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CHAPTER XIV,— CONTINUED,

And the other—he that had framed the bellish
plan, and pursued it with fiendish obstinacy even
to the end — bad heard suddenly in that awful
moment the call of grace, and his soul bad lelt
its eartbly taberoacle with a prayer winch reach-
ed the beart of his Judge, and forbade Him to
condemn it.

The one was taken and the other left,

‘Was it pot because prayers bad been offered
for the uobappy Geanaro, and because prayer 18
all powerful ; above all the prayer of the just for
the salvation of the lost sauls Stefang, Nun
ziata, Victor — could the Lord have rejected
your prayers and your tears? And the grey
hawred father who stood by the throne of the
Most Hogh, the victim of bis paternal care and
love, so cruelly slac by the band of the son
whom be was striving to recall 1o the path of
duty—bow could the prayer ol s love and of
his sorrow fai] to find av echo 1n 1he tenderest
of all hearts—the Heart of the Victim of Gol.

gotha—of Fhim who was crucified by IIis erring
childres, and who, for the salvation of those
erring chldren, gave His Blood and His Life.

A copflict bad been waged between Victor
and Gennaro, wherein the first must needs have
been triomphant—a conflict between Christian
love and fiendish hate.  Could Chrishian love
fail to gain the victory ? and would Victer's
triumph bave been complete 1f be had beea dis-
appowted of bis enemy’s conversion? Had he
not devoted bimself to death, rather than expuose
lis enemy te an eternity ol misery? Could the
Lord refuse so beroic a sacrifice ?

No. Trayer and love bad robbed kell of its
prey.

Victor was still bending over the body of the
penitent ¢ carbonaro.’

His comparions knelt and prayed for the re-
pose of the sicoer.

Victor tenderly closed thbe eyes of the de-
parted, while tears of love and compassion, pre-
cious as peasls 1 God’s sight, fell upon his
face.

He imprinted a kiss upon the dead hps,

¢ Sleep sweetly, poor friend, said bhe, ¢and
God grant that T may be able to carry your last
words to Stefano and Nunziata.’

Then a dark film seemed to cover his eyes,
he turned ceadly pale, and feil fanting to the
ground.

He had forgotten his own sufferings in labors
ing for the everlasting salvation of bis enemy,~—
Charity bad given bim strength to overcome the
anguish of his wound, but Ins task was now ac~
complished, and patere again claimed the ss-
cendaney.

Joseph and Martin sprang to mis assistance.—
They gently raised his head, and sprinkled his
face with fresh water from the stream.

1t was frwtless,

¥ Woe 15 me !” cried Joseph, ¢ be 1s dying.’

Martin wrung 1s bands 10 despair,

¢ My God I’ he eried, ¢ tske me 1o his place.
Poor mother! Ughappy father ! What a blaw,
what a torrow flor you,’

¢ Vietor, dear Victor, whispered Joseph in
bis ear. :

And he pressed his band. .

The band seemed to thrill to lus touch, and
Joseph uttered a jnytul cry when Victor once
more feebly opened his eyes,

The two comrades bent over him.

*Friends,” he gasped with a broken voice,
‘my last hour is at hand ; I feelit. 1 beseech
you fly, and take care of your own safety.’

' And you, Victor  smd Martin.

¢1sball die bere. Far from fatherland, in-
deed, but near the Holy House of Lorettss Go

on at once my brothers, for the enemy I3y re- I ¢ Courage, dearest friend,” whispered Martin 1.~;o[lluar~=,. for he thus addressed them in a pure | Victor soon

turo and make you prisoners.’

¢ Lesve you,’ was the answer of botb, ¢ gever,
never,’

¢ I bave only a few moments te hive.?

¢ Never, never,

¢ Look bere,” sa.d Martie, ¢ the Piedmontese
may come when they like, but not a step do I
stir from this place.? '

The wounded man shed tears of gratitude over
tins proof of faithful attachment.

Suddenly a sound of approaching troops was
heard in the distance.

The Zouaves listened atlentively,

It was ndeed a division of the .enemy,in
search of any remaining fugitives whom they
might make prisoners,

¢ Good heavens I’ cried Joseph, ¢ the Piedmont-
ese are upon us. My God, my God! what can
we do 7

¢ On, my friends, go! go? rephed Victor ;
¢ leave me to my fate.’

¢ Without you? Never.

¢ God will protect me.’

¢ We will not leave you.’

¢ At all events, my sufferings cannot last long.

¢ X stir not one step from this place,’ saad Mar-
tia positively.

s Carry me nto the wood, and perbaps I shall
escape their hacds.?

