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CHAPTER IV.—ALUNG THE ROAD.

“lnstead of funeral tar he
1 hie sun above vur wmb
Keeps watuh sn changeless raduance ;
Here 1030 and violet Dlowm,
With vine and olive mingled,
Shall twine 3 mourning wieath
U, levely graveyard that might make
The Liviog covet death ™
- Tusan dvm, TheLand o1 the Dead.”

Nothing could be more delightlul than the season 1
which Nannt and Sandro made therr journey to Barletta, ,
It was for the most pait a pedestnian tour—not that public
conveyances both of railway and diligence weie lacking, nor
were the traveliers quite unabie to pay for them: but both
were strong, and expected to enjoy the tnp made in thewr
own fashion. Sandro secretly anticipated adventures, and
Nanm had & reason of hus own fur prefernng to walk south-
ward over bili and valley, stupping 1o converse with way-
farers such as himsell, and at night entenng the country tn
or the lonely cabin, The spning comes in Italy with face
more beautstul than beauty, and prodigal with flowers; the
giass, which has been fresh all winter, takes a rcher tiot;
the olive assumes a Lughter green und:r ats silver gray;
the well-trimmed vines swell with purple buds ; white and
purple anemones, golden crocus, gay cinqueforl, blue violets
and celandine, and tosy cranesbil! weave & nich embiodery
over every sod; each distance melis 1010 amethyst, while
neater space lies flocded with molten gold,

One while our travellers walked by the shote of that great
sea around which listory has repeated tself, until the very
zefizin of its waters seem to cume 1o us (** The thing that
hath been is the thiog that shall be ) as they lap ta low
music at the feet; again they clambered the hills where figs
and vines and olives yielded to chestnut, and these to pine.
They passed through the doleful, blasted Maremma, whose
fatal malatia now slept, to 1se 10 mists of death undera
summer’s sun.  Nanni aad Sandio, leoking at the Medi-
tertanean, had se memories of andient fables, no dicams of
Trojaa fleets, no thought of the ships of Carthage, ror
of the Roman galleys; so when they passed thrungh the
Maremma they had no musings of days when this unhappy
spot bloomed like,Gud's vwn gatden; of mystenious races
who here reared mighty cities, whih have left vut coumbling
walls to mock research, or low fuandauuns of palaces which,
like their mastets, have died out of the memory of a
world.  Sacdru’s heart, buy-iihe, was filed with vague
dreams of the future ; Nanu posiuered that sleep like death
into which his countnmen had been pamalyzed by the
poison of the giant Supernstiiun, he lovked up 0 the
cloudless skies aad longed to behuld, as the scer, that
mighty angel flying between eaith and heaven, beanng the

evetlasting Gospe! —an ogen Bille. 1lle thought of the

dead ind\f‘f:tencc of most of his naion, inaccessible to any |}
consideration but of /ire, o1 the stingyling visions ol a hatf- '

understood Jreadoms.  The vuice came to tum, * Can these
bospes live®”  His sou! igjlied, “ O Loid, Thou hnowest !

Thus pondered Nanni, travelling through the Maremma
in 1860. The wotld hasiens its wurk i these days; Nanm
was to live to sce the dry bor.es come together, and fle:h
and sinews laid vpon them, and a divine breath blowing
from the four quarters of heaven, and the lung prostrate,
scatlered and destroyed sons of Jtaly standing up, an ex-
ceediog great army. If Nanoi could have forseen this
whea he trod, staff in hand and wallet oo back, thiough the
damp Maremma, his siep wonld have grown hghier than
Sandro’s; had he seen what was 1o befall himselt belore
that day his heart would have died.

It is thus God lcads his people, by a way which they
know not, to {ulil his will. Naani, and many snother
bumble pufil of the Vaudnis, had, half uncunsciously, 2
mission to italy —f rerunners of the evangel of Lhbeny—not
less busy and sincere than Gavazz, and Ganbaldi, and
Cavour ia theizr lofticr sphere.

