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ROSE LEBLANC;
OR,
THE TRIUMPH OF SINOERITY.

CHAPTER xvit.—Continued.

¢ Madame Vidal tells every body that she can
get to listen to her,-that her sons are now gen-
tlemen, and M. Bapuste is thioking of settliog
at Bordeaux, and she means to go with him.—

' When people becoze rich they do not much like
living in tbe place where they once were poor,
That is why I am so much afraid that M. Aadre
will go and establish himself somewhere a long
way off from Jurancon. Ab, you are going to
be a real hne fady, Mdile. Rose, a ltonne, per-
baps, as the newspapers say, and there will be no
getting near you¥’ ,

¢ Hold your tongue, Jules, you provoke me,
exclaimed Rose, stamping ber foot.

¢ Ab, I am so glad to hear you tell me to hold
my tongue ; it shows that you are not changed

yet, Mdlle. Rose j but then, also, you are not
married yet. If I go to Paris, as I hepe to do,
for my auat bas promised Lo get me placed with
one of my cousins in a linendraper®s shop, I
shall never dare to present myself before M. de
Vidal)’ .

« Thea 1t1s you that will be ckanged, not I,
my dear Jules ; for who ever koew you to lack
courage to push yourself any where £

¢ Well, you are guite wrong, Mdlle. Rose,
For instance, I was quite unable to overcome my
patural timidity, and call at the Chateau of La
Roche Vidal all the tuge that you were staymg
there, though I was once 1n the neighborhood
upon some business of my aunt’s, I was dying
to go and see you, but never succeeded 1n sum-
mening up sufficient courage. I should have
been so glad, besides, to renew my acquaintance
witk that charming young lady whom L saw and
spoke to at Pau, and who sent ice such a beauti-
ful ressry (rom Betharam. She made an tmpres-
sign upon me that time can never efface.’”

"Jules said this with such a sentimental air, that
Rose burst out laugling; but the next momeat
she said, with a sigh, ¢ Mdlle. de -Morlalg is an
angel. -Jules can you tell me at what time the
dihigence from Brittany comes n ¢’

<At the same ume as that from Bordeaus,
abous four o’clock. IJo you expect any ome to
come by w # :

¢ Yes, Hear1)? ‘

¢ Ah, M. Lacaze, He 15 growa quite gentle
sipce last summner ; every body says he is hardly
lite the same person. It is ever since you went
tagether to Betharam. You ean have no 1dea
hew bemgn he 14 grown to everybody.

¢ Do they say that T cried Rose, looking at
Aatie’s letter, which wes lying on the table.

¢ ¥es; but they also say that he leoks ill, and
that he bas grown very thin ; and it 1s not to be
wondered at, for it must be very unwholesome to
keep in one’s anger as he does. I-know by my-
self ; when I don’t speak, st always makes me feel
quite ol ) )

¢ Jules, go away, cried Rose, in great agita-
tion, for she bad just heard Flenm’s voice in the
kitchen, and ber heart beat so violently as al-
most to ehoke her. Sbe took up the letter, for
she wanted to give 1t to him herself. ¢Ghlif I
only knew what he says,’ she murmured, clasping
ber bands ever it. Jules weat away, and soon
Henrt came in. ‘

¢ Well, Rose  how are you
both her hands.

¢ Very well, thank you;’ she repl
avoid bis eyes. '

¢ But I say just (he contrary. You are ill,
Rose. What s the matter with ker 7 said le,
turming to Auat - Babet; who just then entered
the room.

«You had better ask herself, answered her
aunt, who was a little nettled by Rose’s uausu-
ally taciturn demeanour. ¢ She does not open
lier mouth twice in an bour. I suppose she does
not care about talking to us now that she 1s go-
10g ‘to marry a gentleman.

% Oh, Aunt Babet! how can you say such
 things, when you know how glad 1 was to see
you, and how often I asked to be allowed to come
- back 7 and the poor gul went wio the garden
without seeing thal it was rainwig.

¢ What 1s the matter with her?’ demanded
Tleari a second time, in a voice hke thuoder.

