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GHAPTER V.= CONTINUED.

¢ Martin,” she said, ¢ behave hke a brave man.
Da you hear? Take care of Jnseph, and if
Victor Morren comes, as, snober OF later, _I
doubt not be mill, take care of him,ton ; b::
mother bas always been good .lo us. Her_e,
she continued, giving him the littte bag, ¢ give
this to the Fope of Rome from your mo'tber 3 be
will want it more than I shall; but miod, %oy,
that you are to touch oone of it by the way.—
There pre five-and twenty fraones, the half of
which 1 received yesterday from Mevrouw Mor-
ren, end the rest from another good soul. It
wll not, I hope, be my last gift, for I get more
n 1 wapt.? .
l}m'.l‘he train eppeared n the distance, the bell
vang, and the Schrambeek b.and poured forth, as
a parting greeting, Magazari’s popular song, the
+Hyma to Pio Nono.?
A last fervent embrace between mother and
10D, sister and brother ; bhats were wared joy-
fully over every head, and a mighty cry of ex-
ultation and efection srose from the crowd of
Magers.
) ‘faong live the PontifKiug !
his soldiers?
1 Parewell! farewell greeted them from
every month. .
And the two volunteers were carred swiflly
out of mght. o
What bad become of Victor all this time ?
Late on the day of Joseph’s departure, Bar-
bara, Myobeer Morren’s old servant, stood cry-
iog 10 the kitchen wiih her apron thrown over
her head,
She suddenly uncovered her face to look at

{be olock.

» Great heavens ! she sobbed. ¢ Yet only
balf an hour, and to think I shail lose him for
ever—1 who thought pever to part frcm my
young master but on my death bed. I must
pow bid im farewell—I, who brought hm up,
fostered, and cared for him as my own child T,
whom he often called his second motber. Poor
Victor, who would ever bave thought 1t !’ and
the good woman began to weep again.

Wtat had befallen, theo, in the house of !
Myokeer Morren? 'Was Victor already wrest
ling with death under the weight of his eorrow,
that Barbara speaks a0 mournfully of a last fare-
well? No; the youeg man since yesterday had
been like a new creature, full of cale joy.

His mother bad striven so long ; they bad
both prayed so fervently to God, that Myaheer
Merren had at last given way. The wounded
pride of the old philosopber bad gained the vic-
tory over s obstinacy. 'There was nothine
which Morreo could less endure than to be con-
victed of inconustency. His wife had made use
of this side of his character, and insisted con-
tinually upon the cootradiction between bis ac-
tion and his principles, He bad always laid it
down gs 2 maxum that every one should be lelt
free to follow his own convictions, and be always
aecounted him e coward who shrank from carry-
ig them out, at whatever cost. And now he
was deaying this permission to Victor, and there
by oot only preventing bim from following the
tonvictions of bis couscience, but acting io
direct contradiction to his owa principles.

Myobeer Morren’s paternal love struggled
long with the etern forlitude of the philosopher ;
but the confhict ended 1 the victory of proud
reason, the god of the free thwnker, assisted,
truth to tell, by his . paternal love tself; for
Mynheer Morren could pot view without anxiety
the visible decline of Wictor’s health, which
seemed to point to the mournful issue ke bad an-
tieipated.

* Well, he said at last, impatiently, ¢ Victor 1s
ofage; he 13 therefore s own master. I
leave bim free to do what he wills, but my ap-
proval I will never give.’

Mevrouw Morren was with her son, making
known to lam the long-desired permission, when
her hushand sent word to ber that he was going
to leave town for a few days, to avoid furtber
leave.taking ; that Victor, if be lked, might
come to bud fam farewell, but it must be in few
words,

The young man hastened at once into bis fa-
ther’s room.
d‘_;l‘bunlm, father, thaoks,’ be cried as he enter-
ed it, :

No thaoks to me,” Morren interrupted bim
havshly ; ¢ deserve reproaches, rather.  Child,

Loog live

¢ Child, who art cavsing me such sorrow, snd
whom I yet Jove so well, farewell! May you
be bappy, acd may I soon see you again !’

¢ Ab, father, | hope so. God will grant 2t
to us. And, father, I am very sure that a time
will come whan you will bless the hour when
you gave me leave to go; and then you will
koow bow dearly T love you, father.!

Victor kissed the hand which Morren held
out to him, and a scalding tear fell upon it.

