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CHAPTER VI.— CONTINUED.

{ Then he spoke a few wortls about our coun-
try, for which he said he bad a great afiection.—
At fast I ventured to make knows to him our
most earpest desire. )

t Holy Father) Isaid, “thereis a very greal
favor which.we wisb to ask of your Holiness 5 1
is that we may receive Holy Communioo from
your hands, and thus obtain ,the blessing of our
Lord upon our uadertaking.

¢ Assuredly,” was the reply ; ¢ come to my
chapel to-moroing. How can I deny anythiog
to"my dear Zouaves ?’

(Holy Kather) we said, fwe are deeply
{hankful to your goodness to us,aad we trust by
God's grace to serve you as become true Bel-

giang—tbat is to say, as loyal and Christiaa scl-
ders” ]
sThen Le blessed uns again, and _also tome
rosaries and medals which we had with ue he
allowed us once more to kis bis ring, and we
took our leave.

¢ But un: he suddenly recailed me aloce.

¢Ob/ mother, s loving eye had pierced
through my soul, he had read my secret—that
secret which | imparted to you in the summer
touse. His eyes were mmst, and he spoke with
a voice of emotson which sounded prophetically

ar.
? ‘mé:; my son,1n this your strength, the Lord
is with you; you will conquer ’

¢ Mother, the words echo continually in mv
haart. Was not this the voice of the Lord |
speaking through the voice of His Vicar?

"+ It is impossible to express the 3ov and cnn-
solation which we received {rom our interview
with the Pope. Martin, the sumplest amongst
us, expressed his feelingz i the sublimest wag

¢ Op our way fo the Vatican, as we admired
the beauties of nature and art, he answered :

¢ The only thing tbat I desire is to see the
Holy Father, to receite his blessing an Com.
munton from bis hand, and then to die for him.
1 hope that it will please God then to takr me
to Heaven.’

‘ He was right; and pow we have not only
seen this dear Pia Nono, but have speken with
bim as children with their father ; and to m.r—
row we shall receive from his fatherly hand the
Body and Blood of our Lord.

Wil the wish of our comrade be further ful
fied? God knows. But T hope mother, that
you are ready to be tbe mother of a martyr as
you promised me. .

¢ And now farewell, dear mother ; 1 must pres
psre to umite myself with my Redeemer heart to
beart. My most fervent prayers shall nige to
morcow, for you and for my fatber.’

That mght Victor fell into a penceful sleep
with his thoughts full of the great bappizecs
which awaited him on the morrow. but a terrible
dream soon came to torture his heart.

He saw a boundless ocean, whose wild waves,
lashed by the fury of a fearful storm, rose seeth
ingand roaring to heaven, and threatened all
around with death and destruction. A mulr=

tude of rocks raised their naked tops above the
water, cruel birds of prey swept over the waves,
and horsible monsters raised thewr necks out of
te water, threatenicg to tear and swallow up
the drowning wretches who should fall into their
power,

Arid the fury of the storm, a noble shp mov-
ed in majestic tranguhty over the water, Des-
Pite of winda and waves it pursued its evea path
through the threatening rocks as on a summer
%2, The crew seemed to slumber, so peacefully
did it move amid the storm, which was howling
allaround, The helmsman stood watchinz at
bis post; be was a venerable old man, and Vie-
lor seemed to recogmize in his countenance the
features of the beloved Father of the Faithiul,
Which had made so indelible an impression o0
bim yesterday. Victor seemed to humself to be
on board, with his wmother and others of hie
friends, But, alas ! casting @ glooce upoo lhe
T8ging Waves, he saw a drowning man struggling
With the water, now thrown upwards by the
force of the waves and then engulphed 1n them
3g8in 3 and the monsters which surrounded him
Were alteady opening their )aws to devour the
:Dlserable man, God of Heaven! Ttis disfa

er,

. Victor uttered a ery, and mstently plunged
lutp the rearing waves to rescue 1bat beloved
being, He fought wnb_ the waves, the winds,

i twn sipall and three very large, from the last

td sea-monsters, The birds of prey screeched

hoarse'y above bis head ; yet be yressedon, He! ©And did he go, indeed 2 asked U:Sul t

was near him when an indescribab’e anguih |
seized upon bim ; the mobsters of \he deep were
teariog bis boily ; still be pressed onward, DBut |
one more eflort, and he would reach lus father. |
Alas! another fearful wave hurled him back-
ward—his stresgti: gave way ; Le feels theicy |
cold of death freez ng is velms — but he must |
conquer or die. Forward! forward! Ah! be
has seized bold of his father ; hut the uahappy !
man strugaled against bim. His leaden wesght
dragged the poor youth with b into the gulf.
Victor ! Vietor! must you fail in your enters
prise of love? No ; the brave son casts an eye
on the bark, ard there bis mother and tie belms-
man sig0 to im to be of good comfort.

