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° ROSE LACROIX.*

RY XED F. MAH, |

This is the story of Rose Tacrvix,
Roge Lacroix of Quillebenf,
Told at her tomb by a tiny child
Whase feet were bare, and whose hair was rough.

" 'Roge, said the small one, in sing.song tone,
.+ - Had played. sinee first they could riin alone,
" “With Guillaumin, and they loved each other,
And it was no seeret, but tather and mother
Thought hity 100 poor, so he went away
To earn money., and Rase swore that she would stay
Siogle and wait, though her hair turned grey
fore his return.  And they thought him dead.
And the cure told her she oucht to wed
A lover her parents chose, s said
Disobadience wonld luse her soul forever,
“But Rose was firm snd vowwd she never
Would weid. and lose her soul for the sin
Of foreswearing her vath o Guillaumin,

And it bappened one nizht, in coming hack
From Tancarviile, whoere « fishiug smack
Had been chiristened by Rose, a sudden squall
Struck the small boats and so frightenad all,
That none of the party pereeived. st firsty
Raose was wushed away when the sjuall had burst:
And her father. landing at Quillebeuf
Yound Guillaumin waiting, now rich enough
Proudly 1o ciain his Rove's hand.
And the strong man sank dowa on the strand
Stunned—uil the good God made him weep,
And his reason came.  Then he gave, to keep
In trust for him whoshould brieg back Kose,
Al his wealth toa lawyer.  And. vext day, those
- Who vwned any Kisd of boat, weut ont
Two huvdreed «trong, and draged about
To find her body — without svail,

When Giuillanmin saw the search must fail,

e saz 8¢ one mud, oa the bank of the Seine,

1n the :pot where she vowed, till he came again

:he]wuuld wait. tili srev-haired, through the scasons
R,

Aod noe praver so urveni. so furee sv strong

Could 1xudacc him ¢ move. And he now mvaned
sad,

}_Vnh the purpose ixad of one who i< wad —

" Here she swore to swait me. | She kept her wond,
Now I swear to swait her—and God bas heard.™

And the fishers waited, with patience meek,
Titl his long watching shouid make him weak,
Butbetore that, Geld. in bis great enapassion,
Made the eorpee of Rose, in miracalous {ashion,

loat up to herlover's feet. b her hand
A buneh of white rases she breught to land.

And they buriad her here.  And Guitlaumin
Calmiyhelped 1o Jower her voffin, and in
: To her grave the first spaderul of Gliing threw.
it When ail was finished. he guietly drew
A pistol and, Sring, bimseif he slew.

And he 12t 3 will.  And bis estate
He gnve the first youth or waid whaose fate
Was corsed by Isek of cold tike his,
And thus secured their wadded bliss—
Rut leftit ssddled with this conditinn—
That those whose love thus reached fruition
Fifty white roses should ever cherish
On Rase’s temb,  And, since to perich
His soul was Jdoomed by suicide.
Apd Rose a vircinsaint had died.
Needing no prayers viod’s heaven tn taste—
No gubd in masses should gote waste ;
But that soute trophy should be placed
O’er her remains, where should be truced
In marble pure, an allegory
Of ber rad end and toucking story,
That lovers true might learn her {ame,
Anpd on her shrine inseribe their name.

This is the lemend of Raze Lacroix
Rose Lucrvix of Quitlebeuf. .

! wept when the child bad ended, for
The tale, iv truth, was aad eaough.

Meantime tbe small one had scaled the rail

That ruarded the milk white virgin stone,

And was placking a posy of roses pale,

When I ealled to the little tyoth, “Let them alone,

T A grve-yard it not a garden, dear!””

B ut the child replied with Isughter~** Rose,
Rose was my sister. To gather a nozegay here
Will never trouble her soul's repose,”

The imnp sacrilegions with small feet bare
Botbed me a courtses as ehildren do,

And, glaneiag up through dishevellnd hair,
Said~—" I you please,sir, I leave it to you.”

MILLY.

