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gold can.ever pay you. Will you do more
or me still 2 Can you bring me, from the
-hiext post-town, a sheet of paper and some
ik, and will you let me be your guest till
I'receive an answer to this letter which I
‘must write? When it comes, I shall have
“go'd‘enough to reward your care, and
. strergth enough to procecd on my journey.”’
. Of courze he gained bis peint, for when
did Herace Mann ever fail todoso? 1
Walched his course after that for years, and
Y never knew hiin fail to accomglish what
‘he undertook. The letter was written; and
‘8ent, and during the two months that glided
away before its answer came, Horace
aun was my constant vompanion in all
my walks. He wanted a guide and took me,
for' want of any other, quite oareless as to
‘What effect such an association might pro-
“duce upon my mind. And vet, to do him
Justice, he was really good-natured, and
when he found oist, a week or two after our
-acquaintance commenced, that I could not
*.. ¥ead, he set hirfisolf to work in carnest to
upply the deficiency. I loved my teacher,
nd my progress was rapid.
‘I suppose Horace Meann would as soon
ave thought of winning the fisherman
self to love, as me, the rough, wild-
“hatured child of hisadoption. But I have
Deen told by physiognomical connoisseurs

' timidiy.

fade, for never, until this afternoon, had the
question suggested itsell | whether | was
beawtiful.
and many times drawing buck in fear. I at
length looked in. I unbound my long
tresses, and they foated almost to my feet,
long, heavy, und black as night. Set in
them, as in a {rawe, a face. looked out; a
childish, sun-Bumed face. There were
eyes there—itke sioes, lavge, black, and
melting, and anon {lashing tire. 1 thought
they might be beautiful, but I was uot surs.
As to the features, I was not very well com-
petent to judge. I know now that they
were regular enough for a scuiptor’s model,
then I only knew that Horace Mann was
handsome—niy face was a0t like Horaece
Mann’s, therciore, 1 thouglt it must be
homeily. Butl was not saiified. 1 sfole
lingering back 1o my companion, and found
Lim in turn tired of his book, and ready to
amuse himself withme. ¢ Pleuse sir, may
1 ask youn a question *? I inquired, rather

~

“ Why yes, Miss Agnes Lee, since you
never ia the worid did sucih a thing, 1
suppose you may.”’ )

« Well, sir, am I handsome ?”?

Horace laughed long aud loudly ere he
replied.

« Well, you genuine descendent of Eve,

that half the blood in mwy veins is Spanish, ' you precious litle specimen of feminiue

and I, uncultivated chiid of thirteen, as I beauty, where you picked up your vanity,
. Was, loved she handsome young English- | nested here on the  lee-shore, like a-seat
Man with a wilder devotion than many a gull, I don’t know ; but go and stand there

gl_‘own woman is capable.
o im! .

He told me nothingﬁf his personal his-

Oh, how loved . 1n the sunshine, and il answer youi— |

Shake down your long, black hair, all
about you, gipsy—there, thal’s right—now

“% tory, but years afterwards I Jearned that he stand still.”

-~ Wag very rich and noble. I was for a long
+ hime unconscious of the nature of my own
. love, untilone afternoom, when we were
. Walking, words of his revealed it to me.
. % So they call you Agnes Lee, do they?™
: e asked, pulling me down on a rock beside
., 7 ohim, andtleisurely drawing my dong huir
_through his fingers. «How in the worid
Came you by such aromantic name
 “Idon’t know what romantic fneans,
8, T answered simply, ¢ but they called
e Agnes Lee, because on 8t Agnes’® night
Was cast upori the lee-shore, in a terible
Sorm, and my mother was drowned, and
they hadn’t any other name for mey”
“Ho! that’s it, ist? Quite a good ac-
€ unt.  You must have been born for tel-
N7 stories. Well, I°ve a mind t5 amuse
mysslf now, by telling you one.  Did” you
¢verhear about love? ~ But I know yon
Rever did ; you, who never saw a hand-
86me man in your life,”
.* “Except you, sir,” said I looking admar-
Ingly into his bold, handsome face.. His
Hrhing blue eyes twinkled with fun, in
';I_Pplecmtion of the honestly-given compli~
2ent, and he proceeded fo give me my
:1:8{ lesson of that love, stronger than life
s;:.bm‘\‘:rp terrible than death. = As he de-
Cr‘irxn l‘id its workings, my cheeks flushed
~ him #on, and 1 knew that cven so I loved
Jis o b{\t last he grew weary- f me, or of
PoékutJeCt’ and drawing-a b ok from his
arke s (he had procured several from the
e et-town, in order to teach me toread,)
and ade me ron away for a while to play,
g ¢ome again when I got tired.
marllg‘:vl 7 I sauntered onward, with one re-
earss 1, llflih he had made sounding in my
nettyr al% ad said, ¢ Love seeks beauty s
Wos I’Jﬁ{?}?{?ﬂéﬂ the sunlight 1>
50ul worg ﬁ;?ldo;" ?l" My whole miad and
iemhéred alsunn'—'e qui:stfwn. At last I re-
Where 1 conld ﬁ}ePOO o ]clear,‘fresh water,
; 04 often | myse!f as in a mirror
Weed avked thm o adg“gt IRy Be0~
- Wreaths, but 1 had neve: noticzd 1 y

|

1
i

1 should think I stood still there 2 minute
and a half, waiting for him to make his de-
cision, 1 reaily sufteredy while his eyes
were g0 befit upon mo. At last, his fixed,
stendy luok, was getting to be tortur:, and
it was an inconceivabie relief whén he
spaxe, S

“\Vell, Aggle, it took.me somsz time to
decide, didntit? No, you are uot hand-
some yet, Aggie. You are brown as a
Malay, and there’s something almost sav-
age in your flerce black eyes. But your
teatures are good enough—your hair is long
and thick, and if it were taken care of, and
wern't sun-burned, it might be magnificent ;
as it is, you’re rather homely, but if some
people had you, you might be made a very
handsome woman.”

Strange to szy, dearly as I loved him, this
reply. gave me pleasure iustead of pain,
thongh I awell knew, had he loved me, he
never would have made it. ButIdont think
I waated him to love me then. e had
said T had the material for a handsome wo-
man, and that was all I wanted to know.
My heait beat quicker with a seuse of
power. I saud that 1 would make Aim
know that I was beautiful, some time—
‘that some other day, I would ‘make his
proud heart beat quicker, aud with this
hope for the future | was quite content.

One day, scon after, we were walking
together over the rouzh rocks bordering the
shere. 1 remember a seuse of life swelled
hizh and exultant in my heart, and I bound-
ed over the steepest ledges, hardly touch-
ing.them, or paus=d to Lalance myself and
turn around on their sharpest poiuts.

« Come down here, Acnes Leée,” said
Horace Mann’s volce, at len
instant 1 was by lis side.

« I’ve been thinking,” he remarkéd,care~
lessly braiding up some strands of sea-weed
“I’ye berm thinking
~apital bollet~dancer.?”  And then he pro-.
cacded, in answer to my eagbr inquiries, to
explain tome the nature of theatrical per-

-
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Caatiously I'erept to the briuk, .

gth, and ’in an

ou would make a’

formanges in» gengral, . and bailet-dancing

in particular, - s
¢« It’s o bad life,”2 he concluded, “aand I
wouldn’t advise you fo try it.  But, after
~all, I don’t know but you’d be better off
there than here. You de.wexy well here
new, but what’ll becomeiof vou when
you get old? " If you could get to be
prima danna, yon could make a fortune,
if you only kept it. Let me tell you one
"thing, Agnes, some people think all danc-
"ing ginls are wicked ; but I tell you-® is
“the soul governs the profession, not the pro~
;fesslun the soul, and you could be as good _
;anl pure on. the hoards of the Royal
i Theatre, as in the Hermitage of Lough
Derg.” '
It was but a few days after this last con-
versation, when the answers 1o Horacp
Mann’s letters came, and having rewarded
ithe fisherman’s care yith many a 'broad
'piece of ghining gold, he bade farewell to-
‘the lee-rhore of Corawall, It was a beau-
tiful morning in the carly autumn, and I
went with him a mile or two on his jour-
ney. Oh, how gladly the waves danced,
and the sua shone, and I could see his heart
was dareing too. As for me, I "'was not*
glad, nor yet very sorry, for my whole heast
was ful of a strong undying  purpose.
Pausing at lengih, he let go'my hand.
* ¢ There, Agues, you mustgo home now,®
{he said, “good-bye my chiid,” and,’’ and,
taking a guinea from his pocket, he added,
“‘take that, Aggie ; its the best thing Pve
got to give you to temember me by.>” ©
“ Wil you just please-té make a rovnd
hole ia it, and mark an Hon it somewhere 17?
I pleadingly inquired. = °
“ Well, here’s ofie with a hole in it, that
will do—and there,” and sitting down, he
marked « H, M.*” in bold, distinct charac-
ters, ¢ There, little one, good-bye now,””
and drawing me to him, he kissed me. It
was the first time Lic had ever kissed me—
the first kiss mun had ever lefi on my lips,
and 1t lingered there, for weeks, and its
memory had power to thrill for many a

year. - S
(To bé Continued.)

Snrez or WAR Buinpixa ron ﬁl.'{&SXA,-—WB un-;
derstand that an official Ictter from Lord Pal-
merston, a3 Hecretary for the Home Department
has been reccived this week by the civic au--
thorities of Glasgow, requesting to know par-
ticnlars vespecting gome war steamers which
his lordship was informed were building on the
Clyde for the Emperor of Russia. His Lord- .
ship has, we believe, been misinformed on the
subject, as there are no ships building here for
the Czar; but there are at present beipg eon-
structed two pairs of powerful first class maii e
engines and maehinery for war steamers, by
one of our ﬁrst'en%ineers, who is under contract
to have them at Cronstadt in April, and to fit
them up in the vessels there by his own wark. *
men. Although there are no ships biWdin
hare for the Autocrat, we have reason to belicve
that bis lordship may fearn sometling on the
subject if he institutes inquiries on the banks ¢f
the Tyne or Wear.~—North British Daily Ma#.

The following ships of war were commission-

Piqac, 49, Deévenport; Phuelon, 5u, Shéerness:;
und  Buryalus, 50,  sorew, Cbatiam. Tho
Dauntless is under the cormmand ¢f Captain A.
Ryder, late of the Vixen, 6. steamsloop, and
promoted in 1848 for scivices at the storming
of Fort Serapigue, on the St. Juan. The Lest
command, thai ol the Euryalus, has been given-
to Captain G. Ramsay (1843.)  The Peque; the
mr3t expensive ship in the navy, except the
Vernon, is to be commanded by CaplaiaSir F.-

‘W. Nicolson, L.k, (1846.)
_cantain bas not yot been appointed,

A

(8 Why

k de one dat hab de ghortest tuil
2.t in de hole de guickest.”

The Phw*.ag’n :

ed on the 27th : Dauntlesy'33, screw, Portsmouth . -

© HBunba, what' 8t four 'jnron ob ra's””



