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posing, his address affable, and his voice mild and 
agreeable. He was attired in plain black, and 
seemed to be unassuming and even retiring, al­
though his appearance in reality was full of dig­
nity.

Ihe moment this priest entered the room a sort 
of stifled cry escaped the lips of Pierre Chambel; 
and he pre ipi ately left the apartment by a side 

door communi ration with the passage For some 
minutes hi- absence was not perceived, the en: 
France of the Abbe Fortin and the ceremonies of 
introduction having naturally attracted attention. 
But after a short interval Madame de Morency 
looked around in vain for her handsome com 
panion, and Laura’s eyes equally fruitlessly sought 
her husband amidst the gay throng.

W here is II. Chambel ? asked Madame de Mo- 
rency.

I am at a loss to conceive, replied Laura, feel- 
ing alarmed.

Half an hour passed away, and still he did not 
return. Madame Chambel hastened home to as- 
certain if he was unwell, and had been compelled 
to leave the party abruptly."

She found Chambel in his study—pale, haggard 
and terrified. He was 1acing the room with rapid 
steps in an agitated manner—as if he were labor- 
ing under violent emotions.

Pierre, whit in the name of heaven is the mat-

his wife, as it is possible I may not return till a black mask ;and had it not been for the cour- 
late hour. age of the postillion, at whom the desperade

You are going to the office of the journal ? re- vainly discharged a pistol---  
marked his wife, interrogatively. At that moment the door opened, and M.

Yes, certainly, replied Pierre. You need not de Morency exclaimed. Here comes M. Fortin 
therefore, alarm yoursell, lie added, with a smile, to tell his own tale ; so that M. Chambel may 
And having embraced his wife affectionately, lie our jonirtal.c a 

hurried froin the door. | The Abbe Fortin started when De beheld
But before he lest the house, he proceeded to Chambel; and the young man tittered an 

his study, and secreted a 1 ir of pistols and a dag- ejaculation of horror as his eyes fell on the 
get about his person. countenance of the Jesuit.

About an hour after his departure, a letter ad- Miscreant ! cried the Abbe Fortin, rushing 
dressed to him,and marked 'Private' in the corner, forward and seizing Chambel by the collar! 
was left at the house. The hand was near, but Justice will at length have its due. 
somewhat formal, as if it were that of a woman! What do you mean? exclaimed the Abbe 
endeavoring to imitate the writing of a man. 1 Norton i this gentleman is one of the editors : 
Laura hesitated for one moment whether she of my journal. . . , .. 

Aloull open it —there was a suspicion in her id Durantlal, exclained the Aube Iartin. Cal 
which required elucidation; but she triumphed the gendarmes., 
over the desire to violate her husband's corres- Mercy, mercy ! ejaculated Chambel; do 
pondence, ; and accordingly despatched the letter: — 4 
to the office of the Abbe Norton's journal.

In half an hour the servant came back, and re- 
turned the letter to Madame Chambel, saying, M. 
Chambel has not been at the office this evening, 
neither is he expected there.

The domestic withdrew ; and Laura, throwing 
herselt back in the chair, burst into a flood of tears, 
exclaiming, 'He is deceiving me ! he loves me no

Tortryg.
HEAVIER THE CROSS.

Heavier the cross, the nearer heaven ;

No cross without, no God within.
Death, judgment, from the heart are driven 

Amid the world's false glare and din.
O happy he with all his loss, 
Whoth God-hath set beneath the cross.

Heavier the cross, the better Christian ;
This is the touchstone God applies.

Hlow many a garden would be wasting. 
Unwet by showers from weeping eyes 

The gold by fire is purified:.- 
The Christian is by trouble tried.

Îleavier the cross, the stronger faith.
The loaded palm strikes deeper root.

The vine-juice sweetly issneth
When men have pressed the clustered fruit; 

And courage grows where dangers come. 
Like pearls beneath the salt sea foam.

Heavier the cross, the heartier prayer ;
The bruised lierbs most fragrant are.

If sky and wind were always fair.
The sailor would not watch the star ;

And David's I'salms had ne'er been sting 
If grief his heart had never wrung.

Heavier the cross, the more aspiring ;
From vales we climb to mountain crest;

The pilgrim of the desert tiring. 
Longs for the Canaan of his rest.

The dove has here no rest in sight.
And to the ark she wings her flight.