¢ To die there,” cried Joseph, ¢ aloze and for-
saken like a helpless beast—like a worthless dog,
God would never forgive us.’

The steps of Lbe approiching band sounded
nearer and near.

Josepb acd Martio stirred pot.

¢Fig! Ty P eried Victor, ¢ Fijends, I im-
plore you, endaoger yourselves po longer for one
who 13 passed all hope of recovery.

The danger became presting ; aoy further de-
lay must make escape impossible.

Suddenly a light seemed to strike Martin,

¢ Victor, satd be ¢ would you bave strength
enough to bear the fatigue of the flight if I were
to carry you on my shonlders P

¢ Perhaps so, but to what parpose, brothers ?
I should only be a Lindraoce to you. I beg you
therefore ouce more to go and leave me m the
hands of God.?

¢ Never, Victor ; we stir not without you,’

¢ Be it so, then,’ answered the wounded man:
whose hores that his two comrades would be
thus preserved seemed to give him new strength,

¢ By God’s belp, then,” said Martin j and with
Joseph's assistance he placed the dying man on
ns broad shoulders,

Vietor cast 2 last plance on Gennaro’s body.

¢ Farewell, poor (repnaro, said he, ¢ we shall
soon meet again.’

Martin, followed by Joseph, set off at full
speed with his precious burden Into the wood,
and soon disappeared among the trees.

1t was trme, for they had scarcely left the |

place when it was filled by the hostile division.

¢ Cappery) exclaimed the commander, at the
sight of the two bodies ; ¢there bas been fight-
ing here.’

¢ These are two Piedmontese,” added snother.

They ekamined the two bodies.

¢ Per bacro!  This 13 the mysterious fellow
who so lately jomed us. Ilere is his companion,
Orazio, the only one with whom be would keep
company. Now, rather they than 1, if this was
to be the end of 1.’

¢ They must Lave been killed in the pursvit of
the Papal troops. Yes, bere hes one of their
weapons, Where can the birds of prey be lud-
ing themselves,’

¢ Perhaps m the wood bere ; shall we seek for
them,’

¢ No, no; forward I* answered the leader.—
¢ They must have passed on long ago, for he)
poicting to Orazio, ¢ 15 already cold and suffi—
s companion must bave wrestled longer with
death.’

Meaawhile, the three Zouaves continued their
flight through the wood ; few words passed be-
tweer them.

Victar leaned his faicting head against Martin’s
shoulder, and sometimes, when the unevenness of
the ground shook him in Iis bearer’s arms, a
suppressed groan of pain escaped mm,
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 to him ; ¢ we shall soon, 1 hope, reach a place of
- safety.’

+ Gud grant il,> anewerel Victor. ¢ But my
gocd friend, | am too leavy a burden to yru;
why will you not leave me to my fate. 1 shali
not bold out much lenger.’

¢ Look here, Victor,” answered Martin, ¢ speak
to me no more about 1t, unless yon want lo
grieve my beart. It s of no kind of use.’

They had now reached a little hailow ia the
wood ; Lbe green tusf and the shade of the trees
invited them to rest.

¢ Shall we rest here for a while ¥ smd Joseph
to Martim. ¢ It will be perhaps dangerousto
leave the wood before mightfall.’

* As you will? was the answer.

They placed Victor carefully on the grass,
leaniog his bead op Joseph’s breast.

They then said their rosary for the good suc-
cess of their fight, znd Victor, weik as he was,
followed tbe prayers as well as he could.

Joseph bad already bound vp his wound,
which, as we have said, was slight. They then
dressed Victor’s more carefully, washed away
the blood, and placed a new bandage upon it ;
and the poor sufferer, very much relieved, fell
mto a comfortable sleep,

Towards evening, they set off again, and soon
reached the boundary of the wood,

They had only made a few steps beyond ir,
when they saw five Predmontese soldiers ap-

| proaching in the opposite direction.

There was but just time for ther fo hide
themselves oace more in the wood.

CHAPTLR XV—THE HERMITAGE.

The Piedmontese soldiers apparently had not
ghserved the three fugitives, for they went on
therr way wmthout molesting them,

The Zovaves thanked God for their deliver-
ance from the danger, and suflered a little time
1o elapse before they resumed their jouroey.

Their hope of escape was ncreased by rheir
deliverance from tiis new peril, but their position
was assuredly far from secure,

The evening was slowly drawing on ; they
keew rot where they ccu.d find a shelter, nor
whetber Victor, whose strength was already rx

 hausted, would live through the nigit under the

opea sky.

Yet the three friends were calm and col-
lected.

