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  (Courtesy of The Youth's Companion)


  "'MADEMOISELLE, YOU ARE AN AMERICAN?'"




  FOR HIS COUNTRY.




  




  "My country! 'tis of thee,




  Sweet land of liberty,




  Of thee I sing!"




  Here the singer's voice broke down, and I peered curiously around my corner of the wall. He was pacing to and fro on the river-bank—a weary-faced lad with pale cheeks and drooping shoulders. Beyond him a fat French footman lay asleep on the grass, one hand loosely clutching a novel. An elderly goat, grazing nearer and nearer the man, kept a wary eye on the book, and finally seizing it, devoured it leaf by leaf. At this the weary-faced boy did not smile, and then I knew there was something the matter with him.




  Partly because I wished to console him, partly because I was lonely, I continued the song in notes rather more cheerful than his own:




  "Land where my fathers died,




  Land of the pilgrims' pride,




  From every mountainside




  Let freedom ring!"




  The boy stood stock-still, only moving his head slightly after the manner of a bird listening to a pleasant strain. When I finished he came toward me, cap in hand.




  "Mademoiselle, you are an American?"




  "No, my boy. I am a Canadian."




  "That's next best," he said, politely.




  "It's better," I rejoined, smiling.




  "Nothing is better than being an American."




  "You are patriotic," I observed.




  "If your ancestors fought with Indians, and English and rebels, and if you expect to die for your country, you ought to be patriotic."




  I surveyed him curiously. He was too grave and joyless for a boy in a normal condition. "In youth one does not usually speak of dying," I said.




  His face flushed. "Ah, mademoiselle, I am homesick! I have not seen America for a year."




  "Indeed? Such a patriotic boy should stay at home."




  "My mother wished me to finish my education abroad."




  "A woman should educate her children in the country in which they are to live," I said, irritably.




  "I guess you're most old enough to be my mother, aren't you?" he replied, gently, and with such tenderness of rebuke that I smiled irrepressibly. He had delicately intimated that if I were his mother I would not care to have him discuss me with a stranger.




  "I've got to learn foreign languages," he said, doggedly. "We've been here one year; we must stay one more and then go to Italy, then to Germany. I'm thankful the English haven't a different language. If they had, I'd have to go learn it."




  "And after you leave Germany?"




  "After Germany—home!"




  He was not a particularly handsome lad, but he had beautiful eyes, and at the word home they took on such a strange brilliance that I gathered up my parasol and books in wondering silence.




  "I suppose," he said, soberly, "that you will not be at the Protestant church on Sunday?"




  "Probably I shall."




  "I don't see many people from America," he went on, turning his head so far away that I could hardly hear what he said. "There isn't anybody here who cares to talk about it. My mother, of course, is too busy," he added, with dignity.




  "Au revoir, then," I said, with a smile.




  He stood looking quietly after me, and when I got far up the river-bank I turned around. He was adjusting a slight difference between the footman and the goat; then, followed by the man, he disappeared up one of the quaint old streets leading into the heart of the city.
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