The Revr. Archibald Bland, M.A., Rector of
Weston Parva sud H rorary Canon of Cots-
wold, consitered himself a much-worried man
and the victim of bis surroundings. Travelling
tonrists of modest ambitions, noting, with an
appreciative eye, the pretty whitewashed ent.
tages, with their plump rosy.checked inmates,
and the gray walls of the venerable old church,

- which Father Time bad painted with soft many.
.colored lichens, and catching from the top of
- the stage-conch a glimpse of the ivy-clad gables
" of the Rectory, with the roses peeping in at the
‘quaint diamond-paned windows, the smooth
well-kept varriage drive, and the velvety emer.
sld-green lawn, with its famous laurels and
giganti¢ maguolia, were wont to expend some
unnecessary envy over the Rector's happy lot,
and to declare enthusiastically that mortal man
could wish for no happier fate than to spend his
life in this peaceful home, writing ont his
weekly sermons under the purple shadows of
““the majestic mountains, nverlonking the worals
‘of a naturally virtuous flock, and finally sleep-
ing peacefally under the daisied sod of the quiet
God's-acre, fullowed by the tender regrets of his
.tearful and reverent parishioners.

Apparently, the Reverend Archibald himself
conld not always take this roseate view of hLis
ondition, and geverally made the most of his
rumpled rose.leaves. The prospectively tear.
ul parishiouers he was well content to leave in
‘the obseurity of some vagne far-distant future,
ilein . the more important present he was
vndergoing the sufferings of a rigid antiquarian

s This legend is to be found at 1 i
Mumt’ﬂ mec D’ Edu, oun ength in Henry

and archzeologist of severely cultured tastes con-
demned to preach twice every Sunday in an
eatly Norman Charch with the painful an.
achronism of peinted Gothic windows. Then
the miserly Squire of Woston Parva was want te
emphasize his Low Church visws unpleasantly
whenever the poor Rector advocated some im-
provement in the ritual; and now, finally—
wonst grievance of all--his bright, capable,
pretty Milly had taken it into her head to im-
agine herself in love with that unplensant
Squire's scapegrace son, Stephen Corcoran—
“muscular idiot,”” Canon Bland meuntally de
signated bim. 1t was an aberration of taste
unaccoun'able in his daughter. .

The young man had called on the Rector in
the warning, and, with much confilenee, re.
quested his permission to pay his addresses to
his daughter, Miss Millicent Bland, and had
seemed decidedly surprised what that permission
was empbatically refused.

“You are barsly twenty-two, Mr, Corcoran,
and have not yet taken your degres, and Milly
is only nineteen,'” said the Rector impaticutly.
© Pray do not let me have any repetition of sueh
chillish ronseuse " and poer Stephen, consi-
derably crestfallen, had reluctantly withdrawn,

Milly was the eldest daughter; and this fresh
worry was so novel and uuprecedented that the
tector decided upon taking the nuusual step of
consulting his wife and seeking advice and con.
solation in that rather hopeleas quariar; v he
made his way up-stairs to the charnungly
wsthetic little boudoir where Mrs. Bhind care-
fully withdrew hereelf from vulgar hen-ebold
cares and sought distraction in the last Tashion.
adle thrve-volume novel.

The Rector's wile was a lady who had never
forgot that she had been a brauty and an heir-
ess, and expected other people to have cqually
reteutive memories, She had been suttenng
for the last two years from an imagipary com-
plaint with mysterions complications, and the
cares of the family had falien ou the slender
shoulders of energetic, fair-haired Millv.

The poor Rector, seated on a Chippeadale
chair with unecompromising angles, poured the
tale of his woes iuto his wife’s unsympathetic
ear, and, as the recital lengthened, his joily
countenance gradually assumed the woe beogour
expression of some Jong - sutfering  medwval
saint.

“It iz really unaccountabie to me how any
gitl of mins—and of vours, my dear,” added
the Rector, glancing ronud the preuty reom,”
should have such very bad aste I

** He is the anly vonng man she has ever seen
in this wretched little hole,” answered Mes
Bland.

* She certainly hasn’t seen many,”” acquiesend
ber hushand.  ** Bat what are weto do about
it ¥

“You had better send Milly away for a few
months,” at length sngg=sted his wifs,

The Canon's face lengthensl considerably.
Miliy was his pet and comforter, his right hrnit
i all parish work, and this prescription seemed
to him infinitely worse than the maiady.

* But where shall we send her I he inguired
pathetically.

* Margaret is very fond of her, and will be
glad of her society ; let her go there”

Margaret was an elder uvnmarnied sister of
Mrs. Bland.