They pressed onward wiih cosfidence, know
ing that God’s help 1s near when man’s strength
fails, Were oot the wings of their guardin
Aungels stretched forth to shelter the pious sol-
diers? Had not the venerable pa-tor of Schram
beek reminded them, on their departure, of those
blessed words of Ioly Scripture, ¢ He bath
given His Aogels charge over thee that they
keep thee 1o all thy ways.

Ob, how consoling — how strengtheniog n all
the adversities of our sorrowful hfe — is the
blessed conviction that the all-seeing eye of the
best of Fathers ever watches over His children
that the mighty arm of the Avepger of Inoo-
cence 15 ever raised to protect Iis owp, azd
that no buman power can resist His Providence.
* Whom God will belp can po man’s wickedness
binder.?

When the three friends had gone on their wey
for some time, avoidicg open places as much as
possible, they saw an old man ip the distance
who ceemed bent by the wewght of years,

He went slowly along, stopping ever and anon
fo gatber berbs, so that the Zouaves soon over-
took him. '

Ie was a venerable-looking man, with a bald
tead and 2 long and spow-white beard, ihs
forebead was deep'y wriokled, and his eyes lay
deep under us eyebrows; but the calm peace
and mild gentleness which marked bis coupten~
ance, spoke of a soul pure as that of an moocent
child, and of 2 beart kind as that of a loving fa-
ther.

His dress was smple and coarse ; it was of
serge, fastened round the waist with a leathern
girdle

He stood still when the Zouaves came up 1o
him. : )
He recogn'zad theiw,.no doubt, for Pontifical
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Freoch accent
¢ Good evening, my children.

What can I do to serve you.?

*Yenerable mano,” said Joseph, ¢it 15 as you
say. Tor Gods lave, I pray you, i possible,
10 show us some place of shelter, where we may

| escape the pursumt of our enemy.’

¢ God be thanked, rephed the old man, ¢ that
Hl» bas brought you to me. 1 bave not much
to offer yon, yet what I have, is wholly at your
disposal. Come ; my bermitage is not far Irom
tence ; it is no paface, indeed, but it wil] chelter
you from purswit belter than if it were.?

Joseph heartly thanked the good old man for
his kindness, epd Martin thaoked hm with o
glance of his blue eyes, which expressed all the
gratitude of Ius soul, acd which was faliowed by
a leok of sorrowful compassion upon the beloved
buthen which he bore upon his shoulders,

¢ Your comrade,’ said the old man, * is severely
wounded.’

¢ Alas! yes, good man, answered Joseph ;
¢ and we even feared for a time that we had lest
him.?

¢ Now you are good young men who take such
Joviag care of each otber. \When we get to the
Hermitage T will look to his wound, for T have
<ome shght krowledge of medicine, and perbaps
God will enable me to keal it. I would send for
a surgeon from the nearest village, but it would
te dangerous for he bas suffered bimselt ta be
carried away by this hot-headed Italian move
mest.

They otruck once wore mto the wood, and
soon reached a little hut, built partly of stone
and consisting partly of a natural cave,

A\ the entrance of the simple dwelling 5 rude
wooden cross had been erected, and a liule
vegetable garden lay along the side. Behnd
was a hill of considerable elevation, terminating
n a f.:t surface commanding a view of the coua-
try round.

¢ Here” said the old man, 13 the Hermitage of
T'ra Paolo, as the inhabitants of this district eall
me. Welcome, my children, under the old
hermit®s roof.’

They entered, with thanks,

Tt was a poor, but neatly-arranged roem, con-
tairing no other furmture but a c.uc.fix, an image
of the Blisced Virgn, a rude rtable and two
reugh stools, and a httle ¢ prie-diev’ beside a
hard straw bed.

The Herm:t opened the door of a second room.

* Bring vour comrade i hither,? sanl he to the
two Zouaves. ¢ Happily I have a bed softer
than my own, which sometimes barbors a wan-
dering or weary fraveller.  As for you, you
must be coutent to-mght wilh my straw bed,
and to-morrow T will tiy to do semething better
for you. DBut first let us take care of your
wounded [riend.

Murtin bad already laid bis beloved companion
ot tbe bed.

Victor tried to speak a few words of thanks
to the good cld man, but be stopped him.

* Remain quiet and calm. To wmorrow, when
you are somewhat rested, as 1 bope, 1t mll be
time to thank me, (bough there 13 no need of
thanks, What am I doing more than every one
ia bound to do in such a case ? '

He carefully took off the bandage, and anx.
16usly examioed the deep wound,

Joseph and Martin kept tbeir eyes upon the
Hermit’s {ace, to discover whether it betokened
the slightest sizn of hope. The old mao shook
his head thoughtfully.

