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shred of song you bid me bring

from fanoy's embeis ;

whe .lh iipn forget to siu
D 1] [] .
Tatthtal hearl romembers !

Tooswift the wings of Eavious Time
To walt fur d.llyln,c phrases,

Or woven strands of labored rhyme
To thread their cuuning mszes.

A word, & llgh. and lo, how plain
Ita magic breath discloses

Our life’s long vista through a lane
Of three-sc0re sum mers’ roses |

One langu ears al s
!“mog.my rs alone can teach

That fce's Lhelr way to stmplest speech
=Through silent rnollocum?l. by

That tongus is ours. How few the words
We need to know a brother |

Ansimple are the noles of birds,
Yot well they know each other.

This fre¢zing month of ice and snow
Toat brings our lives together

!a 10 vur year a living glow
That warms ils wialry weather.

Bo let ns meat as eve draws nigh,
Aud iife matuces and mellows,

Ti1] nuture whispers with a sigh,
**dood night, gooud nigut, old fellows !

=DR. 0. W. HoLMES 1n the Atlantic.

A S0LDIER OF FORTUNB.

Cuarren I.

In Normundy, on the banks of the
Beine, stunds a smal', picturesque
chatesu. An iron guteway, sur-
mounted by a crown, gives entrance
1o the old-fashioned grounds wkich
surround it.  Before it, lies a lawn,
which, stretching nearly to the
riverg ecdve, is bordered by an old
stone bulustrade ; aud at the back a
long avenue of tull, widespreading
trees leuds to the village church.
The river bere is broad, aud now and
sguain encircies some smul!, wooded
island ; und iu the distavce chains of
low, green hills gracetully mark the
horizon,

It is a charming spot. A traveler
in these parts naturally stops to gaze
on the old house, now closed and
deserted, and wonders to himself:
“Who lived here? What may be the
history of this place 7"

The history of the Chateau d’
Ando is a simple one, and is soon
told :

During the great revolution of the
last century, the Comte de Clairon-
ville sought refuge for himself, his
wite aud only child in one of the

uiet valleys ot Switzerland. Other

rench immigrants had chosen the
sume land of exile, and there, in con-
stant hope of better days, many
years roiled slowly by, But still in
exile, the old Comte and Comtesse
de Claironville died and were luid to
rest, leaving their ouly son and his
lovely bride to mourn them long and
deeply.

At lust, after long and tedious
waiting,  joyful  tidings were
brought to the peaceful vailey, The
restoration had taken place; Louis
XIIL was ucknowledged king,

Many of the immigrants at once
returved to their native land, aud
among thom were the young Comte
und  Comtesse de Claironville.
Amidet his patriotic joy some per-
sonul rorrow luy buried in the heart
of M. de CLurouville. The home of
his children wus confiscated—it was
in the hands of strangers,and he, with
his diminished fortunes, could never
again be the possessor of the fine old
manor and broad lands of Clairon-
ville, e had now to make for him-
self & new home. So he returned t-
bis birthplace in Normandy, and
peur there he chore the ground and
built the Chateuu d’Ande.

When the houre was finished and
simply but tastcfully furnished M
de Claironville took his wife to live
there.

Ten happy years were tpent in
their new home; two children were
sent to bless their murried life, and
when our story opens sorrow for the
first time wus visiting the inmates
of the chateuu.

Tt was a cold, blouk duy in Novem-
ber. The wird was sadly moaning
among the leafless trees. In the lary.
et bedroom of the chateau the young
wife and mother lay dying.” Her
husband was kneeling by her bed-
side, broken-hearted; her mother,
Madame de Vinieres, equally sorrow-
ful, but more calm and resigned in
her grief, was holding Madame de
Claironville's small, thin hand, The
children had been brought to the
Comtesse’s room to receive her last
kiss and blessing. Marianno, the
old nurse, had tuken them below to
the drawing-room, and in her grief,
careless vven of her treasures, asshe
fondly called them, had left them
alone to hurry back to her dying
mistress, The children, with tear-
drops still on their long, dark lashes,
walked suily to the window, little
realizing or compreheniing the
cadse of 80 much sorrow, Charles
was a tall, thin child of nine years,
with sott, flaxen huir and dreamy
brown eyes,  Aunette was bat five,
and a smull wee thing even for that
tender age. A profusion of sunny
surls fell over hershoulders, and her
large, durk Llue eyes, generally
beuming with smiles, were now
fixed wonderingly on her brother.
After a whort silence, Charles took
his little »ister’s hand,

“Anpette,” bo suid, “shall we go
to the church ard ask God to bless
mamma and to make papa and
grand’mere and ull of us happy ?”