Heavier the cross, the easier dying. 
Death is a friendlier face to see ;

To life's decay one bids defying.
From life's distress one then is free. 

The cross sublimely lifts our faith 
To him who triumphed over death

Thou Crucified ! the cross I carry. 
The longer, may it dearer be ;

And lest I faint while here I tarry.
Implant thou such a heart in me; - 

That faith, hope,love, may flourish there ; 
Till for the cross my crown I wear.

Enteresting Cale,
THE ASSASSIN.

A Tale in Five Chapters.

Madame de Morency. Then turning to he 
Abbe Norton, she said in a hoarse and hol 
tone, He whom we have known as Pi 
Chambel is our son —our child—the, frui of 
our love in my early youth! Heaven he 
mercy upon me !

Our son ! What mean you, wretched v 
man cried the Abbe.. Was the story tl 
you told me of his death, ere I left the art I 

and entered the church --------
That story was false, I entrusted the inno 

& - nt little be ing to those peasants, and pron 
ised to provide for its maintenance. But 1 
left the neighborhood with my family, as 3 
well know, and------

My husband your son, cried Laura. (|, 
madam, now all earthly influence must be 41,30 
to save him! Tell me, madam—tell me 
you will do all you can to save your son?

I will, I will Laura, said Madame de M. 
rency, [sobbing violently ; then, turning 
wards the Abbe Norton, she said, You pose

(
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ce in our peesoqutou weeetecs:

RACINE, Ele.,

"Having experienced the 
om the use of Dr. Wiste?'e 
I am induced to express the 
lave in Jie efficacy. For nee y afflicted with a severe a

not ruin the—do not expose me—do not hand the power to save bim: the Archbishop of Pa 
me over to the executioner ! Pity for my poor ris is your pairon—you have only to ask 
wife, if not for me ! | he will accede. Ilis influence with the C

Pity, vile wretch ! said the ecclesiastic ; can secure the royal mercy. Go—lose no
had you any pity for Jacques Dirattal ?

And the Abbe rang the bell violently.—
moment !

Yes, cried the Abbe, I will save my son
And the priest rushed from the room it 

state of mind more readily imagined than 0 
scribed.

The summons was immediately answered by a 
domestic '

Procure the attendance of a guard to arrest 
a murderer, said the Abbe Fortin, while the 
Abbe Norton and M de Morency exchanged 
looks of the deepest horror and dismay.

The command was obeyed ; and in a few 
minutes Pierre Chambel was in the custody 
of the officers. X

CHAPTER v.

TIE CATASTROPHE.
Six weeks after the events which are de 

tailed in the preceding chapter, the following 
scene took place at the residence of the Chain 
Dels :

Laura was lying upon her deathbed ; and 
by the side of that couch sat the Abbe Nor 
ton and Madame de Morency.

My dear madame, said the Abbe, console 
yourself M Fortin is exercising all Lis in- 
fluence—and it is great—to obtain a commu- 
tation of the fearful sentence ; but I dare not 
tell you to Lope. The deed for which M. 
Chambel is cor d mn-d—coupled with the 
murderous : track upon the Abbe —that attack 
was so singularly proved to have been com- 
mi.t d by your unhappy hu-band ------

Alas ! I know that there is no hope, mur 
mured Laura faintly. Bu: let me exert my- 
self to speak the few words which I desire

Pierre Chamber’s life was saved, but up 
condition that he should remain for a period 
of ten years in a gloomy prison.

On the same day that this commutation 
his original sentence was made known to the 
heart broken wise, the hand of death close 
her eyes forever. But the died with a smi 
upon her lips; for she reflected that the un 
happy young man had now ample time for re 
pentar C; and that in another clime, at the 
expiration of his term of imprisonment, he 
might yet atone for the errors and crimes of 
his earlier days.

This hope has been fulfilled; but it was on- 
ly when Madame de Morency was upon her 
death bed seven years ago, that Pierre Cham- 
lel-became acquaintedwith the names of the 
authors of his being.

ter ? demanded Iris wife, hastening towards him, longer! 
Nothing—noling—a sudden indisposition—it

is nearly over. - CHAPTER IV.
THE RECOGNITION.

It was not until six o'clock in the morning that
Illness does not proluce such effects as this. 

