him
into which | so rashly enter-
cd, ntour last interviow so-
Jduro 1 lett Browndown, Most
“rencronsly and nmmply he has
redeemed hig plodgo to Mn-
daie Pratolunge to direwver
the placs of iy retroat and
to  rosture mv Lo Laeilta,
For the present, he romaing
ubrond.

1§ you faveur wme with n
reply to thiv, [ must warn
you 1o e enreful how you
write 5 for Lucilln is suroe to
ask to aee your letter, Ko-
mewber that sho only sup-
ok NG to bave returned to
bor nfier & bried ahsonce
fromn England. caused by o
nocesgity for joining my bro-
ther un the Continent. It
will bo alzo degirablo to say
nothing un tho snigeet of iy
untortunate  pecniarity of
sotmplexion., have made it
sll vieht with Lucilln, and

. B sho ie getting accustomod to
me. Still the nubject is u eorv vne @ und the lesy it is
referrod to tho better, “Truly yours,

4 Qs0an,”

Unldess T ndd o word of explanation, here, yon
will hardly appreciate the extraordinary skil-
fulness with which the deecption is continued
by mieans ot this posteript,

Written in Oscwr’s chameter (and represent.
ing Nugent as havingdone all that he had pro-
mized me to do) it designedly omits the cus.
tomary conrtesy  of Oscar's style,  The ohject
of this is to ofiead Mr, Finch—with what end
in view you will presently see.  The rector was
the last man in existence to dispense with  the
neeessiry  apologies and expressions of repret
from a man engaged to his danghter, who lad
teft her ay Csear had lett her—no matter how
the circmpstanee might appenr to exense him,
The curt off-hand posteript signed # Osear” was
the very thing to esusperate the wound already
inflicted on Mr, Finel's sclfcesteem, and to
render it at Jeast probable that he wonld recons
sider hix intention of hims-lf performing the
marriage cercimony,  In the event of his refi-
tal, what would happen 7 A stranger entirely
ignorant of which was Nogent and which was
Useir, would officiate in Lis place. Do you see
it now 1

But cven the cleverest people are not al-
ways cipable of providing for every cinergrn.
ey, The completest plot gencrally  has its
weak place,

"The posteript, na yon have seen, was a Httle
masterpiecs, ut it nevertheless exposed the
writer ina danger which  (as the Journal will
tetl you) he only appreeinted ot jts true value
when it was 600 late to alter hismind,  Find.
ing himself forced, for the sake of appearances
to permit Lucilla to inform her father of hiaar-
rival at Rumsgde, he was pow obligad to run
the risk of having that impertant picce of do-
mestic news  communicated—either by Mr,
Finel or by his wife—to no less & person than
myself. Yon will remember that worthy Mrs,
Finch, when wa parted at the rectory, had nek-
ked meto write tober while I was alirond—and
you will nee; after tho hint I have given you,
that clever Mr. Nugent is beginning alrendy to
walk upun deliente ground. I say no more :
Lucilla's turn now.—1.j

S piember, 8rd.~Oscar has (1 suppose) forgot-
ten something which he ought to have includ-
ed in his posteript tomy letter,

More than two hours after I have sent it to
the post, hu asked if the letter had gone, For
the moment, ho looked annoyed wlhen [ said,
Yes, Dut he soon recovered himself, It mat.
tered nothing (he said) ; ho could ensily write
again. " Talking of letters,” he added, ¢ doyon
expect Nadame Pratolungo to write to you 7°
(T'Lis time, it was he who referred to hert) 1
told him that there was not inuch chunee, after
what had passed on her ride and an mine, of
her writing to me—and then tricd to put some
of those questions about her which he had once
already requested menot to peess yot.  Forthe
secoud time, ho entreatest mo to defer the dis-
cussion of that unpleasant subject fur the pre-
sent——nnd yet, with the most curions inconsis-
tency, he made anothier inquiry relating o the
subject in the same: breath,

“ Do you think she is likely to bo in corres-

1
i .
. =V shonld we et dee i d bt

s of iy native !
Sared venr wili iz dody gt rpe 1 hi- m
Critiation i
charinto e, to the tector off

|

Ladbwrbtineg ne !}

pondence with yonr father, ar vour stepimother,
while sheis out of England 2 Le nsxked,

“ 1 shonhl doult ey writing to my father,®
I osnied, But shic might cutrespund with Mrs,
Finel

He eonsidered a little—and then turned the
talk to the topie of our residence ut Ramsguto
next

“ How Tomg do yort stay here 7 he inguined.

1t depends o LLerr Grosse,? T onuswerad,
4T will aek i when he comes pest,?

He turned avay to the window —suddenly, ay
it b was o liddle put ont, )

YoAre you tired of amsgate alveady 7°0 ©
uslied :

e canme lack o and toak sy band —my
cobl insensible hand that won't f-el his touch
as it ouglht !

Lt e e yourhushand, Lucilla,” he whis.
poved s ovand T owill live st (om0 you
like—for your suke”

Althaugh there wi
in thase v tart.
Ted me—1 o0 ot deseribee it—in his Toole and
natner wlesis he saicd theme Tmade no aeswer
at*the moment, e wenton,

©Why shenld we ot by eaavied ad anee 27
ke, @ Woeaee both ofsce. We b only
ourselves to think of.?