“Ob, yes, Charles | oh, ye:!" cried
the child in broken language; “mam.-
ma suys o pray for her,”

And away the children went down
the avenue, over the dead
leaver, till they came to the old

church. The door stood
open ; the little ones entering hesita-
ted for & moment before penetrating
the precincts of gloom; but scon
getting accustomed to the dim light
and seeing the sanctuary lamp burn-
ing brightly, they took courage and
went up to the vory altar-rail, Then
they kuelt, and joining their little
hands, as their mother had taught
them to do, they said their childish
prayers, Those prayers went straight
to heaven, Bright angels stooped
to listen to the winning, sweet-toned
voice of innocence; and then, at
their Master's bidding, flew up to
the neighboring death-bed to carry
strength and foretaste of heavenly
joy to the soul that was so soon to
wing its flight from earth, and to
pour balm and consolation into the
grief-riven hearts of the young hus-
band and the sorrowing mother,

Cuarrer II,

The years glided swiftly by,
Madame de Vinieres watched so ten-
derly over her little grandchildren
that they never knew the pain of
missing & mother’s care.

When Charles was 11 years old he
was gent to schvo!. The separation
was a hard trial for both the brother
und sister.  Fraternal love was very
strong between these two; it grew
with their growth, it deepened as
their characters developed, Differ-
ent, yet much alike, the children
were all in all to esch other. Annette
was very proud of her tail, handsome
brother; in her eyes no one was
Charles’ equal. And the boy, with
all the deep tenderness of his nature,
loved the little sister, who was so
gentle and bright, so trusting and
uffectionate. Charles leaving home
was their first sorrow, and an often
repeated one it was to be:

His return was the greatest joy of
the year, both to him and to little
Annette.

Let us visit them once more, and
choose for our time one warm,
balmy evening in July. Annette
was standing at an open window
in the drawing-room ot the chatezu.
She was now thirteen, with the same
sunny looks and pretty face as when
a child of five. At -the present
moment she wus evidently waiting,
and awaiting something very pleas-
ant, to judge by the eugerness and
impatience of her every look and
motion, At the slightest sound she
would breathlessly listen, and then
disappointedly lovk at the old clock
on the chimney piece,

In the shadow of the room sat
Mudume de Vinieresin a great arm-
chair with folded bunds and a sweet,
gentle smile on her placid face, She
was watching and smiling at her
lile granddunghter, and like her,
though more patiently, scemed to be
waiting. At last the clock of the
village church struck nine,

“Qh, grand’mere!” exclaimed
Annette, “will they never come ?”

“My dear child,” the old lady re-
plied, “they could not be here before
now. In fact, 1 hardly expect them
before unother balf hour.”

But even as Madame de Vinieres
spoke, a fuint, distant rumbling
caught Annette’s attention, It came
nearer and nearer, and soon the
little girl could recognize the longed-
for sound of carriage wheels:.

“Here they are, grandmere,” she
cried, and bounding out of the room,
ran to the hall-door.

bouse, or runmn,

Soon the carriage entered the iron {
gate-way, and stopped before the |
chateau,  Another instant and M.
de Clairohville lovingly clasped his i
little daughter in his arms, and then |
resigned hev to her brother's fond |
embrace, |

Blushing with excitement and !
radiant with smiles, Annette sud-
denly perceived that a stranger was
with them, She had known he was
coming but in her joy she had for—\
gotten his arrival. Recovering her- |
self, she at once held out her little
hand, and warmly said :

“Welcome, cousin Henri; welcome |
to our dear Chateau d’Ande.”