At last he urters a cry imploring belp from

Heacen, mskes a last desperate effort,
and bears his (ather up above the heads
of the barntle sea monsters, which are

crowding round to tear him to preces. He has
reached the boat; he has lawd the drowning man
upop the bnsom of bis motber, aod be himself f.lls
his 10 death agany at the {eet of the he!msman,
who gives him a last blessng. His father is
saved,

Aund, like fleeting clouds, the 1mages of his
dream vanish in a calm aod peacetul slumher.

Poor Victor, was it a play of your sanguine
imagination which thus came to break your
rest ?

CHAPTER VIl.— THE CARBOXARO

If you ascead the Janiculum, leaving the
Trastecere towards the western side of Rome,
you came, oot far from the Gate of S Puancra-
tius. 1o the Pauline Fountain, called by the Ro
mans ¢ Fortanone di . Pietro in Meatora.?

Tt 1s the largest and most abun'aat fountain
in Rnme. Paul V., after whom it 19 named,
caused 1t to be ergcted by G Fonotano and S.
Maderno, 1612, out of matenals taken from the
Forum of Nerva, It 15 adorned w.ih six Topic
columns of red granite, supporting 2 pediment
hearing an nscription surmoun'ed by the arms of
Pove Paut V.

Betweeo the columns are fire mehes or arches,

flow three streams of water, 1o the two nthers
we dragons (which form a portion of the ar-
morial hezripg of Pauwt V. ) pouring water from
their mouths iuto a great basio.

* This water,’ says Nibbey, ¢is the old water
of Trajau, wha brought it iote Rome for the
use af the inhabitants of the Trastesere.” The
founrain has exchonged 1ts heatheo namne, as we
aaid hefore, for that of Paal V. who restored
and wcreased 11 by waters from the lak: of
Braceann. INot long afterwards it was furrker
avsmented by water {rom the lake of Mar-
tignann.

St a~centdinz the Jaumculum, you come to
the Gate of S. Paperatine frop whenee Gari-
baldy m the sprigg of 1849, direcred bis mur-
decous fire on the Frerch besiegers, who made
their en'rance feom this site intn the Ereroal
Citv by the ead of the folioming July.

Ou 1b- eveving of a hot summ-r’s day, a
pumber of the young girls of the Trastevere
were aesenbled round the DPavhoe Fouatain to
diaw water.

They seemed to be tm on great buery to finsh
their work, for they were laughing and chatting
tegether,

Who could make haste 1 such weather. The
girls vere amusing themselves by throwing water
mto each other’s faces ; the foremost of them n
all this spart was a maiden with dark brown
eves which bespoke a strong courapeaus charac-
ter. She could not have numbered mere thao
fitteen «ummers, and her compamons calied her
Nunziata.

The other girls, meanwhile, were exchangicg
the news of the day ; and chatted together like
80 many swallows.

+ Have vou beard of Pietro Marini 2’ said the
eldest, whose name was Giannina.

¢« No, no, Nioa, let us hear,’ answered seve-
ral vaices.

¢ You koow bim well> began Giannina, ¢ the
good simple maa. Well, a few days ago s
borse died, and be knew not how to do without
tis beast to carry on his trade.

* O, yes, poor man !’ apswersd a young airl
called Carlotta, ¢I remember him well. He
isa man who goes aboat in his cart selling
s1ed.’

¢« Poor man! da you say ? apswerew Nina,
¢ but listen a Iittle farther. Pretro, as well as bis
wife, was qute down-bearted about the loss,
when all at once he stood up and struck bis head
mith s fist, and said to bis wife, ¢ Truly, Mad-.
dalena, Iam a fool.” She looked at him with
astonishment. ¢ I tefl you I am a fool, smd
Pietro ; ¢ there we have the Holy Father; be
s our oeighbor, and be bas horees enough. Why
shoujd be not give me some old heas if Task
bim? Come, give me my best clothes l:le 18
g0 good, people say. I will go and e him at
once, and you may be sure I mil briog a horse

back with me.’

anotber girl.

¢ Did he go, indeed ? Pietro went straight to
the Vatican; but there, as you may easily sup-
pose, he was soon stopped.  Still, he did vot
lose courage. ¢ I must speak to the Holy Fu-
ther,’ said he, ¢ I rust speak to him myself, and
on matters of importapce.” Meanwhile a Mon-
signore came by, whose attention was attracted
by Pietro’s words and s open couatenance.