¢« 1ell you I know pothing about it 5 the whims
and follies of the young people now-a-days are
quite unbearable. In my Jay they either married
or they did not, and you koew what to. be at ; but
as for Rose. . ... ..+ Here she comes.back ; she
Jooks quite upset. L shall leave ber to you5—
perbaps you may be able to make her speak.’-

Rose came in, and.going up to'the table put
Andre’s letter vpon it. ¢ Wil you read this let-
ter, Henn1® smid she; pointing to it. She went
aod sat -down pear the window. Medor, who
could not obitain the smallest notice from his mas-
ter, laid himself downat her feet.. ~Menry. Iear:t

. against the chimney piece, and -opesed Andre’s
‘lerter. A profound silence -ensued,. Rose sat

# said he, takmg

ied, trying to

1 he said he loved me.

“| say to me.

with ber eyes rivetted on Henr’s face tryumg to
discover there some indication of what was pass-
ing in s mind. Tt betrayed nothing, however.
He read steadily to the end of the letter, and
then turned back to the beginnmg and went
through it again. This timé he stopped reading
now and then, and looked straight before im,
but without changing countenance or g'ving the
least sign of what might be passing within him —
At last he folded it up and put. it n his pocket,
and went out of the house. The rain had ceased
and a ray of bright sunshine flitted across the
valley, and the white clouds were sailiag rapidly
over the blue sky, Heary took off his hat, for
his forehead was burning. He walked round the
orchard and stopped for an nstaut by the mea-
dow, and locked at the cows which were quielly’
chewing the dripping fragrant grass. “Soon he
retracgd hns steps, and weat back into the house.
Rose was still sittiog where be had left ber, with
her head leaning on her haads, and the dag sit-
ting before her and gazing at her with aaxiety.
Heuri sat dowa beuide her.

¢ Rose,” he began, ¢ try and take courage to
bear what T have got to tell yox. God is my
witness that I would rather die than give you
pain. You know well that 1 would do anything,

and give all T possess to make you happy, but if |

He does not see fit that. ...?
¢ Is Andre dead ?’ asked Rose turaing pale.

¢ No, not dead ; btit he..vc....the man who
{oved you, the man whom you love. .. .Ob, Rose, |
pray for strength to bear #, for strength to say,|
Thy will be done, Loord I Rose, my own beloved
child, that man loves you no longer.’

¢ Oh, Heori muraured Rose, i stifled ac-
cents, ¢ does he say that ?’ is that what Le says {0
the letter ¥ .

¢ He is still ready to marry you, he says, if you
insist epon it, bat he loves some one else, ungrate-
ful willain that he 15, Ob, Rose, Rose, do not
cry so bitterly 5 you will break my heart.?

¢Oh, Heori, if you only knew !’ wurmured
Rose, half choking with sobs. )

¢ Poor child! you are very uabappy. 1 know
very well how its,’

¢ No, no; you don’
know Heort. .’

¢ Qh, yes 1 do, only too well. Do yoeu think
T too have not suffered, I who love yor with my
whole soul, who would give my life te see you
smule, aud to hear you say, ¢ Heari, I love you ?

Rose kfted up her bead, and let her Jittle
hands foll into the two large ones that were
stretched out to ber, 'Tears were stili rolling
down her crimsoned and burniog cheeks, but a
radiant smile was beaming on that childish face,
and ber features expressed nothiag but happiness.
¢ Henri,? ctted she, ¢ Heon! dow’t yeu under-
stand that I love yea? Oh! Iam teohappy!’

Heards face became as pale as death. ¢ Rose
what do you mean? Speak quick, if you do not
wish me to die! What do you mean £

¢« That I love you, you, and that [ love him no
longer, and left off loving bim a long time ago.’

¢Its net possible. My God! 1t cannot ve
true,” murcaured ddenri 1o a stifled voice, and
clasping convulsively the two litle bands that
lay in ' fus with such force as almost to crush
them. ¢ When wasit? How did it come about ?
Tell e every thing.

