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with ber subdued and boly light, in rising 1n the
tranquil sky.

In the maoner whieh his failing strength per-
mitted, with a faltering step and aching frame,
Andre, always accompanied by eis two devoled
companions, witnessed the sacred ceremonies of
the Holy Week. They did not attémpt to mix
with the crowd in St. Peter’s on Maunday Thurs-
day, or to brave the heat of the Sixtine Chape!;
but they knelt at the foot of the steps of the
Scala Sarta, and leant against the wooden cross
of the Coliseum un Good Friday. Irom a dis-

ROSE LEBLANC;
T oR,
" THE TRIUMPH OF SINCERITY,

——

. CHAPTER Xvit.—Concluded.

Oae day in the Capitol Andre remained a long
ime pear the statue of the dymng Gladator, the
ulptored tragedy winch Lord Byroa has so
owerfully- Jescribed,—

rgee before me the gladiator lie
2ans upon his hand-—his manly brow

died !

with an emotion
teol,—
¢ Farewell,

n she did ?riiot attetnpt to con-

5
blessed sanctuaries ! TFarewell,

chosen home of God-on earth, where | would

fain bave lived, aud above all would fan have
Farewell, Andre! -Farewell, Rome [’
Then, alter a few moments’ sileace, she rased
her eyes to heaven, and uttered St, Fraoeis of
Assis’s favorite ejaculation,—

‘ Deus meus et omnia /* ¢ My God and my

ali I?

A few days afterwards, Alice was hearing

ants to derth, bui conquers agony ;

d his droop'd head sioks gradually low,—

id throngh hia side the last drops, ebbing slow
rom the red gash, fall heavy, oce by one,

;ike the ficat of a thunder-shower ; acd now

The arens swims aroucd him : he ia goae

Rre ceased the inhuman ehous which haild the
¥ wretch who woa.” .

¢ Consents to death, but conquers agony,’ mur-
mured Andre 1 a low voice, as his eyes rested
with 2 mild and troubled expression on the type
‘of Bbeathen endurance, meetiog death without
mplaiut and witliout hope. :
The palepess of his cheeks, and tke tremulous
% agitation of bis hands, betrayed an interior con-
i flict which Alice’s watchiul eye discerned, She
.- dpew bim away from the cold hall, from the si-
. lent marble forms, [rom the careless sight seers,
" iato the sweet ar, the bright sunshine, and then
““into the neighboring beautsful church of the Ara
- -Cmh. There, n ke temple once dedicated to
.- the false gods of -pagaa superstition, and now to
““’the infant Saviour of a ransomed world, before
"nflhé__picture of the Virgin Mother—one of those
.painted by ¢ Luke the beloved physician, and
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tance they caught the Zsounds of tke wonderful
Miserere, the notes of which thrill on the ear
like the cry of a sinner who repents, and touch
the heart Like the voice of a pardoning God, ,

Tien came the day of days in Rome, Easter-
day, the glorious {esuval of the Chrishan Chureh
A peculiar joy fills the heart that imorning, like
to no other joy on earth. ¢Christ is risen,—~
these words, the exuling cry of triumphant {aith,
rise from the hps of the assembled erowd. They
seem to float in the air, to rieg from every stee-
ple, to re-echo from every seighbormg ll.  The
bells of St. Peter’s proclatm it with their deep
soncrous peal. Immense multitudes throng the
great temple of Christendon ; the silver trumpets
fll its doe with soul ravishing melody. 'The
ballelujabs of angels seem to mingle with the
praises of men. And the Pontilf at the altar,
and the worshippers in the nave, aud the crowd
about the portal-gates repeat with ome voice,—
¢ Christ 15 risen.