Cousin Henri, or the young Mar- |
quis de Valuois, took the extended
hand, and with the true French
courtesy pressed it to his lips, |

He was an orphan, and, by mar- |
riage, a connection of M. de Clairon- |
ville, The Comte and the late mar- |
quis had been friends trom child- |
hood, and many yenrs of their youth
had been spent together in the same
land of exile. |

Henri, now eighteen, was tall and
handsome; dark, wavy hair clustered |
avound his well shaped head; a
broad, fine forehead told of no mean |
imelligence, and eyes, now tender, !
now full of fre, showed both heart
and character, ‘

He and Charles were at the same
college, and were both studying for
tho army. The boys, like their
tathers, had formed an early attach. '
ment for each other; and this year,
at his son's request, M, de Clairon-
ville had gladly invited his young
friend to epend the midsummer holi-
days at the Chateau d'Ande. i

With Charles at home, Annette
was a8 merry 88 the day was long.
Early in the morning she would be
afoot, singing gaily through the

the long avenue g.fg:n?:{.j:{:'::l:

M. de Claironville was & devoted
father; bis cbildren &nd their hap-
piness were his constant thought,

Many a warm, bright afternoon he
would take them on the river, and
now alight on one of the pretty
islands 80 numerous in this part of
the Seine, and again row to some
small town or village on its banks,
and vieit its old church or quaint
cathedral, its castle of bygone days,
or holy shrine, where pilgrims often
flocked. Those were happy days !
But at last they came to an end; and
at their close the parting between
the brother and the sister seemed, if
possible, a barder trial than ever.
Annette wus sorry, too, to part from
Henri; for during these holidays
they had become very fond of one
another, and he was now her friend
as well as Charles’,

The youths returned to college,
and M. de Claironville to Paris,
where his employment kept him for
many mouths of the year,

Madume de Vinieres and her
granddaughter resumed their old
life, and a happy life it was, though
80 quiet and uneventual. Study and
visits to the poor, who were all as
friends to the kind old lady and her
lovely giandchild, filled many of its
hours ; and yet there was much time
left for Annette to seek her favorite
corner of ithe old-fashioned garden,
and there read many a tale of good
and wicked fuiries, of knights and
ladies of bygone ages, or what she
loved still more, sweet legends of the
saints,

In the long, still evenings, sitting
on a low stool at Madame de Vin-
ieres’ feet, the child would never tire
of hearing her tell the simple anec-
dotes of her young mother’s life—of
her goodness and her beauty, of her
joy when Charles and Annette were
born, of her tenderness and love for
her darling little ones, and of how her
last prayer and blessings were for
them before she died and went to
heaven.

Cuarrer 11I.

Again the years glided by, Sum-
mer roses bloomed and faded, cold
winter came and went, As fair and
beautiful us a rosebud was the little
maiden of the Chateau d’Ande, and
as cheering to the neart as the
brightest summer’s day. But alas!
when Anuette de Claironville was
only eighteen, sorrow, the cold wio-
ter which is the death of joy, and
clouds even the sunny skies of youth,
was near at hand,

It was autumn again, A drizzling,
dull afternoon had been devoted by
Madame de Vinieres to knitting, and
by Aunette to tapestry.,  Evidently
the girl wus not in an industrial
mood, for more than once her work
hud been thrown aside to guze
dreamily at the bright flames of the
wood fire. On that soft young face
could be seen no presentment of
coming evil—yet why this pensive-
nes:?

On the evening of this dull day
the two ladies were at dessert.
Aunnette is being chided by her
grandmother for her thoughtfulness,
Piesently the door opened, a servant
entered, and a letter directed in her
gon-in luw’s hand. writing was handed
to Madame de Vinieres. The old
lady took it hustily, and glanced at
the young girl to see if she had
noticed the large black seal with
which it was closed.

Yes, Annette had seen it. She had
grown deadly pale, but she did not
move., Feeling that whatever the

| news might be, it could not now be

softened to hev grandchild, Madame
de Vinieres unfolded the black bor-
dered paper, and slowly read the
first few lines, Notwithstanding the
rrreat effort she made at self control,
she could not prevent the look of
anguish or stay the heavy tears
which chased each other down her
cheeks. There wus a moment's pain-
ful silence.