This was too much for the father’s heart,—
Myaoheer Morrca fell upon bis scn’s peck, and
they mingled their teara in a fervent embrace,

Tas uoexpected change took place the even~
g before Joseph’s departure, Victor had not
time to reach Schrambeek so as to accompany
bis friends on therr journey ; but he reckoned
upon beng able to reach Brussels betore they
could leave 1t, and bad spreed with his mother
to start by the latest train for the capital.

Meanwhile the mother and son sat alone to-
gether, epjoying the pamful pleasure of a last
interview,

Mevrouw Morren’s eye rested with motherly
love upon ber child.

She seemed to be absorbed in thought.

The bour bad 2t last arrived at which the
oftering winch bad beea required of her by Gop
was to be made, and she bad not shed a sgle
tear. ¢ Many a pious motler,” writes the late
Cardinal Wiseman in s ¢ Fabiola,” ¢ has de-
voted her infant son from his cradie to the holiest
and noblest state that earth possesses; bas
pragec and longed to see lum grow up to be,
first a spotless Levite, and then a holy priest at
the Altur ; and bas watched each growing io-
chnation and tried to bend peotly the tender
thaught toward the <aoctuary of the Lord of
Hosts, And if this was an ooly child, as Samuel
+~vag to Anna. that dedication of what was deares!
tn ber keenest affectinn may )ustly be consider
ed as an act of maternal bheroism. What then
must be said of ancient matrons, Felicites, Sy~
pliorosa. or the uonamed mother ot the Macha-
bees, who gave up, or oftered up their children,
not one, but maaoy, yea all, 10 be vicims, whole
burnt. cather than priests to God 7

* What thep must be said, may I ask also, of
the Christian mothers of our day, who, like
Mevrouw Morren, generously offer their chil-
dren, perhaps an coly son, for the cause of the
ord, courageously and gladly sacnficiog therr
young lives for the service of the Church, uade-
terred hy the terrar of a pamful martyrdom un
der the fire of the barbarow: foe 7

Ah, they kaw well inat thewr ebildren are
pledges pestowed on them by God ; they know
that the Angels watch with the laurel-crowa
over the battle field of the dying soldier ; they
koow that the crowa of their child in Heaven
will be 1be mother’s crown also,

Thoughts hke these were busy in Mevrouw
Morren’s heart, and gave ber strength to bear
the hard and bitter wrench of the coming se-
paration,

It wag intensely paioiul to Victor’s heart also
to say farewell ; but with bhim as with s mo-
ther, the steadfistness of faith overcame 1he
wealkness of human love.

Let not men deceive themselves; they are
uot unfeehng, the heroic mothers, the noble
hearted sons, who freely offer all that is dearest
to them, for God and for s Charch.  No; the
voice of human love lor parents or for children,
1s never louder, never tenderer, than in the
heart where it is miagled with that of the love
of God, to rise togetber as cue mighty ery to
Heaven.

The mother and son had sat for some time
in silence, when Victor broke 1t at last wilh the
words—

+ Mother, 1t 18 time We must part.’

A shudder passed over the mother’s frame,
but she overcame her emolion, and apawered,
witha voice which was calm, tbough full of
Jove— ,

"« Well, my child, my dearest Victor, the will
of Gud be done. Let us part, like the martyrs
of the early ages, tull of timb and strength.—

Here, my boy, is a last keepsake from your mo--

ther.’

And she gave him ber photograph.on the back
of which she had #ritten the followiog words of
saintly beroism ¢

¢ (0, my child ; obey the call of God. May
the Angels watch over you., Fear nothing but
God ond sio. Pray for your mother, who
blesses you from the very bottom of ber beart ;
she will pray for you and follow you everywhere
with ber thoughts, ber beart, and her love.

t Your mother and your friend,
¢ Rosa Monrzen.

$Ob, Mary ! I entrust my dearest child to
you. Keep him pure and innocent. Beg your
Divine Son to give bim back to us,if it be His
holy will. But may my son ever remember the
words of Queen Blanche to her child, and may
tie die rather than ever greviously offead God.’

* Thacks, thaoks, mother,> cried Victor; €I

cried he more softly, and with a tear 1o hus eye,

will pever forget this counsel. I will keep the

precious gift as a boly thing next to my heart,
which may defend me from the bullets of the
Church’ enemies, till, when I come back agaw,
if it please God, I lay it in your bande once
more ss a memorial of my holy crusade.’

¢God grant it, Victor, sobbed Mevrouw
Morren ; ‘but, oh, my child, shall I ever see
you again 2’

¢ Let us hope, mother, The Lord 1s Almighty,
and He watches over His own. Disturb oot
yourself mith groundless fears for the future.