At the ead of High Mass, Alice, Mdile. de
Touraefort, aad Andre left the cburch by the sa-
cristy door, and hastened iowards the colonnade,

which, in days of yore, smiled on St. Fraaces
f- Rome -when “her sorcow was al its height—
eturned to Andre’s soul. Cbristian consolations
: ”diphe’t_l over human weakuess ; with a sublime
-ession of love agd joy, after raising his eyes
eaven, be turned to Alice, and whispered lhe
BRSSPy grd ve; Swheteris-thyss
ory 7 O death, where is by sting ¥’
.~ - Never was the Itahan spring, that lovely bri--
+ dal of the earth and sky, more perfectly beautiful
" ‘than the year in which Ahce and Andre waiched
-+ 'together amidst_ the hills and valleys which sur-
~* round Rome. With the blue cloudless sky oser
"“‘their heads, in gardens and groves where the
- almond-trees iniugled their pink blessoms with

where the carriage was waiting for thems but he |
suddenly stopped, and entreated them to mix
with the crowd assembled on the Piazzi of St
Peter. They accordingly kuelt down on the
steps of the marble flight of stairs in front of the
Bastlica at the moment

I3

ard the world,* urbi et otbe.” His peweriul and
meladious voice riug on the ears of all, and
thrilled in the souls of many. It seemed to go
forth far beyond the limits of the Eternal Cuty,as
Il seeking through the wide world all the weary
spirits, tbe aching bosoms, the breaking hearts of
the great family which own his paterpal sway ;—
all the mourners, the sulferers, the forsaken ones

when thé Holy Father
TBEBAIToRY to Bless 1he cny |

Mass in the subterranean chapel of the church of
St. Lawrence, out ot the walls, and then went
and koelt at a cew-made grave in the cemetery
of thar ancieat basilica, on which she hzd had
engraved the words of Holy-Scripture,—

T shall go to lum. ...but he will not return
to tne.’

Ehe went back to her own home and made no
considerable change in her mode of hfe. It was
still more solitary perhaps than heretofore. The
late Baron’s establishment was gradually reduced,
and old servants pensioned off. Oae of the wings
‘of the castle was conveited 1oto a hospital, where
the aged and infirm persons of the neighborhood
were freely admitted. Mdlle, de Morlax, with
one of the Sisters of Charity, to whom she had
committed the care of the hospital, was wont to
seetc out these objects of ber tender compa sion
in the teighboring villages and conduct them
ierself to the home che had provided for thew.
Mdlle. de Tourpefort and some of her uscle’s
old friends, good and pious people all, remonstrat-
ed somelimes with her on the exteat to which she
carried almsgiving, and expressed fears that she
would only end by iojuriog her fortune and her
future prospects.

¢ My {uture prospects are very simple,” she
would answer with a smile 5 and there was an ex-
pression in her face which by its very sweelness
checked further questionicgedn, e - - -

Two years elapsed, and the neighbors vegs
to wonder what was to be the end of all Mdlle.
de Morlaix’s alteraticns in the old castle, and
whelher every portion of it was gradualiy to be
dedicated to the szine purpose as ihe left wiag.
Her luwyer and the Superioress of the Sisters of
Charity Lad frecvent interviews with her; and
deeds were drawa up, and plans for buildizg ex-
amined over and over again. Al last business

of every clime under the suo. The blessing of
the Vicar of Christ, of the successor of St.;
Peter, rested that day on many a head bowed
dowa to receive it. It made its way lo wany |

the dark-colored cypresses and pale-haed ilexes,

- by the side of sparkhing lountains or the shores

" of the lake of Nems, m the wood of La Riceia

and Albano, on the heights of Castel Gandailo,

amidst the ruins of Adrian’s villa, or tbe shades

of Lunghczza, that verdant oasis of the Roman

Campagna, they speat eachantng boucs seated on

- the green grass, surreunded with violets and ey-

clamens, sometimes with their books in ther

" hands, their eyes wandering from the pious, tbe

learned, or the poetic page to the visibie records

. of bygone ages, or the scenes of nature’s lovel-
* st combinations,

¢ We lead a very 1dle life,> Andre szid one Cay

to Alice ; ¢ your only occupation here is to make

" me happy. At Rocke Vidal, the poor people,

" the schoo! children, the very birds and animals

used to clawn a shaie of your time. New, I en-

on their way rejoiciag by that fatherly benedic- !
ton s but it appeared Lo descead with more than
cominon mearing, with more thun ordieary sweet-

of mucual support and trembling earzestness. It
was to them as the pledge of an everlastug
union 10 heaven, the only one they heped or
thought of now.