Nanoi and Sandro sat often Ly the wayside to sest, and
had,alse, cach dayan b e for thews nwunade meal. Thesein-
tervals Nanni devoted to fo'filliayy hus promuse to Jzcopo about
dmyiaving the education of his son.  The Gospel of Luke, a
ncwspapes, and 2 small slate were Nanm's instiruments.
He tutored bis nephew carcfully in reading, dniling him
well even on the advert’sement culumns.  On 1he siate he
speedily reduced that *“chick-n tra-k ** whercof Ser. Jacopo
complzined, to a lepable signat. ¢, wherein Sandro greaily
gloned.  “ihen Jid Nanmi alsu cacrcise his pupii un maxing
oat a bill. What innumerable paus of shippers at five ar
a pair, shoes at twelve fire, bouts at tweniy-hse Zire, 12 piog,
footing, heeling, and solcing, at varivus prices, did Nanm
diciate, making goodly bills, wbil, Sandio mast set down,
compute the toral, and write, “ Recaured payment,” etc.;
and then were the changes rung un boois and shoes, &re,
cerlesimi, slippers, and coblling, in 2 manner to make glad
the heart of Ser. Jacopo. Bul Nanni had decper lessons
than these, He poured into his young comsade’s eaz Rible
histosy like 2 pleasant tale. The aposties, and prophets,
and holy families, which Sandro had known as pictores 1n
church, became 1o him elder brethien, entamples to the
flock, sons of God without robuke, followers of that Chnist
of whom Naoni had Jeained as a present Saviour.

The name Vaudois had been prudently avoided like a con-
tagion, by Ser. Jacopo ; but Sandro wes less cautions ; whea
it occarred 10 his mind be spoke freely .

*“I am glad, uncle, that yoz are not a Vaudois. Vaudoss,
the maestro told me, deny the Virgin and the Apostles, and
reject the Losd Jesus, and devour young children.”

** It ig quite idle for 2 boy of your age to believe that any
Itz¥ians devour young children,” s2id Nanni, * Did your
maestro never ell you of the cardinal wistue of charity 2

“Charity ! Well, perhaps he did ; but he did nnt know
one-half so nice things as you do about the Holy Family
and Ser. Jesus.”

[Here Sandro discerns Fetween the Jesus of the Gosyel
and the Hamédino of the Holy Family, as presented by his
Church.]

*1{ the macstro taught you, as he should, of charity, he
would have t+ ;.- that you should not condemn unheard,
that we should know of & wan's faith from his own mouth
before we eall him either a cannibal or an infidel.  Delay
your judgment on the Vaudois until you know about them.

The Gospel of Luke was not opened for Sandro’s benefit
only. Often did the boy, as he was pranciog along the road,
now scaling a wall, now climbing a ltee, now delaying to
lic on a preen bank, see his uncle in deep converse with
some way farer, and’mark how he frequenly relerred to his
linle be ok, or stood on the toad reading whole chapters.

Frequently at those wayside shiines—ever erected to the
Firgin 1n Ttaly—did Nacni pause when he saw some devo.
tee at prayers, and when the form was concluded, a few
kindly words would draw from the talkative Lalians the
thought of the heart, and Nauni would baung spme balm for
their griefs, some encouragement for their distiess, they
knew not how.

In the evenings at their lodging places Nanni was scon
the centre of a group of travellers or villagers gathered abuut
the tire. e did not scem to put bimsel! forward, Lut some.
how questions were addresced to him, and his answers cn-
Iisted attentivn. Besides, Nanni had been in scencs of
interest.  * You saw our volunteers march out to help the
Piedmontese 2 ** You were in the Piazza Sta, Croce when
the Duke's tzoops fired on unarmed citizene?" ¢t Cas.

tto ! you were in Firenze when the Grand Duke found,
r:n twenty-teventh of April, that he was no longer wanted
in Tuscany, Hah! did nol the flower of cities bloom like
her own roses when she had cast out the destroyer fiom her
keart 2 **Ecco! the Austriansin the garden of Italy were
as 1! Diavolo in the Ganden of Edea.” ' And how fares itin
Fuenze now?  We shall all talk /iderta onder Vattorio Em-
manuclo, I hope. Are the Italians not men, that they must
be gapged when their opinion is yet in their throat—and yet
Engliabmen can bawl vut what they please, and the Ameri.
cans are forever boasting of liberty?  But they sayallis to be
free, even rebgion! Trust me. I don't believe that ; the
padie> and fraters will look to that { Not to have teligion free
1 their hving.  If religion were free, we should all fly away
from them fast enough 1" ** Che, che,” said another, * we
were well enough off under the Grand Duke. And now,
urder the king, trust me, weshall have greater taxes, and not
half the chance for smugghing 1

So the peasants talked amorg the hills when first fair Tus
cany had taken her place under the Italian mnnarchy. 1 he
few months since this change of Government had not suf-
ficed to enfranchise opinion; the priests held their tesrors
over the people ; the Tuscans, for the most part, weie cau-
tinus of committing themselves, lest the fair promise of
freedom should meﬁ like the airy fabric of some murning
vision, and leave them once more in the power of thels
tytants.

