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MONTREAL, FRIDAY, MARCH 17, 1865.

@ THE CRUMPLED ROSE-LEAF.

CHATTER I
{EPicture to yourself the most charming of
morning-Tooms, in the most picturesque and com-
fortable of country mansions, the brightest and
most invigorating of spring mormngs, the sweet-
eat of sylvan views {rom the long, wide-open
windows, 2ed you will have the surroundisgs
of the two ladies I am about to mtroduce to
ou.

! One—the elder of the two—lay back in a
loungitg-chair where the mormug sun streamed
in most warmly, lazily pulhog and fondling the
deiicate ears of a grerhound, who rested his
slender muzzle e her fap, in sleepy cnjoyment of
the soothing process. ‘T'ha other stood beside
one of the open windows, her bands behind her,
looking out. Beyond this, she was doing aoth-
ing, not eves thinking.

¢ Rosamond, my dear, samd the seated lady,
presently, ¢ do you kaow I have just been think-
ing you are the luckiest creature in all the world?
I dou’t suppose you ever had a wish that some-
body id oot rush to gratify. As to areal want,
that yoa never could have had, nature and for-
tune took such loving care of you. Yes, mf
dear, depend upon 1t, all the fatries were asked
to your christening—even that ugly old thing
that worked 8o much woe to the poor beauty in
the fairy tale, was not forgolten, but vame charg-
ed, I’ be bouad, with some rare gift.’

¢ That of enabling me to see a flaw in what
looks perfect to all otber eyes, perhaps,’ an-
swered the lady by the window, in rather a dole-
ful tone.

The other gave ker chair a sudden. wheel, that
ecabled her to see the face of her companion.—
It was a face fair to look upon, of that order of
beauty seen often io the pictures of oue of the
greatest of hving English paiaters, with large
teader eyes, and cosy, child.ike lips. Both eyes
and lips wore the expression of a grieved in-
fant’s. -

¢ A flawwn your lot, my dear? the elderly
lady west on composedly. ¢ No; that would
indeed require the most powerful of mental mi-
croscapes to detect. With youth (beauty, of
course) more money than you can spend, this
delighifu! old house to live 18, the most chan.q-
g of guardians to pet you, aad a sober, sensi-
ble friend like myself to give you good advice,
But perhaps U'm the flaw. Never hesitate to
coafess it, my dear, if that's it

¢ Nonsense, Harriet ' and the sweet face tura-
ed towards her half smiling. Nevertbeless, two

larga tears were quivering between the heavy
brown eve-lashes.

«What ! crying, Rosamond ? 3y dear child,
is there really something wrong ¥ exclaimed the
elder lady in a very different tone, 2nd wih a
very surprised face.

€0, Harmet, Um o mserable woman I? and
with this tragic exclamation, Miss Rosamond
Barrington threw herselt down on a sofa, and
cried real hearty tears.

Harriet Beauchamp looked on stapified ; then
she rose,and going to seat hergelf beside her
friend, érew that pretty goldea bead on her kind
breast, kissed ang caressed it .

¢ My dear Rosy, to think of my laughing and
talking nonsense when you bad really a trouble ;
1 shall vever forgive myself.  But tell me what
itis. Lvenit Dcan’t setit right, I can sympa-
thise, and Lhat's something, dear, w real trou-
ble)

¢ But ab, Harriet, perhaps you’ll not allow ths
to be a real trouble s aod yet it is the most real
aad the worst.

¢ My poor pet, what can it be? Your gallant
old guardian would put hie haad in the fire, or go
out tn an east wind, or do any other unheard-ol
thing, sooner than be angry with you; and todo

ou justice, you are always the best and most
dutifa) of Rosies, and don’c give him any cause,
aven if he were the most irascible and tecocious
of guardians ; so it can’t be that.’

¢ Oh, 0o, no’’

¢ Phen what can it be? Miss Beauchamp
considered, bending her dark brows wn great per-
plexity.

Rosamoad wept on. : :

¢ [t can’t be) no, it can’t be anything about
Jeck ¥ '

There was no answer beyond the tightentng of
the two pretty arms around Harriet’s neck. Miss
Beauchamp looked disturbed.