You are alarmed—you are shocked ! Tell me 
what has happene 1 ! Pierre Chambel returned home. was then

Nothing, I repeat—nothing, answered Chambel, ghastly pale, disordered in attire, and bewildered, 
endeavoring by a dsperite furt to recover an Elis wife had been sitting up for him. She was 
air of composure. alarmed at his appearance ; but he consoled her.

The wife was comporte a to be satisfied with this or endeavored to do 80, by a variety of Frivolous 
reply ; but she could not avoid entertaining a excures.
suspicion that her husband had concealed from her And you have been at the off e of the journal? 
the true cause of his emotions - for he had appear- said Laura, surveying him attentively
ed to be suffering rather from mental than phys - Certainly ! Where else could I have been? 
eal anguish. 1 And yet when I forwarded this letter to you

On the following morning Chambal proceeded last evening, the servant returned with the info - 

to the office of the journal with which he now &n mation that you had not bect to the office, neither 
nected. The Abbe Norton was already there. | were you expected-

You disappeared most strangely last night, M I Alla letter I said Chambel, without noticing 
(hambel, said the Abbe, with a smile, ° |the other portion of his wile's observations ; and, 

A sud Jen in disposition — an mente pain _ | taking the document in his hands, he tore it open 
And Madame de Morency appeared particular- and read it hastily. Oh, it is nothing ; merely an 

ly touched at your departure, added the Abbe, invitation to dinner rom a frient, he exclaim-d, 
without raising his eyes to the young man ; then, crushing it in his hand an I throwing it in the fie 
alter a moment, he observed. Had you reminer. Then, being anxious to avoid any further ex- 
you would have enjoyed the conversation of a planation w th or questions from his wife, he hur- 

rid from the room. The mom nt the door closed 
behind him, Laura rushed to the grate, and de v 
tie only half-consume d but still burning letter from 
the fire' The bottom portion of the written page 
was still left entire. Laura cast her eyes upon it, 
and read the following words : -
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A young lady said to her beau, after fifteer 
years' courtship:

"Charles, I aim going out of town to mor 
row."
X "Where ?

• I don't know."
"When are you cming back ?"
"I am going to look for something which 

you have not, never had, and yet can give no. 
without loss to yourself.'

"Your are welcome to it, I am sure. But. 
what is it ?'

"A husband.”
"Why, you might have had that fifteen years 

ago, if you had only said the word ; but I 
was afraid to ask you the question.”

you. Madame de Morency to hear— and to 
hear which I requested you this morning to 
come Lisher

very intelligent man — the Abbe Fortin. 
Ah, the Abba Fortin ! said Chambel.
Yes ; do you know him ? Shall 1 retire ? demanded the Abbe Nor 

ton.
No, sir, exclaimed Laura; you are a friend 

of Madame de Morency and her husband, and 
it will be as we II for you to hear what I have 
now to say. Madame, she continued, turning 
towards the lady who sat by her bedsdr, you 
love my husband ! Nay, deny it not, I have 
positive proof that you, the woman of mature

[CONCLUDED.]

CHAPTER III.
Perhaps, said Madame de Morency, with a home this evening.

charming grace, MI. Chambel would wrefer to meèt | Alb, indeed, sait Chambel. I suppose he travels 
by the diligence ?

No, not at all Does he reside in the city.
He resides in the country ; and he returns

• * * and if my proud hope has not deceiv- 
ed me—if your looks and mute signs of months 
past, an I your words of to-night, hive not mislead 
me— ch ! then I shall be happy in your love; and 

bursting out into a hearty laugh. No; since you the world will contain 10 being more truly joyous 
Be; if M Chambel would do us the honor to favors are so curious to ascertain that point, I can in- I than 
us with his company, he can meet M Norton as form you that the Abbe Fortin will travel by post 
it were accimentally. — that he will leave Paris at eight this evening.

And the honor will be the greater, added M. 

de Morency, if M. Chambel will undertake to 
bring Madame Chambel with him.

Pierre was radiant with joy as he accepted these 
invitations ; and he returned home in a humour 
which, by the frankness of its delight, reassured 
L a u r a .

That evening, the families of Chambel and Mo- 
rency became acquainted with each other.- 
Laura and Madame Morency soon grew intimate ; 
and Pierre was presented to M. Norton. These 
two gentlemen conversed together for a consider- 
able time ; and at the end of their discourse, the 
Abbe said. Then I-may understand, M. Chambel, 
that you accept my proposal, and will become the 
editor of the literary department of my journal, 
with a salary of ten thousand francs a year.