“Well ? anxiously inquired Joseph, in an un- |

dertooe. :

*I am not accustomed,” answered Ira Paoclo
gently, * to conceal the truth; if the wound bad
beea a few fingers® breadth hrpher up, it would
bave been all over with your comrade. Now, I
have some bope of saving him, by God’s blessing
cpoo my efforts, which I hope we shall obtain by
our prayers.’

He then washed the wound, spread a kind of
balsam upon a clean linen cloth, apd bound up
the wound sgam with all the skill and dextenty
of an experienced surgeon,

Under the wholesome influence of the anodyue,

You have, by ! Hermit (o the other tvo.
Gad’ belp doubtless, escaped the masszere.— ; and spare, bet after such o

!
|

Vo 87.

fell ioto a deep, qmet slumber,
* Now I must take care of you,” said the Lind
* My supperis simple
day as yesterday you
may be able to eal it wih appette. Dot first
fet me lay a bandage vpon your wound,’ said he
to Joseph ; “my balsim will revive you. (ood.
aid be, examming the wound ; ¢ this is but 3
cerateh which will do yoa no barm. You may
thank God that you have got off so easily, And
yov, my young man,’ said he to Martia, ¢ have
you escaped altogether P

' Altogether,’ said be, having already picked
up 2 few words of Freach by bis iotercourse
with the Zouaves; tonly 5 spent bullet or two
struck me bere and there. T bave had very good
luck.

The brave fellow bad indeed received fous
bullets 1o lis elothes, of whirh he was quite ug-
conscious § lus enxiety for his two friends bad
left bim no thouaht for himself.

Tae meal was soon ready, and the 1wo Zouaves
did justice to it,

As they were spent with fatigue, the Hermt
ecjoined them to take some rest, and compelled
them, nothwithstaoding all their resi-tance, to
occupy his bed.

¢ Do pot trouble yourselves about me, | koow
how to spend the night, and to morrow T shall
find a better thelter for you my friends ; but

your wounded comrade must remain with me til}
he recovers ?

He went 1to Vietor’s room wiile the imo
Znvaves lay down 1o rest, and sat down walck-
wp by his nide.

¢ Poor bovr I murmured he softly 5 *still so
young, and so blooming with life and slrength,
An only son, perhaps, whose parents are pow
hing sleeplest in sorrowful anguish and torturing
uncertainty as lo the fate of their beloved child.
Tlits is but ane of the thousand miseries entailed
hy this cruel war against Gad and is Church,
How many tears shall tlus unhappy day cause to
flow? All this far the phantom of \maginary
Italian unity.  Ob, Ttaly ! my unbappy country !
how long will you be allured by the ¢ chimera’
which your enemies set before you, to drag you
wto the gulfl of peréition at last 7 There was ¢
time when I was blind also; T was young and
evthusiastic, and my heart, like the heart of my
friends, Silvio Pelice Maroncelli, and many more
beside, burat with Jove for my couotry ; but we
understood not 10 what her tree happiness con-
wats,  Our dreams might be beautiful, but they
were only dreams.  Time and experience, thank
God, have opened my eyes, Ob, truly did you
speak, my dear Pelico, when you said to me ig
one of our confidential conversations —¢ My good
friend, T still bura wuh the same love for my
country, bat it is no longer so ‘short-sighted a
love, and | sigh to see bow Italy 18 rumiog her.
selt by seeking t~ accomplish an imposaible werks.
16 T could make my voice heard by all those up-
bappy men who are led astray by false patriot-
ism, I would say to them: Stifle the ey pas~
sions which have been set on fire amorgst you.
I love my counlry as dearly as ever, but T see
that its glory is not to be founded upon anger
and strife.  The true duty of s sons s to love
one another, and to unite to draw the sword
agaiost the usurpers, So s2id my Silvio,’ con-
tinued the old man ;¢ but alas! bis words reached
but few ; moreover, men’s ears were deafened
by the voice of passior. Happy friead? you
are gow at rest 1 1he bosom of God, who hLas
taken you away that you might oot see the evils
that have fallen upon your ushappy country.’

The venerable old man thus murmured on ia
Ins reverie ; but at last seeing that Victor was
sleeping quietly, he rose, clipped geotly out of
the but, and ascended the i egainst which it
was built. : : :

It was a glorous night, A fresh frepze
spread its {ragraoce all around ; a thousand stars
glittered 1o the firmameat ; and the dome of the
Loretto ia the distance, cast its black shadow
upon the dark blue eky. RS

It was a picturesque sight to see the venerable
old mao as he stood there like a messenger of
Heaven, stretching out bis arms hke a ]J'robhgt,
while the wind played amid bie snowy beard,

¢ Ttaly ! said be, “unbappy.land 2. return ‘frofn