¢ Has Jack done anytling? My dear-Rosa-
mond, don’t cry 8o ; and don't ~if you can help
it—keep we tn suspense.  You know how dear

tbat cousin of e is to me. It would go near
to bresking my heart if Jack dud any thing wrong
—aunything’— : '

She paused m great agitation. .

Her disieesa sooke so plainly 1 her voice, that
Miss Barcington sat up, and bastened to say—
¢ He has not done anything wrong, of course not.

" How could you thick it of un a minule, !f}ar-
riet? But—but I have thought for sometime,

and noW 1'm sure; that. Jack does oot care oae:

bit about me—there £ '

L4

¢ Rosamond ¥ Jack not eare for you. Well,
"that 15 the very wildest caprice that ever entered
the bead of a spoiled beauty. Why, what bas
the poar fellow done now, that you should thwk
s0?” And Miss Beauchamp laughed, for she
felt immensely relieved.

Rosamond turned away her bead. ‘Itis oot
nnithmg he has done,’ she began, and then stop-
ped.

¢ But something bhe has left andone. Ab,
Rosamond, that is a much more serious matter,
for now all sorts of intangibilities come into
questiocn. My dear, I am very sorry to hear
tis. Tell me, it you can, what put it into your
bead 2 .

*1 can’t tell you any one thing,’ Rosamond
burat out impetuously ; ¢ they are so many, and
so little, you would Jaugh, I know you would,
if I were to put them iuto words ; and yet tbey
all go to prove one thung, and I’m sure of it.—
Harret, do you think 1 could think so on light
grounds ! Is it such a pleasant conviction (o
come to, that the man 1 am to marry ie six
months does not love me oae bit

The sweet face crimsoned all over, the little
foot beat a nervous tattoo on ths carpet. Miss
Beauchamp looked grave.

¢ Well, Rosamond, if [ am cot to hear your
reasons, L can’t judge of thew value. But [
must say one thing, aad thatis, that whatever
you may like to imagine, I am quite sure that
Jobn Walsingham loves you asa good, true-
hearted gentleman does the woiman ke has asked
te be s mfe)

¢ Asked to be his wife! Yes, there itis,
cried Rosamond ; ¢ Jack never did ask me to
marry him, at least not as men ought to do.—
He grew up to think that we were to marry some
day. We both knew our fathers and mothers
had settled afl that for us. It 1s not as if Jack
bad chosen me of his own free-will. Of course,
I kuow be likes me well enough as his old play-
Tellow and companion ; but as tor loving me, as
men do love women they want to marry, ke does
not the least bit in the world! Aund it’s a bor-
rid, abominable thing to be thrust upon a man
who does not care for you; and I say agaw, ’'m
a miserable woman.’

But the ¢ mizerable woman' wstead of abao-
doning bersell to tears, as on the first occasion
of her announcement of her condition, started
from her seat, and paced tbe room to and fro
with a crimson face and a charming awr of insuit.
ed digmty. While Miss Beauchamp looked on
in some dismay, a sweet, long-drawn-out whis-
lte came stealing through the open windows.

¢ There’s Jack,) said Miss Beauchamp, gomng
towards the window whence the sound came
nearest. Rosamond stopped and looked irreso-
{ute, but she came no nearer to the windaw.,—
Miss Beauchamp looked out.

¢ Well, sir, good-moratag ?’

¢ Ah, Harry, the top of the morcing to you
my dear. Where’s Rosamond 7’

¢ Here. Do you want ber?

¢ Of conrse. What a question to ask an ador-
tag lover 7 Tell her to show her face at the
window, and I'll not niss the sun when he goes
pebind that cloud thar’s sailing up with the wind.
"There, Harriet ; canI trust you to repeat that
pretty speech ? LIl be bound Horace never says
anylhing balf s0 meat to you.’

