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CHAPTER Xl.—CONTINUED.

At the very moment when bis mother Was
praying for him, Vicior was with his compations
in the Holy Church of L'm.atto, .where that sa
cred dwelling 1s preserved in whieh the Eternal
Word was Incarnate.

A solemn scene there met his eye.

1t was in the early morning of Seplember 18.
the day ca which the battle of Castelfidardo was

bt.
fml-E:There was a scene,” wrote a French priest
who witnessed it, ¢ worthy of the noblest days

the Crusaders.

Of‘}:&t four o’clack, De Lamoriciere, De Pimo-
dan, tbe whole staff, the guides, the Franco Bel
gao end Duteh Regimeats, the forewgners, the
arillersmen, the Italizns, received the Sacred
Body of the Lord in the Holy Sacrament of the
Ahar. I saw the greater number of them pros
trate, with their forehead on the floor of that
Charch which so many pious brows had touched
before.

s The recollection of the two generals was so
calm, so solemn, that I could not overcome my
emotion. Moreover, I saw all around me bathed
in tears,

Who indeed could restrein his tears at the
sight of such couraze combined with such piety ?
Who could help weeping at the sight of these
heroes, who, at the feet of their Heaverly Mo
ther, were remewing, for the last time, calmly
aod steadfastly, the sacnfice of their hives before
rushing to meet the death which was awaitiog
them without ?

Joseph and Martin were distioguisbed among
all tbewr companions for the air of deep recollec-
tisn which marked their outward beanng, but
Victor was utterly absorbed in his prayer tbat be
looked like a marble statue.

He was praying for Iis father,

And when at Jast be crossed the threshold of
the Church to hasten to the battle, he turned bis
beed thither for the last time with the implorug
ery e
{My falker P

CHAPTER XIl.~-THE GULF OF PERDITION.

Whilst the heroes of De Lamoriciere’s little
army were streaming into Loretto, the enemy
was surrounding them on all s1des in overwhela-
Ing numbers, -

Orsimo, Cameraro, Castelfidardo, and al} the
villages which lay between them, swarmed with
Piedmontese, who, like howlipg wolves, were
r:ady to fall upon the httle fold of guiltless
sheep.

On the same evening when Victor acd his
companions were purifying their consciences for

*the last time in the Haly Sacrament ol Penaace
two Predmontese soldiers were strolling over the
bils above Castelfidardo. -

Ooe of them, who seemed between twenty
aud thirty years of age, was a foreiguer, who
bad arnved a short time before in Ihe Sardiian
camp, He had appeared there a lttle while
before the invasion, and alter a Jong intersiew
with the commander, he had been incorporated
Into a company of foot.

*No ore knew this new comrade ; the mys-
tery which seemed to surround him soon excited
geveral curiosity, Who could he be? What
was the purpose of his mission ?

Some, who wished to appear better informed
than the common run of soldiers, affirmed that
be was a ¢ carbonaro’ of distiction, sent by Gari-
baidi, and entrusted with bis cecret plans,—
However this might be, nobody was sure of be-
ing right 1n hus suspiclops, and the stranger was

very reseived and unsociable with his compan
1008,

to mwve greater cenfitence, and he was ofien
Seet 10 bis company. This was the soldier with
"hom be was now walking, and who bore the
-name of Qragio,
oubtless, he wos well acquawted with hia
Tysterious friend, but be was as silent as the
grave, : '
The two companions kad come to a level apot
o5 the hill, and bad thrown themselves dowa on
the prass, . .
‘ What a beautiful evening,’ said the stranger,
the eve perhaps of my revenge ?
- * Your revenge, inquired kis comrade, * why
0Y0U not say olir revenge? Are we not all
Rbout to wresk it on the base enemy of Italy?

ACRIFICE,|ordoyoul
: v2nge. Gennare !’
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. | geaivs, urged me on.
To oe alone he seemed, from s first arrival, ; Jost, . I became desperate, and tried lo drown

M

ock, mo
i

Gennaro, for we recogmze our old acquaint. ‘
ance the * carbonaro.” Gennaro paused for a ,'
fe!\:i momeats before be apswered. At last he |
said ¢ (

¢ A personal revenge wmded, Orczio. Listen ;i
I will tell you my muserable hstory, lor I bave |
no need 10 blush in your presence, Ikuow you, |
Orazio. At the commannd of the secret society, |
did you not plunge your dagger in the beart of |
yoer own brother 7’ :

Qrazio shuddered at the piercing glaace which j
Ge:naro turped on e I

* Disturh oot yourself,? smd the fatter; ¢ you
have nothing to fear from me. 1 anly wish to
show you how well you are koown to me.—
Orazio, you let your dagger fall 1the first tme,
and 1t was ooly fear of the *carbonari’s’ vea
geance wh ch replaced it in your hands, Do [
say true, Orazoo P

“Ttis true) muileied be, prostrated by the
secret pnwer which ig companion exercized over
him. ¢ Itisirue; but bow could you koow it ?
Tt was in the darkness of might.’

