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ANTONILA.

L.

IT wias the month of April, in the year Lifd, in Parisj

the sprmg that year was o genuine spring.  The gar-
dens were in holiday dreas, the grazs was enamelled with
daisies, the birds were singing, and the lilacs were grows
ing in such prafusion near Julien's window, that their full-
blown thyrsi bent over into his very room, and senttored
their little flowerets over the great white squares of the
floor of his studio.

Julien Thierry was a flower-painter, hike his father,
André Thierry, who had been very famous in the tine
of Louis XV, as a decorator of friczes, panels of dining-
rooms, and eeilings of bouwdoirs.  To his skillul hands
these gracelful ornmmenta becane real works of art; so
much 8o, indeed, that he censed to be an artisan, aml
gnined a grent reputation 88 oo artist; he was highly
eateemod by persons of taste, his work commanded great
prices, and he was a person of cengideration in society.,
Julien, hig pupil, deveted himsclf to pnioting upon eanvas,
In his geoeration, the light and charming  decorations
in the DPompadour style had censed to be fashious
uble. The severcr taste of the Louis XVI. era oo louger
seattored flowers over ceilings and walls, it framed them,
Julien, therefore, painted flowers, fruits, pearl-shells,
brilliant butterflies, green lizards, and drope of dew, in
the manner of Migoon, Ile had a great deal of talent,
he was handsome, he waa twenty-four years old, and his
fathor bad left him nothing Lot debta,

The widow of Andri Uhierry way with Julien, o this
gidio where he was at work, and where the unches of
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lilac were being despoiled by the caresses of the warm
breeze.  Although a woman of sixty, she was well pre-
served : Lier eyes were still beautiful ; her hair was almost
bluek, and her hands were delicate. Small, slender,
fair, and dressed with exquizite neatuess, althongh with
extremo simphieity, she was koitting, eod every now
and then leoked up at her son, absorbed in studying a rose.

**Julien,” she said, * why is it that you do not sing
auy longer at your work? Yoo might, perhaps, per-
sumide the nightingale to et us hear ita voice,”

** Listen, mother, he is beginoing now of his owo ac-
cord,” replied Julien; ** he does pot require a leader.”

In fact, the nightingale, for the first time in the yoar,
besan at this very moment to pour forth his pure and re-
suunding notes.

““ Ahl it is really singing!” eried Madam Thierry.
“A year has gone by, Do you eee it, Julien?” she
added, as the young man, interrupting his work, zaged
into the thick prove belore the window,

1 thought that I saw her,” he replied, with & sigh;
“hut I wus mistaken."”

He returned to his easel.  His mother looked at him.
anxiously, bot asked no further questions.

“ It ig the same thing,” she cootinued, after a pause,
“you have a beautiful voice also, and I love to hear the
pretiy songs that your poor father sang so well —ouly a
year ago, at this time ? "

“Yes," said Julien, ** you want me to ging his songs,
and then you weep, No, I will not ging themn,”

L wil:i' not shad w tear, I promise you! Sing me
sorhething goy, and I will laugh — as if he were here,”

# No, do not ask me, mother ! It pains me as well as
you to hoar those songs,  Give me a litde time.  Lat all
comne about gently, Do not let na do violence to our sor-
row."

i Julien, you must not talk of sorrow any longer,”
enifl the mother firmly, althoogh in an agitated voiee.
[ was weak at firgt, but yon will pardon me! It was
o light blow to lose forty years of happiness in o single
day ! But I should have remembered that your loss was