“Annette,” the old lady began;
but her voice failed her and she
could say no more,

At once the awful truth flashed
across the girl's mind,

“It was about Charles, granma, 1
know it is about Charles,” she ex-
claimed ; and rising, she knelt by
Madame de Vinieres and buried her
face in her lap.

No tears came to Annette's relief,
in that one short instant she felt an
agony unknown—undreamt of
before. She could neither speak nor
move. She knew that, Charles, the
idol of her lif2, had been taken from
her. It was too much for the poor
young heart,as yet untried,so unused
L0 sOITOW .,

Alarmed by hersilence and immo-
bility, Madame de Vinieres tried to
raise her; she might now move the
slight form at will—her grandchild
had lost all consciousness,

Several hours elapsed before An.
nette could hear the tull account of
Charles’ death. Ife had been taken

(ill about a week since, and his mal-

ady, at once assuming an alarming
character, Monsicur de Claironville
had been immediately sent for.
When he arrived the end was already
near. Charles was conscious, and
knew tliere was no hope of his re-
covery. He was very calm and

seemed to have no fear of death.
“All be regretted in life,” he sald,
“was the separation from those he
loved.” But he “was happy, very
happy to think he would soon see
his mother,” she whom he could only
just remember, but whom he had
loved with such a tender veneration,
Many loving .nessages were sent to
his dear, kind grandmother and to
his darling sister. Even old Mari-
anna was not forgotten, And then,
in his father's arms, surrounded by
a few sorrowing friends, and with
the blessing of Holy Church, he
breathed his last. A beautiful
smile was on his lips, a smile so
peaceful that it plainly showed all
was well with the departed soul; a
smile 80 joyful that the bercaved
futher fondly thought it betokened
the presence of his beloved wife; the
mother who from her heavenly
home had so watched and guarded
her dear, orphaned children, and who
now had come to greet her first-born
to eternai life, and to lead him with
joyous hymnsof gratitude and praise
to the very throne of God. “During
the last twelve hours,” added Mon-
sieur de Claironville, *he and Henri
had not left Charles’ bedside, Deep
and universul was the grief for his
dear scu’s death; for all had admirod
him for his brilliant parts, his noble
qualities, and all had loved him for
his gentleness of disposition.” Mon-
sieur de Claironville's letter was full
ot Christian fortitude and resigna-
tion, He even tried to say some
words of comfort to Madame de
Vinieres and his little daughte:; but,
alux! these efforts could not hide how
cruelly his own heart was bleeding,
and how deeply his grief had pierced
bis very soul. This only son had
been hizr joy and pride ; he had real-
ized all his fondest hopes; and it
was, indeed a sore, sore triul to see
him thus cut off trom life in the very
bud and bloom of early manhood.
“It would be a comfort,” he said in
ending, “the only earthly comfort he
could then feel, to be at home with
his dear mother, to fold his little
daughter in his arms, to feel that
she, at least, was left to cheer him
in his sad old age. Butit could not
be. Duty for awhile forced him to
remain away; and not before the lust
days of the year could he revisit his
loved and peaceful Chateau d’Ande.”

Caarrer IV,

Thouzh weeks and months rolled
on, no color returned to Annette’s
cheek. She looked thin and worn,
If possible,she was more than usually
kind to those around her. She would
smile when Madame de Vinieres was
by, and try to cheer the kind and ten-
der grandmother. Buat Madame de
Vinieres had known too much of
sorrow ; her tenderness for Annette
wus too great not to divine her in-
ward suffering. She saw what sad-
ness lay behind her grandchild’s
smiles, and when the little face was
in repose, and Annette was uncon-
scious of being watched, the old lady
could plainly mark the expression ot
deep sadness which had settled
there, and how again and again the
soft blue eyes would be dimmed with
tears, and the name of “Charles !
Charles !” would be gently mur-
mured, "The tears would then come
faster, the small hands would be
tightly clasped, and the lips would
move as though in prayer for
strength and resignation. But these
outward sigus of griet were never of
long duration. Annette was not one
to nurse her sorrow. If at times it
conquered her she would soon rise
above it and wipe away her tearsand
strive to smile once more. Still, it
wrung Madame de Vinieres heart to
see her child thus suffer, it made her
anxious to note how pale and thin
she grew.  So il wus with genuine
pleasure that we fiad her one day in
early May reading a letter she had
Jjust received from Madame la Com-
tosse de Regnac.

This lady was a relative of Mad-
ame de Vinieres, and had been a
great friend of the young Comtesse
de Claironville.

“Sho and Monsieur de Regnac
would be so hgppy,” she wrote, “to
welcome Madame de Vinieres to the
Chateau des Ormes, and it would
give her such great pleasure to see
again her dear kinswoman, and the
child of her beloved Marguerite. A
few friends were then with them,”
she continued, “but as they were
mostly all known to Madame de
Vinieres they would probably add
some pleasure to her stay among
them,”

A grateful acceptunce was soon
written, and about a week later, in
the early morning, Madame de Vin-
ieres and Annette set out on their
journey.  The Chatean des Ormes
was a ten hours drive from Ande.
The day was soft and balmy; the
country through which they passed
was full ot beauty.

When they reached their journey’s
end it was the hour of sunset. A
long row of peplars led to the lodge;
a moat was crossed, and a few hours
later they alighted before an old and
handsome chateau. Monsieur and
Madame de Regnac were at the door
to meet them. No welcome could
have been warmer, n6 greeting more
kind  and affectionate.  They

Beside the tall, old-fashioned chim-
ney piece, a gentleman was stand-

ing.

q"l‘his, I think,” said Madame de

Regnac, “is-a friend of youre.”
“Henr1!” exclaimed Madame de
Vinieres, “is it you, my child ?”
The sight of him, so young, 8o
bandsome, vecalled her Charles so
vividly, the old lady could not trust
herse'f to say more. Charles, her
own dear Charles, was also upper-
most in Annette's thoughts as she
recognized her friend. She remem-
bered he had been her brother’s com-
panion for years, she could not for-
get he had knelt beside him in the
hour of death.

The last rusys of the declining sun
beamed through the high, broad
windows ; they played among the
soft brown curls of little Annette;
they made the tear drops sparkle on
her long, dark lathes as her hand
met and was closed in Henri's.

A half-hour later the inmates of
the chateau assembled in the large,
antique drawing-room, with waxed,
parquette floors and tapestry-covered
walls.

1t was the dinner hour,

At table, Annette, shy and blush-
ing at being among strangers, was
near Henri.

“In all the gay, Parisian circles,”
thought the young marquix, “he had
never seen a face so sweel and
lovely.”

Youth is always winning, but to
some it is, perhaps, never more so
than when in grief. Perhaps the
long, black dress, the soft white tulle
euncircling her slender throat, added
to Annette’s charms. lHowever this
might be, it was no wonder Henri
de Valnois should admire Madem-
oiselle de Claronville. All present
must have thought as hedid. Only
Annette, to whom praise and flattery
were all unknown, was unconscious
of her own beauty and great loveli-
ness.

When the cheerful meal was
ended, Madame de Rognac was
urgent in her entreaties that Madame
de Vinieres and her granddaughter
should stay with them as long
as they could be spared from
Ande; and for Annette’s sake the old
lady gladly yiclded and promised to
stop “aux Ormes” for one whole
fortnight.

The kird host and hostess did all
they could to make the time pass
pleasantly,and those days werchappy
ones even for Annette. Henri was
full of kindness and thoughtfulness,
and often he would speak to her of
Charles with love and admiration,
and tell a thousand anecdotes of
their school-boy days. Annette was
all attention to every word which
touched the subject so near her
heart ; and Henri, gladly giving her
this sad pleasure, was all sympathy
for her loss and sorrow.

Bat, alas! has it not been truly
said that “pity is akin to love?”
And was it strange that in his sym-
pathy for one so young and lovely
Henri should feel his heart moved
and disturbed within him ?