¢ Rosamond, be wants you, Miss Beauchamp
said, looking back uto the room. Miss Barring-
ton walled slowly to the window, and and look-
ed down o the gentleman who waited oa the
fawn below. He was not otherwise than a pleas-
ant sighit to look upon, 29 he stood carelessly
waitiog, with the sunshine glinting off the bright
curls of bis handsome head, and shmmenag in
his Bowing taway whiskers, e looked up when
sie came 10 the window, but she was in the sha-
dow of the curtain, and he did pot nolice the
sober grarity of her face,

¢ Rosamond, I have come to tell you it’s the
sweetest morming of all the year. Wilimy gra-
cious lady permit her slave to order the horsee,
and go with bin for a delicious canter over
Baratoa Downs 7’

<1 don’t care about ridiog riding to-day T’ says
Rosamond slowly.

¢ Not care about ridmg to-day! Why, my
child, s a day of days for a gallop. There’s
the sweetest breeze over ths dowas, and the
larks ase singing hke—like mad; and’—He
broke off withalaugh. ¢I'm not good at the
description, but 1 give you my word 1t’s the most
glorious day.’ »

¢ Yes, but I can’t ride to-day :.thank you.

¢ Wou't you, really 7 Well, then, I tiak U'll
take a run over and call at the Dacres;i’ you

You really will not come, Rosie I’
¢+ No.” : '

- ¢ Well, then, Ilm off. Here, Countess ! Sweet-
lips ! bie,lass! Good-bye, ladies, till dioner-
time? and whistling his dogarosnd bim, the easy
lover strode away over the dewy lawns towards
the stables. o .

. Miss Barrington looked at her friead.

-

know I ought to have gone ever 8o long 0g0.—

*Yes, that is how it is, she said bitterly.
¢He does not care whether I am with him or
vot. He'll go over to Harper’s Court, and ride
with Flora Dacres, and be just as coateat with
ber as he would with me. Harriet, you would
pot be content to be loved in that fashion by Mr.

| Vaughan.'

¢ Because that easy fashion of loving 15 not
Horace Vaughan’s, but it is Jack Walsingham’s.
My dear Rosamoad, men don’t love after any
one pattern, but after their natures.’

¢ Then I can’t be content with Jack’s fashion ;
1 prefer to be something more than just a wo-
man, hike other women, to the man I marry,” ex-
claimed Miss Rosamond with swelling indigna-
tion ; “and I shall tel! Jack so, and .set us both
free

CHAPTER H.

¢ It’s the most confounded, the most extraor-
dinary caprice that ever entered into 2 woman’s
fancy.’

So spake Jack Walsingham, as, with Lis bands
thrust into his pockets, and bis back to the fire,
he confronted the sympathising faces of his cou-
sm, Miss Beauchamp, and his friead, Horace
Vaughan.

¢ Con-founded —is it un-founded, Jack 7" ask-
ed Miss Beauchamp quietly.

¢ Unfoundcd! why, of course it . Hav-
en’t I looked all my life to marrying Rosie ¥

¢ Yes, that’s just it 3 she thinks i’s mere habit
—the kpowledge thet you were always meant
for one another, and not real, actual love on your
part.t -

¢ Real, actual‘love ! what does the ciutd mean?
Atleast I can say this—if I do not koow real
love for Rosamond, 1 never knew it for any other
waman.’ :

* Did you tell herso ?

¢ Of course 1 told ber so ; but alt [ could say
was so much wasled breath. T believe the poor
hittle thiog has token it into her bead sheis
doing a generous thing by me in giving me
up, ’and that’s balf the meaning of the mat-
ter.

He looked so comically perplexed, that Miss
Beauchamp was moved tosay: © 1 should like to
know whether you really care, Jack.’

‘Really care, Harriet ! Well, I must indeed
have been wacting o much, if you entertaw that
doubt. I suppos~ 1 bave not, of course I can’t
have been a very adoring lover; I have been so
accustomed to think of Rosamond as belopging
to me, that I’ve been careless in asserng my
ownership. But, ah cousin —I have had my own
thoughts of a home and a fireside perhaps, and
Rosie’s pretty golden head making sunshine 1o
the dark old house you and I used to call home
once ; and a man doesn’t part with these without
a sort of weeoch, my dear, lictle as you may be-
lieve it of me.]