¢I bardly know,’ said Rose, laging her head
on his shoulder. ¢ { hardiy know myself when it
began ; perhaps 1t has always been so. I was
doubtful aboul it before I fell 1ll, since the day
tbat you carried me in your arms when the road
gave way under us. But when you went to
Bordeaux with the mouney f{or the substitute, T
was quite sure of it. And afterwards, when I saw
M. Andre agaia, before he weat to Italp, I feit
more certain than ever that L did not really love
emm, and that | alwags leved you, even when I.
was not consciaus of it.  But [ did not dare to
tell any body, for [ had so often promised M,
Andre that I would marry him. And, besides,
And you........I don’t

t understand, you don’t

koow. ...’

¢ You dan’t know !
we have all escaped bewg wcable.
this. »
Rose took the letter which Heari held ont to
her. But; before begmming to read it, she raised
ner eyes.to his face with such a look of love and
happioess that he—the man from whom sorrow
had never wrung a single tear, even when his
heart was breaking—felt his strong heart' beave,
and turned away his head to hide the tears which
rose lo his efes, - : o
¢ Let us see,’ said. Rose, with one of her old
merry smiles, ¢ let us see what says this poor An-
dre, who does not wish 10 have any thing more to
Ard ina low vowce she read what
follows.: . o - o
© It is to you that T address this ‘letter, which'

it costs me more ‘than [ can say to write ; to

Oh, Resz, how narrowly
But read

forgot how ™ 'happy *it will make them. " How I

I place my fate, and that: of Rose, whose
happiness, as I declare befare God, is dear-
er to me than my own, Would that I could
prove it by actions instead of words, 'What can
Isay? Tloved Rose, as you too well know.—
What I have suffered during the last six months
has made me understand what torture my love for
her must have caused you....’

¢ He understand /> cried Heari, striking the
table with his clenched fist, ‘that he never
will.? .
¢ And yet your heart has never been racked
with remorse. ...}

¢ How does he know ? It 1s very well for him
to talk.
¢ Yau have never bad to accuse yourself of in-
gratitude, while T—not a day, scarcely an hour
paszes, that 1 da not reproach myself bitterly
with the wvoluatary wrong that I have done to
her, who ocught to be dearer to me than anything
on earthe. ..’
¢ Ah! God be praised P cried Rose, inter-
ruptiag herself, * God be praised that he loves
me no longer! 'What a pity that he should tor-
ment himself so much, We must write to hun
at once.”’

¢ Go on,’ said Heori ; ¢ finish reading this first.

¢ Whom I promised to marry, bnd am still
ready to marry....’

¢ You see he says that, said Henri, with a
slight touch of uneasiness.

¢ Ab, you thunk perbaps....You deserve that
«+«»” and she lilted her forefinger as if to threat-
en him.

Henri seized her hand, and pressed 1t to his
lips in rapture.

s That 1 am still ready to marry her il she
wishes 1t, and if you, ber Iriend and protector,
insist upon itee ...’ ' :

¢ And why don’t you 1osist upon it, thea ¥ said
Rase, half pouting and half smiling.

¢ T am master of my own actions, but alas/ ]
am no longer so 'of my heatk. . Removed sud-
denly as I was from the obscure and inonotonous
lite which 1 had ded sioce my childiood, circum-
stances brought me in contact with one who -
spired me with that deep, unchangeable, irresist-
ible love which departs only with lfe. God
koows I have struggled and prayed, but ia van
I have tried te bamsh her image from my -mind,
agd to conguer the love that I always locked
upon as treachery to Rose. I hase no hope of
ever seeing her agam ; I shall sever be of any
account 1o her hfe. The tormeats 1 suffer are
not relieved by one delusive hope. If Rose
calls me back to her—if you tell me to marry
her—1 will promise ber a faithful love, and an
unfailing devouon. But would she fiad her bap-
piness with me ?....°

¢ What do you say, Henrt 2 We mus! wnite
and tell him not to make hiwmnself uneasy about
my happiness, DPoor Andre ! Iam very sorry
for him. ZL.et us see what more he says)

¢ I cannot believe that she would, It is not
possible o be happy with one who suffers, and
whose life is one long torment. My health gets
wezker efery day under the burden of grief that
weighs upon e, I tremble 2t the thoughts of mak-
ing my poer little Rose, whom I love so dearly,
share my sadoess, my weariness, and my misery.
Ohb, Heari! you who ouce loved her so, who love
lier suill perhaps....> -

¢ You see,’ cried Rose, ¢ how truly he guesses.’