Audre was leaning heavily on Alice at the mo-
ment the Pope withdrew. Ile whispered to ber
m 50 [gw a voice that she could bardly calch the
sound, ¢Let us hasten to the carriage. [ can

‘she had done «%
ness on lhe two youthful strangers, the betrothed | Pineian 1Lill ea (g
love kaeeling side by side i a touching uttitude ; |

rcame 1o an endg; and one evening Alice de Mor-

laix walked out upon the terrace where she bad
so often supperted ber grandfather’s faltering
steps, and where, a few days alter Ins death, she

hearts yearaing to be consoled, cheered, and sent | 59 parted with Andre. She gazed on those

ancestral possessiogs once so fondly loved, and
nxed, lor the las;
j cieww of Rome from the
: of her departere from
the Iteri:al City. Wut there was not the same
struggle in her heart as on that mourafal day ;—
and gratitude rath r than resignation was nosw
her prevatting feeling. "Tue world, its wealth, 1ts

r oleasures were aething (o ber, aod no a2bsorving

human atlection stoed between ber soul and God.
""'wo years of sohtade und prayer had dene therr
work, Sie cared for nothiug but to fellow onr
Liord’s advice to the young muan whom when Ie

scarcely stand.

As they crossed the piazza, the men and wo-
{men, and even the children, made way for the
young conple, and locked compassionately 1t
Alice, whom they called ¢ Lia Santarella Iran-
cese,” the Guardiaa Angel of the pale stranger.
With diliculty tbey reached the carriage, and
drove alongside the ‘Liber, and through the Tras-
tevire, on their way back to the Piazza di Bpag-
na. As they crossed the bridge near the broken
arches, both of them turned round, and gave
a long, lingerng look on the dome of Saint
Peter’s.

- gross itall?

sOh, these are our bolidays,” she answered

- with a smile. - ¢ Some otber time. ...’ .
¢ Ay, some other lime,’ hie interrupted. ¢ Soon,
very soon,eothers will have youall to them-

- selves.”

The last of their excursions was to Osbia.
This was just betore the Holy Week. They
* “spent a mght there, and stood at the very spot
.. where tradition says that S!. Augustive aud St.
.- Monica sat together on the evening of the arrival
«-in the hittle town where, three days afterwards,
she was to die. They read the subline pages of
the Confessions, in which the saiat reiates tie
comversation which tool place that night between
", bim and his mother, as ¢ they gazed upon the sky
and its myriads of couatless stars, und raised their
;.» minds {romn the contewplation of material objects
- 10 the thought of the soul’s immortahty, and the
*Tieternal happiness of heaven.” T'hese words found
" aw écho 1n Lhe breasts of the affianced lovers.—
* Uader *he nfluence of the profound serene beauty
of the sunset hour, aud of the expressions of the
;. .most sublime piety, they remained absorbed in
¢ thoughts wiach-were almost prayers, and set the
“-seal to the sacrifice both ‘tacutly felt they would
sooh be called upon to make of all the earthly
+..hofres and joys which bad brightened their young
- -lives, They returnéd to Rome the next day,
+:-but with a different feeling from that which they
6 had deft it. They felt a presentiment that the
end of their pilgrimage 'was at hand j they under-
stood their briet strange happiness, the short life-
time of love, was drawing to a close. It was
Dot a bitter:thought, not a_sudden pain. .1t had
i:been-contemplated from . afac in the silent hours
of :prayer and the calin.commuaion of their souls
ith'God: *"Thieir feelings were liké: those of the
aveller approachiog’the end. of his, journey, as.

A few hours later, Alice was gazing on it
once more. She had uncoosciously approached
a window whence she could see the rwhole city
lylog n darkness before her, save where here
and there a solitary lamp burned before an image
of the Madonna. Gas had not then lluminated
with its modern brightness the streers of Rome ;
but the cupola of St. Peter’s, like a dome of liv- |
mg fire, was lighting up the mid-mght sky. She
shrank back astomshed and almost aflrighted, for
she had forgotten all about the illummation of
St. Peter’s. She had forgotten every thing but
the grief which had fallen upon her, and God,
who was giving ber strength to bear it.