‘ He asked him why be came to the Vatican,
¢ I} tell you,” he said, f with all my heert ;> and
he told him the whole story at once, and how ke
trusted to the Holy Father to belp him, ¢ Very
200d,” satd the ecclesrastic, ¢ I will carry your
request, to His Holiness and speak for you to
the best of my power, Come again to-morrow,
and T doubt pot you will receive satisfaction.’

¢ Pietro did not wait to be told twice, and the
pext morning was at his post full of hope and
joy ; aod 'ndeed the good Pio Nono, touched
by the confidence of his ¢ perghbor,” as Peter
called himself, sent him a horse out of his stable,
and a good round sum of money wto the har-

ain.

’ T leave you to judge whether Diet-o was
happy or not; he sprang upon the Pontifical
horse and rode right rouad the Trastevere
i triumph, sbouting at the top of bis voice
tEvviva Pio Nono! he has g'ven me a horse
out of s own slable” (Tius bistorical fart
took place a few years earlier ; the reader will
forgive the I'tile anachronism.)

¢ Jadeed, observed a Trasteverine named
Julia, ¢ the Holy Father is very good ; espe-
cially to poor people. Oune day be was walkiog
beyoud the city in company with one of tus pre-
lates when he met a good couniryman who was |
going along bitiog a grest munch of bread |
which he beld fast 1n both his hands. ¢ Good |
day, my son,’ said the Holy I ather, pleased
with 1he ssmple appearance of the couatrymao.
He, with his mouth full, contented hunselt with
nodding his head, and went on his way. Sud-
denly, at a turn of the road, be caught sight of a
carriage aad a oumber of people wa:ting.

+ Toat must be 1be Pooe,’ he sad to bmself,
and faibng on his knees, be called to him:—
* Hiv | st ! if you are the Holy Father, your
blessing ! gour hlessmg ?

- Aol Pue 1X., hearing the good man’s bst.
turaed and blessed him wost g-acinusly.

Whule the story was gomg on, Nunzmta had
slipped bebind the nasrator; at its cloe she
stooped over the basin, filled bhath ber bauds
with water and threw it mto Julia’~ face, crying,
with a burst ¢f merry Jaughier,

¢ And T bless you most vraciously.

Jutia was startled for momeat, but was soon ;
ready 1o return the joke, and threatened lo!
drench her from head fo foot.

Tne rest all clapped their hands at the ex-
pected fun, wheo Ursula cuddenly exclaimed,

¢ See, see, there’s a Zouave walking with a
gentleman ; see what a fioe lookiog soldier and
how hrave he looks.” The cry queted Jula ;
apd Nuoziata turped at tke same moment ex
¢'aiming aloud—

¢ Long live the Zouaves, our Good Father’s
brave defenders.’

But o sooner bad she cast a glance upon the
Zouaves and bis companion, thar without speak—
apother word, without takiog leave of ber com-
panjons, or even stopping to take her pifcher
with her she set off at full speed, and soon vao
ished 1o one of the side streets of the Traste-
vere,

The two passers-by were Victor and Maso di
Roccabianca, They came from the direction of
the Lungara, and were goiog towards the gate
of S. Pancratius. The girls at the fountawn
remained for a few moments Jooking after them,
and when they were out of sight resumed theiwr
merry chat,

¢Bu ,’ inquired Carlotta, ¢where is Nunziata
gene o such a hurry 7 See she has even left
her w.ier picher behind ber.

* Who knows, answored Giaspina, © wiat
she bas wo! into her head 7 She 13 a strange
ch.ld, that Nunxiata ; now launghing and playiog
and 1o arother moment serious, thoughtful, and
aven sad. I do oot understand ber.’

* Strange, indeed,” ssid Juha. ¢ Sbe is as
poor and teunder-hearted as an angel, and oo the
other band as fearless and usmanageable—I
may say—as a devil. Do you remember how,
at the last fire in the Trastevere, she rushed mto
the ruins amud the flames, where evep ren were
alraid to venture, and, at the peril of her. hfe,
saved a pnor child whose parents had perished
in the fire? Aod how sbe preszed the poor httle
weeping thing to her hosom, mith a mother’s
tenderoess

Do I remember it? ioterrupted Carlotia,
¢ T saw the child with her last Suocay. She
hes placed it in the Qrphanage of the Immacu.
late Couception, and maintaras it at her own ex-
pense, The poor child calls ber mother; and
Nunziata dances with delight at the scund of the
gwest name.’ :

{1 left Belgium, to spire no pams lo persuade

At that moment a man pasted the Fountaia
at full speed iz the direction of the Gafe of S.
Paneratis,

¢ See,’ said ful'a to her companions, *there
goes Stefano, Nunziata’s brother. What can
be have t6 do outside Rome, that be is goiag 4t
sucha rate? You would thick that he was
runeing for his life.’

