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THE TIARP.

who would be sure- to provide handsomely for
their dear friends, the aristocrats. I had heard
my master speak of joining the emigration, and
said to myself, that there would be no hardship
in his being carriéd there by force where he had
wished himself to go.  Still [ could not resolve
to betray him, but drank again and again, and
talked boastfully af knowledge T could but
would not give. They beset me sercly, and
began to threathen also. They displared the
proclamation, aud described all I shounld gain
information to the committer.
They called me a cowardly slave, a miserable
hireling, who dared not stand up for the people
or denounce its enemies ; and when on the one
hand I saw imprisoment, and death perhaps,
staring me in the face, and on the other riches
and grandeur offering themselves to my. gmfp,
the evil spieit got possession of me, and in an
ill-fated honr I spoke the:words that sealed
the doom of my waster and of his family, 1
cannot dwell on the subsequent details; T can-
not speak of the agonics I endured. I saw
them hurried into the town, I saw their pale
faces; my master's gray head bowed in anguish
on his breast. I saw her, that gentle saint,
whom from my earliest childhood I' had revered,
hooted at and jeered by the mob, and her young
daughters weeping by her side.  The little Loy
too, rougher arms than mine were carrying him
row, and when he raw me standing amidst the
crovd (for aatrange fascination made me follow
them on their way to -the prison), he
called to Jacquesto come and take him. '"Tis
strange that a man lives through such a
moment. I need net tell you the rest. They
murdered them all—all but the boy Him they
" kept in prison a long while, and then sent him
away, Tknow not where, for T left my native
place soon after my old master's execution,
and became a wanderer on the face of the umth
a very Cain, with the stamp of rcprobntlon on
my Hrow.
ftAs mlght have been expected, T never
reaped any worIdI) a(lvmnlave from my crime,
The man who had lured me toicwot possession
of the count’s estates. I know not in whose
hands they bave remained.  Now can you won-
der thatI have never ventured since to put my
footintoa church ; tlmt 1 have lived an excom-
municated outcast' nd that I dic as 1 have
lived ?”
A fearful groan bursb from the breast of the
unhay )py man, n.nd turnmg ]lls hv e m‘qy f‘fr‘u.)

by giving

# The cross I Jacques exclaimed,  “ Shesent
She never knew that 1 had bhe-
trayed them.  She was grateful to me for
hn.ving‘{:u'oru(l their eseape. O, my Gad, it
has often seemed like an instrument of {orture,
thig cross, which she begged the jailer's wife
to give me, and with it her dying thanks and
hv.r\_\\c.'sing.—L(mk,100\{ ' he eried, as We con-
vulsively grasped the little cnameled  eross,
 there are her initals, 13 M.; and there,” he
continued with a stil]l more despairing accent,
and lifting up at the same time -the curtain
trom the wall near his bedside,—¢ there is her
[cture. I kknew where it was hanging in the
summer-house of the chateau, and one night I
stole it andcarried it away withme. ButTean-’
not Tiear to look at it, nor to part with it, and
‘\IC you

me this cross,

so I hung that curtain before it.
poing away, Monsicur FAbbe 2

"The pricsf]md gazed o moment at the cross
and then at the picture.  Jle had retired to the
opposite side of the room, and knelt down in
silence.  There he remained for a few minntes
with his face buried in his hanas, while Jacques
watched him with a secret uncasiness. At last
he rose from his knees ; his face was as pale as
dulth, but perfectly C'\lm Returning to ﬂlL
bcdsxde of his penitent, he spoke to him: with”
great mildness, but at the same time with an
irresistible energy of voice and manner.

# Jacques,” he said, “there is no sin which
the Precious Blood cannot wash away. It is
never too Inte to repent ; and if you repent, as
Lknow you do, | canabsolve you from this and
all yourother sins, [ charge you in the name
of the Lord Jesns Christ your God and mine,
instantly to make your confession, and to seek
that pardon shich 1 am authorized to bring
you/ ‘

There was somct}nnz in the pricest’s mmmt.r
which awed-and subdued the hitherto intract-
able sinner.. He m«.el\IV compllul with the
injunction, nn(l in a voice broken by sobs, he
made a general confession : and when he had
acensed himself of )mi‘ing, Judas-like, hetrayed
his master, for the first time his tears flowed
freely. "The Abbe———addressed to him a ‘
few touching words of exhortation, moved him
to a yet deeper and more tcndcr contrition;
and then, as he saw there was no time to lose,
he gave Inm absolution, The hlcsbcd words
were pronoun(,ed the d_ynw man forgiven;
dnd in l]mt narroy chamber angels rejoiced,
Peace stole ovu
.mr(luu.d by despair,

* gaid the Abbg——"pou
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