The young poet assented; and thus the objects 
of the Abbe Norton were accomplished.

The two-drawing-rooms on the first floor opened 
into each other by means of large folded doors, 
which were thrown back on this occasion. Pierre

the Abbe at our house, than to call upon him in a 
foormal manner. We shall have a few friends

A Country Girl once went to the city to pay 
a visit to one of her old and best friend 
This friend was married to a rich city mer- 
chant, and was a leader of fashion. In city 
etiquette, of course, the visitor was verdant, 
and made numerous mistakes. Her friend 
wished to initiate her fully into the "myses 

sries," and as they were going to a large ball, 
gave her the following instructions—viz. : Eat 
only one small cake and one saucer of ice 
cream, and when your attendant presses you 
to take more, answer that you have masticated 
a sufficiency, and more would be a superflui- 
ty." Things went on smoothly until her at 
tendant asked her to partake of more refresh-

What a strange question ! exclaimed the Abbe,
this evening, and amongst them will be the Ab-

age, dared address a confession of tenderness 
to my husband, a young man whose passions 
unfortunately have not been curbed by the ex- 
perience of years.

Your ever sincere and devoted 
EMILIE DE MORENCY.'

Emilie do M rency I rjaculated Laura, 
consigning the remainder of the letter to the 
flames in a paroxy-m of rage ; oh, now all 
my worst fears are confirmed ; my husband 
no longer loves me—he loves another !- and 
the unhappy lady covered her face with her 
hands, while her tears and sobs gave evidence 
of the powerful emotions that filled her breast.

Meantime Pierre Chambel had retired to 
his couch; and though his mind was also a

and that he proceeds by the Faubourg Montmar- 
tre towards St. Dennis.

Chambel made no reply, but seated himself at 
the table and turned over a file of papers.

For a few moments the Abbe Norton regarded 
him in silence ; then, with a smile, be said. Real- 
13, M. Chambel, one would think from your man- 
ner that you had lost your heart last evening, and 
that your thoughts were playing the unfaithful to-

Ah I exclaimed the lady, take care of whirt 
you say ! Why assail my character at a mo 
ment when-------

W hen I am to appear before my Judge !__ 
added Laura, solemnly ; and there fore is my 
assertion more worthy of belie f. Yes madame.S SALVE read a portion of your letter —of that letter
which you addressed to the unfortuate young 
min who owed so deep a debt of gratitude, if 
rot of love, to me! You should know that I 
sacrificed everything, for that young man, and 
that my affection for him led to the fatal crime 
for u hi ITN- is about to suffer ! He was ob-

mentis, when, to the horror of her friend and 
the amusement of the company, she answered 
in a loud voice : "I have evaporated insuf- 
ficiently ; any more would go flippity-floppity.”

prey to the most painful reflections, he sanki-t- cures
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wards Madame Chambel. But enougly of pleasan-: 
try—there are these books to review ; you can let 
me have the articles this evening.I 

Chambel rose, received his books, and took his 
departure.

into slumber through sheer exhaustion.
Two hours passed away, and at the € xpira- 

tion of that time, a messenger arrived from the 
Abbe Norton, requesting that M. Champel 
would immediately repair to the office of the 
journal.

"Women," says Charlotte Bronte, “are sup- 
posed to be very calm, generally, but they feel 
as men feel ; they need exercise for the facul- 
ties, and a fiel for their efforts, as much as 
their brothers do, and it is narrow-minded in 
their more privileged fellow-creatures to say 
that they ought to confine themselves to mak- 
ing puddings and knitting stocks, to playing 
on the piano and embroidering bags.

cure—and I raised him up ; be was poor, 
and I made him comparatively wealthy; he 
had talent, and I encouraged bim to cultivate ti

Ah, Madame de Morency—Madame de Mo- 
rency, said the Abbe Norton aloud, as soon as he 
was alone, how many more vict ms will you add 
to the list of those who have already been drag- 
ged in triumph after your chariot?

Meantime Chambel proceeded homewards ; and 
|on his arrival at his own abole he hastened to his 
Istudy. There he sat down to write the reviews 
required ; but to judge of the difficulty which he 
experienced in composing them, and even 'in set- 
thing his mind to the subject, it was to be presumed 
that deep emotions agitated him within.