¢ He need not be a magician to find that oul,’
suid Hearn

¢ Al, welll T know I thaught you had quite
left off loving me.?

* You were a hittle fool.
the, letter.””

Henri took it, It was as long as letters are
wont to be when the person wlio writes 13 some-
tunes at a loss wblat to say. Audre offered to

But now iet me finish

¢ My good angel! Is it possible? Oh, how
mice it would be, if they were to marry. They
would be so happy together, They would read
as long as the day is long. Oaly I wish for her
sake that he cared more about animals, for she
is very fond of them. Gave me the letter)

¢ What are you going to do with it 7’

¢ Give it to me ; I have an idea m my head.

Such being the case, Henn had not anotber
word to say ; the letter was made over to Rose.

CHAPTER XVIIIL

Oqe morming, when Mdlle. de Tournefort qml
Alice were sitting at breakfast in the httle sitting
room in the turret, where Aundre had so often
the year before watched Mdlle. de Vidal at her
studies or her work, two letters were brought in
by an 6ld grey-headed seivant, and handed to his
soung mistress, who, as she took them from him
little foresaw the mfluence they were to have on
the whole of her futwre life, Commg from dif-
ferent places, arriving at the same moment, little
had the wniters of those letters guessed the ef-
fect they were destined to produce. One was
from Rose Leblanc. ~ It had been penned on the
day when she msisted on taking {rom Henri the
one he had received from M. de Vidal, aud was
the result of the idea which had so suddenly oc-
curred to ber wind. She haa been at great
pains to write it, add had spent nearly a whole
day in its composition. Ieari bad been bamsh-
ed from the parlour, Medor repulsed, and Jules
Bertrand, who had called to ofler his congratula-
tions on her approaching marriage, warned off
the premises. Once achieved, ske looked upon
tlxs specimen of epistolary style with no shight
amount of complacency. It seetned to her a

and bad, therefore, better not be repeated. She

could possibly Lel
as follows :—

it is natural to wish every body else to be happy
also, and mofe especially those one loves. Well
I am so very happy, so very joyful, that I woald
give the world fo mske others as bappy us my-
self..  And, in the first place, 1 maust iell you,
my sweet angel, the good news; and that 1s, that
1 am gong 1o be married, and not to M. Andre
at all, but to Hearr, who has loved me dearly all

fond of also all the tune I thowght I hated him.
And the best of it is, that M. Apdre does not
care for me, and does not wish to arry me.—
And this 15 all so very pleasant, that I cao hardly
believe it has really come to pass. And now I
must tell you all about it.  Bat first, T hope you
will pot think me a decestful girl, and that I was
pretendirg to ke M. Andre when I did not.—
You see, when once I bhad promised to be us
wife, I telt 1t was my daty 1o love lum, and 1
tried hard to do so.  DBut stll, if you had said to
me when I was with you at La Roche Vidal,
¢ Come, Rlose, with your land upon -yoor heart,
do you really care for Aondre?” I am sure 1
should have told you the honest truth, Whe-
ther I did at one time really Lke him, I can
hardly say, but indeed I think 1 did. Tam sure 1
must have been foud of him when he was going
1o deaw for the conscription, and Henri scolded
me for talking to bim. DBut then, no sooner were
we engaged than it seemed as if. I had left off
caring for him.  Aod when he went away, and
Henrr bad saved iny life and taken care of me
when 1 was so ill, I soon found out who 1t was ]
really loved. I tell yru all this that you may
understand how 1t all Lappeoed, and that | was
not decerving any body on purpose, when I pre-
tended to like lim. It was true, you see, at one
time ; and then, afterwards, it left off being true ;
and at fast 1t was nottrue at all. Like the

give Rose half the fortune that had come to him
so unexpectedly, aund begged bhis lormer rical to
iry and make ber bappy, since be was no longer
able to do su.

pretty landscapes on the wiadow, when it freezes
mn the wiater: early 10 the morning they are
quite distinel; Lhen, a little later, they are half
gooe ; and about noon nothing of them remains.