*If only young Corcnran weren't such a
scapegrace !” murmured the Rector, as though
reconsidering his decision.  “* Bat Frad told me
some very awkward stories of his Oxford life
which one caa’t, of course, repeat to Milly,
theugh yon might just hint to her, my dear—"

“Yes; and then he's gobl red hair!” said
Mss. Bland, as thongh that etfectually closed
the discossion.

And se the important question wae gattled
within the closed doars and velvet portitres that
screened **mamma” from her unruly children,
Miss Backley was consulted in a lenuthy epis-
tle from Mre. Bland, aud exprewed hersoif de-
lighted at the prospect of a lengthy visit from
her ¢ dear little Milly.”

Milly shed a few mutinons tears when fold of
the projected visit, and poar Steve vented hia
wrath in a little strong language agninst the
ancongcions Réctor ; and the lavers indulyged in
a very pathetic ferewell interview, when Milly
protested ber undying faith, and spoilt hir blue
eyes, and made the tip of her dainty little noue
unbecomingly red, wLiIe Steve solemnly placed
a little turquoise ringon her finger, at the same
time expressing his regret that he wag w0 ** eon.
foundedly short of cash” and could nnt atford
diamonds ; though, to atens for that deficiensy,
he presented her with a lock of that anburn
bair to which Mrs. Blaud had so unfeclingly
alladad, - ’

Milly was however naturally too amiable to
sulk long over the parental decreis ; besides,
she was very fond of Aunt Margaret, and a viat
to her charmiog cosy house was generally 5
weleomna change from the round of Milly'y
rather hard-working life.

* Poor papa ! How will you manage withont
me 1’ she asked, on the evening befors her de.
partare, gently robbing her soft peach-bloom
cheek ngainst the Kector's stalwart shoaider,

“1 shall miss ny little girl very much,” re-
plied the Rector, stroking Milly's golden hair ;
“hut I «hall eonnole mysell hy thinking how
much she i3 enjoying aunt Margaret's society.,
| have the greatest respect and admiration for
Miss Buckley.” :

4 Y“’
heartily.
- ¢ When they were girls at home, your mother

she is o darling 1" responded Milly

was supposed to represent the beauty and Mar- |

ret the talent and common-senso of the
amily.” : : :

: .-\)n‘xl vou chose the beauty ¥ rejoined Milly,
rather silly, . .

“Yes,' avswered her father, with a faint
sigh; ‘1 chose the beauty.,” - . ‘

It was a bright sunuy September morning when
Milly started, and, notwithstanding the melan.
oholy of the oceasion, she conld not help. foeling
bright and sunny in sympathy, except when she
remembered how unhappy poor Steve must be
feeling at that moment, unable even to autici.
pate the faint consolation of gazing at his
divinity in  church overy: Suanday ; and then
shie catled herself “ an nunatuml little wreteh™
for feeling even wmoderately happy, though,
could she but have kuowa it, Steve was at that
moment cansvling himsell with the smiles of the
buxom barmuid at tha **Red Lien™ at Cots.
wold.

Her father had intended to accompany her,
but had that moming received a note from the
Boshop requiring his presence at Cotewold ;) so
Mitly was travelling alone, aud *“ the boys’" at
home had been improving the occasion by rolat-
ing for her comiort all the tales of wmilway
liorrors they conld collect, and, when thesupply
tant shart, supplementiog it by bloeod-cardling
wventions that did much credit to their powery
ol fmagination.

Of course Milly had professed to scorn the
jdea of being fright=ned ; but that did not pre-
vent her from leoking outin alarm at every
stoppryge and feeling much relieved that nobody
eatte Inta the compartmeut where she sat in
solitary dignity.  Upwort Junction was speciaily
alarming, twcause here the local traing joined
the London line ; and Milly, as she saw the
suarl preparing to give the sigusl to proceed,
was just beginning to congraialate hersell, when
there was a hurpied scamper.

“ First-class 1 This way, sir”-—ftom an ob-
s HIoUs porler,

*“losk sharp there I"-——severely {rom the
guard : and o wale heing, with all his vadous
impedimenta, was bundicd into her carriage ;
ard the train would not step again for another
hour, Peor Milly !