¢ Eooughj you see [ do koow it. But ths
has nothiog to do with my owa tistery. It will de
me good 10 ease my heart at the approach of my
long repressed veogeance.

¢ My family is ongmally from Naples. I
was the second of twa children, bora to the ad-
vocate Bernardo Biuanch: by his marriage with
Beoedetta Carucci.

 Careless and jnyous, the years of childhood
flewby. We had [rieeds ; we were prosper-
ous. For my fulher, who was esteemed lhe
first barrister in the city, bad maoy a lucrative
cause to plesd,

* But our quiet hapiness did not last long 5 it
excited envy and enmuty, aond my father was as-
sailed by slander. The number of bis friends
gradually diminished, s clients sought other ad-
vocates,

¢ What was to be doce? 'To take legal pro-
ceedipgs against the slonderers? Jmpossible,
the accusations were foo vague, the source of
the slander too carefully hidden to be reached
by any such mesns. My father wrung bis baods
i desparj my wmother pioed away.

¢ Alas! after a few months’ suffering, she was
taken from us for ever.

¢ My poor rzother! What a loss were you
tome! Sbe loved me so tenderly, too tendesly
perhaps. :

¢ All these unexpected shocks bad rendered
his residence 1n Naples hateful to my father, and
soon after my mother’s death he made knowo to
us his inteotion of removing to Rome.

¢ He ascribed the slander which destroyed his
happiness to the devices of the secret socleties,
which be had alwags opeoly and stroogly op
posed, and he hoped to have less to fear {rom
their persecution in the capital of Cbristendom.
The wound inflicted by the death of bis beloved
wife was still bleeding, and 1nduced hin to bid
farewell to bis profession, and rass the ren_lainder
of his days in the tranquility of domestic life.

"¢ So long as my mother’s watchful eye had
guarded. me I bad remained true to the precepts
of my parents ; but now being left more to my-
self, I soon fell mto the society of bad compan-
ions, . I became a druokard and a gambler.

¢ Amoug my pew acqaintances there was one
named Silvio, who exercised an extraordivary
influence over me. He was small in sfature,
dark and meagre in appearance, bis lips were
tin and generally pressed tight together ; his
nose was crocked, his eyes seemed to pierce
right through your soul. He was the devil who
led me to perdition.

¢ Bravo, Getnare,” cried be, when I wan at
play. ¢ Drink agaia, and go on.’

+ Courage, be whispered in &y ear when I lost,
¢ Drown your loss 1o wine, and go on, e wins
who perseveres ’ )

tAlas! 1 went on, and I lost. T iocurred
debts—heavy debts, J dared not spesk to my
father of my condition, and indeed bow could he
have helped me. Our fortuoe had become very
narrcw ; we lived with difficalty oo the savings
of better days. -

+] saw the abyss open before my feet, and yet

I rushed desperately forward. Silvio, my evil
1 stll played. Isull

my msery 1o wive, for the momest drew near
when I expected my creditors to come upoc
lne.

¢ ] was sitting despondingly in a_coffee-house
it the ¢ Piazza Navona,” when Silvio came 1a.
As soon as he saw me ke came straight up to
me. '

¢ Ab, Gennaro {? said he, - ¢ What is the mat-
ter with you, that you look so sorvowful.’

¢ Sorrowful, indeed,’ I replied; ¢ and not wilh-
out reason.’ : )

¢ Come, come,? said he, looking straight into
my eyes. * What 18 1t? Tell m2 whats the
matter?

11 have debts.’
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¢ Nothing else.’

¢ Heavy debts.’

¢ Aod nothing else.”

* And oo mopey.’

¢ Make i1,

¢ That’s easily said,’ I replied, bitterly ; ¢ but
how?* .

$ Nothing easier,’ replied he coolly. ¢ Gea-
nare,” he =aid, after a moment’s pause, ¢ do you
want money 7 Then come with me.’

¢ Whither ?°

* What matters that, if you want money, not
only now but for the future.