¢ Do not hite me,® he added. ¢ I deserve that
you should, | know I do; but if suffering may
expiate a man’s faults; 1 have a-night to-your for-
giveness.” i

Rose ivas much touched by these last words.

¢ Henri,’ said she, * we must write ltm a very
kind and comtorting letter. We will tell him
that you forgive am with all your heart. " You
do, don’t you, Henri 1’ '

¢ Tt 1s not very difficult now,’ be replied with a
smile. - . .

¢ We will tell him also not to trouble: himself
about my happiness, and that we thank‘him with
all ‘our hearts for what he offers to give us; but
that we do; not requre 1t. - We shall be rich,
you koow, Heari.. Uncle always.told  me so.—
Oh, how pleased he will be, poor dear uncle! I

you, who more than any body have a right to re-

proach me, and to whom I have ‘been the cause |- -

of suchbitter grie,-I'now venture to ecome: for:

covesel and guidanee ;- and according (o jouride- |

wish that-Andre could be happy.also ! I won-
der who it is that he loves.” - ... .:.
, Ros

e, do jou-mean to say that you, o
replied - Heari much surprised.—
re - no l_éh" K

cision my’ conduét will be-ruled. " In your hands'| | by,

of. course.’.

me up in a tower like Blue Beard, I had rather

sure I should be “sorry 10 -say -anythicg wocivil
a
roust tell you ‘that .M,  Andre wro.e timsell to
‘Henri. to say.that he did not care: for me ; that

Youw who are so clever, and understand sbout
everything, can explain it all, I dare say. Henri
says that it was a tnal Almighty God sent to
tezch him not Lo be so passionate and jealous.—
And I dare say this may be true § for he never
goes into a passion nnw, and as to jealousy, why,
dear me, he will never be jealous agam as long
as he hives ; though he did say the other day
that Jules Bertraad was alittle  jackass, because
he kissed my hand when lhe wishied me joy ; and
he tore up a paper with some very fine verses M,
Firm bhed written: about ¢ The Rose of the
Pyrenees”’ But I don’t care now. If he was
to be ever 50 cross agao, and beal e, or shut

warry bim than tweoty M. Andres, thoazh T am
beut a cousin of yours, my sweet angel. ~ But I

lic - was “atiached 10 ‘somebody. . else, ‘whom: he
ut-whom: he

sucesssful eftort, which could never be equalled,
lived on her own consciousness of 1ts merits, and
vowed she wauld never write another if she
pite  This chef d'auvre was

¢ My Sweet Angel,—Wlien one 15 very happy,

along, and whom it wras out that I have Leen

pretty sure I should not. And then ke vy
civilly offered to make over to us all his forteme,
which was very handsome :behaviour on his gacts
But, thack God, we do uot at all want for @oney
though we are much obliged to him all the w=me
for his kindpess, T send you his letrer to vead,
my sweet argel, that you may see that he has et
bebaved ill 1o me. Ifit is wrong in me to &osoy
pray excuse my foolishness, Oae rust vat be
too hard upon people. It s not his fauit, pgar:
man, if he likes somebody else better thaq ae
and, as it bappens, it is a great blesswng. Jt
would have been very tiresome 1f it had bees ther
other way, you know. As Henri says, ¢ We.
have been very near being miserable for lde,
just for want of understanding cack otherS—
How I wish everb body would understand everg
body, and every body would be happy. Xam:
sure a king and a queen could not be so Ly
as Henri and I.  T'bere is ounly one thing I cree:
for now, and that is that you, my sweet.angel,
should be happy also. Ivery day is ay
prasers I will beg of Almighty God %o mske:
you s0. ‘
¢ Your grateful little friend and serv’t,