Hatnuted by confused memories of Muller aud
Lefroy, 1t was several minutes befone Milly ven-
tured to steal a glanes at the ogre, who was ap-
parentiy engiged in the yages of the Fieli

© Heally he does put loek so very alarwing,”
wasx her verdiet: but then he might be what
the bevs called & *swell mobsman.”” ¢ Whata
delightfully lonw sitky moustache 1" —-aud Milly
remembernd with regest that poor Steve's was,
as yet, conspicuous by its absenca, ' Nice
dark eyes too M’

Here thiz critical inspaction came to an
abrupt termination as she found with sodden
distuay that the eves in question were locking
at her with some amusement jo their gray
depths, . .

*“ Would you like 1o see Punch 1 asked the
owner of the eyes, politely handing her that
periodical,

**Thauk you,”” said Milly meckly, glod to
bide her blushes behind its friendly pagens;
while the stmnger opposite vated with eritical
spproval the dark-brown tailor.-made costuma
that Jid full justice to the graceful girlish figure
and the brown felt hat eantrasting so well with
the fair polden hair; man.like, too, he took
special notice of the well.xhaped hends in the
small four-button Sudide gloves, and of the
dainty Pinet boots.

Punch was handed back when Milly folt her
cheeks a little cooler.

“*Tenniel’s cartoon is rather good this week,”™
remarked the gentloman, with the same amused
twinkla in his eves,

Y Yes—very,” she answered foeling that she
maat appoar hike a stapid little schoolgirl.

Here Milly, who was blesaed with a sene of
humor, felt suddenly struck with the absnrdity
of the sitnation.  To be sitting calmly diwns-
sing Tenniel's cartoons with a possible murdert
already armed with the neceasary weapous for
taking her litel—for Milly had been furtively
regarding the baize-eovered breech-loaders, bat
hal consoled berself with the reflection that re-
volvers aml pistols were generally preferred by
snch penple; and, as she tried to hide the sud-
den smile under a cloak of lady.like impassive.
ness, she looked wo charming, with the sparkle
in' her violet eyes, and two tantalizing littls
dimples playing hule.and-seek in the rounded |
cheeks, that the souny wan opposite, admiring
it all, xaid to hims-if-— i

“What'a littes darling!
kpow her name.”

Somehow they seomed to be good friends
after that, and chatted gaily, with the free-
masonty of youth and high spirits, while the

I shonld like to

train dashed on, past busy corn. fields, where
swarthy sunburnt men tossed the goldensheaves
on to the nearly-laden waggon, while the strong *
mtient horses dozed lazily in the warm san. |
ight, and the reapers in their pink or white |
sun-bonnets lent color to the scone, then roshing
noisily into some short tunnel, and cmerging
upon & quict woodland lane with its tall shady
hedgeraws, . : ’
- ““Three o'clock I” exclaimed Milly, glancing
at her veuerable stlver wateh, ¢ How quickly
the time passés t  We shall be at Sherborne in
ten minntes,” ‘ '

 Sherborne " repeated her fellow.travellor, -
with a ‘quick innuirieg glance. *“ Do you get
out there too 7" " s S '
““Iw it your station then ! asked Milly in her’
turn,: with a light -laugh. ' ** What a queer
coincidence I** . , »

1t ia a very charming one,” he anawared

politely. 1 hope ybu aro making a long stay
!u our little village 1" R

“Then he ‘is svidently a native,” she reflect-
ey, drawiog her deductions with feminiue coler.
ity. ' Oh, yos I'" she answored to his quostion,
with n most melancholy sigh at the uu?‘ldon re.
collection of Steve's forlorn condition,

“You nre not very flattering to us,’ he
remarked, with a smile.  *“1suppose you have
sutfored so much during the past hour from one
native - that you. draw the most malancholy
deductions "’

¢ QOh, it isn't that 1" Milly hastened to nesure
him. '* 1 have slways found Sherborne eharm.
ing. Ah, there is sunt Margaret ' sho cried
suddenly, as the train slowly drew up at the
quiet little country platform.

‘ Ah, Milly dearest—so glad to see you have
arrivad  safoly 1" Then,. turning to Miliy's
{ellow.traveller, Miss Buckley greeted him cor.
dially, **1 Jdid not know you were coming
down, Mr. Verschoyle, Of course” —glanciag
at the biteech-loaders as the young man brought
them out of the carriage —'* to-morrow is the
first! How could 1 forgel w0 important a
date!  Weren't you afraid he would nll()(ﬂ. you,
Miliy 1

1 way indeed,” answered Milly, 8o emphati.
cally that her companion laughed.