As the travellers approached the Estates of the Church,
the influence of the clergy the doubts they engendeied
alout the liberal Governm nt, and the hostiliy to the idea
of religinus to'era’ion—betame more marked. Near Orle-
tello, Nanni tumed into the hills, 2nd ascending by an un-
frequented road, paised a little caseita, where, after a pu-
vate conference with the owner, who was catting firew ood,
they were very cordially seceived, and given the best place
by the hearth. The only inhabitants of this house was an
aged man and bis wife ; people of larger frame and freater
physical vigour than is common to the dwellers of Ital:an
cities 3 they p-ssessed also an unusual intelligence. Their
hut, for it was little more, was beautifully clean ; the even-
ing meal was well prepared ; their speech was the pare
Tuscan of Fitenze. Sandro, being very wearny, fell aslecp,
aftes 2 heasty supper, cn 2 mat by the fire ; the old man
and woman drew theit chairs on cither side of Naani, and
beat forward in eager converse.  Said the old man .

**Then you really thirk that the days of our people's
meru-ning are ended > that the sea of bhod has ebbed out ot
the Pisdmon'ese valleys for ever ? that the Jast persccution
has spent its force ? 1 was, as you know, a servant of the
good Count Guicciardimi. On the 7th of May, 18351, my
dear moaster was prejanng fur departuse v Eogland.  He
wac reading the 15'h of St Juhn, with seven fricads, when
suddenly the gensdarmes rushed opor  hem. 1 was hiten-
ing to the reading, standing in the doorway, and daslung
pas* la pulisia, 1 Lid *n a cluset aoder the staus, while my
dear master and his friends were canued off to the fhihy Bar.
gello.  The Count had for twu yean been holding religious
miectings, and my wife and I were by hum biooght 10 know
Chnsr. It was but a small thing. to shew my giautude,
thar T did when T aided ia scatiering bis Curtasion through
Tualy while he wa+ in exile.  Yen cannot remember how the
Papal party raged atthat T was suspected—alas ! through
my sister, who was questivned in the wonfesstonas. and being
io danger of he calleys, fled to the Matemma, Ay wile lay
six weeks in thr Bargel's, Lut being dismassed, she joined me
here  What has been the dismal history of persccution
since then? The Madai were scized in 1852, dear Cechetu
was inprisoned in 1855, And Dow, after all this, can
Bitles be read, and bwght, and sold iy Toscany 2 can cvan-
gelical schools be opened ? can people gather to heart the truth
wi-hout being fallen on by gensdarmes?  Ah if that hour
comes, my wife and I will retarn tn Firenze, to see the sal-
vation o} God in the city where . be an Evangelical was
worse than 10 be 2 thief!”

** Ard from a place where you may hope to labour in
peace, my son, you go to Barletta, where, if yeu speak the
truth, the encmies of the Gospel will oppose you 2* said
the old womsa.

** Remember,” said Nanny, ‘‘that my owa aged nts
are yet :n darkness. 1 go to bring glad tidings to their last
days. And, good Mona, I am sure that hereafter we have
in Italy no peisecotion to fear beyond the hard word, e
batter tlander, the aversion, the pelty spite and private mal.

{ce, which will meclt away as our lives prove our geod
inteations.”

Monna Marle shook her head.

“ Be not too sanguine, my spn, We had oncea libera)
Pope, liberal until—hne was ’opc; no longer, Intolerance
will not die easily here in Italy.”

“T have had visions of him—that smiling man of sin
said the aged cottager. *‘1 live alone here in the forcy,
und ponder until strange visions come tome ; and 1 see tum
filling full the measuie of the evil of the line of pontdic
How, 1 cannot see ; perhaps by some deluge of blood over
the Italian fields; perhaps by some new pretense which
shall, Ly its aropance, draw down the long-slumbenag
wiath ol God 1"

‘The old man shook his head and fixed hls eyes on space
His wife touched Nanm's elbow ¢

‘¢ He sees visions 1"

The patniarch turned suddenly toward Nanni.

*There is a Capuchin fnar in Bardetta; I know inim ; ke
has caicn of my bread. I see him pursuing yov, my sun
I know not why. Alas] so ever have the fiiars been on the
track of God's sons.”

Mouna Marie looked awed ; the old man still meditatet
ten years in those lonely wooded hills had set a mystenous
mark on the pair.  Presently the patriarch arose slowly, and
just as slowly lified his arms above hishead ; his white ha
and beard et as masses of snow, his eyes burned as he
stictched himself upward, and the green baize cloak
which he was habitually wrapped fell from his gaunt shoul.
ders, his stature scemed something gigantic.