* Rost LEBLANCY

_The other letter was from Colocel dea &~
ronniere. He gave i 1t a very bad accowetof
Andre’s health. A young man who had beem
travelling with him in Italy, and had beeuse:
much attached to him, wrote to Reme to cea~
municate 1o his friend’s relatives the apprefea~
sions he entertained with regard to his heafld,
and the deep depression of spirits whick ves
either the origm or the result of his illnesg——
Obliged himself to return to Paris, he could set
forbear from urging on Colanel de la Feronnta
the necessity that some lriead or relative shoal®
supply his place, and relieve the solitnde of K-
dre’s existence. M. de la Feronoiere expressad
his regrets that he did not see what arrangement.-
to suggest on this potat. M. Baptiste Vidaly .
who had just assuned the management of 2 pew-
mercial enterprise 1 Boulogne, and his zged wmo~
ther, much too iufiim to travel, could pot be e
pecied to leave howe. ¢ Aud even had they deem
able and willing to do so, added the Colonef—
¢ 1 greatly doubt if, alter the first momest of
pleasure which he would have n seeing them, ver
dear invalid would have found much enjogaaent:
in therr society. You, my dear Alice, who, tn~
getver with a feeling heart, possess that pecefms
mtelligence which understands and hits upor che:
Lest remedy for every kind of sullering, will pec~
baps be able to advise me on this subject. If &
was not for the dulies of my position, which chae
me to my post, [ would at once set-out fer
Rome; but this is, alas | out of the questien®

* Dear aunt,’ Alice satd, ¢read these two fak.
ters ;” and whilst-Mdlle de Tournefort was Tock=
ing for ber spectacles, and then slowly porusiay
first Rose’s elaborate though artless compesiiiang,
and then the Colonel’s hurried note, she Huefiy
down by ber side, leanmng her forehead agahed;
the back of her chair. A tear trickled dosm
the old lady’s withered cheeks, as she folded wp
the letters and took off her spectacles. Twm
arms were thrown roand her neck, and a faltechay
voice said in her ear, * Let us start for Rouas:
to-morrow.’

¢ So we will my dear child,” was the good we~
man’s answer,

There was not a tenderer heart -id the wvreddl
than that of uoromantic Mdlie. de Tournefect.
Sentiment had never rippled its surface, but tcxe -
sensibility dwelt in 11s inmest core. And cesf]
sorrow, whatever its source, was always sure ¢
awaken ber sympathy,

Two days elapsed, and on the third the aget’
and niece were on board the steamer from Mg~
seilles to Civila Vecchia,—the former somewkst:
uneasy at the suddenness with which she &edl -
acted on the impulse of the moment. and under-
taken so long a journey with so little adeice from
any one but her own heart and the Cure of -¢he
village, who had assured her it would be a wack
of mercy to go_and wisit Lhe poor young meus,
whom the late Baron loved as a son,—and the -
latter absorbed by the thoughts of rthe task e -
Iore her, and vague hopes aod fears as'to the
ultimate results of the step she bad taken.

On a lovely afternoon in February; just as cae’ -
of Rome’s glorious sunsets was illuminating the -

P

light on the domes, towers, cypresses of the
Erternal City, Alice arrived " Rome, ‘&
hands clasped together her lips moving 1n voice
less prayer, even a8 if entering-a- church,” “Ag
she’ passed through its streets, the words of Facely
1n the desert where angels had' visited" hii
spontaneously in her miad. ¢ This -is “the  haws
of "Ged,  this 'i§ “the gate of heaven ;*and;fro
“each; cross; each’ altar, each sanctuar
~way;a voice seemed to reply; ¢ God’s”
,Lwit.hjfiou? ..3”, BRRIE Lo EeU T

At ta
‘thelong:
sorrowlil

arry

feleh

a-marble!paleness;’

sky with its gorgeous hues, and- ‘throwing % red - -