¢ everything to pl
I~ ther v somnethingg that

St e

f Vo —Adter Biis wonds o follows
AT .
R1l
tednnso can bear ol iy cusive a K

i now L reweliney it

peevils Nrent™s o

cille to ey Litin I )
teach my cais, and Defore Goe .- :
heorsitficientdy recoveresd 1o a0 e
]

Y ON et 1 answe reldy e s en
than ever o owe i iy datlere 1o the

[t was always e d that he was to e
us nt Diwchinech

Osear sinled—unot at ail the charing swile
I used to ineetiue when 1 was blind !

s Weshadl wait o fong ties, 1w adGad,”
b s, 0 wee wanit il your Gl i ries
ux,"

o Wihint do you mean 7 1 acshaed,

“ When we enter o the paintul subject o
Madiaane Pratodunga,™ he veplicdy, = 1 will vl
Yoo o the meantimeg do von thivk Mr i
will unswer your lettor 7%

1 hope k0.

“ Do you think he will answer iy
eript 17

1 am sure he will 17

The sane usplensint smile show ed itsedtngain
in his fuce,  He sbruptly hopped the conver-
sution, and went to pluy his p quet with my
sunt,

Al this happened yestenlny evening, 1 went
to bedl, suelly dissatisficd with smnebuldy,  Wos
it with Oscur 7 ov with myseit? or with both
I faney with Lotly,

To-day we went out together for a walk on
the clifs.  What o delight it was to wove
through the fresh briny wir, and see the lovely
sights on cvery side of el Usone ehjoyed it
tou. Al through the finst part of our walk, he
way chirming, and 1 was more in love with him
thdn ever.  On our retie, o litte incident oce
curgd which altered him for the worse, and
widcelr made my spirits sink ngain.

It happened in this way,

I proposed returning Ly the sands. Roms-
gante in still crowded with visitors : and the md-
mated seene on the beach in the Jatter part of
the day bas atteactions for e, after my blind
life, which it does not (1 dare say) possess for
prople who have always cnjoyed the use of
their cyes,  Osear, who has nonervous horror of
crowds, and who shrinks from contact with
prople not so relined s himself, was sirpriced
at my wishing to mix with what be ealled % the
mob on the sands”  However, hie sinid he wouald
o, if 1 purticulasly wished it, 1 did ) articu-
Tarly wish it,  Ro we went,

Fhere were chairs on the Iench,
two, nnd sat down to fook about us.

All sorts af diversions were going on,  Mon-
keys, orgins, girls on stilts, & conjaror, nnd w
troop of negro minsteels, were all ab work to
wipuse the visitors, 1 thoug hit the varicd cole
onr nnd bustling cojoyment of the erowd, with
the bright Dlue sen Devend, and the glorious
sinshine overhend, quite delightful—I declare
Efelt asif two eyes were not half enough to
see witht A nice old luly, sitting near, entered
into conversation with me; hospitably offering
e Liscuits and slisery out of her own bayg,
Osettry to sy dirappointment, looked guite dis-
nsted with all of us,  Ie thought my uice old
lady vulgar; nied he ealled the compuny on the
bee b #a Liend of snobs While he was still
wantteringg wdder hix o breath nbout  the
ks mintare of low prople” he swldonly cast n
sitte-look at some person or thing—1 could no
wt the meent G whivhe—ad,) visine, pliced,
hine s I 50 0k to intercept my view of the pro-
e nade on the sands imediately lefore e, 1
Ly ned to Lave poticod, ot the same monent,
W bely approae Litng us inw dicss of o peculine
colonr ; and 1 pullad O:ear on one side, to louk
at her az she paseed in front of e, % Why do
you gt inomy way 2 Lasked,  Before he contd
answer the question tie kuly passad, with two
lovely children, and with atall man at her side,
My eyes, looking trat at the bady and the child-
reny found theiv way nest to the gentlanan—
anel giw, repeated in lis face, the smne bluck«
blue complexion which Lad startled me in the
fuce of Osear's brotlier, when I tirst opened my
eyes at the rectory ! For the moment, [ felt
startled agnin, more, ag | believe, by the unex-
peeted repetition of the blue face in the face ot
o stranger, than Ly the ugliness of the come
plexion itself, At any mte, I was comnposed
cnough to admire the ludy's dress, aud the
beauty of thoe children, before they had passed
Leyond my range of view.  Oscar spoke to me,
whilo I was looking at them, in ntone of ro-
proach for which, as I thougnt, thers was no
oceasion and no excuse,

“ 1 tried to spure you,” he raid, ¢ You hiave
yourself to thank, if that wan lhas frightened
ron.”

’ « 1 lins not frightened me,” I answercd——
sharply enough.

Oscar looked at me very attentively ; and sat
down again, without raying a word more,

The good-lumoured old woman, on my other
side, who Lad 8:cn and heand nll that had poss.
ed, begnn to talk of the gentleman with the
discoloured free, utdd of the kudy and the child-
ren who accomnpanied him, e was a retired
Indinn ofticer.  The ludy was his wife, and the
two beautiful childeen were his own children,
# [t scems a pity that such a handsome man
should Lo disfigured in that way,” my new ac-
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