Jack’s voice grew husky, and Miss Beau-
champ, being a warm-hearted and frank lady,
immedtately rose from her seat, and putung ber
tands oo his shoulders, kissed him.

Br. Walsingham returned the salate with a
great deal of heartiness.

Horace Vaughan stared.

‘Hejday! good people; pray, don’t put any
restraiut upon yourse(ves; doa’t let me be in
your way for an wstant, I beg/

¢ My dear old Jack, 1 ask your pardon wilh
all my Leart,’ said Miss Beauchamp, notia any
way regarding her betrothed’s remark 5 ¢ Tought
to have konown you bettar. 3But that siliy Littie
Rosie m.st be brought to her senses, for | kaow
she loves you dearly ail the while. Horace,
what’s to be done 2

¢ Can’t say, indeed. The difficulty seems to
me that Jack is such a horribly prosperous fel-
low. Something in the way of a good real mis-
fortune would go a long way towards getting mat-
ters night, 1o my opmmion. [If; for instance, Jack
could have a frightful illoess, or be smashed ina
ralway accident, iose an eye—or—or—break
his back, or something of that sort, I baven’t the
least doubt Miss Rosamond would flee to bis
bedside, nurse him with the most charming de-
votion, and insist upon marrying bim, whetber be
would or not.’

¢ Bless her heart—do you thivk she would 7’
Mr. Walsiogham said very tenderly. .

¢ I feel certain she would. I Jou’t doubt that
Miss Barrington bas formed her idea of how &
maa io lave should conduct himselt upon the mo-
del of the popular novel kero ; aad is not that
the lins of conduct the heroiae of the saul novel
has ulways adopted, ever since Jane Kjgre es-
poused her mained and blal adorer P’

s Horace (s right 3 it 1 the very thing, Jack,
you wust bave a misfortuae &’ eried Miss Beau-
champ with great energy. .

Mr. Walungham looked not over-eager to
perceive the necessity, : .

¢ Yes—adversity’s the thiog ! Miss Beao-
champ went oo. ¢ Remember what the poet
mays, ny dear Jack ; ¢ Adversity, ke the toad,
ugly and vemomous, wears yet a precious jewelin
tus head.” - "

¢ Decidly ugly, if -:i’: to come 1 the shape of

a railway smash, Mr. Walsingham rephes, du-
biowsly caressing his whiskers. ¢1 say, Horace,
can’t it be something short of that ?

Miss Beauchamp laoked up at ber cousin’s
stately streagth and comeliness. ¢ Horace, it
you please, 1 ean’t have Jack disfigured: not
permanently ; but a wasting illness might be ju-
diciously employed perbaps. I have heard of
such things, and in books.’

‘¥aith | I suppose I'm very stupid; I can’t
say 1 comprehend.’

“ My good feliow, you are stupid,” Mr. Vaugh-
an remarked. ¢ From the bed of wasting sick-
ness, you can indite a most {ouching farewell,
and beseech a last wnterview, and who—’

*No! Ull be banged if I can, interrupted
Mr. Walsiogham most emphatically. 1 could
not play with any woman’s feelings 1 that way ;
1 couldn’t owe my wife to a trick, Harrtet)

¢Ah! I thought your impraclicable honesty
would come in the way presently, said DMiss
Reauchamp, trywg hard not to laugh.  Well,
Horace, what’s to be done ?

¢ We must wait 1a bumble hope of the msfor-
tune, since Jack won’t uilow uy to eapedite mat-
ters; or for that not very improbable event of
a tady’s cbanging her mind, answered Mr.
Vaunghan.

¢ But of T were in Jack’s place, i€ would be
long befose I would ask Miss Barrington to
change it said Miss Beauchamp energeucally.

¢ Would it, my dear 7’ asked Jack, lookipg at
ter rather whistlully ; ¢ and yet you are w love
wilh Horace here, or be thinks you are.’

¢ At any rate, be hopes the best,’ returned that
gentlemao. ° But what has that to do with 1t ?