** M1, Verschoyle—tmy mece, Miss Bland.”
Miss Buckloy pertormed the necessary introdue-
tion, while Milly and Mr., Vemchoyle smiled
simultancously.

1 think we have already strack up an
tmpromptu acijuaintance,” said the Watter as he
waiked with themy ta Miss Rockley's pony.
carriage, with its pretty pair of ponina,

There waaalso a dog-cart witha powerful bay
horse stamsding tn the country lane; and a
amart grooin touched his hat respectfully to
Milly's imaginary *“swell.motsman.”

1 will ouly say au revair,” aaid Miss Buck.
ley, as the poniex set off at & wmart trot,
“You must come ap and see us ;" and Milly's
amile strengtheaed the permission.

“Aud =0 yon have been doing sad execution
with vour bewr yéur, uaughty gicl."” said aunt
Margatet that eveniing after dinner, ny they sat
in the solt summer twilight-—and she gently
<roked the far hair reating against ber knee, as
Milly sat on the soft rug before the Frepch
window, uursing Toby, the asthmativ pug—
*and vou are sent to your stern old auntiec to be
Kept out of wischief.”

* Dou’t you thiok papa and mamma are very
eruel I asked Milly rusinaatingly.

“ Youcertainly seomed to be feeling it arute.
ly when ynu were chatting with Antheny Vers.
chovle,” satd Mis Baskley, with asmile ; and
Mty blushad.,  ** 1s this young Weston Squire
83 very irresistible 17 cantinged Miss Buckley,

* He's not the young Squirs,”” replied Miliy,
fisding it conventent v ignore the question.
“He has an clder brother in ladis with his
regiment.*

*“ And of course the silly boy hasa’t 2 shilling
he ¢an call his own, while you are mnally
impecunions I”" exslaimed aunt Margaret, ** Ob,
you eomically disinterested childeen !

Wil the love that yea're ko rich in
Light a fire in the kitchen,
e the ittle mod of arringe
Tuarn the xpir, sgat, spard "

Y1t might be sufliciens for the kitchen &,
but scarce for the drawing.roam," answered
Milly, with a smile.

O Ah, ma bele, vou mautst have all the rooms
of yoar cottage warmmi, ar Cupict will cateh cold
and dis of inflarnza ! Our witetesuth.coniory
deities are so prosaie,” added Miss Buckley sen.
tentiously.  Theu, rather inesnsequently, she
asked, ** How do vau like My, Verschioyle U7

1 Yike him manensely,” snewersl Milly
Cand 1 hope he'l o mmemner @l hegaar at his
gates” aned send ns snme partridges,” added the
practical young ganrmed,

Anthany Verschole wan lord of the manorand
envis |l ownter of Sherborne Chnae, a adnlightful
redl-brick mansion of the dayy of Queen Anne;
and Mixs Buckley waa his tenang, ossupying the
fuaint ivy-corerad dower-honas just outside the
< ndersus wronght-iron gates,

As Milly kissal her anot before going up
stairs to her cowy bed.room, thal astute woman
of the world, lightly touching Steve's shabby
Jittle targuoises, remarked carelessly—

[ don't think your father wonld like to see
this, Milly."”

“Papa gever ohjected,” pleaded the youny
Indy.

“Ah, your ({1 never noticed that sort of
thing " waid auntin. with an amiable contempt
for'the ghortaightedness of the general ran of
papas and of Mr. DBlaund in partienlar, ¢ Bat
will you-sas a favor to me, pwlife~—cease wparing
it while you are my visitor ! Tt is alwava bad
form, you know,"” she alded, ‘' to parasde an
engagemenut—aapecially when it'a so ineligible,”
sabjoined Miss Backlay mentally,

So Milly datifully locked up her treasare, re.
flecting, with a pensive sigh, on the general
‘“contraringus’ of pacents and gusr lisns,

I other respects some of Milly’s wishes wero
speedily realized.  She wasin the drawing-room
on the following afternoon, playing softly to
herself, and had just begun Schumann's dreamy
pathetic - Traumerei, when Anthony Versahoyle
walkoed in with the ‘enne of an .old. friend who
needed not to “be anrionnced.” He explained
rather elaborately to’ Miss Buekley, who wos
kuitting in the open window ina state of aleepy
contentment, that he had just called in, on. his
retura from a sueceasful day's shoating, to briug
some birda ;" he nlso hoped that Miss Biand felt
nong the warse for her journey, )