- As the Angelos was ringing, as the day was
closing — the bright, beautiful Easter-day in Rome
—Aundre had breathed his last, with his hand
clasped in liers:

She gazed for a long time on the scenes where
she had wandered, suffered, and prayed by ‘his
side ; on Rome, which be had so dearly loved,
and whose sacred enjoyments and silent teachings
had given them a foretaste of heaven amidst the
pangs of one of earlb’s deepest trials. With
‘her head leaning on the breast of lher faithful
friend, - who. was supporting her.with a ‘mother’s

had looked upor #He loved—* To sell all, and
gere to the poor, and thea to follow Him. Her
mind was made up. There was no need for fur-
ther delay. The sserilice bad been inade long
age. The seed bad been sown 1n Lears; now the
harsest was reaped.in joy. The last look was
given at the plorious landscape and the old low-
ers of La Roche Vidal, and not a lear dimmed
the eye which rested upon them with affection,
bat rot with regret. Cace more,as she had
done iu Rome, tue young girl sud, ¢ Deus meus
et omaia;’ and then turned away for ever lrom
the hame of her youlh, and walked towards the
travelling carriage wineh was waiting at (he gate
of the garden where Andre, the day he arnised
at the Chateau, hod seen her surrounded by a
troop of joyous children. 'Lhere were waiting
for her : Mdile. de Tournefort, who was gomg to
spend the rest of ber doys in her former litile
lome near Lyous, which she had left out of kind-
ness for ber niece, but had always louged to re-
turn to ; a few old servants, whose lears were
flowing fast ; the Siwsters of the bospital ; and
ike Cure of the village, who had come to give a
parting blessing (o the daugbler of s eurliest
friend, to the maiden he had mstructed n child-
bood, and whose earhiest steps in hfe he bad
guided. Alice knelt lo receive the [ervent be-
pediction ; then tenderly embracing the - Sisters,
the sobbing women, and the childrea who were
clinging to ber dress, and wavwg her hand te the
men, who were passing their rough opes aver
their - ‘eyes, she cried out, * God bless you !’
sprang into the coach, and weot on her way re-
Joicieg,

Two more pictures have to be presented to
the reader of this Iittle tale before the volume is
closed, and ils simple incidents come- to - an end.

One is that of the farm of Les Ormeaux, near
the beautiful village of Jurancon, at haymalking

her eyes, upon them, as

golden haze hangs over the Vale of Pauj; the

stillness is such that scorcely a leaf is stirming,
even on the topmost branches of the tall elm
trees, under the shade of which 1s sitting Rose,
the loveliest and the happiest of farmer’s wives
1 the Hautes or the basses Psrenees.  She had
just brought the baymakers their dinner, and is
now playing with Ler child, a rosy boy of one
year old, who rolls from i3 mother’s knee into
the heaps of sweet-sinelling hay with shrieks of
delight. Itisa charming scene of rural life.—
The waters of the Gave are peacefully flowing
with a low murmuring sound oo one side of the
beautiful meadow, and a rising bank, crowned
with a varety of fruit-trees, rises in the back
ground. Meart Lacaze i1s supermtending the
loading of a waggon of hay at the opposite ex-
tremily of the field, and directing the labors of
lus men ; but his eyes olten wander towards the
spot where bis wife is sitticg with ber baby
her arms.  Kvery object m sight barmonizes
with the glowing landscape, which itself combines
the brillisnt colaring of ltaly with the grandeur
and the verdure of Alpme scenery. ‘The wild
fl 'wers, warmed by the sunshine and trodden un-
der the feet of the mowers, emit the most balmy
odours, and smell like the hesps of crushed rose-
{eaves in (he garden of Santa Maria Novella at
Florence. And the Rose of Jurancon, the tap-
py wife of the most loving husband, the mother
of the laughing bay whase arms are stretched aut
towards Ius father, and whose little bare feet
daoce with impatieace on ber lknees, because she
detzins o in her fond embrace; every feature
s her fuce, every glance of her bright eyes s
beaming with joy, even as the sunshine 1s spark-
ling in the blue waters of the Gave,