¢ Nothieg, perhaps; only T was thinking of
some 0ld words; ¢Love suffereth long and in
kind,’’ Mr. Walsingbam said simply.

CHAPTER (II.

Rosamond Barrington was seventeen, a beauty
and a spoiled child. Thase facts must plead ber
excuse for the follies sne was guilty of. [t uot
exactly an beiress in the bargam, she was at least
endowed with enough mooey to give her ull the
comforts, and a great many of the fuxuries, that
money can supply. She had never keown a
trouble, for her motker and father bad died whea
she was (00 young to undersiand their dealh;
and as the petted ward ot kind General Maunners,
and under the loving care of his wmaiden sister,
she bad gever realised her foss, Theq, as if the
General and  kis sister were not of themselves
enough (o spoil any young maiden, there was the
General's pephew and kewr, Jack Walsingham,
the best-uatured, kindest-hearted, easiest -lemper-
ed fellow 1o the world ; always putling himselt
at the beck and call of (he little beauty, 1eady
to think atl she did was mght, o)l she wanted
reasonable, and perpetually asserting that, do
what she would and want what she might, sbe
was the loveiiest and dearest little lady in all the
land. Now, 1t was perfectly well known to
these two playfellows that it bad been the ear-
nest wish of thewr respeetive parents that their
orpban children should espouse one another; 1o
fact, they were betrothed from an early age,
though no penaliy awaited the breaking of the
engagement 1f either party earnestly wished it ;
far lesy was apy compuision to be used in its ful-
filmens. DBut netther party bad wished it hither-
to. Rosamond loved handsome, knd-learted
Jack Walsingham with all her beart, and never
more than wheo =he took 1t into her romanhic
ittde head that his easy, umexacting affection
betrayed bis want of ali eorrespoading love for
ber.

So, wbea the deed was done, and with all the
dignity sud somposure she eould bring to her aid
sbe had declared her firm belief an the insvffic—
ency of Jack’s affection to render erther of them
bappy, and consequently her refusal to fulfil the
engagement coolracted for them—when Jack
had beart thia with an amazement that but ifl
qualified bim to plead his cause at oll eloquently
and Lad fnally departed more astounded and io-
credulovs than actually overcome with grief—
Rosamoud retired to ber own room, locked her-
selfin, and cried till she had made herself wore
teally dl than she had ever been in all ier lite
before.

But she had to gird berself up, eal! up all that
faltering pride, gather up the remnants of that
troublesoine dignity that was oot at all natural
to Roste, snd encounter the surprise and con-
cern of the kind General, and (far, far worse)
the wonder and condolence of his sister. The
General saw all the pain in the poor little face
wheq he opened (ke subject, snd though some—
thiog vore on his favonite uephew’s benalf, yet,
with chivalrous and delicate courlesy, he con-
tenled himself with a few words of regret, and
alluded no more 1o the matter. But Miss Ada-
wisa, poor lady, was scarcely 50 lorbearing § ber
curiosity and sympathy were both unbouoded,
and I om sorty Lo say that Riocamoed more than
ooee was moved to sharpness- and Wrath 1 put-
ting to sileace all questioss ou a -subject that
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keenly 23 yet to reader touching to be at all en-
durable,