¢] followed bim mechanieally.  Blost pot I
pay my debtg? Must oot I avoud disgrace at
whatever price.’

P After we lad walked oo for a long time,
Silvio stopped before a moderate sized house in
the * Via Ripetls,’ and k ocked at the door.

* A servant soon opened if.

¢0Oh! it is you,” said be, when he saw Silvio.

¢ Is he within,’ atked Siivio.

“On a reply i the affirmalive, we pasced
tbrough many passages, acd at .ast koocked at
the door of a room.

v Who’s there,” was asked withia.

¢ Friends unto death,’ was the answer ol my

icomrade ; and, ss 1f the words jossessed some

mysterious power, the door flew open imme-
diately.

¢ In the middle of tbe room winch we now en-
tered, an old man sat at a loog table covered
with papers, A grey moustache shaded his up-
per lip, s hesd was half bald, ke had 2 mild ex-
pression of countenance, but quick glancing
eyes.

¢ Ah,) said ke, at the first look which ke gave
me ; ¢ Gennaro Buanchi, welcome. You are
come at last ¥

] stond 10 amazemeat, for 1 dd not under-
stand bis words, nor could I guess how he came
to koow me. * I’ll leave you alone,’ said Silvo,
going. ¢ The matter will be setiled 10 a few
momeots,)

* The old magn nodded his bead in assent.

¢ Genparo Bianchi,? he began, when we were
lefr alore, “my good [riend, you are the very
man whom we bave been secking.’

¢1 beg you signor, to esplain yourself,’ seid I
+1 do not understand how you come 1o know
we.’

¢ Know you,’ said he laughing ; ¢ 1 bave been
watching you for a lcog time past. There, read,’
he contisued giviog me a paper o0 winch was a
list of names, my own among them.

1 read. Orazio, 1t wasa description of my
nerson. my taleats, my faults, even, so full and
s0 just that I was perfectly aetonished.

*Do koow you,” continued the old man.—
Gennaro, you want money, do you bot.” Aod!
he looked sharply ato my eyes.

¢ Jndeed T do,” said I 1o a scarcely audible
voice.

¢ Don’t be afraid.? said he, ¢ you shall have it
on one ringle condition, Gennaro, you have but
1o inscribe your name among the members of the
secret society which is laboring for the dehver-
ance of Italy.’

¢ 1 started back 10 borror; tbe image of my
lost mother seemed to rise before me. Tsaw
her imploring and adjuring me to resist.

«Never ! never’cried I. ¢ 1f these are the
terms on which you are to give me beip, let me
depart at once.

¢ | had already reached the door when the old
man spraog forward and keld me with a powerful
arm.

* Depart !’ said he.
and shall be ove of us.’

“Let me go 1 cried, *let me go. I wll
leave this place.’

s His whole countenance chapged ; he seemed
to bave turned ioto a devil.

¢ Be still,? said be, f or else) and he put the
mvzzle of a loaded pistol to my breast, ¢ I will
send a bul'et through your heart.”

s Ha!f upconscious, and as if stunoed, I sank
into a chair.

¢ Gezparo,’ he contipved, 10 2 calm and even
insiouating toge, $why so childish, T seek no
thiog but your good. Poor youth! you do not
koow the ¢ carbonari”’) They are the deliverers
of Italy, of the land of lreedom, of your only
true motber.’ ‘

¢ I made no answer, ,

¢ Gevnaro, he repeated, *choose belween
disgrace and subscription.’

<1 still resisted, - He implored, be argued, be
\breatened. To be brief, Orazio, 1 yielded, avd
whea I left that house I was a ¢carbonaro j’ I,
the son of Bernardo, who bad sworn eternal
eomty to the society. .

« From that moment an utter chapge passed
over me. I had a younger sister the very image
of my deceased mother, Solong as- I trod o
the paths wherein my parents bad trained me,
my sister was my darling ; ber joys were my
Jo§8, ber sorrows my_sorrows; one grateful
smile from her was suflicient to reward me for
any trouble, 1 would bave gone through fire

t No, Gennaro, you must
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! apd water for Nuaziata, and Nurziata loved no hopiog to conceal my ab

fone so well as her brotlier Gennaro.,

i ¢ She was then very young, but exceedingly
sharp-witted, and courageous, and self- possessed
a8 a man. She soon remarked my alteration.—
T did my best to appear ontwardiy the same
Gennaro as before, but 1 did not succeed ; I was
cold and reserved even with her. Tlaw could it
have been otierwise. I felt bell ragiog within
me : remorse gnawed at my bearl. { would
fan hase refraced my steps, But, po—torwards,
still forwards ; to retrace wmv steps was to die,
for the avenging dagger was hanging over my
head.