The evening came ; Chambel despatched his 
manuscripts to the office of the journal, and then 
sat down to dinner with his wife. He endeavored 
to appear more gay and in better spirits than uF- 
ual ; but the keen eye of woman penetrated thro' 
his flimsy disguise, assumed to conceal a settled 
state of mind. She did not, however, appear to 
suspect him ; but endeavoured to sustain the gay 
tone which he had given to the conversation, to 
the utmost of her power.

At seven o’clock Chambel rose from the table, 
and observed that he was obliged to go out for a 
few hours upon business connected with the jour- 
hal. 9

You need not sit up for me, Laura, he said to

Laura hastened, to her husband's room, and 
was hesitating whether she should awake him, 
when he started up from his sleep uttering an 
ejaculation of horror.

Heaven- Pierre, exclaimed Laura ; what 
means this mental agony? I know—I feel 
convinced that you are laboring under some 
misfortune which you conceal from me?

No, dearest, he said, assuming a sudden air 
of composure ; it was a dream a fearful dream, 
nothing more.

God grant that it may be so ! said Laura ; 
and she then delivered the Abbe Norton's 
message.

Chambel hastily dressed himself and ro-” 
paired to the office, where he found the Abbe 
and M. de Morency.

My dear -ir, said M Norton, we have sent 
for you on a most important matter. The 
truth is that the Abbe Fortin, whom you saw 
the night before last, is one of the staunchest 
members of the Sociity of Jesus—that society 
whose interest we have the honor to support 
by means of our journal. The consequence is 
that the Abbe has many enemies ; and we 
have every reason to believe that those one-

it I lie had no I lace, no rank, no name in 
society, Until I gave him all ! An orphan— 
or at least a foundling, whom poor peasants 
raised in charity—he owed everything to me! 
Ah ! madame, it was cutting to my soul to see 
him inveigled into your meshes ! You weep, 
madame, but, you would appreciate all my 
feelings had you seen that young man as I 
first saw him in an ob-cure state—dwelling 
in a miserable hut on Vans-la-pavee Com- 
mon ------

Vans la pavee Common ! ejaculated Mad- 
ame de Morency, with horror depicted on her 
countenance.

Vans la pavee Common ! proceeded Laura, 
surprised at this interruption ; and that but 
was the residence of him who is now my hus- 
band I

And the names of these peasants who br t 
him up? Cried Madame de Morency with 
singular wildness-of manner,—speak !

Lemoine ! answered Laura.

1
AN ANCIENT CEMETERY.—In the village 

of Idalion, in Cyprus, the cemetery of a former 
town has been discovered. Some excavations 
have brought to light several tombs in perfect 
preservation, from which have been taken a° 
a large quantity of precious stones, jewels, 
coins and vessels of gold and silver.

Em loyment so certainly produces cheer- 
ulness," says Bishop Itall, 'that I have known 
a man come home in high spirits from a fune- 
ral, because lie had the management of it.”

A Western mother is said to have thus ma- 
ternally addressed her eldest jewel : "My 
daughter, you are now fifteen years of agr, 
engaged to be married, and without a freckle 
on your face. I Maye done my duty."

An old bachelor's idea—When taken to be 
well shaken—the baby.

was sitting in the back room, talking to Madame 
Morency ; Laura was in another part of the same 
room, conversing with some ladies. The remain- 
der of the guests were also dispersed in groups 
about the two rooms. Suddenly a servant entered 
the front drawing-room and announced the Abbe 
Fortin,

• J

M. Norton hastily approached Madame de Mo-
1rency, and said, The Abbe Fortin is just come up 

from the country, and had occasion to call upon 
me on particular business ; I took the liberty of 
inviting him hither this evening.

The friends of M. Norton are also our friends, 
said Madame de Morency ; and the Abbe hasten- 
ed to receive M. Fortin, who now, entered the 

room.
The Abbe Fortin was a venerable man, of ad- 

vanced age, and with a benign though firm ex- 
pression of countenance. Ilis demeanor was im

And the Christian name of your husband?
Oh! we disguised our real names when 

we came to live in Paris, said Laura My 
huband was known in his childhood as Au-

INGE HOTEL,
: STREET, 
ephen, Nz 
+ NEDA Pro victor * mies are not inactive. In a word, the Abbe 

was attacked in his carriage, on the northern 
rond, last night, by eu individual wearings a1 Merciful heavens, it is

guste. . What Columbus did—A notion crossed him," 
same I cried and crossed an occau.
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