at the gate which leads from the field to the high
road, and advacees towards the spot where the
larmer’s wife 1s sitting, The moment she throws
.up ber veil, Rose-recogmzes Ler, and they are
soon foiled in each others arms. ¢ O my sweet
angel, is it you? Is 1t really you? Henr,
Henri, what are vou about? Wiat’s the matter
with you, that you do not coire runmng here
directly ?  The farmer slowly approacaed, but
00 sooner did he see Mdlle, de Morlaix than he
respectfully took of his bat, and s sun-burnt
countenance exhibited almost as much satisfaz-
von as his wife’s.  Alice sat down belween thew
ou & heap of pew-mown hay, 'Lhe odaby bid his
tace on his mother’s shoulder, plancing now and
then with a half-shy, hatf-amased look at the
stranger, Ilose kept repeatmy from the fulness
of hier heart, * My sweet angel, what bappioess
it is to see you agan P’ At {irst Alice remained
silent, thea she held out her arms to the hitle
boy, who, after a tnoments hesitation, went to
her and held up his rosy mouth o be kissed.—
Socn lie began to play with & litle cross she
wore, and showed 1t to bis parents with sigos of
delight.

¢ Ab, Mademoiselle, sard Henri, ¢ we haye
never ceased to think of you.?

“Ab, that is true,’ chimed in Rose ; ©and to
pray for you also. We have so longed 1o see
you and hear wbout you, Ol :f you could only
be as happy as we are. 1f we could give you

not, tdesn ?

¢ T'rue, wife, acd not gredge it either, farmer
Lacaze said ; but lockiny st Alice, in 2 hesitat-
ing manoer he added, ° I am not sure, howerver,
that our sort ol bappmess would exacliy suit
Mademoselle.?

Rose and Alice both Jooked at Henri; the
formec with a puzzled expressian of countenance ;
the latter in a way that made Gim feel e had
guessed rightly.  Nojy it was so earthly joy, how-
ever pure, that could fill the void of her deep
heart.

V Dear Rose,” she said, ¢ T hare come here o
purpuse to see you, 1o wilness your happiness,
o make acquuintance with this hittle child, and
to....bid you furewell.?

A cloud obscured at once Llose’s joyous face,
¢ Why, why farewell 7" she said. ¢ Where are
you guing, my sweet angel 7’

Ste tursed twards her husband, as if asking
him to explum Alice™ meaning. ‘T have been
1o Betharam,” the latter said, ' to return thanles
for God’s ercies to us all swce the day we
three knelt there together at the foot of the
cross. The crawning merey of iy hife has been
the call to a rebgious hfe, ...’

I thought so,” said Hewi.

¢ You are going te be a nuu, Rose ejaculated.

¢ A Suster of Charity,” Alice answered.

¢ Al you were always fond of the poor, and
the sick aond livtle children. It came as natural
to you as to ine to love anmals.”

Alice smtled, and Henri said, ¢ Well, Al-
mghty God has rade angels and women ; but [
have a sort of notwan that He somelimes throws
the two tnto one.’ '

This made both Rose and Alice laugh, and
they did not speak much more of tie future that
day. DBat Bose showed Alice her pretty bome,

shades of evening gather atound him, as the
ngoes. down -, bebind . the_ bills, and:the moon,
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tenderness, she  murmured’ these parting words,

ume.  Tle day is bright and-bot 5 a transparent

her gardes full of bees and ﬁ-)x\'exjs, and her

Apnd now a woman in deep mourning appears !

half our happriess—a large half too—would we |

child’s cralle and ber bome-zpun linen, and told
her Henri was the best of husbands.  Aud Alice
made her several presents, and said a few words
of affectionate advice which the farmer's wife
pever forgot ; and then there was a parting, and
the links were broken between DMdlle. de Mor-
laix and the world.
A few months elapsed, and then in the che-
pel of the Rue de Bac, at Paris, Alice was en-
rolled m the army of devoted comhatants, now
sixteen thousand strang, which, since the days of
St. Vinceat of Paul, bas fougit the zood fight in
every part of the world, which minssters. to suf~
ferers m every climate and every nation, and
sends forth its detachments at 2 moment’s nolice
wherever war, disease, or poverty calls them to
the bedside of the dying soldier, to the wards of
the fever hospital, to the bunsts of misery or the
abodes of despair; whose raoks are daily thin-
ned by hardships and pestilence, and recruited
evely Jand and every cluss of society; which
commands love and revereace wherever its le-
gions go forth m the name of God and St. Vip~
cent, to conquer the world by loving deeds acd
herotc actions, by their hives, and by their deatbs.