Meaowhile Victor and his companicn had
passed the Gate, and were proceeding in carcest
conversation towards the old Viteflian Way. — |
Maso bad met the Poatifical Volunteer o the
Lungara and shaken baads wilh him most warm-
ly ; be bad just arrived from Belgivm, he said,

Propose to me to join a company of bandits—to
ask me to make one of a company of freebooters,
{2 horde of barbarous monsters, 1s esough to cal
a burmog blush of shame to my face ¥

The ¢ carbonara® Wt his lip with rage till the
blood started. For a moment bis right hand
seemed to clutch at somethiog witlun his bosom ;
but the place was, probably, uct lonely enough,
and with apparent calmness be continued ;

© Well, Myobeer Mlorren, do 5ot disturh
yourself. Tt was far from my 1atention to offend
you. Have 1 not told you that it was stmply
wy regard for you which jaduced me to place
befere you the folly of your enterprise P

being anxious to vwsit his country ooce more,
whose dearest interests were now so deeply at
stake, He did pot say he bad been searching
Rome for two days past, to trace Victor out.

With a great show of kindness and sympathy,
he gave Victor information conceraing lns coun-
try and his frieads,

¢ And whither asked he, ‘are you bound
now ?

¢ { had intended to visit the church of S. Pan-
cratis,

' So much the better, answered Maso. ¢ Tt
13 a delightful walk, and I will gladly accompany
you. On the way I can show pou the Vaseello,
and the Vitla Corsim, whence the Freach en- |
tered Rome 1 1§49; and meanwhile we can
taik of everything you would wish to hear of
vour home.’

Victor, though he felt very little pleasure in
Maso’s company, answered in a friendly tone.

“And my father ? he asked, after a few
minuteg, f how s he P

¢ Well—very well) was the ancwer ; * bul he
is inconsnlab'e at your departure. See, Vicior,
continued Maso, after a pause, and with great
apparent hesitatiop, *he gave me a message for
you, but I don’t know whether you would wish
me to deliver it.

* Why not 7 speak freely.

¢ Then doo’t be angry, but believe that I am
actuaied only by regard for your father and
vourself, Your father was at lastinduced to
give you balf permuscion to enter the Papal ser=
vice, but after your departure he considerea the
thing more maturely, and he begged me before

¥ou to give up your mtentien.’

The liar ! He had aot exchanged a sigle
word after Vict: r’s departure with Morren, who
went to Schrambeek immediatel; afterwards,

Victor seemed to have somed suspicion of the
fact, for he answered—¢ Mypleer & Rocga
bianca, I can hardly beherve that wy father
would recall his pledged word ; it 1s outof keep-
ing with hs wio'e character, NMoreover, ]
shou'd reoder myself unworthy of his esteem
were 1 dishonorably to break my engagement.
No, Maso, I shall not flinch from my duty, nor
can my father posubly desire that T should do
4o ; therefore, spare yourself the trouble of
speaking further on the subject.’

¢#But my good friend,’ replied Maso, whose
only end was, if possible, to bring an angel 1o
perdition, or, 10 case of falure, to wreak a dia-
bolical revenge on him in that solitary place,—
‘but my friend, bow cap you be bound by a
detision made o haste and wmthout koowledge
of the cause you have embraced ? for that cause
whicd you have undertaken to defend,is, as T
have shown you, moat uaworthy of defence.—
You must knos that our enlightened age will no
longer endure the tyrapny which the sceptre of
bigatry bas toa long exercised over the ancient
ciiy of the free born Romans.

¢ Lasten,” said Victor, and the fire of indigna-
tion maotled 1n his cheek; ¢ these are things,
Maso, of which we cannot speak togetier ;
these are wacds wihich desecrate the bafiowed
earth on which we thread, The cause which I
defend is the cause of my cooscience, the cause
of the whole Catholic world, the cause of God.’

¢ A glorious cause, forsooth,” acswered Maso,
moclkingly.