* No, my child: far from me be any such
weakness, any shadow of despair. I bave told
you, Vietor,God will, I trust, give me strength to
account myself bappy to be the mother of a
martyr, No, my son, my view shall not be
bounded by the narrow horizon of this short life ;
it shall pierce tbrough the realms of eternal
light to find you once more before the throne of
Gad.?

¢ And now, dear mother,” said Victor, as be
koelt before ber, ¢your blessing in your own
name and io the name of my father.’

A tear sprang into his eye at the thought of
that absent father, whbo bad found no blessing
1 bis unbehef,

Mevrouw Morren raised ber eyes to beaven,
as if to ask strength for her words, and thea
said, 1 a voice of deep emotion~—

* May the Lord bless you, my dearest child,
even as your mother blesses you. Fight man
tully God’s battle for His holy Chwieb, and
unchangeable in the love of your Redeemer, true
and unchanpgeable even unto death. In the
name of the Father, and of the Son, aud of the
Holv Ghost.? .

Aud the noble-liearted mother made the sigo
of salvation over the bright forehead of her
s"n'

¢ Amen,’ sobbed Victor, and threm himself
into bis mother’s arms to pour forth the last otter
ances of nature yo her bosom.

They left the room and went te the kitchen.
Birbara kaew by their entrance that the hour
ot departure bad come, and burst into a fresh
flood of tears,

¢ Come, good Barbara, said Victor in a tone
which he bhoped to make as emcouragmg as
possible ; you must not cry at such a bappy mo-
ment.’ -

¢ Not ery 7’ sard the poor old woman. * O,
if I were as heroic as you are, who can make
such a sacrifice joyfully! But,oh! dear ehild
T am weak and old; Vietor. T s'all not have
you by me when [ am on my dewrb-bed ¥’

¢ Barbara, you must pnat be so despondiny.
How do you know that | shail nat come back 7
I hope, indeed, that God wi!! seon send us vie
tory, and then I sball scon come back to you
and my father and molber, and we shall all hive
Lbappily together again. Barbara, you would not
bave me stay at home when so many brave chil
dren of the Church are hastening to Rome 7°

¢No, oh, no, Victor: but it 13 s0 hard to
part.’

¢ It will be all the more joyful to meet apain,
But T must go. Farewell, Barbara ; pray with
my mother for me, and pray alse for my father,
as T shall pray for bim 2nd you.

¢ Oh, surely, surely, child of my love,’ sobbei
Barbara. * Farewell, Victor, farewell I* and she
hurried out of the kitchen to give free veat to
her tears in the garden.

Victar’s traveling bag, ready packed by Bor -
hara, was-now haoging on hisarm. Mevrouw
Morren followed her beloved child to the door,
gave him one more embrace, and the young
man left the bouse with the words:

t Farewell, dear mother, tll our next happy
meeting.

¢ Farewell, dear son !’ was ber answer ; ¢ fare-
well in the grace of God P’

Her suppressed emotion choked all turther ut-
terance.

No sooner had Victor vanisbed at the corner
of the street after kissing lus haod to ber for the
last time, than sbe hasteoed to ber room, and,
before the image of the Immaculate Motker Maid,
sbe relieved her overburtbened beart by a fiood
of tears and an earpest entreaty for grace to
persevere in ber sacrifice faitbfully to the end.

When Victor reached the ralway station,
he was recogoized by two passers-by. ]

* Ernest,’ eaquired the one, ¢1s oot that Vic-
tor Morren P
;&z to the railroad.  Whitker can he be gomg,

aso ?

¢ Per bacco I’ muttered Maso; ¢ is it not to-
day that the young bigot from Schrambeek was
toset ofi? Who knows but Victor is going to
Rome too 7’

¢ He 18 fool enough.  Now we must find out.
Let us go to Morren’s bouse.

A few mimotes later they rang the bell—
Barbara opeaed the door.

¢ Is Mynheer Morren at home ¥

¢ He went out of town yesterday.’

¢ And the young gentlemen ’

¢ Todeed st 13, was the reply, ¢ and be is go- |,

¢ Ah, he has just now set off for Rome,’ and
poor Barbara burst again 10to tears.

The two visitors made a great show of sym
pathy, seot many kind messages to Mevrouw,
and went their way.

 Maledetto papahuno! sai¢ Maso, between
bus teeth ; ¢ be shall pay for it, Ernest ; be shall
pay for 1.