““The day comes!™ he cried, ** the day comes when ]
shall stand and grocluim the free Gospel of my Lord under
the gates of the Vatican ! The day comes when 1shall gve
Bibles to the guards at St. Angelo!  The day comes whea
1 shall distribute tracts on the steps of the Lateran 1 These
things 1 have asked of God, and te will answer me."”

*“Woc is me, then,” said Moona Marie, tears steahing
over her wrinkled checks, ** for if you do these things, e
amico, you will burn like Fra Savonarolat”

The next morning Monna Mane was early astir, prepann,
of her best to set before her guests.  After the breakfast an
worship, the good woman filled the travellers’ wallet wih
focd, and the old man, folding his green cloak closer about
him, and putting on 2 high, Lell.crowned hat, sccompanied
them for two miles on their way, At the hecls of the pamn.
arch, ran a gaunt, shagry dog and two goats, the thiee
entire amity, following their master throuph =l his walk.

Arriving whete the roads divided, before a shrine, the
patriarch bade bis friends farewell, To Nanai he sad.
**God make yon His messenger in Italy ;” to $andro, wih
a troubled face : ** God give you prace to witness a goud
confession ;" and then heturned, striding up the hills home
ward, with his three dumb companions gamboling Lehiod

im.

¢ Well, Sandro," said Nanni, after they had journeyed on
in silonce for some time, ** how did you like those peopics™

*“Most splendid 1™ seplied Sandro. * How clean ihey
were, and how kind, and what nice Jittle cheeses the Monna
gave us for our lunch ; and then, we had new-laid eggs fur
supper!”

*“Ah, T did not know but you would think them very
evil-minded penple,” said Nanni.

¢ Evil-mirded! How can they be evil-minded—ihey
gave us fried chickens for breakfast 2

*That ¢s to the purpose, certainly. Bat, Sandro, ey
were—Vaudois.”

“Eh, what, uncle? Cospetto! they looked just iike
other people 1”

“Yes; but they were Vaudois—Evangelicals. Thep
have been converted by the Vaudois, and joined them tea
yeers apo.”

The Padre’s teachings were a half-forgotten medley
Sandro’s n.ind ; the chickens were a present fact ; he was
walking in the strength of fried chickens; a cold chicken
was in the wallet. Replicd Sandro manfully :

** Vaudois or not, I like ’em all the same.”

“It is 2 wise lad who can keep his own counsel,” sad
Nanni.

Having kept to the shore as faras Civita Vecchia, our trar
ellers tyined due east, keeping prudently to the noth o
Rome O ¢ outof Tuscany, ilanni'. qutet evangelisuc la
bours had to be carried on with exceeding circumspection.

Rounding the southern base of Mount Aveline, and wind-
ing thruph the ramantic passes of the Neapolitan Apennioe,
slecping one nigh! in 2 mountain manastery, and two mighs
out of doors, nding sometimes in carriets’ carts, taking :ae
railrrad once for 3 few hoors, and once the diligence, o
travellers pacsed Logpia and struck oot for the Adnatx
crast. The fwo Sabbaths of the journey they had spem
sesting, one with some hidden Evangelicals, of whom Naas:
had once heard in Florence, in a little inn.  On the Sata-
day evening, the twentieth day after they had set ou, bt
pleasant but long journey ended at Barlettz, and Namm
Conti, the only and Jong absent son, was joyfully 1eceived
by Ser Canti, the calzolajo.  Sandro also, thz eldest son of
the daughter whom they had not scen since her mainage,
was made much of by his grandparents.  5z2ndro found
old people rather feeble in health 2nd lonely, living @ 2
house by themselves. Next door lived his mother’s only
sister, Mariana, a widow, with threc little children.

An Ttalian home of the humblersort is not to be judgeddy
one of the ssme sort in England, or especially in Amena,
forinstance, ip Ser. Conti'shouse the front of the ferrem. w2
a little shog, where he worked ; it had no Sreplace, but 5.
Conti sat in cold weather with an earthen pot of érau fa
sort of charcoal) between his knees.

When, in the moming, this basket is takento the carka:
ders, or fuel merchant, for filling,-he Jayr.-with the drace s
few buming coals; the whole slowly ignites, and bewg
stirred now and then with a chip, or by womep, with a han-
Ein, it serves to keep wirm the hands and- feét—now besp

eld in the Izp, or again put undér the knecs.

Behind the fireless and Jpw-cziled shop was another rooe,
devated to some chickens and two goats; beyond this
opened a court, common to the inhabltants of several houses,
where & cow, a donkey, & number of children, and =%
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