Apd 30 a2 week went by—w fortnight—a
month ; spring-days imelted into summer ones.—
Maunnerdale looked its best; the (reneral pla-
cidiy eojoyed the beauties of his fair dwelling-
place ; Miss Manners visited ber poor, and
drove her pomies, and received her eircle of
friends : and Rosie pined hke a turd in a cage,
and thought of sweet summer’ days that were
goue forever. For Jack Walsingbam came no
more to Maunerdale. Iow could be, indeed ?
—though, when Rosamond had declared thew
engagement was at an end, she bad said also,
sometbing wistfully, that that must moke no dif-
ference w therr frievdsaip of course. DBut Jack
bad seen hus uncle in Locdon, and bad said that
on the whole % must drop Manoerdale as his
bome for a winle ; he dide’t think he couwld see
Rosie as yet with merely friendly feelings; and
of he was not to coniribute to her bappmess in
tee way bLe had always hoped, God forbid be
should vex her kid little heart by carrying the
woebegone countecance of a discontented man
wto her presence. So Jack came po more.—
There are some amongst us who cus realise all
that bare fact was to Kosie. Sowme of us? Ab,
kow many know what it is to raiss a kwd, cheer-
ful, manly presence out of our daily lives! Ah,
the music of that pleasast whistle sounding
through all the house, the welcome coming of
thase light footsteps, the dear familiar voice, the
merry aflectionate talk, the pleasant care of hav-
ing some crotchets upd whims to gratify acd
iaugh at. Who does not remember these 7 what
wonian who has bad brother or lover to thmk
for, plau for, pray for, and—part swith? Those
who have will know what the house was to
Rosie when they had all departed. Oh that
dreary silence. Ob the looeliness of those long
days, when there was no one to look for, and to
welcome ! Mot till he was gone did sbe realize
all he had been.

So the summer wore on, and that spring-day
wlen she had told Jack Walsingham she would
not be his wife seemed so far away, removed by
such whole years of regret and grief, that it was
almost as 1f it had happened in another exist-
ence. Kgqually true it was that tlis quiet, sad -
Rosamond wag aitother creature from the petied,
briltiant, hght-hearled Rogie that the spring sun
bad shore on. Neitber the General wor his s1s-
ter ever mentioped Jack’s name ; and, from
shrioking at the thoaght that they wight do so,
Rosamoend came to pine for the sound of it wmth
a wild, feverish longing that shoeked herself.—
Harriet Beauchamp, too, had gone to visit ber
friends 10 the north, and, though she wrote duly
to her friend, was much too indignant on
her cousia’s beaalf ta speak of hiw or of bis do-
ings.

But there came a certain Sunday when Rosa-
mond once more saw her old playlediow. It
was, T am sorry te say, at church, wben, a8
Rosamond chanced to turn kec bead, she saw,
wilh a great upward bound of the heart, Jack
Walsinghan 10 the very act of eatering the
cburch with the Dacres. 1fear, though Rosa-
moad immedialely bent her eyes on her book,
itat henceforth the sacred duty she was there to
perform was interrepted by many distracted and
sebellious wanderings, Though she never look~
ed 10 that directiou, somehow she seemed to see
without looking. A, dear, how did she become
conscious of lhe attentive assiduity of Mr, Wal-
singham 10 finding Miss Dacre’s places i her
prayer-book 7 She was confident she never
looked towards Jack ; then by what magic was
it she was cognisant of bis every movement, even
to that habitual, thoughtful caressing of his band-
some moustache she knew so well. But once—
yes, once—when the service was over, Rosie,
with an impulse she could oot resist, turned one
llesting glaace oa her rejected lover, and, asif
some magnetic influence forced Jis eyes to meet
bers, for one instant the two looked at each
other. Jack coloted a little, but he looked
quite kindly and sleadfastly on his first love =
whide Rosie turned burriedly away, ashamed and
comforted, and vexed and glad at once, Gowg
out of churcl was only one long sensalioa of
meuting Jack, speaking to bim, baving hee hand
in his once more, when they got outside; but
somehow the General seemed in a very uousual
state of fuss and hurry, and when they reached
the pates banded his sister and Rasamond
very hastily inte the pony paaeton, and drove
away. )

All the rest of that summer Sunday she wait-
ed at home, hoping, lengung, sizkecing. Surely
[ be did not come on that day, he would the
next. He oever could be 8o near and not come
to see at least—bis uocle and avat, But Mon-
day and "Tuesday went, all the week weat, and,
Jack never came to Maonerdale. 0
: * CHYPTER. IV, R
- Then with the autuma came a-letter.from:Miss
Beauchamp, - containing  the astéundng .intelh-
geace that the Geseral and his nephew had'quar<

ol

in truth touched the poor luda beart too |

md. !j“ }-ﬁu\"thow ‘whe'llher: you hlve': Neard. - .
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