Aund lus dark eyes gleamed with bloodthirsty
batred, ke tha eye of a niger ready to spring
upon its prey.

Whea Victor joined the party of Pentificul
Voluoteers that evening, at Brussels, e was
greeted by a joyful ery,

*Hurrab? hurrah I they cried; *here is
Victor I’

¢ Welcome ! welcome !’ cried Joseph, ¢ Vic-
tor, I knew that you must come.’

Aud the two friends embraced heartily.

CHAPTER Y¥I1.—ROME.

A few davs had elapsed since the departure of
the three Papal Volunteers. Myuheer Marren
with bis wife, had gone to their country-house
at Schrambeek, where they were accustomed to
sprod some time every summer. Mevrouw
Morren was especially glad (o be there at this
time, partlr to congratulate her sister upon her
recovery. apd still more to give and receive
lrrma her sisterly eympathy in their mutual an-
xietv for their absent childrean.

Since Victor’s departure, Mynbheer Marren
had been unnsually reserved and stern. Some-
nimes he passed the whole day sbut up in s li-
brary, so that b wife could bardly get a few
wards out of lim, asd those few dry and cold
0 he VIMDY depree,

The loving mfe eand tender mother assuredly
~uflered grzatly uader this undeserved barshness
hut she was resolved to persevere wn her sacri-
fize to the end, and she gained courage and tran-
quity before her image who is called the sMother
of Sorrows,”

Her husband was too just and reasonable not
soon to perceive the folly of his condust ; and
ay his sound judgment brought him to a calmer
state of feeling, be became gradually more kind-
ly towards the noble woman, who he could not
but ackoowledge bore his harshness with a
most wondesful patience and forebearance.

Of Victor be bad pot yet suffered a word to
be spoken.

But let it not be imagined that the voice of
paternal love had been silenced by his son’s de-
nartgre,

That love 13 never extinguished except in the
wart of a monsfer.

It cost the proud reason of the phlosopber
too much to acknowledge himself to be over—
come ; but however obstinate the philosopher
might be, the father could not lay aside s feel-
wgs, 8nd immediately after Victor’s departure
Myoheer Morren kad written to a friend, an ar-
tist 12 Rome, who bad lived there for many years,
beggwmg him to keep an eye upon Victor, and to
give tum information of his welfare from time to
time,

The husband and wife had been already two
days at Schrambeek, and tidings were daily ex-
pected from the Papal Volunteers.

The villagers of Schrambeek watched eager-
ly for news,

¢+ Well, Jufvrouw Mary, nothiag yet ?

This was Peerjan’s daily inquiry of Joseph’s
sister as they left the Chureh after Mass.

¢ Nothwog yet, Peerjan; but we could hardly
bave beard yet.

* Tha’s the thiog ; don’t talk to me. I know
it well enough, for I have bees n Spaws, and
Spai hes flat over against Italy. Ity oo trifle
to take a journey there.!

¢ Oh, no, Peerjan ; the journsy 13 not so long
as n your day, steam inakes it so much easier.’

¢Tbat 13 true, sad the Piquet. ¢ At all
events, they ere brave boys, and do bonor to
Schrambeek.? :

At last, ose morning, Just as Mevrouw Mor-
ren eatered her sister’s bouse, the long-expected
tdicgs came—a letter with the Roman post-
mark.

The cover was torn asunder with amxious
haste, and two full shaets fell upon the table.—
Yictor, doubling whether or not lns parents
would be at Schrambeek, had enclosed his letter
1o Joseph’s ; or rather, the two young men bad
written a umted letter, and the second sheet
was a postseript frem Victor to s motber, -

¢ We reached Rome,’ 50 ran the letter, ¢ ths
evening, and we cannot let morning’s post go out
without sending you these few words to tell you
that our journey, both by sea and land, has been
safely accomphshed. We left Paris on Tuesday
at mid day, reacbed Liyoos on Wedaesday morn-
ing, and Marseilles in the evening. We arrived
at Leghorn on Frday at mid-day, and on Satur-
day morming landed at Civita Vecchia,

* Wuat was our joy at last to tread that

grouad on which we bad so ntensely longed to

be! We would fain have thrown ourseives to
kisa th> earlb, whick is as dear to us as Palestize

to the Crusaders. But how aball I describe our

feelings, when, from the train along the banks of
the Tiber, our eyes fell first on the Basilica of
S. Paule, then on Santa Mara Mageiore, and
many of the other great churches of Rome.—
When we landed at Porta Portese, and were
welcomed by many of our fellow-countrymen,
who bad preceeded us to Rome, unconsciously;’
be wrote, ¢ I muttered to myself Tasso’s beatiful
verses on the Crusader’s first sight of Jernsalem ;
for Rome, my Jerusalem, lay full before me, and
iI_'could find no words but his to speak what T
el:

Eoco apparer Gerusalem si vede
Eeco additor Gerusalem ai BOCIRE :
Ecco ds mille voei unitamente
Gerug«lomme enlntur 5 sente,

¢ But,) continued the letter, * We must nat
forget Martin, Oh! he is so huppy, and be
says he would pot go back sf you would give
him two thousand france. He 15 very droll, and
has amused us wonderfully on the way. When
we asked him 1f be had no message 10 send to hus
mnther, be answered—* Tl her that all is well ;
that I am very happy ; that tbe fire and-twenty
francs are all safe and sound ; and that she was
in the right when sbe »aid 10 me~ One gets ts
Rome by asking the way, and you won’t be
atone there.’ ‘

In such a bappy stran-—~which was more thap
enough 10 prove their perfect contentment—
Victor and Joseph continued their letter which
closed with the assurance of speedy pews, and
the request for an early answer.

Ou a separate sheet Viclor had written the
following words to his mother :

* Dearest mother—I ovght not to prolong my
letter, but it 1s such a great delight to me to
converse with you. T wish I could describe to
you all the interesting things which I bave al-
ready seen. I shall oot tell you that I am tired
with the journey, for | am not, though we oaly
stopped a might at Mareeilles. It is about hall=
past eleven o’clock, so I must leave you. Our
parting costs me dear, but the motive which
called me to it is a great consvlation to me, acd
[ thaok God who inspired tbe sacrifice which
He bes enabled me to make to Hiw. Desr
wotber, may the holy motives which induced you
to cffer me to the Holy Father be your comfort
and set you fully at rest oo my acconnt, Above
all, be not sad ; but console yourself, as I do,
by the thought of the holy duty wlich we are
fulhilling.

¢ Farewell, dear mother ; I embrace you with
all my beart, and my father also, whom 1 charge
you to love with double »ff-ction—for yourself
and for me. And lastly, my very dear motber,
give your blessug to your own Victor.?

Here 1s the true expression of faith aad hero-
1sm, the most entire simplicity with the sublimest
self sacrifice.

Victor and his comrades were shortly alter
their wrrival jacorporated to the body of
Zouaves ; they were lo remain a few daya in
Rome before joining their companions in tbe
camp at Colleseipolr,

We may imagioe what use Victor, who wig
so enthusiastic a waorshipper of antiquity, made
of his short stay in Rome. He wisited, succese
sively, the hbraries of tke Vatican and tie
Miperva, the museurs aad the galleries of paine
ings 20d sculpture ; nor did be neglect tie
monuments of old Pagan Rome, the Forum, tte
Capitol, the Temple of Vesta, the Baths; but,
above al|, like a fervent Catholic, ag he was, L.e
lingered in admiration amid the wonders of
Christian art ; be spent hours upon bours vad:
the giant vaults of S. Peter’s, before the tomb
of the Prince of the Aposiles, within the vener~
able walls of Santa Maria Moaggiore and S.
John Zateran, and in the wide aisles of the othir
great Basilicas of Rome,

But with the most especial love be lingered
in the Catacombs, the ancient acene of the prety
and beroism of the early Christians, With fer-
veot failh ke koelt before the tombs of the mar-
tyrs and renewer his vow to give lus life nobly
after tiir example, for the defence of our boly
Faith.

He was praying one day before the grave of
the Pope in the Catacomb of S. Callixtus, sad
it seemed to him as if the glorious sufferers arese
from their rest, all glowing with supernatural
fire, and as if they infused a portion of it into
bis own breast, makiog bis blood flow quicker
thraugh his veins ard his bosom swell wilh un~
wonted courage.

Another day be went with Joseph and Marta
to the Basilica of S. Sebastian ; snd here again
be felt inepired with new strength by the thoug!t
of that glorious Saint, who first earned the tit'e
of ¢ Defender of the Church.’ '

But bis happiness was complaied by an au-
dience of the beloved Father of the Faithful, the
gracious aod loving Pius IX, ; and he wept with
emotion on receiving a blessig from. the band
'o which the Lord had intrusted the keys of the
Kingdom of Heaven, Nor did hi bappiness
stap here, ag he wrote a few. days afterwards.to

hus mother : R .‘