* The cause of a superannuated old man—of a
few priests and monks and bigoted women. But, |
Victor, what bonor can yon gam by dying for
it ; what honor even should it prove—as it never
will prove—victorious 7 Ah! the cause of,
Ttaly ! that is a glorious‘cause! Itis the cause
of o noble people ristng mightly to Yreak their
fetters; the one is the cause of slavery, the
other of deliverance. Come with me, Victor ;
join the noble baods who on il sides are startiog
from their slu:bers to fly to their country’s aid ;
cast away the 1dols of your old forefathurs;
bresk the fetters of superstilion in which your
bigoted traming bas entangled you. You have
a noble soul—a soul which should glow at the
sublimuty of our mission! Come, cast away all
this mummery ; hasten with me to join the
forces of true Italy

¢ Eoongh,’ said Vietor, with an authoritative
motion of his band ; ¢ enough, Roccabianca ; I
estimate Garibaldi’s bands at their true value,
and believe me, I -accouat 1t a grievous insult—

¢And 2s to what you suid jut now sbout
houor,’ sard Victor, ¢ do you imagine that 1t wisg
this vamn eartily glory, empty and transitory as
smoke, which I have set before me as my end,
Ab, doubtless more brilliant careers were open
1o me, which would not have claimed from me
the sacrifice of my blood and of my hfe, No,
Maso, for the boly cause lor which I have taken
up arms I have offered all ; and if 1t must be so,
I would be content to receive what (he world
calls shame and only shame for my guerdon,
My faith and my conscience—1these are the ooly
Judges before whose high tribunal T submissively
bow.?

A few moments of silenca followed,

Victor’s eyes were fixed on the ground, znd
he seemed to be absorbed 1n deep thought.

Maso’s browa were knitted togelher, his eyes
shot fice from beneath them.

The stilluess of death was around. Not o
breath stirred the leaves ; not a bird twittered
i the braches; not a cricket chirped 1n the
grass.

It was a fearful stilness, which seemed te
forebode some aoproaching eril,

The two companinzs bad already passed the
Villa Corsini and Voscello : they had leflt the
bighway, and strack inte a htile side path.—
V:Ictor had not observed it. Maso well knew
why.

" They drew near to a thicket of underwaod.
Suddenly a light breeze stirred the branches,
like the shudder of n dying man ; it lasted but
for a_moment, and all was sull aguio.

$ Bt think,” resumed Maso, in words whick
bore a cruel double sense ; ¢ thik again, Victor ;
fou bave nothing but defeat and denth 10 expect
on the path you have chosen. DBhnd dupe I’
conlinued be contemptuously, ¢ wha have left
father and fatherland to die in this our country a
disbonnred death for a dishonerable cause.?

¢ Maso, Maso * cried Victor mdignantly, s Le
sitent 5 you blasplreme God and muke my beart
Lleed with your words, And as to the deatk
with wlach you threaten me, know that it has no
terrors for me, that | have set it duily before me
ever stnce (Gad inspired me with this resolution
that [ should receive it as a welcome fricod come
to bestow on me a crowa of victory, more glo-
rious than that of any earthly triomph. No.no;
1 fear not death n the cause of God and of God's
Holy Church.’

¢ Well? thundered Meso, here then 18 (ke
friend you long for ; ie will not keep you long
waiting, cowardly faol/ this is your hour ang
the hour of my revenge’ ,

And befoce Vietor had time to place timself
in a posture of delence, the ¢ carbonaro™ strong
arm was cast around lim I ke ao won girdle,
'There was surprise, but no fear on the coun~
tenance of the brave young man; it was pale
but calm, and be raised s eyes to Heaven, as i
to commend his sacrifice to God.

¢ Ah P’ muttered the ¢ carbonaro,’ ¢ 1 have not
retucsed 1 vain to this (to me) accursed place.
I have come hither to accomplish my revenge.
De, then, coward, and may the same Iot befall
all the enemies of Italy.’

) %nd be raised bis dagzer above his victim’s
ead,

He was suddenly interrupted by a loud cry
behiad bim.

¢ Genparo, Gennaro!” was beard frem some
uassen mouth,

A shudder passed over the ¢ carbonaro’s’
frame, and ais aphfted arrz fell, as if broken, by
his side.

¢ Who pames my name here,’ said he, hoarse~
ly. ¢ Who is there here who knows Genparo ¥

Aud, as if in answer, there started from the
coppice a maa with flashing eyes like the genius
of ratribution, and stood before bim.

1t was Stefano, Nunziata’s brotber,

The * carbonaro® fooked as if a lightning flash
had struck him,

¢ Stefano I stammered he, * Stefano! you
sere P

¢ Ab, Gennaro,” was the thrilling answer, * you '
koow me agam? Yes, I am bere ; and m good
time, as you see, to save you from a pew crime.’
Genparo, 13 that stain of blood which cleavesto
your hands washed out, that you fear not to ol . .
them with a second murder ?° ) S

‘Maso, or. Gennaro—which we now know to - -
be bis real name—seemed to be crushed by the *

though you, perhags, meen 1t not as such—to

voice of his opponent; be Lkept bis eyes fora °