* Forward, therefore, forward! 1 smothered
my remorse. 1 hardened my heart, but the
struggle was long and panful.  Orazio, itas long
before bell obtains peaceful possession of the
beart of man,

¢MNunziatd at last ventured to ask me the
reason of Ile change which she cbserved i me
I answered her coldly and barshly, that I would
sufler oo child to nterfere with my conduct.—
Poor Nunziata! she wept aud was silent ; and
her tears fell hke a scorcinng fire upon my
heart.

¢ Perhaps she spoke to my father of her fears,
for he questioned me soon afterwards with greater
sternoess thao he bad ever showa to me before.
I berame furious, and answered lnm that I was
my own master, and would no longer suffer any
one to dictate to me. :

¢ Oraz0, this was a step farther in the way of
perdition. 1 h:d trampled on my sister’s love.
1 bed shaken off my father’s autbority. What
what there now to restrmn me. IHwberto iny
famity had only looked upoo me as a libertine.
without suspecting my connection with the secret
society, I took every po-sible means to pre-
serve my secref. My cumpasnions had conjured
e to observe the utinost prudence and the most
careful precautions ; but Bernardo was one day to
know that Ins son was a *carboparo.” I had
not long entered upon my path of perdition when
I became less watchful 5 [ acted more freely.—
I was accustomed to go to the meetings of the
‘ carbonar’ late in the evening, when all our
kousehold were deep 0 slumber.

¢ [ thought thus to be more secure from ob-
servation, yet 1 believe (bat T bad not escaped
Naunziata’s watchful eye.

¢ Ooe might I had teft our house to be present
at a secret meeting, where I was to attam a
higher degree in our saciety at the cost of a
fresh oath, when, as I reached the place of my
destipation at the entrance of a side street, I
prreerwved a darl shadow wrapped in a long
cloak, which seemed to follow me at a lutle dis
tance. I soon suspected that 1 bad been track
ed m the balf lizht, but when I 1urned round to
discaver who was followipg 1y steps the whole
street was locely, and pot a trace of the black
sbadarr was to be seen,

tLentered by means of the password, The
room was already full, and the dewilish cere-
moni- 8 began,

¢ Orazio, I shall nerer farget that night,

¢Istood in the midst between my two wit-
pesses, Silvic and another ! earbonaro.?

*s Do you promise,’ said the old man, whom 1]
had met in the liouse w the Ripetta, * do you
promise te labor to the utmost of your power to
uproot Christ and His Church and 1he very name
of God from the {ace of the earth P

¢ | promise,’ was my answer.

¢ Do you promise to overthrow all that bear
the pame of kaiser, kiog, and so forth P

441 promise.?

¢ ¢ Do you rromise to break every bond which
binds you to kindred, family, people, and fatner-
lacd 7

s 41 promise.’

¢¢ Finally, do you promise lo use all your
power to make every man s own god, the mas-
tec of all creation,a blood thirsty wild beast,
like the serpent and the lion of the desert P

+ ¢} promise.’

t{ Swear, then 3’ and drawing aside a curtan
which covered a kind of altor, be showed me a
dagger between two burning torcbes. On one
gide was engraven ¢ Brotherhood ;* on the other
¢ Death to Traitors;’ on 1he third * Death to
Tyrants)

¢ The old man, after be had placed the dagger
10 my land, laid it again upon the altar.

¢ Lay the palm of your band on the point of
this dagger, and say, * I awear faithfully to fulfil
my promise. Wheo I become faithless to my
oath, mav the poiot of that dagger eoter my
beart. From this moment I give power to each
member of the society who shall judge me un-
faithiful, to prer-e my heart,as I will pierce Ins
whom 1 shall find 10 be fanbless to the society.’’

¢ 1 swore, and the old man kissed me oo the
forehead. (See ¢ Lionello, c. wii.,, ¢ Le Ves-
dite,” ¢, vitie, * Il Gruramento,”) It was the gulf
of perdition. : ‘

¢In a fervor of excitement, and almost uncon-

scious from wine, I returned in the early moran-
g to my home. ‘I went soflly 10 my room,

[ ——
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sence from the
* When I opened my door,
ning flash bad blasred me.

* There, by the empty bed, sat my father, im-
moveable, pale a3 death, with his eyes fixed upon
the door. I drew back in terror.