It was not only since her arrival
at Des Ormes that he admired An-
nette; he had loved her since they
first met, when the child of thirteen
had welcomed him to her ‘“dear
Chatean d’Ande.”

All these years he had copstantly
remembered his hittle playmate , but
these thoughts had been revealed to
no one, they had been ever hidden
in the depths of his own heart. It
was only when Charles was dying
that he begged his torgiveness for
having kept one secret even from
him. And he then told him all—how
he loved Annette, though he knew
full well she might never be his
wife. It could not be. He was not
what the De Valnois once had been,
he couid not ask her to share his life
of wandering and hardship.

Charles had smiled and taken hiy
hand at these words.

“QOh, Henri,” he had said, ‘‘your
heart is worth all other treasures. If
1 might choose my sister’s husband,
it is you of all others I would wish
to call my brother.”

No more was said, but again and
again, Henri remembered these
words. Vanity was not among his
faults, and he did not set the same
value on himself as his friend had
done ; and it was a comfort to think
Charles would have been willing,
aye, glad, to see Annette his bride.

Why, though, think of this? It
might not, it could not be. He had
naught to offer, no home, no fortune.
He had heard, and rightly too, that
in the neighborhood of Ande wero
several noble youths who had asked
in marriage the hand of Madem-
oiselle de Claironville. Was she in-
sensible to the attentions of them
all? Or why would she care more
for him ? If he had any share in her
affections, it was, too, evidently but
as the friend of Charles. He
sighed.

The pale moon was peacefully
shining upon this troubled world as
the young marquis paced up and
down a garden walk. These and
similar thoughts were following each
other in quick succession.

“Yes, he must leave the Chateau
des Ormes,” he concluded. “He must
not stay to add fuel to the fire,. An-
nette's image would ever lhve
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it musat only be as of one far beyond
him, far romoved from his life and
sphere,”

Never had he felt his poverty so
keenly, never had he 8o regretted
the fortune of his fathers and their
grand ancestrul home, How gladly
would he have lain all these at An-
nette’s feet. How proudly would
he have acknowledged her the mis.
tress of his heart and home,

The struggle wasa hard one, the
sacrifice was great and full of pain;
yet Honri made it. It was better so.
From that day forward his love must
lie deeply buiied in the sanctuary of
his heart. He would never speak
of it again. Only Charles knew his
secret, and with him it was sealed in
heaven, Annette would sometimes
kindly think of him as of her
brother's friend. And later if, ashe
hoped, she might one day hear he
had bravely died in fighting for his
country’s welfare, she might sigh
and say a prayer for one whose
heart had been all hers, though she
had never known it. A dark cloud
now hid the moon’s bright light
from earth, Henri shuddered. It
seemed an emblem ot his own sad
fate. And young, and brave, and
generous though he was, he shed
bitter tears, tears in which there was
no shame, on the tomb thus newly
made of his love and happiness.

CaarrER V.

A twelvemonth had passed since
Madame de Vinieres and Mademoiselle
de Claironville had returned to Ande
from the Chateau des Ormes, It was
June once more,

On a mossy slope, leaning against the
old trees, sat Annette, gazing on the
lovely scene before her,

“Never,” she thought, “had it looked
more beautiful !”

The river flowed peacefully by, reflact-
ing in its silvery waters the blue skies
and fleecy clouds above; its islands,
bathed in brilliant light, were like
enchanted gardens of a fairyland ; the
meadows sparkled with flowers of white
and gold, and the distant hills seemed
as a scalloped frame to this fair picture
of earth and heaven,

How merrily a bird was singing in an
old elm tree hard by! Were his
glad notes beialds of coming joys?
Aunette would not stir for fear of
frightening him away, Full of heppi-
ness, like the bird's song, her heart
was in unison with all the beauty and
the brightness of that summer’s noon.

Some miles from this peaceful vil-
lage, on the banks of the same wind-
ing river, a young officer was riding
fast, He wus absorbed in thought,
Presently he roused himself and urged
his horse to greater speed.

Was it by accident or was it by
design that Henri de Valnois soon found
himself before the iron gateway of the
Chateau d'Ande? He entered. A
servant was standing near and took his
horse.

The young marquis approached the
house, and at the hall-door met Madame
de Vinieres. The old lady was also gaz-
ing on the charming landscape and en-
joyiong for a moment the gentle summer
breezs, She was surprised to see Mon-
sieur de Valnois, but she smiled and
received him kindly.

“Why, Henri,” she said, leading him
to the drawing.room, “how came you to
these far.off parts 1"’

“For the last fortnight, madame,” he
replied “our regiment has been
quartered at Rouen, The day was fine,
the distance not great,” he added, blush-
ing consciously, “I trusted I should be
permitted tolay my homage atyour feet,
and to visit once more the spot where
such kind hospitality was once extended
to me,”

“You are welcome now, as you were
then, Henri,” the old lady answered,
“And 80 you are at Rouen,” she con.
tinued musingly,

“It is a charming town, a dear old
place. Some of the happiest years ot my
girlhood and early married life were
passed there,”

Neither spoke for a moment; both
were thinking, Age of the past—Youth
of the present,

“Ah, madame,” Henri at last exclaimed,
unable to control his emotion, *‘by those
happy memories of your own youth and
youthful joys, be favorable to the prayer
I have now come to make.”

Henri had not meant to speak #o soon,
or tell his errand thus abruptly; but his
heart wae very full, the well remembered
scenes had stirred it to its depths, and
touched by Madame de Vinieres' gentle
kindliness, his secret was soon told.

“] have loved Annette,” he continued
quickly, “and I bave long tried to conquer
wy affection. I know I have nought to
offer, nought but this very love, which
though I strove to kill it, has but glinui
strength with years. At last I determined
to hear from her own lips, or from yours,
madame, that the joy I eo longed for might
never be mine, that all hope was indeed
vain.”

Again there was a pause, It was Mad-
ame de Vinieres who now first broke the
silence,

“Henri,” she gravely replied. “I have
known and loved you from a child. I
kuow I can trust you, I know my An.
nette’s happiness would be safe in your
keeping. If you can get her consent you
will have mine., Go,” the said, as Henri
vainly strove to tell his thanks, “you may
speak to her yourself, You will
find her in the garden ncar the balustrade.
She has been there for the past hour,”

Sarprised at his own happiness, Henri
left the drawing-room aud advanced
towards the lawn,

He stopped. The young girl was still
there, leaning her soft, round cheek upon
her hand. The sun’s rays shone on her
lovely face, his beams playing among the
loose, brown curls, The sweet blue eyes
were fixed on the gorgeous skies above,
watching the clouds as they changed from
crimeon to rich purple, and from parple
to bright gold,

But Annette had heard a footstep. She
quickly turned, and r.cognizing Henri,
rose blushing and smiling to greet him.

entered the large reception hall,

brightly in his heart, 'twas trae; but

“May I not stop a moment to admire

——

Y

JUNE 26, 1686.
e

this glorious landecape 1" asked Henri, a
she moved towards the house. ‘“Madam
de Vinieres said I ehould find you here
snd gave me permiesion to join youn.”
4Oh, certainly,” answered Annett
returning to the grassy seat. ‘Is it no
truly beautiful? Do you remembel
Henri, how we used to play here on th
lawn, snd how happy we all were then?

“Do I remember, Anpette? Indeed i
would be impossible for me to forge
those days. Many and many a time,” h
continued, after a moment's silence, “hav
I thought of what we then eaid, an
thought, and did; snd eince,” he added i
a lower tone, as though more to himsel
than to her, “‘one little face has been eve
present to me, It has been to me as
star eshedding radiance on my lonel
youth—as a guardian angel, leading m
ever onwards and upwards.”

Henri paused, and Annetta grew ver
red. Unconsciously she smiled, an
wondered to herself why Henri spok
like this.

The flyodgates of his heart wer
opened now, and like a mighty strean
his love gushed forth.

“Yes Annetta,” he soon continued, *
loved you then, I loved you more, fa
more, when I saw you at Des Orme;
But I was poor, too poor, I thought, t
aspire to your dear hand, Aud eo
went away, meaning forever to conces
my love, to forget you if I could, But
uied too much of my poor heart—mor
than it was able to accomplish, And s
1 have come back, Annetie, I have com
to place all my happiness at your feet,

Aunnette could not answer. Did sh
love Henri too? She had never owne
it to herself—no, not once ; but now fo
the first time she must inwardly acknow
edge that for many years, and especiall
since the past summer, Henri had pos
sessed a great, great rhare of her affac
tion and had been full often in he
thoughts,

But her heart too was full, too full jus
now for words. She turned her hea
away to hide her tears ; they were con
ing fast and rested on her crimso
cheeks, like dew drops on bright rosei

But in that downcast face, the youn
marquis perhaps read the aunswer he &
ardently desired, for he took the litt]
hand in his; he pressed it to his lips wit
joy and gratitude, He told Annette ho
Chbarles had known the secret of h
love, and how he had smiled and gaid b
would be glad to call him brother. , .

Who does not know that age has man
gifts and privileges, and that the powe
of reading youthful hearts is sometime
among their number?

It is possible, therefore, that Madam
de Vinieres had seen more clearly in
her grandchild’s soul than Annette di
herself. It is possible she and Monsie
de Claironville had talkad the matte
over more than once, and had agree
much fortune was not necessary to cos
tentment and true blies; a noble hea
and generous nature were gems of pric
less worth, and more likely than augl
else to win their little Annette’s lov
and to make her a happy wife. .

The golden light had vanished ; ti
cun had long sunk behind the hills whe
Henri and Annette re.entered tl
chateau,

Madame de Vinieres was as usual
her great srm-chair., Her knitting le
unheeded on her lap, aud signs of tea
were on her gentle face, In an insta
the young girl was at her gide, an
throwing her arms lovingly around h
neck, she kissed her tenderly.

“Blees you, my sweet one,” said ti
grandmother, preesing the girl to h
beart and taking Henri’s hand : ¢G¢
bless you both, my much-loved childre
and grant you every happiness ! "

Caarrer VI.

A few weeks later there were gre
rejoicings among the inhabitants
Ande,

One glorious morning in July, the v
lage church was decked with flowe:
children dressed in white carried baske
filled with choicest blossoms, and m
and women were a.. in holiday attire,

Presontly, from the chateau, came t
Comte de Clarionville, and by his i
white as a little snowdrop, and wreath
in orange blossoms, was a fair you
bride. He led her down the bro
avenue of old, widespreading tre
Sunbeams danced among their branch
and gaily checkered the soft, green grs
on which she trod, Birds were singi
loud and merrily, as they, too, wou
add to the brightness of that happy d:

Following the gray-haired father a
his little daughter came Madame
Vinieres leaning on Henri's arm. T
young marquis was in military dress a
looking on his handsome, manly fa
even the jealous villagers were forced
own he was a meet husband for th
dear Mademoiselle Annette,

Many fervent prayers were said, ma
blessings from on high were invoked
the youthful couple as side by side tl
knelt within the altar rails. And tl
were married in the name of God s
Holy Church; united for life throt
health and sickness, through joy and &
row, until death them should part.

Once more happiness reigned supre
in the old Chateau d’Ande, and in ti
children's merry voices again re ech
through its walls, Monsieur de Clair
ville dearly loved the hoy who bore
own son’s name, and the little Marguer
whose sweet face reminded him of
Annette's, when in long years gone by
had climbed upon his knee as her li
ones now did.

Madame de Vinieres and ol1 Maria
spent their days in piety and in the c
of their new ‘‘treasures;” and peace |
grateful tendernees attended their

age.

gTl:m! let us leave them. Death and
row will sure to come in tim®, but tk
whose histories we find traced thus
knew how to bear the cross, and how,
lifting it on high, to make it bud f
bright blossoms for eternity.

Ask not where all these are flown.
now why the old chateau now st
closed and deserted.

While earth’s loveliest lights shine
the happy picture, let us cease to g
that in our memories it may thus |
ever bright and fair.

Tae Horsford Almanac and Cook
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