Tt Sister Genevieve, as Mudlle. de Morlaix
was now called, possessed a peculiar gift for con-
soling those suflering under bereavement, if she
knew how to encourage those who had suffered
from blighted human hopes, and by a few unpre-
teading words how to witiate them wto the joy
reserved for all who, having been mourners once
| have found the only lasting happiness which can
exist on earth, it was doubtless that pecuhar
trials had made her acquamted with griel, and
given ber a more than common sympalhy with
sorraws of a simlar kind. She knew how Lo
bind up the wounds of the heart with as skilful a
tenderness as her sisters daily evince 10 the am-
bulence or the hospital ; and many a one whom
she visited 1o her daily rounds of mercy thought,
like Henri Liacaze,. thay it was dilficult to say
whether Sister Gepevieve was most like a wo-
iran or an angel.

THE EXND.

BANQUET TO THE HON. CHARLE3 GAVAN
DUFFY, MONAGHAN,

(From the Ulster Observer.)

Oa Wedpesday evening last a banquet was
given to the Hoa. Charles Gavan Dully, in the
Westenra Arms Hotel, Maonaghan, by the Lorg
Bishop ol the diocese, the Right Rev, Dr. Do~
nelly, a large number of 1he clergy, and of ins
old associates and weli-wishers, T'he room in
| which the dinner was served was neatly decorat-
ied with evergreens; and the fine band of Mr.
i Dornan, Belfast, was engaged to enliven the
proceedings by the playing of instrumental music.
‘The gaiety and harinony which pervaded the en-
lire company were most agreeable to behold,—
Mr. Dufly on arriviog in Monaghan was met by
a crowd of priests, and of the town and coustry
people.  When he alighted from the ratway
carriage he was most warmly greeted by the as-
sembled priests, aud conducted by them o the
residence of his Lordship, the Right Rev. Dr.
Douuelly.

In the dining ball, at the appoiated hour, we
found a very [large assernblage of the respected
cleray and laity of the North. J. C. M¢Phillips,
Esq., E. Donnelly, Esq., Surgeon Rush, ana
| James Kelly, Esq., acted as stewards,

Before dinner was partaken of, the Lord
| Bishop said grace, and after the cloth was re-
I moved, the Chair was taken by Peter McPhil-
hps, E:q., merchant, Mosaghan, Rev.T. B.
M:Elroy, Adm., Monaghan, occupied the vice-
charr.

Tue Chairman proposed the ficst toast, ¢ The
i health of the Queen and the Royal Family,” and,

m doing so, claimed the inddlgence of the com-
pany [or his inability to perform the task in the
{ mauner he would wish. The toast was duly
| honored, all preseat standing, and the band play-
ing, ¢ God Save the Queen.

"The chairman next gave ¢ The Hierarchy of
Ireland ;* coupling with it the name of he Right
Rev. Dr. Donacelly [loud cheers. |

Song—¢I saw from the beacu,’ by the Rev.
Father M'Cullough. ‘

His Lordship, the Rizht Rev. Dr. Doanelly,
on rising lo respond was received with loud
cheering, he said — Mr. Chairman,. and gentie-
men, 1 thank you tost heartly for the distin-
guished complimeat you have paid the bierarchy
and clergy of Irefand, That attachmeat 15 of
old date, and I think the clergy have always.
merited it (cheers). I h:pe they shall never for-
fest it (foud cheers), The lovée'of the Cathohie
people of Ireland for their clérgy has been their
bighest howor and pride, aud their consolation
n \he darkest yea:s of their history (ipplause.)
That union seems the main basis on which must
rest any effort (o be used towards the political
amelioration of this. country “(cheers). Some
may think of other agencies, but T fear the
agency that is not. founded on this atlachment
will be only an agency towards rum and destriic-
tion (applause) ", I do not appear here so mach