‘¢ Do not draw back, Gennaro,’ said be;m e
hollow voice. ¢ Do you not know your father #*

+* What do these words mean, father 7* stam-
mered I. ¢ Do I not know my father ? What
does this meap ?°

¢ Gennaro,’ smd he, without directly answer-
ing my queslion ; ¢ from whence do you come,
Gennarg 7°

¢From a walk, fatber,” answered T, assuming
a tooe of indifference. ¢ 1 did not feel vary well
in :’he night, and I went ouat to breathe the fresk
air,
$4¥Yau have been nowhere 7
¢¢ Nowhere,” was my answer,
¢¢I11s talse,? apswered he, in a voice of thua-
der. ¢Gennaro, you come from a meeting of
the carbunari. Gennaro, you are a member of
the secret society, Shame, shame ! 3 Dianch:
a carbonaro.’

¢ You lie, father, cried I furiously, the Dlood
beiling 10 my veins with shame and anger.

s Ah,ah! 1 he? replied be, wmith bitter de~
sision, ‘[ lie?  Mv son 18 no carbonaro ; he bas
o0t stzined the nrme of Banchl with that indel-
lible disgrace ; he lias not leagued with the epe-
mies of the Chburch, with the enemies of hig
cauntry, with the enemies of our farmly, 1 lie,
but Geandro,” continued he, producing a roll of
papers, * these papers do not lie., Ahb! there 1
no Branchi a carbonaro.” '
¢ I glanced for a moment at the roll, Tt con-
tained varrons papers aond secret plans eatrusted
1o me by the society, which, wiea I went out, {
had tmonghtlessly leit lving oo the table.
¢ T sprang forward like a cbafed lion.

*4Give me the papers,” I cried in a hoarse
voice.

* He lonked at me in mockery.

1 tried to take them from him by (oree!

¢ The devil’s hour was at hand. I fell npos
my old lather’s body. e tried bard to Leep
possession of the papers,
¢ Let them go,’ I thuadered furioualy,

“ And I had dealt him so dJreadful a blow o
breast with my fist, that he fell backsards oo
the ground, while a stream of blood flowed from
his mouth,

¢ At {he same moment Nurziata, who had
heen aroused by the noise of the struggle, rushed
into the room. d

¢ Gennaro, (Genparn, she screamed with &
beart-rending cry. ¢ Father, father.’

¢ And sbe fell insensible on the old man’s body.
‘1 bad become a devil, 1 wrencled the
popers out of his bhand and rushed out of the
houge,

T wandered like a lost spirit about Rome rhe
whole of that dag, and when evening cnme 1
stood once more at the door of our bouse. It
seemed as if an avengrog spirit drove mc thitker
to see whetber my crune bad been fully accem- |
phiched.

¢ Ab, 1t was even so.

* When the door opened my brother Stefans
stood belore me, Stefano—whom I bad eiways
feared ; be was brave as a lion, prudent as e
serpent, firm as a rock.

% Gennaro, sard he in a suopressed voice,
¢ my father died this day, and this was s last
message—Genoaro, will you say farewell to the
secret society 7

¢ flatly refused. 1ie pressed me to no pur-
pose ; what could make any impreseion upon a
parricide 7

¢ Well. then, replied my brother,  since you
feel no sorrow for your horrible crime, leave
your counfry, bresk all the bonds which unite
you to the family which you have disgraced for
ever, or [ will deliver you to the hands of jus-
tice ; and wark what I say, Gennaro, it 18 be-
hieved by ail that Bernardo Bianchi died in a6t
of apoplexy. If you were to depart immedi-
ately, it might arouse suspicion. T require you,
therefore (o remamn a few days with usj the
hooor of the farily requres it. Ab,’ he con-
tinved with a better laugh, * I know well that we
are fostering a serpenl, but woe to you if you
harm us, 1 have taken precautions, Gennaro ;
my blood, or the blood of my sister, will imme-
diately be avepged on your own head, . Mean-
while, if after a few days you leave your country,
our lips shall remaio as silent as the grave, that
' the name of Bianchi may remain untainted, at
least before the eye of the world. Do you agree
to this, Gennaro ¥’

#¢1 do, answered 1,too glad to Teave this

accursed place. ‘ '
% Be 1t s0,” answered Stefann. ¢ Your beart
is bard as stone, yet God grant that I may aome
day behold you pemitent. Tnep, Gepoaro, but
never till tkep, will I give you the band of a
brother.’? Coe

family.
1 felp as if a light-

The carbopara paused for some -momentsin’
his narrative. The remembrance of those ter<-:




