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"lAgnes, one person satins to have vnnishced
frorn your reminiscences. You have told me
nothing of your old friend Charles."

1 thougyht i saw a faint blugh on her check,
and she quicltened hier horse's pace, as she
answered-

"lMr. S t. Clair ii sta tioned on the western
fruntier. 1 have acon him seldom of late
years."

"Does hie know you are bere now'?»
"Yes, father wrote to him, telling hini

wliere Nve should spend the summer, but 1
dout,c whether we shait see hini. There was
some probebility of bis being sentto France to
investigate some forts thore, in which case he
will pey us a visit; but unlesg he receives this
appoinîment lie canne lave bis post."

We ivere now almosz home, and as we ap-
p-toeehed the bouse, 1 sew bir. Beaufort talking
carnestly with some one wbo wves sitting bie-
side hics on the portico.

IlWho can it bl" said Agnes. and as she
spoke the young mata ran forward to assist lier
to dismeuint.

<'iMr. St. Clair," said she, extending lier
band, "I lieu)e thougliet seyouenletse sen,"

"lArn 1 s0 great a stranger, Mliss Beaufort;
but 1 cannot cali yeu se, here, wvhere 1 feel
again like a little boy,-I must oeIl you Agynes."

"lAs you will. 1 anm too glad to sec you te
lie serupulous about my rights."

"And Mr. -,too," said he, grasping
ny hand. IlWe are ail together again. How

mucli has happened since we lest met here,
and yet aitl ooks uncbanged. That bright
river and those bulis have been s0 often ini my
rnind's eye, essociated as tliey are with seme
of the happiest days of my life, that I can
scarcely believe so many years have elapsed
since I last looked on theni. 1 only hope that
in their lovely retreets ' the future mnay not
contradiet the past,"' and lie glanced et Ag-
nies as lie spoke.
. * "I fear, Charles," said à-r. Beaufort "you

%vill have but a dulI tune wuîh us. The wven-
dering life you military men lead, constantly
changing scenes and companions, quite unflîs
you for our quiet, regular bal:ts."

"Oh no, sir, thosa who are ofien cbanging,
long moat for a settled borne. l amibut abird
of pas£.6e now, however, for in a rnontb 1
shail sai for France."

"lSo soon," ssud Agnes; "'how long do you
expect to remain abroad ?"

"I do neo know ; it depends sornewbst on
my own choice, but as yet 1 have made no
de&1à 'te plans for the future."

The month of Charles' stay passed awu
rapidly. Agnes found thet e militery life
flot always make men rougit and unrefined.
Hie was stul,

"lA lover of the mncedows arnd the woods]
And mounteins; and of ail that we behiola
Froni titis green eartli;"

and lis leistire Isours, instcad of being wast.
in more boisterous pîcasures, lied been devoii
te bis favourite intellectuel pursuits, se thai:
lîterery enjeyments lie was stililiber sym
shizîng companien. 1 wetched them close)
and saw that old feelings liad been revived,'
lied greduelly yielded te new and stron.
ones. Cliarles laad seen mucli of the r
world, end te bis animeted descriptions of am
and menners, Agnes listened witli cager atte
tien, and she in return led him into ilhet idE
wvorld, which she had peopled with the gre
and good, whose minds had guided and cIeT
ted lier own.

'Il cannot tell you," said she once, iris
sliey had been disciîssing their chidish pIe
sures, Ilihow imucb riclier existence steens
me, now, then it did formerly. 1 wss lsp,
liere as a child, but t %vas a happiness deper
ent on outwerd things, and îvhicli even theD
faIt wves fleeting.. 1 knew nothing of thet
ward sirength whicli now anakes me feel al
te bear whatever mnay be before me, to sac
fice myself and my own enicyment for th
1 love-to conquer feeling, and yet lie happy
the conseiousness of d-ing riglit; as you è
Chiarles, when you gave up ail your visions
intellectual greatriest., and sacrificcd theni
a promise, a promise, tee, that could never
exacted by the oe te whem it was given.
couîd only wonder et it thern, new 1 cani
derstand it."

IlYou did net know," said lie, Ilwhat itc
me, nor have 1 aver felt it as 1 de et thisr
ment. Agnes, yen seid you feit capable
malzing sacrifices for those you love. 1 d
net ask if yen love me---:had 1 led r. diffei
life, and made mnyscîf the mari 1 loped te b
miglit have thougle te ivin your love. Noi
feel the value of ail that i bave ls-h o
lessncss of the lîtîle I have gained."

IIChiarles, Chiarles, you littielu- ow my e
if yeni think sucli e sacrifiée lessens youii
eyes ;-fsr, fer above erîy advanseges of la
ing or fame do 1 value the pure and elevai
principle on which yen bave acted. Beliu
me, 1 kriow it, feel it al[."

"CeGn you love mc, Agries Cen you t4~
your hsppiness with me, rxow,-for ever ?" 1

111 can trust it with you, and 1 do, Cliarlý


